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​Prologue – Charcoal and Diamond
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They don’t even have to kill you anymore. They just remix you until you’re unrecognizable.

The kids were still buzzing when I walked off stage. A school auditorium, old folding chairs, a sound system held together with tape and prayer. I’d given them one of my raw ones — no script, no polish, just the truth bleeding out of me like it still mattered.

They’d clapped. Some even cried. And for a moment, I thought — maybe this was the kind of stage I was made for. Small. Honest. Local.

Then I heard it.

From the back row, phones started playing my own voice back at me. Not raw. Not trembling. Not scarred.

Polished. Packaged. Rebranded.

On the screens: my face, clipped into a thirty-second reel with a glossy logo stamped in the corner — The Foundation.

And underneath, in white block letters I never approved:


“Hope is a brand. Buy in.”



The kids cheered again — not for me.

For the slogan.

I froze. My throat went dry.

Because I knew right then — this wasn’t Torrent’s fire anymore.

This was something colder. Cleaner. More dangerous.

Not blood.

Not smoke.

Carbon under pressure.

And someone else was already cutting me into diamonds.
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​Chapter 1: The Hijacked Flame
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When someone steals your fire, you either let it die... or you learn to burn louder.

The Foundation’s clip had already gone viral by the time I got back to D.C.

Not my clip. Theirs.

Thirty seconds of my speech, stripped of pain, scrubbed of context, cut to a beat drop with neon text flashing across the screen: “Choose Joy. Buy Hope. Trust The Foundation.”

It had three million views in less than a day.

I sat in Mercury Crew’s safehouse, staring at the screen while the others argued around me.

“They’re hijacking your words,” Jules said, pacing like a caged wolf. “They’re turning you into a brand ambassador without even paying you.”

“This is worse than Torrent,” another muttered. “At least she wanted you for her family. These people want you for merchandise.”

I hadn’t spoken yet. Couldn’t.

I kept staring at the clip on repeat.

My face looked holy. My voice sounded perfect.

But I didn’t recognize myself.

It was like looking at a ghost who’d been cleaned up for advertising.

[image: ]

Finally, I stood.

“No more speeches,” I said. My voice was rough.

The room fell silent.

“They’re cutting me into diamonds,” I whispered. “Diamonds they can sell, diamonds they can wear, diamonds they can bury in crowns.”

I looked up. My reflection stared back in the dark window, fractured by city lights.
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