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​Dedication

To everyone who believes it’s never too late to change. And to the warriors, real and imagined, who choose to fight the greatest battle—the one within themselves.

––––––––
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​Epigraph

“The only thing more dangerous than fighting a Messiah of Destruction is watching him become the hero.”

––––––––
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"A warrior is not remembered for the battles they win.

A warrior is remembered for what they choose to protect."

— Ancient Warrior Proverb
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The multiverse once knew stability, protected by the Warriors—a generation of heroes who maintained the balance between the Realms. But balance is a fragile concept when faced with a cosmic rot that has been festering for years.

​The Ambush

The collapse began not with a war, but with a whisper of betrayal. As the Warriors celebrated a hard-won peace, DeVlord—the fallen god of chaos who had been secretly orchestrating the kidnapping of the youth of the Realms for four years—made his move. Ancient allies turned their blades; the skies fractured; Legion armies poured into Earth.

The Confederation of Destruction launched coordinated, systematic attacks across every world simultaneously. The Warriors fought with legendary courage—Jordan, Emily, Sally, and Glake stood as the final bulwark against the darkness—but they were outmatched by treachery, superior strategy, overwhelming numbers, and devastating timing. The original Warriors were captured, their amulets silenced, their strength neutralized.

In the chaos, only two escaped: Ken, the original Warrior of Discipline, who barely retreated to lead the resistance, and Juan, the Warrior of Wisdom, whose accelerated perception allowed him to navigate the carnage and escape the net. They are the only ones left to carry the torch.

​The Fall of King Gary

King Gary, the most powerful of them all, refused to retreat. Driven by grief and righteous fury, he launched a desperate, solo assault against DeVlord’s dark forces. But DeVlord was not interested in Gary’s death; he wanted Gary’s dissolution.

Captured and subjected to a ritual of cosmic proportions, Gary was stripped of his humanity and manipulated by dark forces designed to create the ultimate weapon—a living embodiment of hatred, fed by every rage, fear, and regret hidden within his soul. The ritual succeeded, but the darkness was too potent to be contained within the man. The darkness separated. And as the ritual reached its climax, and King Gary whispered the final words of his broken spirit—"Death is fun..."—a new entity was born.

Death-Is-Fun-Gary (DIFG). The Messiah of Destruction. A clone created under the banner of the Confederation, designed to win the Rule-Free Wish and rewrite the laws of existence to DeVlord’s specifications.

​The Divided King

While Ken and Juan infiltrated enemy territory to rescue the shattered, weakened King Gary and carry him to the safety of the Ancient Waters to heal, his darkness remained at large. DIFG rose through the ranks of the Confederation of Destruction, learning, growing, and preparing. The war for the multiverse has shifted; it is no longer just a war of kingdoms, but a war between two versions of the same man: the redeemed King and the clone who seeks to extinguish him.

​The Forgotten Servant: Death Mistress

Not all of DeVlord's machinations were perfect. Among his inner circle was the Death Mistress, a devoted servant who orchestrated King Gary’s narrow escape from captivity. When DeVlord discovered her interference, he viewed her as a failed sacrifice rather than a valued ally. He cast her aside, forgotten and imprisoned, left to suffer in the dark. But the Death Mistress survived. In the shadows of the Realms, she has begun plotting a return that promises to reshape the future and perhaps the past of every warrior involved.

​The Tournament

Now, the Ultimate Battle has returned. The Death-Is-Fun-Games are the stage upon which these fractured realities will collide. With King Gary healing in the Ancient Waters and his dark reflection, DIFG, rising to lead the Confederation, the fate of all worlds hangs in the balance.

The Warriors are broken, their strategist is injured, and their enemy is a mirror of their greatest champion. The stage is set. The Games have begun.
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​THE STATE OF THE MULTIVERSE

The Ultimate Battle has returned.

At the center of existence floats Center World Stadium, an ancient arena where warriors from across the multiverse compete for the ultimate prize: the Rule-Free Wish.

For centuries, the tournament has determined the balance of power between worlds.

Now that balance is failing.

Valtrex, supreme warlord of the Confederation of Destruction, seeks to expand his empire across reality.

DeVlord, a fallen god banished by the Universal Gods, seeks something even greater—the power to rewrite the laws of existence itself.

Standing between them is a new generation of Warriors chosen to embody Heart, Bravery, Strength, and Wisdom.

As the Death-Is-Fun-Games begin, ancient prophecies awaken, hidden agendas emerge, and the fate of every world hangs in the balance.

Because in the world of Warriors of the World...

Winning the fight is never the end.
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​World Timeline 

Four Years Ago: The Clone Is Created

As King Gary's redemption begins, the fallen god DeVlord secretly prepares a contingency plan.

Using the darkness, hatred, and unresolved pain extracted from King Gary's spirit, DeVlord creates a clone unlike any warrior the multiverse has ever seen: Death-Is-Fun-Gary (DIFG).

Raised under the influence of the Confederation of Destruction and manipulated through false memories, DIFG is shaped into the perfect weapon—a champion designed to win the Rule-Free Wish and help bring about DeVlord's return.

Meanwhile, Valtrex, supreme warlord of the Confederation, continues expanding his control across the known multiverse, conquering worlds and recruiting powerful fighters for the coming Ultimate Battle.

Unknown to both villains, a prophecy has already begun moving toward fulfillment.

Present Day: Death-Is-Fun-Games

The Ultimate Battle returns to Center World Stadium.

A new generation of Warriors—Heart, Bravery, Strength, and Wisdom—are chosen to stand against the Confederation of Destruction and the growing threat of DeVlord.

As the tournament unfolds, hidden agendas emerge, alliances shift, and ancient prophecies awaken.

The fate of the Rule-Free Wish, the future of reality itself, and the destiny of a mysterious heir known only as "The Son Who Will Be King" collide in a war that will forever reshape the multiverse.

The Death-Is-Fun-Games have begun.

​Map
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Map of The Black Crown Fortress {DIFG’s updated King Gary’s Base) 
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Map of Center World Stadium
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Map of  The Wheelbase Station/HQ (Ken's Base)
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​CHARACTER LIST: Warriors of the World Book Two Death-Is-Fun-Games 

Protagonists: The New Generation Warriors.


●  Sera: A boxer, representing "Heart," and a member of the four virtues team.

●  Kael: A martial artist, representing "Bravery," and a member of the four virtues team.


The new generation of fighters chosen to represent justice and stop DIFG.


●  Ken: The Leader of the New Generation. He is King Gary's brother and one of the original four boys captured by the Confederation at age 10. He is the original Warrior of Discipline and a key survivor of the trauma who now leads the fight against his cloned brother.

●  Jamal: An A-one NCAA division wrestler from the USA, representing "Strength." He is twenty-four years old.

●  Juan: The original Warrior of Wisdom, a martial artist pro cage fighter (MMA) from Mexico. He evaded the initial capture due to his accelerated perception and tactical wisdom. After a severe injury in Chapter 8, he becomes an uncaptured, remote resistance figure and tactical analyst operating from Wheelbase, guiding the new Warriors and acting as Ken's voice in the field. His survivor's guilt is a major focus of his internal arc.

●  Zach: A key Reinforcement who joins in Chapter 6, recruited by Juan. He is one of the four boys whose birthmark ties him to the ancient prophecy and a survivor of the childhood kidnapping trauma alongside Ken, a fact Ken is initially unaware of.


The Captives (Original Warriors)


●  Jordan: Original Warrior of Strength. Currently a captive of the Ultimate Alliance.

●  Emily: Original Warrior of Heart. Currently a captive of the Ultimate Alliance.

●  Glake: Original Warrior of Earth/Bravery. Currently a captive of the Ultimate Alliance.

●  Sally: Original Warrior of Sincerity, intuitive and relentless. Currently a captive of the Confederation of Destructions


Antagonists: The Death is Fun Gary Regime & Ultimate Alliance

The clone and his alliance, who seek to win the Rule-Free Wish for wealth.


●  Death-Is-Fun-Gary (DIFG): The clone of King Gary’s dark heart and the main antagonist/anti-hero. Built from the hatred expelled from the original King Gary's amulet, he is psychologically tied to the trauma of King Gary's childhood kidnapping (alongside Ken, Hector, and Zach). He is known for his 'acid-punch' weapon and is the 'Messiah of Destruction, death’s favorite child'.

●  DeVlord (The Dark Lord DeVlord): The cosmic threat who masterminds the Confederation of Destruction and the Ultimate Alliance of Death and Destruction, intending to claim the Rule-Free Wish.

○  Darkness King Gary: The manifestation of DeVlord's power and the ultimate, hate-filled embodiment of King Gary's dark side.

●  Queen Mone’: DIFG's pregnant wife and the regime's second-in-command. She uses a fan weapon and mentors a CFS twin in etiquette.

●  Fargtoria: A kickboxer who serves as DIFG's General. He uses "Blade play" and demonstrates loyalty to DIFG.

●  Queen Alice: Sits on the throne of the Ultimate Alliance of Death and Destruction with King GR.

●  King GR (GK): Works alongside Queen Alice to recruit DIFG.

●  Loa: The man in a royal purple robe who manages DIFG's fight against the Seven Deadly Contenders.

●  Rena: Reports to Queen Alice and King GR about DIFG's registration for the Ultimate Battle.

●  Jaylen: DIFG’s nephew, a Judo and Karate fighter who is taken in but forbidden from fighting in the tournament due to DIFG’s overprotection of kids.

●  The Boys: Two other boys taken in by DIFG to keep Jaylen busy.

●  Five MMA Fighters: The deadly fight team GK assigns to DIFG.


Neutral/Other Key Figures


●  Sensei Wain: Mentor who trains the Warriors and reveals the ancient waters prophecy.

●  Master Xian: Mentor who works with Sensei Wain to train the Warriors and was DIFG's first and most noble student.

●  Jamarion: DIFG’s son who returns as a chaotic third faction and tragically kills his mother Queen Mone’.

●  King Gary: The original hero whose dark heart clone is DIFG; he is currently resting in the ancient waters.

●  Master Jink (Master Jiek): Approaches DIFG after his fight offering to be a master, but is later shown with the Championship Fight Squad.


Rival Faction: Championship Fight Squad (CFS)

A rival faction that clashes with DIFG at registration.


●  Brett WarStein (Brett): CFS member who clashes with DIFG at registration and is quickly defeated.

●  Greg: Brett's friend who recognizes DIFG.

●  CFS Female Fighter: The female fighter from CFS who is one of the only rested competitors able to fight Emily in a critical match.



●  Mual: Joins the CFS during their training discussion.


The Seven Deadly Contenders (Defeated in Flashback)

The top fighters from each continent were defeated by DIFG four years earlier.


●  The Asian Iver: From Asia.

●  Blazarian: From Africa.

●  Viking of Horror: From Europe.

●  Sicle Bite: From Antarctica.

●  Bully Bourn: From North America.

●  Muerte a usted: From South America.

●  Tayson (gun some down): From Australia, known for riding a Kangaroo.
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​Chapter 1: Messiah of Destruction
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The air in the Center World Stadium was not merely hot; it was electric, a suffocating thermal layer heavy with the metallic stench of ozone, burnt chrome, and the residual energy of a hundred thousand screaming, unhinged voices. Four years ago, the arena didn’t just host an event; it commanded the universe’s attention, freezing time across countless dimensions.

This was not a sports venue—it was the Ultimate Battle. A monstrous, floating coliseum carved from an onyx asteroid, it hung suspended above a silent, swirling nebula like a dark, glittering crown in the velvet void. The crowd below, creatures and people from dozens of dimensions—scaled, chitinous, luminous, and human—were packed into tiered seats that climbed into the upper darkness. Their shadows stretched and warped across the vast, polished obsidian floor, forming an ever-shifting tapestry of terror and worship.

At the center of it all, standing atop what remained of the main fighting surface, was the man who owned the noise. The man who had carved silence from chaos and submission from spectacle.

Death-Is-Fun-Gary (DIFG).

He was a monument to customized destruction. He wore a battle-ready black GI, its silk weave shimmering faintly with anti-kinetic threading. It was clean, unnervingly so, considering the massacre he had just choreographed. His eyes—a startling, liquid gold, like purified contempt—surveyed the devastation with a terrifying blend of supreme boredom and surgical satisfaction.

My stage, he thought, the internal monologue a low, resonating hum beneath the dying roar of the applause. My noise. My universe.

The cold open of the day’s main event was officially over. On the ground around him lay the broken, scattered forms of the Seven Deadly Contenders. They were not mere fighters; they were continental champions, legends forged in the ruins of their respective worlds—each a master of violence and strategy. They were, in the estimation of the Ultimate Alliance, the final, meaningful obstacles to DIFG’s complete and utterly unopposed dominion over the inter-dimensional martial arts circuit.

DIFG took a slow, deliberate step, the custom, armored boot crunching over the shattered carapace of Blazarian, the champion whose skin was rumored to withstand orbital reentry. Now, Blazarian looked like cracked earthenware, a ruined statue of a failed god.

“Blazarian was too slow,” DIFG muttered aloud, his voice amplified by the stadium’s massive, echoing speakers, carrying effortlessly across the vast expanse. “Fear makes you hesitant. Hesitation makes you dead. A beautiful equation.”

He paused, a flicker of something close to impatience crossing his golden eyes. Six of the Contenders were neutralized. Only one remained fully capable, and one was still trembling at the edge of the void.

He moved toward the nearest standing opponent.

This was Muerte a usted, a skeletal being from a dimension perpetually bathed in twilight, armed with dual energy scythes. Muerte had earned his name by ending a dozen previous tournaments prematurely, his movements a blurring masterpiece of deadly efficiency. Yet now, Muerte a usted was trembling. His bony hands tightened on his weapons—the sacred relics of his world—in a futile, muscle-memory attempt to regain composure. The fight was over, but the final stroke had yet to fall.

DIFG grinned, a wide, challenging slash of pure, psychopathic glee that didn’t reach his eyes. It was a predator’s smile, designed purely for intimidation. “Still standing? Good. I appreciate the effort, Muerte. The paperwork for seven simultaneous fatalities is a nightmare.”

Muerte a usted—a creature that understood death better than any other being present—screamed a high, metallic shriek. It was the sound of a universe-shattering realization: he was not dealing with a fighter, but an entity. He lunged, his scythes tracing silver arcs aimed at DIFG’s exposed neck, a desperate, final attempt to reclaim dignity through violence.

The clone didn’t dodge. He didn't need to. He simply raised his left arm, encased in the dense black silk and armored gauntlet.

Crunch. Sizzle.

The scythes impacted DIFG’s forearm, and the expected sound of cutting steel or fracturing bone was replaced by a gruesome, wet hiss. The metal of the weapons didn't cut—they began to melt. A corrosive, vibrant green plasma immediately began to bleed from DIFG’s black glove, engulfing the scythes in bubbling, smoking destruction.

This was the signature of his weaponized power: the Acid Punch. It wasn’t merely a corrosive agent; it was bio-engineered plasma, generated by a kinetic pump embedded in his gauntlet, transforming physical strikes into weapons of instant decay. It was the distilled essence of hatred given physical form.

Muerte a usted staggered back, howling a silent, desperate cry as his favorite weapons dissolved into toxic steam and dripped away, useless. His essence was being erased.

A beautiful invention, DIFG mused, his mind detachedly auditing the function of his gear. King Gary was limited by his sense of preservation. I am preserved by my sense of limitlessness.

DIFG followed, closing the gap in a blinding flash, a motion that defied physics. His right fist, encased in the same black, armored material, drove forward in a perfect, devastating straight punch. It slammed into Muerte a usted’s midsection, not with the massive force of blunt trauma, but with the specific, focused decay energy needed to destabilize his core.

Pop. Hiss.

The crowd roared, a wave of sound that shook the very floating asteroid. Muerte a usted didn’t just fall; he imploded, dissolving into a puff of twilight dust that scattered across the arena floor, a final, unceremonious vanishing act.

“Six,” DIFG counted, flexing his fingers as the acid residue vanished, absorbed back into the internal weapon matrix of his GI. He barely felt the impact. He felt nothing. And in that glorious nullity, he was unstoppable.

His focus snapped to the final, most dangerous opponent: The Asian Iver.

Iver was different. He hadn't been fighting DIFG; he’d been observing, using the chaos, blood, and screaming to analyze DIFG’s destructive patterns. Iver was lean, coiled, and currently ten meters away, balanced precariously on the very lip of the ruined ring. He was the one contender who understood that DIFG’s power wasn't just physical—it was psychological, designed to overwhelm the senses and shatter the will.

He’s waiting for the kill stroke, the moment of ego, Iver thought, sweat beading on his forehead despite his cool demeanor. He craves total annihilation. It’s his weakness. He will overextend.

DIFG, reading Iver's silent calculation as clearly as a teleprompter, laughed—a deep, confident, and infuriating sound. “You think I'll make a mistake, Iver? You think I’m mortal? You misunderstand. My power isn't unchecked; it's destiny. And destiny requires finality.”

He didn’t move toward Iver. He didn’t lunge or sprint. Instead, DIFG reached down to his customized black belt—a band of pulsating, dark technology—and triggered a concealed release.

Click.

A high-pitched whine, sharp and piercing, filled the stadium, momentarily cutting through the residual cheers. From a hidden compartment, a small, sleek missile, no larger than a man’s forearm, launched straight up into the powerful stadium lights.

The Asian Iver’s eyes widened in dawning, bone-deep horror. This wasn't a finishing move aimed at him; it was an act of scorched-earth destruction, aimed not at his life, but at the entire environment, at the very idea of a contest.

“The Gi-gar Ji-rage missile,” Iver whispered, recognizing the proprietary, world-breaking weaponry DIFG had built into his gear. The Alliance had sworn this technology was strictly regulated.

“Four years ago, I didn’t just defeat the competition, I obliterated the entire landscape,” DIFG crowed, his voice laced with the pure, unadulterated exhilaration of absolute, consequence-free power. “This entire ring is offensive to me. It suggests you all belonged here.”

The missile arced perfectly, completing its parabolic trajectory before slamming down with unnatural precision into the center of the arena floor where Muerte a usted had dissolved.

It didn't explode in fire or shrapnel. It detonated in pure, concussive vacuum.

Wumph.

The resulting force wave was a silent, black shock that shredded the remaining metal, stone, and atmospheric moisture in an instant. The sound barrier was broken not by a crack, but by its complete absence.

The Asian Iver, despite his legendary resilience, was caught in the wave, his body ragdolling backward like a discarded doll. He slammed into the stadium wall—a wall built to withstand planetary impacts—with a dull, final thud, a mere speck of collateral damage. The entire circular fighting ring—dozens of meters wide—vaporized into nothingness, leaving a smoking, perfectly circular, cratered disk in the Center World Stadium floor.

The silence that followed was profound, terrifying. For one petrified moment, the hundred thousand witnesses held their breath, their ears ringing with the sonic trauma of the blast.

Then, the wave began.

It wasn’t applause. It was a single, unified, guttural sound of worship, rising from the deepest levels of the coliseum and washing over DIFG like an ocean tide.

The entire crowd, from the highest tier to the front row, began to bow—low, reverent, total surrender. They weren't cheering a champion; they were kneeling before a deity. Their belief in the system was erased by a man who had proven that rules were for the weak.

DIFG stood alone on the edge of the new crater, the smoke curling around his black GI. He lifted his chin, his golden eyes blazing with the conviction of a madman who has finally proven his insanity is the true sanity.

They call me a god of destruction, he thought, savoring the acrid smell of burnt plastic and pulverized bone. They're wrong. I am the Messiah of Destruction, death’s favorite child. And this is only the beginning of my reign.

***
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A sliver of annoyance broke through the fog of adulation. DIFG felt a shift in the air—a subtle pressure change, like a high-altitude wind dropping suddenly into the arena. He glanced toward the Royal Viewing Box, a massive, hovering structure of polished obsidian overlooking the arena, reserved only for the Ultimate Alliance’s ruling council.

A figure was descending the gilded steps, moving with the slow, unquestionable authority of someone who did not need to rush to claim her space.

It was Queen Morenike.

She was magnificent and terrifying, dressed in a long, flowing gown of black silk that seemed to absorb the light around her. A simple, obsidian crown rested on her head, stark against the dark, complex braids of her hair. She did not look at the bowing crowd, only at DIFG. She was the one axis he orbited, the one point of stability in his chaotic, destructive world.

As she reached the arena floor, a small cluster of minor faction leaders—local politicians trying to capitalize on the moment of transition—rushed forward, attempting to block her path, their voices muffled by the continued bowing and shouting.

"Queen Mone'," one squeaked, his voice reedy with bureaucratic rage, "your presence on the main floor violates protocol. We demand an explanation for the Gi-gar Ji-rage device’s use—it is an unsanctioned weapon! The damage to the stadium—”

Morenike didn't even look at him. She simply extended one elegant, bare arm. Around her wrist was an ornate, heavy gold ring—identical in its dark plating and subtle glow to the ring on DIFG's finger.

Woooooosh. Silence.

With a single, dismissive motion, she activated her unique wind-fan ability. It wasn't a crude gust, but an impossibly focused, silent cyclone of pressurized, shearing air. It struck the faction leaders, not brutally, but with perfect, humiliating force, lifting them off their feet and scattering them like discarded paper dolls across the stadium entrance. They landed with muffled whimpers near the entrance ramp, their brief moment of protest utterly nullified.

Silence returned. She had effortlessly established the political threat that matched his physical one.

She strode up to the edge of the crater, her expression a cool, regal assessment. DIFG, still riding the high of total annihilation, met her gaze. He loved her efficiency, her cold, calculating focus.

“You shattered the arena, Gary,” Mone’ said, her voice a low, melodious purr that carried only to him. “The Alliance will dock our budget for the repairs. That was inefficient destruction.”

DIFG chuckled, a rough, dry sound. “It was necessary destruction, Mone'. It confirms my title. Messiah. Look at them.” He gestured to the crowd, still bent double in deference. “They submit to the spectacle. They submit to the power. They submit to us.”

He stepped across the final divide of the shattered ring and stood directly before her. The heat of his body, the residual cosmic energy from the Acid Punch, radiated off him.

“You’re sweating, clone,” she observed, a slight curl of her lip showing the high bar of her expectations. “But you are also undefeated. Come. The Confederation of Destruction awaits our report, and Master Jink is waiting to congratulate you.”

As their eyes locked, something broke inside DIFG’s consciousness. It was sharp, painful, and blindingly fast—a momentary glitch in his clone programming, a violent rejection of his carefully constructed reality.

He saw water, churning and blue.

Not stadium lights, but a blinding, yellow sun beating down on salt spray.

A rush of fear, panic, and the bitter taste of saltwater flooding his mouth.

He was fighting—no, King Gary was fighting—a horde of monstrous, scaled shadows. The original King Gary, armored in blinding white, his heart
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