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​Chapter 1 — The Mark of Seven



The battlefield still smoked with Sovereign glory, but Mega saw only ash and foolishness. From where he stood on the ruined overpass, Dominion stretched beneath him in chaos: towers cracked like teeth, streets torn open by Wellsfire, and Sovereigns moving below like frantic ants pretending they were gods.

He smiled. The number 7 etched across his cheek burned against the rain, a jagged tattoo that wasn’t honor, but mockery. Seven of them, seven little myths, each one thinking they carried the world. And here he was — their shadow, their muscle, their “ally.” He wore their symbol not as a brotherhood, but as a brand of ridicule.

“They think unity makes them strong,” he muttered, voice carrying only to himself as the wind howled through broken steel. “But unity is just a leash. And leashes are made to choke.”

Below, Solace stood tall, his emblem blazing through smoke like a sun stubborn against the storm. Blitz blurred past, dragging civilians to safety. Mzimu, shield raised, was barking orders in a storm’s roar. Oba Nyame was already calculating angles, already plotting the next impossible gambit.

Mega’s jaw tightened as his gauntlets flexed, sparks dancing across his knuckles. “Solace thinks he’s a savior. Oba thinks he’s a strategist. Blitz thinks speed means freedom. Mzimu thinks honor matters in a world built on corpses. All of them — liars in capes.” He spat, the rain carrying the bitterness down to the cracked road below.

He could feel the Obscura watching him from the shadows, waiting. He could feel Magnanium whispers in the Wells, V’Sorrah’s soldiers carving their path into Dominion’s veins. He was their inside man. Their weapon wrapped in false brotherhood.

“They’ll never see it coming,” he said, voice low, a grin slicing across his face. “Because who suspects the man standing right beside them?”

A cry rose up from the street as a new wave of Obscura beasts surged forward. The Sovereigns braced themselves. Solace lifted his hand, flame sparking against rain. Mzimu raised her crossbow, lightning kissing her bolts. Blitz cracked the air like thunder.

Mega only chuckled. “Fight, little gods. Fight hard. I’ll bleed you from the inside.”

He stepped down from the overpass, his shadow stretching across the firelit rubble, the “7” on his face glowing like a wound against the dark. The war had begun again, but this time it was his war.

​Chapter 2 — Ashes of Brotherhood



THE BOULEVARD STANK of rain and fire. Obscura corpses lay twitching in gutters, their black flame still gnawing at cracked pavement, refusing to die even after their hosts had. Smoke wrapped the city in a suffocating shroud, punctured only by the neon-blue streaks of Blitz darting from street corner to street corner.

“Three minutes,” Blitz said, his voice crackling through comms. He skid to a halt beside Solace, dropping two frightened children onto the steps of a collapsed shrine. “That’s all the time I bought us. They’re regrouping, and next wave’s uglier.”

Solace knelt, his dreadlocks dripping with rain as he brushed soot from one child’s face. His emblem glowed faint against the storm, not with triumph but with exhaustion. “Three minutes is enough,” he said quietly. “We don’t need forever. Just enough.”

Mzimu wasn’t convinced. She slammed her shield into the ground, sparks and water exploding outward. “We can’t keep bleeding for scraps. The Obscura aren’t coming to win. They’re coming to drown us.”

Oba Nyame stood apart, spears crossed against his chest. His mask caught the stormlight, his eyes hidden, but Solace could feel his mind chewing on the battlefield like a machine. Oba’s voice was steady, sharp. “They’re not attacking us at random. Every strike is positioned to funnel us into one grid — this street, this block. Someone’s herding us.”

Steel Pulse’s voice rumbled through comms, distorted through the Wells-tech that fused him. “Obscura don’t herd. They devour. If someone’s guiding them, it’s not their instinct. It’s...” He stopped, his cybernetic eye flashing, scanning the ruins. “...It’s betrayal.”

Silence fell for a beat too long. The only sound was the patter of rain on cracked steel and Blitz’s restless shifting at the edge of the street. Solace’s gaze swept across his team, each one scarred but standing, warriors painted in ash and lightning. He didn’t say what they all felt. Didn’t voice the weight of suspicion.

Instead, Solace raised his fist. “It doesn’t matter who’s moving pieces. It doesn’t matter if it’s the Obscura, Magnanium, or the shadows themselves. We move forward. Together.”

Mzimu nodded, her storm-wreathed eyes flashing. Blitz grunted, kicking aside a broken glyph-blade. Luminary descended through the clouds, her star-forged armor cracked but still glowing. Steel Pulse’s cannons locked back into place, ready for another round.

For a heartbeat, the Sovereigns stood united again, flames against the flood.

And from the rubble above them, hidden by shadow and smoke, Mega smiled. His fists clenched. The “7” burned against his skin. Every second they swore brotherhood only made the knife sharper for when he drove it in.

“Together,” Mega whispered under his breath, mocking Solace’s words. “Together into the grave.”



​Chapter 3 — The Council of Venom and Steel



––––––––
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THE WAR-TABLE WASN’T wood or stone; it was a suspended galaxy of light, a cold constellation hanging over the kill-deck of Mino Safar’s flagship. Every star-mark was a living map tile — districts of Nuru rotating like teeth in a gear, Wells currents shown as luminous rivers, threat glyphs pulsing in migraine red. Outside the viewing spine, the void bled with distant fire where Magnanium cruisers drifted in silence, predatory and patient.

Mino Safar stood with his hands behind his back, perfect posture, perfect stillness, a silhouette cut from command. The scar at his jaw had been sanded flat and re-inked in imperial script. When he finally spoke, the fleet quieted by instinct.

“Dominion breathes because it still believes in the seven,” he said, eyes reflecting the slow spin of the city below. “So we break belief first.”

V’Sorrah, the supreme general, did not need to nod for the room to feel agreement. Beauty weaponized into terror, armor fitted like a verdict, he flicked two fingers and the star-map magnified the Ashwater district — a throat of stacked tenements, laundry lines like prayer flags, Wells steam leaking from cracked vents. “Ashwater is their artery,” he said. “Cut it, the body coughs blood.”

A rip of velvet sound slithered across the deck. Shadows unspooled, webbing the air, and a woman stepped out of her own living silk — Queen Veyraxxis, aureole of hair bright under the cold light, symbiote suit drinking reflection. Where the fabric kissed her skin, it pulsed, as if it had a heart neither willing to beat without the other.

“Belief is fed by story,” Veyraxxis purred, head tilting as threads tasted the map. “So we feed the city a better one. Make them watch their saviors arrive to a grave already filled. Make them choke on hope.”

Mino glanced once, weighing venom and utility. “Your web can hold a district?”

“It can hold a city,” she said, smiling like a blade. “But I prefer to hold throats.”

Two more sigils rose from the deck: Reitan, in ink-black robes laced with transaction runes, and Rayna Quijoda, a smirk in war-paint and perfume that hid knives. Reitan’s voice had accounting in it even when he lied. “Asset acquisition requires timing. If you want the Relic intact, you must keep the Sovereigns busy while my teams extract the core housing. My contracts don’t cover ‘shattered mythic artifacts.’”

Rayna rolled a coin across her knuckles, let it flash and vanish. “I like ‘shattered.’ Easier to carry.”

V’Sorrah ignored them both and pointed to another glyph — a severed circle nested inside three spears. “Xul’Raxa is pressing our southern corridor. We let the spear-queen take the first wave. The Sovereigns turn there, of course. Honor loves a stage.”

A low tremor passed through the hull — the hush a ship makes when someone unwelcome arrives without permission. The light-galaxy shivered. Two silhouettes stepped through a faultline in the air as if reality were a curtain.

The Fracture Twins. Smiling the smile of matched knives.

“You called,” said the first, cinder-eyed and barefoot on steel.

“You pay,” said the second, barefoot and bleeding on purpose.

Mino didn’t turn. “You will unspool the Wells grid beneath Ashwater at the precise moment General V’Sorrah says. I don’t want a blackout. I want a lullaby — a hum that makes the buildings forget how to stand.”

The twins giggled in harmony. “We love lullabies.”

A shadow flickered again at the far end of the spine — a speed mirage that didn’t belong to Blitz and didn’t care who knew it. Mirage Runnah leaned against a pillar, eyes like split asphalt. “You want the red scarf,” he said, voice a tired rasp. “You want Blitz’s scream on a live channel. Leave him to me.”

“Take his legs,” V’Sorrah said, clinical. “Leave his mouth. We want him to confess their failure.”

A third figure stood apart from all of them, half-lit by the war-galaxy: Thyraxx Strip, gladiator from a world that sold pain for sport. He wore a theater of scars and a collar of trophies that still hummed. “Give me a street,” he said. “One. I’ll stack their capes in it.”

Mino did not smile, because Mino rarely used his face for anything but aiming. “You’ll have twelve blocks.”

A chime bit the air — not from the ship, not from this sky. A private band cut through the council and whispered in Mino Safar’s ear. He let it speak. He listened without blinking. When it ended, he said: “Our inside vector has confirmed the Circle’s position. Mark the traitor with ‘7.’ He wears their trust like a mask.”

Veyraxxis’ lips curved, fascinated. “Ah. The man who mocks his own brothers. Delicious.”

“Do not meet him,” Mino said. “He is a wire I will cut myself.”

V’Sorrah lifted his hand. The star-map unfolded into a five-pronged operation. Each prong bore a name like a hymn.

GLASS HYMN — orbital spear strike timed with an Obscura surge, aimed not at heroes but at foundations.

SILK FAST — Veyraxxis’ web veils Ashwater’s exits, turning alleys into throats.

WINDLEASH — Fracture Twins hum the Wells grid to sleep; concrete forgets its spine.

THEATER — Thyraxx draws them into a spectacle’s kill lines.

CONFESSION — Mirage Runnah keeps the camera on Blitz until belief snaps.

“Begin,” Mino said.

The order moved like winter through the ship.

Ashwater didn’t die with drama. It died like a habit.

The Fracture Twins sang below the streets — teeth on iron, tongues on the old glyph seams. The Wells under Ashwater answered with a long, tired exhale. Walls relaxed. Nails unlearned the point of holding. Somewhere a grandmother set a pot on a stove and frowned because the floor suddenly felt thoughtful.

Then GLASS HYMN came down.

You don’t see orbital spears until the spear is already a memory in the ground. You feel the pressure, a hush, and then the world folds. A tower buckled from gut to crown, each floor forgetting the next, a stack of childhood photos collapsing into ash. Dust roared down Rafter Row, a white animal, and the sound it made was not thunder — it was paperwork being signed by God.

Veyraxxis’ silk sealed the block before the first scream ended. Webs sluiced from rooflines and light poles and the open mouths of rain gutters, stitching intersections shut, turning Ambulance Alley into a no-exit labyrinth. The threads pulsed with a slow venom that didn’t kill; it paused. It held desperation in place so the camera could find it.

Across six feeds, Mirage Runnah blurred into existence and back out again, taunting Blitz by name even though Blitz wasn’t there. “Where you at, easy god? Your city’s coughing. Run to it. Run to it, little myth.”

Thyraxx strode into the drifting powder of a fallen stairwell and started placing his trophies on a railing — a ritual from the arenas of his birth. Each trophy lit, projecting a ghost of a defeated foe. In the smoke, for a heartbeat, it looked like a crowd had gathered to watch people die.

In the flagship spine, V’Sorrah never once looked away from the numbers. Heartbeats becoming static. Power dips becoming lines through neighborhoods. “Phase Two,” he said, and the board obeyed.
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