
Prologue

“Revenge is an act of passion; vengeance of justice. Injuries are revenged; crimes are avenged” 

The Pact

The neon lights outside the dingy bar buzzed and flickered like a dying heartbeat, casting jagged shadows across the faces of seven women huddled in a back booth. Around them, the clinking of glasses and bursts of laughter formed a lively backdrop, but in their corner, an unsettling quiet reigned. Drinks sat untouched, condensation pooling on the cheap veneer of the table. Their focus wasn’t on the alcohol, it was on each other.

This wasn’t a chance meeting. They had all known one another for years, once inseparable, but life had stretched their bonds. Careers, lovers, children, and grief had each pulled them in separate directions. Tonight, though, they weren’t just catching up. Tonight was about a decision, one that would rewrite everything.

Sophia, the lawyer, was the first to break the silence. She sat poised, her sharp eyes scanning the group like a predator sizing up prey. Her fingers curled around her wine glass as if she wanted to shatter it.

“I’ve had enough,” she said, her voice low but taut with restrained anger. “I can’t keep living like this.”

Mia, elegant and aloof, raised an eyebrow as she swirled the whiskey in her glass. “Enough of what?” Her tone was smooth, but an edge beneath it, like a blade veiled in silk. “We’ve all had our fill of heartbreak.”

Sophia’s lips twitched into a bitter smile. “Heartbreak doesn’t cover it. I gave that man my life, my trust, and my future. He drained me dry and left me in ruins. Now he’s out there living like nothing ever happened.” Her voice cracked, but her eyes didn’t waver. “I’m done being his victim.”

The air thickened as her words settled over the group. Around the table, a tide of memories began to surface love turned to lies, promises broken, and dignity stripped away piece by piece.

Mia leaned in, her gaze locked on Sophia. “You’re angry. Fine. But what are you saying?”

Sophia’s reply was a whisper laced with venom. “We make them pay.”

The words hung in the air like a noose, tightening with each second of silence.

Olivia, always cautious, shifted uncomfortably. “Pay? You mean—”

“I mean we take them out,” Sophia interrupted, her voice as sharp as a scalpel. “Every last one of them.”

The table went still. Even the soft hum of the bar seemed to fade as they absorbed her meaning.

“You’re talking about murder,” Ava said, her voice barely audible. Her hands trembled slightly as she placed her glass down.

Sophia didn’t flinch. “Call it what you want. Justice. Retribution. Self-preservation. They’ve taken everything from us our love, careers... our futures. It’s time we take something back.”

Mia, always the pragmatic one, leaned back, arms crossed. “You’ve thought this through. Haven’t you?”

Sophia’s lips curved into a grim smile. “I’ve been planning this for months. If we’re smart and stick together, we’ll leave no trace. They’ll never see it coming.”

Mia’s lips parted in a sharp laugh, more bitter than amused. “You really think it’s that simple?”

“It has to be,” Sophia replied. “We’re lawyers, doctors, strategists. We know how they think. We know how to cover our tracks.”

The others exchanged uneasy glances, the weight of the proposal pressing down on them.

Chloe, silent until now, leaned forward. Her smile was thin, her voice a low purr that sent chills down their spines. “I’ve been used, lied to, and thrown away too many times to count. They treat us like toys, and when they’re done, they toss us aside.” Her gaze darkened a predator’s gleam in her eyes. “You want me in? Consider it done.”

Lily, quiet and hesitant, looked around the table, her voice trembling. “But what if we get caught? If we go through with this, there’s no going back.”

“No one will catch us,” Sophia said, her tone brooking no argument. “We’re not amateurs. We’ll plan everything. No mistakes. No second chances.”

Isabella, the most jaded among them, snorted. “It’s not about getting caught. It’s about whether you’ve got the stomach for it. Words are one thing. Blood is another.”

The tension escalated as each woman silently questioned whether they were truly capable of what Sophia proposed. But as the moments ticked by, resolve began to harden behind their eyes. Each had her reasons, her demons to exorcise.

Isabella was the first to speak. “If we do this, there’s no room for doubt. No hesitation.”

Sophia nodded. “Agreed.”

Ava exhaled slowly, her voice like steel. “Then it’s settled. One by one, they’ll pay for what they’ve done.”

The room grew heavier, the kind of quiet that comes before a storm. They didn’t need to say it aloud, but each of them understood what this pact meant. There would be no turning back, no absolution, and no room for regret.

When the bartender called the last call, they stood gathering their coats in silence. As they stepped out into the chilly night air, the neon light from the bar cast a ghostly glow over their faces.

None of them truly felt the cold. Their hearts burned with a singular, dark purpose.

And somewhere in the night, a clock began counting down to their first act of vengeance.
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Chapter 1: Sophia - Pride

“Follow your inner moonlight; don’t hide the madness” ... Allen Ginsberg

Sophia stood at the floor-to-ceiling window of her high-rise apartment, the city sprawling beneath her like a beast at rest. From this height, it was deceptively serene. The streets glowed with the steady rhythm of traffic lights, headlights flickering like fireflies in the night. Buildings rose and fell like jagged teeth, creating a labyrinth of concrete and glass.

She traced the skyline with her eyes, imagining the lives playing out below the lies whispered in dimly lit offices, the betrayals exchanged over elegant dinners, and the secrets buried beneath the weight of ambition. To her, it was a chessboard, each piece maneuvering to survive. And she had just made the first move.

Her reflection stared back at her from the glass: cold, unrecognizable. The woman she had once been the ambitious lawyer with dreams of justice and accolades was gone. What remained was someone sharper, harder, forged in the fire of betrayal. Jonathan had created this version of her. And tonight, he’ll reap the consequences.

Turning from the window, Sophia walked toward her desk, her heels punctuating the silence like a metronome. The polished hardwood floor gleamed under the soft glow of recessed lighting, the room immaculate and sterile, mirroring the life she had built precise, controlled, and utterly empty.

Her gaze fell on the photo on her desk, the last relic of an illusion she had clung to for too long. Jonathan’s face smiled back at her, frozen in a moment of triumph, his arm draped around her shoulders. She picked up the frame, her fingers tightening around the edges as the memories unspooled, sharp as broken glass.

Their beginning had been a calculated dance of ambition and attraction. She had met him at a charity gala, her guard high but her curiosity piqued. Jonathan had drawn her in with his charm, sharp wit, and that disarming smile. For a moment, she had believed they were equals two predators circling the same prey. She had been wrong.

What began as admiration had turned sour. Jonathan’s charm had become a weapon, his confidence a mask for the insecurity lurking beneath. He had envied her drive, resented her success, and like a thief in the night, he had stolen it all.


Sophia’s grip on the photo tightened, digging her nails into the wood. She remembered the meeting where he had stolen her dream and passed it off as his own. The applause of the boardroom still echoed in her ears, their admiration directed entirely at him. She had stood in the shadow of his victory, invisible.


The promotion she had earned had gone to him. He had twisted her words, sabotaged her work, and smiled at her as if daring her to challenge him. Each triumph he claimed, each indignity she endured had carved a deeper wound. And then came the final insult: his quiet dismissal of her, as if her very existence had become a burden.

The photo frame cracked under her grip. She placed it down carefully, smoothing her hands over her tailored dress. Tonight wasn’t about anger. It was about execution.

The restaurant was perfect, a hidden gem reserved for those who thrived on exclusivity. Sophia had chosen it with care, knowing Jonathan’s weakness for luxury. The dim lighting, the discreet staff, the air of untouchable sophistication. It was the stage she needed.

When he arrived, she saw it immediately; the smug confidence, the polished veneer of success. He kissed her cheek, his cologne, a mixture of wealth and ego.

“It’s been too long,” he said, sliding into the booth across from her. His smile was charming, but his eyes glinted with something sharper dominance, control.

Sophia matched his expression, her lips curving into a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “I thought it was time for us to... reconnect.”

The wine arrived, a bottle she had chosen with deliberate care. Jonathan’s face lit up as the waiter presented it, his arrogance shining.

“An excellent choice,” he said, pouring a glass for himself. He raised it in a toast. “To new beginnings.”

Sophia’s smile tightened. “To endings,” she murmured, clinking her glass to his.

As he sipped, he launched into a monologue about his latest triumphs deals closed, and accolades earned. Sophia listened, nodding in all the right places, while her mind worked with surgical precision.

The wine was perfect, the toxin undetectable. It would act quickly but subtly, mimicking natural causes. Sophia had spent weeks preparing researching every detail to ensure there would be no mistakes.

Jonathan took another sip, then another. His words began to slow, movements less fluid. A flicker of confusion crossed his face as he set the glass down.

“Feeling alright?” Sophia asked, her voice laced with concern.

He frowned, blinking rapidly. “I... I don’t know. Just—dizzy.”

The waiter arrived with the main course, but Jonathan barely glanced at it. Beads of sweat formed on his brow, and his breathing grew shallow.

Sophia leaned forward, her expression softening as she reached for his hand. “You don’t look well, Jonathan. Maybe you should rest.”

His eyes met hers, wide with dawning realization. But it was too late. The poison had taken hold. His body slumped forward, his hand knocking over the glass.

The restaurant staff rushed to his side, the scene dissolving into chaos. Sophia stood, slipping her coat over her shoulders as she blended into the confusion. She left through the back exit, her steps unhurried, her pulse steady.

The cold night air wrapped around her as she hailed a cab, the city lights blurring into a haze. She glanced at her reflection in the window, her expression unreadable.

The first move had been made. Jonathan was gone.

But as the cab carried her away a hollowness settled in her chest. There was no relief, no triumph, only the weight of what lay ahead.
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