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CHAPTER 1 — AFTERMATH SMELLS LIKE SMOKE
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The city smelled burnt.

Not like a fire you see. Like a fire you survive.

The raid.

The bodies.

The betrayal.

Reaper’s ghost still breathing down my neck.

Friends gone.

Enemies multiplied.

I stood on the same rooftop where all this started — wind slicing through my hoodie, the skyline bruised with orange smog. The Flats below didn’t blink. Didn’t pause. Didn’t mourn.

The streets don’t care who dies.

Only who steps up after.

Kiko wasn’t at my side anymore.

Her absence was a whole damn wound.

Ghost was rattled.

Rico was gone.

Half my corners were dark.

The Pit? Silent as a grave that ain’t finished being dug.

And me?

I wasn’t running no empire.

I was picking through the ashes of one.

A siren wailed somewhere far, then choked out.

Felt like a warning.

Or a countdown.

“Nyx.” Ghost’s voice crackled through the burner in my pocket — thin, worn-out, scared in a way that made my stomach twist. “We got movement.”

“Whose?”

“Everybody’s.”

I clenched the ledge until concrete dusted my fingers.

Smoke still rising on the horizon.

Blood still drying on my hands.

And a whole city waiting to see if I was dead...

...or just getting started.

I stood. Hood up. Heart ice.

If they wanted the Queen?

Let ’em come see what she look like burned.
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CHAPTER 2 — THE PIT ISN’T DEAD, IT’S WATCHING
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The Pit didn’t feel the same.

Same sidewalk.

Same busted lamppost.

Same smell of piss and corner hustle.

But the energy?

Off.

Tight.

Hungry.

The kind of hungry that bites the first hand that reaches.

Word spreads fast in the Flats: Nyx lost her crew.

Lost her corners.

Lost her crown.

Nobody said it out loud, but they didn’t have to.

Eyes talk louder than mouths.

Dice’s betrayal still stung, even dead and buried.

Reaper’s threats replayed in my head like a bad mixtape.

Kiko’s silence felt like a storm you hear coming but can’t see yet.

Two kids posted by the bodega stopped talking when I walked by.

One nodded like respect.

The other flinched like guilt.

“Y’all got something to say?” I asked.

They shook their heads.

But fear sits on people’s skin like sweat — you smell it.

The Pit didn’t trust me right now.

Couldn’t blame it.

Last time I stood here, bodies hit pavement.

Cops breathed down our necks.

Blood soaked the block.

And one of my own helped make that happen.

I leaned on the brick wall, arms crossed.

A black sedan rolled slow down Mercy Ave.

Tinted windows.

Wrong block.

Wrong time.

Ghost’s voice buzzed in my ear:

“Heat’s rising.

Corners shifting.

Something’s moving behind your back, Nyx.”

“How close?”

He hesitated.

“Breathing distance.”

I didn’t turn around.

This was the new war:

No loud guns.

No rooftop deals.

No flashy beef.

Just whispers, shadows...

...and snakes waiting for me to blink.
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CHAPTER 3 — THE SNAKE WITH A FAMILIAR VOICE
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Night dropped quick, dragging a chill that felt personal.

Ghost told me to fall back to the safe house, but my instincts said stay. Every time the wind brushed my neck, I felt eyes behind it. The block wasn’t whispering anymore. It was watching.

That same black sedan from earlier?

Came back slower.

I stepped off the curb.

Didn’t run.

Didn’t hide.

If someone wanted at me — I wanted to see the whites of their damn eyes.

The back window rolled down halfway.

A voice slid out — smooth, quiet, wrong in a way that raised goosebumps on my arms.

“Miss me?”

My chest tightened.

Kiko.

Her silhouette sat in the shadows — hood up, face unreadable.

Not dead. Not gone. Not loyal.

Just... wrong.

She looked at me like she wanted to say something.

Wanted to warn me.

Wanted to lie.

But the passenger door cracked open and a second figure leaned forward — too calm, too comfortable, too confident.

Elara.

Queen of the Southside Scorpions.

The woman Reaper whispered about like she was death wearing lipstick.

She smirked.

“Your girl makes one hell of an introduction.”

My blood turned to ice.

Kiko didn’t look at me.

Not once.

Didn’t defend herself.

Didn’t explain.

Just breathed slow.

A traitor’s breath. A survivor’s breath. A dangerous breath.

Elara tapped the door.

“Come on, Nyx. Let’s talk queen to queen.”

The sedan door swung open.

My whole world tilted.

Everything I built? Everything I bled for?

Balanced on whether I stepped into that car...

...or lit the whole block on fire.
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