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Chapter 1: The Broadcast 
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Atlanta, 2047 – The Ruins

The city burned under a sky choked with thick, black smoke. Once, Atlanta had been alive, a city of music, culture, and movement. Now, it was nothing but a corpse, stripped of its beauty, replaced with shattered glass and the echoes of war. The streets, once bustling with traffic and laughter, lay broken beneath crumbling skyscrapers and abandoned cars, their doors hanging open like gaping wounds.

Kwame Bishop adjusted his grip on his rifle as he sprinted through the rubble. The weight of his armor pressed heavy against his shoulders, sweat dripping down his forehead as he ducked behind a collapsed building. His breath came in short, sharp bursts. He was used to the adrenaline—this war had been his life for as long as he could remember.

“Kwame, move!” a voice crackled in his earpiece.

Sergeant Trey Lawson. One of the few left from their original unit.

Kwame peered over the edge of the concrete, his sharp brown eyes scanning the ruined intersection ahead. The Enforcers were pushing forward, their black-armored figures advancing with brutal precision. Their rifles emitted sharp, blue pulses of energy—deadlier than anything the Resistance had scavenged.

“This is our last chance to hold the line,” Trey continued, his voice rough with exhaustion. “If they take this sector, we’re boxed in.”

Kwame wiped the sweat from his brow and exhaled. They had been holding this part of the city for weeks, but the Enforcers never stopped coming. The war never ended. Every day, more fighting, more bodies, more blood soaking into the cracked pavement.

“Cover me,” Kwame ordered.

Trey and the remaining soldiers provided suppressing fire as Kwame broke from cover, weaving through the wreckage. His boots pounded against the broken asphalt as he lifted his rifle and fired, cutting down two Enforcers before they could react. Their bodies hit the ground with dull thuds, the glow in their helmets flickering out like dying stars.

But before he could reach the next cover point, something glitched.

Just for a second.

The war-torn street disappeared. The sky, once filled with smoke and ash, became clear, blue. The wreckage of Atlanta was gone, replaced by clean streets, neon signs flashing advertisements, and civilians walking as if nothing was wrong.

And then—

Snap.

He was back. The burning buildings, the war, the screams—everything returned in an instant.

Kwame skidded to a halt, his breathing uneven.

“What the hell...?”

“Kwame, get down!”

A plasma round whizzed past his head, snapping him out of his daze. He threw himself behind an overturned bus, his heart hammering against his ribs.

The glitch—what was that? Was he losing it? Had the war finally broken his mind?
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THE BROADCAST

Hours later, the battle had died down. Kwame sat alone in an underground bunker, his rifle propped against the metal wall beside him. The dim light of an old computer screen flickered against his tired face, casting shadows across his sharp features.

He had intercepted a transmission. An encrypted one.

His fingers hovered over the keyboard before pressing play.

The screen flickered. At first, nothing but static. Then, a grainy image formed.

A man. Hooded. Glitching in and out, his face partially obscured by the distortion. But as the video stabilized, Kwame’s stomach twisted into a knot.

It was himself.

The version of him on the screen wasn’t covered in dirt and sweat. His armor was gone, replaced by a sleek, unmarked uniform. His eyes weren’t clouded with exhaustion—they were sharp, clear.

“Kwame,” the other him said, his voice low and urgent. “Listen to me. This isn’t real. You’re inside The Simulation. You have to wake up.”

The screen went black.

Kwame sat frozen, his hands clenched into fists.

What the hell was happening?
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Chapter 2: The Scientist and the Hacker
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Sector 7, Corporate District – The Real Atlanta

Dr. Imani Wells stared at her screen, her sharp eyes scanning the lines of data scrolling endlessly. She had spent years working at Echelon Industries, the tech giant that built everything from security systems to artificial intelligence. On the surface, she was just another brilliant mind working on advancements for the city.

But beneath the clean, corporate sheen of Atlanta, Imani had discovered something—something she was never meant to see.

She tapped the screen, pulling up a live surveillance feed from Sector 3. It showed a bustling intersection filled with civilians. The people moved naturally—until they didn’t.

Every twelve minutes, the entire scene reset.

The same pedestrians walked in identical loops. A woman in a blue dress adjusted her sunglasses at the exact same moment. A man in a suit checked his watch, always at 12:07 p.m.. A stray dog scratched its ear at the same second, every time.

It wasn’t an error in the footage.

It was an error in reality.

Imani’s stomach twisted. She had been tracking anomalies like this for months, ever since she first noticed the glitches. They were subtle at first—flickering lights, distorted reflections, moments of déjà vu so precise they couldn’t be coincidences.

But this? This was proof.

Something was wrong with the world.

Her hands trembled as she closed the feed and leaned back in her chair. She had kept quiet for too long, afraid of what would happen if Echelon found out she was digging too deep. But she wasn’t alone in this.

She needed to contact Jinx.
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THE UNDERGROUND – THE Hacker’s Domain

Jalen “Jinx” Carter cracked his knuckles and adjusted his hoodie, the glow of multiple screens reflecting in his dark brown eyes. Unlike the corporate elites living above him, Jinx thrived in the underbelly of the city—where the real secrets were buried.
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