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This is a story about style, divinity, and the unbearable effort required to look effortlessly cool.



​AURA FARMER

​Introduction: The World Before the Cool

In the beginning, God didn't make Adam. He made Samson.

Samson wasn't formed from dust and a spare rib; he was carved from celestial marble and imbued with the pure, uncut divinity of the Creator. He was the first man and the Son of God, rolled into one magnificent, flowing-locked package. He didn't need a Jesus; he was the Jesus.

His existence changed the blueprint of humanity. Every person born since carries a spark of that original divinity, a dormant gene waiting for the right trigger. This is a world that naturally breeds superheroes, men and women of impossible power who almost universally worship their progenitor, the ever-present, immortal Samson.

Samson wanders the Earth, a beacon of hope. His power is tied to his legendary hair. As long as it remains uncut, he is invulnerable, eternal. He is the ultimate Paragon.

Naturally, Satan hated this.

The Adversary needed an opposite, a dark mirror. He needed an agent on Earth to disrupt the divine status quo, to extinguish the lights of heroism one by one, and eventually, to give Samson the ultimate haircut.

He found Nos.

Nos was half-demon, half-something else. He wasn't strong like Samson, or fast, or capable of flight. His power came from something far more subtle, yet infinitely more potent: Aura.

Aura is the intangible quality that makes someone seem effortlessly cool. It's the charisma that silences a room, the presence that demands attention, the mysterious allure that makes people want to be you or be with you. It is the energy of the protagonist.

And Nos had figured out how to farm it.

While superheroes gained power through struggle and righteousness, Nos gained power through style. A perfectly timed entrance could grant him temporary invulnerability. A devastating one-liner could double his striking power. Wearing the right outfit could make him untouchable.

His mission was clear: stylishly and publicly dismantle the world's greatest superheroes, from weakest to strongest, farming maximum Aura along the way, until he was cool enough to face Samson himself.
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​Chapter 1: The Entrance (vs. The Crimson Comet)
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Nos adjusted the lapels of his jacket. It was a bespoke piece, midnight-black watered silk that seemed to drink the ambient light. He checked his reflection in the polished chrome of a nearby skyscraper. Perfect.

His target today was The Crimson Comet, a C-lister at best. A standard speedster, capable of breaking the sound barrier but possessing the charisma of lukewarm tap water. A perfect appetizer for Nos's Aura campaign.

The Comet was currently foiling a bank robbery downtown. Predictable. Nos could hear the sirens and the slightly nasal voice of the Comet telling the apprehended robbers that "crime runs fast, but justice runs faster."

Nos cringed. Zero Aura.

It was time for his entrance. Entrances were critical. They were the opening statement of any conflict, and Nos intended to make a declaration.

He stepped off the roof of the 50-story building.

He didn't fly. He didn't use a grappling hook. He simply fell.

Gravity took hold, and the wind whipped around him. This was a crucial part of the farm: the Unflappable Descent. He kept his posture relaxed, arms slightly out, eyes closed as if meditating. He could hear the screams of the pedestrians below growing louder.

Timing, timing, timing, he thought.

The Crimson Comet was posing for a photo with the relieved bank manager.

Now.

Nos opened his eyes. One second before impact, his demonic heritage kicked in, cushioning his landing not with a shockwave or a crater, but with a soft, almost imperceptible thump. He landed in a perfect three-point stance, then slowly, deliberately, stood up straight, brushing imaginary dust off his shoulder.

The crowd was silent. The police officers stared. The Crimson Comet froze, his goofy grin faltering.

Nos felt the surge of Aura. The sheer impossibility of the entrance, the perfect stillness after the fall, the immaculate condition of his suit—it was intoxicating. His power levels climbed.

"Crimson Comet," Nos said, his voice a smooth baritone that seemed amplified without shouting. "Your tights clash with the concept of dignity."

The Comet bristled. "Who are you supposed to be? The Emo Avenger?"

A weak retort. Nos almost felt pity. "I am Nos. And I'm here because you're boring."
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