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For all those who feel watched, but never truly seen.

May these pages serve as a reminder that no cage is as strong as the will of one who has chosen to be free.
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Synopsis
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The price of success is your soul.

The price of love is your freedom.

Oscar is the picture of perfection. New York’s MVP. A basketball god living in a glass penthouse high above Fifth Avenue. But behind the blinding spotlights and the multimillion-dollar contracts, he is CINEXA’s most prized prisoner.

Tracked by drones, thermal sensors, and microphones sensitive enough to catch his every jagged breath, Oscar lives in a state of constant paranoia, haunted by the embers of a past that refuses to die.

Everything changes the moment Alice arrives. Sent to be his “assistant,” her eyes reflect the same clinical coldness of the system that owns him—but hidden in her shoe is a chip with the power to liberate them... or sign their death warrants.

In a New York where every heartbeat is monitored, intimacy is a dangerous game. Messages scribbled on napkins and incinerated in seconds. Furtive touches in the cameras’ blind spots. A forbidden romance takes root in the only place CINEXA cannot reach: the hunger for vengeance.

When the Order of Geneva triggers the extermination protocol, the charade collapses. The Final Round won’t be played out on the court, but in the shadows of Manhattan’s back alleys and the skeletal remains of the subway tunnels.

The Brotherhood is gathering.

The ashes of Geneva are beginning to stir.

And the MVP is about to prove to the world that when you strip a man of everything, only one choice remains: burn the throne to the ground.

The game is over.

The revolution has begun.
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Chapter One – New York Paranoia
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The silence in the fiftieth-floor penthouse on Fifth Avenue wasn’t peace.

It was na ambush.

New York pulsed below—vibrant, loud, untamable—but none of it reached Oscar. No roar of traffic, no sirens piercing the early hours, no human echo. Only the hum.

A high-pitched, nearly nonexistent sound, a frequency so thin it wasn’t heard with the ears, but with the teeth. It vibrated in the bone. It came from the ultra-HD cameras hidden behind the crown molding, inside the smoke detectors, and in the dead zones of the ceiling. The entire penthouse breathed technology.

Oscar walked to the floor-to-ceiling glass wall. Manhattan stretched out before him like na illuminated game board. The reflection in the glass threw back the image the world knew: the MVP. A body sculpted by years of extreme performance, controlled supplementation, and multimillion-dollar contracts. The face plastered on billboards, campaigns, and promises of victory.

But the eyes...

The eyes gave it all away.

Deep brown, hollow, far too alert. The eyes of a man who counted heartbeats just to keep from losing control. A cornered animal in a golden cage.

Outside, suspended in the cold morning air, three black dots hovered against the gray sky. Motionless. Silent. Drones.

They weren’t patrolling. They were watching.

Mechanical crows, equipped with lenses capable of recording every facial micro-twitch, every dilated pupil, every trace of chemical exhaustion coursing through his blood.

“I know you’re adjusting the zoom, Victor,” Oscar muttered, his eyes never leaving the glass.

On the ceiling, a red light blinked—tiny, almost delicate, embedded in the smoke detector.

“Can you see how much I hate you today?” he continued, his voice rasping. “Or does your thermal sensor mistake my hatred for the adrenaline you inject into me?”

The words came out dry, scratching his throat. He hadn’t spoken to a real human being in three days. The isolation was part of the protocol. “Performance Shielding,” as CINEXA called it. A luxury solitary confinement before the big finals.

Oscar felt the first spasm at the base of his neck.

The Electric Skin.

The cutting-edge supplements didn’t just fuel the muscles. They seemed to coat every nerve ending with na invisible, high-tension wire. A single arm hair brushing against his shirt sleeve was enough to trigger a micro-shock. The air conditioning, set to sixty-four degrees, didn’t provide relief—it attacked. His skin burned under the cold.

He lived in a state of permanent red alert.

Every sound was a strike.

Every light, a gunshot.

He closed his eyes for a second.

And the Gong returned.

Geneva. Five years ago.

In his memory, the sound wasn’t electronic. It was primal. The evacuation alarm had blared three times, but the real terror came after. The hungry heat, devouring the air. The smell of molten metal. The thick smoke searing his lungs.

Oscar saw, through the veil of memory, Victor Vance’s silhouette walking toward the exit with na impossible calmness. He carried a metal briefcase—untouched, gleaming. Oscar had tried to scream, but the heat had turned his voice to nothing.

He had seen Victor reach the main door.

Seen his hand on the keypad.

Seen the click.

The dry snap of the magnetic lock had been louder than the roar of the flames.

Victor wasn’t escaping.

He was deciding who would be left behind.

The beep of the private elevator jerked Oscar out of the past.

The brushed steel doors slid open silently. A woman stepped out.

Charcoal-gray suit, impeccable tailoring. A precise, sharp posture. A tablet tucked under her arm as if it were na extension of her body.

“You’re thirty minutes late for your hydration protocol, Oscar,” she said, without looking up.

Oscar turned, his nerves on fire.

“Who are you?” he growled. “Where’s the other assistant?”

“He was terminated for incompetence.”

She finally raised her gaze.

Her eyes were cold, far too observant to be neutral. Intelligent. Alert.

“I’m your new point of contact,” she added. “Drink this.”

She held out a dark glass vial.

Oscar took it. The scent was strange: lavender mixed with something metallic. But before bringing it to his lips, he caught her calculated gesture. Alice tilted her tablet, using the reflection of the glass table.

On the screen, a handwritten sentence:

THEY CAPTURE AUDIO THROUGH THE VIBRATIONS IN THE WINDOWS. DO NOT SPEAK THE TRUTH.

Oscar’s blood turned to ice.

He understood the game in that same
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