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CONCRETE GODS II: BLOOD ON THE THRONE
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CHAPTER 1 — WHEN A GOD BLEEDS
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The sunrise hit different after betrayal.

Didn’t warm nothing.

Didn’t soften nothing.

It just showed the parts of the city that were still bleeding.

The Flats looked smaller from the rooftop — like it didn’t deserve the fear it made people feel.

Kiko’s betrayal replayed in my head like a broken track.

Her face.

Her voice.

Her choice.

That hurt wasn’t sharp.

It was deep.

Slow.

The kind that sits in your chest and rearranges who you are.

Ghost hadn’t spoken much since the night everything cracked. He patched the system again, eyes swollen, hands twitching like even the keyboard betrayed him too.

Rico barely slept. He paced rooms like each one owed him an answer he couldn’t find.

Doc stayed busy with science, maybe because formulas don’t lie, don’t change sides, don’t love you today and kill you tomorrow.

And me?

I was still queen of a throne made out of broken trust.

The streets whispered about me again —

Same tone as when I first took The Pit.

Respect mixed with fear.

Fear mixed with hunger.

Hunger mixed with opportunity.

A wounded queen attracts wolves.

The door behind me opened slow.

Rico stepped onto the roof, hood low, face unreadable.

“You eat?” he asked.

“I ain’t hungry.”

He nodded. A lie neither of us called out.

“They talking,” he said. “Block saying you slipping.”

“Let them talk.”

“They saying Kiko ain’t gone... just waiting.”

My jaw clenched.

She was out there.

Somewhere.

Breathing the same air.

Holding secrets with my name stitched to them.

I stared over the edge of the roof.

“I’m not chasing her,” I said.

Rico raised an eyebrow.

“You ain’t gotta chase a bullet. It finds you.”

He wasn’t wrong.

The city below shifted — cars starting, windows opening, the Flats stretching awake.

War brewed in the cracks.

And my heart?

It was harder now.

Colder.

Sharper.

If Kiko wanted to come for me...

I just hoped she came fast.

Slow betrayal hurts worse.
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CHAPTER 2 — GHOST SIGNALS
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Ghost hadn’t slept in forty hours.

His screens flickered nonstop — maps, pings, intercepted messages, code that moved too fast for normal eyes. Empty cans, cold coffee cups, and anxiety littered the desk.

He was muttering to himself, running numbers that didn’t add up to anything but trouble.

I stepped in.

He didn’t look up.

“She reached out,” he whispered.

My blood iced.

“Kiko?”

Ghost nodded once, fingers tapping a nervous rhythm on the desk.

“Message hit an old channel. Not one she should even remember.”

His voice cracked. “She asked for you.”

“Asked what?”

He swallowed hard.

“What side you on now.”

I exhaled slow, hands curling.

Rico crossed his arms. “It’s a trap.”

Doc didn’t look up from her chemicals. “In war, returning variables are unpredictable. Eliminate doubt.”

Ghost flinched like the words cut him.

“You think I don’t know?” he snapped. “But she used our old cipher. Something only Nyx and her knew.”

That hit somewhere too tender.

I leaned on the edge of the table.

“What’s she want?”

Ghost pushed a screen toward me.

A map.

A ping.

Warehouse district.

Southside.

Scorpion territory.

My stomach tightened.

“She with Elara?” I asked.

Ghost nodded, defeated. “Looks like it.”

Elara — the coldest queen on the Southside.

The woman Reaper feared.

The woman who wanted my head the day I took Vic’s routes.

Doc finally spoke, monotone:

“Kiko is an asset. Assets that defect either return or are neutralized. Waiting increases risk.”

Ghost’s voice softened.

“She wants a meet. Said... she ain’t switch sides. She switched survival.”

Rico scoffed. “Same thing.”

Maybe.

Maybe not.

Ghost looked at me like he was asking for permission to hope.

“You going?” he whispered.

I didn’t answer at first.

Truth is, fear changed shape when it wore the face of someone you loved.

Finally I said:

“I go alone.”

Ghost sat up too fast.

“No. No—Nyx, she’s with Elara now. You go alone, you don’t come back.”

Rico gripped his gun. “We rolling deep. All of us.”

I shook my head.

“This ain’t a crew mission.”

Doc set down her vial. “Emotion will get you killed.”

Maybe.

But loyalty used to mean something.

And I needed to know if it still did.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
S OBy

WISE (i
NLOOD EUEEN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





