
 



Opening Note: The Architect’s Silence 

Welcome back to the world of the Logic. 

If you’ve made it this far, you know that Kelly’s story isn't just about survival. It’s about the 

transformation of a victim into an architect. In the previous books, we watched her navigate the 

shadows of Milwaukee and the glitz of Los Angeles, always one step behind the ghosts of her 

past. 

But in Book 4, the chase ends. 

This installment is the most personal and brutal chapter yet. Everything Kelly has learned—the 

frequencies, the code, the manipulation—is brought to a head in a 72-hour countdown to a 

wedding that was never meant to be a celebration. This is about the "Rest" between the notes; the 

silence that happens right before the world falls apart. 

I wanted to push the boundaries with this one. I wanted to see what happens when a high IQ 

mind stops looking for a way out and starts looking for a way to settle the debt. You’re about to 

witness a masterpiece of retribution. 

Be warned: The "Logic" doesn't care about mercy. It only cares about the result.  

Buckle up. The ceremony is about to begin. 

— [Fatty Tae] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 1: The Beginning Of Da End  

Diary Entry: December 30, 2025 – 2:14 AM | Calabasas, CA 

 

The air in the command center was thick with the scent of stale 

espresso and the low, electric hum of the servers. I stared at the 

monitors until the code started looking like a language I hadn’t learned 

yet. Silas Blackwood’s voice from the Onyx Room was a recurring loop in 

my skull, a ghost track that wouldn’t stop playing. “The man who 

orchestrated it all... is the very same man who taught you how to play 

the game”. 

 

 

I looked at the "Logic" folder on the laptop, my fingers hovering over 

the trackpad. I wasn't looking for beats tonight. I was looking for the 

"Architect". If Blicky was the one pulling the strings, he didn't do it with 

a gun; he did it with a ledger. I opened the sub-directory I’d siphoned 

from his rerouted virus and began a deep-packet analysis of the 

historical transactions. 

 

There it was. A line item from June 2024. A wire transfer to a shell 

company called Midwest Logistics. My heart did that familiar, jagged 

skip. That was the company that owned the semi-truck that hit us on 

1st and Clarke. 

 

 



"You've been staring at that timestamp for twenty minutes, Kel," Mei 

said, stepping into the room. She was wrapped in a silk robe, but she 

held a burner phone in her hand like it was a weapon. 

 

 

"Midwest Logistics," I whispered, my voice sounding like gravel. "Blicky’s 

siphoned accounts paid them six months before the crash. Not for a 

delivery. For 'Consulting Services'". 

 

 

 

"You think he paid the driver?" Mei asked, her eyes searching mine. 

 

 

"I think he didn't just pay him," I said, a cold clarity settling into my 

marrow. "I think he 'mapped the route'. He knew the DOT warnings on 

that truck. He knew the driver was on his fourteenth hour. He didn't 

need to cause a crash; he just needed to make sure we were at the 

intersection when the machine failed". 

 

Mei went quiet. She leaned against the server rack, her silhouette 

casting a long, sharp shadow. "Sterling called. The bail is set at five 

million. He’ll be out tomorrow. He’s going to expect his 'Bonnie' to be at 

the gate with the engine running". 



 

 

"Let him expect it," I said, closing the laptop with a definitive click. "He 

wants to marry me now. He mentioned 'spousal privilege' through 

Sterling. He thinks if he puts a ring on my finger, I’m a vault he can lock 

his secrets in." 

 

 

"And you?" Mei asked. 

 

 

"I’m going to agree," I said, looking at the black king on the chessboard. 

"If I’m his wife, I get legal access to the 'Ledger.' I get the passwords the 

FBI can’t touch. He thinks he’s playing a King’s Gambit. He doesn't 

realize I’m the one who rerouted the board". 

 

I needed perspective. Someone who wasn't "in the game". I pulled out 

a separate burner and dialed a number I hadn’t called since Milwaukee. 

 

 

"St. Mary's, Nurse Carla speaking," the voice answered, snapping me 

back to the smell of antiseptic and the sound of a ventilator. 

 



"Carla... it’s Kelly P," I said, my hand trembling just enough to notice. "I 

need to know about the night I woke up. You remember the man in the 

suit who came to see my medical records before the lawyers did?". 

 

"The one with the salt-and-pepper beard?" Carla asked, her chewing 

gum clicking over the line. "Kelly, I told you back then—he wasn't a 

lawyer. He was asking about your father's effects. Specifically, a 'cracked 

laptop'". 

 

My blood turned to liquid nitrogen. Blicky hadn't found me in a low 

point; he was at the hospital before I even had my own name back. He 

was looking for the Logic folder. 

 

"Thanks, Carla," I whispered and hung up. 

I looked at Mei. She was watching me, her expression unreadable. I 

wondered if the FBI had her on a leash, too. Sterling’s Southern drawl 

and his "predator" eyes felt too convenient now. Everyone was a 

mirage. 

 

I stood up and grabbed the G-Wagon keys. Tomorrow, the King was 

coming home. And I was going to be the perfect, loyal bride-to-be. I was 

going to hug him, I was going to cry, and I was going to let him lead me 

to the altar.  

 



But I wasn't just bringing a bouquet. I was bringing the entire 

Milwaukee graveyard with me. 

 

 Diary Entry: December 31, 2025 – 4:45 PM | Outside the Twin Towers 

Correctional Facility 

The sky over downtown L.A. was a bruised purple, the kind of color that 

reminds you that even the sun has to bleed out eventually. I sat in the 

driver’s seat of the black-on-black G-Wagon, the engine idling with a 

low, predatory hum. I didn't have the radio on. I was listening to the 

silence—the same silence Blicky taught me was "the music" that follows 

the chaos.  

 

My fingers tapped against the steering wheel, a restless, syncopated 

rhythm. On the passenger seat sat a folder of "Logic" files and a fresh 

burner phone. I’d spent the last six hours siphoning data through the 

"Mirage" network I’d built. To anyone watching the servers, it looked 

like I was still loyal, still rerouting the virus to shield Blicky’s interests. 

But behind the firewall, I was dissecting him. 

 

The gate hummed open. 

Blicky stepped out. Even in a standard-issue gray sweatsuit, he moved 

like a king returning to a throne he’d never really left. His eyes scanned 

the perimeter—habits of a man who knows that "danger is an art". 

When his gaze landed on the G-Wagon, his mask didn't slip, but his 

stride smoothed out. 



 

I stepped out of the car, forcing my heart to pump a frantic, "Bonnie" 

rhythm. I didn't have to try hard to make my hands shake; I just thought 

about Monie. I thought about the "shredded meat and bones" in that 

van in Milwaukee. 

"Blicky," I breathed, throwing my arms around his neck as he reached 

the door. 

He smelled like iron and industrial soap, a sharp contrast to the Tom 

Ford cologne I remembered. He gripped my waist, his hands warm and 

grounding. "I told you, Kel," he whispered against my hair. "Real ones 

don't stay locked up."  

 

"I was so scared, Blick," I lied, my voice cracking perfectly. "Sterling said 

the Feds were digging into the Midwest files. I thought they were going 

to link everything back to the projects." 

He pulled back, his obsidian eyes searching mine. For a second, I felt like 

he was looking right through my "possum" act. "The Feds are playing 

checkers, baby girl. We’re playing chess." He slid into the passenger 

seat, his eyes immediately darting to the laptop. "You got the Ledger? 

The Architect's been quiet since the transfer."  

 

"I rerouted the access keys," I said, pulling out of the lot. "I had to. The 

Vermilion Syndicate started sniffing around the servers after you went 

in. I made the system invisible. Even Silas can't see the money now."  

 



"Good," he muttered, leaning back. He looked tired, but the fire hadn't 

left him. "Sterling’s worried about the trial. He thinks Agent Sterling has 

a witness—someone close."  

 

I felt a cold jolt. Mei. I thought about the way she looked at her tablet in 

the mansion and the "half-truths" she’d been feeding me. "We’ll handle 

it, Blick. Together." 

 

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, velvet box. He didn't 

get down on a knee. He didn't give a speech. He just opened it, the 

diamond catching the streetlights like a shard of ice.  

 

 

"We’re getting married, Kel. Next week," he said, his voice a low, 

smooth command. "Spousal privilege. They can’t make you talk if you're 

my wife. And as my equal, you’ll have the legal signature for the 

Architect’s offshore holdings. No more burner phones. No more hiding. 

We own the city."  

 

 

I stared at the ring. It was beautiful. It was expensive. It was a pair of 

golden handcuffs. He thought he was protecting himself from the FBI. 

He thought he was locking me in. He didn't realize that as his wife, I 

wouldn't just have his signature—I’d have the passwords to the 

"Midwest Logistics" accounts that paid the driver who killed my family.  



 

"Yes," I whispered, leaning over to kiss him. The taste was familiar—

gunpowder and adrenaline. "Till death do us part, Blick." 

 

"Exactly," he smirked, that gold tooth flashing in the dark.  

 

As we drove toward Calabasas, my mind was already three moves 

ahead. I needed to talk to Marcus. If anyone knew the physical reality of 

what happened to that truck, it was the man who spent six months 

rebuilding the bodies it broke. I wasn't just planning a wedding. I was 

planning a crime scene that looked like a tragedy. 

 

Chapter 2: The Silent Treatment 

The "honeymoon phase" of Blicky’s release was a masterclass in 

psychological warfare. He spent his mornings in the home office, 

"reclaiming" the logistics of a kingdom that I had already digitally 

occupied. He thought he was watching the streets; I was watching him 

watch the streets. Every time he clicked a file, my keystroke logger sent 

a copy to a hidden partition in my father’s "Logic" folder. 

 

 

I walked into the kitchen where Mei was staring at a glass of green juice 

like it held the secrets to the universe. Her jaw was nearly healed, but 

her eyes remained restless, darting to her phone every time it buzzed. 



 

 

"You’re quiet today, Mei," I said, leaning against the marble island. 

"Usually, you’re telling me which influencer we need to buy for the 'Bird 

Flu' remix". 

 

 

Mei didn't look up. "Just thinking about the wedding, Kel. Sterling says 

the Feds are going to have eyes on the cathedral. He’s worried Silas 

might use the crowd as a shield". 

 

 

"Silas doesn't need a shield," I countered, my 1000 IQ mind already 

deconstructing her tone. "Silas is the ghost. He wants us to be the 

noise". I paused, letting the silence stretch. "You’ve been talking to 

Sterling a lot lately, haven't you? Ever since that 'witness' saw us at the 

bar?"  

 

 

Mei’s hand tightened around her glass. "He’s the lawyer, Kel. He’s the 

only thing keeping Blicky out of a jumpsuit". 

 

 



"Right. The only thing," I whispered. 

 

 

Before she could respond, Blicky entered, the smell of expensive 

tobacco trailing him like a shadow. He looked at us, his obsidian eyes 

unreadable. 

 

 

"Mei, leave us," he commanded, his voice a low, smooth rumble. She 

didn't hesitate; she practically vanished into the hallway. 

 

 

Blicky walked over and stood behind me, his hands resting on my 

shoulders. "You’re tense, baby girl. The wedding stress is hitting you 

early". 

 

 

"I just want it to be perfect, Blick," I said, playing the "Possum" bride-to-

be. "I want everyone there. Even the people from the beginning. I 

actually reached out to Marcus". 

 

 



Blicky’s grip tightened just a fraction. "The physical therapist? From the 

rehab? Why?"  

 

 

"Because he’s the only one who saw me at my weakest," I said, turning 

in his arms to look him in the eye. "He reminds me of what I survived. I 

want him to see me as a Queen". 

 

 

"If that’s what you want, Kel," he smirked, his gold tooth catching the 

light. "But let’s keep the guest list tight”. 

 

 

 

Diary Entry: January 2, 2026 – 9:15 PM | The Guest House 

Marcus arrived three hours ago. I told Blicky I needed "intensive stretch 

therapy" for my old leg injuries before I walked down the aisle, but as 

soon as the door to the guest house closed, the facade dropped. 

 

 

Marcus looked around the luxury suite, then at me. He wasn't the 

"doorframe" built athlete I remembered; he looked tired, his beard 

more gray than black. 



 

 

"You did it, Kel," he said, his voice deep as a movie trailer. "You really 

walked out of that graveyard and into the hills". 

 

 

"I’m still in the graveyard, Marcus. The tombstones just have better 

views now," I said, sitting across from him. "I didn't bring you here for 

therapy. I brought you here because you saw the police reports from 

the crash before they were 'edited'". 

 

 

Marcus sighed, leaning forward. "I knew this was coming. Kelly, there 

was a nurse—not Carla, but a night shift girl named Sarah. She was the 

one who processed your father’s personal effects". 

 

 

"Carla told me a man in a salt-and-pepper suit came for the laptop," I 

reminded him. 

 

 

"He didn't just come for the laptop, Kel. He paid Sarah five thousand 

dollars to 'lose' the original blood-alcohol report on the truck driver," 



Marcus whispered. "The driver wasn't just tired. He was on a cocktail of 

pills that came from a pharmacy owned by a shell company". 

 

 

"Midwest Logistics," I finished for him. 

 

 

"Exactly. But here’s the kicker: Sarah didn't take the money and run. 

She’s been on a monthly retainer for two years. The payments are listed 

in the hospital payroll as 'discretionary staffing,' but the source is a 

private account in L.A."  

 

 

I felt the double cross in my mind lock into place. Blicky wasn't just 

paying Sarah to hide the truth; he was keeping her on a leash so she 

could never testify. He’d built a firewall of people around my trauma, 

and Sarah was the first brick. 

 

 

"Where is she now, Marcus?" I asked. 

 

 



"She’s in West Allis, living in a house she can barely afford on a nurse's 

salary," Marcus said, handing me a slip of paper. 

 

 

I looked at the address. It was time for a visit. I wasn't just digging for 

names anymore; I was digging for the "Execute" codes. 

 

 

"One more thing, Kel," Marcus said as I stood up to leave. "Be careful 

with that girl Mei. I saw her at the precinct when I was getting my 

security clearance to fly out. She wasn't with Sterling. She was talking to 

a man in a cheap suit with a federal ID". 

 

 

I stopped at the door. My heart felt like it had been dunked in liquid 

nitrogen. The "Mirage" wasn't just mine; I was living in one, too. Mei, 

my sister since third grade, the one who helped me stretch and rolled 

my blunts, was the "witness" Silas had been using to keep Blicky in 

check. 

 

 

The chess board was more crowded than I thought. 

 



 

 • Blicky was playing the King's Gambit, using marriage as a 

legal shield.   

 • Mei was playing the Informant, likely trading my loyalty for 

her own freedom from the theft charges in after my accident first 

happened.   

 • Silas was the Ghost, feeding me truths to make me destroy 

his rival.   

 • And I? I was the Widow, already planning the funeral before 

the wedding bells even rang.   

"Thanks, Marcus," I said, not looking back. "I'll make sure the wedding is 

legendary". 

 

 

 

Chapter 3: The Velocity of Truth 

Diary Entry: January 4, 2026 – 1:15 AM | West Allis, WI 

 

The Wisconsin winter didn't care about my Calabasas tax bracket. It bit 

through my designer layers with a familiarity that tasted like 1st and 

Clarke. I stood outside a modest ranch-style house in West Allis, the 

snow crunching under my boots like a reminder of the bones I’d had to 

rebuild. 



 

 

I had left L.A. on a private charter under a tail-number registered to a 

defunct shell company. Blicky thought I was at a spa retreat in Ojai, 

"decompressing" before the wedding. In reality, I was hunting the 

woman who had been a quiet architect of my misery for nearly two 

years. 

 

 

I didn't knock. I used the bypass code I’d extracted from the 

"Architect’s" home security sub-directory—the same one Sarah used to 

protect the house my family’s blood had paid for. The door clicked open 

with a clinical finality. 

Inside, the air smelled of menthol cigarettes and cheap lavender. Sarah 

was sitting at a kitchen table, her eyes wide as the light from my phone 

hit her face. She wasn't the sterile professional Marcus described; she 

was a woman living in a cage made of monthly retainers. 

 

 

"Kelly?" she whispered, her voice a fractured mess. "You... you 

shouldn't be here. He'll know the payment didn't clear through the 

normal channel." 

"The normal channel is closed, Sarah," I said, my voice carrying a 

resonance that demanded total submission. I sat across from her, laying 

my Glock 22 and my father’s cracked laptop on the table between us—



the very object she’d helped steal. "I’ve rerouted the Ledger. Your 

monthly 'discretionary staffing' bonus just became my leverage. You’ve 

been a well-paid bitch for a long time but somehow still can’t afford to 

live in this home ?  It’s time to materialize." 

 

 

Sarah’s hands shook as she reached for a cigarette. "I didn't have a 

choice. The man in the suit... he said it was for your own protection. He 

said if the truth about the driver got out, the insurance wouldn't pay 

the settlement. He said he was making sure you were taken care of." 

"Accountability is a different language than protection," I countered, 

leaning into the light. "Tell me about the toxicology report. Not the one 

you filed. The one you burned." 

Sarah swallowed hard, the smoke curling around her like a shroud. "The 

driver... his name was Miller. He wasn't just tired. He had a cocktail of 

neuro-blockers and high-grade stimulants in his system—stuff that 

wasn't on the market yet. The report showed the pills were traced back 

to a clinical trial being funded by Midwest Logistics." 

My mind performed a thousand calculations in a nanosecond. "A clinical 

trial? He wasn't a driver. He was a test subject." 

"He was a weapon," Sarah corrected, a single tear escaping. "The man 

in the suit—your fiancé—he didn't just pay me to hide the drugs. He 

paid me to hide the fact that the truck was remotely disabled ten 

seconds before impact. The 'black ice' was just the scenery. The crash 

was a controlled demolition." 



 

 

I felt the clarity lock in. The semi-truck wasn't a freak accident; it was a 

physical manifestation of Blicky’s "logistics". He hadn't just watched me 

survive; he had directed the theater. 

 

 

"And Mei?" I asked, the name feeling like iron on my tongue. "What was 

her part?" 

Sarah hesitated, her eyes darting to the door. "Mei was the one who 

confirmed your father was in the van. She gave them the GPS 

coordinates through a music-sharing app you two used back in third 

grade. She didn't know it was a hit... she thought it was just a way for 

the label to track your dad down for the meeting." 

 

 

"She was the beacon," I whispered. 

I stood up, the G-Wagon keys—and the weight of my entire life—heavy 

in my hand. I had the confirmation. The "miracle" was a lie. The 

"mentor" was the murderer. And my "sister" was the one who lit the 

signal fire. 

 

 



"Pack your bags, Sarah," I said, my voice as cold as the West Allis wind. 

"You’re coming to the wedding. You’re going to be my 'something 

blue'—the one who tells the Feds exactly how the Midwest Ledger was 

balanced." 

As I walked back to the car, my phone buzzed. A message from Blicky: 

“Flowers for the altar are picked out, baby girl. White roses. Your 

favorite. Hurry home.” 

I didn't reply. I just looked at the GPS coordinates for Silas Blackwood’s 

current location. It was time for a three-way standoff where the only 

prize was the truth. 

 

 

 

Diary Entry: January 4, 2026 – 3:45 AM | En Route to Silas 

Blackwood’s Primary Hub 

The cabin of the private jet was pressurized, but the tension felt like it 

was ready to pop the rivets. Sarah sat across from me, her face the 

color of the Wisconsin snow we’d just left behind, her hands knotting 

and unknotting in her lap. She knew what was waiting in L.A.—not just 

the wedding flowers, but the fallout of a two-year-old lie that had finally 

reached its expiration date. 

 

 

I wasn't looking at her. I was looking at the matte-black case on the seat 

beside me. Inside was the Aegis-21, a custom-engineered Glock 21 that 



cost me $300,000 cash and a year of back-channel negotiations with a 

Swiss defense contractor. It was more than a weapon; it was a 

technological masterpiece. The grip was bio-metric, calibrated only to 

my dermal ridges; if anyone else pulled the trigger, the firing pin stayed 

dead. But when I held it, it was a god. A side-mounted toggle allowed 

me to switch from surgical single-shots to a cyclic rate of 1,200 rounds 

per minute, fed by a 500-round ultra-lightweight drum that felt like it 

weighed nothing. 

 

 

"Kelly," Sarah whispered, her voice barely audible over the jet engines. 

"Silas... he won't just talk. He’s a ghost for a reason." 

"Ghosts only haunt the people who are afraid of the dark, Sarah," I said, 

my voice carrying that pride that turned blood to slush. "I’m not afraid 

anymore. I’m the one who designed the lighting." 

 

 

 

Chapter 4: The Trilateral Convergence 

The elevator ride up to Silas Blackwood’s executive suite was silent. I 

stood with my feet shoulder-width apart, the weight of the Aegis heavy 

and comforting in my right hand. I had the drum clicked in, the green 

laser beam a steady, unblinking eye against the brushed steel of the 

elevator doors. Sarah stood behind me, practically vibrating with terror, 

a human witness I was carrying into a lion’s den. 



 

 

The doors slid open. 

Silas’s office was a monument to quiet power—glass, shadows, and the 

smell of expensive Scotch. He sat behind a desk carved from a single 

piece of obsidian, his green eyes absorbing the laser light as it danced 

across his chest. 

 

 

"Kelisha," he purred, his tone smooth as bourbon. He didn't look at the 

gun; he looked at the girl holding it, noting the way my stance had 

shifted from the "shadow" he met at The Onyx Room to a sovereign 

predator. "And you’ve brought a friend. The night shift nurse with a very 

expensive secret." 

 

 

"The secret isn't expensive anymore, Silas. It’s free," I said, stepping into 

the room, the heat leveled with surgical precision. "Sarah just told me 

about Miller. The test subject. The driver you and Blicky used to turn my 

family into a damn case study." 

 

 

Silas leaned back, a slow, triumphant smile spreading across his face. "I 

told you, my dear. I didn't order the hit. I merely provided the clinical 



data. Blicky was the one who needed a tragedy to forge a queen. He 

didn't want a rapper; he wanted a legacy. He used the Midwest Logistics 

trial to see if a human-operated vehicle could be remotely overridden 

by the same frequency your father was using for his music." 

 

 

Then I realized something else, 

The crash wasn't just a hit; it was a demonstration of the virus. Blicky 

hadn't just killed my family to own me; he’d killed them to prove to Silas 

that he could weaponize sound. 

 

 

"So you were the investor, and he was the architect," I whispered, the 

green laser steady on Silas’s forehead. 

 

 

"We were partners, Kelisha. Until he decided he liked the Queen better 

than the King," Silas said, his eyes flicking to the monitors behind him. 

"He’s outside the building now. He tracked the jet. He thinks you're here 

to finish me for him. He thinks the wedding is still on." 

 

 

"The wedding is still on, Silas," I said, my finger tightening on the bio-

metric grip, the gun acknowledging my print with a soft haptic buzz. 



"But it’s a double funeral. You gave him the tools. He pulled the trigger. 

And Mei... she gave you the coordinates." 

 

 

Sarah let out a choked sob, but I didn't flinch. I looked at the door. I 

could hear the rhythmic thud of the boots I’d known since the 

hospital—the "King" was arriving to claim his board. 

 

 

"Switch it, Kel," a voice boomed from the doorway. 

 

 

Blicky stood there, his own Glock raised, but he wasn't looking at Silas. 

He was looking at me, his eyes dark with a mixture of pride and a lethal 

calculated warning. He saw what I was packing. He saw the 500-round 

drum. 

 

 

"I taught you to move fast, not scared," he said, his voice a low, smooth 

rumbled command.” 

 

 



"I don't want to own 'everything,' Blick," I said, my thumb clicking the 

Aegis-21 into its cyclic "switch" mode, the hum of the internal motor 

vibrating against my palm. "I just want to closure on 1st and Clarke." 

 

 

The three-way standoff was absolute.   

"You remember what you told me in the truck?" I asked Blicky, my voice 

steady as a heartbeat. "'Loyalty costs nothing. Disloyalty costs 

everything'. Well, the bill just came due." 

 

 

 

Chapter 5: Blackwood Blackwood 

Diary Entry: January 5, 2026 – 4:20 AM | Silas Blackwood’s Penthouse 

The air in the office was so thin it felt like it could snap. I had Silas 

pinned in the green glow of my laser, the humming against my palm, 

acknowledging my fingerprint with a rhythmic vibration that felt like a 

second heartbeat. My thumb hovered over the toggle. One click to the 

left, and I’d be surgical. One click to the right, and I’d be a hurricane. 

 

"Say hi to Monie for me," I whispered, my voice a dead-end street. 

I started to squeeze. 

CRACK. 



 

The floor-to-ceiling reinforced glass didn't just break; it detonated. A 

sniper round, traveling at three thousand feet a second, tore through 

the space where my head had been a millisecond before, punching a 

hole through the obsidian desk behind Silas. 

 

"GET DOWN!" Blicky roared, his voice hitting that frequency that used 

to command the L.A streets. 

In one fluid motion, he tackled me toward the velvet sofa as the office 

doors were kicked off their hinges. Four guards in tactical gear—Silas’s 

personal "Erasers"—swarmed in, suppressed submachine guns spitting 

lead that chewed up the expensive upholstery. 

 

"Sarah! The closet! NOW!" I screamed, grabbing the nurse by her scrub 

top and shoving her toward the walk-in cedar closet behind the bar. 

"Don't come out until the air stops screaming!" 

 

I didn't wait to see if she obeyed. I rolled out from behind the sofa, my 

thumb flicking the Aegis into the "Red Zone"—full cyclic switch. 

The gun didn't just fire; it sang an anthem of 45-caliber destruction. I 

didn't need to aim for their hearts; with a 500-round drum, I was just 

painting the room in lead. The green laser streaked through the dust 

and gunpowder smoke, finding the neck of the first guard. I turned the 

doorway into a blender. 

 



Thump-thump-thump-thump. 

The first two guards didn't even have time to scream; they were just 

erased by the wall of fire. 

"Silas! He’s moving!" Blicky yelled, his own Glock barking in precision 

double-taps, covering my reload as I pivoted. 

 

I looked through the chaos. Silas hadn't stayed for the fight. He’d hit a 

release on the floor behind his desk, a hidden pneumatic lift that 

dropped him into a sub-floor escape tunnel. The obsidian desk was a 

jagged ruin, and the "Ghost" was gone, back into the shadows of the 

city he thought he owned. 

 

"Forget him! We need the asset!" I yelled over the deafening roar of my 

own weapon. 

The glass balcony railing disintegrated into a million diamond shards as 

the guards were blown back into the night air. 

Blicky was already at the closet door, ripping it open and hoisting Sarah 

out. She looked like she’d seen the end of the world, and in this room, 

she had. 

"Move! The sniper is readjusting!" Blicky grabbed Sarah’s arm, using his 

body as a shield. "Kel, suppress the window! I’ll clear the hall!" 

 



I didn't hesitate. I turned toward the shattered window and emptied a 

hundred rounds into the dark buildings across the street, creating a 

curtain of suppressive fire that would keep any sniper’s head down. 

"Rhythm, Kel! Keep the rhythm!" Blicky shouted as we hit the hallway. 

We moved in a tactical "bounding overwatch" we’d practiced in the 

Calabasas basement. Blicky moved ten feet, clearing the corners with 

his Glock; I followed, sweeping the ceiling and floors. 

 

We hit the service stairs just as the building’s silent alarm triggered the 

secondary lockdown. 

"Silas is gone, but the Ledger is still live," I panted as we spiraled down 

the concrete steps, Sarah’s heavy breathing the only human sound in 

the mechanical roar of the building. 

"He thinks he won because he escaped," Blicky said, his eyes glowing 

with that old, lethal L.A fire. "He doesn't realize he just gave us the 

location of the Architect's main server. He ran to the only place he feels 

safe." 

 

I looked at Blicky. For a second, the doubt about the crash, the nurse, 

and the "Logic" folder vanished. In this moment, in the heat of the lead 

and the smoke, we were still the King and the Queen. But as my thumb 

hovered over the biometric grip, I knew the real war wasn't against the 

guards in the hall. It was against the man standing next to me. 

"Let's go get him," I said. 



But in my head, I was already calculating how many shots I’d have left 

for the "Architect" when the wedding bells finally rang. 

 

Chapter 6: A Safe Place 

Diary Entry: January 5, 2026 – 5:30 AM | The Sanctuary (Underground 

Safe House, Laurel Canyon) 

 

The safe house didn’t look like a bunker. It looked like a multi-million 

dollar architectural masterpiece tucked into the side of a cliff, but the 

glass was ballistic and the air filtration system could scrub out nerve 

gas. This was Blicky’s backyard. This was where the "King of L.A." kept 

his real throne. 

We burst through the garage entrance, the G-Wagon’s tires screaming 

on the polished concrete. I jumped out first, my weapon still humming 

in my hand, my eyes scanning the shadows of the rafters. Sarah was 

trembling so hard she couldn't unbuckle her seatbelt. 

 

"Blick, get her inside. Now,"  

I commanded, my voice sharp enough to cut glass. 

 

Blicky didn't argue. He grabbed Sarah’s arm, his face a mask of cold 

calculation. "Mei! Get the medical kit! And check the perimeter feed!" 



Mei appeared from the kitchen area, her face pale. She saw Sarah and 

her eyes went wide—a flicker of recognition that she tried to bury 

under a mask of confusion. My brain logged it immediately. 

 

"You okay, Kel?" Blicky asked, walking over to me. He touched my 

shoulder, his grip possessive. "That was some elite-level work back 

there. That hardware you're rocking... I didn't know you were moving 

like that." 

"I learned from the best, didn't I?" I said, looking him dead in the eye. I 

didn't blink. I let the "Bonnie" mask stay perfectly in place. "While you 

were in that cage, I had to upgrade. You told me the city was a 

chessboard. I just bought a better set of pieces." 

 

"It's impressive," he murmured, his eyes flicking to the gun. "But we 

need to talk about why that nurse is here. And why Silas was waiting for 

you." 

"Sarah isn't just a nurse, Blick. She’s the Ledger," I said, pacing the room. 

I looked at Mei, who was pretending to check the security monitors. 

"She’s the one who processed the 'Midwest Logistics' paperwork. The 

stuff from the crash." 

 

Blicky’s expression didn't change, but I saw the way his jaw tightened—

the same way he used to before a hit back in the day. "Milwaukee was a 

long time ago, Kel. Why are we digging up graves when we have a 

throne to sit on?” 



 

"Because the throne is built on the graves, Blick!" I snapped, letting a 

little bit of the "traumatized girl" out to play. "Silas told me the crash 

was a test. He said you used an L.A. crew to hit my family in Milwaukee 

because nobody would look for West Coast killers in the Midwest. He 

said you were testing the 'Logic' frequency." 

Blicky took a slow step toward me. The air in the room felt like it was 

ionizing. "Silas is a snake. He’s trying to poison the only thing you have 

left. He wants to divide us so he can conquer the machine you built." 

 

"Then tell me he's lying," I challenged. "Tell me you didn't hire an L.A. 

driver to slide that truck into my sister." 

Blicky looked at me for a long time. Then he turned to Mei. "Mei, take 

the nurse to the guest suite. Lock the door. No phones. No talking." 

As soon as they left, Blicky walked to the floor-to-ceiling window 

overlooking the canyon.  

The sun was just starting to bleed over the horizon. 

 

"I grew up on the 110, Kel," he said, his voice a low, gravelly rasp. "I saw 

how the game was played before I could even read. In L.A., you don't 

survive by luck. You survive by being the one who controls the variables. 

When I heard about your father's music—the way he’d found a 

frequency that could override digital signatures—I knew it was the 

future. But the distribution was locked. Silas wouldn't move without 

proof of concept." 



He turned around, and for the first time, I saw the truth in his eyes—not 

the love he’d been faking, but the cold, ambition of a man who viewed 

people as data points. 

 

"I didn't want to kill them, Kel. I wanted the laptop. The crash was 

supposed to be a 'slow-speed' override. But the driver... he panicked. 

He hit the frequency too hard, and the truck didn't just slide. It hunted 

that van." 

 

My heart felt like it was being crushed by a vice, but my mind was 

already calculating the next three moves. He’d just confessed. 

"And me?" I whispered. "Why save me?" 

"Because when I saw you in that wreckage, I didn't see a victim. I saw 

the only person who could ever understand the 'Logic' of what we were 

building. I didn't save you out of guilt, Kelly. I saved you because I knew 

you were the only one who could become the Queen." 

 

He walked over and picked up the Aegis-21, his fingers grazing the 

biometric grip. It didn't pulse for him. It stayed dead. He smiled, a dark, 

proud thing. "You're beautiful when you're dangerous, baby girl. That's 

why we're getting married. Not just for spousal privilege. But because 

together, the L.A. King and the Milwaukee Queen are untouchable." 

He leaned in and kissed my forehead. I let him. I even leaned into it. 

 



"You're right, Blick," I said, my voice steady. "We are untouchable." 

But as he walked away to check the perimeter, I looked at him. I wasn't 

thinking about our wedding. I was thinking about the fact that I now 

knew exactly which driver had been behind the wheel. And I knew that 

Sarah had the name in her pocket. 

I checked the time. 6:12 AM. The wedding was in three days. I had 

seventy-two hours to turn this sanctuary into a trap. 

 

 

Chapter 7: The Culture of a Corpse 

 

The seventy-two-hour countdown began not with a bang, but with the 

suffocating scent of lilies and the hushed tones of a high-end bridal 

boutique. I sat in a velvet chair, sipping a mimosa that felt like acid in my 

stomach, while a woman with a French accent and a measuring tape 

prepared to reveal the shroud I’d be wearing to my own "rebirth." 

 

I didn’t care about the lace. I didn’t care about the sixteen-foot train 

that looked like a river of spilled milk. To me, this dress was nothing 

more than tactical camouflage. It was a place to hide the Aegis-21 and 

the high-frequency transmitters that would soon turn the Cathedral into 

a digital slaughterhouse. 

 



Blicky’s confession from the night before still looped in my mind like a 

warped vinyl. “The crash was supposed to be a slow-speed override... 

the driver panicked.” He said it with the same casual inflection a man 

uses to describe a weather delay at the airport. To him, the incineration 

of my father’s lungs and the shattering of Monie’s spine were just 

"variables in the proof of concept." He expected me to just get over it 

because now I had a G-Wagon and a seat at a table made of bones. 

 

"You look breathtaking, Kel," Mei whispered, standing behind me as the 

stylists draped the silk over my frame. 

I looked in the mirror. I didn't see a bride. I saw a Widow-Maker. 

"It's perfect," I lied, my voice smooth as polished marble. "Make sure 

the inner lining is reinforced. I want it to feel... secure." 

 

We spent the afternoon hunting for jewelry—not for the sparkle, but 

for the weight. I chose a diamond choker that felt like a collar, a physical 

reminder of the leash Blicky thought he had me on. Every credit card 

swipe was a digital breadcrumb I was feeding into the "Logic" folder, 

rerouting the merchant codes to trigger a secondary firewall breach in 

Blicky’s offshore accounts the moment the "I do’s" were spoken. 

 

Chapter 8: The Calm Before the Crimson 

Diary Entry: January 6, 2026 – 2:00 PM | The Jhenai Spa, Malibu 

Forty-eight hours left. 



The air at the spa was thick with eucalyptus and the sound of artificial 

waterfalls—a desperate attempt to mask the stench of the world. Mei 

and I lay on heated stones, the ocean breeze through the open cabana 

windows the only thing keeping me grounded. 

"You're so quiet, Kel," Mei murmured, her eyes closed. "You're finally 

getting the life we dreamed of back in the projects. No more running. 

No more burners." 

I watched a hawk circle the cliffs outside. Mei thought she was relaxing. 

She didn't realize that her "loyalty" to Silas and her "protection" of me 

had earned her a seat in the front row of the coming tragedy. She was 

the one who confirmed my father was in the van. She was the beacon. 

And in my father's world, a beacon that leads to a hit gets extinguished. 

"I'm just thinking about the guest list, Mei," I said, my voice a low, 

melodic hum. "About how everyone who touched that night in 

Milwaukee is finally going to be in one room. It feels... divine." 

I wasn't just planning a wedding; I was designing a Macabre Symphony. 

 • Sarah (The Nurse): The "something blue." She’d be at the 

altar to testify, but the "staffing bonus" I’d rerouted to her would trigger 

a federal flag the moment she stepped on the Cathedral’s geofenced 

grid. 

 • Miller (The Driver): The "something old." He wouldn't just be 

a witness; he’d be the catalyst. I’d already rigged the Cathedral’s organ 

sub-woofers to emit a frequency—the exact vibration that would trigger 

a ptsd-induced seizure in a man whose brain was already scrambled by 

"Logic" neuro-blockers. 



 • Silas (The Ghost): I knew he was planning a blitz. He couldn't 

help himself. He’d try to interrupt the ceremony to reclaim the Ledger. 

My "trap" wasn't a wall; it was a funnel. I’d leaked the "back entrance" 

codes to him through a "corrupted" file in the server—the very same 

door that would lock from the outside the second his thermal signature 

passed the threshold. 

This wasn't a King's Gambit. This was a Saw-style isolation. The 

Cathedral was the box, and I was the one holding the key to the oxygen. 

 

Chapter 9 - Death Row  

Diary Entry: January 7, 2026 – 2:00 PM | Jhenai’s Bar & Grill | Beverly 

Hills 

 

The wedding is tomorrow. 

Blicky is in the other wing, probably dreaming of the empire we’ll rule 

tomorrow. He thinks he’s marrying a Queen. He doesn't realize he’s 

marrying an Executioner. 

 

I’ve spent the last 72 hours finalizing the triggers. The Cathedral’s 

automated sprinkler system has been drained and refilled with a 

pressurized accelerant. The high tech biometric locks on the heavy oak 

doors have been hacked and then connected to my heart rate—if my 

pulse hits 0, the building seals. 

I’m not just ending a reign. I’m erasing a lineage. 



 

Blicky thinks he taught me the game. He forgot that the first thing my 

father taught me about music was the Rest. The silence between the 

notes is where the real power lies. 

I looked at the white veil sitting on the vanity. It looked like a shroud. 

"Till death do us part, Blick," I whispered, the light of the rising sun 

hitting the Aegis on the table. "Welcome to Death Row." 

 

 

 

Chapter 10: The 3:33 Awakening 

Diary Entry: January 8, 2026 – 3:33 AM | The Sanctuary – Master Suite 

I woke up exactly at 3:33 AM. They call it the "Half-Devil’s hour," but in 

this house, the devils don't wait for a schedule. The silence of the Laurel 

Canyon estate felt heavy, a pressurized vacuum pressing against my 

eardrums. Outside, the moon was a cold, silver sickle cutting through 

the smog of Los Angeles. 

Blicky was gone—moved to a hotel downtown per "tradition." He 

wanted the buildup, the anticipation of seeing his Queen descend the 

aisle. He didn't realize he was just giving me the tactical window I 

needed to finalize his funeral. 

I didn't try to go back to sleep. I stood up, my bare feet hitting the cold 

marble, and walked to the vanity where the Aegis-21 sat. I 



disassembled it with the muscle memory of a ghost, cleaning the firing 

pin, checking the tension on the 500-round drum. 

I opened my laptop, the screen's blue light carving hollows into my face. 

One final sweep of the Cathedral’s network. 

 • The Sprinkler System: Pressure holding at $60\text{ PSI}$. 

The accelerant—a clear, odorless chemical compound—was primed. 

 • The Biometric Seal: My smartwatch pulsed against my wrist, 

synced to my heart rate. If my heart stops, the heavy oak doors don't 

just close; they deadbolt with industrial steel pins. A tomb for everyone 

inside. 

 • The "Logic" Reroute: Silas’s "backdoor" code was live. He’d 

think he was infiltrating a wedding; he’d actually be walking into a 

localized EMP trap. 

Everything was green. Everything was lethal. 

 

The Last Breakfast 

6:45 AM | The Kitchen 

The smell of brewing coffee and expensive pastries filled the air. Mei 

was already up, wearing a silk robe that matched mine, her eyes bright 

with the excitement of a bridesmaid who thinks she’s finally "made it." 

I sat across from her, watching the steam rise from my mug. This was 

the girl who shared her headphones with me in the third grade. The girl 

who held my hand while I relearned how to walk. And the girl who 

pinned a GPS tag on my father's life for a federal get-out-of-jail-free 

card. 



"You okay, Kel? You look... intense," Mei said, reaching over to squeeze 

my hand. Her skin was warm. In four hours, it would be cold. 

"Just thinking about how far we've come, Mei," I said, my voice soft, 

laced with a genuine sorrow she mistook for wedding nerves. "From the 

projects to this. We really did it, didn't we?" 

"We're untouchable now," Mei smiled, her betrayal hidden behind a 

mask of sisterhood. "Once you sign those papers, Silas can't touch us. 

The streets can't touch us. We're royalty." 

"You were always my sister, Mei. No matter what happened," I said, 

looking her dead in the eye. I was saying goodbye to the girl she used to 

be, before the greed and the fear turned her into a beacon for Silas. "I 

want you to know... I forgive you for the things you thought you had to 

do to survive." 

Mei’s smile flickered for a microsecond. A shadow of guilt crossed her 

face, but she pushed it down, laughing it off. "It’s the wedding jitters 

talking. You’re not dying, Kel. You’re getting married!" 

"One feels a lot like the other," I whispered, taking a final sip of my 

coffee. 

 

The Shroud 

8:45 AM | The Dressing Room 

The stylists arrived like a flock of magpies, fluttering around me with 

pins and hairspray. I let them paint me. I let them lace me into the Vera 

Wang. The fabric felt like a shroud—stiff, white, and final. 



I tucked the Aegis-21 into the reinforced thigh holster. The weight was 

comforting, a cold anchor in a world of lace. I checked the small silver 

remote hidden in the bouquet of white roses—the "Execute" button for 

the Cathedral’s blackout. 

Sarah, the nurse, walked in to check on me one last time. She looked 

terrified, her eyes darting to the door. She knew Miller was being 

brought to the Cathedral. She knew the secret was out. 

"Don't worry, Sarah," I whispered 

"By the end of today, you won't ever have to worry about 'discretionary 

staffing' again. You’ll be free." 

She didn't know "free" meant the silence of a graveyard. 

I stood up, the train of the dress hissing against the floor like a serpent. 

The G-Wagon was waiting downstairs. The "King" was waiting at the 

altar. And the "Ghost" was soon to be moving toward the backdoor. 

"Let's go," I told the room. "The guest list is full. It’s time to start the 

show." 

 

 

 

Chapter 11: The Absence of a Shadow 

 

The air in the stone-walled room was freezing, but my skin was burning. 

I looked in the full-length mirror, adjusting the lace sleeves that hid the 

$300,000 piece of Swiss engineering strapped to my thigh. The G-



Wagon ride over had been a blur of flashing paparazzi bulbs and the 

low, constant vibration of the "Logic" frequency beginning to hum 

through the city’s grid. 

"Sarah, where is Mei?" I asked, my voice cutting through the silence like 

a scalpel. 

Sarah was trembling, her bridesmaid dress looking three sizes too big 

on her gaunt frame. "I... I don't know, Kelly. I haven't seen her since we 

left the house. I thought she was in the lead car with Sterling’s old 

security detail." 

I pulled out my phone. One call. Straight to voicemail. Two calls. 

Voicemail.  

 

A cold, analytical dread settled into my gut. Mei, my sister since the 

third grade, the one I had just "forgiven" over coffee, had vanished. Did 

she feel the "Logic" shifting? Did the beacon decide to run before the 

light turned into a laser? 

 

"The show must go on," I whispered to my reflection. I didn't panic. 

Panic is for people who haven't mapped the exit routes. I flicked a sub-

menu on my smartwatch, a hidden interface masked as a wedding 

planner app. A small, pulsing blue dot appeared on the map, moving 

rapidly north toward the 101. I had sewn a micro-transponder into the 

lining of Mei’s silk robe three nights ago. 

 



You don't forgive a beacon; you just give it enough wire to become a 

lightning rod. "Run, Mei," I whispered, watching the dot. "The signal 

follows the source. I'll deal with you once the altar is stained." I closed 

the app. She was a problem for Chapter 20. Right now, I had a King to 

dismantle. 

 

I turned to Sarah, my eyes devoid of anything resembling mercy. "Walk 

out there. Stand in your spot. And remember, Sarah—don't blink. You 

wouldn't want to miss the materialization." 

 

Chapter 12: The I Do’s of Deceit 

9:11 AM | The Nave 

The heavy doors groaned open. The "Wedding March" didn't sound like 

a celebration; it sounded like a funeral dirge played at the wrong speed. 

As I stepped onto the white runner, the scent of a thousand lilies hit 

me—the scent of a wake. 

I looked at the crowd. These weren't my people. They were L.A.’s 

vultures—influencers, label execs, and shadow-investors who thrived on 

the "Bird Flu" money. They were my witnesses. 

At the end of the aisle stood Blicky. He looked at me, and for the first 

time, I saw a flicker of genuine shock in his eyes. He thought he’d 

bought a Queen; he didn't realize he’d invited a Reaper. He looked at 

me like I was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen, his gold tooth 

flashing as he mouthed, "Damn, you're bad." 



I reached the altar. We held hands. His grip was warm, possessive.  

 

 

The pastor began the liturgy—the empty words about "holy 

matrimony" and "eternal bonds." Blicky gave a speech about "merging 

kingdoms," his voice a smooth, lethal rumble. Then came the vows. 

"I, Kelisha," I said, looking him dead in the eye, "take you, Blicky, as my 

partner in all things. Through the chaos and the code. Till death... well, 

you know the rest." 

The pastor smiled, oblivious. "Blicky, do you take this woman to be your 

lawfully wedded wife?" 

"I do," Blicky said, his voice echoing with a king’s authority. 



"And you, Kelisha... do you take this man?" 

I felt the remote in my bouquet. I felt the pulse of the "Apollyon" 

frequency waiting to be unleashed. 

"I do," I whispered. 

 

CLICK. 

 

The world died. Every light in the Cathedral exploded in a shower of 

sparks. The darkness was absolute for exactly three seconds—the time 

it took for the Reverse-Engineered Neuro-Paralytic Frequency to hit. 

It wasn't a sound. It was a pressure. A high-decibel, sub-harmonic wave 

that locked every muscle in the room besides me. I felt it hum through 

my custom-designed earplugs, but for everyone else, this place became 

a prison. 

 

CLICK. 

 

The emergency lights flickered on, bathing the Cathedral in a gruesome, 

red industrial glow. 

I scanned the sea of frozen, terrified faces. "Don't look at me like I'm the 

monster," I projected, my voice amplified by the cathedral's sub-

woofers so it vibrated in their very bones. "You influencers, you label 

execs, you 'friends' of the brand... you bought the tickets to this show. 

Every stream of 'Bird Flu,' every 'like' on our Calabasas photos, was a 



micro-payment for the truck that hit my family. You didn't just attend a 

wedding; you funded a massacre. You wanted the lifestyle? Well, this is 

the bill. You're not guests anymore. You’re evidence." 

 

The crowd was frozen. Hundreds of people, eyes wide, mouths partially 

open, locked in a state of conscious paralysis. They couldn't move. They 

could barely breathe or talk. But they could see. 

 

"Welcome to the logic of the rest," I said, my voice amplified by the 

speaker system I had hijacked. I pulled the Aegis-21 from my thigh, the 

white lace of my dress tearing with a violent rip. 

"Miller! Front and center!" I commanded. 

Miller, frozen in the front row, was forced to speak by the focalized 

sonic beam I directed at his jaw—the only muscle I allowed to move. He 

spilled it all. The "Logic" hit. I adjusted the focalized sonic emitter 

hidden in my bouquet. It was a masterpiece of reverse-engineering—a 

beam of sound so tight it could vibrate a single bone from thirty feet 

away. I aimed the crosshairs at Miller’s jaw. The frequency bypassed his 

paralyzed nervous system, force-vibrating his mandible and vocal cords. 

He wasn't choosing to speak; I was playing his skeleton like a 

marionette. He was a meat-puppet, and I was the one pulling the 

strings of his confession. 

He spilled everything he knew, the empty truck lie. The murder of my 

family. 



Then Sarah. She sobbed out the truth of the toxicology reports and the 

hospital payroll. 

"Accountability is a messy business," I said, grabbing a canister of 

pressurized accelerant from behind the floral arrangement. 

I poured the gasoline over Sarah. She couldn't scream; she could only 

produce a low, guttural whimper as the liquid soaked her silk dress. I 

flicked a gold lighter—one Blicky had given me. 

WHOOSH. 

The altar erupted in orange flame. Sarah became a human torch, the 

heat searing the front row. The paralyzed guests watched, their eyes 

darting in terror, trapped in their own bodies as the smell of burning 

hair and sugar-sweet perfume filled the air. 

I didn't stop. I walked to the piano and pulled out a two-gallon bucket of 

industrial acid. 

"Miller," I whispered, looking at the man who held the wheel. "Say hi to 

my mother for me." 

I kicked him flat. He hit the floor with a heavy thud, his body locked. I 

poured the acid slowly, starting at his chest. The sizzle was rhythmic. 

The smoke rose in acrid, yellow clouds as his flesh disintegrated down 

to the white of his ribs. He groaned, a sound that bypassed the vocal 

cords and came straight from the soul. 

 

Chapter 13: The Butcher’s Vows 

I finally turned to Blicky. 



He was the "King." Even under the paralytic, he was fighting. His 

muscles were twitching, his veins bulging in his neck. He was trying to 

break the frequency. 

"You thought you were the Architect, Blick?" I leaned in, my face inches 

from his. "You thought you could kill my blood and replace it with 

diamonds? You took my family to please a Silas you fucking bitch?" 

I began to undress him. I ripped the charcoal suit from his body, 

exposing the man beneath the myth. He lay naked on the cold stone of 

the altar, his "Queen" standing over him in a dress soaked in Sarah’s 

soot and Miller’s blood. 

"You took my family," I snarled, pulling a jagged butcher's knife from the 

hollowed-out pulpit. "NOW I'M GOING TO TAKE YOURS!" 

I didn't hesitate. I drove the knife into his groin. 

The blood didn't just leak; it geysered. I sliced through his ball sack, the 

meat, the very core of his "manhood." i cut that shit off one by one as 

his blood spurts out from multiple directions. Then I got greedy as he 

was dying from rapid blood lost I went for the one thing I thought I had 

from him.  

 

“ HIS HEART “ 

 

I dug a hole where his heart was with the knife and I reached into the 

cavity I carved in his chest and gripped his heart . One violent tug, and 

the muscle came free, still pulsing with a frantic, dying rhythm. I stood 

over the ruin of the man I once thought was my Armor. The hot, 



metallic spray of his life was cooling on my face, mixing with the white 

lace of a dress that cost more than the van my family died in. I looked at 

the heart in my hand—a pathetic, rhythmic lump of muscle that had 

ordered a hit and called it 'Logistics.' I didn't feel sick. I felt calibrated. I 

looked at my reflection in the polished marble of the altar, a goddess of 

gore, and for the first time since Milwaukee, the silence in my head was 

perfect. 

 

 



 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I stood there, drenched. My white Vera Wang was now a deep, wet 

crimson. I looked like Carrie at the prom, a literal goddess of gore 

standing over the ruins of a king. 

The crowd groaned in unison—a horrific, low-frequency sound of 

collective trauma. 

Suddenly, the remote in my hand buzzed. A red light flashed. 

Backdoor Breach. 

Silas had arrived. The Ghost was in the machine. 

I wiped a streak of Blicky's blood across my forehead and smiled at the 

security monitor. 

"Part Two starts now," I whispered. "Welcome to the room, Silas." 
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