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The rain drummed against the windows, a steady, rhythmic sound that filled the silence of Andromeda Vance’s home. It was a quiet place, tucked away from the rest of the world, hidden like a secret she had long buried. The walls held no portraits, no lingering remnants of the past, except for a single framed photograph resting on the wooden mantel. In it, Elias smiled—a man who had once been her world, her light in the dark. And beside the frame, a small beagle puppy curled into itself, its tiny body rising and falling in a soft slumber.

Andromeda ran a hand through her jet-black hair, her fingers lingering at her temple. A headache pulsed behind her eyes, but she ignored it. Instead, she watched the puppy, her mind drifting back to the moment Elias had told her about his final gift.

"Something to remember me by," he had whispered, his voice hoarse, barely clinging to life. The hospital room had smelled of antiseptic and fading hope, the machines beeping in a steady rhythm, mocking her helplessness. "Her name is Luna. She's yours now."

She hadn’t spoken. She had only looked at him, her heart breaking, her body rigid, refusing to accept the inevitable. Elias had been her anchor, the one thing that had tethered her to something human. And when he was gone, she had feared the darkness inside her would rise again, swallowing her whole.

Now, Luna stirred, letting out a small whimper as she stretched her legs. Andromeda reached out instinctively, her fingers grazing the puppy’s soft fur. A warmth spread through her, unfamiliar and strange. It had been years since she had allowed herself to feel anything other than the dull ache of survival.

A crack of thunder rumbled through the sky, and Luna's ears perked up. The puppy turned her sleepy gaze toward Andromeda, her dark eyes reflecting an innocence Andromeda had long forgotten.

"You're safe," Andromeda murmured, more to herself than to the dog.

She rose from the chair and moved toward the kitchen, her steps soundless, a habit from a life she no longer wanted to acknowledge. She moved like a shadow, a ghost of what she had once been. Retrieving a small bowl, she filled it with water, then placed it beside Luna’s bed. The puppy sniffed at it hesitantly before lapping at the liquid, her tail wagging slightly.

A strange pang tugged at Andromeda’s chest. Was this what Elias had wanted? For her to find solace in something so small, so fragile? She exhaled, running a hand over her face. She had left that life behind. The one of blood and steel, of whispered names and silent deaths. Elias had helped her escape it, had shown her that there was more to life than vengeance and violence.

But peace was never meant for people like her.

The wind howled outside, rattling the windows. Something about the night felt different, heavy with an unspoken warning. Instincts she had buried long ago began to stir. Andromeda turned toward the door, her muscles tensing, her ears tuning into the silence. There was something out there, something watching.

Luna let out a small growl, her tiny frame stiffening.

Andromeda reached for the knife she kept hidden in the kitchen drawer, her fingers wrapping around the hilt with a familiarity she wished she had forgotten. Old habits died hard. Slowly, she moved toward the window, careful not to cast a shadow. She peered through the rain-streaked glass, her breath steady, controlled.

Nothing.

And yet, the unease remained.

Luna whined, pressing herself against Andromeda’s leg. She bent down, scooping the puppy into her arms. "It’s okay," she whispered, though she wasn’t sure if she was trying to comfort Luna or herself.

The storm raged on outside, but Andromeda knew better than to blame the weather for the chill creeping up her spine.

Darkness had found her again. And it was only a matter of time before it knocked on her door.

For years, she had lived in the shadows, keeping her distance from the world she had once ruled. The bloodshed, the merciless strikes, the endless cycle of violence—it had all been a part of her, but it was no longer the woman she wanted to be. Elias had shown her a different path, one where she could find peace, where she could live without looking over her shoulder. But as she gazed into the rain, she realized that peace was a luxury she could never afford.

Her phone buzzed, breaking her from her thoughts. She glanced down at the screen. A message. The number was unrecognized, but the message was unmistakable. The warning was clear, written in cryptic, cold words.

She’s coming for you. And she’s not alone.

A chill ran down Andromeda’s spine. The message had come from an unknown source, but she knew who it was meant for. There was only one person who could send such a message, someone who had watched her every move for years. Her past had found her, again.

She placed the phone back on the counter, her fingers trembling slightly. The world she had tried so hard to escape was now closing in on her. They had found her, and they weren’t going to let her go.

Luna, sensing her tension, whined softly, nuzzling against her. Andromeda stroked the puppy’s head, her mind racing. She had been living in hiding, changing locations, blending into the world as a shadow. She had hoped the life she had chosen would be enough, that she could bury the past beneath layers of time. But she had been wrong. It was never that simple.

With a deep breath, Andromeda set Luna down gently on the couch and moved toward the door. She grabbed her jacket, sliding it over her shoulders as she stepped into the cold, damp air outside. The rain soaked through her clothing immediately, but it didn’t matter. Her mind was focused elsewhere, on the hunt that had just begun.

The shadows were closing in on her, and Andromeda knew that if she was going to survive this, she would have to face it head-on. No more running. No more hiding.

She had spent years in the darkness, trying to outrun her demons, trying to bury the memories of the blood she had spilled. But now, the storm inside her was rising again, just like it always did when she was pushed to the edge. She had been made for this, forged in the fires of war, and she would fight for her survival once more.

Andromeda’s footsteps were steady and sure as she moved toward the road, her senses heightened. The world around her was silent, except for the rain and the distant rumble of thunder. But she knew the storm was not just outside. It was inside her, a force she had long kept at bay.

As she walked, she couldn’t help but think of Elias. He had given her Luna, a gift that had brought a flicker of light into her dark world. But the darkness never stayed away for long. And now, she had to face it once again. The question was no longer whether she could escape it. The question was whether she could survive it.

She turned a corner, her eyes scanning the shadows. Every street, every alley, every corner was a potential threat. The night was her ally, but it also concealed her enemies. She had lived this life for so long that it felt like second nature to her. But tonight, something felt different. The storm was more than just the weather—it was the harbinger of something far worse. Something that would stop at nothing to see her fall.

Andromeda’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of footsteps behind her. Quick, deliberate steps. She didn’t need to turn around to know she wasn’t alone.

The chase had begun.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Luna’s Death, Wrath Awakens
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The night was eerily quiet, the kind of silence that wrapped around Andromeda Vance like a shroud, pressing in from all sides. The storm had passed, leaving behind a sky streaked with silver clouds, faint traces of the thunderstorm’s rage now drifting away into the distance. There was no rain now, no wind—only the distant hum of the city beyond her secluded home. Andromeda sat on the couch, her fingers absently stroking Luna’s soft, velvety fur. The puppy, a small, innocent beagle, was curled against her side, breathing in the steady rhythm of sleep, the sound gentle, almost meditative. It was a comfort, something Andromeda hadn’t known in a long time. The old Mustang, parked outside in the gravel driveway, still held the warmth of an evening drive. The car had been a relic of another life—one she had fought so hard to leave behind. But even as she tried to bury her past, some things refused to stay hidden. They never truly could.

Luna stirred slightly, a soft growl rumbled from her tiny chest. Her little ears twitched, her nose wrinkling in that way puppies did when they sensed something amiss. Andromeda’s frown deepened, and a sharp, instinctive chill ran down her spine. Years of training, of living in the shadows, had sharpened her instincts to a fine point. Something wasn’t right. She could feel it—the whisper of something wrong in the air. The silence of the night was suddenly too oppressive, too still.

A crash shattered the tension in the air.

The sound of breaking glass, the splintering of wood. A door slamming open. The unmistakable presence of intruders.

Andromeda’s body reacted before her mind could catch up. She shot up from the couch, heart pounding in her chest. Luna barked sharply, her tiny body springing to alert, her eyes wide, ears flat against her head in alarm. Andromeda had only a moment to react, to brace herself, before the first blow came—a hard hit at the back of her skull that exploded into pain. Her vision went black for a split second, but she caught herself, staggering forward and grabbing the edge of the coffee table to steady herself.

A pair of strong hands seized her, dragging her back down. She was shoved hard to the floor, the impact rattling her bones. Another blow landed against her ribs. A sickening crack. The taste of blood filled her mouth, metallic and sour. Her pulse was a drumbeat in her ears. Every movement felt sluggish, heavy, as if her body were caught in a fog. Through the haze of pain, Andromeda managed to twist her head just enough to catch a glimpse of the leader.

Veronica Orlov.

A woman from Andromeda’s past, a dangerous one. Her lips curled into a smirk as she surveyed the chaos around her. The satisfaction in her eyes was unmistakable—cold, cruel, and hungry.

“You should’ve just sold me the car,” Veronica mused, her voice dripping with a twisted amusement. “But I suppose some people need to learn the hard way.”

Andromeda tried to move, to fight back, but the weight on her body was too much. A boot pressed hard against her back, keeping her pinned to the floor. Her body screamed in protest, but there was little she could do. Luna barked furiously, her tiny form leaping at the intruders, a fearless, frantic ball of fury. But Veronica barely spared a glance for the puppy. Her gaze flicked toward Luna, her lips curling into a sadistic smile.

“Noisy little thing, isn’t she?” Veronica said, her tone casual, almost bored.

Andromeda’s pulse spiked. Her heart pounded so hard, it felt like it might burst from her chest. “Don’t,” she rasped, her voice raw with the desperation she couldn’t suppress. She struggled against the weight holding her down, but her limbs were slow, sluggish from the pain. There was nothing left of her former strength—nothing left of the woman who had once been unstoppable. She was drowning in helplessness, a feeling she had tried to bury for so long.

Veronica’s eyes gleamed with malice, her lips parting into a smile that sent a chill running through Andromeda’s veins. She crouched beside her, fingers lightly gripping Andromeda’s chin, forcing her to look up. The pressure against her skull was unbearable.

“Consider this... motivation,” Veronica whispered mockingly, before pulling away.

Time seemed to freeze. The world slowed, every moment stretching like an eternity, and all Andromeda could hear was the steady thrum of her heartbeat. She knew what was coming next—knew it before Veronica even reached for her gun. The weapon came into view, gleaming in the dim light.

A single shot rang out, sharp and final.

The sound tore through the air, a deafening crack that shattered the silence. Andromeda’s chest seized in a breath she couldn’t take. She didn’t feel it at first, the impact, the deathly blow. She only felt the absence, the loss, the hollow void where everything she had loved was torn away.

And then silence. A thick, suffocating silence.

She couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. Every muscle in her body locked into place as her vision blurred and her mind struggled to catch up. The pressure on her back lifted as the intruders moved away, their boots thudding on the wooden floor, their laughter echoing in her ears like the taunting cries of vultures. Veronica’s footsteps drew closer, and Andromeda felt fingers digging into her chin once more. Veronica forced her to look up, her eyes filled with a kind of sick satisfaction.

“You’ll live,” Veronica whispered, the words dripping with mockery. “For now.”

Footsteps. The rumble of an engine outside. The screech of tires. The unmistakable sound of departure.

Andromeda stayed motionless, frozen in the stillness that followed, a hollow emptiness spreading in her chest. Pain seeped into her bones, but it wasn’t physical pain that consumed her—it was grief. A grief so raw, so violent, it tore at her from the inside out. She had been here before, in this place of loss, and each time, it felt worse.

Painfully, with every ounce of strength she had left, Andromeda pushed herself up. Her vision swam, her body shaking with the effort. She staggered, one step after another, until she finally reached Luna. The puppy lay motionless on the floor, her tiny body still, the soft rise and fall of her chest gone. The light in her dark eyes was extinguished, leaving behind nothing but the coldness of death.

A sob tore itself from Andromeda’s chest, broken and shattered. She reached out with trembling fingers, her hand brushing against Luna’s soft fur. The warmth was fading, slipping away like sand through her fingers. The pain in her chest deepened, sharp and jagged, as she realized the truth. Elias was gone, and now so was Luna—the last piece of him. Gone, just like everything else.

She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the grief consume her. But beneath the ache, something else stirred—something dark, something vicious. Andromeda inhaled sharply, and the rage that had always lurked beneath the surface flared to life. It consumed her, taking over her thoughts, her actions, her soul. The Revenant was waking once again. The woman she had tried so hard to bury was rising, clawing her way out of the tomb she had locked herself in.

She stood, her movements slow, deliberate. The reflection in the window caught her eye—a woman covered in blood, broken, but with eyes that burned with an unrelenting fury. They had no idea what they had unleashed. No idea what they had done to her.

The past had found her, and she had no intention of running from it any longer.
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Veronica Steals, Blood Must Spill
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The city had been cloaked in a thick veil of rain, the kind that washed the streets clean but also made everything feel heavy, drenched in the scent of gasoline and wet asphalt. Neon lights flickered erratically, casting faint glows against the slick, dark streets that ran like veins through the heart of the city. The constant hum of the urban sprawl seemed muted beneath the roar of thunder. But in the silence that followed the storm, Andromeda Vance moved as if the world itself had parted to make way for her.

She was a shadow among shadows, her footsteps barely making a sound against the wet concrete. There was no hesitation in her now. No fear. No doubt. Only vengeance. The kind that burned like an unquenchable fire, relentlessly consuming every thought, every impulse, until there was nothing left but rage.

The underground crime network had once been her domain, the place she’d ruled with an iron fist and a silent blade. She knew its corners and its creatures like no one else. The whispers of her return had already started to ripple through the cracks of the underworld. They said she was back. They said she was coming for them all. The Revenant was hunting.

Her first stop was a garage on the outskirts of the city—a place where the forgotten and the desperate hid from the law and from their own demons. The kind of place that reeked of oil and rust, where even the walls seemed to absorb the pain of its inhabitants. Marco, the mechanic who worked there, was someone from her past. They’d crossed paths before, back when she had a different life, a different name. A life that had almost killed her.

And now, she was standing in front of him again, only this time, she had no time for niceties.

"Marco," she said, her voice low but sharp, the tone of someone used to being obeyed.

The man looked up, his hands still smeared with grease, his eyes narrowing as he took in the sight of her. It took a second for recognition to flash across his face, but when it did, he wiped his hands on a rag and eyed her cautiously.

"Andromeda?" he asked, his voice filled with surprise, but also something else—fear.

She didn’t answer him right away. Instead, she just stared at him, waiting for the truth to come out.

"My car," she said. "Where is it?"

Marco hesitated, his gaze flicking toward the back of the garage as if expecting someone to jump out of the shadows. Then, after a long pause, he sighed and nodded toward the rear of the shop.

"Veronica Orlov took it," Marco said, his voice lowering, like he was telling a secret. "Had it delivered to her father’s club. Nikolai Orlov's place. You know it."

Andromeda’s jaw tightened, her expression hardening. Veronica Orlov. The woman who had stolen not only her car but something far more precious. Andromeda had no love for the Orlov family. She had crossed them before, and they had crossed her. They would regret it.

The mention of Nikolai’s club made her stomach tighten. Nikolai Orlov ran a place that was as much a fortress as it was a den of iniquity. It was a palace of power and violence, surrounded by men who would kill without question. They wouldn’t even blink at the sight of blood.

But Andromeda had faced worse. She had survived worse.

"Thank you, Marco," she said, turning to leave. "I’ll take care of it."

"Wait," Marco called out to her as she walked toward the door, his voice filled with hesitation. "You really planning to go in there alone?"

Andromeda stopped, her back still to him. For a brief moment, she felt the weight of his gaze on her. He was worried, and she could feel it. But she didn’t need anyone else. She never had. She had lived alone in the shadows, and she would die in them, too, if that’s what it took.

"I won’t be alone for long," she replied, her voice soft but tinged with finality.

And with that, she left the garage and stepped out into the night once more.

The club was a monument to excess. A towering structure of glass and steel, designed to intimidate and beguile all who entered. Inside, the air was thick with the smell of expensive perfume and alcohol, mixing with the sound of throbbing bass that reverberated through every surface. People laughed and drank, exchanging promises and lies under the dim, pulsing lights. The club’s walls were a reflection of its owner’s desires—sleek, polished, and hiding a darkness that threatened to consume anyone who got too close.

Andromeda moved through the crowd like a wraith, slipping through the maze of bodies with practiced ease. The music was deafening, but it did little to drown out the ever-present hum of danger in the air. She was here for one thing only: the stolen Mustang.

But she would take more than that tonight. She would take her revenge.

Two men stood guard by the entrance to the VIP lounge. They were big, imposing, and their suits looked like they’d cost more than most people made in a year. But to Andromeda, they were nothing more than obstacles.

Without breaking stride, she closed the distance between them in a blur of motion. Her hand flashed out, and with a quick twist of the wrist, one man collapsed to the floor, his windpipe crushed. Before the second guard could react, she was on him, her blade sliding between his ribs with lethal precision. He barely had time to make a sound before he slumped to the ground, his life spilling out onto the floor.

Andromeda didn’t pause to admire her work. There was no time for that. She moved deeper into the club, leaving the bodies behind as she made her way through the winding halls, each step bringing her closer to the heart of the storm. The walls seemed to close in on her, but she pushed forward, her eyes scanning every shadow, every corner. The guards were no match for her. She moved like a ghost, her blade flashing in the dim light, snapping bones and severing tendons with deadly precision.

The air was thick with blood by the time she reached the VIP lounge. The stench of death was everywhere now, the sharp tang of metal and the sickly sweetness of blood mixing with the club’s perfume. She didn’t hesitate. She pushed the door open, and the laughter that had once filled the room immediately faltered. It was replaced by a tense silence, the kind that only comes when people realize they’re standing in the presence of something far more dangerous than they had ever anticipated.

Veronica Orlov sat on a plush velvet couch, a glass of champagne in one hand, surrounded by a handful of men whose eyes followed Andromeda with something between awe and fear. Veronica’s eyes locked with hers across the room, and for a moment, there was nothing but cold silence. Then Veronica’s smile faltered, her eyes widening in realization.

"No," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the pounding music, but Andromeda heard it clearly. "No, it can’t be you."

But it was too late.

The Revenant had come.

Andromeda stepped forward, each movement slow, deliberate. She could see the fear in Veronica’s eyes now, the recognition that the woman standing before her was not the same Andromeda who had once been broken. No, this was someone far worse. This was a woman who had been forged in blood, in death, and in rage.

Veronica dropped her champagne glass, the crystal shattering on the floor as she scrambled to stand. She reached for her gun, but Andromeda was faster, her blade already out, slicing through the air like it was an extension of herself.

Veronica’s scream was drowned out by the thundering music, but the message was clear. The Revenant had come for her, and this time, there would be no escape.

Blood would spill.

And in the end, only vengeance would remain.
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The Revenant Returns For Vengeance
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The moment Andromeda stepped through the threshold of the VIP lounge, chaos erupted.

It was as if the world had known what was coming. The silence that fell between her and Veronica Orlov stretched like a thin thread about to snap. The tension was suffocating, crackling in the air as the room seemed to hold its breath. Then, in an instant, everything shattered into action.

The armed guards in the room surged forward, their hands reaching for their weapons in the blink of an eye, but they were too slow. Andromeda was faster. She’d been trained for this moment, for the rush of adrenaline and the precise calm that came with taking lives. The first shot rang out, the sound deafening in the silence. A man to her left jerked backward, his body pitching violently as the bullet tore through him. Blood sprayed, dark and thick, splattering across the luxurious velvet of the couch. His body crumpled to the ground in a heap, his life already drained from him.

The second guard, his hand already reaching for his sidearm, never had a chance. Andromeda fired again. The bullet hit his throat, and his scream was silenced in a horrific gurgle as he dropped to the floor, the life draining from his wide, horrified eyes.

Veronica screamed. It was high-pitched, frantic, as she scrambled backward, her body desperately trying to create distance between her and the carnage unfolding before her. The champagne bottle she’d been holding tipped over, spilling its contents across the floor, but Veronica wasn’t paying attention to that. She was already in motion, eyes wide with panic as she searched for any escape.

The remaining guards didn’t hesitate; they surged forward, their training kicking in, but they were no match for Andromeda. She moved like a specter of death, her twin pistols barking as she tore through their ranks. Her movements were smooth, deliberate, every shot placed with deadly accuracy. She was a machine, her focus unbreakable as she weaved between bodies, cutting them down one by one.

A man lunged at her from behind. She felt the movement before it happened, her instincts honed from years in the shadows. She spun, fast and fluid, and her blade sliced through his throat with a clean swipe. His body crumpled, lifeless, at her feet, but she didn’t break stride. Another guard came at her from the side, brandishing a knife aimed at her ribs. With a swift motion, she caught his wrist, twisting his arm until he gasped, his face twisted in pain. Before he could react, she turned his own weapon against him, driving the blade deep into his gut. He gasped, shock registering in his eyes, before he collapsed onto the floor.

Gunfire roared through the club, drowning out the once-pulsing music, turning the atmosphere into a frenzy of screams, chaos, and panic. Bottles shattered, furniture overturned as terrified patrons scrambled for the exits. Some fell, trampled underfoot as they pushed each other out of the way, desperate to escape the bloodbath that had erupted in the heart of the club.

But Veronica was already running.

Andromeda’s eyes tracked her, unwavering, as Veronica bolted for the back exit. Andromeda’s rage flared anew, hot and burning in her chest. The hunt wasn’t over—not yet. She reloaded as she moved, stepping over the bodies of the men who had once thought themselves safe in their roles as enforcers of Veronica Orlov's empire. Her breath remained steady, her pulse a cold, unrelenting machine that no longer felt the weight of her actions.

The corridor leading to the exit was lined with more reinforcements. More bodies to cut down. They were desperate, fear overtaking their professional composure as they scrambled to try and make up for the chaos unfolding in their wake. But they were already dead. Andromeda didn’t hesitate.

The first man fell with a clean shot to the head, his body dropping like a puppet with its strings severed. The second man hesitated, a flicker of doubt crossing his eyes as he raised his weapon. It was all the opening Andromeda needed. She sent a bullet through his knee, the sound of the shot echoing through the narrow corridor. The man screamed, collapsing, clutching at his leg in pain, but it was too late. Andromeda finished him with a merciless shot to his temple, ending his life in a flash of red.

The last man tried to run, his footsteps frantic as he turned on his heel and bolted down the hall. But Andromeda was quicker. Her knife, already drawn, flew through the air with deadly precision. It buried itself between his shoulder blades before he could take another step. He fell forward, blood pooling beneath him in an ever-expanding stain.

She stepped over him, moving with purpose, each step calculated as she neared the exit. She could feel the tension in the air shift. Outside, the city was waiting. The damp night air hit her as she stepped out into the alley. She took a deep breath, the cool air seeping into her lungs, but there was no time to savor the reprieve.

Veronica was still ahead, her heels clicking frantically against the wet pavement. She was panicking now, her footsteps erratic as she dashed toward safety. Her once-pristine appearance was ruined, her hair a wild mess as her eyes flitted over her shoulder. She could hear the sound of Andromeda’s approach, but she didn’t dare turn to face the inevitable.

Andromeda moved forward, her footsteps slow, deliberate. The distance between them closed quickly. The alley was dimly lit, the flickering glow of a single streetlamp casting eerie shadows on the walls. Veronica’s breathing was ragged, her fear palpable as she pressed herself into the cold brick wall. She was cornered. There was nowhere left to run.

"No, please!" Veronica shrieked, her voice cracking with terror. She spun around, her back pressed against the wall as she raised her hands in a futile attempt to protect herself. "You don’t have to do this!"

Andromeda didn’t break her stride. She slowed only for a moment, her silhouette a dark figure against the murk of the alley. Her gun was raised, the cold steel gleaming under the light of the flickering streetlamp.

"I can give you money," Veronica pleaded, her words coming out in desperate gasps. "More than you can imagine. Power. Anything you want. I—I’ll work for you. I swear it. You don’t have to—"

Andromeda’s expression remained unreadable, her gaze cold and unfeeling. There was no need for words. The moment she had found Luna lifeless on the floor, the decision had already been made. There would be no mercy, no negotiations.

Veronica’s lips trembled as the realization set in. Her body shook as she took a step back, her hands trembling at her sides. "No—please—" she begged, her voice barely above a whisper, her eyes wide with panic.

The sound of the gunshot echoed through the alley, and Veronica’s body crumpled against the cold brick wall. A dark stain spread beneath her, the crimson blood mixing with the rainwater pooling at her feet. Her eyes remained open, frozen in terror, a final expression of fear that would never leave her.

Andromeda exhaled slowly, the weight of the world lifting from her shoulders in that single, final breath. She lowered her gun, but her eyes never left Veronica’s lifeless form. The distant wail of sirens reached her ears, a reminder that the city was stirring, but it was already too late.

The Revenant had returned. And this was only the beginning.

Andromeda turned away, her heart cold, her mind set on the path she had chosen. There would be no more stopping. This wasn’t just vengeance. This was a reckoning.
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Hunting The Orlov Crime Family
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The bounty spread through the underworld like wildfire. Nikolai Orlov, a man whose name alone inspired terror, had set the price high enough to turn even allies into opportunists. Every contract killer, mercenary, and low-life with a gun saw Andromeda Vance as their golden ticket. Yet, instead of fear, Andromeda felt something else—a familiar hunger, the kind that burned through hesitation and left only vengeance in its wake.

The night had always been her ally, the darkness her cloak. It was in the shadows where she thrived, where she felt most alive. The streets of the city had changed since her disappearance, but the underworld had stayed the same. Corrupt, ruthless, and ready to destroy anyone who dared challenge it. And now, Andromeda was ready to do just that. The underworld had one name on its lips, and it was hers.

They came for her in the dead of night, slipping through the shadows, weapons drawn. The first to try was a pair of ambitious hitmen who broke into her temporary hideout in a crumbling warehouse near the docks. The structure groaned under the weight of years, its steel skeleton rusted and peeling, but Andromeda had made it her sanctuary. It was hidden, forgotten, a place where she could move in silence, where she could plan her next strike. But tonight, the stillness would be shattered.

Andromeda heard their footsteps before she saw them. The soft click of a gun being readied. The barely audible shift of fabric as one of them adjusted his stance. Amateurs. They thought they could surprise her. Thought they could take her down.

The first man was dead before he even knew what had hit him. A single, silent movement sent a blade flying from her hand, embedding itself deep into the throat of the first attacker. He barely had time to gurgle before collapsing onto the concrete. Blood pooled beneath him, staining the floor as his body crumpled. The other hitman froze, his eyes widening with a mix of surprise and fear. He reached for his gun, but Andromeda was already on him.

She moved like a blur, twisting his wrist with brutal force, forcing the gun downward before driving her knee into his ribs. The sharp snap echoed in the dark, the sound of a broken man. He gasped in pain, but she showed no mercy. With one swift motion, she seized his own knife from his belt and drove it into his heart. The light drained from his eyes, and his body fell to the ground with a thud, his blood mingling with the other man’s.

Andromeda stood over them, wiping her blade on the remnants of their clothes. She didn’t even break a sweat. More would come, and she welcomed them. Let them come. She was prepared for what was to come next. She was always prepared.

The only way to end this was to go after Nikolai himself. But not directly—no, she would dismantle him piece by piece, take his power, his money, his men. She would leave him exposed, vulnerable, afraid. And when the time came, she would put a bullet between his eyes. She would take everything from him. No mercy. No remorse.

She began with his supply chains. The Orlov empire thrived on trafficking—guns, drugs, people. It didn’t matter what the product was, as long as it was profitable. His warehouses were his lifeline. Without them, his men would have nothing to sell, nothing to trade for protection. And the Orlovs would crumble. She’d start with the warehouses, hit them where it hurt.

The first strike came at midnight.

The warehouse on Pier 17 was heavily guarded, the steel gates and barbed wire enough to deter most would-be attackers. But Andromeda was no ordinary attacker. She was a ghost, a phantom who moved unseen, her presence barely a whisper in the wind. She knew how to make herself invisible.

She moved like a phantom through the shipping containers, slipping between the shadows, unnoticed by the guards who stood obliviously in their posts. Her heart beat steady, her mind calm. She didn’t think, didn’t hesitate. Every move was instinct, honed over years of training and experience. She was a predator in its prime.

One by one, she picked off the sentries. A snapped neck. A knife to the kidney. A silenced shot to the temple. They never saw her coming. By the time the remaining guards realized what was happening, it was too late. The explosion she’d planted on the main storage line went off with a deafening roar. The sky lit up in an inferno of flames and twisted metal. The blast was a declaration, a message to Nikolai that the Revenant had returned.

The Orlovs had lost millions in product, their strongest foothold in the city reduced to nothing but smoldering rubble. And yet, Andromeda knew it wasn’t enough. It was only the beginning. One strike would never be enough. She had to send a message, something that would make Nikolai cower in fear, make him regret ever setting the bounty on her head.

The next night, she hit another storage facility. This time, she executed the overseer as a warning. She made sure to leave his body on display for anyone who came after her, his lifeless eyes staring up at the ceiling, the blood pooling around him a testament to her message. But she wasn’t done. Not by a long shot.

Andromeda's next move was even bolder. A shipment convoy, carrying valuable weapons and goods for the Orlovs, was ambushed. She had the convoy outnumbered, and by the time the last of the men realized what was happening, their bodies littered the street. No survivors. Not a single soul left to tell the tale.

The whispers began.

The Revenant was back.

The fear that spread through Nikolai's ranks was palpable. His men began to desert him, unwilling to stand against a ghost who never missed her mark. Some of them begged for mercy, throwing down their weapons and begging for their lives. Andromeda granted them nothing. There was no room for mercy in her world. She had made her decision long ago, and now there was no turning back.

She was methodical, precise. Every attack was a message. She would show Nikolai that no one was safe. She would leave him with nothing. The walls were closing in on him, and he didn’t even know it.

Nikolai’s response was swift and brutal. He doubled the bounty, sent his best men to hunt her down. They came in waves—squads of trained killers, each with a reputation of their own. They thought they could stop her, thought they could put an end to her reign of terror. But they were wrong.

Andromeda buried them all.

One night, she found herself cornered in an abandoned train yard. The rusted remains of old locomotives loomed like ghosts in the fog, casting eerie shadows over the tracks. Three elite enforcers boxed her in. She had nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. But she didn’t need to.

The first one charged at her with a machete, his face twisted in a snarl of rage. His mistake was assuming she would retreat, that she would fear him. She didn’t. Andromeda ducked under his swing, twisting in a fluid motion to drive a blade deep into his gut. His scream was cut short as she used his own momentum to flip him onto the tracks. A bullet to the head ensured he wouldn’t rise again.

The second was smarter, keeping his distance. He fired precise shots, aiming for her chest. But Andromeda was faster. She weaved between the rusted train cars, staying low, listening for his breathing. She could hear the slight hitch in his inhale, the subtle shift in his position as he reloaded. That’s when she struck.

She emerged from the shadows like a predator pouncing on its prey. The two engaged in a brutal hand-to-hand exchange, each blow landing with a sickening thud. Andromeda’s knife buried itself deep into his chest, and his body crumpled to the ground, lifeless.

The last one tried to flee. But Andromeda was already there, her gun raised, her aim true. A single bullet lodged itself between his shoulder blades before he could take another step.

The city bled under her wrath, and soon, there would be nowhere left for Nikolai Orlov to hide.

Andromeda wasn’t finished. This was only the beginning. The Orlov empire was a house of cards, and she was ready to knock it down piece by piece. She would make sure that Nikolai paid for every life he had ruined. She would make sure that no one was left standing when she was done.

The hunt had only just begun.
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Bullets, Blades, And Broken Bones
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The night was still, the distant hum of the city barely reaching the desolate highway cutting through the outskirts like a jagged scar. The night sky was endless, ink-black and suffocating, with no stars to pierce its cold surface. The air hung heavy, thick with the scent of oil and asphalt, mingling with the anticipation that coiled in Andromeda Vance's chest. Her breath was steady, slow and deliberate, as she crouched behind the wreckage of an old truck. The faintest of sounds echoed from the distant highway, but her senses were sharp, her focus unyielding. She wasn’t just waiting; she was preparing for what would come next.

Andromeda's gloved hands gripped the familiar handle of her modified handgun. It was an extension of herself, as familiar as breathing, as essential as the blood coursing through her veins. She adjusted her position slightly, every movement calculated, every muscle prepared for the violent encounter she knew was imminent. Her body, sleek and predatory, melded with the shadows. Time seemed to stretch as her mind raced through her plan, fine-tuning every detail in her head.

The sound of engines grew louder, closer. A trio of black armored SUVs appeared, their headlights cutting through the darkness like the sharp edge of a blade. The deep growl of the engines rumbled in the distance, a sound that sent a jolt of excitement through her. Inside those vehicles, Nikolai Orlov sat, unaware of the fate that awaited him. He was nothing more than a target now—a man with a name so feared it could crumble entire empires. But tonight, it was his empire that would burn, his name that would become a whisper of terror in the shadows.

Andromeda’s pulse slowed. Her breathing deepened, her movements calm and controlled. She raised her weapon, the barrel aligned with the lead vehicle’s tire. The first shot rang out, breaking the silence like the crack of thunder, and she saw the result unfold in slow motion. The bullet found its mark, puncturing the front tire of the lead SUV. The vehicle swerved violently, its tires screeching against the road. It crashed, flipping onto its side in a violent dance of twisted metal and shattered glass. For a moment, the world stood still.
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