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Chapter 1: Missing Cargo
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Diesel's boot hit the warehouse door at dawn, splintering wood and sending the rusted lock clattering across concrete. The heavy steel door swung wide, revealing exactly what he'd feared—empty space where three pallets of medical supplies should've been waiting.

"Motherfuckers." He stepped inside, scanning the warehouse floor. Fresh tire tracks led from the loading dock to where the missing shipment had been stored. Someone had backed a truck right up to the bay doors and cleaned them out.

His phone buzzed. Tank's voice crackled through the speaker. "You find the supplies?"

"Gone. All of it." Diesel walked the perimeter, noting the disabled security cameras and cut alarm wires. Professional job. "Medical equipment, insulin, mobility aids—everything bound for the veteran center."

"Third shipment this week."

"Yeah." Diesel crouched beside the tire tracks, studying the tread pattern. Commercial truck, heavy load. "Someone's got our distribution route figured out."

The Rogue Horizon MC had been coordinating veteran aid for two years, ever since Steel recognized how many brothers were falling through the cracks of VA bureaucracy. Food deliveries, medical supplies, equipment donations—anything to keep former servicemen alive and functional while the system failed them daily.

Now someone was bleeding their operation dry.

Diesel's phone rang again. Unknown number.

"Yeah?"

"You missing something, motorcycle boy?" The voice carried a slight accent, professional and calm. "Medical supplies, perhaps?"

"Who the fuck is this?"

"Someone who appreciates your... charitable work. We have a business proposition."

Diesel walked toward the loading dock, scanning the empty lot beyond. "I'm listening."

"Your distribution routes are valuable. We need reliable transportation for specialized cargo. Partner with us, and your veteran supplies flow uninterrupted."

"What kind of cargo?"

A pause. "Pharmaceutical. High-value medications requiring discrete handling."

Drugs. Had to be. "And if I decline your generous offer?"

"Then your veteran friends continue receiving empty promises instead of insulin."

The line went dead.

Diesel pocketed his phone and headed for his bike. He'd been MC transportation coordinator for five years, managing everything from parts deliveries to club business logistics. Strategic thinking came naturally—analyze the problem, identify resources, execute solutions.

This problem required immediate reconnaissance.

Twenty minutes later, he pulled into the airfield where their final shipment was supposed to arrive. The cargo plane sat on the tarmac, cargo bay doors open while three men in tactical gear searched the interior. Not customs. Not FAA. Wrong uniforms, wrong procedures.

One of them spotted his approach and spoke into a radio.

Diesel parked behind a maintenance hangar and dialed Steel. "We got problems at the airfield. Armed men searching our incoming cargo plane."

"How many?"

"Three visible. Professional gear, coordinated movement." He watched them pull boxes from the aircraft, systematically checking contents. "They're not random thieves."

"You see the pilot?"

Movement near the plane's cockpit caught his attention. Someone was fighting inside—brief glimpses of struggling figures through the windscreen. "Pilot's in trouble. Moving to assist."

"Wait for backup."

"No time."

Diesel ended the call and started his bike. The Harley's engine roared across the tarmac as he accelerated toward the cargo plane, drawing immediate attention from the search team.

Two of them pulled weapons while the third continued rummaging through cargo boxes. Standard tactical response—maintain operational focus while neutralizing threats.

He cut hard left as gunfire erupted, using the plane's landing gear for cover. The cockpit door hung open, and he could hear the fight escalating inside.

Whoever was flying their cargo run was about to lose.

Diesel abandoned his bike and sprinted for the aircraft, pulling his Glock as he reached the cargo hold. Inside, boxes of medical supplies lay scattered across the floor while one of the searchers finished placing plastic-wrapped bundles among the legitimate cargo.

Planting drugs. Frame job in progress.

The sound of breaking glass came from the cockpit, followed by a woman's voice: "Get your fucking hands off me!"

Diesel moved forward, weapon ready. Through the narrow aisle between cargo pallets, he could see the cockpit—a woman in pilot's gear fighting two men who were clearly trying to subdue rather than kill her.

They needed her alive to fly their planted drugs somewhere specific.

He put two rounds center mass into the nearest searcher, dropping him instantly. The gunfire in the cargo hold prompted immediate response from the cockpit—one of the pilot's attackers broke away to investigate.

Diesel met him in the aisle between cargo pallets. The man was fast, trained, but Diesel had twenty years of combat experience and home-field advantage. Three seconds later, the attacker was bleeding out on the cargo floor.

"Federal agents!" The remaining man in the cockpit shouted, his voice echoing through the aircraft. "Drop your weapon!"

Bullshit. Federal agents didn't plant drugs in cargo planes.

Diesel moved toward the cockpit, staying low behind cargo containers. "You drop yours, asshole. You're trespassing on private property."

"I'm warning you—"

A gunshot interrupted him, followed by the thud of a body hitting metal.

"He's not warning anybody anymore." The pilot's voice, slightly breathless but steady. "You Rogue Horizon?"

"Yeah. You hurt?"

"Bruised but functional. These dickheads were trying to turn my cargo run into a drug transport."

Diesel moved to the cockpit doorway and got his first look at their pilot. Mid-thirties, athletic build, short dark hair, and currently pointing a .45 at the last attacker's corpse. Her flight suit bore captain's bars and a name tag: TIMMONS.

She looked up at him, brown eyes sharp and assessing. "You always make entrances like that?"

"Only when someone's stealing medical supplies from veterans." He holstered his Glock and surveyed the cockpit damage. "Plane flyable?"

"Depends. How much company are these guys expecting?"

As if summoned by her question, vehicles roared onto the tarmac—three black SUVs converging on their position at high speed.

Captain Timmons moved to the pilot's seat, hands flying across controls. "Hope you're not afraid of flying, motorcycle man. We're about to get very airborne, very fast."

The engine spooled up as Diesel strapped himself into the co-pilot's seat. Through the windscreen, he could see armed men deploying from the SUVs, surrounding the aircraft.

"They want us alive," she said, reading his thoughts. "Otherwise they'd have opened fire already."

"How do you know?"

"Because I've been fighting these bastards for six months." She released the brakes and the cargo plane lurched forward. "And they've never wanted to kill me—just use me."

Gunfire erupted behind them as the plane accelerated down the runway, but the shots were aimed at the tires and engines, not the cabin.

"What did you do to piss them off?" Diesel asked as they lifted off, banking hard to avoid pursuit helicopters.

Captain Timmons glanced at him, her expression grim. "I refused to fly drugs instead of medical supplies."

"Same fight, then."
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Chapter 2: Grounded Bird
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The cargo plane shuddered as Ace banked hard left, staying low over the California hills. Behind them, two helicopters maintained pursuit, close enough that Diesel could see the door gunners preparing weapons.

"They're not shooting to kill," Ace said, her hands steady on the controls despite the aircraft's protest groans. "Still want us intact."

"For now." Diesel studied the terrain below—rolling hills, scattered ranches, and one long stretch of highway that might work. "How's our fuel?"

"Forty minutes at current consumption. Less if we keep playing tag with helicopters."

The radio crackled. Same voice from the warehouse call. "Captain Timmons, you're making this unnecessarily difficult. Land the aircraft and we can discuss terms."

Ace grabbed the radio. "Go fuck yourself, Navarro."

"So you know him," Diesel said.

"Carlos Navarro. Runs drugs from Mexico through independent cargo operations. Been trying to recruit me for months." She checked the fuel gauge again. "Started with offers, moved to threats, now graduated to frame jobs."

"What changed?"

"His regular pilots kept getting arrested. Turns out using meth heads to fly drug shipments isn't sustainable business practice."

Diesel's phone buzzed—text from Steel. Safe house coordinates. Twenty miles northeast. Landing strip.

He showed Ace the message. "You know Broken Ridge Ranch?"

"Remote airstrip, decent runway length." She adjusted their heading. "Your people?"

"Club-friendly. Owner's a veteran, owes us favors."

"Good enough."

The helicopters fell back as they approached the mountains, apparently unwilling to follow into the narrow canyons. Ace brought the plane down expertly on the ranch's dirt strip, touching down smooth despite the rough conditions.

An older man emerged from a hangar as they taxied—ranch owner Jake Montana, Vietnam vet and occasional MC ally. He waved them toward the hangar, already opening the massive doors.

"Inside, fast," Montana called as they shut down engines. "Got company coming up the access road."

Diesel helped Ace secure the aircraft while Montana sealed the hangar. Through small windows, they could see dust clouds approaching—multiple vehicles moving fast.

"Back door?" Ace asked.

Montana pointed toward a side exit. "Leads to the equipment barn. Truck's fueled and ready."

"You were expecting trouble," Diesel observed.

"Your president called twenty minutes ago. Said to prep for hot extraction."

The sound of engines grew louder outside. Ace checked her .45 and looked at Diesel. "How well do you know this terrain?"

"Born here. Every canyon, every back road." He grabbed gear from the plane's emergency kit. "Why?"

"Because we need to disappear before they figure out where we went."

Vehicles surrounded the hangar—at least six, based on engine sounds. Car doors slammed, followed by boots on gravel and the metallic clicks of weapons being readied.

"Jake Montana!" Navarro's voice carried clearly through the hangar walls. "Open the doors. We know the plane's inside."

Montana called back: "This is private property. You got no warrant, you got no business here."

"We're not law enforcement, Mr. Montana. Just businessmen looking for stolen property."

Diesel and Ace moved toward the side exit, staying low behind aircraft equipment. The older man positioned himself near the main hangar controls, buying them time.

"Plane belongs to Timmons Air Freight," Montana replied. "Check the registration if you want."

"The cargo, however, belongs to us."

"Don't know nothing about cargo."

A gunshot echoed through the hangar—warning shot, based on the ricochet pattern. Montana dove behind a workbench as automatic weapons fire erupted, bullets punching through the thin hangar walls.

"So much for negotiation," Ace muttered, pulling Diesel toward the exit.

They slipped outside as the gunfire intensified. Montana's truck sat thirty yards away—a modified F-250 with oversized tires and reinforced bumpers. Ranch equipment for rough terrain.

"Keys?" Diesel asked.

Ace held up a set. "Montana tossed them while you were watching the fireworks."

They sprinted for the truck as armed men circled the hangar. Shouts indicated they'd found the side exit, but Diesel and Ace were already in the vehicle, engine turning over.

"Which way?" Ace asked, shifting into drive.

"North. Canyon road leads to MC territory." Diesel pointed toward a narrow dirt track winding into the hills. "Rough ride, but they won't follow in those SUVs."

The truck bounced violently as they hit the canyon trail, but the modified suspension handled the punishment. Behind them, muzzle flashes lit the hangar as Navarro's men continued their search.

"Montana?" Ace asked.

"Smart enough to have a bolt-hole. He'll surface when it's safe."

They climbed steadily into the mountains, leaving pursuit vehicles far behind. The narrow trail twisted through oak groves and granite outcroppings, barely wide enough for the truck.

"Tell me about Navarro," Diesel said as they navigated a particularly rough section.

"Carlos Navarro, mid-forties, Mexican national with U.S. business interests. Runs a sophisticated operation—uses legitimate cargo companies as cover for drug transportation." Ace downshifted for a steep climb. "Smart, patient, and absolutely ruthless when crossed."

"How'd you get on his radar?"

"Wrong place, wrong time. I was flying medical supplies to a clinic near the border when his people tried to intercept my cargo. Turned out they'd been using that route for regular drug runs, and my schedule was interfering."

"So you fought back."

"Seemed like the thing to do." She glanced at him. "Your turn. Why does a motorcycle club care about veteran medical supplies?"

"Because the system's broken and somebody has to fill the gaps." Diesel checked his phone—Steel wanted location updates. "We got brothers sleeping under bridges while bureaucrats shuffle paperwork. Medical supplies disappear into warehouse bureaucracy while diabetic vets ration insulin."

"So you steal from the system to help veterans?"

"We don't steal. We coordinate donations, private funding, direct distribution. Everything legal, everything documented." His jaw tightened. "Until assholes like Navarro start hijacking our shipments."

The trail leveled out as they reached a mountain meadow. Ace pulled over, checking her phone for signal.

"No coverage," she said. "How much further to your territory?"

"Ten miles. Maybe twelve." Diesel studied her profile in the dashboard light. Strong features, focused
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