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CHAPTER 1
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Omar's mother glared at him, her eyes filled with anger. "You will stay at home!" she declared firmly.

Omar couldn't believe it. "Come on! Why can't I go?" he pleaded with his mother.

Her face grew even more furious. "Have you seen yourself on the news? You are not going anywhere. You could be dead, like when you were with those stupid friends of yours," she snapped.

Omar felt his frustration rising. "Mom!" he exclaimed. "Nothing happened to me. We had everything under control."

"I want to hear none of that!" his mother interrupted. "You are not going anywhere anymore. You go to school, and when you finish school, you come home!"

Omar couldn't believe what he was hearing. "You have to be kidding me," he protested.

But his mother was resolute. "What if you had died that day?!" she demanded.

Omar tried to reason with her. "Come on," he said. "Don't think like that. I'm still here, so be happy."

"Of course I am happy," his mother retorted. "But you have to realize that it could have gone wrong."

"But Mom, it was..." Omar began, but his mother cut him off.

"Shhh! I don't want to hear anything more. Go to your room, now!" she ordered.

Omar trudged to his room, feeling frustrated and trapped. He had been at the battle in New York, which had been all over the news. His mother had seen it and was shocked to see her own son fighting.

Yesterday, Omar had returned from New York, and his mother couldn't hold back her anger any longer. She had been yelling at him for a while, and he wanted to go outside to escape her wrath. But of course, his mother was still very angry and refused to let him leave.

"And what about that other person that is in your body?!" his mother suddenly yelled, breaking the silence.

Omar sighed. "His name is Artie," he said.

"I don't care what his name is!" his mother exclaimed. "We are going to get him out of you as soon as possible."

Omar's frustration boiled over. "No!" he yelled. "He will stay with me until we both agree that he has to leave!"

His mother glared at him, her face red with anger. Omar knew that he had to find a way to make her understand. But for now, he would have to stay at home and wait for the right moment to talk to her again.

As Omar walked upstairs, his mother gave him an angry look. "I will find a way to get him out of you," she muttered.

Omar was really angry, and Artie could sense it. "We will be sitting at home all day," Artie said to Omar, hoping to lighten the mood.

Omar lay on his bed. "It will be a boring day at home indeed," he muttered. He got on his phone, just to kill some time, and did this for a few hours until he fell asleep.

A few hours later, Omar's parents started arguing. "Why are you always the one who has to start a fight?!" his mother asked.

"Me?!?" his father replied. "I'm asking you something, and all I get back is a comment."

Omar's mother argued, "Comment? Then you shouldn't ask me stupid questions all day long."

Omar's father angrily asked, "So you admit that you are giving me unnecessary comments?"

Omar's mother said nothing and walked to the kitchen, opening the fridge and staring at what was inside.

Omar's father followed her into the kitchen, continuing their fight. "All I do is ask some questions, but you are the one who can't answer them and has to argue!"

Omar's mother was completely done with him. She looked at the fridge with an angry face and slammed the fridge door. "I am completely done with it! Am I married to you to argue every day?" she shouted.

The quarrel with Omar's parents continued for a while, and Omar was unable to sleep. Even though he was upstairs in his room, he could still hear everything they said.

This was certainly nothing new to Omar. His parents often argued, but he was afraid that things could get out of hand. What if it drove the neighbors crazy, and they called the police?

"Don't think like that," Artie said, trying to calm Omar down.

Omar turned around in his bed and looked at his ceiling. "I'm trying, but it's hard," he replied.

The next morning, Omar got ready for school and started walking towards it. When he arrived, people started looking at him in the hall. "Is that the ghost boy who was on the news?" Omar heard someone say quietly.

Later, Omar realized what was going on. When he beat the bad guys with "The Outcasts," it was all over the news. Omar and Artie had completely forgotten that a lot of people had seen him on the news. Omar went to his locker and started to get his books from it when a group of guys walked up to him.

"You there, transparent boy," one of the guys said to Omar.

Omar corrected him, saying, "My name is Omar."

The guy said, "My mistake, Omar! I just want to say that you did really well. We all saw the news and were amazed at what we saw."

Omar blushed a little. He didn't really know how to react to this. "Uhm, thank you, I guess?" The guy patted Omar on the shoulder and walked on with his group.

"You're really starting to get famous," Artie said.

Omar smiled and told him that it wasn't anything special.

As Omar walked to his first class, he noticed that people began to stare at him. A little later, someone sat next to him. Omar knew him because he was in his class, but they had never really talked, and they had never been friends.

"Oh my god, I really have to ask you something," the guy said, looking at Omar with a sense of urgency.

Omar raised an eyebrow in confusion. "What is it?" he asked.

"How was Xyreon?" the guy asked eagerly.

Omar chuckled. "I haven't seen him," he replied.

"What do you mean?" the guy asked, incredulous. "You fought together!"

"So what?" Omar shrugged. "I don't have to tell you about him."

Just then, Mrs. Olivia walked in, interrupting their conversation. "Silence, everyone! Open your books," she yelled at the class.

The guy who had been talking to Omar quickly scurried back to his seat with a frightened expression. Omar couldn't help but laugh at the sight of him retreating in fear.

Mrs. Olivia made her way to her desk and dropped her folders and books on it with a sigh. She looked around the classroom, clearly less than thrilled to be there.

"And what were you thinking, Omar?" she asked sternly. "Just fighting some aliens and then coming back here?"

"Ma'am, I didn't really have a choice," Omar replied, trying to keep a straight face.

"No choice?!" Mrs. Olivia exclaimed. "Well, stop talking and grab your books."

Omar quickly grabbed his books from his bag and got to work. Thirty minutes into the class, Artie said to him.

"Omar!" Artie whispered. "Don't look to the right, but Jade is looking at you."

Without thinking twice, Omar turned his head to see Jade staring at him. She quickly looked away when she realized he had caught her gaze.

"I said don't turn right away, and look what you did," Artie scolded him.

"But wait," Omar said, his mind racing. "Do you think she likes me?"

"I don't know," Artie replied. "But it was certainly suspicious that she looked at you for so long."

Omar couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement at the thought of Jade potentially liking him. He couldn't wait to find out more. He tried to focus on the lesson, but his mind kept drifting back to Jade. Artie noticed his distraction and asked him a question.

"Does she do this often?" Artie asked, referring to the girl Omar was staring at.

"No," Omar replied. "That's why I was the one staring at her. She doesn't even know my name."

Suddenly, Mrs. Olivia's voice boomed through the classroom. "Omar... Omar! OMAR!"

Omar was startled and quickly responded, "Yes, ma'am!"

"Answer my question!" Mrs. Olivia demanded.

Omar was confused. "Which question?"

"Haven't you heard me speak for the last thirty seconds?" Mrs. Olivia asked, annoyed.

Omar looked around the classroom in confusion and sheepishly replied, "Uhm ... nope."

Mrs. Olivia was deeply disappointed and put her arms over each other. "What were you thinking about? You were staring forward the entire time."

"Uhm... About ... a few things that happened at home, nothing major," Omar lied. He had actually been thinking about the girl he liked and chatting with Artie, who was inside his mind.

Mrs. Olivia warned him, "This is your last warning. The next time you don't pay attention, you'll be kicked out of my class!"

Omar nodded up and down. "Sorry ma'am, I'll be paying attention."

Twenty minutes later, the school bell rang, and Mrs. Olivia's class was finally over. Omar sighed with relief, glad to hear the bell. He picked up his bag and started walking towards the cafeteria for his break.

As he walked, someone grabbed him by the neck from behind. Omar was startled and quickly turned around to see who it was. "Jason?" Omar asked in disbelief.

Jason nodded with a smile on his face, and they instantly hugged each other. "Where were you in Mrs. Olivia's class?" Omar asked.

"Phew... I'll never go to her class again. I'm done with her," Jason replied.

Omar grinned. "I understand what you mean. I don't like her either."

The two friends headed to the cafeteria to grab some food and sat down at a table together. As they ate, they talked about their plans for the weekend and joked around. For a moment, Omar forgot about the girl he had a crush on and just enjoyed hanging out with his best friend.

"Tell me, where did you go two days ago?" Jason asked, eager to catch up with his friend.

Omar replied with a sheepish smile, "Didn't you see the news?"

Jason laughed and said, "Of course, I watched the news. You're a superhero."

Omar looked down at his food, and he smiled. "I don't feel like a superhero. I'm still the same," he said while playing with his food.

"The same?" Jason asked. "You're famous!"

"Stop!" Omar laughingly said to Jason.

"But wait a minute," Jason said. "How did you actually do it?"

Omar replied, "What did I do?"

"That you are kind of invisible, just like a ghost," Jason said.

Omar knew exactly how he did this and what had caused it, but he didn't want to say it yet. "No idea. It happens by itself," Omar said, shrugging his shoulders. "I guess..."

Omar then changed the topic. "I think Jade might like me."

"Why do you think that?" Jason asked.

"We've been in the same class for a while, and did you see her look at me once?" Omar asked.

"Uhm..." Jason said while he was thinking. "Not as far as I know."

"Well," Omar said, "ever since I got on the news and more people know about me, Jade started staring at me in class the entire time."

Jason looked at Omar with a surprised expression. "Bro, she might actually like you."

"It has to be!" Omar exclaimed. "I used to be a nobody. She didn't even know my name, but now, because I get more attention, she sees something in me."

Jason, oblivious to Omar's possible fear of talking to Jade, said, "Go talk to her."

"Not now," Omar replied, looking down at the ground.

"Why not?" Jason asked. "Are you afraid?"

"Well, no. We need to come up with a plan on how I can get her," Omar explained.

Jason put his hand over his mouth and began rubbing his face as he contemplated. "Do you have time right after school?"

"Of course," Omar answered. "We can go to my place if you want."

"Sounds good to me," Jason said.

A few hours later, the school bell rang, signaling the end of the day. Omar and Jason both finished school and quickly packed their bags. Omar left the classroom in a hurry, and Jason followed closely behind.

"Bro, did you see that?!" Jason asked excitedly.

Omar, smiling, replied, "Of course."

"Jade likes you! She was looking at you for so long," Jason said.

"Even when I looked at her, she immediately looked away," Omar explained.

"I know!" Jason exclaimed. "She's yours. Now we just need to come up with a plan."

The two friends started walking together to Omar's house. Once they arrived, Jason dove onto Omar's bed and lay down with a sigh of relief. "Ahh... I really needed this," he said.

Omar immediately sat down at his computer and started checking his views on HighResTube. "You realize we have millions and millions of views," Omar said.

Jason nodded. "All because of the news. You really became famous after that fight in New York."

Omar leaned back in his chair, smiling at the monitor. "I can't believe it," he said.

"But listen," Jason interjected, "what's your plan with Jade?"

The two friends spent the rest of the afternoon brainstorming ideas to win over Jade's heart. Omar turned around and stared at the ceiling, lost in thought. He had been contemplating how to approach Jade, the girl he had been crushing on for months. Jason, his best friend, had been trying to help by giving different suggestions, but nothing seemed to be working.

"I don't know," Omar finally replied, breaking the silence.

"What if you just go up to her and talk to her?" Jason asked, trying to be helpful.

"Something tells me that even if I do that, she's still going to refuse me," Omar said, feeling defeated.

Jason let out a sigh. "Why would she refuse you? You're famous at school. She's not going to refuse you at all."

"You don't know that," Omar said, feeling uncertain.

"Hm..." Jason murmured, lost in thought. "What if you make her jealous?"

"What do you mean?" Omar asked, curious.

"Well," Jason said, "what if you give more attention to other girls and start talking to them? Jade will see that anyway."

Omar considered this for a moment before shaking his head. "I don't know. Maybe I just need to be honest with her."

Jason let out a small laugh. "That is never going to work."

Omar rolled his eyes. "Thanks for the vote of confidence."
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IN LOVE
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Omar had just finished school for the day and was walking home. As soon as he arrived, he went straight to his room, throwing his bag on his bed. He walked over to his desk, opened HighResTube, and started watching his own channel. The ratings were still good, and he was getting more and more views.

"Okay, what's our plan with Jade?" Omar asked his friend Artie.

"Omar," Artie replied honestly, "you don't even need to have a plan. All you have to do is talk to her."

"I don't know," Omar hesitated, "what if it doesn't work, anyway?"

"It will work," Artie reassured him. "You shouldn't be afraid, just do it."

Omar was silent, looking at his screen and listening to what Artie was saying. "You have no other choice," Artie continued. "You just have to be honest with her and let her know how you feel about her."

Omar remained silent, absorbing Artie's advice. "I feel your fear of failure too," Artie said. "But you are not alone. You will succeed, and I will try to help you."

"Okay," Omar finally agreed. "I'm not going to do anything stupid. I'm going to see her tomorrow, and I will tell her how I feel about her."

The next morning, Omar woke up and got ready for school as usual. He arrived at school, went straight to his locker to get his books, and then walked over to his class, sitting down in his chair.

"Should I go talk to her now?" Omar asked Artie.

"No," Artie advised. "You have to go to her during the break. Then you have a lot more time to talk because class starts in a few minutes."

"Of course, sounds good," Omar replied, a bit nervous. "But I am a bit nervous."

"I can feel it, but now just focus on the class," Artie said reassuringly.

Two hours later, the school bell rang, and the break had begun. Omar quickly put his books in his bag and looked over at Jade, waiting for her to leave the classroom.

As soon as he saw her getting up, Omar immediately got up, too. He walked up to Jade. "Hey, how are you?"

Jade looked at Omar, slightly surprised, and asked, "Oh, I'm fine. How are you?"

"I'm doing well too," Omar replied, trying to keep his nerves in check.

Omar and Jade walked out to the schoolyard, and he asked her, "Would you like to sit here?"

Jade nodded, and they sat down on a bench next to each other. Omar couldn't stop looking at Jade. The sun sparkled in her eyes, and Omar almost got lost in them.

"How are the videos doing?" Jade asked, breaking the silence.

Only then did Omar realize that he had been watching Jade for a little too long. "Oh, um, it's going well, getting more viewers every day," Omar replied.

Jade looked at Omar with a small smile. "You are really famous at school since you got on the news."

Omar replied, "I didn't expect this either. I thought that no one was watching the news these days. I hoped that no one noticed it."

Jade started to laugh. "That's cute to hear, but are you a real superhero now?"

As they conversed, Omar's nerves dissipated, and he spoke to Jade as if they had known each other for years. They laughed together, and it seemed like everything was going well.

The school bell rang again, signaling the start of lessons. "Uhm, wait, before we go to class, can I ask you something?" Omar asked Jade.

She got up, a curious look on her face. "Of course," she said.

Omar took a deep breath and mustered up the courage to ask her out. "Would you like to eat something after school tomorrow?" he asked

Jade's smile broadened, and she teased, "So, you mean a date?"

Omar nodded, his heart pounding. "Like a date, yes."

Jade agreed to the date, and they walked to class together. Omar couldn't believe his luck. "Bro, we did it," he exclaimed to Artie, his best friend.

"No," Artie said. "You did it."

"I just can't believe I'm on a date with her tomorrow," Omar said, still in disbelief.

"Do you know where you're taking her tomorrow?" Artie asked.

"No, what's a good place, you think?" Omar asked.

Artie suggested that Omar ask Jade what she likes to eat, and then take her to a restaurant that serves that cuisine. "Smart," Omar said. "I'll do that tomorrow."

But as they left school, Artie noticed two men in suits watching them. "Did you see that too?" he asked Omar.

"Huh? What should I have seen?" Omar asked.

"Two men in suits were looking at us the entire time," 

Omar was confused; he hadn't seen anything himself. "That's weird indeed," Omar said.

When Omar got home, he sat down at his desk to work on his renderings. "Isn't it time for a new video?" Artie asked.

"You're certainly right," Omar responded. "But I don't know what to post."

Artie suggested that Omar make a prank video, like a breakup prank. "But that can't be done without a girlfriend," Artie said.

"I know, but if everything goes well with Jade..." Omar trailed off, lost in thought.

"But how long is it going to take you with Jade? Days or weeks?" Artie asked. "What are you going to post in the meantime?"

"I don't know either. I think I'm going to take a break and focus on Jade for a moment," Omar said, determined to make their date a success.

Artie asked, "So you don't want to post anything for now?"

Omar replied, "Not until I have something with Jade, then I can post videos like that, which will definitely do really well."

Artie chuckled and said, "After the big fight in New York, you deserve a little break."

"Exactly," Omar said. "I just want to take it easy for a little while. Life's all going too fast."

"Take your break, but don't make it months!" Artie said.

Omar laughed. "Don't worry, we'll be back in no time."

The next day after school, Omar and Jade met up after class. It was Friday, and the weekend had officially started. Omar quickly packed his stuff and waited for Jade to finish packing hers, too. "Are you ready?" Omar asked.

"Yes!" Jade said enthusiastically. "But I have to put my things in my locker."

Omar realized he had to do that as well. "Oh yes, exactly, I should do that too."

They quickly went to their lockers and put their things in them, then walked out and headed towards the mall.

"What are you going to do on the weekend?" Omar asked.

"I don't know yet," Jade replied. "I was thinking about watching a movie, so I think I'll do that. What about you?"

Omar calmly said, "I don't know. I never plan my life in advance. I always see it in the moment."

Jade laughed, finding Omar's comment amusing. 

"What would you like to eat?" Omar asked her.

"I'm a girl who doesn't really like expensive restaurants. I always eat at fast-food places, like eating tacos. I really love that," Jade replied.

"Tacos are really good. I eat them often as well. I know a place around here where I always get tacos. Shall we go there?" Omar suggested.

"Of course, I'm always open to trying new restaurants," Jade said with a smile.

Omar and Jade walked together to the taco place Omar had recommended. They talked a lot along the way, and Omar noticed that Jade was quite curious about his videos. She always brought them up and wanted to know more. Omar liked this quite a bit; he saw that Jade was genuinely interested in what he did.

A little later, they arrived at the taco place, bought their tacos, and immediately went outside to eat. 

"How does it taste?" Omar asked after Jade took a big bite of her taco.

"It tastes very good," Jade said, though her words were difficult to understand with her mouth full.

"I'll take that as a yes," Omar said, grinning.

Jade finished chewing and repeated herself. "I said it tasted good," she clarified, her voice slightly muffled from the food in her mouth.

Omar took another big bite of his taco and nodded in agreement. "I know, right?" he said, his mouth full.

Jade tried to speak again, but Omar couldn't understand her through the food. "You know what?" he said, wiping his mouth with a napkin. "Shall we walk to the park?"

Jade nodded, still chewing. "Why not?" she said once she had swallowed.

When they arrived at the park, they spotted an empty bench and sat down together. Jade finished her taco and sighed contentedly. "These tacos were delicious!" she said, smiling.

Omar laughed and nodded. "Yeah, I think it's the best taco place around here," he said, looking at her with a grin.

Jade and Omar spent hours at the park, completely lost in conversation. They talked about everything from their dream jobs to their favorite foods, even briefly touching on the topic of marriage. Omar was curious about Jade's thoughts on marriage, and she revealed that she didn't want to get married until after she turned 27. Omar admitted that he wasn't ready for marriage yet and needed some time to prepare.

As they continued talking, Omar noticed Jade's curiosity about a girl he frequently talked to at school. He knew the girl was just a friend, but he struggled to find the right words to assure Jade. Eventually, he told her the truth, that she was just a friend he could talk to, nothing special. Jade seemed satisfied with his answer, but Omar could sense that she still felt something was off.

As the sun began to set, Omar realized it was getting late and offered to walk Jade home. She agreed, and they made their way to her house. When they arrived, Omar began to think about how to say goodbye. He considered kissing her but quickly decided it was too soon. Artie knew exactly what was going through his mind and advised him to give her a hug and nothing more.

Before saying goodbye, Omar asked Jade if he could have her number. She happily obliged, and they exchanged numbers. As they hugged, Omar closed his eyes and savored the moment. When they finally let go, Omar said goodbye awkwardly and walked away, feeling a little disappointed that he didn't take more of a chance.

As he walked down the street, Omar excitedly talked to Artie about how well the date had gone. He couldn't believe he had gone on a date with Jade and felt incredibly happy. Artie laughed and assured him that he had done a great job. Omar then asked if he should send Jade a message when he got home.

Artie pondered for a moment before finally saying, "Hmm... Yes, you can do that."

"I will definitely do that!" Omar exclaimed.

However, Artie's expression soon turned grim. "But wait," he said. "This is getting really weird."

"What do you mean?" Omar asked anxiously.

"Today, I saw those two men in suits staring at us again," Artie revealed.

"Again?!" Omar exclaimed incredulously. "Where?"

"In the park, a little further next to a big tree," Artie replied. "I saw them looking at us for five minutes, and then they left again."

"Hmm," Omar muttered, deep in thought. "This is starting to get really weird. Are you sure you saw them and you weren't dreaming?"

"I am sure that I saw them," Artie affirmed. "This is starting to be very strange."

"Well, as long as they don't hurt us, I'm fine with it," Omar said, trying to remain optimistic.

"As long as they don't hurt us, I think it's okay too," Artie agreed, though he couldn't shake off the unsettling feeling in the pit of his stomach.

A month had passed since that strange encounter in the park, and a lot had happened between Omar and Jade in that time. After their first date, Omar had immediately messaged Jade, and since then, they had been talking for hours on end. They had gone on three more dates, and their bond was growing stronger by the day. Artie had noticed this, and on their third date, he urged Omar to ask Jade if she wanted to be in a relationship with him. Though Omar was scared, he took Artie's advice and asked Jade on their fourth date. She had smiled and said yes, and Omar was over the moon.

But as the days went by, Omar couldn't help but feel that something was off. Though he and Jade still talked every day, the conversations were different. Lately, they had been revolving around Omar's videos, and Jade had expressed a strong desire to make a video with him. Though Omar agreed, he couldn't shake off the feeling that something wasn't right.

They made the video together, and it turned out to be Omar's most-watched video yet. However, things started to fall apart after that. Jade began to grow on social media, and she seemed to be more interested in her phone than in Omar. When they went out to dinner, she would often be on her phone, and their conversations grew more strained.

Omar couldn't understand what he had done wrong. Everything had been going so well in the beginning. He confided in Artie, who urged him to be patient and to keep giving Jade attention, just like in the beginning.

Days turned into weeks, and Omar's HighResTube channel was slowly losing its spark. His videos were receiving fewer views, and the number of likes and comments had drastically decreased. The audience's curiosity about him had faded, leaving Omar feeling disheartened and demotivated.

To add to his worries, Omar noticed that Jade was acting differently towards him. She was distant and uninterested, which only added to his stress. He feared that his videos would eventually stop getting views, and he would have to stop making videos altogether.

These past few weeks had been exceptionally challenging for Omar. His mind was consumed with negative thoughts, and he couldn't shake off the feeling of impending doom. He felt terrible, and it was affecting his mental health.

Artie, Omar's friend and confidant, always had advice for him. But this time around, even Artie was at a loss. He didn't know how to help Omar, and it was beginning to worry him too.

Omar was desperate for a solution. He couldn't bear the thought of his HighResTube channel failing, and he didn't want to disappoint his loyal followers. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't seem to regain the spark that once made his videos so popular.

As the days went by, Omar's anxiety only grew stronger. He was afraid of losing everything he had worked so hard for, and he felt like he had hit rock bottom.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 3

NOWHERE TO BE FOUND
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The morning sun was just starting to rise as Omar got himself ready for another day at school. He put on his clothes, grabbed his bag, and headed out the door. As he walked to school, he couldn't help but wonder what he could do to get Jade to be nice to him again.

Artie was just as confused as Omar. He had no idea what had caused Jade to suddenly start acting so cold towards Omar. "I don't know why she's doing this all of a sudden," Artie said, trying to console his friend.

Omar looked down, feeling unhappy with his life. He was starting to feel more and more depressed. Artie could feel Omar's pain and confusion, and he could see that Omar's HighResTube channel was doing badly. He knew that Omar no longer knew what to do with his life.

"Omar, I'm always with you, whether you want me to be or not. You're never alone," Artie said, trying to comfort Omar.

"I appreciate that," Omar said, his voice heavy with depression. "But I don't know what to do. Everything in my life is going badly..."

Artie didn't know what to say, so he simply told Omar to be patient. "We'll figure it out," he said.

Eventually, Omar arrived at school and sat down in his classroom. Artie noticed that Omar seemed tense and on edge. "You saw that man in the suit again, didn't you?" he asked.

Omar nodded. "Yes, they were watching us again. This is getting really weird."

Artie wondered why the men in suits were watching them every day at school, but he decided to trust Omar's judgment and let them be.

A few hours later, the school bell rang, signaling the start of break time. Jade approached Omar with a smile on her face, asking how he was doing. Omar smiled back, surprised by her sudden change in attitude.

"Someone's happy today," Omar said. "I'm fine, thanks. How are you?"

"Good, too!" Jade replied. "I wanted to ask you something..."

Omar listened as Jade asked if he wanted to make a video together the next day or whenever they had time. Omar considered the offer. Making videos with Jade had always been fun, and maybe it would help them to reconnect.

"Sure, we can do that tomorrow if you want," he said.

Jade was thrilled and hugged Omar tightly. For a moment, Omar allowed himself to enjoy the embrace. But then, just as quickly, Jade pulled away and joined her friends. Omar couldn't help feeling confused by her sudden change in behavior.

"It looks like she's using you," Artie said to Omar.

"No!" Omar protested. "That's not possible."

Artie didn't say anything else, but he couldn't shake the feeling that something was off.

At the end of the school day, Omar packed up his things and headed home. As he walked, Artie suddenly spoke up again. "Look who's up there," he said.

Omar looked up and saw the two men in suits once again. They were standing a few yards away, watching him closely. Omar felt a shiver run down his spine. Who were they, and what did they want with him?

Omar walked past the two men, glaring at them to show his displeasure with their presence. As he passed by, the men started following him, keeping a distance between them. Artie alerted Omar to the situation, and they both were unsure of what to do.

As they continued walking towards their house, Artie noticed a white van with two other men in suits inside. Omar and Artie were unsure if they were the same men, but it was clear that something strange was happening.

The two men got out of the van, one of them holding a strange weapon, and began walking towards Omar. Artie knew they had to act fast and told Omar to start running. Omar's house was to the left, but Artie was smart and didn't want to lead them right to it.

As they ran, the men began shouting on their phones, calling for backup. One of the men chasing them had the strange weapon, and he aimed it at Omar. Artie shouted at Omar to keep running and not to look back.

They heard the men getting closer, and a strange noise, like electricity, grew louder. Omar turned around and saw a bright light flying towards them. He froze in fear, but Artie quickly took control of the body, dodging the object and continuing to run.

Unfortunately, one of the men caught up to Artie and tackled him to the ground. The other men arrived and tried to control the situation, telling the man with the weapon to come and finish the job.

Artie yelled at the man to let him go, but the situation was quickly escalating. Omar and Artie were in serious danger, and they didn't know how they were going to get out of this situation alive.

The man approached Artie with the strange weapon, aiming it at him once again while Artie was held captive by three other men. Artie screamed, "HEY HEY, WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO WITH THAT WEAPON?"

The man with the gun replied, "Don't worry, this will just leave a few scars."

"Omar! Quickly, take control over your body before he shoots!" Artie pleaded. If Omar or Artie took control, they became transparent for a short time, allowing them to walk through anything and nothing could touch them. Omar was about to take control, but the man with the gun fired, and Omar and Artie were too late.

"AAAHHHH!!!!" Artie screamed after being shot. But the weapon did not fire a bullet. Instead, it shot a rope that the man had aimed at Artie's leg, quickly tying around it. The rope sent volts of electricity through the body of Omar and Artie, causing them both to scream out in agony.

"WHAT HAPPENED?!?" Omar shouted, feeling the intense pain.

"We are... AAHH!!" Artie tried to speak, but the pain was too much. Omar struggled to take control of his body, but the electric shocks prevented him from doing so.

"Where is Ed with the van?" The man in the suit asked the others.

"I don't know," one of them replied. "He should have been here long ago."

After twenty seconds of being fully electrified, the rope stopped giving power. Artie lay on the ground, breathing heavily. "It has finally stopped," Omar said, relieved.

Artie, who was in control of the body, was still lying on the ground, staring up at the clouds. Omar urged him to get up, saying they could still escape. But Artie didn't respond. It was as if he didn't even hear Omar. He just lay there, looking up at the sky.

Artie suddenly had a flashback. "Please don't shoot me!" A woman begged a man.

The man looked at her with anger and a broken heart. "You have not given me a choice."

"Please!" The woman pleaded. "We have a son."

"It's already too late. Because of you, I have to do this now!" The man replied.

The woman walked slowly towards him. "Look at me! Point the gun down. We can fix this. It's not too late."

"NO!" the man screamed, pushing her back. He looked at her with anger and fired the gun once.

A small tear fell from Artie's eye, and he was suddenly filled with rage. "Come pick him up and take him to the white car," one of the men said to the other, completely unaware of the turmoil inside Artie's mind.

Two men in sharp suits approached Artie, who lay on the ground, gasping for air. They swiftly lifted him up, one on each side, but Artie remained still and uncooperative. Omar shouted at him to run before it was too late. But Artie remained silent, his expression full of pain and anger.

The two men were determined to get Artie into a white van parked a short distance away. They pulled at his arms, but Artie refused to budge. He looked down, his mind racing with fear and confusion. The men tugged harder, their frustration mounting, but Artie stood his ground, his eyes fixed on the ground.

Suddenly, Artie looked up and locked eyes with one of the men pulling him. The man saw a flash of anger and determination in Artie's gaze, and he hesitated for a moment. Artie's face was streaked with tears, but the man couldn't tell if they were tears of fear or rage.

The two men continued to pull at Artie, each gripping an arm tightly. Artie glared at the man holding his left arm, and then, with a sudden movement, he pulled his arm back and head-butted him. The man crumpled to the ground, dazed and disoriented.

The other man, seeing his colleague fall, quickly released Artie's other arm and took a step back. Artie turned to face him, his eyes blazing with fury. The man lunged at Artie, aiming a punch at his face, but Artie ducked and retaliated with a powerful blow to the man's gut. The man doubled over in pain, gasping for breath.

Omar decided he had enough. He took control of the body and ran away. He knew they had to get away before reinforcements came. "Why are you running away?" Artie shouted. "I'm not done yet!"

"I'm not going to risk being caught by those people," Omar called back as he ran. Artie's body was trembling with adrenaline.

There were only two men left, and they started running after Omar as soon as they saw him run away. Omar quickly scanned the area for a route to escape, and his eyes fell on a busy road that always had a lot of cars passing through. Without any hesitation, he ran in that direction to get away from the men.

As soon as he reached the busy street, Omar took his chance and started crossing it. The cars screeched to a halt as they saw Omar running down the street. It was a close call, but Omar managed to cross the street. The two men gave up immediately when they arrived at the busy street and saw Omar running away on the other side.

Omar kept running, and he hid a little later. "We escaped!" Omar exclaimed.

"I see," Artie said, breathing heavily.

Omar asked, "Who were those men?"

"I'm not sure," Artie said. "But I know that we got lucky."

"What happened to you? I kept telling you to run when you were on the ground, but you didn't listen," Omar said.

"I hadn't heard you. My thoughts were somewhere else," Artie said, feeling embarrassed.

"You know that I know what you think," Omar said. "Who was that man and that woman?"

"Which man and woman?" Artie asked, looking confused.

"When you were lying on the ground, you thought of a man and a woman, and the man shot that woman," Omar said.

Artie was silent for a moment. "I don't know who the man was, but I think it was my father. And the woman was my mother."

"Wow," Omar said, astonished. "When I saw your father in prison, he seemed different from that dream."

"But your father told you that he didn't do it," Omar said.

"He always says that," Artie said. "But I just can't believe him."

Omar asked, "But was that why you were so angry and aggressive?"

Artie replied, "I loved my mother very much. When I think back to when she was killed, it makes me angry."

"I saw it. You really looked like a monster that was fighting them. It was actually very cool to see, to be honest," Omar said.

Artie started to laugh softly. "Now you've met the angry Artie."

But Artie's mind was racing with thoughts of their attacker. "But wait, I don't think we're going home," he said.

Omar was surprised, "Why?"

"The men who attacked us will definitely come back. They will not attack us once. They will come back," Artie explained.

Omar could see the logic in Artie's words, "Yes, you are right about that."

Artie continued, "Just realize this. They stalked us for a month before they attacked us. We saw them at school almost every day."

Omar was taken aback. "Exactly, but why? We haven't done anything wrong."

"That's a good question, but I also don't have the answer for it. We should definitely take shelter for a few days," Artie said.

"But what will my parents think when I am not coming home again? I have promised to tell them where I am going from now on," Omar said, his voice laced with worry.

"Omar, we don't have a choice. If you want nothing to happen to your parents, we shouldn't go home!" Artie said, trying to be firm.

"But... where are we going then?" Omar asked, still unsure.

"I don't know that either, but it doesn't matter. We can survive anything as long as we work together," Artie reassured him.

"What if they attack us again, with that big weapon of theirs?" Omar asked, his fear evident in his voice.

"As I said, if we work together, we can beat them," Artie said with conviction.

"But if they have that gun, we're really screwed. I couldn't regain control because of the electric shocks, and we were lucky that the gun suddenly didn't work," Omar said, his voice trembling with fear.

Artie knew that they were up against a formidable enemy, but he refused to let fear take over. "Well, then we also have to make good use of the luck that we have now. We now have to find a place to hide!" he said, his voice filled with determination.

Together, they set out to find a safe place to hide, knowing that their lives depended on it.
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CHAPTER 4

THE NEWS? AGAIN?
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Omar and Artie were walking through the streets, searching for a good place to hide. They knew there must be a reason why these men were after them, but they didn't know why. Omar was stressing, relieved that they had managed to flee from their pursuers. Artie was silent, deep in thought about the best course of action, how long they should stay away, where they could hide, and who they could and could not trust. 

More and more people started to look at them, and Artie began to stress a bit. He asked Omar, "Why are these people looking at us?"

"The people in the street?" Omar replied. "They may have seen us on the news a month ago."

"No," Artie said, shaking his head. "Then they would look at us differently."

"How would they look at us, then?" Omar asked, puzzled.

"Just different," Artie replied. "Now they look like we are dangerous."

They continued walking, their eyes scanning the faces around them. They passed a café with a large TV outside. Artie immediately grabbed Omar's attention, stopping him. "Look at the TV," he said urgently.

On the screen, the news was playing, and they saw their own faces. Omar's first thought was that they were re-airing the story from a month ago, when they had saved the world. But as they watched, they realized it was bad news about them. The broadcast said that "GhostLife" was being searched for and that they were a threat to the public. The authorities recommended that people stay inside until they were caught.

"What!" Omar screamed, his voice filled with disbelief.

"Shh!" Artie hissed. "Everybody will hear you."

Omar quickly ran a few steps away, his anger boiling over. "How is this possible!?" he demanded.

"I don't know either," Artie said, trying to remain calm. "But you need to calm down."

"Calm down? Fake news is literally being posted about us!" Omar said, his voice rising again.

"I know what you mean," Artie said, his tone soothing. "But just calm yourself down."

"And they're suggesting everyone stay at home as if we are a danger?! We were literally just attacked," Omar said, his mind racing.

Omar continued to think about it, amazed at how all of this had happened in one day. A little later, he turned to Artie. "What are we going to do now?"

"We have to hide," Artie said urgently. "We can't do anything else."

"Yes," Omar agreed, glancing around nervously. "We've been searching for a place for half an hour. The longer we walk, the more likely we are to get caught."

Artie fell silent, thinking hard about a plan. He suddenly remembered Xyreon, who had been hidden from humanity for about a year. Artie could only think about Xyreon.

"We have to contact Xyreon," Artie said decisively. "He was hidden from people for a long time. He is the only person who can help us."

"Should I call him?" Omar asked, already reaching for his pocket.

"Yes," Artie said urgently.

Omar's hand grasped at nothing. Confused, he tried the other pocket with the same result. Panic began to set in as he rifled through his bag, but his phone was nowhere to be found. "It must have fallen out when we were attacked," he muttered to himself.

Artie's face turned grim at the realization that they couldn't contact Xyreon for help without a phone.

As they trudged through the woods in the dark, Omar felt his hope waning. Artie was usually the one with a plan, but he had fallen silent. Omar's shoulders slumped as he asked, "What the hell are we going to do now?"

Artie remained silent, the weight of their situation pressing down on him. Suddenly, Omar had an idea. "What if we go to Jade and ask to spend the night with her?" he suggested.

Artie was skeptical. "That's impossible," he replied.

"Why?" Omar asked, puzzled.

Artie hesitated. "We're on the news. Jade has probably seen it, and she would be the last person to help us."

Omar was undeterred. "Jade doesn't watch the news. She's always on social media. We have to try," he said, desperation creeping into his voice.

Artie sighed, feeling the weight of their predicament. "Okay, let's do it," he relented.

They set off towards Jade's house, their stomachs growling with hunger and their bodies shivering in the cold. As they approached her house, Omar's heart pounded with nervous energy. What if she turned them away? What if she had seen the news and knew they were wanted criminals?
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CHAPTER 5

SOME HOPE LEFT
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Omar and Artie trudged through the forest, their footsteps crunching on the fallen leaves. Usually, Omar was the one who stressed out easily, but today it was Artie who couldn't shake his unease. He had a feeling that things would go wrong and they would get caught, but he also knew they had no choice. Omar was right, without a plan, they would die. They had no money, and the nights were too cold. They needed to find a warm place to stay quickly.

Omar could sense Artie's lack of trust and said, "Artie, I don't trust it either, but if we do nothing at all, we'll die."

"I understand," Artie replied. "But what if we're found, anyway?"

"I don't know," Omar admitted. "But as long as we don't try, we'll die anyway."

Artie reluctantly agreed with Omar. Soon enough, they arrived at Jade's house. "Should I just ring the bell, or what's the best thing to do?" Omar asked.

"No," Artie said. "Take a small rock and throw it at her window.

"Do you think this is Romeo & Juliet?" Omar scoffed.

"Just do it," Artie insisted.

"Okay," Omar said, searching for small rocks. He ended up with a handful and started throwing them at Jade's window.

Meanwhile, Jade was lying in bed, watching a drama series on her phone, when she heard strange noises outside her window. She thought it might be hail, but when she looked outside, there was nothing there.

Jade got up and walked over to her window, trying to figure out what was going on. She heard another stone hit the window and still saw no one.

"Hi, is anyone there?" she called out.

"Jade! It's Omar. Can I talk to you for a moment?" Omar responded.

"Omar? What are you doing out so late?" Jade asked, confused.

"Can you come downstairs? I want to talk to you. It's important," Omar said.

"Okay, wait a minute," Jade replied.

As Jade walked downstairs, Artie kept an eye on her body language and facial expressions. He was looking for any signs that she might have seen the news and would react differently than usual.

When Jade opened the door, she greeted them with a smile. "Do you want to start recording a video?" she asked cheerfully.

"No, it's not that. It's something else," Omar said, and Jade's expression turned to confusion.

"Is it possible that I can stay with you for a few days?" Omar asked.

"Why do you want to stay with me?" Jade asked suspiciously.

"Well, my parents argue a lot, and I haven't been able to sleep for a few days. I wondered if I could sleep here," Omar lied.

Jade was silent for a moment, staring at Omar with a difficult expression. "Oh, you just want to spend a few nights here?" she asked, her voice guarded.

"Of course, we can do fun things, like watching movies together or playing a fun game," Omar replied, trying to sound casual.

Jade turned her face down, her expression troubled. She looked at the floor for a few moments, lost in thought. "Uhmm..." she murmured, uncertain.

"Would you like to record a video?" Omar asked, sensing her hesitation.

Jade started thinking about it, weighing the pros and cons. After a few moments, she replied, "Sure, you can spend a couple of days here."

"Ow," Omar said, relieved. "But I don't have a camera or a laptop to edit it."

Jade's expression darkened again. "Oh, I just remembered that I have to do some things, and I think my parents won't be okay with you spending the night."

Omar felt his heart sink. "For real?" he asked in a desperate voice.

"No, sorry, you can't," Jade said firmly, turning to walk into her house.

Omar watched her go, feeling disappointed and frustrated. He had hoped for a safe place to stay for a few nights, and now he was back to square one.

"We are really screwed now," Artie said, his voice tinged with anxiety.

Omar nodded, feeling the weight of their situation. They were on the run, wanted by the authorities, and they had nowhere to go.

"Did Jade act differently than normal?" Omar asked, trying to make sense of the situation.

"Not really," Artie said. "The way she talked to you was normal for her."

Omar frowned, trying to understand Jade's motivations. "Weird, but we were only allowed to sleep there if we were going to record a video with her, I think."

"That's normal for her," Artie said. "She always wants to record a video with you. That's nothing new."

Omar sighed, feeling frustrated by the situation. They were running out of options, and they needed to find a way to survive.

As they walked through the dark, cold night, Omar and Artie tried to stay low-key, avoiding any attention. They were hungry, but they had no money and nowhere to go.

"What does love mean to you?" Artie asked suddenly, breaking the silence.

Omar looked at him in surprise. "Love? Why are you asking me that now?"

"I don't know," Artie said softly. "I just... wondered."

Omar thought for a moment, considering the question. "Love is... complicated. It can be beautiful and painful at the same time. It can make you feel alive and break your heart. It's something that you can't control, but it can control you."

Artie nodded, listening intently. "Yeah, I know what you mean. But do you think it's worth it?"

Omar shrugged. "I don't know. It depends on the person, I guess. Some people would say yes, others would say no."

As they walked on, their stomachs growling and the cold biting at their skin, Omar and Artie knew that they had to find a way to survive. Love, in that moment, seemed like a distant dream. The only thing that mattered was finding shelter and food, and staying alive for another day.

Omar's heart was racing as he tried to process what had just happened. Why would someone try to kill them? What had they done wrong? These questions swirled in his mind as he tried to steady his breathing. Suddenly, a bright light shone towards him, causing him to shield his eyes with his hand.

As the light grew closer, he could hear a heavy sound approaching, like a car. He looked up just in time to see a car speeding towards him. Frozen with fear, Omar didn't know what to do. Artie, on the other hand, immediately sensed the danger and took control of the body. The car crashed through the transparent body of GhostLife, and into a tree.

"What just happened?" Artie asked, still in shock from the close encounter.

Omar regained control and walked towards the car. Artie asked him what he was doing, but Omar was angry and determined to find out who had tried to harm them. He approached the white car, which was completely destroyed in the crash. As he opened the door, he saw a man in a suit slumped over in the driver's seat. Omar knew right away that this was no accident.

He checked to see if the man was still alive. Though his heart was still beating, he wasn't moving. Artie urged Omar to leave before they were caught, but Omar was curious. He opened the man's jacket and found a gun tucked inside.

"This is serious," Omar said, his voice shaking with fear and anger.

Omar's hand fumbled in his pockets in a desperate attempt to uncover more about the man's identity. Suddenly, the sound of men's voices caught his attention. One of them screamed, "Quick! He's over there, at the car!" 

In an instant, Artie took control of the body and began running away.

"Are they here already?!" Omar asked, panicked by the sudden urgency.

"Yes, they are very fast. We have to get out of here as soon as possible," Artie replied, his voice strained with the effort of running.

Omar suggested turning right onto the street in front of them, but Artie shook his head. "No, I know these streets better. I'll go straight ahead. There are many alleyways to hide." And with that, they continued running.

As they approached an intersection, Artie saw a van hurtling towards them from the right. He tried to run faster to avoid it, but the van was too quick. The driver slammed on the brakes and honked the horn, but it was too late. The van collided with Artie, sending him flying onto the ground.

"Ahh, shit! What was that?" Artie groaned, writhing in pain. He struggled to make out the blurry figures of several people emerging from the van.

"Well done, guys. We got him," one of the men said triumphantly.

Another man stepped out of the van, brandishing the same weapon that Omar and Artie had seen before. Artie's heart sank as he realized they were trapped.

"Omar, quickly take control and run!" he shouted, hoping against hope that they could escape.

Omar took control, but getting up was difficult. The impact of the van had left both him and Artie in excruciating pain. As Omar struggled to stand, the man with the weapon fired at him without hesitation. A rope shot out from the gun, wrapping tightly around Omar's leg.

The man pressed a button, and the rope began to deliver electric shocks to Omar's body. He screamed in agony, his muscles contracting involuntarily.

The men approached him, holding him tight. One of them produced a suitcase and opened it, revealing a needle. He walked towards Omar, and Omar screamed even louder.

The men had a tight grip on him, and the electric shocks made it nearly impossible for him to resist. The man with the needle injected a fluid into Omar's arm, and everything went black.
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CHAPTER 6

PROFESSOR WHO?
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Omar slowly opened his eyes, but all he could see was darkness. He tried to move, but realized he was tied up. A hood had been placed over his head, making it impossible to see where he was. He shook his head from side to side, hoping to dislodge the hood, but to no avail. Feeling his hands, he confirmed they were handcuffed and tightly bound.

Desperate for answers, Omar called out, "Artie, Artie! Are you awake?" But there was no response. He tried once more, "Wake up soon, we need to do something quickly!" Again, silence. Omar became increasingly worried about Artie, sensing that something was wrong.

As he struggled to free himself, Omar realized he was in a vehicle, probably a van, because he could hear the engine running. But he didn't know whether he was alone or with other people. Fear and confusion gripped him, and he wondered who could be chasing him and Artie, and why.

As the vehicle moved, Omar became more agitated. He was unable to stay calm without Artie, who usually reassured him in such situations. He screamed, "Untie me!!" but the people around him remained silent. 

Finally, he felt a pair of hands on his body, pushing him down, and he struggled to resist. "Who are you!?" he demanded.

The men remained silent but continued pressing down on Omar. He tried to fight back, but he was outnumbered. Eventually, he gave up, feeling helpless and frustrated. "Where are you taking me?!" he shouted, but there was no response.

As they neared their destination, Omar became even more agitated. "Wow, wow! Where are we?!" he asked in confusion. The men finally stopped pushing him down, and Omar was relieved. He was still tied up, but at least he wasn't being manhandled anymore.

Finally, they released him, and he felt a blast of cold air. There were three men pulling and pushing him, but Omar resisted, not wanting to cooperate. 

He screamed, "No! No! Where are you taking me?" But the men were determined, and they dragged him along, ignoring his protests.

Omar's mind raced with questions. Who were these people? What did they want from him? And where was Artie? He struggled to make sense of it all, feeling more and more lost and alone.

Omar struggled against the restraints. He had been ambushed earlier, and now he found himself at the mercy of a group of men who had taken him to an unknown location. Panic began to set in as he realized that he was completely helpless.

"Please, I don't want to die yet. Please untie me," Omar begged.

One of the men picked up his phone and said, "The suspect is with us. Open the gates!"

"No, don't open the gates! I'll do anything for you if you untie me now," Omar pleaded.

But his pleas fell on deaf ears, and the gates were opened. Omar was pulled inside, and the gates were closed behind him. He could smell something strange in the air, a pungent odor that made him feel sick to his stomach.

He was placed in a chair and tied down again, his body and legs bound tightly. The professor, the leader of the group, approached him with a smile on his face.

"You are difficult to find, aren't you?" the professor said. "We have studied you for at least a month, where you live, where you are at school, who your friends are, really, anything you can think of. Our first attempt always works if we want to catch someone, but not with you. You are not normal either. We can both agree on that."

Omar's heart raced as he listened to the professor's words. He had been under surveillance for a month without even realizing the danger behind it. He wondered how many other people were being watched without their knowledge.

"Am I not normal? What do you mean?" Omar asked, his voice shaking.

The professor chuckled. "Well, we have you here for a reason. We're not doing this because we have nothing to do. You made quite a name for yourself when you got on the news. The government is very much interested in what kind of person you are."

Omar's mind raced as he tried to understand what was happening to him. The professor's laugh made him uneasy, and he began to realize just how crazy this man was.

Fear and dread filled Omar's heart as he realized that he was at the mercy of a madman. He had no idea what the professor had planned for him, but he knew that he had to find a way to escape before it was too late.

"What are you going to do with me?" Omar asked, his voice laced with fear.

"Oh, hahaha," the professor laughed, relishing the power he held over the young man. "You would like to know that, wouldn't you?"

Omar stared at the darkness of the hood. "Yes," he replied, his voice barely above a whisper. "I want to know."

The professor sauntered towards a large machine, draped in white cloth. "Wait a minute," he said, his voice trailing off. "The government wants to know how your body works, and what we can do with you."

"You have to hunt me down for that?" Omar spat, his anger bubbling to the surface. "You can talk to me in a normal way too!"

The professor's hand rested on the white cloth, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "Phew, Omar," he said, "you really talk too much."

"Listen," the professor continued. "The government has been researching eternal life for over a hundred years."

"Well, what then?" Omar asked, his curiosity piqued. "Can you also remove the bag from my head? I'm having difficulty breathing."

"Of course, I can take the bag off your head," the professor said, his voice dripping with false kindness.

The professor removed the bag, and Omar blinked rapidly as his eyes adjusted to the light. He found himself in a large room, filled with machines and a few treadmills. The overpowering smell of burning filled his nostrils, and he soon realized that he was in a factory.

The professor looked up at Omar, his hands gesturing wildly. "The government has been looking for eternal life for years," he said, his voice filled with zeal.

Omar looked at the professor incredulously. "Okay, so... what do you want to achieve with this?" he asked, confusion etched on his face.

"What do I want to achieve?" the professor asked with a smile. "I can start testing on people again."

Omar recoiled in horror. "Well, I can promise you that you can't find eternal life with me. I'm not that smart," he said.

The professor leaned towards Omar, tapping his leg gently. "Omar, you and I both know you have a strong energy in you," he said.

Omar looked down at the professor's finger, unsure of what he meant. "What energy do I have?" he asked, his voice laced with uncertainty.

The Professor got up, his eyes sparkling with excitement. "Wait a minute!" he exclaimed before disappearing into the depths of the factory.

A little while later, he returned with a book and sat down next to Omar. "Omar, I've been studying energy and the possibility of opening portals for years," he said, a glint in his eye. The Professor began to draw, explaining why he thought this would work with the energy Omar possessed. He had been contemplating life after death for years and had researched extensively into energies and what could be done with them.

As he continued to draw, Omar watched and listened intently, though he struggled to comprehend the complex concepts The Professor was presenting. Eventually, The Professor asked if Omar understood what he meant.
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