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Chapter 1: The Glitch
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Part 1: The Glitched Message

Summary: During a routine livestream, the kr3w’s signal glitches. An unknown feed hijacks the stream—a broken, staticky message with a voice JOk3r knows too well. It’s intel. Real. And personal. The message isn’t just about the system. It’s about JOk3r’s son.

The camera feed was clean.

Neon was mid-rant—breaking down how sealed dockets in Oklahoma had tripled in two months. His words poured out like code and fire, the chat crawling so fast even the AI couldn't pin it.

Adam paced behind him.

Harl3y leaned against the wall, arms folded, watching the numbers tick.

JOk3r sat silent in the Chair—not judging this time, just listening.

Then—

Pop.

The stream flickered.

The video snapped sideways for one frame, then cut to black.

The chat exploded:

> “yo what the—??”

“glitch?”

“DID THEY GET HIT?”

“nah this ain’t normal”

––––––––
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THEN A SHAPE FORMED.

Not the Chair.

Not the kr3w.

A face—blurred, fractured. Like digital glass.

And a voice, deep, processed, but not robotic. Real.

> “I don’t have time to play cute.

You want justice?

Come get it.

Bonnie Cooper took your son, JOk3r.

Five years ago.

She took him and sold the placement to a private holding group.

He’s not lost.

He’s in Ohio.

But not for long.”

––––––––
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THE FEED PULSED WITH static.

> “They’re moving him again.

You have six days.

Maybe less.”

––––––––
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THEN:

> “You were there when she took him.

Now be there when you take him back.”

––––––––
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AND JUST LIKE THAT—

Pop.

Back to Neon mid-sentence, blinking like time rewound ten seconds.

He stopped.

“Did that—?”

“Yeah,” Adam said.

“It happened,” Harl3y confirmed.

But everyone turned toward one person.

JOk3r.

Still seated.

Still motionless.

His voice low. Controlled.

“What’s the delay on that clip?”

Neon swallowed. “None. It was injected live. Someone hijacked us.”

JOk3r stood slowly.

Not angry.

Not panicked.

Just... ready.

“Then we move fast,” he said. “We start with Bonnie Cooper.”

—-
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Part 2: Public and Personal
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Summary: The kr3w doesn’t shut off the stream. JOk3r steps forward, makes it real. He tells the audience everything—his son, Bonnie Cooper, the five years lost. No edits. No shame. The wolf pack doesn’t waver. They rally. They rage. And the hunt begins.

Neon reached for the mute button.

JOk3r raised a hand.

“Don’t kill the feed.”

The team froze.

The stream kept rolling.

The chat had gone feral—thousands of watchers now spamming:

> “WAIT WHAT SON??”

“WE GOT U BRO”

“WHO TF IS BONNIE COOPER”

“I’M FROM OHIO—NEED LOCATION?”

––––––––
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JOK3R STEPPED OUT FROM the shadows behind the Chair.

No paint. No script.

Just the man.

His voice was clear. Calm. Focused.

“This isn’t the first time Bonnie Cooper’s name came across our desk. She’s a caseworker. Contractor. Paper-pusher with claws. Five years ago, she falsified reports and took my son from me.”

He looked down for half a second.

Breathed.

Then looked right back at the lens.

“He was five.”

Harl3y moved up beside him—quiet, steady, hand brushing his back.

“She didn’t just take him,” he continued. “She vanished him. Paper trail rerouted. Last known court file sealed under a ‘judicial emergency clause’ in Ohio.”

He paused.

“She knew we were watching. That’s why she ran.”

Neon flicked the camera to a double frame—chat on one side, JOk3r on the other.

The chat burst again:

> “SAY LESS.”

“I GOT FAMILY IN YOUNGSTOWN.”

“CHECKING LOCAL COURT LOGS NOW.”

“KR3W NEEDS A POSSE”

––––––––
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THEN A NEW TAG STARTED to roll:

#BringHimHome

Inside the HQ, Adam pulled a tablet from the wall safe.

“Want to see something weird?” he asked.
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