MONIKKA
(Rhyming tragedy narrative — female Chuck arc)

Monikka once danced through the world like a flame,
High heels and silk sheets, everyone knowing her name.
A queen of the runway, flashbulbs and cheers —
But the spotlight went dim when it drowned in her tears.

Because Chuck was her anchor, her heartbeat, her truth,
The one who pulled laughter straight out of her youth.
They planned their escape, a new life far away,
But fate doesn’t bargain — it charges full pay.

The night Chuck died, something inside her snapped,
Her pulse turned to thunder, her soul booby-trapped.
She watched his blood steam in the winter night air,
And the girl who loved soft died right there.

What rose in her place was something reborn —
A weapon sharpened by heartbreak and storm.
She chopped off her hair, traded perfume for gun oil,
Pleasure for purpose, soft hands for soil.

A ghost in all black, a shadow with aim,
An assassin untraceable — death without name.
She moved like a whisper through ruins and dust,
Her knives sang a promise — her rage sang a must.

Every enemy fell like dominoes tipped,
Every kill was a vow tightly gripped.
She hunted their leaders, their soldiers, their sons,
Counting revenge by the click of her guns.

But revenge is a hunger no body can fill —
And winter grows colder the longer you kill.
So she vanished one sunrise without sound or trace,
A rumor, a myth, an unfinished case.

Now whispers say Monikka walks distant sands,
Blood on her boots, wedding ring on her hands.
Some say she’s healing, some say she’s insane,
Some say she sleeps in a fortress of pain.

On the coldest of nights when the wind turns to knives,
She dreams of the life she was robbed of twice —
Chuck’s voice in the snow, calling her home,
A memory pacing the halls of her bones.

She touches the scar on her wrist like a prayer,
And whispers his name to the empty night air:

“I’d trade all my kills… for one kiss from you.
But I’ll finish the war — like you asked me to.”

And somewhere, under moonlight and ruin and rust,
Monikka kneels in the ashes, hands pressed to dust —
Not crying, not breaking — just holding her breath,
Waiting for the day she can finish their death.

🖤
Monikka — the woman who survived the end of the world,
but refused to survive forgetting him.



