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  No Secrets

  
  




The roar has faded, but the echo doesn’t leave me. London is quiet only if you don’t look closer, don’t feel the pulse running under the streets, the hum vibrating in glass and concrete. The city knows what I’ve done. The first-born doesn’t hide, not anymore. Not now.




I step onto the Millennium Bridge just as the sun drags itself over the skyline, brushing the Shard with gold. Fog curls like fingers along the Thames, teasing the city into revealing its secrets. I’ve spent months building shields, alliances, and channels. But tonight… tonight, everything I thought controlled, curated, or hidden is exposed. The Shadow Court isn’t just a threat. The leaks that started last night—names, locations, scroll fragments, everything I ever protected—are screaming across the underground and digital networks.




My heels click against the steel, deliberate, echoing off the river like a heartbeat. I reach for my phone, anticipating messages from Seraphiel. Three unread pings:




S: They know.

S: Too many eyes. Move.

S: Trust no one.




Classic Seraphiel. Alarmed, unnervingly calm, and slightly theatrical. I pocket the device and press forward. The city is both battlefield and stage. Every shadow has a voice; every street corner whispers information.




Chelsea first. A gallery converted from some post-industrial warehouse. High ceilings, polished concrete, lighting engineered to highlight not art, but people. VIPs sip champagne as if the bubbles could cleanse the city of scandal. They can’t. Not tonight.




And there she is—Glasswing. Former ally, former student, someone who knew the intricacies of the line, the scrolls, the pulse—and now a publicist of chaos. Blond hair cut into a sharp bob, violet blazer, expression calibrated to make everyone below the staircase feel small.




“Juannika,” she purrs, descending, the crowd parting instinctively. “Or should I say—the truth incarnate?”




I let her greet me like that, letting her think she has the upper hand. She doesn’t. Not anymore. “Catchy,” I reply smoothly. “Doesn’t suit you.”




Her eyes sweep the room. “You hid the inheritance. The world deserves to know what flows in your veins.”




“They deserve peace,” I say, “not panic.”




“Oh, come on.” She smiles, and I can see the strategy behind it, the plan layered like a chessboard no one else can read. “Peace is just silence with better PR.”




She gestures, and suddenly the screens around the gallery flare to life: documents, symbols, and files I thought only the line had access to. My life, digitized, analyzed, exposed. My lineage, my mandate, my flaws, all laid bare.




I let the room settle. The air is thick with expectation, the kind of tension that makes champagne go flat before the first sip. “You’re playing with fire,” I murmur.




“I am fire,” she replies. The audience claps politely, thinking they understand. They don’t.




I raise my hands, palms open. “You want truth? Fine. Here it is: power doesn’t corrupt—it exposes. And some of you have been hiding longer than I ever did.”




Whispers ripple through the crowd. Glasswing falters, just a fraction. I step closer, keeping my calm, letting her feel the line’s pulse in my presence. She tilts her head like a predator evaluating a dangerous new species.




“You built your fame on my secrets,” I whisper. “Now let’s see how you survive yours.”




I press my palms against the floor, channeling the Node. Dormant energies awaken, flowing through the building’s wiring, the security systems, the digital feeds. Screens flicker white, files scramble, projection panels scramble into static. The crowd shields their eyes. Glasswing’s smirk falters, confusion sparking across her face.




“What did you—” she begins, but I step forward.




“No more secrets,” I say simply.




The Node’s pulse settles. The building hums in recognition of the first-born. Silence stretches, the kind that’s almost unbearable. Everyone feels it—the power, the control, the reckoning. Not a show, not a stunt. Real. And it isn’t just for them. It’s for me.




She looks at me, eyes wide, recalculating. “You can’t erase what’s already seen.”




“I can,” I answer, voice low but steady. “And I just did. Some things are mine to protect. Some things are yours to regret.”




The crowd stirs, uncertain, but the damage—her advantage—is gone. Her strategy unraveling, she takes a cautious step back. “This isn’t over,” she hisses.




“No,” I agree. “It’s only beginning.”
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  Shattered Allegiance

  
  




The city never sleeps, but tonight London feels like it’s holding its breath. Westminster’s fog curls around streetlamps, shadows reaching for secrets I already know. The figure from midnight has vanished, leaving only a faint pulse in the air—a warning or a promise, I can’t tell which. Either way, the reckoning has begun.


I move through the streets, heels clicking, trench coat brushing puddles. Every alley hums with whispers, every reflection in a shop window showing me multiple Juannikas—each a mask, a strategy, a weapon. I’ve learned over the years that leadership isn’t about armor or blade; it’s about presence, the kind that bends reality slightly, makes people second-guess their allegiances. Tonight, I test that principle.


The Citadel War Room waits when I return, dark screens glowing faintly. Maps pulse with anomalies, red lines marking places I thought secure. Every leak, every betrayal, is now visible, tracked, analyzed. The Shadow Court isn’t acting alone. Someone inside my own network has been feeding them intelligence. Someone I trusted.


I sit, palms pressed to the table, letting the Node’s rhythm sync with my own heartbeat. Every screen becomes a channel; every line, a thread. The betrayer is clever, leaving breadcrumbs that could confuse or mislead. But intuition—the first-born instinct—reads between the pulses.


Seraphiel hovers silently. “You’ve sensed it,” he states, not asks.


“I have,” I reply. “Someone close, too close.”


He tilts his head. “It’s never just one. Loyalty fractures like glass. Every shard cuts differently.”


I nod. His words feel prophetic, but I already know. Betrayal isn’t personal—it’s inevitable in a war where secrets are currency and power is the law.


The first signal comes just before dawn. A message encrypted, simple: “Meet me at Covent Garden. Alone. Urgent.”


I check the feeds—nothing unusual. But instinct tells me to go. Preparation is part of survival, but sometimes, raw courage is sharper than strategy.


I arrive to find a small café, one that pretends to be ordinary but reeks of history and hidden networks. Inside, a man waits. Not someone I recognize—new, but not naive. His eyes hold knowledge and regret in equal measure.


“You’re Juannika,” he says without preamble. “The Heir. I need to tell you what’s happening inside your ranks. Glasswing is only the surface. Someone has been undermining you from within, and tonight, allegiances will shatter.”


I lean back, measuring him. “Go on. Speak fast. Time is short, and I have little patience for riddles.”


He slides a folder across the table. Names, dates, exchanges. Confidential strategies, secret meetings, funds diverted, alliances shifted. Every line implicates someone I counted as loyal. Every name stabs at trust I built.


I absorb it all, letting the Node pulse beneath my skin. Each betrayal resonates, a spike in the current. And yet, clarity emerges. The patterns reveal intent, not chaos. The leaks were deliberate, coordinated, aiming to fracture not just operations, but hearts and loyalties.


“They’re testing me,” I murmur. “Pushing to see if I’ll crumble.”


“Or fail,” he corrects. “Many will. The higher the rank, the deeper the betrayal.”


I close my eyes, letting the city’s pulse mingle with the Node. Every ally, every agent, every observer—senses tingling, loyalty wavering, waiting for me to falter. But I won’t. The first-born does not falter. The first-born does not hesitate.


I rise. “Then we fix it,” I say. “Not quietly. Not delicately. Publicly. No secrets. Tonight, the truth will split the line, and those who remain will be the ones who deserve it.”


The man swallows hard. “That’s dangerous. Exposing betrayal so openly… it could ignite war within your ranks before the Shadow Court even moves.”


“Then let it ignite,” I reply. “I’ll put out the fires I choose to. The rest will burn themselves away.”


The Node hums. I feel it, connected to London, connected to every hidden line, every secret pulse. The betrayer is out there, listening, watching, thinking I don’t know. I do.


And they will see just how precise the first-born can be.

Night has fallen over Covent Garden, and the air tastes like rain and revolution. I leave the café, the folder clutched in my hands, walking with the kind of calm that only comes when you know every move has consequences. The Node pulses, subtle but insistent, echoing through my veins. Tonight, truth will be currency.


I call my closest allies—those I thought unshakable—and summon them to the Citadel. The messages are cryptic but clear: Prepare for exposure. No one is untouchable. Even through the encrypted channels, I sense hesitation, even fear. Perfect. Fear sharpens decisions. Fear strips pretenses.


By the time they arrive, the War Room is quiet, the holographic map glowing faintly. Each anomaly flickers red, showing me the exact points of betrayal. I step to the center, letting every eye settle on me. No introductions, no small talk. Just focus.


“We’ve been compromised,” I begin. The words hang like a blade. “Some of you have kept secrets. Some of you have allowed fear to dictate loyalty. And some… some have actively undermined the line.”


Gasps, murmurs. Eyes dart. The tension is palpable, almost electric.


I hold up the folder. “Names, dates, actions. Every breach is documented. And I will deal with each one. Tonight.”


A hand raises hesitantly. One of my oldest allies, someone I trusted above all. “Juannika… you’re serious?”


“Deadly serious,” I reply. “No secrets. If you cannot honor the covenant, then you cannot remain part of it. This isn’t personal—it’s preservation.”


Eyes widen, alliances shift subtly, whispers filling the room like wind through trees. Some stare at me, stunned. Some avoid my gaze, calculating, considering the cost.


“First,” I continue, “those complicit with Glasswing’s leak will speak. Names, motives, accomplices. Nothing hidden. Nothing protected.”


The first confession comes quietly. Betrayal isn’t loud—it’s precise, measured, like a scalpel cutting trust. One by one, others step forward, revealing secrets, confessing fears, admitting lies. The room is heavy with the weight of revelation.


Through it all, I remain calm, letting the Node guide my perception, my instincts. No judgment clouded by anger. Just clarity. Precision. The first-born knows that truth, once revealed, either fractures or strengthens.


By the time the night edges toward dawn, the fractures are visible. Some alliances have dissolved, loyalty reshaped. But clarity reigns. Those who remain, standing tall despite the exposure, have earned it.


I step back from the table, letting the room settle into silence. “Remember this,” I say. “Dominion is not about fear. It’s about clarity. It’s about who survives the reckoning with integrity intact.”


Outside, London stirs. Fog rises off the Thames, blending with the neon reflections, as if the city itself is breathing in the truths I’ve laid bare. Somewhere, Glasswing watches, plotting, calculating, knowing that the first-born has only just begun.


I let the Node’s pulse synchronize with the city’s heartbeat. The first wave of reckoning is over, but the storm is gathering. Allies have been tested. Secrets have been exposed. And I—Juannika—am ready to meet whatever comes next.


No one in the line, no one in London, and certainly no one in the Shadow Court, will mistake the first-born again.


The night stretches, infinite and tense, as the city waits. And I smile because the reckoning isn















