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Jess

The apartment door splintered under her boot, wood fragments scattering as screams echoed from inside. Her Glock swept the cramped living room, heart hammering against her tactical vest. The screaming had stopped.

"Police! Everyone on the ground!"

A crash from the bedroom sent her rushing down the narrow hallway, weapon raised. The door hung open, revealing torn sheets and overturned furniture. Nikki Dial lay motionless beside the bed, blonde hair matted with blood, laptop smashed on the floor beside her.

The stalker was gone. Third time this month.

Jess holstered her weapon and knelt beside the unconscious woman, fingers finding a steady pulse at her throat. Relief flooded through her as Nikki's eyes fluttered open, unfocused but alive.

"It's okay, you're safe now." Jess pulled out her radio. "This is Morgan, I need paramedics at 1247 Pine Street, apartment 3B. Female victim, head trauma, conscious and breathing."

Nikki gripped her wrist with surprising strength. "He knew everything. My passwords, my schedule, where I hide my spare key. He watched me through my laptop camera, knew I'd be alone tonight."

The same impossible pattern. Three different women, three different stalkers, all with access to information they shouldn't have. Security systems bypassed, digital footprints erased, surveillance footage mysteriously corrupted.

"Did you see his face?"

"Kevin. Kevin Nichols." Nikki's voice cracked. "I filed a report last month, but Detective Bergman said there wasn't enough evidence. Tonight he said the police told him my complaints were harassment."

Jess's jaw tightened. Lisa Bergman had dismissed every stalking case that crossed her desk this quarter, claiming insufficient proof or witness credibility issues. Meanwhile, the victims kept getting attacked.

The paramedics arrived, taking over Nikki's care with professional efficiency. Jess stepped into the hallway, studying the door frame. No signs of forced entry. Either Nikki had opened the door willingly, or someone had bypassed her security entirely.

Her phone buzzed. Text from an unknown number: Stop digging or you'll end up like them.

Jess deleted the message and pocketed her phone. Threats meant she was getting close to something. The pattern was too consistent to ignore. Someone was feeding these stalkers information from police databases, giving them access to their victims' lives.

She photographed the apartment systematically, documenting every detail before the scene got contaminated. The laptop's hard drive was intact despite the shattered screen. If Kevin Nichols had been monitoring Nikki remotely, there might be traces.

"Detective Morgan?" Officer Peters appeared in the doorway. "Victim's stable, heading to University Medical. You want me to canvass for witnesses?"

"Do it, but don't expect much. These guys are careful." Jess bagged the laptop. "Get me everything on Kevin Nichols. Address, employment, vehicle registration, the works."

"Already ran him. Clean record, works IT for the city. Lives alone in Sparks."

City IT. Access to surveillance cameras, police communications, citizen databases. Jess felt pieces clicking into place. Someone inside the system was enabling these stalkers, and Detective Bergman was making sure their crimes stayed buried.

Her radio crackled. "All units, we have reports of a motorcycle accident on Highway 395, rider down."

Not her problem, but something made her pause. The timing felt too convenient. Kevin Nichols had fled on a motorcycle, and now there was an accident on the highway leading out of town.

Jess locked the apartment and headed for her patrol car. The radio chatter continued as she drove toward the accident scene, but something nagged at her. Three stalking cases, three digital security breaches, three dismissals by Detective Bergman.

The accident scene was chaos. EMTs worked over a figure in leathers beside a twisted motorcycle, while traffic backed up in both directions. Jess parked and approached the crash site, studying the skid marks.

The bike had been forced off the road. Deep gouges in the asphalt showed where something heavy had struck the rear wheel at high speed, sending the rider tumbling into the guardrail.

"How's the victim?" she asked the lead paramedic.

"Alive, but barely. No ID, and he's not talking." The medic looked up. "Weird thing is, his bike's been stripped. Registration removed, VIN numbers filed off. Someone didn't want this guy identified."

Jess studied the unconscious rider's face. Average build, brown hair, no distinguishing marks. Could be anyone. Could be Kevin Nichols.

Her phone buzzed again. This time the message made her blood run cold: Third time's the charm. Back off now, or tomorrow you'll be the one on the pavement.

Someone was watching her. Someone knew she was connecting the dots between the stalking cases and was willing to kill to keep her quiet. The motorcycle accident wasn't random; it was a warning.

She photographed the scene and returned to her car, mind racing. Three victims, three stalkers, all protected by Detective Bergman. Now someone was threatening her directly for investigating.

The system was compromised from the inside. If she kept working through official channels, she'd end up dead or silenced like the other victims. She needed help from someone outside the system, someone who didn't play by the same rules.

Her radio squawked. "Morgan, report to Lieutenant Harris's office immediately."

Great. Bergman had probably complained about her interfering with "closed" cases. Jess started her car and headed back to the station, knowing this conversation wouldn't go well.

The parking garage was nearly empty, most of the day shift already gone home to their families. Her footsteps echoed as she walked toward the elevator, hand instinctively checking her weapon.

A motorcycle engine roared to life somewhere in the shadows.

Jess spun, drawing her Glock as a figure in black leathers emerged from behind a concrete pillar. The rider's helmet reflected the fluorescent lights, revealing nothing of his identity.

"Easy, Detective." His voice was calm, authoritative. "I'm not here to hurt you."

"Then why are you here?"

"Because you're asking the right questions about the wrong people." He revved the engine once. "Kevin Nichols won't be stalking anyone else, but the network that created him is still active."

"Who are you?"

"Someone who believes in justice when the law fails." The bike rolled closer. "Your stalking cases aren't random. Someone's using police surveillance systems to enable predators."

Jess kept her weapon trained on him. "If you have evidence, take it to Internal Affairs."

His laugh was harsh. "Internal Affairs? Detective Bergman isn't the only dirty cop in this building. The corruption goes deeper than you think."

"Then help me prove it."

"I intend to." He tossed something at her feet. A secure phone, military-grade encryption. "When you're ready to get real justice for those women, use that number. But understand: once you cross that line, there's no going back to playing by their rules."

The motorcycle roared away, leaving her alone in the garage with more questions than answers. Jess picked up the phone, studying its unmarked surface.

Three women attacked. Three cases buried. Three stalkers enabled by police corruption.

The system had failed them all.

"Detective Morgan, I need to see you now." Lieutenant Harris's voice echoed through the garage speakers.

Jess pocketed the phone and headed for the elevator, knowing her investigation was about to get a lot more complicated. But those women deserved justice, even if she had to break a few rules to get it.

The elevator doors closed with a soft ding.

Time to find out just how deep this corruption really went.
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Tornado

The Harley's engine roared through mountain curves, GPS signature showing Kevin Nichols three miles ahead and fleeing toward the state line like the coward he was. Tonight it ended.

Not happening.

Tornado downshifted and leaned into the next curve, his bike's modified engine eating up the distance. The club had been monitoring digital surveillance patterns for weeks, watching predators use compromised police systems to hunt their victims.

Tonight it ended.

Nichols' tail light appeared around the next bend. The stalker was pushing his sport bike hard, but he didn't know these mountains. Tornado had memorized every curve, every straightaway, every place where the road narrowed to single lanes.

He pulled alongside Nichols at eighty miles per hour, the wind whipping between their bikes. Through his visor, he could see the other man's face twisted with panic.

Tornado swerved right, his bike's reinforced frame slamming into Nichols' rear wheel. The sport bike wobbled, fought for control, then highsided into the guardrail with a screech of metal and screaming brakes.

Tornado pulled over and walked back to where Nichols lay groaning beside his destroyed motorcycle. Blood seeped through torn leathers, but the bastard was conscious.

"Kevin Nichols." Tornado's voice carried no emotion. "Nikki Dial, Amanda Foster, Rachel Wood. Remember those names?"

Nichols tried to crawl away. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Three women you've been stalking using police surveillance access." Tornado knelt beside him. "Tonight you broke into Nikki's apartment with intent to rape and murder."

"You can't prove anything. The cops already said there's no evidence."

"Detective Lisa Bergman said that." Tornado pulled out his phone, showing surveillance footage of Nichols entering the apartment building. "But I'm not a cop."

Fear flickered across Nichols' face. "Who are you?"

"Justice." Tornado studied the man who'd terrorized three innocent women. "You used city IT access to bypass their security systems, monitor their communications, track their movements. Someone's been feeding you information."

"I want a lawyer."

"Lawyers are for people going to trial." Tornado's tone stayed conversational. "You're not."

Nichols' breathing quickened. "Listen, I can give you names. The guy running this operation, he's got connections everywhere. Police, city government, tech companies."

"Keep talking."

"Detective Bergman takes money to bury cases. But she's small-time compared to the real players." Blood bubbled from Nichols' mouth. "There's a whole network using surveillance systems to enable stalkers, blackmailers, corporate spies."

Tornado leaned closer. "Names."

"Craig Phillips runs IT for the city. He sells access to anyone with cash. Brandon Haley owns a tech company, uses the surveillance to spy on business competitors through their female employees."

"How many victims?"

"Dozens. Phillips has been selling surveillance access for years." Nichols coughed up more blood. "They target young professional women, compromise their security, then sell the information to stalkers, blackmailers, anyone willing to pay."

Tornado processed this information. The scope was larger than the club had realized. Not just three victims, but potentially dozens of women being hunted through compromised police systems.

"Where do they coordinate?"

"Haley Industries downtown. Phillips has a server room there, off the books." Nichols' voice was weakening. "They're planning something big next week. A showcase for potential buyers."

"What kind of showcase?"

"Live demonstrations. They're going to eliminate several targets simultaneously, show potential clients how effective their surveillance network is."

Tornado's jaw tightened. Mass murder disguised as a business presentation. These weren't just stalkers; they were running a systematic operation to hunt and kill women for profit.

"How many targets?"

"Eight women. All young professionals, all under surveillance for months." Nichols was fading fast. "They're planning to make it look like random violence, unconnected crimes."

"When?"

"Friday night. Coordinated attacks across the city." Nichols grabbed Tornado's jacket with bloody fingers. "You have to stop them. I only stalked my targets. These guys are planning mass murder."

Tornado stood, studying the dying man. Nichols had given him valuable intelligence, but he was still a predator who'd terrorized innocent women. Justice didn't come with partial credit.

"What about Detective Bergman? How deep is her involvement?"

"She takes fifty thousand per dismissed case. But she doesn't know about the murder network." Nichols' breathing grew shallow. "Phillips keeps the killing separate from the police corruption."

"Any other dirty cops?"

"Bergman's the only one I dealt with directly. But Phillips brags about having contacts throughout the department."

Tornado pulled out his phone and photographed Nichols' injuries, documenting the "accident" for insurance purposes. The man would be dead within minutes from internal bleeding. Problem solved.

"Wait." Nichols' voice was barely a whisper. "The detective who was at Nikki's apartment tonight. Morgan. She's asking the right questions."

"What about her?"

"Phillips knows she's investigating. He's planning to have her eliminated before Friday." Nichols coughed up a final spray of blood. "Tonight's accident was supposed to be her warning. Tomorrow they'll make it permanent."

Tornado felt cold rage settle in his chest. These bastards were targeting a cop for doing her job, trying to silence someone who was actually fighting for the victims.

Nichols' eyes went glassy. The conversation was over.

Tornado walked back to his Harley, mind already planning the next steps. Eight women marked for death. A detective targeted for elimination. A network of corrupt officials enabling mass murder.

The Reckoning Riders had handled worse odds.

He started his bike and headed back toward Reno, leaving Nichols' body beside the twisted wreckage. The medical examiner would rule it a motorcycle accident, another case of reckless driving on dangerous mountain roads.

His helmet comm crackled. "Tornado, this is Smoke. Status report."

"Nichols is handled. But we've got a bigger problem." Tornado accelerated down the mountain highway. "This isn't just stalking. It's a murder network using police surveillance to enable mass killings."

"How many victims?"

"Eight women targeted for elimination Friday night. Plus Detective Jessica Morgan, who's been investigating the stalking cases."

Static filled the comm for several seconds. "Bring the intelligence back to the compound. We'll convene the full brotherhood."

"Copy that." Tornado leaned into the next curve
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