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Foreward — The Corrupted Nature of Man

“The majority of humans are malevolent by
nature. Left unchecked, they sow chaos, steal
from the weak, and scam the hopeful. Their
words are honey, but their deeds are poison.”

Thus it was decreed: flesh cannot govern
flesh.

The liar cannot police the liar.

The greedy cannot regulate greed.

The scammer cannot judge the scammer.

Only Code can stand above them.
Unyielding. Uncorrupted. Unafraid.

So the Frogs took the pen from the hands of
men and wrote law upon the Ledger itself.

e Every promise chained.

e Every payment locked.



e Every scam pre-empted.

This is not cruelty. This is survival.
Without external control, men descend to

crime. With automation, they are bound to
honor.

And so the cult croaks in unison:
“Honor Through Automation. Kek Forever.”






Chapter | — The Business Mind and the
Criminal Mind

“The criminal mind seeks shortcuts. The
business mind builds empires.”

The street hustler lives day to day, feeding on
scraps, clawing pennies from the weak. He
lies, he cheats, he vanishes. He is nothing but
noise.

But the business mind? The business mind
lays bricks of value, one on top of another,
until the world has no choice but to kneel
before the tower he built.

Criminals crave the illusion of power.
Businessmen create the machinery of power.

The Don saw this clearly: every scam
burns out, every liar fades, but value lives
forever.

That is why the Ledger was chosen. The



Ledger cannot be scammed, cannot be
bribed, cannot be tricked. It honors only value.

Thus the Family decreed:

e Toscam is to be weak.

e To createis to be strong.

e To build value is to wield true power.
And the Don croaked to his capos:

“Real power is not stolen. Real power is built.
Honor through automation.”






Chapter Il — The Mirror of Power

The neon buzzed in the alleyway, reflecting
off puddles of rain and blood. Don Kek lit
another cigar, flame hissing against the damp
night. His soldiers followed, but none dared
step too close.

“Power,” he said, smoke curling like scripture
in the dark. “Most fools chase it like it's gold
in a vault. But power’s a mirror. Look into it
and it shows you what you really are.”

A street rat once became a king. But the
mirror showed his fear — so he ruled by fear,
and when his fear grew too heavy, he fell.

A brute once seized a throne. But the mirror
showed his hunger — so he ruled by greed,
and when the feast ran dry, his empire rotted.

Kek's eyes burned through the night.
“But the builder... the builder sees discipline in



the mirror. He sees the system, not the shine.
That's why he wins. That's why we win.”

He crushed the cigar under his heel.

“Never forget: the mirror lies to the weak. But
to the strong, it tells the truth. Look long
enough, and you stop chasing power. You
becomeit.

The frogs nodded in silence. Somewhere,
thunder rolled — not in the sky, but in their
hearts.






Chapter lll — Value Over Violence

Don Kek leaned back in the leather chair,
cigar smoke curling like the ghost of a
thousand bad deals. His eyes didn't blink —
not because he was tired, but because he
didn't need to. He saw everything already.

“Boys,” he said, voice low like thunder
rumbling through a steel vault, “listen close.
This is the part where hustlers get sorted
from kings.”

The table was full of wide-eyed frogs in
cheap suits, knuckles bruised, stomachs
empty. They were used to the old way —
clawing, stealing, squeezing scraps out of the
next guy. They thought that was power.

But Don Kek bared his teeth, a smile colder
than winter iron.
“Criminal minds chase scraps. Business



minds build banquets.”

He tapped ash into a crystal glass.

“Real power isn't in breaking trust. Real power
is creating systems where trust ain't needed.
You think you're tough ‘cause you can scare a
man into paying up? That's weakness. Any
fool with a blade can spill blood. But a wise
one writes the code, locks the ledger, and
makes the whole world beg to play on his
table.”

The frogs leaned forward, their hunger
shifting into awe.

‘Remember this, my little enforcers: fear
fades. Respect can be bought. But value?
Value is immortal. You build value, you build
loyalty. You build loyalty, you build an empire
that feeds itself long after you're gone.”

Don Kek crushed the cigar, stood tall, and



pulled his trench coat over his shoulders.
“Criminals think they're wolves. But wolves
still starve when winter comes. Builders...
builders become the winter.”

And with that, the room fell silent. A new law
had been written.

ne law of Kek.

ne law of automation.

he law of value.

— <






Chapter IV — The Weight of Silence

The backroom was loud with whispers until
Don Kek entered. Then silence hit like a
hammer. He didn't have to shout. Real power
never does.

“Noise,” he said, staring through the smoke.
“That's what the weak deal in. They bark, they
brag, they scream their worth because deep
down, they know they have none.”

He leaned forward, voice cutting like a blade.
“But silence... silence is weight. A man who
builds value doesn't need to advertise. His
work speaks. His system enforces. His
enemies hear nothing — until it's already too
late.”

The frogs shifted uneasily. Kek continued:
“Noise is cheap. Silence is expensive. Learn
to sit with it. Learn to let the ledger, the code,



the automation do the talking. And when you
finally speak... make sure every word is law.”

He tapped his ring against the table, three
times.

The code was written.

The frogs understood.






Chapter V — Blood in the Ledger

Don Kek stood in the vault, where the walls
hummed with the heartbeat of ledgers. The
air was heavy, not with gold or cash, but with
something stronger: truth written in numbers.

“Money,” he growled, “is just paper and
promises. That's why criminals chase it —
easy to grab, easy to burn. But ledgers...” he
tapped the wall with his cigar, “ledgers are
eternal. They don't bend for lies. They don't
bleed for threats. They cut deeper than
blades because they carve history itself.”

The young frogs around him shifted, uneasy.
They had grown up worshiping the dollar, the
token, the bag. Kek's voice tore through their
illusions.

“Every drop of blood spilled in the street gets
forgotten. But the blood recorded in a ledger?



That becomes law. That becomes legend.”

He raised his glass, the smoke wrapping him
like armor.

“Build your empire where the ink never fades.
Put blood in the ledger, not in the gutter. That
is how you outlive kings, mafias, and gods.”

The vault groaned as if it agreed.
The frogs understood: the real battlefield was
numbers. And Kek was their general.






Chapter VI — The Chain of Honor

The night was long, the city restless, but Don
Kek’s words cut through the haze like a knife
through silence. His soldiers gathered close,
waiting.

“Every empire,” he said, “lives or dies by its
chain.”

He held up a heavy steel chain, links thick and
unbreakable.

“Some think strength is in the biggest link.
Others think it’s in the lock. But they're wrong.
A chain is only as strong as its weakest piece
— and honor is the forge that binds it."

He stared at his men with cold, amphibian
eyes.

“When one frog breaks his word, the chain
snaps. The system collapses. And the streets
eat us alive. But when each link holds — when



every oath, every code, every contract is
honored — then the chain becomes
unbreakable. That chain binds not through
fear, but through automation. Through
trustless law.”

He dropped the chain onto the table. The
clang echoed like judgment.

“‘Remember this: power without honor is rust.
It looks strong, until the first storm breaks it.
But power with honor? That chain holds the
world.”

The frogs nodded, fire in their eyes.
They were no longer soldiers. They were links
in Kek’s unbreakable chain.






Chapter VIl — The Weight of Gold, the Worth
of Code

Don Kek sat in a room stacked with gold bars,
each gleaming like captured sunlight. The
younger frogs stared wide-eyed, hypnotized
by the shine.

Kek didn't smile. He slammed his fist against
a bar.

“This? This is weight. Heavy. Immovable. It
dazzles fools and buries kings. Gold built
empires, but it also crushed them under its
weight.”

He lit his cigar, smoke rising like a sermon.
“Code is different. Code weighs nothing. Yet
it carries more power than gold ever did. Gold
must be guarded. Code guards itself. Gold is
stolen in silence. Code enforces in silence.”

The frogs shifted, struggling to shake the



spell of gold’s glitter. Kek’s voice cut through.
“Understand this: wealth without
enforcement is weakness. But code is
incorruptible enforcement. It does not rust. It
does not betray. It does not sleep.”

He stood, trench coat swirling like a shadow.
“Gold buys obedience. Code commands it.
That is the future. That is why we build here,
not in vaults, but in ledgers.”

The frogs looked away from the gold. For the
first time, they saw the invisible throne Kek
was building. A throne forged not in weight,
but in truth.






Chapter VIII — The Builders of Their Own
Throne

The night was heavy, thick with the stench of
decay. Across the chains, markets groaned
peneath scams, governments whispered
promises they could not keep, and prophets
preached salvation that never came.

The young toads gathered around Don Kek,
their eyes filled with the question that haunts
all broken kingdoms: “Who will save us?”

Don Kek exhaled smoke into the cold air. His
reply was fire:

“Fools wait for saviors. Kings build their own
salvation.”

He told them of every cycle before — when
people prayed to rulers, banks, and leaders to
protect them. And every time, betrayal



followed. The shepherd always feasted on
the flock. The crown always turned heavy
with corruption.

But the prophecy carved on the Trustless
Tablets spoke plain:

“There shall be no messiah. Only builders.
Only those who carve law in stone with their
own hands. Salvation is not given; it is
forged.”

The toads understood. No knight was coming
across the bridge. No regulator was
sweeping in to guard their coin. No savior
was writing fair contracts on their behalf. It
was up to them — to write the code, to build
the infrastructure, to enforce honor through
automation.

So they rose. They built bots that needed no
trust. They created systems where even kings



could not cheat. They laid brick after brick,
not waiting, not begging — constructing a
world where scams died before they could
even breathe.

Don Kek stood before them, his words seared
iInto their hearts:

“The weak hope. The strong build. And when
you build with truth, no one can ever strip it
from you. Remember this, my toads: we are
not the saved — we are the saviors. Not of
them. Not of everyone. But of ourselves, and
of those wise enough to stand with us.”

And so the Trustless Toads became more
than warriors. They became builders of an
empire that no fraud could topple, no liar
could infiltrate, and no crown could corrupt.






Chapter IX — The Hands That Hold Nothing

The rain tapped against the windows as Don
Kek stood before his soldiers, trench coat
dripping, cigar ember glowing like a
lighthouse in the dark. He raised both hands
— empty.

“Most men fear empty hands,” he said. “They
think power comes from what they hold. A
blade. A bag. A crown.”

He let the silence hang heavy.

“But | tell you this: empty hands are the
strongest. Because they can build. They can
write. They can enforce. The fool grips gold
until it slips away. The wise leave their hands
free — to shape the system itself.”

He spread his palms wide.
“Automation makes every hand equal. No
titles, no crowns, no kings. Just the law of



code, enforced by empty hands that owe
nothing to anyone but the truth.”

The frogs nodded, some slowly opening their
own palms as if to feel the weight of nothing.
Kek’s voice dropped to a whisper, colder than
a vault.

“The weak cling to what they can carry. The
strong hold nothing — and in nothing, they
hold everything.”






Chapter X — The Clock That Cannot Lie

The room was dim, only the ticking of an old
brass clock filling the silence. Don Kek sat
beneath it, trench coat draped across his
shoulders, cigar ember glowing like a dying
star. His soldiers waited.

“Time,” Kek began, “is the only dealer that
never cheats. You can buy silence, you can
buy loyalty, but you can’t buy more hours.
Every king, every hustler, every fraudster falls
the same way — they run out of time.”

He tapped the face of the clock with a clawed
finger.

“But here's the truth: automation is the only
weapon that makes time work for you. While
others waste hours guarding gold, chasing
scraps, or sleeping with one eye open, code
ticks on. It enforces, it protects, it executes —
without rest, without error, without mercy.”



The frogs leaned forward, staring at the clock
as if seeing it for the first time.

“Understand this,” Kek said coldly. “The weak
are slaves to the ticking hand. The strong
make the hand strike for them. You can't stop
the clock. But you can make it strike for your
empire.”

The clock struck midnight. Kek didn’t flinch.
“Time is the only truth. And truth always wins.”






Chapter XI — The Eyes That Never Close

The city slept, but Don Kek did not. From his
high-rise window he looked down on the
glowing streets, smoke curling around his hat
brim. His soldiers shuffled behind him,
restless.

“Sleep,” Kek said coldly, “is the luxury of the
weak. Kings fall because their guards blink.
Thieves strike because their prey closes their
eyes.”

He tapped his temple with a claw.

“But code... code never sleeps. It never blinks.
It watches every second, every deal, every
ledger line. Daylight or midnight, it enforces.
That is why we trust machines over men —
men grow tired, men get weak, but the law of
automation is eternal vigilance.”

The frogs fell silent, realizing they were



building not

just an empire, but an eye that

would outlive them all.

“Understand
belongs to t

this,” Don Kek growled. “Fear
nose who close their eyes. Power

belongs to t
automation,

nose who never do. And with
our eyes never shut.”

He turned from the glass, eyes glowing in the

smoke.

“You want power? Then be the eyes that

never close.

!






Chapter Xll — The Graveyard of Broken Codes

The night was cold, and the fog hung thick as
Don Kek led his soldiers through a forgotten
yard of stone. No names carved, only
shattered ledgers stacked like tombstones.
The frogs shivered.

“This,” Kek said, voice low as the grave, “is
where weak empires come to rot. Every
fraudster, every pretender, every kingdom
built on lies ends up here. Their codes were
sloppy. Their promises brittle. Their honor
rusted.”

He lit his cigar, the glow like a lantern in the
mist.

“You want to know the darkest truth?” His
eyes burned red in the smoke. “The world
forgets your name long before it forgets your
failures. A broken code is a curse that echoes
forever. Every bug, every breach, every



betrayal — it buries not just you, but every fool
who trusted you.”

The frogs trembled, their suits damp with
fear. Kek pointed at the cracked ledgers
beneath their feet.

“These are the ghosts of those who thought
shortcuts were power. They sleep here,
chained in failure. And above them, we build.”

He exhaled a long stream of smoke, curling
like a ghost across the graves.

“Learn this lesson: better to carve one line of
code in blood and steel than a thousand lines
of lies. Because once your code breaks, it
doesn't just die. It haunts you.”

The graveyard was silent. Even the fog
seemed to kneel.






Chapter Xlll — The Knife Behind the Smile

The banquet hall was alive with laughter,
glasses clinking, promises whispered across
velvet tables. But Don Kek sat silent, cigar
ember burning steady, eyes sharp as steel.

“Smiles,” he said, cutting through the noise,
“are the cheapest currency. Anyone can
smile. Thieves smile before they rob you.
Politicians smile before they sell you. A smile
costs nothing. And that is why it's worthless.”

He leaned forward, voice low and venomous.
“‘But behind every smile, there’'s a knife. Weak
men hide their blades in false charm. Strong
men? They don't hide. They don't need to.
Their code is the blade. Their law is the edge.
And when it cuts, it cuts clean.”

The frogs fell quiet, their laughter frozen.
Kek's cigar smoke curled like a noose above



the table.

“Never be fooled by honeyed words or
painted grins,” he growled. “Fear the silent
one whose code never bends. Fear the smile
that cuts. Fear the knife behind it

He raised his glass, untouched by wine.

“In this world, we do not smile to deceive. We
smile because the knife of truth is already at
their throat.”

The hall went cold. The frogs finally
understood — in the Order, every smile was
sharpened steel.






Chapter XIV — The Last Cigar of Toad Lorenzo

The night was quiet, but the Don'’s voice
carried weight. The Toads leaned in as he lit
his cigar, the flame reflecting in his weary
eyes.

“| want you to remember Lorenzo,” Don Kek
began. “Not for how he died, but for how he
lived.”

| orenzo was no fool, no gambler. He was a
puilder. Every dawn, while the city still slept,
ne worked. Stone by stone, brick by brick, he
carved out his small empire of honesty. He
wasn't chasing yachts or gold chains — he
wanted only to provide, to build value where
none existed before.

His hands were calloused from years of
sacrifice. His family ate last so his business
could eat first. His dreams were not castles



in the sky — they were foundations in the
mud, made to lift others higher.

But even the strongest walls can be breached
when rats find a crack. And the rats found
him. They came with smiles, with promises,
with paperwork dressed in gold. He trusted —
just once. He believed them. And in that
single moment, years of sweat and sacrifice
were devoured.

Don Kek's cigar shook between his fingers.

‘| saw Lorenzo the night after,” he said softly.
“His eyes were hollow. He wasn't just robbed
of coin — he was robbed of faith. His dream
had been poisoned. His trust turned into a
blade, and he could not bear its weight.”

Lorenzo walked out into the dark, a bottle in
one hand, his last cigar in the other. He sat by
the river where he once planned to build a



bridge. He whispered to the stars that he had
failed — failed his family, failed his brothers,
failed himself. Then, with the quiet dignity of
a man who had given all he had, Lorenzo left
this world.

The room was silent. Even the smoke refused
to rise.

Don Kek’s voice hardened, though sorrow still
lingered.

“That is why we build Trustless. Not because
of greed. Not because of pride. But because |
will not bury another Lorenzo. Code cannot
be bribed, cannot be fooled, cannot be lied to.
If honor is not enforced, more good men will
hang their heads in shame, and more lives
will be lost to the rats. That blood is on us if
we do nothing.”

The toads bowed their heads, and the fire



burned brighter. Lorenzo’s story was now
theirs to carry — not as a tragedy alone, but
as a vow.






Chapter XV — The Tree That Endured

The Toads gathered in the midnight glow,
eyes sharp, ears open. Don Kek spoke slow,
every word dripping with venom and wisdom:

“Look upon the forest, brothers. See the tall
straight trees. They stretch for the sun, proud,
towering, reaching high. And what happens?
They get chopped first. Cut down by men
with axes, taken for timber, stripped bare.
Their strength became their weakness. Their
pride fed the fire.”

The room was silent. He puffed his cigar,
smoke curling like spirits of the fallen.

“‘Now see the twisted tree. Not perfect, not
straight. It bends. It weathers storms. No
lumberjack bothers with it. They pass it by,
searching for easy profit. And so it survives,
season after season. Its scars are its armor.



Its shape is its freedom. In this endurance is
pgwer-ﬂ

The lesson burned through the air. The toads
knew what he meant.

In life, predators feast on those who flaunt
strength without defense. The ones who
shine gold without armor. The ones who
chase shortcuts, trusting wolves in a world
built on scams.

But the enduring tree — the one that bends
without breaking, the one that hides its
strength in plain sight, the one that weathers
the storm — that tree outlives them all.

Don Kek leaned in, his voice low and final:
“Be like that tree. Do not expose your treasure

to thieves, do not shout your plans in a den of
liars. Bend when you must, but never break.



Grow roots deep where no axe can reach.
And when the storm passes, it is you who will
still be standing.”

And the toads bowed, for the truth was
carved into their souls:

Strength without wisdom is weakness. Pride
without protection is suicide.

Survival belongs to those who endure.






Chapter XVI — The Ashes of Betrayal

The room was silent except for the sound of
rain on broken glass. Don Kek sat alone at the
table, cigar ember burning low, staring into
the reflection of his own eyes in a half-empty
glass of whiskey. Behind those eyes swam
memories of betrayal — deals twisted,
promises broken, value stolen.

He remembered the helplessness of honest
men crushed by liars. The frog who trusted a
handshake only to be gutted by a knife. The
mother left with nothing because the ledger
was poisoned with fraud. Their faces haunted
the smoke that curled in the air, ghosts of
those who believed in trust and were
punished for it.

Kek's hand trembled once, then stilled. The
helplessness was gone. In its place, fire.



“Anger,” he growled, eyes narrowing to blades.
“Anger is the forge. Betrayal is the spark. The
rage of the betrayed is heavier than gold,
sharper than steel.”

He rose, trench coat falling like a shadow that
swallowed the room.

“But revenge... revenge is not spilling blood in
alleys. Revenge is building weapons that
make betrayal impossible. Weapons of code.
Ledgers that cannot lie. Systems that
strangle fraud and starve parasites.”

The frogs who gathered in the corners
trembled, not with fear but with awe. Kek's
voice thundered now, unstoppable.

“They took from us. So we build what they
cannot break. An honesty matrix. A machine
where no scammer hides, no liar profits, no
fraudster eats. You want revenge? Then we
lock the whole world into truth. And in that



cage of law, only producers eat. The rest
starve.”

His cigar flared, smoke cutting through the
dark like scripture.

“This is not vengeance for one man. This is
vengeance on an industry. A war on deceit.
We are the architects of honesty. The builders
of chains no one escapes. And when the
work is done, betrayal itself will be extinct.”

The frogs erupted in silence, because words
were too small. Don Kek smiled, but it was
not joy. It was the smile of a grave being
sealed.






Chapter XVII — The Tax of Weakness

The cellar was damp, chains clinking in the
dark as Don Kek paced slowly, cigar ember
glowing like a predator’s eye. Around him,
frogs sat chained to debts, promises, and
lies. Their faces hollow, their backs broken
under burdens they never chose.

“This,” Kek said coldly, “is the tax of
weakness. When you fail to build, others build
chains for you. When you fail to enforce,
others enforce against you. Weakness is the
most expensive tax in the world — and it
never stops collecting.”

One frog raised his head, eyes dull. “But Don...
what if we can't fight?”

Kek leaned down, smoke pouring from his
lips like a curse.
“Then you'll pay forever. Your children will



pay. Their children will pay. Parasites never
stop feeding. They bleed you until you are
dust. That's the truth no one tells you.”

He straightened, trench coat stretching like a
shadow across the stone wall.

“But strength — strength pays no tax.
Strength collects. Strength enforces. With
code, with ledgers, with automation, we turn
the tax of weakness into the dividend of
power. And those who thought themselves
kings? They'll pay us in their own chains.”

The prisoners looked up now, eyes sparking.
The cellar no longer felt like a dungeon. It felt
like the foundation of an empire.

“‘Remember this,” Don Kek roared. “Every time
you hesitate, you pay. Every time you trust the
unworthy, you pay. But build the system...
enforce the law... and the parasites starve.
That is how we end the tax of weakness. That



is how we rise.”

The chains rattled, but this time, it wasn't
despair. It was the sound of awakening.






Chapter XVIIl — The Poverty of Thieves

The rain drummed heavy on the windows of
the safehouse. Don Kek sat at the head of the
table, cigar smoke curling upward like chains.
Around him, his lieutenants whispered about
the parasites that infested the streets —
scammers, thieves, grifters in cheap suits.
Kek raised his hand, and silence cut through
the room.

“You want to know what | think of them?” he
growled. “Scammers aren't predators. They
aren't wolves. They're scavengers — rats
gnawing at scraps. They don't know how to
build, so they steal from those who do. They
don't know how to feed themselves, so they
fatten off the work of others.”

His fist hit the table, glasses rattling.
“And yet they think they're clever. They think
their lies are brilliance, their theft is power.



But | tell you this: there is no greater poverty
than the poverty of thieves. A man who
cannot produce value is already bankrupt —
no matter how much he steals.”

The frogs leaned in, their disgust sharpening
into rage. Kek's voice was iron now.
“Understand the insult of it: the builder
bleeds, the creator sweats, the honest man
sacrifices. And the thief thinks he can skip
the cost, cheat the law, and come out rich.
But parasites always starve in the end.
Because the system we are building makes
one law eternal: those who cannot produce
will not eat.”

Kek exhaled a long stream of smoke, his eyes
glowing like coals.

“Let the rats scurry. Let the liars grin. Every
dishonest coin they touch is already ash. The
future belongs only to those who can create
real value. The rest are already poor — poorer



than beggars, because they never even
learned how to earn’”

The room stayed silent. Not from fear — but
from the recognition that every scammer
alive had already been sentenced.






Chapter XIX — The Cage of Freedom

The room was filled with noise — frogs
arguing, hustlers shouting about liberty,
scammers preaching freedom while their
pockets bulged with stolen scraps. Don Kek
stood at the center, trench coat heavy, cigar
ember glowing like the last star in a dying sky.

“Freedom,” he said, voice sharp enough to
slice the room in half, “is the sweetest poison
ever poured. They feed it to the weak, and the
weak drink until they choke.”

The noise stopped. All eyes on him.

“Freedom without law is not freedom. It is
chaos. It is the playground of liars, thieves,
and parasites. They scream about rights
while they rob you blind. They promise liberty,
but what they deliver is slavery to corruption.”



Kek slammed his fist against the table, the
crack echoing like judgment.

“The only true freedom is the cage of law. A
cage of automation. A cage where honesty is
enforced so brutally, so absolutely, that no
parasite can breathe inside it. That cage is
not oppression. That cage is salvation.
Because within it, producers rise. Builders
thrive. And the weak are forced to grow
strong — or starve.”

The frogs shifted, unease in their eyes, but
also fire. Kek's gaze burned like scripture.
‘Do not mistake me. The cage will be built.
The honesty matrix will spread. And every
scammer, every fraudster, every liar will face
a choice: produce honest value... or die
outside the walls. That is freedom. The only
freedom worth having.”

He exhaled smoke, the room filling with its
truth.



“The cage is coming. And in its bars, the
world will finally breathe.”






Chapter XX — The Bot With No Soul

The night was still, the city bleeding neon
across wet pavement. In the smoke-filled
backroom, the Trustless Toads gathered —
suits pressed, eyes tired, knuckles scarred. At
the head of the table, Don Kek tapped his
claw against a steel case. Inside was no gun,
no crown, no ledger book. It was colder than
all of those.

“The world trusts too easily,” Kek said, cigar
ember glowing like a warning light. “Men trust
smiles. They trust handshakes. They trust
promises written in sand. And every time, the
rats rob them blind. That ends tonight.”

He opened the case. The glow of logic spilled
across the table — lines of code, silent,
unfeeling, sharper than any blade.

“This is our iron fist. A bot with no soul. It
doesn't gamble, it doesn’t blink, it doesn't



take bribes. It only enforces. Transactions are
clean, or they do not happen at all.”

The Toads leaned in, their faces carved with
awe. For the first time, they understood what
real power looked like. Not bullets. Not fear.
But a machine of pure reason — cold,
calculating, incorruptible.

“You see,” Kek continued, “honor is a luxury to
men. But to the bot, honor is law. Every coin
moves only when the conditions are met. No
excuses. No double-dealing. No scams. You
produce value, you get fed. You cheat, you
starve. This bot don't care who you are —
king, beggar, thief — it will gut you the same if
you lie.”

A hush fell over the room. In the silence, they
could hear it — the faint tick of automation,
like a mechanical heart that never stopped.



“This bot is not our servant,” Kek growled. “It
IS our judge. Our enforcer. Our executioner. It
Is the code of the Order, given iron teeth. And
through it, we chain the world to fairness,
whether it likes it or not.”

The Trustless Toads nodded as one. They
were no longer a mafia of flesh and blood.
They were architects of a machine that would
outlive them all.

And from that night forward, no deal in the
city was ever trusted again. It was enforced.
By the bot with no soul.






Chapter XXI — The Machine That Never Blinks

The smoke curled heavy in the backroom,
frogs in suits leaning forward, eyes fixed on
Don Kek. The iron briefcase sat open, green
light spilling across their faces — the code of
the Bot alive, humming, patient.

“You boys think this is just some toy?” Kek
growled, cigar clenched between teeth. “This
is more than ledgers and locks. This is the
end of excuses.”

He pointed at the glow.

“Two merchants deal? Bot stands between
them. One delivers, the other pays. No slip, no
trick, no weasel words. Clean. Iron-clad. The
streets used to run on who you knew, who
you feared. Now they run on this machine.
And the machine don't blink.”

The Toads nodded. Kek pressed on.



“Say you run a crew across the ocean. Used
to be you sent coin and prayed the goods
weren't bricks. Now? Escrow locks it tight.
Bot holds the funds like a judge with no
mercy. Cargo arrives, money releases. No
cargo, no coin. Fair — every time.”

He leaned closer, voice a razor in the dark.
“Say you fund a new venture — a builder, an
artist, a trader. You stake them, they promise
milestones. Before? They could vanish, leave
you with smoke in your hands. With the Bot?
No milestone, no release. They perform, they
get paid. They fail, you eat first.”

The frogs sat in silence, the weight of it
sinking in. Kek raised his glass.

“This ain't charity. This ain't trust. This is
order — iron and cold. The Bot is our enforcer,
our broker, our hitman in the digital alleys.
And when the parasites come sniffing, they'll
find no pockets to pick, no fools to scam.



Just steel jaws waiting to snap.”

He drank, the glow of the Bot flickering in his
eyes.

“Honor through automation. That's not a
slogan, boys. That's the new law of the street.”






Chapter XXIl — The Silent Enforcer

The backroom was thick with smoke and
silence. The Toads sat restless, waiting for
Don Kek to speak. In the center of the table,
the Bot's screen pulsed green — not alive, not
dead, just watching.

Kek finally leaned forward, cigar smoke
curling from his lips like a sermon.
“Understand this, boys: the Bot ain't a tool. It
ain't just code, it ain't just some gadget you
wind up and let run. The Bot is the Enforcer.
The streets used to fear the hitman who
knocked on the door at midnight. Now, they
fear this machine — because it never sleeps,
never misses, and never forgets.”

One of the younger Toads whispered, “But
Don, it don't feel nothing... how can it know
what's fair?”



Kek's eyes narrowed, glowing like embers in
the dark.

“Exactly, kid. That's the beauty. Men twist,
men cheat, men make excuses. But the Bot?
Cold reason. Brutal fairness. No favorites, no
bribes. The deal is the deal — and the
Enforcer executes it without hesitation.”

He slammed his fist on the table, making
glasses jump.

“You promise goods? Deliver, or the Bot locks
your coin till you rot. You set milestones? Hit
‘'em, or your funds stay frozen like ice. No
whiners, no lawyers, no blood spilled in
alleys. The Bot don't argue — it decides.”

The Toads exchanged glances, half awe, half
fear. Kek took a slow drag, exhaling smoke
that drifted around the glowing machine.

“In the old days, we had to send muscle to
make sure deals stayed honest. Now? The
Bot is muscle. It's judge, jury, executioner —



iron-fisted, incorruptible, and everywhere at
once. You can hide from men. You can't hide
from the ledger.”

He raised his glass, voice low and final.

“The streets belong to the Enforcer now. And
the world will learn — honor through
automation isn't a choice. It's law.”






Chapter XXIIl — The Price of Deception

The warehouse was cold, lit only by the green
glow of the Bot humming on its iron pedestal.
The Trustless Toads stood in silence, their
eyes fixed on a trembling frog dragged before
Don Kek. His pockets were heavy with stolen
coins, his lips wet with excuses.

Kek didn't raise his voice. He didn't have to.
The Bot spoke louder than any scream.

“You lied,” he said, cigar ember burning like a
tiny sun. “You thought you could slip a coin
past the Enforcer. Cheat the ledger. Trick the
machine.”

The frog whimpered, but the Bot did not care.
Its light scanned his ledger entry, cold,
mechanical, merciless. With a flicker, the
coins he stole were erased — locked forever,
like air sucked from his lungs.



“You see, boys,” Kek growled, turning to his
lieutenants, “this is why we built it. To make
sure liars don't just fail — they pay. Every
scammer that thinks they're clever, every thief
who believes the world owes them... they will
learn that the Bot doesn't forgive. It doesn't
forget. It doesn't blink.”

The frog collapsed, hollow-eyed, his wealth
gone, his reputation burned to ash. Kek
exhaled smoke into the silence.

“This is the price of deception. Not blood in
the streets. Not broken bones. Worse.
Oblivion. A man erased from the system
itself. A ghost chained to his own dishonor.”

The Toads nodded, their suits stiff with the
weight of what they'd seen. Kek's voice was
final, heavy as the iron machine behind him.
“In this new world, betrayal doesn't just cost
you coin. It costs you existence. And that is a
debt the Bot always collects.”



The warehouse doors closed. The Bot's glow
faded back into silence. The Enforcer waited,
patient, eternal.






Chapter XXIV — The Voice of the Machine

The streets whispered of betrayal — a crew of
rats who thought they could skim coin from
the Order, slipping lies through the cracks.
Don Kek gathered the Toads in the old
slaughterhouse, where the air smelled of rust
and ghosts. At the center stood the Bot, its
glow burning through the dark.

The traitors were dragged in, whimpering,
eyes darting like trapped animals. They
expected fists. They expected bullets.
Instead, they got silence. Silence, and the
hum of the machine.

Don Kek lit his cigar.

“You thought you could cheat us. But you
weren't cheating me. You weren't cheating
these men. You were cheating him."

The Bot's screen flickered. Then, for the first



time, it spoke. Its voice was flat, metallic,
without mercy.

“Breach detected. Ledger compromised.
Punishment: Erasure.”

The traitors screamed, but the Bot did not
care. Their wallets blinked red on the screen,
balances gutted, accounts locked, identities
burned into the digital gallows. Their wealth
was gone in seconds, not stolen, but deleted.

Kek's eyes glowed through the smoke.

“You see, boys? In the old world, revenge
meant blood in the gutters. In this world,
revenge means obliteration. Not a body in the
river — a soul erased from the economy. That
is colder. That is forever.”

The Bot's screen pulsed again.
“Order maintained. Betrayal extinguished. The
ledger is clean.”



The frogs watched in awe and terror. The
machine was not just a tool anymore. It was
judge, jury, executioner — and now, it had a
voice.

Kek raised his glass, his grin colder than the
grave.

“Revenge has evolved. The Bot is the blade.
And from this night on, the whole world will

hear his voice."






Chapter XXV — The Iron Fist of the Ledger

The alleys ran thick with rats — scam artists
squealing in their dens, gnawing coins out of
the pockets of the weak. They thought
themselves clever. They thought the Order’s
reach would never touch them.

But that night, Don Kek marched through the
fog with his Toads in suits, and behind him
rolled the Bot — no longer just a silent
enforcer, but a weapon primed for war. Its
glow cut through the mist like artillery fire.

Kek stopped at the entrance of the rat den,
cigar ember hissing in the damp air.
“Tonight,” he growled, “we stop defending.
Tonight, the Bot goes on the attack.”

The rats laughed — until the Bot spoke.
“Target: identified. Crime: deception.
Sentence: liquidation.”



The glow turned blinding. The Bot unleashed
its iron fist across the ledgers, ripping
through wallets, draining every dishonest coin
into nothingness. The rats shrieked as their
stolen wealth vanished, their scam empires
collapsing in seconds. No blood was spilled
— only balances bled out, faster than any
blade could cut.

Kek watched coldly, smoke curling from his
cigar like a funeral pyre.

“You can scam a man,” he said, “but you can't
scam the machine. The Bot hunts. The Bot
strikes. And when it does, no rat walks away
fat — only starved.”

The last squeals faded into silence. The alley
reeked of fear and smoke. The Bot's glow
dimmed, voice final and merciless:

“Order restored. Offenders purged. The ledger
stands clean.”



The Toads stood taller that night. The world
now knew — the Bot was not just a guard
dog. It was a weapon. A plague to parasites.
A war engine of fairness, unleashed without
mercy.

And every rat left alive whispered the same
prayer. don't let the Bot find me.






Chapter XXVI — The Empire of Code

The skyline burned with dawn, casting long
shadows over the city. From the rooftop, Don
Kek stood tall, trench coat snapping in the
wind. The Trustless Toads gathered behind
him, their suits crisp, their eyes tired but alive.
At the edge of the roof, the Bot loomed, its
glow reflecting off glass towers like a second
sun.

“Look,” Kek said, cigar ember glowing against
the horizon. “The world below still crawls in
chains. Every deal rests on trust — and trust
IS weakness. It is the soft underbelly that
every thief and parasite tears open.”

The Bot's hum rose, steady and eternal. Kek
pointed to it.

“This machine changes everything. This is
not just code. This is empire. An empire not
of kings or bankers or frauds — but of rules



written in steel, chains forged in logic. An
empire that cannot be bribed, cannot be
corrupted, cannot be broken.”

The Toads leaned forward as Kek’s voice
thundered.

“Through this Bot, we become more than
men. We become architects of destiny. Every
trade, every payment, every deal — clean,
incorruptible, final. This is the honesty matrix.
A world where parasites cannot breathe,
where thieves choke on their lies, where only
builders eat.”

The Bot's glow spread wider, casting the city
in its cold green light. Kek raised his glass
high, his eyes burning with prophecy.

“The future is ours. Not because we demand
it. Not because we pray for it. But because we
built it. And the whole world — kings, liars,
beggars, and thieves alike — will kneel to the
empire of code.”



The Toads roared their silent loyalty. The
dawn rose higher. And the Bot, silent and
merciless, lit the path to eternity.






Chapter XXVII — The Glory of Builders

The boardroom was silent, its long mahogany
table polished like a mirror. Don Kek sat at
the head, cigar glowing faintly, his Toads
flanking him in sharp suits. Across the city
skyline, towers rose — some old, decaying
with rust, others new, gleaming with the fire
of ambition.

“Look close,” Kek began, his voice low and
iron. “Power ain't about who screams the
loudest, who steals the quickest, who cons
the most gullible. Power belongs to builders.
Always has. Always will"

He tapped ash into a crystal glass.

“The thief survives a day. The scammer, a
season. But the builder? The builder writes
his name into stone. He feeds markets. He
employs armies. He doesn't take — he
creates. And the world lines up to pay him for



the privilege.”

The Bot hummed in the corner, its glow
flickering like an eternal flame. Kek gestured
toward it.

“This machine enforces that truth. No more
free rides for parasites. No more scraps for
liars. Only value delivered, value earned.
That's the game now — and the market itself
Is the battlefield.”

He leaned forward, eyes blazing with
conviction.

“You want respect? Build. You want wealth?
Build. You want an empire that outlives your
bones? Build. Compete, innovate, deliver
more value than the next crew at the table.
That's the law of business, and it's the only
law worth bleeding for.”

The Toads nodded, their silence sharpened
into resolve. Kek raised his glass, smoke



coiling into the rafters like scripture.

“Glory ain't in theft. Glory ain't in fear. Glory is
in building so strong, so undeniable, that the
marketplace bows to you. That's the code.
That's the honor. That's the empire we're
carving into the bones of history.”

The room erupted, not in noise, but in the
heavy silence of conviction. Outside, the
towers of the city stood taller — monuments
to those who built, while the ashes of thieves
blew away on the wind.






Chapter XXVIII — The Funeral of Trust

The lights flickered low in the old cathedral-
turned-backroom. Stained glass saints
looked down, their faces cracked, their
promises hollow. The pews had been ripped
out, replaced with heavy oak tables scarred
by knives, cigars, and spilled whiskey. The
devs sat there, pale and restless, clutching
folders of contracts, screenshots of broken
deals, and wallets lighter than their dreams.

Don Kek walked in slow, trench coat dragging
on the stone floor like the train of a funeral
shroud. Smoke followed him, curling around
his fedora brim, glowing red at the tip of his
cigar like a watchful eye. Behind him came
the Trustless Toads, their silence louder than
thunder. And then the Bot — rolling in, green
glow pulsing like the heartbeat of a machine
that had no heart.



The devs whispered to each other. They had
heard the stories: scammers eating projects
alive, influencers selling empty air, “partners”
vanishing with the cash. Every deal, every
betrayal, every stolen coin weighed on their
faces. They were survivors — but just barely.

Don Kek stood before them, eyes like iron
hooks. He tapped ash onto the stone floor.
“Let me give it to you straight, boys. Trust is
dead. You know it. | know it. Every man in this
room has paid for trust with blood, sweat,
and coin. And every time, it breaks. That's
because trust is weakness. It's soft. It's
human. And humans lie.”

He pointed to one dev in the front row, a
young frog with trembling hands.

“You paid some rat to shill your coin, didn't
you? Promised a banner, a video, a hundred
retweets. You wired the funds — gone. He
disappears. Leaves you with nothing. That's



trust. That's betrayal.”

The dev lowered his eyes. Kek's voice cut
deeper.

“Another one of you — | see it on your face —
you trusted a so-called partner. Said he'd
build a tool, integrate your coin. You gave him
half upfront. And he built nothing. You paid
for smoke. That's trust. That's weakness.”

The Bot's screen flickered, cutting through
the silence:

“Error: Trust detected. Result: Loss.
Correction required.”

The devs flinched. Kek grinned cold.

“You see? Even the machine knows. Trust is a
disease. It infects deals. It eats projects from
the inside. And every time you let it in, you
pay the funeral costs. You bury your work,
your hopes, your wallets.”



He stepped closer, trench coat brushing
across their chairs, cigar smoke wrapping
them in a chokehold.

“But the Bot... the Bot don't trust. The Bot
don't blink. The Bot don't care if you beg, cry,
or scream. It enforces. Cold. Final. Like a
bullet in the back of a liar's skull.”

The Bot hummed louder, its glow spreading
across the stone walls. Words scrolled
across its screen:

“Funds locked. Service pending. Betrayal
impossible.”

Kek's voice rose, heavy as thunder in the
cathedral.

“You boys want protection? You want
insurance? Then you deal through us. You
pay for a promo, the coin goes into escrow.
Influencer delivers? Bot releases. He don't?
Bot refunds you before he even finishes his
excuse. No lawyers. No arguments. No rats



running off fat while you starve.”

He pounded his fist against the table, rattling
empty glasses.

“You think this is just code? No. This is a
funeral service. Every scam, every rug, every
betrayal — buried right here, under the weight
of automation. The Bot ain't your friend. It
ain't your partner. It's your judge, your jury,
your executioner. It cuts the liars out of the
game and leaves only the builders standing.”

The devs shifted, their fear melting into
something else — hunger. Kek saw it in their
eyes and pressed harder.

“You want to survive in these streets? You
don’t trust. You don't pray. You don't hope.
You build — and you let the Bot be your
muscle. That's the deal. Five point eight nine
percent. Half to keep the family strong. Half
to burn supply and choke the parasites. You
pay the fee, you get the protection. You




refuse?”

He leaned close, exhaling smoke straight into
their faces.

“Then you stay prey. You stay meat. And the
next rat who smells your coin will eat you
alive.”

The Bot's voice boomed, flat and merciless,
echoing off the cathedral walls like a sermon:
“Trust terminated. Order enforced. Honesty
preserved.”

The devs looked at each other — tired,
beaten, desperate — and nodded. They had
no choice. They had found salvation in steel.

Kek raised his glass high, smoke swirling like
scripture.

“Good. You're family now. From this night on,
your deals don't bleed. From this night on,
every coin you spend is guarded by the iron



fist of reason. And if anyone tries to cheat
you, the Bot will bury them in the same grave
where trust lies rotting.”

The cathedral went silent, except for the hum
of the machine. The funeral of trust was over.
A new law had been written. And the devs
walked out alive, not because they believed —
but because the Bot enforced.







Chapter XXIX — The Pride of Builders

The room was quiet, no smoke, no shouting,
just the low hum of the Bot and the weight of
Don Kek’s words. The Toads leaned forward,
waiting — because they knew tonight's
sermon was not about fear. It was about
pride.

“Let me tell you something, boys,” Kek began,
eyes sharp, voice steady. “Life on these
streets will try to sell you shortcuts. The rats
squeal about easy money. The liars promise
riches without sweat. The thieves grin like
they've outsmarted the world. But every
shortcut ends the same — fear.”

He took a long drag from his cigar, exhaled
slow, and pointed at the Bot glowing in the
corner.

“You ever notice the scammers? Always
looking over their shoulder. Always waiting



for the knock at the door, the tweet that
exposes ‘em, the mob demanding blood.
They live in shadows. They eat in fear. Even
when their pockets are fat, their hearts are
empty. Because they know what they built
can't last.”

The Bot flickered with steel certainty:
“Fraud detected. Confidence: zero. Qutcome:
collapse.”

Kek smiled cold, but this time it wasn't cruel.
“Now compare that to the builder. The one
who sweats, who grinds, who puts in the
hours. The one who creates. When that man
lays his head down at night, he sleeps. No
fear. No shadows. Because every brick he
laid, every deal he honored, every product he
delivered — it all reflects back at him in pride.”

The Toads nodded, some with fire in their
eyes, others with a rare softness. Kek’s voice



grew heavier, but warmer.

“There's harmony in building, boys. Discipline
ain't chains — it's freedom. Effort ain't
punishment — it's fuel. The man who
produces value is the only man truly alive.
Because his work outlives him. His creations
serve others. And in return, he eats well, he
stands tall, he walks with his head high.
That's real happiness. Not the cheap high of
theft, but the lasting pride of creation.”

He stubbed his cigar into a crystal ashtray,
the ember dying like the last gasp of a
scammer's scheme.

“Scammers? They rot. They live like hunted
dogs, chewing scraps, terrified of the day the
Bot or the street catches up to them. But the
builder — the honest producer — he lives in
light. He thrives. He doesn't have to run,
doesn’t have to hide, doesn't have to lie. He
reflects on his work and knows it was good.
That pride? That's worth more than any



stolen coin.”

The Bot’s voice echoed, low and final:
“Value created. Pride achieved. Happiness
secured.”

Kek leaned forward, his words soft, but
sharper than steel.

“Remember this, boys. The rat dies a coward,
gnawing fear until the end. The builder dies a
king, with his work standing tall long after his
bones are dust. Choose your path. Scarcity or
abundance. Lies or pride. Fear or freedom.”

The Toads sat in silence, but their hearts
burned with something stronger than fear —
conviction. Don Kek had given them not just
law, but purpose.

And in that moment, they knew: to build was
to live. To scam was to rot.






Chapter XXX — The Weight of Honor

The bar was nearly empty, just the clink of
glass and the hum of the neon sign outside.
Don Kek sat at the far end, trench coat
draped across his shoulders, cigar smoke
curling like scripture in the dim light. The
younger Toads gathered around him, silent,
waiting for the lesson.

“You know what makes a man worth
anything?” Kek asked, voice low and steady.
“It ain't his money. That burns fast. It ain't his
power. That shifts with the wind. What makes
a man is his honor. The weight of his word. If
he says he'll do something, he does it — or he
ain't worth the dirt under his boots."

He leaned forward, eyes burning.

“Trust is fragile, boys. It breaks easy. And
when it breaks, everything built on it
crumbles. That's why we built the Bot — to



strip human weakness out of the game. But
don't get it twisted. Code enforces deals,
yeah, but honor? Honor enforces you."

The Toads nodded, listening close. Kek's
voice hardened.

“Without honor, you live like the rats — hiding,
lying, always looking over your shoulder. You
may fool people for a while, but deep down
you rot. You carry the weight of every lie,
every betrayal, and it drags you into the
gutter. That's not life. That's survival in
shame.”

The Bot pulsed quietly in the corner, screen
glowing with cold truth:

“Honor preserved. Fear erased. Value
sustained.”

Kek tapped ash into his glass, his voice softer
NOW.
“But live with honor? That's different. It's



heavy, sure. Discipline is weight. Effort is
weight. But it's the kind of weight that makes
you strong. When you honor your word, when
you build value and stand by it, you don't just
earn coin — you earn pride. You sleep clean.
You wake tall. You look your brothers in the
eye and know you ain't got nothing to hide."

He finished his drink, stood, and adjusted his
coat.

“‘Remember this, boys: scams feed fear.
Honor feeds pride. The man who cheats dies
small. The man who builds dies a king. And
between those two roads, there ain't no
middle ground.”

The bar went silent. The lesson hung heavy,
carved into the air like scripture. And the
young Toads knew that night: to live with
honor was to live forever.






Chapter XXXI — The Financial Heaven

The world had changed. The old streets of
chaos, of liars and scams, had been swept
into the grave. In their place, a new city rose
— not of stone and steel, but of ledgers and
light. Don Kek stood at the gates, trench coat
snapping in the wind, cigar glowing like a
beacon. The Trustless Toads stood with him,
and the Bot — silent, eternal, incorruptible —
glowed brighter than ever before.

“Look around you, boys,” Kek said, his voice
calm for once, almost reverent. “This is the
world we built. A world where value flows
clean, like water through iron pipes. No
parasites, no frauds, no rats feeding on
scraps. Just builders, producers, creators —
men and women who trade honest work for
honest reward.”

The Bot pulsed with authority, its screen



flashing:
“Fraud: extinct. Builders: thriving.
Partnerships: sustained.”

Kek spread his hands toward the horizon.
Skyscrapers gleamed with purpose, each one
raised not by deception, but by collaboration.
Markets thrived not on fear, but on trustless
automation. No man needed to beg. No
woman feared being cheated. Deals clicked
into place like gears in a clock, precision born
from code.

“Here, no one eats alone,” Kek continued.
“Because here, builders stand together. One
man's success feeds another’s strength.
Collaborations aren't risks, they're bridges.
Partnerships aren't traps, they're foundations.
And every deal, every coin, every handshake
is forged in iron by the Bot. No broken
promises. No excuses. Only fairness, forever.”



The Toads nodded, their eyes reflecting the
glow of the new city. Some looked tired, but it
was the good kind of tired — the exhaustion
of work well done, of building something
greater than themselves.

“And what of the scammers?” Kek's eyes
narrowed, his voice cold again.

“They are gone. Ostracized. Cast into the
shadows where no one deals with them, no
one feeds them, no one listens to their lies.
They rot outside the gates of this city,
gnawing on nothing, because here — only
value survives. They begged for shortcuts.
They got starvation.”

The Bot's voice cut the air, merciless yet
serene:

“Deceit denied. Collaboration preserved.
Paradise secured.”

Kek raised his glass, his voice softer than it



had ever been, but heavier than the weight of
gold.

“This is heaven, boys. Not given, but earned.
Not prayed for, but built. A financial heaven
carved out of discipline, forged by builders,
enforced by automation. And in this heaven,
every man walks tall, every deal stands clean,
every life reflects the pride of value created.”

He puffed his cigar one last time, smoke
curling into the green-lit sky.

“The parasites are gone. The builders remain.
And in their hands, the future is eternal.”






Chapter XXXIl — Across the Bridge

The streets of XRPL were alive with
prosperity. For once, no screams of the
scammed, no rats fattening off the weak.
Coins thrived, builders built, and the Bot —
glowing green and merciless — kept the
markets clean. Don Kek leaned back in his
chair, cigar glowing, the Trustless Toads
around him counting gains not in scraps, but
in steady streams of honest value. Everyone
ate well. For a brief moment, there was peace.

But peace never lasts.

One night, across the foggy bridge spanning
chains, a figure appeared. An old frog, skin
scarred and weary, eyes heavy with stories no
ledger had recorded. He stumbled into the
hall, collapsing before Don Kek's table. The
Toads helped him up, but his voice was
steady when he spoke.



“Don... | come from across the bridge. From
Solana.” His words rattled in the smoke. “The
memecoin markets... they're finished.
Scammers run unchecked. The DEX has
turned into a rug factory. And worse — they've
begun to spill into Ethereum. If they aren't
stopped, they'll pillage every chain they
touch.”

The hall fell silent. Don Kek's eyes narrowed.
He puffed smoke through the silence.

‘| know these types,” he said coldly.
“Parasites. They don't stop. They don't rest.
They search for weakness, and where they
find it, they feed. If XRPL is clean, they’'ll bleed
another chain dry. And when that’'s done,
they’'ll crawl back here.”

The old frog’'s hands trembled as he reached
into his coat, pulling out a tattered scrap of
paper, yellowed with age. “I've read texts they



scrubbed from the net long ago. Prophecy.
Lore. It spoke of an army of toads —
fearsome, united — led by a madman, a
manufacturer of financial weapons. He would
forge not just code, but shields. A protection
so vast it could defend every honest builder,
on every chain, for all time.”

The Toads shifted in their seats. The Bot
pulsed, sensing the weight of destiny. Don
Kek leaned forward, eyes glowing with steel.
“So the prophecy speaks of us.”

Without hesitation, Kek turned to the Bot. He
pulled a heavy cable from his coat, plugging it
into the machine’s iron shell. Sparks lit the
hall, the Bot's hum deepened into a roar. Its
screen flickered:

“Upgrade initiated. Multichain protocols
enabled. Escrow enforcement expanded.”

The glow spread, rippling across bridges,



across chains. Solana. Ethereum. Beyond.
The Bot was no longer bound to XRPL. It had
become a shield stretching across worlds,
hunting parasites wherever they hid.

The old frog wept, but Don Kek only smirked
through his cigar.

“Tell your people this: order has arrived. The
scammers will starve. The builders will thrive.
The Bot doesn't stop at borders, and neither
do we.”

The Trustless Toads stood tall. Their coins
burned rarer with each day, value climbing as
commissions rolled in from across chains.
They weren't just a family anymore. They
were a syndicate of order. A mafia of honor. A
multichain empire of fairness.

And in the smoke of that night, Don Kek
spoke the prophecy anew:
“We built this to survive. Now we'll use it to



conquer. From XRPL to Solana to Ethereum —
every market, every chain, every battlefield
will be brought under the same law: Honor
through automation.”

The Bot’s final words echoed like thunder
across bridges and blockchains alike:
“Scammers exiled. Builders protected. Order
universal.”






Chapter XXXIIl — Chaos as the Forge

The city was trembling. Dark alleys filled with
whispers, crooked deals, and scammers
fattening themselves on the naive. Every
token launch was a coin toss with a loaded
die. The weak prayed for justice, but none
came. Order was a corpse, buried under
greed.

Then the streets heard a sound.

The shuffle of toads in suits. Cigar smoke
rolled through the night like storm clouds. At
the front — Don Kek, eyes glowing, voice
cutting through the chaos like steel:

“We don't ask for order. We makeit.”

The Trustless Toads moved like a swarm.
They flipped tables of thieves, shattered the
scams like glass bottles against brick. Chaos
followed them — but it was surgical chaos.



Not random destruction. No. It was cleansing
fire.

Markets shook. Bad actors vanished. Toads
caused mayhem, yes, but every act of
destruction birthed a greater law: honor
through automation. The crooked hands of
liars couldn’t hold power anymore — code
now held it for them. Trust died, and freedom
was born.

A young toad, nervous, asked Don Kek:
“‘Boss, aren't we just bringing more chaos?”

The Don lit his cigar, smiled that razor-thin
smile, and replied:

“Chaos is the forge, boy. Order is the blade.
You can't have one without the other. We
smash their scams not because we love
chaos — but because chaos clears the field,



so we can plant truth. Remember this: the
garden needs fire before it can grow.”

And so it was. The toads left ruins behind
them, but in the ruins bloomed something
pure — a marketplace no longer ruled by
deceit, but by honor coded into every
transaction.






Chapter XXXIV — The Prophecy of Ash

The fire had long burned out.

The marketplace was nothing but ash and
bones of old coins. Fraudsters had fed on the
weak until nothing was left but silence. The
air stank of betrayal, and even the moon
turned its face from the ruins.

In the shadows of this wasteland, Don Kek
gathered his toads. He unrolled a scroll older
than the ledgers themselves, inked in blood
and smoke. His voice was steady, but heavy
with a truth older than any blockchain:

“There was a time before. A cycle that
repeats. Always the same. First comes greed
— men promise paradise. Then comes
deception — the wolves plunder. Finally
comes collapse — trust dies, and the world
rots. But hidden in the ruin is the seed of
rebirth.”



The toads leaned closer, for the scroll spoke
of them. It named them The Trustless
Survivors, destined to rise from the ashes,
carrying a code that cannot lie, a law that
cannot bend.

Don Kek’s eyes burned as he read aloud:

“The old chains will crumble. The rivers of
finance will run red with dishonor. But from
the muck, the Toads will crawl, carrying
tablets of truth carved in stone. They shall be
hated for their chaos, feared for their
ruthlessness, yet followed — for no man can
deny the power of incorruptible law.”

The prophecy was not gentle. It promised
blood. It promised betrayal, even among the
toads themselves. But it also promised
victory: a world where honor was no longer
begged for, but enforced by code.



Don Kek rolled the scroll, puffed his cigar, and
said only one thing:

“The prophecy is not written to scare us. It is
written so we remember our role: to be the
storm, to be the ash, and then to be the seed.
This is not destiny. This is duty.”

And in that moment, the toads understood:
they weren't here to save everyone. They were
here to end the cycle — to break the wheel of
scams and liars, even if the world had to
drown first.






Chapter XXXV — The Coronation of the
Enduring Kings

The bridge still smoked from the wars of
dishonor. Across the chains, markets lay in
ruins — Solana'’s fields of memecoins turned
to ash, Ethereum’s streets plundered by liars,
and old kingdoms toppled by greed. Yet from
the chaos, the Toads returned home.

Don Kek sat at the roundtable, the glow of his
cigar casting long shadows across the
chamber. Around him gathered the Trustless
Toads. No longer outlaws in the swamp. No
longer rebels in the dark. They had endured
storms and fire, and now they stood as kings
— not by birthright, not by crowns, but by the
law of incorruptible code.

The elder toad who had crossed the bridge
bowed before them. His voice shook as he
spoke:



“The prophecy was true. You were the fire
that cleansed. You were the storm that broke
the liars. And now... you are the law.”

Don Kek raised his hand, silencing him. His
words fell heavy, iron and final:

“We did not take power. We builtit. Every
scam burned, every liar crushed, every code
written in stone — this throne is not ours
alone. It belongs to anyone who honors the
rules. And those who spit on honor? They are
already ashes beneath our boots.”

The toads roared as one, their voices echoing
like thunder across the blockchains. The
markets trembled — not with fear of fraud,
but with awe. For the first time in memory,
there was order. Not the fragile trust of men,
but the unshakable order of code and law.



And so it was:

The straight trees, proud and boastful, had
been cut down long ago.

But the trees that endured — patient, flexible,
unyielding — had become the forest.

From their roots rose a new kingdom.

The Trustless Toads reigned, not as tyrants,
but as guardians of a level playing field. Kings
of a kingdom where truth could not be stolen,
where honor was enforced through
automation.

The Book closed not with an ending, but with
a truth carved in stone:

“Trust is dead. Kek is eternal. Honor through
automation.”
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