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Tina Mitchell had seen plenty of violence working at The Spoke for five years, but nothing like the execution happening three blocks away.

She stood at the bar's front window, supposed to be wiping down tables after the lunch rush, but her hands had stopped moving the moment the black SUVs pulled up outside Rico's corner operation. Two men in matching red bandanas dragged Rico and his cousin Luis into the street while a third filmed it on his phone. Disciples. The street organization that had been systematically swallowing territory on the South Side for the past six months.

The crack of gunfire made her flinch even from this distance. Two shots each, professional and efficient. Rico crumpled first, then Luis. The shooters spray-painted gang tags on the brick wall behind the bodies—big red letters claiming another block for the Disciples. Then they climbed back into their vehicles and drove away like they'd just completed a business transaction.

Because that's exactly what it was. Business.

Tina's stomach twisted as she watched neighbors peek from windows and doorways, too scared to call 911 until the SUVs disappeared. Rico had been independent, dealing for himself and keeping his operation small. That used to be enough to survive on the South Side. Not anymore.

"Jesus Christ." Josh Donnelly, one of her regulars, appeared at her elbow. The old-timer had been nursing the same beer for an hour, avoiding going home to his empty apartment. "That's the fifth hit this week. Disciples are cleaning house."

"I know." Tina forced herself to move, to finish wiping the table even though her hands wanted to shake. She couldn't afford to show weakness. Single mothers raising six-year-olds in Englewood didn't get the luxury of falling apart. "Rico was a good guy. Kept his business away from the schools."

"Doesn't matter anymore." Josh shook his head, his weathered face grim. "Heard the Disciples are offering everyone the same deal—join the organization or get buried. They're trying to control everything from 95th Street to the Eisenhower."

Tina knew exactly what that meant. The Disciples had money, manpower, and a sophisticated structure that made them different from the usual street gangs. They operated like a corporation, complete with territory managers and enforcement divisions. And they were expanding fast, crushing anyone who refused to fall in line.

Including the independent dealers who'd been operating in Urban Sentinels territory.

She glanced at the back corner booth where three Sentinels usually sat on Thursday afternoons. Empty today. The MC had been quiet lately, which meant they were handling something. Probably the same thing Rico had failed to handle—the Disciples moving in on their turf.

The door banged open and Tina's stomach dropped. Four men in expensive casual clothes and red bandanas walked in like they owned the place, all arrogance and sharp calculation. She recognized the leader immediately—Darius Johnson, street name D-Block. Six-two, muscular, covered in gang tattoos, with eyes that looked right through people like they were already dead.

"Bar's closed for private business," D-Block announced, his voice carrying the casual authority of someone used to being obeyed. "Everyone out."

Josh and the two other customers scrambled for the door without argument. Smart. But Tina stayed behind the bar, her hand sliding toward the baseball bat she kept under the counter. The Spoke was hers. She'd worked here since she was twenty-two, had earned the owner's trust enough that he let her run the place most days. This bar represented stability for her and Marcus, a paycheck that kept her son in decent clothes and a school outside this neighborhood.

"I said everyone out." D-Block's gaze locked on her, and Tina saw the assessment there. He was measuring her, deciding if she was worth the effort of intimidation or if he should skip straight to violence.

"I'm staff." Tina kept her voice level, refusing to show the fear coiling in her gut. "Bar stays open."

One of D-Block's enforcers laughed, a harsh sound without humor. "This bitch for real?"

"Very much so." D-Block moved to the bar with the lazy confidence of a predator who knew he had all the advantages. "Here's how this works, sweetheart. The Disciples are taking over operations in this territory. That includes protection for local businesses. You want The Spoke to stay open and safe, you pay us two grand a month and provide information about Sentinel movements."

Tina's fingers wrapped around the bat handle. "The Sentinels already protect this bar. We don't need your organization's help."

"The Sentinels are outdated." D-Block leaned against the bar, close enough that she could smell his expensive cologne. "Motorcycle clubs had their time. This is the era of professional operations. The Disciples have the numbers, the structure, and the inevitability. Those bikers are going to fall, and everyone who sided with them falls too."

"Then I guess I'm falling." Tina pulled the bat free and leveled it at D-Block's face. Her heart hammered against her ribs, but she kept the bat steady. "Get out of my bar."

For three seconds, nobody moved. Tina saw the surprise flicker across D-Block's face, quickly replaced by icy anger. He wasn't used to being refused, especially not by a bartender with nothing but a Louisville Slugger and attitude.

Then he smiled, and that was worse than the anger.

"You got backbone. I respect that." D-Block straightened, gesturing for his enforcers to back off. "But disrespecting the Disciples has consequences. You should think about that. Think about what happens to single mothers who make the wrong enemies."

The mention of Marcus made Tina's blood turn to ice. D-Block saw her reaction and his smile widened.

"Yeah, we know about your kid. Cute boy. Six years old, right? Goes to that charter school on 87th Street." D-Block headed for the door, his enforcers falling in behind him. "You got forty-eight hours to reconsider. After that, we stop asking nice."

The door swung shut behind them, leaving Tina alone in the sudden silence. She stood there gripping the bat, her whole body shaking now that the immediate threat had passed. They knew about Marcus. They'd done their homework, which meant this wasn't a casual shakedown. The Disciples meant business about taking this territory, willing to threaten a six-year-old to force compliance.

Tina's phone buzzed in her pocket. Her mother, probably calling to confirm she'd pick up Marcus from school. Normal life continuing while everything fell apart around her. She needed to call the Sentinels, needed to warn them that the Disciples were making their move. But more than that, she needed to figure out how to keep her son safe in a neighborhood that was about to explode into full-scale war.

Because that's what this was. The executions, the threats, the systematic intimidation. The Disciples were declaring war on everyone who wouldn't submit to their organization. And Tina had just painted a target on her back by refusing to cooperate.

She looked out the window at the street where Rico's body still lay uncovered, waiting for cops who would take their time arriving. This was the South Side. Violence was background noise, and dead drug dealers didn't rate priority responses.

But the Sentinels were different. They protected their territory with brutal efficiency, and The Spoke had served them long enough to earn their protection. Tina grabbed her phone and scrolled to the number Judge had given her two years ago when she'd witnessed a rival crew trying to move in on Sentinel operations.

Need to talk. Urgent. Disciples making threats.

She hit send and waited, still gripping the bat like it could protect her from what was coming. Outside, sirens finally wailed in the distance, too late for Rico but right on time for the chaos about to consume this neighborhood.
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Smoke stood at the front of the chapel, his phone displaying the street surveillance footage he'd pulled from three separate corners in the past week. Judge sat at the head of the table, Steel to his right, the rest of the brotherhood filling the benches. The air smelled like motor oil, leather, and the kind of tension that preceded violence.

"Disciples hit Rico Martinez and Luis Cordero this afternoon. Broad daylight execution three blocks from The Spoke." Smoke swiped to the next image—spray-painted gang tags claiming another block. "That's five independent dealers they've eliminated in six days. They're not raiding. They're exterminating."

"Systematic." Ghost leaned forward, his sniper's eyes tracking the patterns Smoke had mapped. "They're clearing territory like a military operation."

"Because that's exactly what it is." Smoke pulled up the next image—King Washington stepping out of a black Range Rover, expensive suit and arrogance radiating from every pixel. "Malik Washington. Street name King. Runs the Disciples like a Fortune 500 company. Territory managers, enforcement divisions, quarterly revenue targets. Word on the street says he's worth eight figures and climbing."

Brick grunted. "Rich gang leader. Still bleeds."

"He's got twelve enforcers with combat experience and criminal records that read like war crimes." Smoke cycled through mugshots and surveillance photos. "Darius Johnson—D-Block—is his primary muscle. Handles territorial expansion and elimination operations. Terrence Brooks—T-Money—runs street distribution and dealer networks. These aren't corner boys playing gangster. They're professionals building an empire."

"And they want our territory." Judge's voice carried the weight of absolute authority, the kind that made grown men obey without question. "How many blocks have they taken?"

"Sixteen in the past three months. They're offering every independent dealer the same choice—join the Disciples or get buried with your operation." Smoke met Judge's gaze directly, refusing to show the desperation clawing at his chest. This was his chance to prove he belonged at this table, that he was more than just the youngest brother who'd gotten lucky. "They've systematically eliminated competition from 95th Street to Garfield. Now they're pushing into our territory because expansion is how Washington keeps his investors happy."

"Investors." Razor shook his head, spinning a knife across his knuckles. "Gangs got shareholders now."

"Modern criminals." Steel's quiet menace filled the chapel. "Corporate structure. Professional operations. Still just predators pretending sophistication makes them legitimate."

Smoke's phone buzzed. Text from Judge's contact at The Spoke—the bartender he'd seen serving brothers for years but never really noticed. Need to talk. Urgent. Disciples making threats.

His gut tightened. The Disciples were moving faster than his intel suggested.

"They hit The Spoke today." Smoke showed Judge the message. "D-Block and three enforcers walked in making demands. Protection money and information about our operations."

The chapel went silent. The Spoke wasn't just another bar in Sentinel territory. It was their unofficial clubhouse on the South Side, the place where brothers drank and deals got made. An attack on The Spoke was an attack on the club's authority.

"They threatened my bartender?" Judge's voice dropped to the lethal calm that preceded bodies. "The woman who's served us for five years without asking questions or causing problems?"

"Tina Mitchell." Smoke pulled up what he knew—single mother, six-year-old kid, worked doubles to keep her son in decent schools. "D-Block threatened her and her boy. Gave her forty-eight hours to cooperate or face consequences."

Diesel cracked his knuckles, the sound sharp in the tense silence. "They're threatening kids now. That's a line."

"They crossed it the moment they moved into our territory." Judge stood, and every brother in the chapel came to attention. "The Disciples think motorcycle clubs are outdated. They think corporate gang structure beats brotherhood loyalty. They think we'll negotiate instead of going to war."

"They're wrong." Steel's statement carried absolute certainty.

Judge looked at Smoke, and in that gaze was a question and a test. "You grew up fighting gangs that destroyed your family. You know their tactics, their weaknesses, how they think. Can you handle the response?"

This was it. The moment Smoke had been waiting for since Judge gave him the patch four years ago. Every brother in this chapel had earned respect through violence and loyalty. Smoke was still the youngest, still the kid from Robert Taylor who'd gotten recruited off the streets. Still proving he belonged.

"I can handle it." Smoke kept his voice level despite the adrenaline flooding his system. "Disciples operate like they're untouchable because numbers and structure have crushed every crew they've faced. But they've never fought brothers who grew up in the projects they're trying to control. They don't know these streets like I do. They don't understand that poverty makes you dangerous in ways money can't buy."

"Then you've got authorization for street-level warfare." Judge's words were a declaration and a challenge. "Use whatever tactics necessary. Show the Disciples why Sentinels don't negotiate with gangs threatening our people."

Havoc grinned, all reckless energy and violence barely contained. "About damn time. Been itching to remind these corporate gangsters what real criminals look like."

"Rules of engagement?" Ghost asked, already calculating angles and sight lines.

"No innocents. No kids. Beyond that—" Judge's cold smile promised brutality. "Make them understand what happens when you threaten Sentinel territory. Smoke leads this operation. He knows the streets, knows the enemy, and he's got the most to prove."

That last part wasn't an insult. It was acknowledgment. Every brother in this chapel knew Smoke was hungry to earn his place, desperate to show he was more than the youngest member who'd gotten lucky. Judge was giving him the platform to prove it or fail spectacularly.

"I need two brothers for immediate response." Smoke looked around the chapel, meeting each brother's gaze. "Tina Mitchell's got forty-eight hours before the Disciples come back. We're going to make sure they understand she's under Sentinel protection before that deadline hits."

"I'm in." Razor stood, his knife disappearing into a sheath. "Been too quiet lately. Need to remind the neighborhood why they pay us respect."

"Take Diesel." Judge gestured to the enforcer. "He's good at sending messages that stick."

Diesel nodded, cracking his neck. "What's the play?"

Smoke pulled up a map of South Side streets on his phone, showing routes and territories he knew from growing up poor and angry in these neighborhoods. "D-Block runs operations from a storefront on 103rd. That's where he'll be coordinating the next move. We hit him there, make it clear Tina Mitchell is off-limits, and see how brave the Disciples are when they're not outnumbering bartenders."

"Just an introduction?" Razor asked, his tone suggesting he hoped for more.

"For now." Smoke saved the map and pocketed his phone. "We start by protecting our people. Then we escalate until the Disciples understand Sentinel territory isn't up for negotiation."

Judge stepped close, his hand gripping Smoke's shoulder hard enough to hurt. "You fail to protect that woman and her kid, you fail the club. The Disciples are testing our boundaries. Show them we don't have boundaries when it comes to protecting our own."

"Understood." Smoke felt the weight of that responsibility settle on his shoulders. This wasn't just about eliminating a gang threat. It was about proving he deserved to wear this patch, deserved the respect of brothers who'd earned their place through blood and loyalty.

The chapel emptied as brothers headed to their bikes, engines roaring to life in the compound. Smoke walked to his dark purple Iron 1200, running his hand over the custom paint job he'd done himself. Four years ago, Judge had given him this bike and a choice—keep dealing on corners until he got killed or arrested, or join brothers who protected territory instead of just surviving in it.

Smoke had chosen brotherhood. Now he had to prove he was worthy of it.

Razor pulled up beside him on his candy red Street Bob, helmet already on and anticipation radiating from his posture. "You really think we can take down an organization with twelve enforcers and corporate structure?"

"They've got numbers and money." Smoke started his engine, feeling the Iron's power rumble through his body. "We've got brothers who'd die for each other and knowledge of streets they're trying to steal. That's not a fair fight."

"Good." Razor's grin was visible through his helmet visor. "Fair fights are boring."

Diesel rolled up on his black Road King, all laid-back danger and dark humor. "We protecting the bartender or sending a message to D-Block?"

"Both." Smoke kicked his bike into gear. "Tina Mitchell served us for five years. The Disciples think they can threaten her into betraying the club. We're going to show them what happens when you touch people under Sentinel protection."

They rolled out of the compound together, three brothers heading into South Side streets Smoke knew better than any map. He'd grown up in these projects, learned to survive in these alleys, watched his father die and his mother fade because the system didn't give a damn
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