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Sinist3rkr3w: The Courtroom of No Return 


Chapter 1, Part 1.
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Chapter 1: The Chair

Part 1: Scrap and Spray Paint

Summary: In a dark garage lit by flickering LEDs, J0k3r and Adam finish welding the base of the Chair—the centerpiece of the kr3w’s underground courtroom. Each piece carries meaning. Each burn mark, a history.

—-
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PART 1: SCRAP AND SPRAY PAINT

The garage stank like burnt copper and acetylene.

Sparks danced off Adam’s welding torch, snapping in bursts against the rust-eaten steel. He didn’t talk much while he worked—he didn’t need to. We’d done this enough times. He’d cut. I’d hold. He’d weld. I’d wipe sweat off the back of my neck with a rag so black it had forgotten what color it started as.

The bones of the Chair stood between us now—half-throne, half-electric scaffold. Its base was an old barber’s seat we found behind a condemned strip mall in North Houston. Still had blood crusted under the armrest when we dragged it out.

We left it there on purpose.

"You're sure about the gavel design?" Adam asked without looking up. The torch hissed as it died. "You said hammer-style last time."

I tossed him a red spray can. “No. Make it jagged. Like a broken jaw.”

He caught the can without blinking. “Fitting.”

The gavel wasn't for ceremony. It was for truth. And the Chair? That wasn't for comfort.

It was for war.

—
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The Courtroom was nothing fancy. Hell, it was barely legal.

We kept it in the bones of an old print shop, gutted down to concrete and silence. There were no pews. No judge’s bench. No bailiff.

Just four walls, a single crimson spotlight, and the Chair.

We didn't hang flags. We hung case files.

Victim statements. Police redactions. Screenshots. Medical forms with whole chunks blacked out. Every wall was papered with their stories—the kind of truth you can’t unread once it’s in your hands.

That night, as Adam locked the final plate into the Chair’s back, I stepped back and looked at it. Really looked at it.

It didn’t look like justice.

It looked like vengeance learning how to breathe.

And I was fine with that.

“Test it,” I said.

Adam sat. The rig groaned. The spotlight overhead hit his face and turned his features into shadow—mouth sharp, eyes black holes, neck glowing with sweat.

He nodded. “Feels righteous.”

I turned on the mic.

The feed blinked to life.

“We ready?” Harl3y’s voice buzzed through the speaker, low and clear. She was upstairs with the boys. Always watching. Always ready.

“We’re live in sixty,” Neon added from his van out front. “You want fire, J0k3r? You’re about to get it.”

I stared at the Chair.

One spotlight.

One seat.

One truth.

“Let it burn,” I said.

Chapter 1: The Chair

Part 2: The First Gavel

Summary: The kr3w’s first trial goes live. The defendant isn’t a person—it’s the system itself. J0k3r delivers a monologue into the void. Harl3y, Neon, and Adam sync in as the stream begins catching fire.
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PART 2: THE FIRST GAVEL

The feed stuttered, then clicked live.

I heard the numbers tick up—viewer count crawling out of the gutter like roaches from a drain. Neon’s console voice buzzed into my earpiece. “We’ve got twelve eyes. Fourteen. Nineteen. Seventeen—wait. Troll spike. Dropping bots.”

Adam flicked the breaker for the rear rig. The courtroom flooded with crimson. Every sheet of paper on the walls glowed like blood under police lights.

I stepped into the circle. The heat of the lamp hit my back. My chest felt hollow, lungs tight. But I didn’t flinch.

Not for this.

Not tonight.

I sat in the second chair—the Witness Bench. It creaked like it remembered the weight of broken promises.

“This court,” I said, voice flat into the mic, “is not state-certified. It’s not sanctioned. It doesn’t recognize the laws of the land.”

Pause.

Breathe.

“But it does recognize truth.”

The chat bar flickered on the side screen. A few laughing emojis. A skull. Then a name I hadn’t seen since 2017:

[MercyForNone]: finally. let’s see if you punks actually swing.

I leaned forward. “The system’s on trial tonight. Not a man. Not a name. But a process. One that let my ex stab me and walk free. One that told me I was the unstable one while I bled in my own kitchen. One that called me a threat to my kids while she got custody and a clean record.”

Harl3y’s voice cut in, low but steady: “We see you.”

She wasn’t talking to me.

She was talking to them.

—
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I stood and walked to the Chair. Laid one hand on the backrest. The paint was still tacky. The steel still warm.

“This is the Chair,” I said. “You don’t sit here unless you’ve got something to answer for. And when we slam this gavel—”

I lifted it, red, jagged, rough.

“—we ain’t asking.”

I brought it down.

CRACK.

Chapter 1: The Chair

Part 3: The Masked Court

Summary: As the viewer count climbs, anonymous voices join the stream. The kr3w fields live testimony from masked survivors. Some stumble. Some rage. One gives their name. And it begins to feel real—for everyone.

—-
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PART 3: THE MASKED COURT

The screen split.

Neon’s overlay kicked in—red-tinted frames, masked silhouettes, distortion filters running at 40 percent. First was Caller One. Username: [burnedbyblue].

A woman’s voice. Mid-30s. Shaky, like she hadn’t spoken her own truth aloud in years.

“He told the judge I was hysterical,” she said. “That I lied about everything. But I had photos. I had the bruises.”

Pause.

She didn’t continue.

I leaned into the mic. “And what did the court do?”

Another pause. A breath. Then: “They gave him custody.”

No one spoke for a beat.

Then Adam’s voice, quiet but sharp: “We’ve heard this before. But we’re not letting it go quiet this time.”

—
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Caller Two came in. Male, probably early 20s. Voice filtered so deep it sounded like gravel under ice.
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