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Rachel Kimble had processed enough bullshit arrests to recognize manufactured evidence when she saw it.

She sat at her desk in the cramped office of Kimble Bail Bonds, three blocks from Cook County Jail, reviewing the paperwork for Timmy Turner—prospect for the Urban Sentinels MC, picked up on drug possession charges that stank worse than the holding cells she'd just left. The timestamp on the arresting officer's report showed 11:47 PM. The evidence log showed the drugs were "discovered" during a traffic stop at 11:52 PM.

Five minutes before the stop happened.

Rachel leaned back in her chair, the springs protesting, and rubbed her eyes. She'd been doing this for six years—five as a bounty hunter dragging bail jumpers back to face their charges, one running her own shop—and she knew sloppy work when it bit her in the ass. This wasn't sloppy. This was deliberate.

Her phone buzzed. Text from Timmy's sponsor in the club: Kid okay?

She typed back: Bailed out. Charges won't stick. Evidence is garbage.

Three dots appeared, then disappeared. Then: Third one this month.

Rachel's fingers stilled over the keyboard. Third one. She pulled up her filing system, searching through recent Sentinel cases. There—two more prospects arrested in the past four weeks. Different charges, different arresting officers, but when she cross-referenced the names...

All of them worked out of the same district. All of them reported to Commander Thomas Boyle.

"Son of a bitch," she muttered.

Her office door swung open. Timmy shuffled in, looking young and scared in his street clothes, the county jail smell still clinging to him. Twenty-two years old, trying to earn his patch by keeping his mouth shut and his head down. Exactly the kind of target corrupt cops loved—someone without the club's full protection yet.

"Ms. Kimble." He stayed by the door like he wasn't sure he was allowed further in. "Thank you. For getting me out."

"Sit." Rachel gestured to the chair across from her desk. "We need to talk about those charges."

He sat, nervous energy making his leg bounce. "It's bullshit. I wasn't holding. I don't even use that stuff—club rules, you know? Prospects stay clean."

"I know. I also know those drugs appeared in the evidence log before the traffic stop that supposedly found them." She turned her monitor so he could see the timestamps. "Someone's setting you guys up."

Timmy went very still, that survival instinct that came from growing up in the South Side kicking in. "You sure?"

"I'm sure. I'm also sure this is the third Sentinel prospect arrested this month on manufactured charges." Rachel pulled up the other cases, laying them out. "Different cops, same district commander. Boyle's running something, and your club is in his crosshairs."

"Shit." Timmy scrubbed his hands over his face. "The brothers are gonna need to know about this."

"They already do, if they're paying attention. But they might not have the full picture." Rachel grabbed a yellow legal pad, started making notes. "I need to review every Sentinel arrest from the past six months. Build the pattern. You tell your sponsor I'm doing the work."

Timmy nodded, already pulling out his phone. Then he hesitated. "Ms. Kimble? You don't have to do this. Going after cops, even dirty ones... that's dangerous."

Rachel's jaw tightened. Her parents had run a dry cleaner in Bridgeport for fifteen years before getting robbed three times in six months. The cops had done jack shit, told them to get better insurance, maybe move to a safer neighborhood. Like hard-working immigrants could just pack up and relocate their entire lives because the system wouldn't protect them.

They'd given up. Closed the business. Her father still had nightmares.

"Dangerous for who?" Rachel met Timmy's eyes. "I know exactly what I'm doing. And I know how to document it properly. Now get out of here before they decide to follow you and figure out where my office is."

He left. Rachel turned back to her computer, pulling up arrest records and cross-referencing officer names. The pattern emerged like a photograph in developing fluid—systematic, deliberate, escalating. Boyle's crew was building cases against the Sentinels, manufacturing evidence, creating a paper trail that could justify a major operation.

Or worse.

Her desk phone rang. The display showed Cook County Jail. Rachel grabbed it. "Kimble Bail Bonds."

"Ms. Kimble? It's Deputy Harris." The woman sounded stressed, voice low like she was trying not to be overheard. "You bailed out that Sentinel prospect this morning?"

"Timmy Turner. Why?" Rachel's instincts started screaming.

"Another one came in about an hour ago. Different charges, same... feel to it. But there's a problem." Harris paused. "Kid tried to kill himself in lockup. At least that's the official story. I was on duty. I saw him. He had defensive wounds on his hands and fresh bruises on his ribs. Someone beat the shit out of him before he 'found that belt.'"

Rachel's blood went cold. "Is he alive?"

"Barely. They took him to County for evaluation. But Ms. Kimble? The cops who brought him in? They're Boyle's guys. And they were asking questions about the Turner kid, about who bailed him out, about you."

"They know my name."

"They know your business. I... I thought you should know. Whatever you're into with these Sentinels, Boyle's playing for keeps." Harris lowered her voice even more. "And nobody in this building is gonna stop him. We all know what happens to people who cross that crew."

The line went dead.

Rachel sat frozen for three heartbeats, processing. Then she moved—grabbing her laptop, her files on the Sentinel arrests, her backup drive with everything she'd discovered. She shoved it all in her messenger bag, mind racing through protocols. She'd been threatened before, by bail jumpers and their families, by criminals who thought a woman running a bail bonds shop was easy prey.

But dirty cops were a different category of threat. They had badges, authority, the entire weight of the system behind them. They could arrest her, plant evidence, make her disappear into lockup where "accidents" happened.

They'd already tried to kill a Sentinel prospect in custody. Tried to make it look like suicide.

Rachel grabbed her phone, scrolled to a number she rarely used. One of her bounty hunting contacts, a guy who knew everyone in the criminal justice system and wasn't shy about working in the gray areas. He answered on the second ring.

"Rachel. What's up?"

"I need a favor. I need to get in touch with the Urban Sentinels. Specifically, whoever handles their security." She threw her bag over her shoulder, already heading for the door. "And I need it five minutes ago."

"The Sentinels? Jesus, Rachel, what did you step in?"

"Something bad enough that Commander Boyle's trying to bury them with manufactured charges. And now his crew knows I'm digging into it." She locked her office door, scanning the street outside. "I've got evidence. They need to see it. And I need to not be sitting in my office when Boyle's boys decide to pay me a visit."

Silence on the line. Then: "Give me ten minutes. I'll text you an address. Rachel? Be careful. Those boys play rough, but at least they've got a code. Boyle and his crew? They'll do anything behind that badge."

"I know," Rachel said. "That's why I'm betting on the Sentinels."

She hung up, walked quickly to her car—a practical Honda that didn't attract attention—and pulled into traffic. Her phone buzzed with the address seven minutes later. An industrial area off Pulaski Road. She knew the general neighborhood, had tracked bail jumpers through there more than once.

The Sentinels' compound.

Rachel drove, checking her mirrors, taking random turns to make sure she wasn't being followed. Her hands were steady on the wheel. She wasn't scared, exactly. She'd been scared when her parents lost everything. She'd been scared the first time she'd kicked in a door to grab a fugitive who outweighed her by eighty pounds.

This was different. This was calculated risk. The Sentinels were criminals, sure, but they had rules. They protected their territory. And right now, Boyle was hunting them with the full authority of the Chicago Police Department behind him.

That made her and the Sentinels temporary allies.

Maybe more than temporary, depending on how deep this corruption went.

Rachel found the compound as the afternoon sun started its descent toward the skyline. Chain-link fence, security cameras, a legitimate-looking auto shop front with "Sentinel Auto & Cycle" painted on the sign. Behind it, she could see the warehouse structure, motorcycles lined up like chrome soldiers.

She parked on the street, grabbed her messenger bag, and walked to the gate. A camera tracked her movement. Thirty seconds later, the gate buzzed open.

Time to see if the Urban Sentinels wanted the evidence that could save their asses—or if she'd just walked into something she couldn't walk back out of.

Rachel stepped through the gate. It closed behind her with a metallic clang that sounded like a cell door locking.
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Ghost watched the woman walk into church like she owned the place.

Not many civilians had the stones to stride into an Urban Sentinels meeting uninvited, especially not someone who looked like they'd spent the morning in a courtroom. But Rachel Kimble moved with the confidence of someone who'd tackled armed fugitives for a living and wasn't impressed by leather cuts or the twelve dangerous men staring at her.

Judge sat at the head of the table, expression unreadable. "Ms. Kimble. Razor said you had information we needed to hear."

"I do." She dropped her messenger bag on the table, pulled out a laptop. "And you're going to want to see this before Commander Thomas Boyle's crew decides I'm a problem worth eliminating."

Ghost shifted in his chair, studying her. He'd seen her around—bail bonds office near County, reputation for fair dealing and not asking questions the criminal community didn't want to answer. Korean-American, athletic build, sharp eyes that assessed threats like she'd been doing it professionally. Which she had.

She moved like a hunter. He respected that.

"Boyle." Steel's voice went flat from Judge's left. "That bastard's been squeezing neighborhood businesses for protection money. Thinks his badge makes him untouchable."

"It does, usually." Rachel opened her laptop, turned it so the brotherhood could see. "But he's escalated from shaking down businesses to systematically targeting your club. Three prospects arrested in four weeks, all on manufactured charges. I bailed out Timmy Turner this morning—the evidence log showed drugs discovered five minutes before the traffic stop that supposedly found them."

She pulled up the documents, timestamps highlighted. Ghost leaned forward, scanning the details with the same focus he used spotting inconsistencies in a target's routine. The woman knew what she was doing. Professional documentation, cross-referenced dates, officer names circled.

"Same pattern with the other two arrests," Rachel continued. "Different charges, different cops, but they all report to Boyle. He's building a paper trail, manufacturing justification for something bigger."

"How much bigger?" Judge's tone stayed level, but Ghost caught the edge underneath. Their president didn't tolerate threats to the brotherhood.

"Big enough that one of your prospects is in County Hospital right now after a 'suicide attempt' in lockup." Rachel met Judge's stare without flinching. "Deputy I know called me. Said the kid had defensive wounds and fresh bruises. Someone beat him, then tried to stage it as suicide. The cops who brought him in? Boyle's crew."

The temperature in church dropped about twenty degrees. Brick cracked his knuckles, the sound loud in the sudden silence. Throttle stopped grinning. Even Havoc, who usually looked ready to fight shadows, went completely still.

Ghost felt that familiar coldness settle over him, the disconnect that made hunting easy. Cops trying to kill prospects in custody. That changed everything.

"They know you're investigating?" Steel asked Rachel.

"As of about two hours ago, yeah. Deputy warned me Boyle's guys were asking questions about who bailed out Turner, about my business." Rachel's jaw tightened. "I grabbed my files and came straight here. If they want this evidence gone, they'll come for me. And I'd rather be somewhere they have to think twice about kicking in the door."

Smart woman. Ghost watched her scan the brotherhood, reading the room like she'd done tactical assessments before. No fear in her body language, just calculated risk management. She understood what she'd walked into and made the choice anyway.

That took particular kind of courage.

"Show me everything," Judge said.

Rachel spent the next twenty minutes walking them through six months of arrest patterns, officer assignments, evidence inconsistencies. She'd built a case that would've made a prosecutor weep—if prosecutors gave a damn about dirty cops targeting motorcycle clubs. Ghost absorbed every detail, cataloguing names and faces, building target profiles in his head.

Commander Thomas Boyle. Twenty-five year veteran, district commander, ran his territory like personal property. Eight cops on his payroll, maybe ten more willing to look the other way. Detective Frank Reilly as primary enforcer—six feet of muscle with excessive force complaints buried in his jacket. Sergeant Mike Driscoll coordinating the harassment operations.

"They're not just building a case," Razor said, studying the timeline Rachel had created. "They're softening us up. Testing our defenses, seeing how we respond."

"Preparing for a major move." Judge's fingers drummed once on the table. "They think badges give them authority here. They're wrong."

Ghost spoke for the first time. "We can't fight them straight. They arrest us legally, kill us with badge protection, and nobody questions it. We need to eliminate the threat without bringing federal heat."

Every eye in church turned to him. Ghost stayed relaxed in his chair, but his mind was already working through angles and approaches. This was what he did—identify threats, isolate targets, remove problems permanently while making it look like anything except MC retaliation.

"You're talking about hunting cops." Rachel's voice held no judgment, just acknowledgment of reality. "That brings a different kind of attention."

"We're talking about defending our brotherhood from corrupt bastards who think their badges let them torture prospects in lockup." Steel's quiet menace filled the words. "They brought this to us. We're just gonna finish it."

Ghost watched Rachel process that, saw the moment she made her decision. No shock, no moral grandstanding. Just a woman who'd already seen enough of the system's failures to know how it really worked.

"I can help," she said. "I know their patterns, their habits, their schedules. I've been tracking bail jumpers for five years—I know how to find people who don't want to be found. And I know the criminal justice system well enough to identify their vulnerabilities."

Judge studied her for a long moment. "Why? You could walk away. Take what you know to internal affairs, let them handle it."

"Internal affairs?" Rachel's laugh held no humor. "Boyle's been running his operation for years. You think IA doesn't know? They know. They don't care. Or they're scared. Either way, going to them means nothing happens except I end up with a target on my back and no backup." She leaned forward. "My parents ran a business in Bridgeport. Got robbed three times in six months. Cops told them to get better insurance, maybe move somewhere safer. The system doesn't protect people like us. It protects people like Boyle."

Ghost felt something shift in his chest. Recognition, maybe. She understood what the brotherhood had learned the hard way—official justice was selective at best, nonexistent for the neighborhoods they protected. Violence was the only language that worked, the only response threats like Boyle understood.

"You want in on this, you need to know what that means." Judge's tone went formal, the weight of club business behind it. "We don't negotiate. We don't cooperate with cops, even clean ones. We handle our problems permanent. Boyle and his crew won't get arrested. They'll disappear. You good with that?"

Rachel held his stare. "I'm good with that. I've seen what happens when corrupt cops have free rein. If you're taking them out, I want to help make sure you do it right."

Throttle whistled low. "Damn. Woman's got steel."

"Woman's got sense," Brick corrected. "Knows which side to be on when badges go dirty."

Ghost kept watching her, something pulling at his attention that had nothing to do with tactical assessment. She sat there surrounded by twelve men who'd just casually discussed eliminating cops, and she didn't flinch. Respected the reality of what the brotherhood had to do. Offered her expertise to help them survive.

She was either crazy or she understood the world the same way he did—through a scope that showed threats and solutions, nothing in between.

Judge nodded once. "All right. Ghost, you're running surveillance and elimination operations. Use whoever you need from the brotherhood. Ms. Kimble stays at the compound under protection until we handle Boyle's crew. They come for her, they come for all of us."

"Rachel," she said. "If we're doing this together, use my name."

"Rachel stays at the compound," Judge amended. "Ghost, coordinate with her. She's got the intelligence, you've got the skills. Figure out how to eliminate this threat without bringing the entire CPD down on us."

Ghost stood, moved around the table to where Rachel was gathering her laptop. Up close, he could see the sharp intelligence in her dark eyes, the set of her jaw that said she'd made hard decisions before and lived with them. She smelled like coffee and determination.

"Can you really help?" he asked quietly. "Or are you just trying to survive Boyle's attention?"

Rachel looked up at him, meeting his pale gray eyes without hesitation. "I can really help. I know how cops think, how they operate, where they're vulnerable. I've spent five years hunting people professionally. I'm good at it." She paused. "And yeah, I'm also trying to survive. But I'd rather survive by eliminating the threat than hiding from it."

Ghost felt his mouth almost curve. Almost. "Then let's go hunting."

He led her out of church, aware of the brotherhood's eyes tracking them. Razor caught his arm as they passed.

"That woman's got fire," Razor said quietly. "Don't let her burn out before we need her."

"She won't." Ghost wasn't sure why he said it with such certainty, but he did. Rachel Kimble had walked into their compound knowing exactly what the Sentinels were, what they did, what hunting Boyle meant. She'd chosen this.

That made her dangerous in the best possible way.

They walked into the main compound area where prospects were working on bikes, the smell of motor oil and chrome polish heavy in the air. Rachel scanned everything with professional assessment, cataloguing exits and defensive positions without even realizing she was doing it.

Hunter's instinct. Ghost recognized it because he lived it.

"You'll stay in one of the rooms upstairs," he said. "Compound's secure, but Boyle's crew might try something stupid. We'll run shifts watching your office and apartment, see if they come sniffing around."

"My files are all backed up remotely. If they trash my office, I've still got everything." Rachel adjusted her messenger bag. "But they'll figure out I'm here eventually. Boyle's not stupid."

"Neither are we." Ghost stopped, turned to face her fully. "You understand what you just volunteered for? This isn't bounty hunting. Cops die, it brings attention. We have to be perfect, or it brings federal heat that could destroy the club."

"I understand." Rachel's voice stayed








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BHOST'S:
x TAKEDOWN. +






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





