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The champagne flute shattered against the marble floor of the Paradise Grand's VIP lounge, sending crystal shards skittering across polished stone. Sophia Alvitre didn't flinch. After three years slinging drinks to Vegas high-rollers, she'd seen worse than some asshole Russian throwing a tantrum because his scotch wasn't expensive enough.

"Problem, Mr. Kozlov?" She kept her voice honey-sweet while her hand found the panic button under the bar. Not that casino security would do shit against Viktor Kozlov—word was he owned half the cops in Vegas and intimidated the other half.

The Russian's pale eyes tracked over her curves like he was pricing meat. "No problem, little bird. Just discussing business with Mr. Patterson here."

Casino manager Dave Patterson looked ready to piss himself, sweat beading on his forehead despite the lounge's perfect climate control. Three of Kozlov's crew flanked him—thick-necked thugs in expensive suits that couldn't hide the bulges of shoulder holsters.

"Tell her what we discussed, Patterson." Kozlov's accent made her name sound like a threat.

Patterson's voice cracked. "Sophia, maybe you should take your break—"

"Nyet." Kozlov's word sliced through the air. "The pretty waitress stays. She serves drinks in my territory now."

His territory? Sophia's grip tightened on the champagne bottle she'd been about to open. "Excuse me?"

"Paradise Grand pays protection now. Twenty percent of weekly take, or we have... accidents." Kozlov smiled, showing teeth too white and too sharp. "Broken machines. Injured employees. Bad luck."

The rage hit her like a slap. This was her casino, her regulars, her livelihood. She'd worked double shifts for three years to build her client base in the VIP section, earning enough to support her mom's medical bills and pay for college classes. No way some Russian fuck was going to waltz in and steal her life.

"Over my dead body." The words left her mouth before her brain could stop them.

The temperature in the room plummeted. Kozlov's smile vanished, and his men shifted closer. Patterson made a sound like a wounded animal.

"That can be arranged, little bird."

Sophia's heart hammered against her ribs, but she lifted her chin. "Try it, asshole. This is America, not whatever shithole you crawled out of."

One of the thugs stepped forward, cracking his knuckles. "Want me to teach the mouth some manners, boss?"

"Da. But not here. Too many cameras." Kozlov's gaze never left Sophia's face. "Meet me in parking garage B, level 3, when your shift ends. We discuss your attitude problem."

"Like hell—"

"You come, or pretty mama in the nursing home has accident tomorrow. Sad story—gas leak, maybe. Very tragic."

The blood drained from Sophia's face. He knew about her mother. These bastards had done their homework.

"Thought so." Kozlov straightened his tie. "Level 3, midnight. Don't keep me waiting."



Eleven fifty-eight PM, and Sophia's hands shook as she walked through the concrete maze of parking garage B. The click of her heels echoed off the walls, mixing with the distant hum of Strip traffic three levels above. She'd changed from her cocktail dress into jeans and sneakers—easier to run in if things went sideways.

When things went sideways.

She'd called the cops twice. Both times, they'd taken her information and promised to "look into it." Translation: Viktor Kozlov owned them too.

Level 3 was nearly empty, just a few scattered cars under flickering fluorescent lights. The smell of motor oil and concrete dust filled her nostrils as she rounded the corner toward the meeting spot.

Three silhouettes waited by a black Escalade. Kozlov leaned against the hood, smoking a cigarette. His men flanked the vehicle—the knuckle-cracker from earlier and a wiry guy with prison tattoos snaking up his neck.

"Right on time." Kozlov flicked his cigarette away. "I appreciate punctuality."

Sophia stopped twenty feet away, close enough to hear him but far enough to run. Not that she'd get ten steps in these sneakers.

"What do you want?"

"Cooperation. You work VIP section, yes? You hear things. See things. Names, faces, who has money, who has enemies." He pushed off the hood, moving closer. "You become my eyes and ears."

"I'm not a snitch."

"No?" His hand moved to his jacket. "Then you're useless."

The gun appeared so fast Sophia barely had time to register the black metal before survival instincts kicked in. She dove behind a concrete pillar as the first shot shattered the silence, concrete chips exploding where her head had been.

"Grab her!" Kozlov's voice echoed through the garage.

Heavy footsteps pounded toward her hiding spot. Sophia pressed against the pillar, mind racing. The emergency exit was thirty yards away, but they'd gun her down before she made it halfway.

The knuckle-cracker rounded the pillar, gun raised. Sophia grabbed a chunk of loose concrete and hurled it at his face. He cursed in Russian, stumbling backward as blood poured from his nose.

"Bitch broke my fucking nose!"

She ran, zigzagging between parked cars as bullets sparked off metal and concrete. Her lungs burned, legs pumping as she sprinted toward the exit. Almost there—

A hand grabbed her hair, yanking her backward. She screamed as the wiry guy slammed her against a car hood, gun pressed to her temple.

"End of the line, pretty bird."

"Let her go."

The voice cut through the garage like a blade—low, deadly calm, with an edge that promised violence. All three Russians spun toward the sound.

A man stepped out of the shadows between two cars, and Sophia's breath caught. Tall and lean, with platinum blonde hair that caught the flickering light and eyes like winter storms. Tribal tattoos covered his forearms, disappearing under the sleeves of a black t-shirt that stretched across broad shoulders.

"This is private business," Kozlov snarled. "Walk away."

The stranger smiled, and it was the most dangerous thing Sophia had ever seen. "Can't do that. Lady's under Sin City protection now."

Sin City MC. Sophia had heard whispers about them—the motorcycle club that handled problems the law couldn't touch. Dangerous men who lived by their own rules.

"You're making mistake," Kozlov said. "One biker against three of us."

"Your math's off." The biker's hand moved to his belt, pulling out something that gleamed in the fluorescent light. Not a gun—a tire iron. "It's one pissed-off treasurer against three dead Russians."

Time stopped.

Then the garage erupted into chaos.

The biker moved like liquid death, the tire iron whistling through air. Kozlov's gun went flying as metal connected with wrist bone, the crack echoing like a gunshot. The Russian screamed, clutching his shattered arm.

The wiry guy released Sophia, swinging his weapon toward the newcomer. She dropped and rolled under the car as the biker closed distance, tire iron deflecting the gun barrel just as it fired. The shot went wild, shattering a windshield.

Prison Tattoo tried to get a bead on the blonde stranger, but the man was everywhere at once—ducking, weaving, that iron bar finding flesh and bone with surgical precision. A knee to the solar plexus folded Tattoo in half. The tire iron came down on his skull with a sound like a melon hitting pavement.

Knuckle-Cracker wiped blood from his broken nose and charged with a roar. The biker sidestepped, grabbed a pool cue from a nearby maintenance cart, and snapped it in half. He drove the sharp end into Knuckle-Cracker's thigh, then used the blunt end to cave in his ribs.

Three men down in thirty seconds.

Kozlov scrambled for his dropped gun with his good hand, face twisted with rage and pain. "You have no idea who you're fucking with!"

"Yeah, I do." The biker kicked the weapon away, then grabbed Kozlov by the throat and slammed him against the Escalade. "Some Russian piece of shit who thinks he can muscle in on our territory."

Sophia crawled out from under the car, legs shaking. The stranger's back was to her, muscles coiled with barely contained violence as he held Kozlov against the SUV.

"Tell your boss this was his first and last warning," the biker growled. "Sin City doesn't share."

"You think you've won?" Blood trickled from Kozlov's mouth. "This is just beginning. We know about the girl now. We know where she works, where she lives, where her mother—"

The tire iron caught him across the temple. Kozlov's eyes rolled back as he crumpled to the concrete.

Silence settled over the garage, broken only by the distant wail of sirens. Someone must have called in the gunshots.

The stranger turned, and Sophia got her first good look at his face. Sharp cheekbones, a jaw that could cut glass, and eyes the color of storm clouds. A playing card tattoo—the ace of spades—decorated his throat just above the collar of his shirt.

"You hurt?" His voice was gentler now, but no less dangerous.

She shook her head, not trusting her voice.

"Good." He dropped the tire iron and moved toward her. "Name's Chris Sterling, but everyone calls me Flush. You're coming with me."

"I don't even know you."

"Lady, you just watched me take apart three armed Russians with a piece of metal and a broken pool cue. Right now, I'm the safest bet you've got in this whole damn city."

The sirens were getting closer. Flush grabbed her hand—rough calluses against soft skin—and pulled her toward a motorcycle parked in the shadows. A custom Harley, black and gold, built for speed and intimidation.

"Wait!" Sophia dug in her heels. "I can't just—"

"You can, and you will." He turned, and she saw something flicker in those gray eyes. Not just protectiveness—hunger. Raw, masculine appreciation that made her stomach flip. "Because if you don't, you'll be dead before sunrise."

He was right. Kozlov would come back with more men, more guns. Her apartment wasn't safe. The casino wasn't safe. Nowhere was safe except...

"The motorcycle club."

"Sin City takes care of its own. And as of right now, you're ours."

Ours. The word sent heat spiraling through her belly despite the circumstances. She looked at the unconscious Russians, then at the man who'd saved her life. Broad shoulders, dangerous hands, eyes that promised protection and something darker.

Her mother always said she had terrible taste in men.

"Fuck it." She swung her leg over the bike behind him. "Let's go."

Flush's laugh was low and rough as the Harley roared to life. "Hold tight, Sophia Alvitre. Your old life just ended."

As they tore out of the garage into the neon-soaked Vegas night, Sophia's arms wrapped around his waist, feeling the solid warmth of him through his shirt. Her heart hammered against her ribs—from adrenaline, fear, and something else entirely.

Something that felt dangerously like excitement.

The house always wins, they said in Vegas.

Tonight, she was betting everything on the ace of spades.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2


[image: ]


The prospect room at Sin City MC's compound smelled like leather, motor oil, and the kind of violence that left permanent stains. Flush sat at the scarred wooden table, watching steam rise from his coffee while the brotherhood filtered in for church. Sunday morning meant business, and business meant blood when Russians started muscling in on their territory.

"You look like hell, brother." Joker dropped into the chair beside him, sandy brown hair still damp from the shower. The road captain's hazel eyes held traces of humor despite the early hour. "Rough night?"

"Could say that." Flush's mind drifted to the woman currently sleeping in his bed upstairs. Sophia Alvitre had crashed the moment her head hit his pillow, exhaustion winning over the adrenaline that had kept her upright through the ride to the compound. She'd been out for six hours, curled up in his sheets like she belonged there.

The thought made something possessive twist in his chest.

"Heard you brought home a stray." Lucky Hayes slid into the chair across from them, pale blue eyes sharp despite the early hour. The enforcer's seven-pointed star tattoo seemed to pulse in the fluorescent light. "Pretty little cocktail waitress, according to Boxcar."

"She's not a stray." The words came out harder than Flush intended. "She's under club protection."

"Easy, brother." Joker held up his hands, grin widening. "Nobody's questioning your judgment. Just curious why you risked your ass for some civilian."

Before Flush could answer, the chapel door swung open. Jake "Jackpot" Coleman strode in, president's patch gleaming on his cut. At six-three with graying temples and eyes like winter ice, Jackpot commanded respect without saying a word. The rest of the brotherhood fell silent as he took his place at the head of the table.

"Church is in session." Jackpot's voice carried the authority of a man who'd led soldiers through hell and brought them home alive. "We've got a Russian problem that needs solving."

Alex "Blackjack" Montenegro, the vice president, spread a series of photographs across the table. Crime scene shots, surveillance footage, hospital records. "Viktor Kozlov's crew hit two more casinos this week. Paradise Grand last night, Flamingo Friday. Same story—pay protection or face accidents."

Flush's jaw tightened as he recognized the Paradise Grand photos. Broken slot machines, blood on marble floors, witnesses with their faces beaten to hamburger. If he hadn't been there last night...

"Casualties?" Tyler "Roller" Walker's gravelly voice cut through the silence. The sergeant-at-arms looked like he bench-pressed motorcycles for fun, tribal tattoos covering every inch of visible skin.

"Three employees hospitalized at Flamingo. Two tourists at Paradise Grand." Blackjack's dark eyes were flat and cold. "Kozlov's escalating. He wants our casino contracts, and he's willing to kill civilians to get them."

"Motherfucker." Derek "Deuce" Mitchell pushed his wire-rim glasses up his nose, fingers flying over his tablet. The intelligence officer's dragon tattoo seemed to writhe as he pulled up financial records. "Our casino partnerships generate sixty percent of legitimate club income. Lose those contracts, and we're back to running strictly underground operations."

"Which brings federal heat we don't need," Matt "Boxcar" Jackson added. The prospect coordinator had been tracking law enforcement interest in the club for months. "DEA's already sniffing around after that trucking company bust in Arizona. We stay legitimate, they leave us alone."

Jackpot nodded grimly. "So we protect our interests and eliminate the threat. Flush, you had contact with Kozlov's crew last night. Report."

All eyes turned to him. Flush set down his coffee, choosing his words carefully. "Three-man team cornered a civilian in Paradise Grand's parking garage. Armed, organized, professional. They knew details about her personal life—where she worked, family information. This wasn't random intimidation."

"The civilian being your new houseguest?" Lucky's pale eyes held speculation.

"Sophia Alvitre. Cocktail waitress in Paradise Grand's VIP section." Flush met each brother's gaze steadily. "She witnessed Kozlov threatening the casino manager. When she stood up to them, they targeted her for elimination."

"And you decided to play white knight." Roller's tone was neutral, but Flush caught the underlying question.

"I decided to protect an innocent woman from foreign criminals operating in our territory." He leaned forward, elbows on the table. "Same thing any of you would've done."

"Would we?" Joker's grin had an edge now. "Because it sounds like you went out of your way to rescue some girl you'd never met before."

Heat flared in Flush's chest. The urge to defend Sophia, to make these bastards understand that she
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