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    For my grandfather,

James Davis

Your strength shaped mine.

Your legacy lives in every word, every page, every crown I carry.

This one's for you, Papa.

Rest in power.
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Chapter One: What Comes for a King
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Dallas, Texas | 4:56 a.m.

Gregory “Big Tex” Thomas hadn’t slept.

He sat alone in his study, still wearing the black slacks and open-collar dress shirt from last night’s press conference. The room was dark except for the desk lamp casting a soft gold glow across piles of folders, photographs, and a growing list of enemies.

On the desk in front of him was a single page—bent at the corners, thumbed over so many times it had begun to tear at the fold. It was the last thing Keisha had ever written to him in her own hand. Sent from Dripping Springs Correctional just days before she asked to testify against Nadine Wolfe.



“If you make it through this... build a new you. Not for them. Not for me. For you.”





He traced the handwriting with a calloused finger.

The girl he married had become a ghost. But that ghost had finally opened her mouth—and now her voice echoed through courtrooms, campaign halls, and his own fractured heart.

He didn’t know if Keisha was being used as a pawn... or if she was finally playing the game on her own terms. Either way, she was part of the war again. And this time, she was on his side.

Or so he hoped.

The silence was interrupted by the soft chirp of his encrypted phone. Only three people had that number.

It was Brandon.

“Turn on Channel 8,” his brother said without a hello.

Greg reached for the remote and clicked on the TV mounted on the wall above the fireplace. The screen lit up instantly, the local newscaster mid-sentence:



“—leaked surveillance footage believed to show top mayoral advisor Corrina Velasquez in what experts are calling a ‘compromising situation’ at a private fundraiser in Oak Lawn. While the images remain unverified, political strategists say the implications could be devastating—”





The screen cut to grainy footage: Corrina in a satin navy dress, standing close to a man Greg didn’t recognize, her head tilted back in laughter. His hand was on her waist. Another frame showed them embracing.

Then came the voiceover:



“The footage was anonymously uploaded to a public folder titled ‘VELASQUEZ: Crowned & Complicit.’”





Greg muted the TV.

His jaw clenched. “They’re going after her next.”

“Already are,” Brandon said on the phone. “And they’re just getting started.”
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6:22 a.m. – Corrina’s Apartment, Uptown Dallas

Corrina Velasquez had barely slept either.

Her eyes were ringed in red, not from tears—she didn’t cry over cowardly tactics—but from fury and lack of rest. She stood in her living room, pacing barefoot, still wearing the same heels and dress from the night before. Her phone buzzed every few seconds: texts from reporters, friends, enemies pretending to check in, and strangers accusing her of being everything but the truth.

She threw it across the couch and grabbed her laptop.

The footage was already trending.

Hashtags like #VelasquezExposed and #CorrinaCollapse climbed Twitter faster than wildfire. The narrative was clear: seductress, opportunist, woman too close to power and not enough to principle.

She refreshed the file metadata.

Anonymous IP. Bounced through seven proxies.

Professional. Purposeful.

They wanted her discredited. Before she could be a problem. Before the gubernatorial campaign officially launched.

Before Big Tex could take the next step... with her by his side.

A knock at the door.

She grabbed the Glock from under the throw blanket.

“Who is it?”

“It’s me,” Bam’s voice replied.

She opened the door just wide enough to see him, his 6’4” frame in a fitted longcoat, eyes scanning the hall behind her with the patience of a trained predator.

“You armed?” he asked.

Corrina raised an eyebrow. “Always.”

He stepped inside, closed the door, and locked it behind him.

“You’re not safe here.”

“I’m not safe anywhere.”

Bam didn’t argue. Just nodded.

“They’re escalating. The footage hit too fast to be from the press. This came from higher up.”

She stared at him. “Project Cleanse?”

Bam nodded. “Or the people behind it.”
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7:33 a.m. – Dallas County Courthouse – Basement Level Holding Room

Keisha Hardy-Thomas sat on a metal bench, shackled at the ankles, wrists cuffed in front of her.

She looked better than she had in months. Not good. But better. Her hair was neatly twisted back, her prison blues replaced with a dark navy suit, blazer a little too big for her thin frame. She wore no makeup. Just the weight of someone with nothing left to hide.

Two marshals stood at the door. One whispered into a radio. The other watched her like she was a live wire.

She didn’t flinch.

“You nervous?” the younger one asked.

Keisha looked up. “You ever testify against a woman who used to feed you dope and threaten to kill your kids in the same week?”

He blinked.

She smiled bitterly. “Then yeah. I’m nervous.”

A buzzer sounded. The door opened. A U.S. Attorney entered, briefcase in hand, tie loose, eyes exhausted.

“You ready?” he asked.

Keisha stood slowly.

“I was born ready. It just took me 38 years to believe it.”
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8:45 a.m. – City Hall, Executive Office

Greg stood at the window as Tracy Williams’ voice played through the speakerphone.

“They’re pulling Corrina into the scandal loop, Greg. It’s not just politics anymore. This is an eradication strategy. They’re trying to salt the earth behind you so nothing grows.”

Greg didn’t respond.

“Have you spoken to her?” Tracy asked.

“Not yet.”

“You need to. She’s the one they fear most.”

Brandon entered the office holding two files.

“New drop,” he said, placing the folders on the desk.

Greg opened the first. More surveillance.

The second?



A timeline.




All events surrounding Keisha’s arrest.




All filed under one coded classification:





FLINT PHASE II

Greg stared at the header.

“Who the hell is Flint?”

Brandon met his eyes. “Whoever’s pulling the strings.”

Greg reached into his drawer and pulled out his cufflinks. The ones Rev gave him. Polished silver. One read “Favor”, the other “Fire.”

He clipped them on slowly.

“This ain’t over,” he said.

Brandon nodded. “No. It’s just getting started.”
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Final Scene – Somewhere in Austin, Texas

Inside a polished office, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the capitol grounds.

The man in the black suit and cowboy boots sat across from the silver-haired strategist.

“They recovered Corrina,” the strategist said. “But not before the footage did its damage.”

The cowboy smiled.

“She’s cracked. She just doesn’t know it yet.”

The older man lit a cigar.

“What about the mayor?”

The cowboy stood, grabbed his black Stetson from the table, and walked to the window.

“He’s got the people. The pulpit. The press.”

He smirked.

“But he’s still just one man.”

He turned and tapped the folder on the table.

“Project Cleanse moves to Phase Three.”



“And next time we take a shot...




we don’t miss.”
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Chapter Two: The Wolves at the Door
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Dallas, Texas | 9:14 a.m.

The city buzzed beneath a blanket of tension.

Traffic snarled around City Hall as reporters, staffers, and silent operatives all moved through downtown like sharks circling a wound.

Inside the mayor’s office, the walls weren’t just listening anymore—they were leaking.

Greg sat at the edge of his desk, hands laced, eyes locked on the second folder Brandon had handed him that morning.

Inside: a breakdown of financial activity across ten months, spread across three shell companies—all linked to one central hub: Morningstar Civic Strategies.

Publicly, Morningstar was a community consulting firm. Privately, it was a laundromat for black-budget cash. And someone had paid them nearly $400,000 to tail, surveil, and smear Corrina Velasquez.

Greg’s phone buzzed again. Shontell this time.



“You’re scheduled to speak at the South Oak Faith Alliance luncheon at noon. Press is tight, donors are tense, but they’ll follow your lead.”





He didn’t respond. He was too focused on the name that kept repeating through the files:

C. Flint.

Always in the headers. Always attached to the most sensitive documents. Always initiating—but never responding.

A ghost with keys to his kingdom.

He looked up as Brandon leaned against the doorframe.

“You thinking what I’m thinking?” Brandon asked.

Greg nodded. “Whoever Flint is... they’ve got clearance that goes above our heads.”

“And they’re watching your every move.”
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10:26 a.m. – Corrina’s Apartment

Corrina sat in her kitchen, laptop open, TV muted, phone screen dark.

She was preparing her own kind of press release. Not one vetted by Brandon. Not something passed through the campaign’s legal team.

Something raw. Something hers.

Her hair was pulled back into a tight bun, a dark green blazer over a simple black tee. No gloss. No polish. Just truth and fury.

She hit record.



“To whoever leaked the footage, I want you to know:




You didn’t expose me.




You exposed yourselves.”





She paused.



“You proved that truth doesn’t scare you—women do.




And not just any women. But ones who know the playbook, because they used to write it.”
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