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            The Sisters Assemble

          

        

      

    

    
      The Vatican Prophecy Altar had not lit up since 1623.

      Tucked away in the deepest, most forgotten chamber beneath the Apostolic Archives, it was a monolith of carved stone and gilded filigree, a relic of a more dramatic age. Its surface typically lay dormant, still as a sleeping giant, a silent sentinel in a vault of shadows. Over the centuries, dust had gathered in its intricate grooves like petrified snow. Candles, lit by hopeful or fearful acolytes long since gone, had melted into abstract sculptures of wax. The occasional mouse used its massive base as a scenic route from one shadow to another, unimpressed by its dormant grandeur. It was, by all modern accounts, a profoundly undramatic altar.

      Until, at exactly 11:03 a.m. on an otherwise unremarkable Tuesday, it erupted.

      Light did not merely appear; it blasted from the carved channels in a torrent of brilliant gold and violent scarlet. The flare was so intense, so sudden, that the cherubs and saints painted on the ceiling fresco above briefly believed Judgment Day had arrived and considered shedding a marble tear. Deep within the stone, ancient gears of forgotten mechanism shifted with a grinding, thunderous groan that seemed to shake the very bedrock of Vatican Hill. The vibration sent a fine, centuries-old rain of dust sifting from the rafters, sparkling in the unholy glow.

      The effect on the resident archivist was immediate and profound. A moment later, the sound of frantic, slapping footsteps echoed down the hall, followed by a voice pitched high with existential terror. “IT’S HAPPENING! IT’S HAPPENING!” he screamed, his cry ricocheting off the stone corridors. “THE ALTAR IS HAVING FEELINGS AGAIN!”

      Within minutes, alarms — a peculiar blend of ancient bells and modern, blaring sirens — cascaded across the sacred heights of Vatican Hill, a symphony of impending crisis.

      And deep within the cloistered wing reserved for the Sisters of Perpetual Enforcement, three doors flew open at once.

      The assembly was less a coordinated muster and more a controlled collision of personalities. Agnes barreled out of her room first, a force of nature in a simple habit, carrying a sturdy wooden chair as if it were a beloved, if unusually shaped, child. Lily emerged next in a stumbling rush, her eyes wide with sleep-confused alarm, clutching a well-loved stuffed rabbit to her chest. She nearly tripped over Echo, the spectral terrier whose tail wagged through the floor tiles, adding an ethereal obstacle to the physical chaos.

      Elyse appeared without a sound, a study in contrast. She was fully dressed, immaculate, every fold of her habit in perfect order. She stood in her doorway, a silent, assessing pillar, her gaze sweeping over the scene with an air of profound, unspoken judgment.

      Then came Mercy. She simply stepped out, calm and silent, her presence a sudden anchor in the frenzy. She was ready. The word was unnecessary; it was a state of being that emanated from her.

      They were joined seconds later by O’Malley, who arrived in a wheezing, disheveled sprint. His glasses were fogged from exertion, and he clutched a half-eaten ham and cheese sandwich in one hand, having forgotten it was there in his panic. “I — I’m here!” he wheezed, doubling over to catch his breath. “What’s happening? Is it the Lutherans again? Did the Methodists finally weaponize their quilting?”

      “Prophecy Altar,” Elyse stated, the two words dropping into the hallway like stones into a still pond.

      O’Malley’s face went pale. The forgotten sandwich slipped from his fingers and hit the marble floor with a damp, tragic sound. “Oh no,” he whispered, his voice trembling with dread. “Oh no, no, no, no —”

      A wild grin spread across Agnes’s face. “It’s been 400 years! This better be good.”

      Lily whimpered, squeezing her rabbit tighter. “It’s never good.”

      They descended the tight, coiled spiral stairs into the heart of the Prophecy Vault, the air growing thick with the scent of ozone, old stone, and what could only be described as the palpable aura of poor decision-making. The chamber hummed, a low, resonant frequency that vibrated in the teeth.

      The Altar was no longer a inert slab. It glowed with an internal fury, like a thunderstorm trapped within the stone. Across its carved face, symbols flared to life and died in a rhythmic, ominous pulse: stylized stars, jagged crowns, swallowing eclipses, and licking flames. There was also a series of intricate lines that looked, to the modern eye, suspiciously like a rejected movie poster design.

      Agnes shouldered her way to the front, squinting at the light show. “What’s it saying?” she demanded, her voice eager. “Is it a demon? A war? A cosmic entity of unspeakable hunger? Please,” she added, cracking her knuckles with a sound like snapping twigs, “tell me we get to punch something.”

      Lily, half-hidden behind Agnes, gave a gentle tug on her sleeve. Her voice was a small, hopeful plea. “Please tell me we don’t.”

      Elyse approached the stone with lethal grace, her sharp eyes tracing the patterns. “The signs are aligning,” she murmured, a statement of inevitable fact.

      O’Malley, having recovered his breath but not his composure, was frantically cross-referencing the pulsing symbols with a massive, leather-bound tome that smelled of mildew and despair. “Star-Crowned One…” he muttered, his finger tracing dusty lines of text. “…Bearer of global influence… adored by millions… face seen across nations… a symbol wielded by countless followers…”

      As if on cue, the Altar issued a final, decisive pulse. A beam of concentrated golden light lanced from its central sigil, projecting into the dusty air of the vault. The light coalesced, solidified, and formed a shimmering, holographic image.

      It was a man’s face.

      It was a face sculpted for maximum impact: smoldering eyes under a perfectly brooding brow, a jawline that could have cut glass, and hair tousled with an artful negligence that undoubtedly cost six hours of a stylist’s labor. Every angle was calibrated for emotional resonance.

      Lily blinked, her mind trying to reconcile ancient prophecy with modern celebrity.

      Agnes squinted harder, as if suspecting a visual trick.

      O’Malley simply screamed, a short, sharp sound of professional despair.

      Elyse was the first to voice the glaringly obvious conclusion, her tone dry enough to wither grapes. “…Is that an actor?”

      Mercy, who had been silent, merely tilted her head, a faint, unreadable flicker in her eyes.

      The image expanded. The glowing headshot resolved into a full, glowing theatrical poster, complete with stylized fonts and explosive background art. It read:

      THE CHOSEN ONE: RISE OF THE FINAL DARKNESS STARRING AIDEN HALLOW

      Aiden’s face, now larger than life, seemed to smolder even harder within the vault’s ancient gloom. Beneath his contoured cheekbones, flickering script spelled out the tagline: “DESTINED TO RULE THEM ALL.”

      A soft gasp escaped Lily. “I — I saw that trailer!” she confessed, her voice hushed with awe and horror. “It had a dragon made of fire and… and regret!”

      Agnes stared, her earlier excitement morphuring into utter disbelief. “That’s —” she sputtered, pointing an accusatory finger at the flawless visage. “That’s the Antichrist?! That’s just some Hollywood pretty boy! Look at his cheekbones! That’s not demonic, that’s contouring!”

      O’Malley, in a final act of scholarly denial, flipped the ancient prophecy book upside-down, convinced the universe was engaged in a complex and deeply unfair prank. “No… no, it can’t be…” he whispered, voice shaking. “But the signs… the rising influence… the global adoration… the eclipse imagery… the crown of stars… it all matches… perfectly.”

      The terrible truth settled over Lily. She covered her mouth with a small hand. “Oh no,” she breathed, her eyes wide. “Oh no, no, no — He’s the Star-Crowned One?”

      Elyse gave a single, grim nod, the motion confirming their absurd doom.

      Agnes threw her hands up in exasperation, addressing the vaulted ceiling as if it were personally responsible. “You have GOT to be kidding me. I finally get a prophetic nemesis, a destined foe of cosmic significance, and it’s a man who probably has a three-step moisturizing routine!”

      Mercy’s gaze remained fixed on the glowing poster. Her expression, as always, did not change. Yet, the Altar itself seemed to sense her silent assessment. The violent flares of light dimmed, softening to a respectful, steady glow, as if the ancient stone were bowing to her unspoken judgment.

      A tiny, desperate hope surfaced in Lily. “Maybe…” she whispered, “…maybe it’s wrong?”

      The Altar flared a sudden, blinding, warning red.

      Lily squeaked and ducked behind her rabbit. “It’s not wrong,” she corrected hastily.

      With trembling hands, O’Malley closed the massive tome. The sound echoed in the now-quiet chamber. He cleared his throat, the weight of centuries of eschatology heavy on his shoulders. “It’s him,” he announced, his voice hollow with resignation. “Aiden Hallow. Hollywood’s biggest rising star…”

      He let the terrible irony hang in the ozone-tinged air for a beat.

      “…And the Prophecy-Aligned Antichrist.”

      Agnes let out a groan that was equal parts frustration and surrender. “Please —” she implored, to no one in particular, “— PLEASE — tell me we at least get to punch him.”

      Lily hugged her rabbit tightly, offering a counter-prayer to the vault’s shadows. “Please tell me we don’t.”

      Without a word, Mercy stepped forward. She placed one steady, unflinching hand flat against the now-cooling surface of the Prophecy Altar. A final, soft pulse of light traveled from the stone up her arm. The symbols faded. The hum ceased. The chamber returned to its former state of watchful silence.

      The prophecy was sealed. The mission, impossibly, absurdly, had begun.
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      No one in the Vatican enjoyed air travel. This was a hard-learned, institutional truth. The memories were still fresh: the “Nun Too Holy” Bavarian incident, which ended with a dirigible, two contrite friars, and a permanent ban from Oktoberfest. The “Lutheran Laserline” fiasco, a story told only in hushed tones over strong sacramental wine. And, of course, the time Agnes mistook a speeding baggage cart for an attacking relic beast and attempted to perform an exorcism on its rear bumper.

      So, when the Sisters of Perpetual Enforcement arrived at Rome’s Fiumicino Airport, the very fabric of reality seemed to tense. The universe, in its infinite wisdom, braced itself for the impending cascade of holy chaos.

      It was not nearly enough.

      The journey from sacred silence to sterile, fluorescent-lit bureaucracy was a shock to the system. Agnes stood before the TSA checkpoint, glaring at the maze of ropes, belts, and uniformed agents as if the entire apparatus owed her money and was feigning ignorance. “I don’t trust them,” she muttered, her grip tightening on the back of her wooden chair. “They have that look. The look of people who would confiscate a perfectly good chair on ‘suspicious grounds.’”

      “They will,” Elyse stated flatly, already removing her immaculate, minimalist travel shoes. Her voice held no malice, only the cold certainty of experience.

      Lily, clutching her stuffed rabbit so tightly its embroidered smile strained, leaned in and whispered, “Agnes, please. For the love of all that is good and doesn’t set off metal detectors, please don’t hit anything this time.”

      Agnes’s jaw tightened. “I make NO promises.”

      Mercy, meanwhile, simply stepped into the winding line. Her calm was a physical force, a serene, unshakable aura that seemed to part the crowd of irritable travelers as surely as Moses parted the Red Sea. People shuffled aside unconsciously, making room without understanding why.

      Echo, the spectral terrier, trotted ahead and ghosted straight through the metal detector frame, his tail wagging happily through the solid plastic. The machine beeped furiously anyway, a protest against the metaphysical trespass.

      O’Malley was a symphony of minor panic, fumbling with his lace-up shoes, his passport, and what remained of his sanity. The goat, a creature of immense spiritual power and zero travel sense, had been left behind for everyone’s safety. Scraps, however, the small, sparking orb of rebellious relic-tech, hovered eagerly at his shoulder, buzzing with anticipation and a general disregard for all FAA regulations.

      Then, the moment arrived. A rectangular, gray plastic bin slid down the conveyor toward Agnes.

      Agnes froze. The bin, impersonal and hollow, stopped before her. It stared back with a blank, bureaucratic emptiness. A low, rumbling growl began in Agnes’s throat, a primordial sound of challenge. In her mind’s eye, the bin growled back, a plastic-edged snarl of soulless authority.

      She swung first.

      It was not a punch, but a full-armed, furious swipe, a movement born of pure instinctual rebellion against the tyranny of modern travel logistics. The bin did not merely fall. It launched into the air, spinning with a deadly, aerodynamic grace like a Frisbee forged in the fires of petty inconvenience.

      Chaos erupted in its wake. The bin sailed into the luggage belt with a thunderous crack, setting off a cascading domino effect of other bins. They flew into the air like startled pigeons made of polycarbonate, raining down on the checkpoint with a clatter that echoed through the terminal. A laptop bag somersaulted. A tray of keys and coins became shrapnel.

      Overhead, TSA alarms wailed a digital dirge. A merchant at a nearby newsstand selling perfumes and panic wept silently into a silk handkerchief. An elderly tourist from Ohio, witnessing the assault on inanimate objects, crossed herself fervently.

      Elyse let out a sigh so deep it seemed to draw the warmth from the surrounding air. She pinched the bridge of her nose. “Agnes,” she said, her voice a model of strained patience. “You have to put your shoes in the bin.”

      Agnes stood panting over the shattered, plastic remains of her enemy, a wild light in her eyes. “Not today,” she breathed, her declaration ringing with a strange, misplaced triumph.

      While security personnel rebuilt their shattered sense of purpose and order, the Sisters hurried on to the baggage drop — a quieter, more open area where Echo, the ghost dog, discovered paradise.

      It was a luggage carousel, a great, slow-moving oval of black rubber. To Echo, it was not a utilitarian device but a glorious, endless track. He placed his front paws on the moving surface, then hopped fully on, trotting happily against the gentle motion. Finding this pleasant, he ceased trotting and simply stood, allowing the carousel to carry him.

      Round. And round. And round.

      Lily squealed with delight. “Look! He thinks it’s a ride!” She pointed as the transparent, glowing form of the golden retriever passed by again, his tail wagging cheerfully through a set of hard-shell suitcases.

      Travelers gasped and murmured. A transparent dog was one thing; a transparent dog joyriding on the baggage claim was another. One small child, his worldview wonderfully flexible, clapped with glee. One businessman, his worldview rigidly corporate, fainted softly against a pillar. One nun (Agnes) watched the serene, repetitive journey with a look of profound envy, seriously considering joining him.

      After the seventh revolution, Elyse strode over, reached through a designer carry-on, and firmly grabbed Echo by his spectral collar. She dragged him off. He tried, with hopeful, wiggling determination, to go back on. Twice.

      Once aboard the transatlantic flight, a tense quiet settled over their section of the cabin. Everyone buckled up. Mercy folded her hands in her lap, a picture of tranquil readiness. Elyse read the in-flight safety pamphlet with a suspicious, tactical intensity, as if evaluating the aircraft’s emergency procedures for flaws. Lily held her rabbit to her chest, using it as a fuzzy, psychological airbag.

      Agnes stared out the window at the wing, muttering darkly, “If this metal tube decides to crash, I’m punching gravity right in the face.”

      O’Malley tried to breathe normally, a technique that involved a lot of gulping and very little actual oxygen.

      Scraps, however, hovered in the aisle, buzzing with an electric curiosity. Its attention was captured by the preflight announcement. The flight attendant’s pleasant voice mentioned “available WiFi for your inflight entertainment.”

      Scraps chirped, a sound like a zapping, excited sparrow. It zipped violently toward the front of the plane.

      “NO — SCRAPS — NO HACKING THE AVIANICS —” O’Malley lunged from his seat, his belt catching him with a jarring snap.

      He was too late. Scraps dove straight into a small vent near the cockpit door, which housed the aircraft’s router. Inside, it lit up like a furious Christmas ornament, its internal mechanisms whirring as it began wirelessly — and joyously — attacking the network.

      The effects were immediate and surreal. Throughout the cabin, passengers’ phones rebooted simultaneously. The seat-back entertainment screens flickered through a rapid slideshow of 1990s screen savers. For three harrowing seconds, the captain’s headset blared with a pulsating, deep-bass track of Gregorian dubstep.

      A flight attendant appeared in the aisle. She was petite, perhaps five feet tall, with a smile as bright and fixed as the cabin lights. Her nametag read: BRANDI. She was, in her perfectly pressed uniform, a monument to friendly, unwavering airline dominance.

      “Sir,” Brandi said sweetly, her eyes locked on O’Malley, who was still tangled in his seatbelt. She held out her hand. In it, sparking weakly, was a dazed Scraps. “Is this your… device?”

      Scraps gave a defiant, sputtering spark.

      Without breaking eye contact or her smile, Brandi’s other hand produced a small, airline-issue taser from her belt. It emitted a soft, professional beeeeep.

      A bright blue flash. Scraps dropped into her open palm like a stunned electronic toaster.

      O’Malley shrieked in academic distress.

      Agnes, from her seat, broke into spontaneous, impressed applause.

      Even Mercy blinked. For her, it was the equivalent of a gasp.

      Ten hours of turbulence, questionable meals, and Scraps’s subdued sulking later, the plane began its descent over Los Angeles. The sprawling city unfolded below — a vast grid of dreams and dust. Palm trees stood in lonely, decorative sentinel. Billboards, massive and gleaming, shouted silent promises. A layer of smog hugged the skyline like a tired, contented demon napping in the afternoon sun.

      Lily pressed her face to the cool window. “Ooh! It’s sparkly!” she whispered, her breath fogging the glass.

      Agnes pressed hers next to Lily’s, squinting. “Ooh! It’s… aggressively sparkly.”

      O’Malley peered over them, his voice a hushed tremor. “I see at least three billboards that could be interpreted as minor omens,” he murmured. One, in particular, dominated the view: a fifty-foot-tall image of Aiden Hallow, shirtless, shimmering with digital sweat, and artfully on fire. The text beneath him blazed: DESTINY IS HOT.

      Mercy stared at the billboard. For the briefest moment, the massive screen flickered. Just slightly.

      They disembarked, the transition from recycled cabin air to the warm, exhaust-scented breeze of LAX a sensory shock. But the true culture shock hit the moment they stepped outside the terminal.

      The scene was a curated insanity. A man in a full, scaly dragon costume jogged past them, checking his watch. A woman in a headset screamed, “YOU’RE LATE FOR THE ZOMBIE SHOOT!” into her phone before dissolving into tears. A man with a professional ring light attached to his forehead like a cybernetic unicorn horn shouted passionately about pH-balanced skincare to his livestream.

      Four agents in identical black suits fought over a single parking spot, their weapons of choice being thick contracts and lethal doses of passive aggression. A yoga studio named “Serenity Now” shared a thin wall with a tactical gun range called “Peace Through Velocity.” Three paparazzi, lenses like insectile eyes, snapped rapid-fire photographs of Mercy from thirty yards away, even though she was literally facing in the opposite direction, her back a study in silent disapproval.

      The Sisters froze, a unit momentarily overwhelmed by the sensory barrage.

      Elyse did not. She stepped forward onto the sun-baked pavement as if crossing a border into hostile territory. Every movement was precise, controlled, ready. She scanned the chaotic sprawl — the desperation, the ambition, the sheer, performative weirdness — with the tactical calm of a general surveying a battlefield.

      Agnes leaned in, her voice a low whisper of awe. “Elyse… how are you… unfazed?”

      Elyse didn’t turn her head. Her eyes, hidden behind newly donned sunglasses, tracked the flow of the crowd. “This,” she said, the word dropping like a stone, “is a battlefield of delusion.” She adjusted her collar, a minute, perfect motion. “I was born for this.”

      As if on cue, the California sun flared dramatically behind her, creating a stark, impressive silhouette.

      A passing influencer, catching the moment on her phone, murmured, “Yaaaas. Aesthetic.” and kept walking.

      Mercy turned her gaze from the billboards to the hazy skyline itself. Somewhere beneath that mountain of PR, special effects, and unfathomable ego lay the target of their prophecy. Aiden Hallow. Hollywood’s golden boy. The global darling. The man destined, according to ancient stone and sacred text, to be the Antichrist.

      But for now, standing in the anarchic heart of the Hollywood dream factory, the Sisters of Perpetual Enforcement focused on one simple, universal truth that bonded them more than any vow:

      They regretted this mission already. Profoundly.
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      LuxMax Studios was less a film lot and more a theological affront constructed entirely out of glass, money, and unresolved CGI. It shimmered in the Los Angeles sun, a monument to artifice so profound it seemed to bend the very air around it. The front gate alone was a masterpiece of blasphemous branding: three enormous LED angels, their digital wings spanning fifty feet, blew silent, looping trumpet fanfares. Between them, a glowing QR code pulsed with an invitation to purchase official merchandise. Hovering at the center, a rotating hologram of Aiden Hallow cycled through expressions — tormented, then approachable, then tormented yet approachable — in a seamless, ten-second loop.

      Agnes pointed a blunt finger at the shimmering face. “Is he supposed to be crying in that one, or smoldering? I can’t tell the difference.”

      O’Malley adjusted his glasses, squinting through the glare. “Yes,” he concluded, the single word heavy with scholarly despair.

      Elyse did not pause for analysis. She strode past the spectacle of the gate as if she had every divine and legal right to be there, her posture dismissing the glamour as mere visual noise. Lily followed in her wake, a small, anxious shadow, clutching her stuffed rabbit so tightly its threadbare ears trembled. Agnes hoisted her wooden chair onto her shoulder, holding it less like furniture and more like a siege weapon waiting for a castle wall.

      Echo, with the simple joy of the incorporeal, walked straight through a gleaming turnstile without triggering a single alert. Scraps, buzzing with curiosity, immediately veered off course and became lodged in the swirling mechanisms of a gourmet popcorn machine, where it sparked peevishly among the kernels.

      Mercy walked last. Calm. Silent. Unbothered by the sensory assault. As she approached the bank of revolving doors, they did something peculiar. They paused their mechanical cycling, hesitated for a beat of pure, automated confusion, and then rotated themselves with a slow, deliberate politeness, allowing her to pass without the indignity of motion.

      Inside, LuxMax revealed itself as a meticulously organized maze of pure chaos, a place where logic had been sacrificed at the altar of narrative convenience. It was creative structure in its most violently schizophrenic form. A full-scale medieval castle, complete with faux-stone turrets, stood directly beside the sleek, silver curves of a science-fiction spaceport. An apocalyptic wasteland, crafted from broken concrete and carefully placed weeds, shared a border with a cheerful, sun-drenched suburban kitchen set. A forest of real, living trees had been imported and arranged, yet somehow, under the harsh studio lights, they looked less convincing than the vibrantly colored plastic palms next to Craft Services.

      Everywhere, a dozen influencers posed and live-streamed in front of any surface that offered even a hint of reflection, their voices a buzzing chorus of curated excitement.

      The Sisters advanced through this unreal landscape with cautious precision. Elyse moved with the silent, fluid grace of a agent infiltrating a hostile fortress, her eyes cataloging exits, threats, and absurdities in equal measure. Agnes moved as if she desperately wished it were a hostile fortress, her gaze challenging every passing golf cart and man in a headset. Lily, flustered by the sheer scale of the pretending, mumbled a soft “Sorry” to a life-sized cardboard cutout of Aiden Hallow holding a fictional energy drink.

      Echo trotted ahead, pausing to sniff curiously at the pixelated texture of a green-screen dinosaur, his head tilting in canine confusion. Scraps, having escaped the popcorn machine with a resentful pop, flew too close to a complex lighting rig and caused it to short out with a dramatic fizzle and a shower of sparks.

      A panicked intern, clutching a tablet like a lifeline, sprinted past them, screaming into a headset, “WE LOST THE ELDRITCH SMOKE MACHINE AGAIN — I REPEAT, LOST! NOBODY TOUCH ANYTHING LIME-GREEN UNTIL WE FIND IT!”

      As the intern vanished around a corner, Agnes’s eyes narrowed. She made a firm, silent mental note to find and touch something lime-green at the earliest possible opportunity.

      Guided by O’Malley’s frantic cross-referencing of a stolen call sheet, the Sisters arrived at the imposing bulk of Soundstage 13. On the schedule, the scene filming within was listed with bureaucratic clarity:

      THE CHOSEN ONE: RISE OF THE FINAL DARKNESS  —  Scene 47B: Antichrist Ascension (Shirtless Option)

      Agnes raised one skeptical eyebrow. “Shirtless option?”

      O’Malley leaned in, whispering as if the words themselves were slightly scandalous. “Producers like… choices,” he explained, his voice tinged with a mix of disgust and fascination.

      The massive soundstage doors parted before them with a hydraulic hiss, opening with a sense of mechanical reverence. Inside was a cathedral dedicated not to any god, but to cinematic spectacle. The air was cool and thick with the scent of ozone from active fog machines. In the center sat a massive, jagged throne carved from obsidian-painted foam, surrounded by swirling, art-directed smoke that glowed with embedded LED lights. Glowing runes, painstakingly designed by a team of underpaid graphic artists, pulsed on the floor. The lighting was a masterpiece of contradiction, designed to simultaneously flatter the subject’s bone structure and menace the viewer’s soul.

      And at the heart of all this meticulously constructed absurdity stood Aiden Hallow.

      He was, as the schedule promised, shirtless. His torso gleamed under the lights, dusted with a strategic layer of glitter and heroic moisturizer. He radiated a focused, palpable sincerity that felt like a physical force. He wore skin-tight black leather pants, a crown of flexible wires holding tiny CGI flame trackers, and a dark cape that swept dramatically behind him. It was clasped at his throat with a large, ornate brooch — a symbol that closely resembled a pentagram, but with one extra subtle point added, as a production assistant had noted, “for better merchandising symmetry.”

      He was mid-monologue, his voice a resonant baritone filled with practiced anguish. A camera crew hovered around him like mechanical dragonflies. A director, a wild-haired man clutching a megaphone and a kale smoothie, whispered urgent directions from the shadows: “More angst, Aiden! But, like, sexy angst. Think ‘my destiny is universal destruction, but only because nobody loved me as a child.’ You feel that?”
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in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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