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The lock on Luis Montoya's body shop gave up its secrets in under thirty seconds. Monica White straightened from her crouch, dropping the pick set back into her jacket pocket as she pushed the door open. The metal groaned, loud enough to wake the dead in this industrial Pilsen neighborhood where half the buildings stood empty.

She stepped inside, hand automatically checking the Glock holstered at her hip.

The morning sun cutting through grimy windows revealed a disaster. Filing cabinets hung open, their contents scattered across oil-stained concrete. Tool chests lay overturned, expensive equipment smashed and scattered. Someone had torn this place apart looking for something, and they hadn't been gentle about it.

"Luis?" Monica called out, moving deeper into the shop. "It's Monica White. Your bail bondswoman. We need to talk about your court date you missed yesterday."

Silence answered her. Then a scraping sound from the back office, metal on concrete.

Monica's pulse stayed steady. Five years tracking bail jumpers had taught her to read situations fast. This wasn't a skip who'd bolted—this was a man hiding from something worse than a missed court appearance.

She crossed the shop floor, boots crunching on broken glass. The office door stood ajar, and she could see someone huddled behind an overturned desk.

"Luis. I'm not here to hurt you. But you violated bail, and I need to bring you in." She kept her voice calm, professional. "That means we can do this easy, or I can make one call and have three bounty hunters here in twenty minutes. Your choice."

"You don't understand." Luis Montoya's voice cracked. He was forty-two according to his file, but he sounded ancient. "They're going to kill me. They said they'd burn this place down with my family inside if I don't pay by Friday."

Monica pushed the door fully open. Luis crouched behind the desk, his face bruised, left eye swollen shut. Blood crusted his split lip.

"Who did this?" She moved closer, evaluating the damage. Somebody had worked him over professionally—enough to hurt, not enough to hospitalize.

"The suits. They came yesterday." Luis's good eye darted toward the windows. "Ex-cops, they said. Told me I owed twenty thousand now instead of ten because I'm late. Said their boss doesn't like to wait."

Monica's instincts sharpened. "You borrowed money from someone besides the court system?"

"I was desperate." Luis grabbed the desk edge, pulling himself up. "Three months ago, I borrowed five grand from the motorcycle club—the Sentinels—to keep this place running. Made two payments, then couldn't make the third. So I borrowed from these other guys to pay the club, thinking I could work it off. But now they want double, and the club wants their money too, and I'm—"

"Hold up." Monica raised a hand. "You borrowed from the Urban Sentinels MC? The motorcycle club that controls half the South Side?"

"I had no choice! My wife's medical bills, the shop barely breaking even—" Luis's voice climbed toward panic. "The Sentinels gave me better terms than any bank would. I just needed time. But then these suits showed up, and now everyone wants to be paid, and I don't have—"

The front door opened.

Monica's hand went to her Glock, drawing it smoothly as she pivoted toward the sound. Heavy boots on concrete. Confident stride. Single person, moving like he owned the place.

A man stepped into view. Six-foot-one, lean muscle wrapped in a black leather cut that screamed motorcycle club. Dark skin, close-cropped hair, eyes that swept the destroyed shop with military precision before locking onto her with predator focus.

The cut bore three rockers. Top: "URBAN SENTINELS." Bottom: "CHICAGO." Center: "PROSPECT."

Not a full member yet. Still proving himself. That made him potentially more volatile—hungry to make his bones with the club.

"Luis Montoya." The prospect's voice carried quiet authority, the kind earned through violence rather than volume. "You're two weeks late on your payment. Judge sent me to collect."

Monica kept her Glock low but visible. "He's with me. Bail violation."

The prospect's gaze dropped to her weapon, then traveled up to her face. Something flickered in those dark eyes—assessment, recognition, respect. He'd clocked her professional stance, the comfortable way she held the gun, the fact she hadn't pointed it at him despite the cut he wore.

"Bail bondswoman." Not a question. "Monica White. Seen you at the courthouse."

She hadn't seen him. Would've remembered those eyes, that controlled intensity. "And you are?"

"Wolf." He moved closer, careful not to make sudden moves with her gun in play. "The club doesn't care about his court date. We care about our five thousand dollars."

"Get in line." Monica gestured at the destroyed shop. "Someone already beat you to the collection attempt."

Wolf's jaw tightened. His gaze swept the wreckage again, and this time she saw the strategic evaluation happening behind his eyes. This wasn't just some thug muscle—this was someone with training reading a scene.

"Who hit you?" Wolf directed the question at Luis, voice dropping to lethal quiet.

"Ex-cop named Hoffman." Luis's voice shook. "Said his boss—Vic Moretti—owns me now. Twenty thousand by Friday or they burn the shop."

"Moretti." Wolf spat the name like poison. "Organized crime piece of shit expanding into Sentinel territory. When did they come?"

"Yesterday afternoon. Four guys in suits, all carrying. Hoffman did the talking while the others tossed the place." Luis gestured at the destruction. "They're coming back Friday. Said if I don't have the money, they'll make an example."

Monica watched Wolf process this, saw the calculations running. The prospect was connected enough to recognize Moretti's name, sharp enough to understand the threat, and young enough to maybe take risks a patched member wouldn't.

Interesting.

"You borrowed from both Moretti and the Sentinels." Wolf's tone made it a statement, not a question. "That's a special kind of stupid."

"I was trying to pay you back!" Luis's voice cracked. "I borrowed from Moretti two weeks after I got the club's money. Thought I could work double shifts, pay everyone off, keep my business. But Moretti's crew found out I owed you first, and now they're saying I'm a liability."

Monica holstered her Glock. The situation had shifted. "How much do you owe the Sentinels?"

Wolf's attention snapped to her. "Club business."

"Luis is my business. I have a bond to collect." She met his stare without flinching. "And it sounds like your club and Moretti's crew both want a piece of him. Which means we need to figure out—"

The sound of vehicles outside cut her off. Heavy engines, multiple vehicles, coming fast.

Wolf moved instantly, crossing to the window in three long strides. Monica joined him, peering through the grime.

Three black SUVs rolled to a stop outside. Doors opened. Five men emerged, all wearing suits, all carrying weapons openly. The lead man was thick-shouldered, mid-thirties, moving with cop confidence.

"That's Hoffman," Luis whispered behind them.

Wolf's hand went to his cut, pulling it back to reveal a Sig Sauer in a shoulder holster. "They're coming to finish what they started."

Monica's pulse kicked up, but her mind stayed cold. She'd been in tight spots before—armed fugitives, violent domestics, situations where talking wouldn't work. This had that same energy.

Hoffman and his crew advanced on the shop, weapons visible.

"Back door?" Wolf's question came sharp and fast.

"Through the office." Luis pointed with a shaking hand. "Alley exit."

"Move." Wolf grabbed Luis by the collar, shoving him toward the office. His other hand caught Monica's arm, grip firm but not rough. "You too."

Monica jerked free. "I don't take orders from prospects."

"Then take advice from someone who's been shot at before." Wolf's eyes locked with hers, and she saw combat experience there, real violence survived. "Those men are here to kill anyone who gets in their way. We can argue about territory after we're not dead."

The front door crashed open.

"Montoya!" Hoffman's voice boomed through the shop. "Time to settle accounts!"

Wolf moved, and Monica made a split-second decision that would change everything—she followed him.

They ran for the back office, Luis stumbling ahead of them. Behind them, boots pounded on concrete. A shot rang out, sparking off metal equipment.

Wolf shoved Luis through the office door, then caught Monica's hand and pulled her after him. Another shot punched through drywall inches from her head.

The back door stood twenty feet away. Wolf fired twice over his shoulder without looking, forcing Hoffman's crew to take cover. Monica grabbed Luis, half-dragging him toward their exit.

"Go go go!" Wolf's command cracked like a whip.

Monica burst through the back door into the alley, Luis clutched against her side. Wolf came through a heartbeat later, turning to lay down covering fire as Hoffman's men reached the office.

The alley stretched in both directions. Monica made another calculation.

"My car's two blocks north." She started moving, pulling Luis with her. "Tan Camry, northwest corner."

Wolf fell in beside them, gun still drawn, checking their six every few steps. More shots echoed from inside the shop. Then the screech of tires—the SUVs moving to cut them off.

They ran.

Monica's mind raced as fast as her legs. She'd come to collect a bail jumper and walked into a war between organized crime and a motorcycle club. Should've seen this coming. Should've called backup. Should've done a dozen things differently.

But watching Wolf move beside her—controlled aggression, combat awareness, protecting Luis and her with equal intensity—she realized backup might've just found her.

Even if he wore a prospect rocker and rode with the most ruthless MC in Chicago.

They hit the cross street. Monica's Camry sat exactly where she'd left it.

"Get in!" She dug for her keys.

Behind them, engines roared. The SUVs had found them.

Wolf shoved Luis toward the passenger side, his body positioning putting himself between the threat and the civilians. He met Monica's eyes across the car roof.

"You drive. I'll shoot."

Monica's blood sang with adrenaline and something else—recognition. She'd found a partner who didn't try to protect her by sidelining her. Who trusted her competence. Who operated like they were equals in this fight.

She slid behind the wheel, keys already turning the ignition.

Wolf dove into the passenger seat as the first SUV rounded the corner.

"Drive!" he roared.

Monica floored it.

The war had officially begun.
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The chapel smelled like motor oil, leather, and the kind of violence that left stains. Wolf stood against the back wall with the other prospects, watching patched members settle into their chairs around the scarred wooden table. Six months prospecting had taught him his place—stand straight, mouth shut, ears open.

Judge sat at the head of the table, VP Steel on his right. The president's cold eyes swept the room, and every brother went silent.

"We got a collection problem." Judge's voice carried that quiet authority Wolf had learned meant someone was about to bleed. "Luis Montoya. Owns a body shop in Pilsen. Borrowed five grand three months back, made two payments, then ghosted."

Steel leaned back in his chair. "He's small time. Why're we discussing this in church?"

"Because Moretti's crew hit three of our debtors last week." Judge's jaw tightened. "Organized crime bastard is expanding into our territory, using our own clients to establish his network. Montoya borrowed from us first, but word is he went to Moretti after."

Razor whistled low. "That's disrespectful as hell."

"That's why we're sending someone to remind him who he borrowed from first." Judge's gaze found Wolf. "Prospect. You're up."

Wolf's pulse kicked. First solo collection. Test of whether he could handle club business without a patched member holding his hand.

"Collect the payment or bring him in?" Wolf kept his voice level, professional. Old infantry habits dying hard.

"Collect if he's got it. Scare him if he doesn't." Steel's gunmetal eyes assessed Wolf like a weapon being inspected. "This ain't about the money. It's about respect. About making sure every business owner in our territory knows the Sentinels get paid first."

Judge stood, crossing to where Wolf waited. "Montoya's a working man trying to save his shop. We respect that. But he needs to learn he can't play us against Moretti. Go have a conversation. Make him understand."

"And if Moretti's crew shows up?" Wolf asked.

"Then you handle it." Judge's tone left no room for discussion. "You got infantry experience. Urban warfare training. Time to prove you can think like a brother instead of a soldier taking orders."

The words hit harder than they should. Wolf had been hearing variations of that for six months—prove yourself, earn the patch, show us you're more than military muscle following commands.

He wanted that patch so badly it burned.

"I'll handle it," Wolf said.

Diesel spoke up from his seat. "Want backup, prospect?"

"Nah." Steel answered before Wolf could. "Let him run this solo. See if he's got the judgment to know when he's in over his head."

Translation: this was a test. Handle it alone or admit he needed help. Neither option felt like winning.

"Montoya's shop is on 18th Street." Ghost tossed a slip of paper onto the table. "Address is there. He opens at seven, usually works alone until his mechanic shows up at nine."

Wolf checked his watch. Seven forty-five. Window of opportunity.

"Go collect, prospect." Judge's dismissal was clear. "Don't come back empty-handed."

Wolf grabbed the address and headed for the door. Behind him, he heard Razor's crude comment: "Five bucks says the prospect brings back cash and a black eye."

"Ten says he brings back cash and someone else's blood," Havoc countered.

Brotherhood laughter followed Wolf out into the compound's garage bay. His Harley waited among thirty other bikes, chrome gleaming in the fluorescent lights. He'd bought it with his first paycheck from the body shop jobs Judge had thrown his way, spent three months customizing it to Sentinel standards.

The matte black paint job matched his cut. Made him feel like he belonged, even wearing the prospect rocker.

He swung his leg over the bike, feeling the familiar weight settle beneath him. The engine roared to life, that deep Harley rumble that announced his presence to the entire block.

Wolf rode out of the compound thinking about judgment and proving himself and the weight of that prospect rocker on his back.

Six months of grunt work. Six months of taking orders, eating shit from patched members, doing the jobs nobody else wanted. Cleaning bathrooms, running errands, standing guard duty while brothers partied with their old ladies.

He'd done it all without complaint because the Sentinels had given him what the Army couldn't—brothers who actually gave a damn if he lived or died.

But he was tired of being the prospect. Tired of watching brothers like Ghost and Razor handle club business while he stood on the sidelines. Tired of second-guessing every call because he feared making the wrong move and losing his shot at the patch.

The morning air hit his face as Wolf opened up the throttle, weaving through early traffic. Chicago's South Side stretched around him—abandoned storefronts, project buildings, industrial zones where legitimate business died years ago. This was Sentinel territory, and he knew every block from six months of riding enforcement routes.

He loved these streets. Loved the weight of the Sig Sauer under his cut. Loved being part of something that mattered again after years of drifting through meaningless security jobs.

Afghanistan had given him purpose. The Sentinels had given him family.

Now he needed to prove he deserved both the patch and the brotherhood that came with it.

Wolf hit Pilsen fifteen minutes later, navigating narrow streets lined with small businesses struggling to survive. Montoya's body shop sat on a corner lot, bay doors closed, main entrance locked.

He circled the block once, checking for threats. Old infantry habits. Clear the perimeter, identify exits, assess the tactical—

No. Not tactical. This wasn't a combat mission. This was a conversation with a debtor who needed to understand club rules.

Think like a brother, Judge had said. Not a soldier.

Wolf parked his bike in front of the shop, engine rumbling loud enough to announce his arrival. He killed the ignition and dismounted, adjusting his cut so the prospect rocker showed clear.

The shop looked closed. Lights off, bay doors down tight.

Wolf approached the main entrance and found it unlocked. Door pushed open easily under his hand.

Wrong. Business owners in this neighborhood kept their shit locked tight.

He stepped inside, hand automatically going to his Sig. The morning sun showed him destruction—filing cabinets torn open, tools scattered, deliberate violence.

Someone had already been here. Recently.

"Luis Montoya?" Wolf called out, voice carrying through the empty space. "Urban Sentinels MC. We need to talk about your payment."

Movement in the back office. Then a woman's voice, calm and professional: "He's with me. Bail violation."

Wolf moved deeper into the shop, senses sharpening. Not a threat—professional tone, controlled environment. But who the hell was collecting on Montoya besides the club?

He rounded the corner and stopped.

The woman stood in the office doorway with a Glock held low and confident. Five-foot-seven, athletic build, copper-brown skin, dark hair pulled back practical. Sharp brown eyes that assessed him faster than most men could draw.

Bail bondswoman. Had to be. Courthouse clothes, professional weapon handling, that look of someone who tracked dangerous people for a living.

And she was gorgeous in a way that hit him like a punch—all confidence and capability with backbone that showed in her stance.

"Bail bondswoman." Wolf made it a statement, not letting his reaction show. "Monica White. Seen you at the courthouse."

Her gaze swept over him, taking in the cut, the rocker, everything that marked him as Sentinel property. "And you are?"
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