
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Sinister

Simien

By Damien Phillips


By Damien Phillips

This collector's edition first published in 2025 First published in Great Britain in 2025 by Dgo Dondon for Concursuros- The Game Real Players Play © Copy Right Concursuros The Game Real Players Play All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted by any means without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1


[image: ]




Bullets screamed through the air like angry spirits, slicing the night with a sound that made your bones twitch. Each shot cracked like thunder off a rusted sky; Shells hit the ground clinking. The echo didn’t fade; it chased you, bounced off alley walls like a gang anthem, war drums in surround sound. 

Shower Posse knee deep in war no turning back. Streets boiling, clips loaded, eyes red like dusk over Tivoli. Every corner got a lookout; every whisper gained weight. Gun smoke thick like rasta challis smoke, Youths born into it, bred for it, AKs and semi-automatic pistols their tools of trade, vengeance their inheritance. Enemies move like shadows, but the Posse moves like storms. Blood on the zinc fences, names etched in concrete. 

Bandolero’s Mafia Militia squeezed the streets like a python, every alley on a chokehold, every corner a trap. The city breathed in fear, exhaled silence. Their presence was pressure. Rygin moved through it with caution and paranoia, eyes scanning everyone and everything. Loyalty was thin, betrayal thick. Every step was a gamble, every face a question mark. 

Rygin was knee deep in war. The air smelled like gunpowder and sweat, thick with betrayal. No safe house, no neutral ground, just codes, crews, and cold steel. Every sunrise was borrowed time, every handshake a gamble. Loyalty was currency, and Rygin spent it like bullets.

Not just skirmishes, this was full blown chaos.

Grim Jim’s Shower Posse lit up the blocks like fireworks,

while Bandolero’s Mafia Militia wrapped the streets in fear.

Every step was a gamble.

Every phone call, a potential setup.

Trust was extinct.

Loyalty? Bought in blood.

Yet Rygin moved like mist,

He didn’t just survive the war.

He danced through it.

And somewhere between the gunshots and the graveyards,

he carved out space for Champagne Fest.

A celebration in the middle of a battlefield.

Proof that even in war,

Rygin could still make the city sing.
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Rygin still made Champagne Fest happen.

Two days of Live music.

Over 100,000 people.

From Brixton to Brazil, Tokyo to Tivoli.

The world came to Concursuros to dance on the edge of a battlefield.

Funded by international drug money,

washed clean through Music events, parties and signing artists,

Champagne Fest was Rygin’s middle finger to chaos.

A celebration in the middle of a storm.

The stage was a fortress,

flame throwers, bass box’s stacked like bunkers.

Security tighter than a cartel meeting.

Helicopters hovered.

Snipers watched from rooftops.

And the headline act?

Finger Blam

The sound system roared.

Speakers stacked like monuments.

Bass dropped, low, growling.

Shotter Hat and Finger Blame both on stage at Champagne Fest, mic check done, crowd roaring, tension thick like molasses. Lights low, bass humming like a war drum. Shotter Hat in black shades, calm like a loaded gun. 1986 Jamaica, heat rising off the concrete, zinc fences rattling from the sound system’s belly. The crowd packed tight, shoulder to shoulder, eyes locked on the stage like it was judgment day. Finger Blame bouncing on his heels, hungry, lyrics loaded like clips. Dada stood still, unmoved, like a don watching from the throne. This wasn’t just a clash, it was a reckoning. Every bar would be a bullet, every rhyme a blade. The riddim dropped, and the war began, not with fists, but with fire from the mic.

“Mi verse mek man vanish,” Shotter Hat spat, voice slicing through smoke.

“Mi blam mek ghost talk,” Finger Blam replied, calm as prophecy.

Then the clash ignited. Bars flew like bullets. Crowd swayed, heads nodding, feet stomping. The riddim was war-ready, bassline heavy like gunmetal. Shotter Hat stepped forward, dropped a line so sharp it cut the mic stand. Finger Blam fired back, metaphors laced with venom, punchlines snapping necks. No pull-ups, no rewinds, just lyrical combat, raw and relentless. The stage became battlefield, syllables the shrapnel. Every rhyme was a threat, every breath a dare. Champagne Fest turned into a lyrical funeral, only one would walk off crowned.

Every rhyme a ricochet.

Every line a warning shot.

Then, BANG. BANG. BANG. The sound tore through the night like a jagged blade. Not the hollow pop of a firecracker. Not the echo of a dubplate drop. Real gunshots.
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