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For the ones who were told to be patient, while everything was taken from them piece by piece.

For the workers replaced, the voices ignored, and the people pushed far enough that something finally snapped.

For those who know the system doesn’t break on its own—it has to be forced.


Because sometimes an uprising doesn’t start in the streets.
Sometimes it starts in a locked room, with one person deciding enough is enough.


If you’ve ever watched it all burn and known exactly who lit the match—this one’s for you.


And because every revolution needs a rhythm, I’ve put together a soundtrack for the breaking point.
Click, press play—and let the noise drown out the lies.


Happy Workers’ Day—May your numbers be strong, your voices loud, and your fire impossible to ignore.


This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to actual people or incidents is purely coincidental.
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Smoke & Mirrors


Pressure has a way of changing a place, even one as stubbornly beautiful as Paris. Europe isn’t at war, not officially, but it’s sitting close enough to the edge that people have started acting like the distinction doesn’t matter.

You see it in the way they move. The way they watch each other. In the tension that sits just under the surface, like something waiting for an excuse.

As I move through the historic streets in the heart of the city, it feels less like Paris is bracing for something coming… and more like it’s already started to turn in on itself.

Smoke clings low to the streets.

Not the kind that comes from something already burning, or the kind that belongs to warm fireplaces and better memories. No pine cones. No beechwood. Just the thin, chemical haze that refuses to lift.

Tear gas.

It drifts between buildings, settles into fabric, seeps into lungs—indistinct, disorienting, and deliberate.

Somewhere ahead, a crowd surges and breaks against a line it isn’t meant to cross. Somewhere behind me, sirens start and don’t stop. The city is already choking on it, and the day hasn’t even properly started.

May Day isn’t just another date on the calendar. Not this year.

Not with everything already stretched this thin.

The main march is already forming along the usual route—République down toward Bastille and on to Nation—a slow-moving artery of bodies, banners, and building pressure. It’s organised. You can see it in the flow, the pacing, the way the crowd moves as one.

But that kind of order only holds until something gives.

Because the real trouble never stays on the main road.

It slips off into the side streets, into places like the 11th arrondissement, where the buildings press in close, and the exits narrow just enough to turn a protest into a trap. That’s where the crowd fractures—smaller groups, tighter clusters, black on black, faces masked, energy coiled and waiting for the right moment to snap.

The Gendarmerie see it too.

Lines tighten. Shields come up. Batons shift from resting position to ready without anyone needing to say a word.

Somewhere ahead, something cracks—glass, maybe bone—and the surge changes shape.

Protesters line the streets, shouting, angry fists cutting into the grey morning air. You don’t need a manifesto to understand it.

Empty shelves. Rising food prices. Petrol climbing high enough that getting to work starts costing more than the job pays.

And then there are the jobs that just… disappear.

Companies trimming “excess.” Automating what’s left. Replacing people with systems.
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