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The brick came through her front window at 10:07 on a Saturday morning.

Cami had been setting up her station, arranging her combs and clips the way she did every day, when the world exploded into glass. She hit the floor on instinct, years of South Tacoma survival reflexes kicking in before her brain caught up. Shards rained across her salon chair, her clean cape, the swept floor she'd just finished.

For three heartbeats, she stayed down. Then the rage hit.

She pushed herself up, glass crunching under her palms, and stared at the destruction. Her window—the window she'd saved six months to replace with proper salon-grade glass—now gaped open to the October rain. A brick sat in the middle of her floor like an accusation, white paper wrapped around it with a rubber band.

"You've got to be kidding me."

Her hands shook as she picked it up. Not from fear. From fury so hot it burned behind her eyes.

SELL OR BURN.

Block letters. Black marker. The same handwriting as the spray paint on her garage door two weeks ago.

Cami crumpled the note in her fist and threw it across the room. It bounced off her mirror—thank God the mirror survived—and landed in a pile of glass.

Three incidents in two weeks. First her tires, slashed in the middle of the night while she slept twenty feet away. Then the spray paint, LEAVE BITCH in foot-high letters she'd spent an entire Sunday scrubbing off. Now this.

Boyd Haggerty thought he could scare her out of her own home.

She grabbed her broom and started sweeping, her movements sharp and vicious. Each stroke scattered glass across the concrete floor of her converted garage, the space she'd built with her own two hands from YouTube tutorials and sheer stubborn refusal to quit.

Three years ago, she'd bought this house at a tax auction. A foreclosure nobody wanted because the roof leaked and the foundation had cracks and the previous owners had let it rot. She'd fixed every broken thing in this house herself—the plumbing, the electrical, the walls she'd torn out and rebuilt. She'd converted the garage into a salon because the city wouldn't let her operate out of the main house, and she'd done that herself too. Permits, inspections, equipment. Every dollar she'd earned cutting hair in other people's shops had gone into building something that was hers.

And now some construction company millionaire thought he could take it because he wanted her lot for an equipment yard.

"Not happening," she said to the empty room. "You hear me? Not happening."

The rain blew in through the broken window, misting her face. She kept sweeping.

Haggerty Construction had approached her eight months ago. Polite at first—a man in a polo shirt with a clipboard, talking about fair market value and development opportunities. She'd said no. A month later, another offer, higher this time. No. Two months after that, a lawyer's letter suggesting she "reconsider her position." No.

Then the harassment started.

Cami dumped a dustpan of glass into her garbage can and surveyed the damage. Her first appointment was in an hour. Mrs. Patterson, seventy-three years old, drove all the way from Puyallup every six weeks because Cami was the only stylist in Pierce County who knew how to handle her texture without frying it.

She couldn't cancel. She wouldn't cancel. Haggerty wanted her scared, wanted her running, wanted her to give up and take whatever scraps he offered.

He'd picked the wrong woman.

She found a piece of cardboard in her storage and started taping it over the broken window. Temporary fix. She'd have to call someone about replacement glass, figure out if her insurance would cover it—they'd probably find a way to deny it—and deal with the police report that wouldn't accomplish anything.

The cops had been useless after the first two incidents. Slashed tires? No witnesses. Spray paint? No proof who did it. They'd looked at her like she was wasting their time, another woman making accusations she couldn't back up.

She was taping the second piece of cardboard when she heard the motorcycle.

Her hands paused on the tape. She knew that engine. A Harley-Davidson Street Glide, modified exhaust, distinctive rumble that had been pulling into her driveway every three weeks for the past two years.

Wildman.

She finished taping the cardboard and stepped back, catching her reflection in the mirror. Glass dust in her natural hair. A scratch on her cheek she hadn't noticed. Her favorite work shirt—the purple one with the salon's logo she'd designed herself—now spotted with rain.

Great. Just great.

The engine cut off outside. Boots on gravel. Then a knock on her frame where the window used to be.

"Cami?"

She turned around.

Wildman stood in her doorway, six feet of Stryker soldier build filling the frame. He'd been coming to her for haircuts since she opened—a friend of a friend's recommendation, the way most of her male clients found her. Eighteen appointments. Eighteen months of him sitting in her chair while she faded his sides and shaped up his beard, of conversation that started professional and slid somewhere else entirely.

Eighteen months of him looking at her the way he was looking at her now.

"What the hell happened?" His voice was low, controlled, but his eyes had gone sharp. They tracked from the cardboard window to the glass she'd missed near the baseboards to the scratch on her face.

"Nothing I can't handle."

He stepped inside without asking permission. Glass crunched under his boots—motorcycle boots, worn leather, probably older than some of her clients. His cut identified him as Ranger Regiment MC, the patch on his chest marking him as one of them. He'd never talked much about the club during their appointments, and she'd never asked. She knew enough about motorcycle clubs to know you didn't ask questions.

But she'd also noticed the way he watched her while she worked. The way his voice dropped when he talked to her. The way he found reasons to stay an extra few minutes after she finished his cut, asking about her week, her business, her life.

Two years of circling each other. Two years of almost.

"Cami." He said her name like a command. "What. Happened."

She opened her mouth to give him the brush-off she gave everyone else. The I'm fine that was automatic, the don't worry about it she'd perfected over years of handling her own problems.

But she was so goddamn tired. And so goddamn angry. And he was looking at her with those steady eyes like he actually wanted to know.

"Someone threw a brick through my window."

His jaw tightened. "This morning?"

"Ten minutes ago. You just missed the show." She gestured at the cardboard patch job. "Came with a love note. 'Sell or burn.' Real creative."

"This happened before?"

"Third time in two weeks. Slashed tires first, then spray paint, now this." She grabbed her broom again, needing something to do with her hands. "I know who's behind it. Haggerty Construction. You've probably seen the signs around—they're doing that big development off Pacific Highway. They want my property for equipment storage. I said no."

"So they're trying to force you out."

"Trying being the operative word." She swept glass into a pile with more force than necessary. "I bought this house at auction. I fixed it myself. I built this salon from nothing. And some entitled asshole with a construction company thinks he can scare me into giving it up?"

She looked up at Wildman, met his eyes directly. She'd never been good at backing down.

"I grew up in South Tacoma. I've been handling men who think they can take what they want my entire life. Boyd Haggerty's just another one in a long line of them."

Something shifted in Wildman's expression. Something that looked almost like recognition.

"You go to the cops?"

"Twice. They took a report, did nothing. No witnesses, no proof. They looked at me like I was making it up."

"You're not making it up."

"I know I'm not making it up." The words came out sharper than she intended. "But thanks for the vote of confidence."

He didn't flinch. Most men flinched when she got sharp. Wildman just stood there, solid and steady, taking up space in her ruined salon like he belonged there.

"I can help," he said.

"I don't need—"

"I know people." He cut her off, but his voice was calm. "People who handle problems like this. People who don't file reports and wait for nothing to happen."

She stared at him. In two years of haircuts, they'd talked about a lot of things. Music. Food. The best places to get coffee in Lakewood. His preference for simple fades and her opinions on proper beard care. They'd flirted, the kind of low-key flirtation that built over time, layer by layer, until the air between them felt charged with something neither of them had acted on.

But they'd never talked about this. About what his club actually did.

"What kind of people?" she asked.

"The kind who don't let men like Haggerty push women out of their homes."

The rain picked up outside, drumming against her cardboard window patch. Water was already starting to seep through the tape.

Cami set down her broom.

She'd been fighting alone her entire life. Her grandmother's voice in her head—a woman's got to be twice as good to get half as far—had carried her through every obstacle, every setback, every man who thought he could stop her. She'd never asked for help because she'd never needed it. She'd been twice as good, and she'd built something real.

But Haggerty had resources she didn't. Money, muscle, and the kind of entitlement that came from twenty-five years of getting everything he wanted.

"I'm not going to owe anyone," she said.

"You won't."

"And I'm not going to be some damsel who needs rescuing. That's not who I am."

"I know who you are." Wildman's voice dropped, and something in her stomach tightened at the sound. "You've been telling me who you are for two years. I've been paying attention."

He pulled out his phone.

"I'm making some calls. My brothers will want to see this, understand what we're dealing with. But Cami—" He met her eyes again, and the intensity there made her breath catch. "This guy, Haggerty. He's been doing this a while, hasn't he? Pushing people out?"

"I've heard rumors. Other properties he's acquired. People who just... left."

"Then he's been running roughshod over this territory long enough." His thumb moved across the screen. "That stops now."

She watched him make the call, speaking in short sentences to whoever was on the other end. Lakewood. Property intimidation. Escalating violence. Yeah, I'm staying.

I'm staying.

The words landed somewhere in her chest and stuck there.

When he hung up, he looked at her with the same steady focus he'd had since he walked in. "Brothers will be here in an hour. We're going to figure out exactly what Haggerty's operation looks like, how deep this goes."

"And then?"

His mouth curved, not quite a smile. Something harder. Something that made her think of the patches on his cut and the stories she'd heard about motorcycle clubs that didn't play by civilian rules.

"And then he learns that you're not alone anymore."

The rain kept falling. Her window was still broken. Her salon was still full of glass.

But for the first time in weeks, Cami felt something other than angry.

She felt like fighting back.
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Wildman had been getting his hair cut by Cami Trudeau for two years, and in all that time, he'd never seen her scared.

Angry, yes. Frustrated, plenty. He'd watched her vent about suppliers who shorted her orders, clients who no-showed, the city inspector who'd made her jump through hoops for her business license. She had opinions and she shared them freely, her hands working through his hair while her mouth worked through whatever was bothering her that week.

But scared? Never.

She wasn't scared now either. That was the thing. She was standing in her destroyed salon with glass in her hair and a scratch on her cheek, and she wasn't scared—she was furious. The kind of fury that burned cold and steady, the kind that came from being pushed too far by someone who thought they could get away with it.

He knew that fury. He'd carried it for three years in a desert he was supposed to have left.

"Start from the beginning," he said. "Tell me everything."

She did.

Eight months of harassment, laid out in sharp sentences. The first approach—polite, professional, a man with a clipboard talking about fair market value. Her refusal. The second offer, higher. Another refusal. The lawyer's letter. Then silence for two months, long enough that she thought they'd moved on.

"They were just regrouping," she said. "Figuring out a different approach."

"The tires."

"Three weeks ago. All four, slashed overnight. I didn't even hear it happen." Her jaw tightened. "Then the spray paint. Then this."

Wildman looked at the cardboard covering her window, the tape already starting to peel from the moisture. Rain dripped through the gaps, pooling on her floor.

This was her place. The salon she'd built herself, attached to the house she'd bought and fixed with her own hands. He'd heard the stories over two years of appointments—the tax auction, the foreclosure nobody wanted, the months of work she'd put in learning plumbing and electrical from YouTube videos because she couldn't afford contractors.

She'd built something from nothing. And now some construction boss thought he could tear it down.

"Haggerty," Wildman said. "Boyd Haggerty?"

Her eyes sharpened. "You know him?"

"Know of him. Big development company, does work all over Pierce County." He'd seen the signs, the trucks, the equipment yards. Haggerty Construction was everywhere. "Heard rumors about how he acquires property."

"What kind of rumors?"

"The kind that say he doesn't take no for an answer."

Cami's laugh was bitter. "Yeah, I'm getting that impression."

She moved to her station, started organizing the tools that had scattered when she'd hit the floor. Her hands were steady now, muscle memory taking over. Combs in one holder, clips in another, scissors laid out in order of size.

Wildman watched her work. He'd been watching her for two years—the way she moved, the confidence in her hands, the way she filled a room just by being in it. She was beautiful in a way that went
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