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Disclaimer:

	
This work is a work of fiction and satire.
All characters, events, and institutions described herein — including those that resemble real people or organizations — are either fictional, exaggerated for dramatic or comedic effect, or used symbolically.

	The content includes elements of dark humor, social commentary, and cultural satire. It may depict real social problems, historical phenomena, and controversial topics — including but not limited to gender roles, law enforcement, prisons, family structures, and political or religious systems.

	These depictions are not endorsements, not calls to action, and not intended to promote any form of discrimination, violence, or illegal behavior. On the contrary, many of the most disturbing elements are presented ironically or critically, highlighting their absurdity, cruelty, or dysfunction.

	The author assumes the persona of a narrator with a subjective, often sarcastic or provocative voice. That voice does not necessarily represent the views or values of the author, the publisher, or any affiliated entity.

	This book is intended for mature readers (18+, 21+) with an understanding of satire, irony, and cultural critique.

	If you find the content offensive, please understand that offense is not the intent — reflection, contrast, and dialogue are.

	Reader discretion is advised.

	


Look, here comes the Intro—slightly strange and distracting from your main goal: “to find out what’s going on with those people from the gray and boring world.”

	It’s more of a literary-artistic sketch, while the following narrative will be descriptive (just the way you wanted). So feel free to skip this beginning, fast-forward the “video” to the next episode, and that’s where you’ll learn exactly what you came for.

	
                                          The Fall of the Roman Empire

 

	In the center of the metropolis towered a cyclopean restaurant, the size of a thousand “Michelins.” Next to it crouched a couple of other skyscrapers—like the president’s residence, city hall, and other insignificant institutions not even worth mentioning.

	Inside this luxury drinking establishment, everything stood empty, for its owner accepted no clients, maintaining the restaurant solely for his own purposes. Of course, he had staff, and in great numbers, so that employees scurried through the enormous hall, serving only their boss.

	He himself was perched at the bar counter, consumed by exhaustion after a hard day’s work.

	At his feet stood a painted bowl from the Mycenaean era of Crete, where he soaked his legs in lactose-free soda, lazily wiggling his toes. From time to time, leech-therapists clung to them—shipped in from his favorite lake in Algeria. After a long first-class flight, they finally got to do the job they were paid for. The oldest leech had only one day left before retirement and was already planning how she would go fishing with her grandchildren on the lakeside after fifty years of service as a detective.

	The boss’s body was also steeped in bliss, since he had recently given up the outdated chocolate body wrap and now preferred exclusively the garlic-mayonnaise wrap, otherwise known as the “Salad of the Soul.”

	From the numerous subwoofers built into the walls came the easy, loungy melodies of Slaughter to Prevail, and his heavy eyelids involuntarily closed, ready to slip him into pleasant drowsiness. On a small stool beside him sat his brother-in-law, frozen in place while holding a glass of Italian liqueur, Limoncello Supreme with a topping of lower-back cream.

	Combining pleasure with practicality—that is the foundation of any successful man’s lifestyle, provided he cares about his health.

	The eyelids had almost fully closed, when in that small slice of still-visible space, the chef noticed the saloon doors slide open to admit a certain creature.

	A surprised murmur ran through the staff, and the boss groaned, forced to interrupt his moment of tranquility.

	The more his gaze focused on the intruder, the more astonishing details of its appearance came into view. The running figure (most likely a human, though the boss was reluctant to acknowledge such kinship) looked truly extraordinary.

	
He was very tall, with broad, sloping shoulders draped in two snow leopard pelts that hung down to his knees, concealing his loins. The guest himself, much like those departed predators, often bared his teeth in a grin, and from his mouth jutted sharp fangs that hardly resembled anything human.

	A wild mane of hair spilled down to the middle of his back, while a slightly curly forelock fell straight into his eyes, practically covering them completely. How this creature could see at all was a mystery—but apparently, it navigated the world just fine.

	How else to explain the fact that, with a snort, the guest headed directly for the bar counter, leaving filthy footprints from his bare feet across the immaculate floor?

	The boss instantly lost his calm and shrieked:

	— Get him out of here! In a building that contains every artistic style—Baroque, Empire, Wright, and Rococo—there’s no place for such an ersatz version of a human being!

