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Chapter 1 – The Watch
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The smell of brand-new leather filled the limousine as Leon turned the key – not because he had to, but because the neighbors were watching. Three years ago, he was collecting deposit bottles. Now the car gleamed in front of his childhood home. On the back seat, six bags from luxury brands. None of which he really needed. He got out, closed the door slowly. The sun reflected off his new watch. That's what he had hoped for. In the evening, he took a photo. A seemingly random crop. Just enough to show the watch. A few minutes later, the first likes came in. Each notification felt like proof that he had made it. Then his phone rang. "Dad" appeared on the screen. "The heating is broken," his father said. "The repairman is coming tomorrow. I can't handle it alone." Leon was silent. He looked at the watch. It had cost more than the repair. "I'll call you back," he said and hung up. The phone remained silent. The likes didn't. Flexing is just fear wrapped in fine foil.
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Chapter 2 – Purple Clouds
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The syrup bubbled into the ice inside the styrofoam cup. Violet streaks like currents in a foreign sea. Finn watched the spectacle with religious attention. Bass rolled through the room. Too loud for reason. Too quiet to drown out thoughts. On the desk, unopened letters piled up. Bills. Payment notices. Things that demanded answers. Finn took a sip. The heaviness crawled through his body, made legs soft and worries dull. Not gone. Just quieter. His phone vibrated. One message. Then another. He wrote back. Smart sentences about life, love, and the future. With every line, he felt more interesting. With every minute, further away from himself. He wanted to disappear. Not forever. Just for a few hours. Away from questions, pressure, the feeling of being left behind. Later, a selfie. Perfect light. Perfect filter. No one saw the letters, the exhaustion. The likes came anyway. In the morning, his throat burned. The cup had tipped over. A purple stain on the carpet – a memory that wouldn't wipe away. He thought about the price of escape. The purple clouds cost more than money.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – Without Pitch Correction
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The red recording light glowed. Jonas put on the headphones and closed his eyes. The beat began. Slow. Heavy. He stepped up to the microphone. His voice didn't tremble. Wasn't allowed to. That's what plugins were for. Filters. Auto-Tune. Programs that smoothed out uncertainty until only the perfect version of a person remained. Jonas rapped about broken nights, lost loves, scars. The words flowed effortlessly. Too effortlessly. Most of the stories he had never experienced. The pain was borrowed. The despair was an effects package. In the headphones, everything sounded huge. But in the mirror behind the mixing console, he saw his face. Empty. Tired. Strange. The beat continued. Mechanical. Jonas wrote the next line. Then the next. Each one hit the emotions listeners wanted. Not the ones he felt. Hours later, the song was finished. The producer nodded. Jonas clicked "Export." The progress bar filled. Then everything was done. The studio fell silent. No beats. No effects. No artificial warmth. Just him. For the first time, he heard his real voice. It sounded smaller. But more honest. When the first tears came, there was no filter, no algorithm. Just a human being. Completely alone. Some feelings only sound real when no one is listening.
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Chapter 4 – The Elevator
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He started with a damp rag and a stack of dirty dishes. The nights could be counted – in broken glass, grease stains, and minimum wage tears that no one saw. The bosses called him "kid." The guests looked right through him. He learned to make himself small. Invisible enough to survive. After work came the second shift. No kitchen. Just an old laptop. He learned to code. Not out of passion, but out of necessity. Line by line, he traded foam for syntax. Three hours per night. The first click brought five cents. The thousandth brought one euro. And the feeling that numbers could grow. Years later, everything was different. His suit cost more than his first year's rent. People said "sir" to him. The dishes were washed by others. Other young men who went unnoticed. Sometimes he stopped in the lobby. He touched the marble panels. Not because they belonged to him. But because he knew how they felt under pressure. In those moments, he missed the dirt under his nails. Ascension only feels complete when it feels like loss.
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Chapter 5 – Cold Syllables
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His gaze hit the opponent like a spoken punch. No contact. No violence. Just words, sharpened into blades. On stage, he was king. In text, a surgeon. Every line a cut. The beat began, but he had long been ready. The other rapped first. About money he didn't have. About cars he didn't own. Easy prey. He didn't wait for the beat to switch. He took the gaps between the bars like open wounds. Not loud. Precise. The first reaction from the crowd was laughter. Then silence. Then attention. With one line, he tore down the opponent's facade. The other stood there like a sketch without shadows. The beat continued. But the battle was over. When he left the stage, he disappeared quietly. Later, backstage, there was cheering. But the moment itself lingered. Not as a victory. But as a realization: that words can destroy more than any touch. Diss tracks last longer than friendships. Because hate doesn't need breaks to feel real.
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Chapter 6 – Names on Concrete
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They had no uniform. Just colors, glances, and rules that everyone knew. He learned them quickly. How to walk when you belong. How to stay silent. How to laugh for no reason. The crew met where the city no longer shone. Names were important. Not the ones on IDs. He got his after he didn't back down. Not because he was stronger. But because he stood still when others left. At first, it felt like protection. You belonged to something. Over time, the rules became heavier. Don't ask questions anymore. Don't go alone. Don't think for too long. Every decision became easier and narrower. There were evenings with laughter, music. And then moments when someone was suddenly no longer there. No one explained such gaps. He didn't notice when belonging turned into dependency. One night he stood alone on the corner. The others had left or been taken away. The street was quiet. For the first time, he heard his own voice without an echo. It didn't ask if he belonged. It asked why he had stayed. Sometimes a group is just a place where you learn to lose yourself.
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Chapter 7 – Silent Concrete
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Respect is a currency you can't steal. Power, on the other hand, can be. It tastes like fresh concrete – cold, dense. He learned early that politeness fades. But a deep voice lingers. In the schoolyard, the first punch counted. Not the strongest. Just the first. Later, in the office, the last sentence before the silence counted. He carried a posture. An invisible gravity that slowed conversations when he entered a room. People grew quieter. Over time, he understood: power is rarely loud. Only what still needs to prove itself is loud. One evening, an old man stood before him. A former "him." Someone he had once put in his place. Now the man stood there. Older. Broken. His gaze empty of expectations. No reproaches. No scene. Just presence. That was harder than any revenge. He understood: power doesn't just change who wields it. It also changes those who encounter it. When the man left, a realization remained: true power is silent. Everything else is just loud sitting on a wobbly throne.
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Chapter 8 – Behind the Beat
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He called them "bitches" in the track. But at night, he wrote poems that no one was allowed to see. No hooks. Just sentences, too honest for the charts. In his videos, women moved like perfect figures. Smooth. Interchangeable. But that was just an image. His mother called: "When will you bring someone home?" He laughed. On stage, he told stories of conquests that never happened. Of nights that only existed in lyrics. It was easier to play a role than to admit that no one stayed. That every evening ended alone. With lights that turned off. And a silent phone. Sometimes he wrote a line: "Can't do anything without her." It got lost between hardness and posturing. But it was true. In the studio, they said: make it harder. Colder. More successful. He did. Hardness sells better. But behind every line about distance stood a sentence he never recorded: How was your day? Behind the image stood someone who wanted to be understood without having to perform first. Sometimes the most honest version of a person is the one that never gets published.
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