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The city sleeps, but I do not.
Neon streaks stretch across wet asphalt. Fire dances in dark alleys.
Music pulses in every heartbeat.
Somewhere in this chaos, I exist, not one, but many.
Tonight, I am Roxi. Kiki. Vixi. Speedi. Sunni.
Tonight, the world will see all of me... and none of them can stop me.
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CHAPTER 1: ALTER EGOS
[image: ]


Meet the five Alter Egos of LISA!
VIXI:
Flames rise from the cracked city streets. Neon signs flicker. Somewhere in the distance, a guitar riff bleeds through smoke.
Vixi walks alone, crimson boots, black latex, a crown of wire twisted in her hair. She doesn’t flinch as glass crunches under her heels. The world told her to behave, to be perfect, to smile.
Now she’s going to burn it down.
“They built a doll and told her to dance.
So she set the stage on fire.”
Every wall she passes ignites, billboards of beauty standards, magazine covers, headlines screaming “Lisa’s Image.” She watches them melt, smirking as her reflection flickers in each flame.
Inside her, rage turns to rhythm.
This is not chaos, it’s creation.
She lifts her hand, and the city bends. The music hits like a bomb.
Vixi screams, not out of pain, but release.
For the first time, she’s not afraid of being hated.
She’s afraid of being silent.
Rain hisses against the fire. The storm begins.
Vixi stands on a rooftop, lightning pulsing behind her. Her eyes shimmer like electricity, alive, unstoppable. The world below still tries to erase her, but thunder speaks louder.
Each strike of lightning is a heartbeat.
Each roar is her truth.
She raises her arms and lets the rain wash the ash from her skin. Beneath it, scars glow silver, every one a reminder of who she used to be.
“They said thunder only happens when it rains.
They forgot I control the weather.”
The music shifts. Her rage becomes rhythm, every beat of thunder syncing to her pulse.
She dances in the storm, reckless and holy, laughing like a god who just learned her own name.
When the clouds part, she sees the mirror shard again, the one that first reflected her.
But this time, it doesn’t show her face.
It shows Roxi, smiling, waiting on a stage of shattered glass.
Morning. Smoke turns to sunrise.
Vixi walks through a ruined film set, broken cameras, fallen lights, ripped posters of herself. Every image shows a different “Lisa” pop idol, fashion icon, flawless goddess.
She tears each one down.
The walls bend and twist, reshaping around her. It’s like the world itself is stretching, trying to contain her, define her, shape her into something marketable.
But she’s elastic now.
Every time they pull, she snaps back harder.
She walks through mirrors that melt like mercury, stretching into infinite versions of herself, hundreds of faces, all smiling, all fake.
And then she laughs.
“You can’t control what doesn’t break.”
Her laughter echoes, and from the distance, she hears music. A roaring guitar riff, alive with adrenaline.
The ground trembles beneath her.
She turns. Roxi is standing there, microphone in hand, spotlight blazing, grin dangerous.
The stage awaits.
Vixi smirks, then vanishes into the smoke.
Roxi steps forward.
ROXI:
The stage explodes with light.
A sea of faces screams her name. Cameras flash like gunfire.
Roxi twirls the mic in her hand, leather jacket glinting, sweat glittering on her skin.
The crowd worships her.
And she loves it.
But beneath the noise, there’s a hum, faint, hollow.
Like applause with no meaning.
After the show, she walks through corridors lined with mirrors. Every reflection smiles, flawless, untouchable. But the real Roxi? Her mascara is running. Her grin fades between the flashes of paparazzi.
“They don’t love me.
They love the noise I make.”
She stares at her reflection one last time and whispers, “Don’t stop looking.”
Because if they stop, she’ll disappear.
When she closes her eyes, she’s still on stage, but this time, no one’s there.
Only the echo of her own scream.
The night turns red.
Roxi steps out of a limousine like a villain in a dream, sunglasses, smirk, lipstick sharp enough to cut.
She’s no longer performing for them.
She’s performing for herself.
Clubs. Lights. Chaos. Cameras.
She kisses danger on the mouth, drives too fast, breaks every rule. The media calls her reckless, she calls it rebirth.
“You wanted a good girl?
You should’ve built one.”
Each scene flickers like a fever dream, champagne, mirrors, her own laughter echoing in hallways. She’s not happy. She’s alive.
But even fire burns out.
When the sun rises, she’s alone again, makeup smeared, mascara bleeding into her pillow.
She picks up her phone. A million notifications.
Everyone’s talking about her.
No one’s listening.
She throws it against the wall. It shatters.
For a split second, she sees her reflection in the broken glass, not Roxi anymore.
Someone quieter.
Someone trapped.
Someone like... Rapunzel.
Golden hair. Golden fame. Golden cage.
Roxi wakes up in a glass tower, literal and symbolic. The walls are see-through but unbreakable.
Fans watch her from below, cameras flashing.
Her life is a performance she can’t escape.
She tries to scream, but no one hears it, the glass keeps the sound in.
She pounds her fists until they bleed, leaving handprints across the wall like petals of rebellion.
“They said I was free because everyone could see me.
They lied.”
At night, she stares out the window, the world beyond glowing like freedom.
A voice whispers from the dark corner of her tower.
It’s Kiki, her reflection in pink light, sitting on a vanity with a smirk.
“Wanna know the secret?” Kiki says.
“Freedom isn’t real until it’s fun.”
Roxi looks up, broken, breathless.
Kiki winks, and the glass wall cracks.
Roxi steps forward.
The tower collapses in a thousand glittering shards.
Kiki extends a manicured hand.
“Come on, rockstar. Let’s play.”
They disappear into the neon.
KIKI:
Neon lights flash like memories, pink, purple, electric blue.
Roxi’s ashes are gone, and from them walks Kiki, heels clicking on a chrome floor, lips sparkling like sugar and sin.
She walks through a futuristic city of mirrors, every billboard showing her face, every shop window reflecting her smile. But this time, she’s the one behind the camera.
She’s in control.
“They called me fake.
So I became art.”
Kiki moves like confidence made human. Her Y2K outfit glows in every reflection, rhinestones, pearls, bubblegum leather. She doesn’t fight anymore.
She performs, knowing it’s a weapon.
In a surreal photoshoot scene, she poses among shattered glass while flashes burst around her.
Every click of the camera is another mask falling into place, not hiding her, but building her.
When the photographer says, “Give me the real you,”
Kiki smirks.
“Honey, you couldn’t handle her.”
That night, she sits in her penthouse, overlooking the city. She hums the melody of NEW WOMAN softly under her breath.
The reflection in her champagne glass smiles back, no longer Roxi, not quite Lisa.
Someone freer.
Someone dangerous.
Daytime. Sunlight filters through white curtains.
Kiki wakes up late, satin sheets, iced coffee, peace.
For the first time, she’s not running, fighting, or chasing.
She’s just being.
She spends the day in quiet luxury, painting her nails, writing in lipstick on her mirror, “I’m not what you think.”
The world still spins, still watches, still gossips, but she doesn’t care.
“The real flex is silence.”
Kiki goes for a drive down the coast, wind in her hair, top down, music blasting. Every lyric feels like a spell of self-love.
She dances alone at stoplights, laughs at her reflection in her sunglasses, and feels, finally, unbothered.
But as night falls, the calm deepens into melancholy. She scrolls through her phone, images, comments, perfection everywhere.
For a moment, she almost misses the noise.
The fire. The stage. The chaos.
She closes her eyes.
Thunder rumbles far away.
She whispers, “Vixi, I hope you’re proud.”
Then she smiles and puts her phone facedown.
“Not tonight,” she says.
Peace wins this round.
Kiki stands in a glowing dreamscape, pastel clouds and glass butterflies. It’s not a place, it’s a state of mind.
She’s in the middle of her own fantasy, a world she’s built from every color she loves, every version of herself she’s ever wanted to be.
As she walks, her reflection shifts through different looks, the idol, the girl next door, the rebel, the child, the queen.
All smiling, all at peace.
“I spent years being what they dreamed.
Now I dream myself.”
She lays on a moon-shaped bed floating in pink fog. Music hums softly, half lullaby, half confession.
For once, there’s no stage, no audience.
Just stillness.
But at the edge of the dream, a faint sound grows louder, engines, smoke, motion.
She looks up. Headlights flash in the mist.
A car skids to a stop.
Speedi steps out, helmet under her arm, smirk sharp as lightning.
“Nice nap,” she teases. “But the world’s still moving.”
Kiki laughs. “Then let’s keep up.”
They drive off into

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
RUBY

MA





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





