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    To the daughters who bury their pain and rise stronger.To the ones who learn that survival is its own kind of revenge.This one's for you.
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​Chapter 1: The Red Jacket
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The corner store always smelled like Black & Milds, fried chicken, and loose change.

Eight-year-old Gianna clutched her father’s hand as they stepped out into the dying daylight. The orange sun kissed the sidewalk, casting long shadows across the pavement. Mr. Thompson from the barbershop waved at them, and her father—“Big G”—nodded back with that easy, respected smile that made grown men stand straighter in his presence.

“Stay close, baby girl,” he said, tightening his grip just slightly. Gianna’s bubblegum popped in her mouth as she skipped beside him, her purple beads clicking with each bounce.

They didn’t see the man right away.

But Gianna felt something shift in the air. The laughter stopped. The streets turned too quiet too fast.

Then came the sound.

Boom. Boom.

Two shots cracked the sky open.

She turned. A man in a blood-red jacket stood across the street, arm extended, pistol still smoking. His face was shadowed by a hoodie, but Gianna locked eyes with him for a single breath. Cold. Hollow. Like he’d done this before.

Her father grunted and dropped, twisting mid-fall like a collapsing statue. Gianna screamed, grabbing at his shirt, feeling the warm slick of blood soak through her fingers.

“DADDY!”

People scattered. Tires squealed. Someone yelled, “Call 911!” but the red jacket was already gone—disappearing between the alley walls like a ghost with unfinished business.

Gianna fell to her knees on the sidewalk, rocking, crying, blood on her sneakers, in her hair, under her nails. Her father stared up at the sky, lips moving—but no sound came.

That was the moment she stopped being a little girl.

Not when the paramedics came. Not at the funeral. Not when her mother locked herself in the bedroom with a bottle and silence.

But right there, holding her dying father’s hand, with the scent of gunpowder and grief thick in her throat...
She became someone else.
And she would never forget the red jacket.
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​Chapter 2: A World Without Daddy
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The funeral was packed, but nobody said much.

Men stood in stiff suits, heads bowed, eyes darting. Old-timers whispered that Big G was respected but dangerous. Some blamed the streets. Some blamed the silence that followed. But nobody blamed the killer—because nobody wanted to be next.

Gianna sat beside her mother on the front pew, legs swinging, hands in her lap, wearing a too-small black dress and confusion in her eyes. She kept staring at the casket, like maybe it would open and he’d sit up, chuckling, “Just playing, baby girl.”

But he didn’t.

Her mother—Denise—didn’t cry that day. Not loud, at least. She stared straight ahead, blank and brittle, with mascara dried in the corners of her eyes. After the last handful of dirt hit the wood, she walked home barefoot, heels dangling from her fingers, ignoring everyone who tried to speak.

That night, Denise poured her first drink. Then her second. By morning, the silence in the house had changed. It wasn’t grief anymore—it was absence.

No more hot breakfasts. No more bedtime stories. Just ashtrays, empty bottles, and late-night cries muffled behind locked doors.

Gianna learned to pour her own cereal. To walk herself to school. To dodge the older boys who started noticing her too early. Her sneakers got holes. Her clothes didn’t fit right. But nobody noticed, because Mama stopped looking. She just sat on the couch, in a robe that never got washed, staring at old photos like they were windows into a better life.

Bills went unpaid. Lights flickered. The fridge hummed louder than the TV.

By eleven, Gianna was running errands for Mr. Rico up the block. A few packages here. A few drops there. He paid in cash and respect. Said she had “that soldier’s heart.” She didn’t ask questions. Just stayed sharp, stayed quiet.

She learned how to survive without hugs. How to smile without trust. How to keep secrets like currency.

The streets didn’t feel like home—they felt like war.

But war was predictable.
And war never broke your heart for free.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 3: The Silent Witness
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Tre was only nine, but his eyes were older.

He saw everything that day—sitting on his stoop with a half-eaten freeze pop, watching the world unfold like a movie that no one else realized was real. He saw the man in the red jacket walk up slow, head down, one hand in his pocket. Saw Big G nod once, casual, like he knew the man. Like maybe they had history.

Then came the flashes.

The sounds that cracked Tre’s innocence in half.

He didn’t move, didn’t scream. Just froze. Every muscle locked in place. The red jacket turned and looked right at him—just for a second—then disappeared into the shadows like a nightmare slipping back under the bed.

Later, when the police came around asking questions, Tre told them everything. Described the jacket. The height. The walk. Even the limp in the man’s right leg.

They nodded, took notes... and didn’t believe a word.

“Boys that age got imaginations,” one cop muttered. “Probably watched too many action movies.”

Another shrugged. “Said it himself—the guy had a hood up. Coulda been anyone.”

They never came back.

Tre didn’t talk much after that. Stopped playing outside. Kept to himself. Even stopped drawing—something he used to love. His sketches used to be of superheroes, dragons, and wild cities made of light. Now? Just shadows. Just red. Over and over again, red.

One day, Gianna found him in the park years later, sitting on the swings with his hoodie up, staring at the sidewalk like he could still see the blood.

“You still remember?” she asked him.

He didn’t look at her. Just nodded. “Every time I close my eyes.”

Gianna sat beside him in silence.

They didn’t talk about it again. They didn’t need to.

Some truths didn’t need words—just time.

And some memories weren’t memories at all.

They were wounds... still bleeding.
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