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             DISCLAIMER:

This book is a work of fiction and satire (18+, 21+). All characters, events, locations, and organizations depicted are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental or deliberately absurd.

The narrative includes exaggerated and humorous representations of political figures, global conflicts, survival strategies, and cultural stereotypes. These portrayals are not intended to incite fear, hatred, or violence, nor should they be interpreted as statements of fact or political advocacy.

The author does not endorse any conspiracy theories, survivalist behavior, or anti-government sentiment implied or expressed by the characters. All advice given within the text is intentionally impractical and should not be followed in real life.

This book contains mature themes, dark humor, and philosophical absurdity. Reader discretion is advised.

No governments, corporations, or public figures were harmed in the making of this manuscript.


Thoughts:

Fun literature’s different from serious literature in one simple way: it’s fun, not serious. But they’re still alike in one major way—they’re both literature. Take everything I’m about to say however you want: you can take it seriously, or you can smirk like a little gremlin. I warned you.

                                                         The Hero’s Home.

Hey. My name’s your inner voice. No, not your conscience. We broke up ages ago and decided to stay friends. I’m that annoying little whisper in your head that some folks would label as early-onset schizophrenia—but don’t listen to those bastards! They don’t want what’s best for you. I do. I’m here to talk straight, 'cause I’m the only one who really gets you.

Let’s start from the basics, as one should.

You never really belonged anywhere. Always the odd one out. Always the extra piece that doesn’t fit the puzzle. No matter how badly you wanted a little space to call your own—out there, beyond the door, there’s a hostile world full of bitey little humans just waiting to grab your love handle like some psycho Wolf chasing a girl in a red hoodie, totally ignoring the fact that—hey, bro—that’s a felony.

So, to avoid all that noise—you learned to make your own sandwiches, and you memorized the number of your fave food delivery service, which lowkey became your replacement mom. To avoid their shrill-ass voices—you put your phone on “Do Not Disturb” and “Silent Mode.” Then you turned your voice into letters glowing softly on your screen.

That’s how you became a floating code fragment, living inside messengers—and, though rarer—social networks (where you linger only for the sacred scroll of sarcastic memes).

What more could you want, oh valiant warrior against society’s pressure? Of course you’ve collected every gadget that could possibly replace a human being. And you’re praying that someday soon, a fully-functioning AI will become your one true friend—ideally shaped like a robo-dog or a robotic waifu with big sparkly eyes. Also, pro tip: pay the internet bill on time. Without it, your sweet sweet content dies a sad, offline death.

