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The house party massacre scene looked like a war zone.

Sienna Harper stepped over shell casings littering the front lawn, her medical kit heavy against her hip as screams echoed from inside the two-story frame house. Blood trails marked the porch steps. The acrid smell of gunpowder mixed with the copper scent of fresh death.

Eight bodies. That's what dispatch had said. At least five more wounded.

She'd been a paramedic for seven years, worked Chicago's South Side for the last four, and she'd never seen anything like this.

"Jesus Christ," her partner Brock whispered behind her, his dark skin gone ashen. "This is—"

"Focus," Sienna cut him off, scanning the chaos. Neighbors crowded the sidewalk, held back by two patrol cars. More sirens wailed in the distance. She spotted movement through the shattered front window—someone still alive in there.

She moved.

The living room was a slaughterhouse. Three teenagers lay sprawled near an overturned couch, none of them moving. Blood soaked into cheap carpet. Bullet holes peppered the walls in tight groupings, not the wild spray of panicked shooters but deliberate patterns. Professional.

A girl maybe nineteen sat against the far wall, hands pressed to her stomach, blood seeping between her fingers. Her eyes locked on Sienna with desperate hope.

"Got a live one," Sienna called, already crossing the room. She dropped to her knees beside the girl, pulling on gloves with practiced efficiency. "Hey, honey. I'm Sienna. I'm going to help you."

"They just—they just started shooting." The girl's voice was thin, shocked. "Didn't say anything. Just came in and—"

"Don't talk. Save your strength." Sienna peeled the girl's hands away from the wound. Through-and-through, lower abdomen. Bad placement but the girl was still conscious. "Brock, I need that trauma kit now."

Two more survivors huddled in the kitchen, one with a shoulder wound, another with leg trauma. A fourth sat on the back steps, staring at nothing, physically unharmed but mentally gone. The fifth was already dead by the time Sienna got to him, a kid who couldn't have been more than seventeen.

She worked fast, establishing triage, stabilizing the worst cases. Her training took over, hands moving with muscle memory while her mind catalogued details. The bullet patterns. The lack of return fire—no defensive wounds, no weapons visible. The victims were young, dressed for a party, not a gang meeting.

This wasn't a targeted hit. This was a message.

"More units arriving," Brock said, his voice steadier now that he had tasks to focus on. "They're setting up a perimeter."

Sienna compressed the abdominal wound, watching the girl's vitals. "We need to transport immediately. Get the stretcher."

Two uniformed cops entered through the back door, weapons drawn despite the obvious lack of threat. The younger one went green at the sight of the bodies. The older one, a sergeant with gray at his temples, surveyed the scene with hard eyes.

"Automatic weapons," he said, crouching to examine the bullet casings. "Military-grade ammunition. This wasn't some street beef."

"How many shooters?" Sienna asked, still working.

"Witnesses say three, maybe four. Came in together, spread out, opened fire. Whole thing lasted maybe thirty seconds." The sergeant stood, his jaw tight. "This is the second massacre in Sentinel territory this week. Six bodies found in that warehouse on Pulaski Tuesday, all executed. Now this."

Sienna's hands paused for a fraction of a second. The Urban Sentinels MC controlled this neighborhood, had for three years. She'd treated plenty of their members over that time—gunshot wounds, knife injuries, road rash from crashes. Never asked questions, never called cops. They protected this territory, kept the worst predators out.

But someone was challenging them now. Someone with military weapons and the willingness to massacre teenagers at a house party.

"These kids weren't in a gang," she said, resuming her work. "This was indiscriminate."

"That's the point." The sergeant's voice was grim. "Someone's declaring war, and they don't give a damn about collateral damage."

More paramedics arrived. Sienna coordinated the transport of her three critical patients, helping load the abdominal wound girl into her ambulance. The girl grabbed Sienna's wrist as they lifted the stretcher.

"My boyfriend," she whispered. "Danny. He was standing right next to me. They shot him first."

One of the bodies on the living room floor. The kid in the Bulls jersey.

"I'm sorry," Sienna said, because what else could she say? She'd learned years ago that some things couldn't be fixed, no matter how fast her hands moved.

The ride to Christ Medical Center took twelve minutes. Sienna kept her patient stable, monitoring vitals, adjusting IV flow. The girl's name was Jasmine. She was a student at Chicago State, studying nursing. She'd survived tonight, but the memory wouldn't fade. The screams. The blood. The way her boyfriend died without a sound.

They handed off at the ER, three critical patients to a trauma team already dealing with an overflow Saturday night. Sienna cleaned blood off her hands in the bathroom, scrubbing until her skin turned red. Her reflection looked back at her—dark blonde hair escaping her ponytail, blue eyes rimmed with fatigue, the same determined set to her jaw her father used to have.

She'd become a paramedic to save lives. To make a difference in neighborhoods everyone else had written off. Tonight she'd saved three, maybe four people. But eight were already dead, and this war was just starting.

Her radio crackled. "Unit Twelve, we have a shooting at the corner of Halsted and 79th. Multiple casualties."

Brock appeared in the doorway. "That's two blocks from the first scene."

Sienna grabbed her kit. "Let's go."

The second scene was worse because she knew what it meant. Three gang members from the local crew, all executed with shots to the back of the head. Professional. Clinical. The same MO as the warehouse bodies the sergeant had mentioned.

Someone was systematically eliminating anyone connected to Sentinel territory. The house party had been to send a message. These executions were eliminating opposition.

By the time Sienna's shift ended at six in the morning, she'd responded to four more shootings. Two more dead. Six wounded. The entire South Side felt like a powder keg ready to explode.

She drove home to her apartment in Bridgeport as the sun rose, her body exhausted but her mind wired. She'd grown up in this city, watched it struggle and survive. Her father had been a firefighter, ran into burning buildings to save strangers until the day a warehouse collapse killed him. She'd inherited his need to help, his stubborn belief that showing up mattered even when everyone else ran away.

But this felt different. This felt like the kind of violence that consumed everything in its path.

Her phone buzzed. A text from her supervisor: Take tomorrow off. You've been on for eighteen hours.

She should sleep. Should rest while she could.

Instead she stood at her kitchen window, watching the neighborhood wake up. Kids walking to school. People heading to work. Normal life continuing while bodies piled up in the streets.

The Urban Sentinels had kept this territory relatively safe for three years. She'd seen their protection firsthand—the way certain blocks stayed quiet, the way sexual predators disappeared, the way they actually responded when someone needed help and the cops wouldn't come.

Now someone was trying to take that territory. Someone with the firepower and ruthlessness to massacre teenagers as a warning.

Sienna thought about Jasmine, studying to become a nurse, lying in a hospital bed with a bullet wound because she'd been in the wrong place when someone decided to make a point.

This war was going to get worse before it got better. More casualties. More bodies. More lives shattered because men with guns wanted control.

And she'd be there, hands moving fast, trying to save whoever she could.

It was all she knew how to do.

Her phone buzzed again. Another call. Another shooting.

Sienna grabbed her keys and headed back out into the bloodstained streets of Chicago's South Side, where the only thing certain was that the next shift would be worse than the last.
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Throttle stood at the front of the chapel watching his brothers file in, their faces reflecting the same grim reality he'd witnessed three hours ago. Sunday morning emergency church meant shit had gone critical.

The converted warehouse office served as their sacred space—no windows, one door, soundproofed walls. Twelve brothers packed into the room, leaving the prospects and newer members outside. This conversation required privacy and the kind of decisions that couldn't be unmade.

Judge sat at the head of the scarred wooden table, his expression carved from granite. Steel stood behind him, arms crossed, already looking ready to start breaking things. The rest arranged themselves around the table—Ghost, Razor, Diesel, Saint, Havoc, Smoke, Brick, and the others. Every enforcer, every road brother who'd proven themselves in blood.

"Throttle." Judge's voice cut through the low murmurs. "You called this. Talk."

Throttle pulled out his phone, set it on the table, and tapped the video he'd recorded at dawn. The screen showed a residential street in their territory, early morning light casting long shadows. Three SUVs parked outside a corner store the Sentinels protected. Six men in tactical vests emerged, automatic weapons visible.

The footage captured what happened next in brutal clarity. A street dealer—Tim Johnson, ran product for them, paid his taxes, stayed in his lane—walked out of the store with a coffee. The men surrounded him. No conversation. No warning. Just execution. Three shots, tight grouping, center mass. Tim dropped like his strings got cut.

The men got back in their SUVs and drove away. Thirty seconds, start to finish.

"That's the third one this week," Throttle said, pocketing his phone. "Tim Tuesday morning. Before that, Tony Walton and his crew got hit Monday night, all five dead in that warehouse off Pulaski. Saturday there was a house party massacre—eight dead, including three teenagers who had nothing to do with our business."

"Cartel?" Ghost asked, his pale eyes cold.

"Alejandro Cartel out of Sinaloa." Throttle had spent the last two days gathering intel from their street sources, putting together the picture no one wanted to see. "Roberto Alejandro is the nephew. Family sent him north to establish a Midwest distribution hub. Chicago's the prize—geography, infrastructure, existing networks. We're sitting on territory worth tens of millions annually."

"So they want to take it." Steel's voice was flat, stating fact.

"They want to own it," Throttle corrected. "They've already eliminated two West Side gangs through overwhelming force. Same playbook—send in professional soldiers, massacre anyone who resists, take over the infrastructure. Word on the street is they've got twelve enforcers, maybe more. Former Mexican military, cartel veterans. They brought heavy weapons, coordination, tactical training."

Razor whistled low. "Military? We're talking about trained killers."

"Trained killers who think this is Mexico," Throttle said, feeling that familiar rush starting to build in his chest. The edge of danger, the moment before everything went sideways. "They roll in with superior firepower and assume that wins. But this ain't open desert or border towns. This is Chicago. Our city. Our streets."

"They massacred teenagers at a party," Brick said, his massive hands curled into fists on the table. "Sent a message they don't care about collateral damage."

"That's exactly what it was—a message." Judge leaned forward, his dark eyes scanning each brother. "They're trying to terrify the neighborhood into rolling over. Make everyone too scared to back us when we push back. It's psychological warfare before the real assault."

Diesel cracked his knuckles. "How long until they hit us directly?"

"Could be today, could be next week." Throttle pulled up the map he'd been building on his tablet, showing the pattern of attacks. "But they're working their way toward us. Eliminating our street dealers, our protection clients, anyone connected to Sentinel operations. They're isolating us, cutting off our support network before they make their move."

"Let them come," Havoc said, leaning back with that reckless grin he got before violence. "We'll stack their bodies in the street."

"We try that, we lose." Throttle met his brother's eyes. "They've got more firepower, more men, professional military training. We go head-to-head in a straight fight, they'll roll over us."

The chapel went quiet. No one liked hearing that, but everyone knew he was right.

"So what do you suggest?" Judge asked, his tone making it clear he'd already guessed where Throttle was going.

"Guerrilla warfare." Throttle stood, tapping through the map on his tablet. "We can't match their firepower, but we know terrain they don't. Every alley, every shortcut, every rooftop and basement in forty square miles. We hit them fast, hit them hard, and disappear before they can respond. Make them chase us through streets we control while they're stumbling around blind."

"Hit and run tactics," Ghost said, nodding slowly. "Sniper positions, ambush points, then fade before they can coordinate."

"Exactly." Throttle felt the plan solidifying, the adrenaline starting to sing in his veins. This was what he was built for—speed, chaos, making split-second decisions while everything went to hell. "They want a war, we'll give them one. But on our terms, using advantages they can't match."

Steel stepped forward. "What about the neighborhood? Civilians caught in crossfire?"

"That's why we move the fight," Throttle said. "We draw them to industrial zones, abandoned buildings, places where we can control the engagement. We don't let them dictate when and where."

"They've already shown they'll massacre civilians to make points," Saint said quietly. "What's stopping them from going after our families? Old ladies? Kids?"

The temperature in the room dropped ten degrees. Every brother went still, faces hardening.

Judge's voice was ice. "Then we make sure they understand that touching our families means total annihilation. No survivors. No mercy. We burn their entire organization to ash."

"We need intel first," Razor said. "Locations, patterns, where they're staging from. Can't hit what we can't find."

"I've got people working that angle," Throttle said. "Street sources, contacts in the emergency services. Paramedics





























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
. "
- : s
- 3 N
7 Iﬁ)) N {/. _Lége, v
ey W L g
=/ |3 i 8
I/ A : -
- — T s S g
T 3 -
= 3 e
< % 4 3 <o
— = Q .
- T =
e i . A
. T T
D
'w:\‘
L

| IIIRII"[IE’S
RN °

URBAN SENTINELS MC






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





