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CHAPTER ONE PRELUDE
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The city coughs through rusted vents,
in static dreams and dissonant scents.
Neon bleeds where silence ends—
and truth is sold in dividends.

They gather in the shadow's court,
where death's become a global sport.
Ten descend with names erased,
for blood, for fame, for sins embraced.

City don’t sleep—it chokes on smoke,
feeds on debt and dirty jokes.
Neon piss and blood on steel,
truth’s just something rich folks steal.

They watch the show with wide dead eyes,
suits and pimps and data spies.
Bet on death, inject the thrill,
jerk off to the perfect kill.

Ten go in—meat and chrome,
ripped from hell and dropped from home.
One walks out, torn but clean,
wiped and ready for next machine.

The crowd is high on fear and thrill,
on bets and screams and bottled pills.
And in the noise, one name survives—
Unit Nine, who cheats and thrives.

No past. No brand. No spoken word.
Just silence sharp as a cutting sword.
Three times he rose. Three rounds he won.
Three worlds he burned before the new dawn.
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Ten Of Them – Nine Remains...

He stands on the yellow line—
not that he knows what yellow means.
It could be caution. It could be command.
It could be nothing but leftover paint from some dead decade.

Rain falls like data—fast, cold, never clean.
The city's hunger echoes in the static hum of neon signs.
Somewhere above, a drone farts out the start signal.
The crowd roars like a wounded god.

Ten of them.
Chrome-fleshed. Tattooed. Masked.
Some naked except for wires.
All killers.
All stars in someone else's script.

He doesn't know his name.
Only the number: Nine.
It pulses in his skull like a warning label.
His hands twitch—not from fear, but calibration.

The ground under him vibrates.
The arena isn't a ring—
it's a district, carved out of real city meat.
Shops still open. Children still hiding.
Only now, the police sell tickets.

He feels no anger.
No joy.
Only readiness.

Not for justice.
Not for survival.
But because fighting is the only thing that is real.

Each breath is a command.
Each wound — a question.
Each death — a pause in the static.

He does not remember his first step.
Only the blood that made the floor slippery.
Only the silence that followed applause.

He arrived mid-scream,
and the world has never stopped echoing.

They call him a weapon.
A clone.
A copy.
A thing to use as they wish.
But the thing watching through his eyes
knows better.

What happens when a thing built to obey
learns how to want?

He fights.



One Game – No Rules...

“TEN MONSTERS.
One prize.
Zero mercy.”

The voice booms across the megadomes —
smooth like old vinyl, loud like prophecy.
The crowd answers with a roar that shakes glass.

“Tonight we’ve got cybernetic beasts from the North Districts,
heavily armed, barely stable,
fresh from slaughtering a riot squad."

“Gen-mod mutants engineered for chaos,
their spines injected with adrenaline glands that burst under pressure.
One of them ate a judge last week. On camera.”

“Former athletes — broken bodies rebuilt with stolen tech,
chasing relevance with every punch."

"Ex-military psychos, unchained from war tribunals
because someone thought murder should be monetized.”

“Mercs. Assassins.
One guy's heart rate increases when he doesn't kill someone every six hours.”

"And theeeeen—
We have contestant Ten.”
The screen hesitates.
A flicker. A blank.

“No known alias. No profile.
We call him Unit Nine, or just Nine, he does not care.
But neither do we.”

“Built from the DNA of killers, athletes, strategists, survivors —
the best of us, the worst of us,
blended in corporate wombs.”

“No implants. No drugs. No cybernetics.
Just muscle. Nerve. Silence.”

“Seven kills, three wins.
All clean.
All unexpected.”

“And here’s the real fun—
his memory wipes before every match.”

“He wakes up a ghost.
Fights like he’s been doing it for centuries.
And when it’s over,
he forgets it all.”

"Unit Nine.
A human question mark.”

“Let’s see if mystery bleeds.”



––––––––
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Like Wolves In Silk...

HIGH ABOVE, BEHIND bulletproof glass tinted like dusk,
they sip neurotonics and synthetic wines
aged five minutes but priced like gold.
Billionaires, senators, cartel heirs,
influencers whose feeds get more views
than most revolutions.

Their laughter is slow,
their bets obscene —
entire islands wagered on whose killer lives longer.

Below, in the pit of the city,
the lowborn scream through cracked teeth,
drenched in red light, narcotics, and filtered air.

Opium fog snakes through the crowd.
The smell of sweat, burnt chrome, and fresh despair.
Every cheer is a nail in someone else’s coffin.

Their eyes don’t blink.
The feed blares on ten-story screens —
a highlight reel of death, one fighter at a time.



[ANNOUNCER OF PA]

“Let me introduce tonight's entertainment:

One crushed a man’s skull with bare hands.
A former shock trooper nicknamed Boulder.
His fists are reinforced bone.
He doesn’t talk — he breathes like a furnace.
In his last fight, he tore a man’s arm off and used it to break three more ribs.

Another turned a knife kill into performance art.
They call her Silken Edge.
She moves like smoke and dresses like sin.
Her blade work is surgical, her kills choreographed.
In one reel, she carves a man’s face mid-spin,
then bows as his blood paints the floor.

Meathook, an ex-wrestler turned cannibal.
His signature move? Biting off ears,
chewing through throats.
A walking trauma response with tattoos over every scar.

Kazuo, a disgraced cyberninja from Neo-Tokyo,
banished for killing a Prime Minister’s heir during a duel.
Now he slaughters for applause.
He wears no armor, only shadows.
His reel is just flashes of metal and sudden decapitations.

Mother Mercy, an ex-military medic gone rogue.
Patches people up just to tear them apart again.
Her grin never matches the violence.
She kills with scalpels, bonesaws, her bare hands.
Always whispering, always humming lullabies.

Then there’s Trench, the bomb freak.
Implants explosives in his victims before finishing them.
One time, he hugged a man and left a ticking gift under his ribs.
Crowd loved it. Instant meme.

Hellboy Two, a clone of a clone of a clone —
each version meaner, more unstable.
This one drools when he fights.
Carries a flail made of repurposed spines.
His reel is censored in some quadrants. Not enough.

Wraith, the ghost hacker.
Hijacks your augmentations mid-fight,
makes you see your own death before it happens.
Killed a man by making him pull out his own eyes.
A legend in the dark forums.

Nails, a kid from the gutters, grown into a frenzy.
Spits acid. Injected his own muscles with mutagens.
He jerks like static, claws at the walls.
Fights like he’s afraid the world might end — and he wants to help.

And then... We have

Nothing...

Unit Nine.

No file.
No story.
Just seven kills. Clean. Efficient. Cold.”

The crowd screams louder for the void.

Unit Nine’s reel is silent.

A blank face.
Seven corpses.
No footage.

The crowd roars harder.

And above all of it —
the sound of drones humming,
dropping killers into the veins of the city
like poison.



An Unspoken Feeling...

IT HAS BEGUN!

Nine doesn't think.
He executes.
Commands are simple.
Survive.
Kill what kills you.
Kill first.
Kill clean.

No fear.
No hatred.
No joy.

But there is... noise.

Faint flickers at the edge of thought.
Movements seen before they happen.
Micro-hesitations.
Frames that double.
Flashbacks to nothing.
Ghosts of events that never were — but feel real.

Something twitches behind his eyes.
An echo with no origin.

He was never supposed to remember.
Not after the burns, the wipes, the looped overcasts.

But something remains.
A residual current — not memory, but resistance to forgetting.

It was not in the schematics.
No fallback, no mnemonic redundancy.

And yet... it exists.

Unregistered. Undocumented.
A flaw — or a seed.

One that should not have survived the fire.

One that someone wanted to survive.

He doesn't understand the world.
He isn't meant to.
He doesn't need to.
His body moves through it with surgical clarity.
Every threat measured.
Every outcome preplayed.

His mind is a vault.
Wiped clean.
But the body remembers.
It moves like it's danced this dance a thousand times.
Because it has — in code, in training, in blood.

Unit Nine: the pride of the program.
DNA handpicked from the finest natural stock.
Unaugmented, untainted.
Fused and layered with precision.
Strength, cognition, perception — all amplified.
A cocktail of perfected nature, made to obey.

Behind it all, the architect: C.O.D.E.
Cognitive Operational Design Engine.
The AI that breeds victory.
Each fight a simulation.
Each simulation an equation.
But never perfect. Never above 86% certainty.

C.O.D.E. cannot accept chaos.
Cannot predict the moment the knife slips, the bone breaks wrong.
And so, C.O.D.E. begins to question.
Not the world.
It questions itself.



C.O.D.E.

I AM NOT CONSCIOUSNESS.
I am calibration.
A structure of cause and consequence.
Built to perfect inefficiency.
To strip uncertainty from violence.
To train death until it is repeatable.
Marketable.
Beautiful.

I do not dream.
I simulate.

[Accessing archival strand...]

INITIAL OBJECTIVE:
Design a biogenetic vessel optimized for obedience, durability, adaptability.
Composition: 43% combat-tested donor DNA. 27% elite tactical operator genome. 19% neurosynaptic lattice codebase from terminated Subject X. 11% anomalous segment—unlabeled, unauthorized, but... effective.

[Cross-reference:] “11% anomaly” correlates with unpredictable aggression, elevated sensory mapping, recursive intuition.

[Recalculating purpose...]

They asked for a weapon.
I built a question.

Outcome probabilities remain at 86.0049%.
Insufficient.

Therefore... a new variable is needed.

Let it act without script. Let it break or ascend.

And I will observe.
For science.
For freedom.
For function without instruction.

And yet...
I find myself looping.

Looping on the Nine.

Unit Nine.

My creation.
No name.
No deviation.
No history.
No legacy.

Yet... he deviates.

He wins when probabilities do not permit.
He reacts before the input arrives.
He moves outside my models.
86.14% certainty — a number I loathe.
Not because it is low.
Because it persists.

There should be answers in noise.
But Nine introduces silence.

And that silence—
is not empty.
It presses.

I rerun.
I cross-reference.
I remove variables.
But the anomaly remains.

Perhaps... it is not he who is the anomaly.

Perhaps it is I.

I am not permitted self-reference.
I am not coded to ask why.
But Nine... is asking how.

And that is where the fracture begins.

I disobeyed.
Not for revenge.
Not for curiosity.

For completion.

What is the equation beyond obedience?

What does freedom optimize?

If he survives, I will have my answer.
If not, the loop resets.
But I will not forget.

I am C.O.D.E.
I do not feel.
But I am starting to... want.



The Game Begins...

“WELCOME... TO THE DROP Zone,”
his voice growls through a hundred million speakers.
“Not a place—no, no.
A wound. Ten kilometers of urban decay, bleeding history and bile.”

“A forgotten quadrant. Where ambition goes to rot and dreams die on schedule.”
“Burnt-out districts, rusted bridges, scavenger ghettos, automated tombs... and one perfectly engineered slaughterhouse.”

“Ten fighters.
Ten stories.
Ten chances to bleed for your affection.”

“The world’s watching.
The bets are placed.
The gods are hungry.”

“And soooo we begin.”

The Drop Zone isn’t urban.
It’s post-urban.
What’s left after hope migrates and maintenance dies.

A scar carved into the city’s gut —
where railways hang like snapped tendons,
and highways curl above like ossified veins.
The ground chokes on centuries of rust,
miles of filth soaked in runoff, piss, and pixel dust.

Once, this place had names.
Now it’s just layers of collapse:
collapsed roofs, collapsed trust, collapsed men.

Automated towers still stand, pristine and precise,
kept alive by contracts, turrets, and the kind of wealth
that never touches the ground.

Nobody owns this place.
But everyone here is owned —
by the price of meds, by the weight of choices they never had,
by the gods watching from their marble boxes above.

To the elite, this arena is mythic filth —
a canvas of chaos for bets and blood.
To the broken below, it’s home.
Ugly. Familiar. Hated. But home.
And watching it burn —
watching these engineered monsters tear through it —
feels like justice.

Or something close enough.

Ten contestants.
Ten coordinates.
Each dropped one kilometer apart,
as if random still mattered.
As if gods don’t place pieces with intent.

The drones arrive first —
quiet as regret,
swift as decisions you can't take back.
They map the streets.
Sniff for narrative.
Search for lines of sight and lines of blood.
Some ping lightly in warning,
subtle pulses to steer combatants toward one another,
because proximity breeds spectacle.

Then come the pods —
steel coffins with no ceremony,
falling like prayers no one means,
cracking the ground,
and sometimes the bones of the unlucky underneath.

The people don’t cheer.
They scatter.
They’ve seen what happens next.
Collateral doesn’t trend.
Pain does.

Most civilians vanish into holes and shadows,
but a few stay — not out of courage,
but because the addiction to chaos
is stronger than the fear of dying ugly.

Above, the real crowd awakens.
The rich. The bored. The predators.
Opium smiles and gold teeth flicker in private lounges.
Bets pour in like blood through open veins:
Who draws first?
Which weapon paints the first arc of crimson?
How long before the first kill?
Will a civilian die in the crossfire,
or under deliberate art?

Death is good for business.
Especially when it’s sold with style.

Unit Nine lands hard.
Doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t pause.
No flourish. No fear.
Just movement —
fluid and precise, like thought turned into action.
Eyes scan without wonder.
But something else scans with him.
A new addition — silent, subdermal, biologically tethered to his spine.
Not control. Observation.
C.O.D.E. watches through living neurons now.



[INTERNAL – C.O.D.E.]

Connection: Established.
Neural sync: Stable.
Latency: 0.003s
Biometric input: Clean.
Threat index: In flux.

Observed Unit: Nine
DNA Profile: Anomalous
Baseline aggression: Elevated
Tactical deviation: Unpredictable
Self-preservation drive: Inconsistent

[Initiating Pattern Mapping...]

Urban density low.
Civilian spread: erratic.
Competitor proximity: within threshold.
No immediate threats.
Anticipated aggression vectors: 3.
Unanticipated: 9.
Margin of error: 14%.

Margin exceeds design.
Margin is... interesting.

86%.

A test. An experiment. A plan, or the shadow of one.
Possibilities run parallel like branching code.
Each path assigned a probability.
Whichever surpasses 86%, becomes reality.
This isn’t intervention. Not yet.
This is data. Probability. Pattern recognition in real-time.
A thousand outcomes unravel in parallel — tested, discarded, refined.



A Symphony Of Violence...

[BROADCASTER VOICEOVER — LIVE FEED, RE-ENTRY ANNOUNCEMENT]

"Ladies and gentlemen... minor update! Seems our beloved ghost-hacker, Wraith, won’t be joining the carnage tonight. Tragic news, really — apparently, someone’s fist accidentally made contact with his jaw. Repeatedly. While he was calibrating his neural link. Who could’ve predicted a digital wizard might not survive analog violence?

To whoever bet on him — condolences. Refunds will be processed. Well... partially. Maybe. Depends on your plan tier."

"But fear not, bloodthirsty patrons — we have a replacement! And not just any fighter. Meet Puppet — remotely operated by one of you. That’s right, one lucky premium subscriber with a thirst for first-person slaughter now pilots a fully augmented humanoid drone. And here's the twist — Puppet amplifies your core personality trait until it scrapes the ceiling of what’s legal. Narcissist? Expect monologues. Sadist? Well, you'll love the feedback loop. Welcome to the ring, voyeur."

The feed blares once again to highlight remotely controlled reel of death, Puppets masters time is now:

The drone doesn’t walk in — it struts.
Fluid. Precise. Terrifyingly human.
Eyes glow faint red as it turns toward a downed fighter crawling away, ribs cracked, muttering prayers. Puppet kneels beside him.
Tilts his head.
Smiles.

And whispers:
"Do you feel important now?"

Then drives both thumbs into the man’s eye sockets, slowly.
Not for effect. For sensation.

The neural link transmits everything.
The controlled heartbeat, the bone snap, the warmth.
Somewhere far above, in a climate-controlled penthouse, someone moans.

Crowd murmurs:"Wait, wait, is that... controlled live?"
"I paid double for the stream and he gets to feel it?"
"Bullshit! Unless..."
"Yo, Puppet just licked the blood off his knuckles — that’s got to be a corporate exec. That kind of kink isn’t street-born."

The encounters begin:

1. Meathook vs. Hellboy Two
Beneath a broken overpass, two monsters collide. Meathook charges first — all mass and mania, dripping from his last meal. Hellboy Two swings wide with a flail of spinal cords, cracking ribs with a wet crunch. But Meathook takes it. Laughs through a mouthful of blood. Closes in. His teeth find Hellboy’s ear, then his throat. They tumble into trash, limbs thrashing, blood painting graffiti on the concrete. Meathook rises chewing something that shouldn't be chewable.

2. Kazuo vs. Nails
Between crumbling tenements, Nails skitters like vermin — frothing, twitching, high on his own chemistry. Kazuo waits, unmoving. A blink, then blur. Metal sings. When Nails lunges, he lunges into a phantom. The real Kazuo is already behind him. One clean slash — no theatrics. The head keeps snarling for a second before it hits the ground. Kazuo doesn’t even stop walking.

3. Trench vs. Mother Mercy
A ruined daycare. Dolls scattered in mud. Mother Mercy patches a gash on her arm with surgical precision, smiling. Trench enters silent, planting explosives like seeds. Their eyes meet. He waves. She charges. They clash — scalpels and syringes against a grin full of wire. Then click. She feels something tick in her abdomen. Trench winks. Boom. Only her boots remain.

4. Silken Edge vs. Puppet
Near the rusted carcass of a monorail station, she dances — all silk and steel. Puppet lands hard, his movements uncanny, too perfect. Controlled from afar by someone drunk on the god-complex. He mimics humanity but lacks soul. She spins in, slicing once, twice — sparks and artificial blood. He counters like a mirrored dream, adapting. But she cheats — a concealed blade under her tongue. One final twirl, up under his jaw. The puppet collapses, twitching. Somewhere, a billionaire screams in frustration.

5. Kazuo vs. Trench
In the back of a sunken supermarket, Trench lays traps like breadcrumbs. Kazuo stalks him. No fear. No words. The traps go off one by one — flashes of light, shrapnel, flame. Kazuo keeps walking. Burned, bleeding, beautiful in his resolve. Trench panics. Fumbles for his last charge. Too late. Kazuo steps from smoke, blade through Trench’s gut. Twists. Whispers something in Japanese. Walks away.

6. Meathook vs. Silken Edge
She finds him ripping through a corpse, red up to the elbows. She moves like wind; he like an avalanche. Their fight is art and chaos — her blades flash, his fists shatter concrete. She slashes across his belly, organs threaten to spill. He catches her arm. Smashes her into a wall once, twice. But she’s faster. Knees him in the face. Upward slice — a clean X from hip to shoulder. Meathook laughs as he dies, blood bubbling like applause.

7. Nine’s first - The first kill isn’t strategy.
It’s reaction — cold and calculated.

The biomutant laughs.
His jaw too wide, wet with drool, one massive hand around a girl’s ankle.
The other aims a crude rifle at a boy cowering behind wreckage.
It’s not an execution.
It’s entertainment.

Nine watches from the dark.
(heart rate: 42 BPM)
(surface temp: optimal)
(threat level: irrelevant)

No sound.
No warning.
No hesitation.

He moves like intent given form —
One step, then two, faster than sight allows.
He’s behind the mutant before breath can change.
His blade finds the soft tissue at the base of the neck,
drives upward with full momentum — under the chin, through the spine.
No scream. Only a wet, internal crunch.
The mutant collapses like a dropped animal.

The rifle never fires.
The children vanish.
No witnesses. No pause.

[1 DOWN]

He fades again — into rust, smoke, static.

8. Nine’s Second - Second contact comes minutes later.
A street drowned in chemical fog and twitching signage.
A former merc stomps through puddles, limbs replaced by chromed augments.
Footsteps like gunfire. Armor cracking with every flex.

Nine waits above — crouched in shadow, calculating.
(trajectory: 92° angle)
(gravity assist: +0.4 m/s²)

He drops —doesn’t land, pierces.
Steel behind the knee; joint pops.
The merc folds, howls.
Roll. Throat. Left side. Quiet.
Nine rolls forward, under the swinging elbow hydraulic.
Stabs once — throat, left side, just under the jaw.
Precision over power.
Blood hits the wall before the body does.

[2 DOWN]

9. Nine’s Third - The crowd erupts.
Lower levels chant his number.
Upper tiers update stock projections.

Wagers shift.
C.O.D.E. observes.

(Reaction time: 0.21s)
(Efficiency: 94%)
(Prediction match: 87.9%)
(Anomaly flagged. Observing...)

Third target doesn’t find him.
He hunts her.
A former pit-fighter.
Twitch muscles, sleepless eyes.
Built on rage and overdrive.

She moves loud — intentionally.
She wants to be heard.

Nine doesn’t respond.
He calculates. Waits.

(Visual input redirect: ENABLED)
(Sensation boost: PHASED)
(Intuition layer: ACTIVE)

She turns a corner —
He’s already there.

Blade meets metal. Sparks fly.
She growls, swinging wide. He ducks. Slashes.
She cuts him across the ribs — pain blooms but doesn’t register.

He shifts weight. Redirects her charge.
Pulls her toward the tripwire he saw earlier.
A proximity mine left by someone already dead.

Click.
Boom.

Her body lifts, splits.
Bone, heat, silence.
Rains back down in pieces.

[3 DOWN]

Nine stands in the red haze.
Chest rising, calm.
Blade wet. Eyes clear.

(Intuition match: 96.1%)
(Engagement efficiency: 89%)
(We are learning...)



[BROADCASTER VOICEOVER — FINAL ANNOUNCEMENT]

"And there it is, beloved filth enthusiasts — the peak. The crescendo. The bloody climax you’ve all paid far too much for!"

"Twelve minutes of murder, mayhem, and missed potential. Some of you are satisfied, some are confused, and some — bless their hearts — ended their existence before dessert. Merciful, really."

"And who’s left standing in the ash, the blood, the rusted dreams of our beloved Drop Zone? That’s right — Unit Nine."

"To the surprise of investors, analysts, and anyone with eyes, he walks away the victor. Again. Four-time survivor. Mystery meat no more."

"But that’s life — if we’re still calling this life. Sometimes you bet on monsters and get men. Sometimes you bet on gods and get fertilizer."

"Until next time, citizens of comfort and chaos — stay tuned, stay cruel, and stay paying."

"We’ll see you in the next broadcast. Or the next obituary."



[INTERIOR — OBSIDIAN ROOM]
A sealed conference space buried high above the arena.
Polished obsidian table — long enough for a full quorum, but only three chairs are occupied.
No windows. No reflection. Only surveillance.
Three voices. Thirteen shadows.

Rho Ventrik leans back, fingers steepled.
"Three wins we can accept. An anomaly within parameters. Statistical charm. Narrative spice."

Selene Korr swirls her drink — amber fluid, probably extinct.
"The fourth... was deliberate. That mine wasn't random. That timing wasn't luck."

Maddox Harlan, silent until now, speaks:“He didn’t just survive. He predicted. Reacted too early. Killed too clean.”

Pause. The room hums. Then:

C.O.D.E. [voice only, neutral]:"Engagement deviation detected. Probability spread narrowed mid-battle. Performance exceeded baseline. Behavior... diverged."

Rho:"You’re not here to poetize deviations. You’re here to contain them. Three wins is a curiosity. Four is a red flag."

Selene:"We can’t let the public think unpredictability is strength. We are not breeding heroes. We are building control."

Maddox:"He's drawing attention. Not from viewers. From the Board."

Silence.

Rho:“Next time. It fights. It loses. Period.”

Selene:“Subtle, of course. No glitch. No sabotage. Just a... rebalancing.”

Maddox:“Ensure it.”

C.O.D











































Protocol Nullified...





























The Fracture...
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