
MOONSHINE’S HUNT

REBEL DAWGS MC #5

SASHA HARLEY

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Sasha Harley
All rights reserved.
Cover photo by Freepik

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Epilogue

AUTHOR’S NOTE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


Paula Walsh stared at the twelve manila folders spread across her kitchen table like accusations. Each one contained a face that haunted her—men who'd walked out of the county jail and vanished into thin air. Not transferred. Not relocated. Gone.

She pulled Sean Thompson's file closer, studying his photograph. Twenty-three years old, convicted of possession, sentenced to six months. Released three weeks ago according to the official paperwork. But the transfer documents looked like a child had forged them, and his sister hadn't heard from him since the day he was supposed to come home.

"Bullshit," Paula muttered, flipping through the obviously falsified records. The signatures were different on each document, and half the destination facilities didn't even exist when she'd called to verify.

Her phone buzzed. A text from her supervisor: Drop the missing parolee cases. Focus on current caseload.

Paula's jaw clenched. Third time this week Janet Reynolds had ordered her to abandon these men. Twelve human beings who'd simply disappeared after serving their time, and the county administration wanted her to pretend they'd never existed.

She opened another file. James Carter, twenty-eight, petty theft, released six weeks ago. His mother had been calling the parole office daily, begging for information about her son's whereabouts. The official response: transferred to a work-release program. But when Paula had tried to contact the program, the number was disconnected.

The pattern was too obvious to ignore. Men with no family connections, no money for lawyers, no one who'd raise hell if they disappeared. They were being selected like livestock.

Paula's phone rang. She glanced at the caller ID and considered letting it go to voicemail, but Janet Reynolds wasn't the type to give up easily.

"Paula Walsh."

"I thought I made myself clear about those files." Janet's voice carried the sharp edge of authority threatened. "You're wasting county resources chasing ghosts."

"These men aren't ghosts. They're missing persons."

"They're transferred inmates who completed their sentences. End of story."

Paula stood and walked to her window, looking out at the darkening Georgia sky. "Janet, the transfer documents are obviously forged. The facilities don't exist. Their families haven't heard from them."

"That's not our department's concern."

"Since when?" Paula's voice rose despite her attempt at professionalism. "We're social services. Post-release follow-up is literally my job description."

A pause. When Janet spoke again, her tone carried a warning that made Paula's skin crawl. "You have forty-three active cases that need your attention. Focus on those. That's an order."

The line went dead.

Paula set the phone down with shaking hands. In five years of social work, she'd never heard Janet sound like that. Scared. And trying to scare her.

She returned to the table and opened another file. David Rodriguez, nineteen, drug possession, released four weeks ago. His girlfriend had filed a missing person report with the sheriff's department. Report status: closed due to lack of evidence.

Sheriff Wade Kellerman's signature was on the closure paperwork.

Paula's blood chilled. Kellerman had a reputation that made decent people cross the street when they saw his patrol car coming. Rumors of brutality, corruption, connections to private prison investors who'd lobbied hard to take over county corrections.

She reached for her laptop and started typing notes, documenting everything. If the county administration wanted her to abandon these cases, someone was applying pressure from above. Someone with enough power to make her supervisor threaten her job.

The coffee maker gurgled in the silence of her apartment. Outside, a dog barked in the distance. Normal sounds of a normal evening, but Paula felt like she was sitting on top of a powder keg.

She opened the last file. Michael Harrison, twenty-six, assault charges dropped to disorderly conduct, released two weeks ago. No family, no permanent address, nobody to notice if he never made it home.

Perfect victim.

Paula's hands trembled as she reached for her coffee. These men were being sold. She didn't know where or to whom, but the pattern was unmistakable. Someone was cherry-picking vulnerable inmates and making them disappear after their release.

Her phone buzzed again. Another text from Janet: Meeting tomorrow 8 AM. Bring the transferred inmate files.

The subtext was clear: bring the files so they could be destroyed.

Paula stared at the twelve faces looking up at her from the table. Twelve men who'd served their time and deserved to go home. Twelve men whose families deserved answers. Twelve men who'd been abandoned by every system designed to protect them.

She wasn't going to abandon them too.

Paula opened her laptop and began scanning every document, every photograph, every note. If Janet wanted the physical files, she could have them. But the evidence would survive, hidden where corrupt county officials couldn't reach it.

As she worked, her anger crystallized into something harder. These men had been failed by the justice system, the corrections system, and now social services. They'd been treated like disposable commodities by people who'd sworn an oath to serve and protect.

Someone was trafficking human beings in her county, using their badges and authority to make vulnerable men disappear into what she could only imagine was a living hell.

Paula saved the files to an encrypted drive and backed them up to secure cloud storage. Then she sat back and stared at the faces on her table.

"I'm going to find you," she whispered to the photographs. "All of you. I promise."

She had no idea how, but she was going to expose this trafficking network if it was the last thing she did. Even if it cost her career. Even if it put her in danger.

Some things were worth the risk.

The faces of twelve missing men stared back at her in silent agreement.
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David Turner sat in the tactical center of the converted courthouse, studying intelligence reports spread across the massive oak table that had once served county judges. The irony wasn't lost on him—using a courthouse to plan justice operations when the official system had failed so completely.

Moonshine's fingers traced patterns across aerial photographs of the county jail complex while his analytical mind processed the data points that had been nagging at him for weeks. Missing persons reports filed and then mysteriously closed. Transfer documents with suspicious signatures. Families asking questions that got no answers.

The pattern was there. He just needed to connect the dots.

"You look like a man with murder on his mind," Rebel Crawford said, settling into the chair across from him. The club president's weathered face carried the authority of a leader who'd built something meaningful from the ashes of institutional betrayal.

"Close enough." Moonshine pulled another file from the stack. "Twelve men released from county lockup in the past three months. All of them supposedly transferred to work-release programs or halfway houses. None of them ever made contact with their families."

Rebel leaned forward, studying the photographs of missing inmates. His expression darkened as he recognized the selection pattern. "Young men with no connections. No money for lawyers. No one to raise hell when they disappear."

"Exactly." Moonshine spread out transfer documents that made his investigative instincts scream warnings. "Look at these signatures. Different handwriting on every form. Half the facilities listed don't exist, and the other half claim they never received transfer requests."

The compound's main door opened with a heavy thud, and Titan Willis strode into the tactical center with the purposeful gait of a man who'd spent years enforcing order. The vice president's massive frame filled the doorway as he surveyed the evidence covering their table.

"Problem?" Titan's voice carried the kind of quiet authority that made smart people listen carefully.

"Human trafficking," Moonshine replied without looking up from the documents. "Someone's using the county jail as a supply source, picking off vulnerable inmates after they serve their time."

Titan moved closer, his experienced eyes scanning the files with the methodical attention of a man who understood systematic corruption. "Private prison connections?"

"Has to be." Moonshine pulled up financial records on his laptop. "Wade Kellerman's been pushing hard for privatization of county corrections. Campaign contributions from three different corporate prison companies, all lobbying for expanded operations in rural Georgia."

Rebel's jaw tightened with the cold fury of a leader whose territory was being violated. "Kellerman's always been dirty, but trafficking prisoners is a new level of evil."

Moonshine nodded, his analytical mind already working through the operational implications. "It's brilliant from a criminal perspective. Inmates complete their sentences, so there's no missing prisoner investigation. They're processed through fake transfer paperwork, so the system shows them as relocated rather than missing. And they're selecting men with no family connections, so nobody raises alarms when they don't come home."

"Where are they taking them?" Titan asked, settling into a chair that creaked under his weight.

"That's what I need to figure out." Moonshine opened another file containing corporate intelligence he'd been gathering for months. "Corporate prison companies have been expanding into labor contracting. Private facilities that rent inmates to construction companies, agricultural operations, manufacturing plants."

Rebel studied the aerial photographs with the tactical eye of a man who'd learned to read terrain for threats. "Modern slavery."

"Exactly. Except these men aren't even officially prisoners anymore. They're ghosts in the system. No legal protections, no oversight, no way to trace their location." Moonshine's voice carried the cold precision of an investigator who'd seen institutional corruption destroy innocent lives before.

The tactical center fell silent except for the hum of electronic equipment and the distant sound of motorcycles in the compound courtyard. Three men who'd dedicated their lives to exposing corruption, now facing evidence of systematic human trafficking in their own territory.

Moonshine pulled up surveillance photographs he'd been collecting through his intelligence network. "I've been monitoring unusual activity around the county jail. Late-night transfers using unmarked vans instead of official prison transport vehicles. Movement patterns that don't match standard corrections procedures."

"You think they're moving them at night to avoid documentation?" Titan asked.

"I know they are." Moonshine clicked through a series of night-vision photographs showing vehicles leaving the jail complex under cover of darkness. "These transfers happen between two and four AM, when minimal staff is on duty and no family members are likely to be watching."

Rebel leaned back in his chair, his expression grim with the weight of leadership decisions. "How many men are we talking about?"

"Twelve confirmed missing from this county alone. But if they're running this operation here, they're probably doing it in other rural counties where oversight is minimal and corruption runs deep." Moonshine's fingers drummed against the table as his investigative mind calculated the scope. "Could be hundreds of men disappearing into forced labor operations."

The compound door opened again, and Mason Dixon entered with the measured stride of the club's sergeant at arms. His presence added another layer of tactical authority to their gathering as he surveyed the evidence spread across their table.

"Trafficking?" Mason asked, reading the situation with the sharp instincts of a man trained to identify threats.

"Wade Kellerman's selling prisoners to corporate labor camps," Rebel replied. "Modern slavery with a badge and legal paperwork."

Mason's expression darkened with the controlled fury of a protector whose territory was being violated. "How do we stop it?"

Moonshine appreciated the direct question. No bureaucratic hesitation, no concerns about legal procedures that had already failed. Just tactical assessment and commitment to action.

"First, we need to locate the missing men. Find out where they're being held and what conditions they're facing." Moonshine pulled up maps of corporate facilities within transport range of the county jail. "Second, we gather evidence that exposes the full scope of the operation. And third, we make sure everyone involved pays for trafficking human beings."

"What about the families?" Titan asked. "They deserve to know what happened to their sons and brothers."

"They'll get answers." Moonshine's voice carried the cold promise of a man who'd dedicated his life to investigating institutional betrayal. "And they'll get justice."

Rebel studied the photographs of missing men with the focused attention of a leader planning tactical operations. "You'll need support for surveillance and intelligence gathering. This is too big for one man to handle alone."

"I can coordinate with local sources," Moonshine replied. "Social workers, parole officers, anyone else who's noticed the pattern and been told to keep quiet."

Mason nodded with approval. "Smart. Use their institutional access while providing protection from retaliation."

Moonshine felt the familiar surge of cold determination that had driven his investigative career before corruption forced him out of official law enforcement. The same institutional failures that had destroyed his faith in legal justice now fueled his commitment to MC methods.

"There's something else," he said, pulling up financial records that had taken weeks to acquire. "The timing of these disappearances coincides with increased corporate investment in rural labor operations. Someone's paying premium prices for workers who can't quit, can't complain, and can't contact authorities."

"Slave labor," Rebel said flatly.

"Exactly. And the beauty of their system is that these men served their sentences, so legally they're free. But they're being held in conditions that make county jail look like a resort."

The tactical center filled with the kind of focused silence that preceded decisive action. Four men who'd chosen outlaw justice when institutional systems failed, now facing evidence of systematic human trafficking in their territory.

Moonshine gathered the files into organized stacks, his analytical mind already planning the investigation that would expose Kellerman's trafficking network. "I'll start with surveillance operations tonight. Document their movement patterns, identify transport routes, and track where these men are being taken."

"Be careful," Rebel warned. "Kellerman's got political connections and corporate backing. He won't hesitate to eliminate anyone who threatens his operation."

Moonshine's smile carried no warmth. "Let him try."

The meeting broke up with the purposeful efficiency of men committed to action. As the others headed toward their respective duties, Moonshine remained at the table, studying the faces of twelve missing men who'd been abandoned by every system designed to protect them.

Not anymore.

He was going to find them, expose the trafficking network, and deliver the kind of justice that corrupt badges couldn't escape.

Starting tonight.
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Moonshine adjusted the night-vision scope on his surveillance position, watching the county jail's rear parking lot from the treeline that bordered the facility. Three hours of observation had confirmed his suspicions about irregular transfer schedules and suspicious vehicle movements.

The Harley's engine ticked softly as it cooled behind him, positioned for quick extraction if the surveillance operation turned active. His tactical vest held enough firepower to handle serious trouble, but tonight was supposed to be intelligence gathering only.

Movement caught his attention through the scope. A small sedan pulled into the isolated section of the parking lot reserved for staff vehicles. The driver sat motionless for several minutes before stepping out into the humid Georgia night.

Moonshine's breath caught as he recognized the figure walking toward the jail's employee entrance. The woman from the missing persons reports he'd been studying. Paula Walsh, the social worker who'd been asking dangerous questions about transferred inmates.

What the hell was she doing here at midnight?

Through his scope, he watched her approach the building with the determined stride of someone on a mission. Her professional clothing and confident posture suggested this wasn't a social visit or routine check-in.

His tactical instincts screamed warnings as two sheriff's deputies emerged from the shadows near the building's entrance. Their positioning was predatory, designed to corner someone away from witnesses and security cameras.

Moonshine's hand moved to his sidearm as he recognized the trap developing below. Paula Walsh had walked into an ambush, and she had no
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