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            "Being wise is not the same as being smart. A smart person have learned a lot in life. But a wise person knows how to utilize what they learned to give there life longevity." --BY JACOB MACLIN 

      

    


Table of Contents for

	A Fragile Peace  

	Shadows of Chicago

	The Arrival of Julie

	Enemies at the Gate

	The Streets Never Sleeps

	BG’s Ghost

	Blood in Chicago

	Julie’s Web

	The Streets Never Forget

	A Game Of Shadows

	A Family Divided

	The War Escalates

	The Return of BG

	The Return of BG (Part 2)

	Julie’s Kingdom

	The Cost of Power

	BG’s Master Plan

	BG’s Master Plan Unleashed 

	A Game of Betrayals

	Julie’s Ultimate Play

	The Streets of Flint becomes

	BG’s Final Warning

	The Battle for Milwaukee

	Blood Ties

	A City Divided

	The Streets Take Everything

	Julie’s Last Betrayal

	The Wrath Of The Kingstons

	The Fall Of Pride

	No Loose Ends

	Claiming The Throne 

	The Crown Of Milwaukee 

	The Legacy We Carry


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue: A City on Fire
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Milwaukee had been left scarred. The streets bore the marks of war: shattered windows, burned-out buildings, and walls riddled with bullet holes. The Kingston family, once underdogs in the city’s criminal underworld, had fought their way to dominance, but it had come at a price. Blood had been spilled, alliances had been shattered, and the family itself was barely holding together.

Jacob Kingston stood at the edge of the rooftop at the Pabst Brewery, his eyes scanning the city’s skyline. The faint glow of dawn crept over the horizon, casting long see trails across the ruins of his empire. His mind replayed the events that had brought them to this point.
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The Phantom Circle had been a relentless enemy. Led by the calculating Silas Kane, they had pushed the Kingstons to their breaking point. From coordinated attacks on Kingston stash houses to the brazen assault on the Golden Eclipse nightclub, the Phantom Circle had shown no mercy.

Jacob had underestimated Silas. The man wasn’t just a criminal—he was a tactician, a predator who thrived on chaos. It had taken everything the Kingstons had to dismantle his operation, culminating in a final bloody showdown at the Ironbound Complex.

Jacob’s fists clenched as he remembered the confrontation. The firefight had been brutal, the cost heavy. The Phantom Circle was destroyed, but Silas’s chilling message lingered in Jacob’s mind: “The city will burn, and so will you.”
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Victory over the Phantom Circle hadn’t brought the peace Jacob had hoped for. The Kingstons were more divided than ever.

Mary, always sharp and strategic, had questioned Jacob’s leadership after several costly battles. Her ambition to prove herself had led to critical mistakes, ones Jacob had to clean up.

Leroy, the family’s rock, struggled to mediate the growing tension between the siblings while keeping his own doubts about their path hidden.

Laura, their mother, had tried to keep the family together, but even her words of wisdom couldn’t heal the wounds left by betrayal and loss.
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Then there was the ghost that haunted them all: BG. His apparent death had left unanswered questions and a void in the family’s ranks. Yet whispers in the underworld suggested BG wasn’t gone. Some claimed to have seen him, others swore he was pulling strings behind the scenes, waiting for the right moment to strike.

As the Kingstons tried to rebuild, a new threat emerged from the south. Chicago, always a looming presence, had taken notice of Milwaukee’s weakened state. The city’s most powerful players were making their move, led by a shadowy figure whose name carried fear even in the darkest corners of the underworld.

Jacob’s control over Milwaukee was slipping. Rivals were growing bold, and the alliances he’d forged were starting to crumble. The streets, once firmly under Kingston rule, were now battlegrounds again.

In the midst of the chaos, an unexpected figure entered the fray: Julie Kingston, Jacob’s estranged sister. A self-made queen pin from Flint, Michigan, Julie was a force of nature with an empire of her own. She ran a network of over 60 women across the globe, and her wealth and influence were unmatched.

Julie’s arrival was both a blessing and a curse. Her resources could tip the scales in the Kingstons’ favor, but her manipulative tendencies and sharp tongue threatened to widen the fractures within the family.

“You’ve got a mess here, Jacob,” Julie had said when they first reunited. “Good thing I’m used to cleaning up after you.”

As Jacob stood on the brewery rooftop, the echoes of the past year weighed heavily on him. Milwaukee was quiet for now, but he knew better than to trust the silence. The city was alive, its heartbeat steady but ominous.

In the distance, the faint sound of sirens pierced the morning air. The streets of Milwaukee were restless, waiting for the next explosion of violence. Jacob took a deep breath, his resolve hardening.

“This city doesn’t sleep,” he muttered to himself. “And neither do we.”

––––––––
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Unbeknownst to Jacob, forces were already moving against him. In a dimly lit bar on State Street, a group of men sat in the shadows, their voices low and urgent.

“He’s weak,” one of them said. “The Kingstons think they’ve won, but they’re vulnerable. It’s time to strike.”

At the same time, a figure moved through the streets of Milwaukee, his face hidden beneath a hood. His presence was ghostlike, but his intentions were clear. BG was back, and he was out for blood.
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Chapter 1: A Fragile Peace
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Milwaukee was waking up, its streets alive with the hum of early-morning traffic and the faint glow of neon signs that never truly went dark. The city carried the scars of war, boarded-up windows on North Avenue, graffiti on crumbling walls along Fond Du Lac, and the lingering stench of smoke near Washington Park. The Kingstons ruled these streets now, but their grip was tenuous. Beneath the surface, unrest brewed.

The Kingston family was forged in the fires of the city’s underworld. Led by Jacob Kingston, a man as ruthless as he was strategic, they had clawed their way to the top. Jacob was tall and imposing, his sharp jawline and piercing eyes giving him the air of a man who wasn’t to be crossed. Despite his power, he carried the weight of every decision, every betrayal, and every loss.

Mary Kingston: Jacob’s younger sister, a master strategist with a penchant for taking control. Mary was fiercely independent, her sharp features softened only by her love for the family. She was always impeccably dressed, her tailored suits giving her an air of authority. Beneath her composed exterior lay an unrelenting drive to prove herself.

Leroy Kingston: Jacob’s right-hand man and the family’s enforcer. Leroy was the family’s steady hand, his muscular frame and quiet demeanor concealing a mind that was as sharp as a blade. He had a deep loyalty to Jacob but wasn’t afraid to challenge him when necessary.

Anita Kingston: A hair stylist by trade and a deadly assassin with a straight razor. Anita was fiery and unpredictable, her curves accentuated by tight dresses and sky-high heels. Her beauty was matched only by her lethal precision.

Cory Kingston: The cleanup man, a stoic construction worker who handled the messes no one else could. His broad shoulders and weathered hands spoke of his strength, but his quiet nature often left him overlooked.

Andrew Kingston: The tech genius and bomb specialist. Andrew was lanky and unassuming, his wire-rimmed glasses and hoodies hiding the brilliance of his mind. He rarely left his workstation at the brewery, but his work had saved the family more times than they could count.

Laura Kingston: Their mother, a woman who had battled addiction and won. Laura had found her strength again, but her return to the family was fraught with challenges. She was the glue holding them together, her wisdom and warmth a counterbalance to their darker impulses.

Jacob’s estranged sister, Julie Kingston, had arrived from Flint, Michigan, with her own empire. Julie was a force of nature, her honey-brown skin glowing against the shimmering gold dresses she favored. Her jet-black hair cascaded down her back in loose waves, and her dark eyes sparkled with both seduction and danger.

Julie was a pimp with an international reach, commanding a network of over 60 women across the globe. She had built her empire from nothing, using her wit and charm to climb to the top. But her arrival in Milwaukee was far from altruistic she had her own plans, and they didn’t always align with Jacob’s.

“Flint’s small-time,” Julie had said when she first arrived. “I’m ready for the big leagues, and it looks like you could use my help.”

Jacob had reluctantly welcomed her into the fold, though her presence added another layer of tension to the already fractured family.

Jacob drove through the city in his black SUV, the leather seats creaking softly as he adjusted his position. The streets were alive with activity, vendors setting up shop on Mitchell Street, teenagers playing basketball on 

cracked courts near Teutonia Avenue, and commuters rushing through North Avenue.

He pulled up to a diner on Greenfield Avenue, a modest spot with a glowing neon sign that read “OPEN 24/7.” Inside, he found Mary waiting, her expression tense.

“We’ve got problems,” Mary said as Jacob slid into the booth.

“When don’t we?” Jacob replied, motioning for the waitress.

The waitress who approached their table was a striking woman with fiery red hair and emerald-green eyes. Her name tag read “Savannah,” and the way she carried herself suggested she wasn’t just a waitress.

“Coffee?” Savannah asked, her voice smooth as silk.

Jacob nodded, his eyes briefly meeting hers. There was something about her, an edge that hinted she was more than she appeared.

Mary smirked as Savannah walked away, her hips swaying. “You always pick the dangerous ones, don’t you?”

Jacob didn’t respond, his mind already on the conversation they were about to have.

The conversation turned to Julie, who had been making waves since her arrival.

“She’s stepping on toes,” Mary said. “She’s already made deals with some of our allies without consulting us.”

“She’s family,” Jacob replied, though his tone was far from convinced.

“She’s a wildcard,” Mary countered. “And if you don’t rein her in, she’s going to blow everything up.”

As they left the diner, Jacob’s phone buzzed with a message from Leroy: “Rumors about BG are spreading. People are saying he’s back.”

Jacob frowned, his grip tightening on the phone. BG had been a brother to him, and his supposed death had left a hole in the family. But the idea that 

BG was alive and possibly working against them, was something Jacob wasn’t ready to face.

“We deal with one problem at a time,” Jacob muttered as they climbed into the SUV.

The city was quiet as they drove through the industrial district, but Jacob knew better than to trust the silence. In a dimly lit warehouse on Canal Street, a group of men gathered around a table, their faces shadowed.

“He’s not as strong as he used to be,” one man said. “The Kingstons are vulnerable. Now’s the time to strike.”

Another man leaned forward, his voice low and menacing. “Let’s make sure they never see it coming.”
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Chapter 2: Shadows of Chicago
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The streets of Milwaukee hummed with life, but beneath the surface, the tension was palpable. The uneasy peace the Kingstons had secured after defeating the Phantom Circle was already unraveling. Now, the shadows stretching northward from Chicago brought a new threat, one that would test the family in ways they hadn’t yet imagined.

Jacob Kingston stood in the brewery’s war room, a dimly lit space dominated by a massive table covered with maps, dossiers, and scattered weapons. Leroy leaned against the wall, his rifle slung over his shoulder, while Mary paced nearby, her heels clicking sharply against the floor.

“We’ve got movement out of Chicago,” Mary said, pointing to the map. “Crews from the South Side are making their way into our territories. Quiet for now, but it’s only a matter of time before they make a move.”

Jacob’s brow furrowed as he studied the map. “Who’s behind it?”

Leroy crossed his arms, his voice calm but firm. “Word is, they’re working for someone called ‘The Broker.’ No one’s seen him, but his name’s everywhere. South Side, West Side, even up in Gary.”

“The Broker,” Jacob repeated, his jaw tightening. “What’s his angle?”

Mary smirked, though her eyes were sharp. “Power, money, or both. Same as everyone else.”

Down in Chicago, The Broker was making his move. His real name was Malcolm Pierce, a polished businessman with a ruthless streak that ran as deep as Lake Michigan. Malcolm had grown his empire by staying out of the spotlight, using intermediaries to pull strings and control his vast network of operatives.

Malcolm’s base of operations was a luxurious penthouse on Michigan Avenue, overlooking the glittering city skyline. The room exuded wealth, with floor-to-ceiling windows, sleek black furniture, and a custom bar stocked with rare bottles of whiskey.

Seated in a leather armchair, Malcolm sipped his drink as he spoke to his top lieutenant, Elliot “Silk” Grayson. Silk was tall and lean, his tailored suits and smooth charm hiding a lethal efficiency.

“The Kingstons are a problem,” Malcolm said, his voice as smooth as the whiskey in his glass. “They’ve made too much noise. Milwaukee should’ve been ours by now.”

Silk nodded, his sharp features illuminated by the city lights. “We’ve got crews in place. All it takes is one big push, and they’ll crumble.”

Malcolm smiled faintly. “Make sure they never see it coming.”

Meanwhile, in Milwaukee, Jacob and Leroy drove through the city’s South Side, checking in on their key operations. The SUV moved through the busy streets of Layton Boulevard, past rows of corner stores, auto shops, and graffiti-covered walls.

“Chicago’s always been a problem,” Leroy said, breaking the silence. “But this feels different.”

Jacob nodded, his eyes scanning the streets. “They’ve got someone smart behind them. Someone patient.”

The SUV pulled up to a warehouse near Mitchell Street, where Tank and Cory were overseeing a shipment of weapons. The building was bustling 

with activity, workers unloading crates, guards patrolling the perimeter, and the faint hum of a generator filling the air.

Tank greeted them at the entrance, his massive frame dwarfing everyone around him. “Everything’s on schedule,” he said, handing Jacob a clipboard.

“Good,” Jacob replied, his tone clipped. “We’re going to need every bit of this if Chicago decides to make their move.”

As they wrapped up their inspection, a sleek black car pulled up outside the warehouse. A woman stepped out, her long legs accentuated by the slit in her crimson dress. Her name was Raven, and her reputation preceded her. Known as a master negotiator and seductress, Raven worked for Malcolm Pierce, though she operated under the guise of a neutral party.

“Jacob Kingston,” she said, her voice low and sultry as she approached. Her dark curls framed her flawless face, and her full lips curved into a knowing smile.

Jacob’s eyes narrowed. “Who are you?”

“Raven,” she replied smoothly, extending a perfectly manicured hand. “Malcolm Pierce sends his regards. He wants to propose a partnership.”

Jacob didn’t take her hand, his expression hardening. “We don’t need partnerships. Tell Malcolm he can keep his business in Chicago.”

Raven laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers through the men nearby. “Suit yourself. But Malcolm doesn’t take rejection lightly.”

She turned on her heels, her dress swaying as she walked back to her car. Before getting in, she glanced over her shoulder, her
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