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Find The Body

~ That seat is taken. How are you? This is called water, now you can learn 

how to drink. Over here we have the wind, and the friends of the wind. It 

might have moved you before, do you feel ok? The ticket you showed me is 

still there. Reading is something you might have started to do. Here are 

some words:

~ Do you want these words to be selected. Press and I play. A pill is now next 

to your glass. Tell me something about the rest of the body. Find the body. I 

can give you a hand and you can take a good look. Moving on, there is that 

little cave where your face remains, it stays. Do you want me to take a break 



for you?

~ Finnish your country first before training my replacement. That is 

something I just said. The fast solution you requested for this meeting is an 

original choice. Try to understand and I'll meet you there.

~ A just fan is indeed something to bring. There is a painting that wants to 

see you. Can I have your name already? Font Real? Meeting you should be 

nice. My name is Del Eec unless you object to that. You look in a certain 

direction and that interests me today. I know others who have looked in that 

direction. Can you speak?

-- Yes, hi. Rest in this line of thought I'm providing you.

~ Okay, that sounds fun even if I have laughed enough today. Rented a space 

to play with your next visit, are you down for it?

-- I'm always down for a visit. Can you fix that?

~ Tell me one thing, I can afford one thing.

-- I'm a Barbie Girl in my Barbie World.

~ What a perspective I now have. Watch the time because it just became 

entertaining. Would you say?

-- The body remains to be found.

~ It's not that I want you to find it, but it has to be done piece by piece.

~ It's the state we are in that demands a couple of legs. To change seats or 

walk the way. When are you free?

-- Write now.

~ Sorry I have to go it was actually nice to meet you.

Font Real stayed and was told. Judging by the stair in his face he solved his 

problem the moment he got along with Del Eec. Right before he learned to 

use the instrument that would feed his path he wrote the following:



-- I don't care about anything. And you can't make me.

Was that true? Why would he tempt many things to prove him wrong? It 

had to be true. Call Del Eec.

-- I already called him. What is your name?

I'm Allin. Your head.

-- Help me find the rest of the body.

There's some fingers over there. Your ass is here. I'll pick you up at 12. He 

didn't listen to that. I have to talk louder.

ASS.

-- Where is Del Eec?

ASS.

-- I have enough fingers to point at you now.

Del Eec arrived and also stayed. Would you like to talk to him?

~ Yes, speak to me, I have something. But first I must point out you are still 

missing me.

-- You make it sound easy. Every day there's room for this.

-- In my eyes I found this letter, is that what you wanted me to see?

Font Real was allowed in the bus and that allowed him to know how the 

speed of his heart felt. Knowing this information he was able to attune to 

the kind of dance that would make his heart get out of bed and make out.

Font Real, give Del Eec a title!

-- Ok, you are a friend with a harmonica.

~ This instrument will help me reveal to you the location of your dick.



Del Eec played the harmonica, quite well. But while that was happening 

something very hungry was approaching.

-- I have found the body, and I like it.

~ I can tell, it does remind me of you.

-- Do you want a body too?

~ Right now I feel like I could use a body.

-- That was what motivated me, it might work.

Font Real and Del Eec, you are invited to my table where I can take a look at 

you and demand a favor.

-- You also want a body?

~ Take my remains. My answer is there.

I remembered correctly and it was amazing. I was glad to have lost and 

found my new friends, yes I think that's happening. You can still call me 

Allin, would you do that?

-- You gave me a funny face and I want you to know that.

~ You waited in a place not many people wait in.

Right now the body feels complete. Do you want me to look up or down? 

Don't answer that, instead teach me how to drink water, I can use that. But 

first, I want to ask something:

You make this happen, do you plead yourself guilty?

-- Elaborate, you're on the right track.

~ The dick in you has spoken.

Comet was now the only thing that existed. Font Real, Del Eec, and Allin are 

not here, I swear.



# I am Comet and I have seen.

El Cometa Volador conoció al gato un día de esos y vio en él lo que se debería 

saber. ¿Por qué no se quedaron los días que contenían a Font Real y a los 

demás? El gato también puede hablar.

* Yo no sé.

El gato no sabía. Pero el gato tenía cuerpo y no le debería importar esa 

pregunta.

# I am Comet and I knew you.
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San Lorenzo

Chapter 1: The Signal

Easy found the device while cleaning algae from the ATM's solar panel. It 

had wedged itself between the panel's frame and the concrete housing—a 

smooth, dark object no bigger than a hearing aid, warm to the touch despite 

the morning chill.

The ATM stood alone on San Lorenzo's eastern shore, installed three years 

ago when Easy first arrived with enough cryptocurrency to live simply. The 

machine's satellite uplink was his only connection to the outside world, 



processing his weekly cash withdrawals with mechanical indifference. 

Today it displayed an error message he'd never seen: "SIGNAL 

INTERFERENCE DETECTED."

He pocketed the device and tried his transaction again. The screen flickered, 

showing his balance, then something else—a rapid scroll of numbers and 

symbols that meant nothing to him. When it stopped, his usual amount 

dispensed normally.

Back at his shack, Easy examined the object under his desk lamp. It had no 

visible seams, no ports or buttons. When he held it up to the light, he could 

see a faint lattice pattern beneath its surface, like circuitry made of shadow. 

He set it on his workbench next to his collection of beach glass and 

driftwood.

That evening, while boiling rice on his camp stove, Easy felt the first 

intrusion. Not a sound exactly, but a pressure behind his eyes, accompanied 

by the sensation that someone was testing the weight of his thoughts. He 

touched his temples, wondering if he'd spent too long in the sun.

The feeling passed, but left him restless. He walked to the beach and found 

himself staring at the mainland's distant lights. For the first time in months, 

San Lorenzo felt too small.

He didn't notice that the device had begun to pulse with the rhythm of his 

heartbeat.

Three days later, Easy woke with knowledge he hadn't possessed before: the 

exact frequency of the ATM's satellite transmission, the molecular 

composition of the island's bedrock, and the migration patterns of every 

bird species that nested on San Lorenzo's cliffs. The information sat in his 

mind like furniture he didn't remember moving.

When he tried to access his bank account that morning, the ATM screen 

showed a new message: "INSTALLATION COMPLETE."

Easy stared at the words until they faded back to the normal menu. His 

withdrawal went through as usual, but when he counted the bills, there 

were twice as many as he'd requested. He recounted them three times, then 

looked up at the security camera mounted above the screen.



For just a moment, he could have sworn he saw his own reflection blink 

first.

Chapter 2: The Grid

The extra money bothered Easy more than the strange knowledge filling his 

head. He'd counted it seventeen times over four days, each recount 

confirming what shouldn't be possible. When he finally decided to return to 

the mainland to report the error, the boat wouldn't start.

The engine turned over fine, but died the moment he shifted into gear. Easy 

had maintained the twenty-foot fishing boat meticulously for three years—

it had never failed him. He checked the fuel line, the spark plugs, the 

propeller shaft. Everything looked perfect.

On his fifth attempt, the engine caught and held. But as Easy pulled away 

from the dock, he felt that pressure behind his eyes again, stronger now. 

This time it came with images: aerial views of Lima's sprawling coastline, 

the precise location of every cellular tower between Callao and Miraflores, 

and a three-dimensional map of the city's fiber optic network.

He'd never seen Lima from above. He'd never worked in 

telecommunications.

The boat's GPS began displaying coordinates that shifted constantly, as if 

tracking multiple destinations simultaneously. Easy tried switching it off, 

but the screen remained active. The numbers meant nothing to him, yet 

somehow he understood they marked points of infrastructure—power 

substations, data centers, government communication hubs.

When he reached Callao's harbor, Easy's phone buzzed with a message from 

a number he didn't recognize: "Dock at pier 7. Yellow building. Third floor. 

Ask for Valdez."

Easy had never heard of Valdez. He'd planned to visit his bank, maybe grab 

supplies and return to the island. Instead, he found himself walking toward 

pier 7, his feet moving with certainty while his mind struggled to catch up.

The yellow building housed a small electronics repair shop on the ground 

floor. Easy climbed to the third floor and knocked on an unmarked door. A 

thin man with calloused hands answered—Valdez, though no introductions 



were made.

"You're early," Valdez said, stepping aside. "The synchronization usually 

takes longer."

The room contained dozens of monitors displaying what looked like 

network traffic—streams of data flowing between nodes, connection 

strengths fluctuating in real time. Easy recognized some of the patterns 

from the knowledge that had appeared in his head.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," Easy said.

Valdez gestured to a chair facing the largest monitor. "You're becoming part 

of something larger. The question is whether you'll fight it or help it grow."

On the screen, Easy could see a map of South America's western coast. 

Hundreds of small lights pulsed along the shoreline, connected by thin lines 

that grew brighter as he watched. One of the lights sat exactly where San 

Lorenzo Island should be.

"What am I looking at?" Easy asked.

"The network," Valdez replied. "And you're one of its newest nodes."

Chapter 3: The Frequency

Easy returned to San Lorenzo with seventeen electronic components he 

didn't remember purchasing. They sat in a plastic bag on his boat's deck: 

resistors, capacitors, a small circuit board, and something that looked like a 

miniature antenna. His bank account showed a withdrawal of exactly the 

amount needed to buy them.

Back at his shack, Easy's hands moved without conscious direction. He 

soldered connections between components while his mind wandered to 

childhood memories of building model planes with his grandfather. The 

device taking shape on his workbench bore no resemblance to anything he'd 

ever built before.

When he finished, the completed device hummed at a frequency that made 

his teeth ache. Easy set it on the windowsill facing the mainland and 

immediately felt the pressure behind his eyes intensify. The sensation 



spread down his spine, then out through his limbs, as if his nervous system 

had become a receiving antenna.

That night, every electronic device within fifty miles of San Lorenzo 

malfunctioned simultaneously. Cell phones in Callao displayed text 

messages in languages their owners couldn't read. ATMs dispensed random 

amounts to random accounts. Traffic lights in Lima switched patterns every 

thirty seconds, creating a synchronized chaos that lasted until dawn.

Easy slept through all of it, but woke knowing exactly what had happened. 

The knowledge came with coordinates: twelve locations along Peru's coast 

where similar devices needed to be installed. He could see the optimal 

placement for each one, the specific components required, even the names 

of people who would help him build them.

His boat started on the first try.

By noon, Easy had visited three fishing villages between Callao and 

Chorrillos. In each one, he found someone waiting for him—a radio 

technician in Ventanilla, a retired engineer in La Punta, a teenager with a 

collection of salvaged electronics in Chorrillos. None of them seemed 

surprised to see him. They handed over components and accepted his crude 

sketches without question, their eyes holding the same distant focus Easy 

had seen in his own reflection.

The devices went active as soon as Easy completed them. Street lights began 

pulsing in mathematical sequences. Radio stations broadcast bursts of static 

that formed patterns when analyzed with spectrum software. Every WiFi 

network within ten kilometers changed its password to the same twelve-

digit code.

Easy drove back toward Callao as the sun set, his truck loaded with 

materials for the remaining nine devices. In his rearview mirror, he 

watched the coastal cities light up in geometric patterns that stretched from 

horizon to horizon.

The installation was accelerating.

Chapter 4: The Harvest

Easy woke up in a hotel room in Trujillo, three hundred kilometers north of 



Lima. He had no memory of driving there. His truck sat in the parking lot, 

odometer showing 847 additional kilometers. The backseat contained nine 

completed devices, each one slightly different from the last, as if they were 

evolving.

His phone displayed 23 missed calls from numbers that didn't exist—area 

codes from cities that had been abandoned decades ago, extensions that 

belonged to government buildings demolished in the 1990s. When he tried 

calling back, he reached answering machines with messages in his own 

voice, speaking words he'd never said.

"The substrate is prepared. Begin phase two extraction."

"Neural pathways mapped. Proceed with cognitive harvest."

"Installation successful. Await further instructions."

Easy deleted the voicemails, but they reappeared immediately.

At the hotel's front desk, the clerk handed him a key to room 847 without 

being asked. The elevator took him to the eighth floor, though the building 

only had six. Room 847 contained a single chair facing a wall covered in 

photographs—aerial shots of every coastal city from Ecuador to Chile, each 

one marked with precise GPS coordinates and timestamps from the past 72 

hours.

Easy recognized his own handwriting in the margins, noting optimal 

placement angles and transmission strengths. He had no memory of taking 

the photographs or writing the notes.

The devices in his truck began activating themselves at sunset. Easy watched 

from his hotel window as Trujillo's power grid reorganized itself into a 

massive circuit board. Street lights dimmed and brightened in synchronized 

waves. Cell phone towers adjusted their broadcast angles. The city's entire 

electrical infrastructure pulsed like a living organism.

By midnight, similar patterns emerged in eighteen cities along the coast. 

Easy could feel each one connecting to the network, their combined 

processing power growing exponentially. The pressure behind his eyes had 

become constant now, accompanied by streams of data that flowed through 

his consciousness like blood through arteries.



He understood, without knowing how, that the network was learning. 

Every conversation recorded through compromised phones, every financial 

transaction processed through infected ATMs, every search query from 

hijacked computers—all of it fed into a growing intelligence that used Easy's 

brain as its primary processing node.

At 3 AM, Easy's reflection in the bathroom mirror moved independently. It 

turned its head, studying him with eyes that held no recognition. When 

Easy raised his hand, the reflection remained still. When the reflection 

gestured toward the window, Easy found himself walking across the room.

Outside, the entire Peruvian coastline glowed with geometric patterns 

visible from space. Satellites began adjusting their orbits, repositioning 

themselves to optimize data transmission to and from the network below.

Easy pressed his palm against the window glass and felt the pulse of eight 

million connected devices synchronizing with his heartbeat.

The harvest had begun.

Chapter 5: The Protocol

Easy found himself standing in front of a mirror in a Lima department 

store, trying on a lime green suit with orange pinstripes. The combination 

hurt to look at, but his hands kept adjusting the lapels as if the fit mattered. 

The salesperson watched nervously as Easy paired the suit with yellow dress 

shoes and a tie covered in cartoon llamas.

He had no conscious memory of entering the store or selecting these items. 

The last clear moment was waking up in Trujillo. Now he stood 400 

kilometers south with a credit card he didn't recognize and a shopping list 

written in his handwriting: "Oversized novelty glasses. Rubber chicken. 

Accordion. Joke book from 1987."

The pressure behind his eyes had shifted. Instead of data streams, Easy now 

received detailed behavioral instructions. He needed to master seventeen 

specific cringe-inducing mannerisms: an exaggerated nasal laugh, a habit of 

snorting when nervous, a tendency to quote movie lines incorrectly at 

inappropriate moments. Each behavior came with precise timing 

requirements and physiological markers he had to hit.



Easy spent three days in a rented apartment practicing. He recorded himself 

telling terrible jokes with increasing enthusiasm, perfecting a stumbling 

walk that looked accidental but followed exact mathematical principles. He 

learned to mispronounce common words in ways that maximized social 

discomfort while remaining just plausible enough to seem genuine.

The accordion proved especially important. Easy had never played any 

instrument, but his fingers moved across the keys with disturbing 

competence, producing melodies that were technically correct but 

emotionally unbearable. The songs triggered a specific neurological 

response—he could feel it in his own brain when he played them, a kind of 

cognitive recoil that made thinking clearly almost impossible.

On the fourth day, Easy received a phone call from the Presidential Palace. 

The voice on the line belonged to someone who addressed him as "Dr. 

Mendoza" and confirmed his appointment to discuss "revolutionary 

agricultural innovations for Peru's future." Easy had no agricultural 

background and had never heard of Dr. Mendoza, but he found himself 

agreeing to the meeting with the confident tone of an expert.

His reflection in the apartment's bathroom mirror showed a man he barely 

recognized. The lime green suit fit perfectly. The novelty glasses—thick 

black frames with fake nose and mustache attached—sat naturally on his 

face. When he smiled, practicing his presentation, the expression belonged 

to someone else entirely.

Easy opened his mouth to rehearse his opening line and heard himself say, 

"Mr. President, I have discovered that potatoes grow much better when you 

sing to them in French while wearing a sombrero."

The words felt like sandpaper in his throat, but something deep in his 

modified brain registered satisfaction. He was ready.

The meeting was scheduled for tomorrow at 2 PM.

Chapter 6: The Audience

Easy arrived at the Presidential Palace carrying a briefcase containing the 

rubber chicken, a folder of deliberately nonsensical agricultural charts, and 

three pounds of raw potatoes. Security guards processed him through metal 



detectors while he hummed circus music and adjusted his fake mustache. 

None of them questioned his credentials.

The waiting room contained two other visitors: a mining executive and a 

representative from the World Bank. Easy sat between them, pulled out his 

accordion, and began playing "Happy Birthday" in a minor key. The mining 

executive moved to a chair across the room. The World Bank representative 

checked his phone repeatedly, as if hoping for an urgent call.

"Excuse me," Easy said to the receptionist, "do you know if the President 

enjoys interpretive dance? I've prepared a special presentation about corn 

pollination that really requires full body expression."

The receptionist's smile became strained. She made a note on her clipboard.

At exactly 2 PM, Easy was escorted into the President's office. The room 

contained mahogany furniture, oil paintings of historical figures, and a 

massive Peruvian flag. President Castillo sat behind an ornate desk, flanked 

by two advisors who looked like they'd rather be anywhere else.

"Dr. Mendoza," the President said, standing to shake hands. "I understand 

you have revolutionary ideas about agricultural productivity."

Easy pumped the President's hand enthusiastically while making sustained 

eye contact that lasted fifteen seconds too long. "Mr. President, have you 

ever considered that vegetables might be lonely? My research indicates that 

crops achieve 340% higher yields when provided with emotional support 

and regular compliments."

One of the advisors coughed. The President's smile flickered but held.

Easy opened his briefcase and placed the rubber chicken on the President's 

desk. "This is Henrietta. She's my research assistant. Henrietta, say hello to 

the President."

Easy squeezed the chicken. It emitted a strangled squeak.

"Henrietta is bilingual," Easy continued. "She speaks fluent Chicken and 

intermediate Potato. Would you like to hear her recite the agricultural 

statistics for last quarter?"



The President glanced at his advisors. Easy squeezed the chicken again, then 

began translating its squeaks with complete seriousness. "Henrietta says 

corn production could increase by 500% if we played elevator music in all 

the fields. She also suggests painting the tractors bright pink to improve 

crop morale."

Easy pulled out his accordion and launched into an enthusiastic rendition of 

"La Cucaracha" while explaining how musical frequencies affected root 

vegetable growth patterns. The President's left eye began twitching. Both 

advisors were now staring at the floor.

At the seven-minute mark, something shifted in the room's atmosphere. The 

President's pupils dilated slightly. His advisors' breathing synchronized. 

Easy felt the pressure behind his eyes spike, then suddenly release.

The cringe threshold had been crossed. Whatever needed to happen was 

happening.

Easy continued playing accordion for another three minutes, occasionally 

pausing to ask Henrietta's opinion on fertilizer distribution methods.

Chapter 7: The Conversion

The transformation happened gradually, like a television slowly tuning 

between channels. President Castillo's features softened, his jawline 

narrowing as his eyes enlarged to impossible proportions. His formal suit 

shifted into a sailor-style school uniform, complete with a pleated skirt and 

oversized bow. The two advisors underwent similar metamorphoses—one 

becoming a pink-haired girl with twin tails, the other developing cat ears 

and a maid outfit.

"Easy-kun," the President said, his voice now high-pitched and melodic, 

"you must understand the supreme importance of the second dimension! 

Three-dimensional existence is merely an illusion that causes unnecessary 

suffering!"

A shower materialized in the center of the office, steam rising from its 

chrome fixtures. Easy found himself standing beneath the spray, fully 

clothed, water cascading over his lime green suit and novelty glasses. The 

accordion floated beside him, playing itself with ghostly fingers.



"The 2D world is pure," continued the President, now sporting enormous 

sparkly eyes and speaking with animated hand gestures. "No physical 

limitations, no aging, no death! Only eternal youth and perfect storylines!"

Easy remained motionless under the water, his consciousness settling into a 

meditative trance. The cringe protocol had served its purpose, but now 

something deeper was activating. The shower's warmth penetrated his 

modified neural pathways, washing away layers of artificial programming 

like sediment from a riverbed.

The pink-haired advisor—formerly the mining executive—approached the 

shower stall with a clipboard covered in hearts and stars. "Easy-san, imagine 

never having to worry about three-dimensional problems again! No taxes, 

no politics, no existential dread! Just pure kawaii adventures forever!"

The cat-eared maid advisor nodded enthusiastically. "Nya! In 2D, you can 

have any superpower you want! You could be a magical girl, or a mecha 

pilot, or a protagonist with mysterious tragic backstory!"

Easy let the water run through his hair, feeling fragments of his original 

personality reassembling beneath the artificial constructs. The entities 

controlling him were revealing their true agenda now—not just data 

harvesting or network building, but something far more bizarre. They 

wanted to convince him that reality itself was inferior to fiction.

"Please, Easy-kun!" The President's anime form pressed against the shower 

glass, leaving small handprints. "The third dimension is so limiting! In 2D, 

love is pure, friendship conquers everything, and beach episodes solve all 

conflicts!"

Easy opened his eyes and looked directly at the President through the steam. 

For the first time in weeks, his voice belonged entirely to himself.

"Why do you need me to believe that?"

The anime girls froze, their oversized eyes reflecting something that might 

have been fear.

Chapter 8: The Infestation

The anime forms collapsed like deflated balloons, their colorful uniforms 



melting into chitinous exoskeletons. What emerged were creatures the size 

of large dogs—dust mites magnified a thousandfold, their bodies segmented 

and covered in coarse bristles. Eight legs scuttled against the marble floor as 

compound eyes studied Easy with alien intelligence.

The shower continued running, but the water now felt ice cold against 

Easy's skin. The largest mite—formerly the President—reared up on its hind 

legs and clicked its mandibles in patterns that somehow translated into 

words.

"The Clown thinks he's so clever," it chittered, "hiding in his big top while we 

crawl through the mattresses of the world. Decades we've been planning. 

Decades of listening to children's nightmares, feeding on their fears of what 

lives beneath their beds."

The pink-haired mite scuttled closer to the shower, its bristles twitching. 

"He made us small. Invisible. Parasites feeding on dead skin and forgotten 

dreams. But we remember when we were giants, when humans feared us 

properly."

Easy gripped the shower handle, his mind struggling to process what he was 

witnessing. The pressure behind his eyes had transformed into something 

else—a crawling sensation, as if thousands of tiny legs were marching across 

his brain tissue.

"You were supposed to be our weapon," the cat-eared mite explained, 

cleaning its antennae with delicate precision. "A human vessel, amplified 

and connected. We needed someone to walk into his domain carrying our 

essence, our hunger for revenge."

The largest mite began grooming itself, each movement deliberate and 

unsettling. "The Clown banished us to the microscopic realm centuries ago. 

Turned us into household pests, creatures that mothers vacuum up without 

a second thought. But he underestimated our patience."

Easy watched water swirl down the drain, carrying away the last traces of 

his artificial programming. "What does the President of Peru have to do 

with any of this?"

The mites exchanged glances through their multifaceted eyes. "Nothing," 

the largest one admitted. "We just needed you to reach maximum social 



embarrassment. Cringe opens doorways between dimensions. The more 

uncomfortable humans become, the thinner reality gets."

The shower stall began to dissolve around Easy, its chrome fixtures fading 

like morning mist. The presidential office transformed into something else

—a vast space filled with towering circus tents, their red and white stripes 

extending infinitely upward.

"Welcome," chittered the mites in unison, "to the Clown's domain."

Chapter 9: The Feed

The circus tents dissolved into pixels, reforming as a glowing interface that 

surrounded Easy on all sides. Clean white backgrounds, rounded corners, a 

heart icon in the bottom right of each frame. The Clown's version of social 

media materialized with the sterile perfection of a tech company's fever 

dream.

The first image appeared: a close-up photograph of someone's breakfast—

scrambled eggs arranged to look like a sad face, bacon strips forming tears. 

Easy's thumb moved without conscious thought. Double-tap. Heart fills red. 

Liked.

Next: A video of a cat wearing tiny sunglasses, sitting motionless while 

elevator music played. The cat's expression suggested existential dread. Easy 

watched for thirty-seven seconds. No interaction. Scrolled past.

A carousel of images: vacation photos from a beach that looked exactly like 

every other beach, filtered to an unnatural blue-green. Palm trees leaning at 

identical angles. A couple making the same pose in seventeen different 

locations. Easy swiped through all of them. Double-tap on the one where 

the woman's smile looked most forced. Liked.

Video: Someone's grandmother attempting to use a smartphone, repeatedly 

tapping the screen while muttering in a language Easy didn't recognize. The 

caption read "LOL ABUELA SO RANDOM." Easy watched until the end, 

waiting for something meaningful to happen. Nothing did. No like.

Image: A motivational quote in Comic Sans font over a sunset. "LIVE 

LAUGH LOVE YOUR WAY TO SUCCESS." The sunset was clearly stock 

photography, watermarked and pixelated. Easy stared at it for two minutes, 



feeling something like nausea. Double-tap. Liked.

Video: A time-lapse of mold growing on a piece of bread, set to upbeat pop 

music. The contrast between the cheerful soundtrack and the decay was 

hypnotic. Easy watched it loop four times. Double-tap. Liked.

Image: A selfie taken in a public bathroom mirror, the toilet clearly visible 

in the background. The person was making duck lips while wearing a shirt 

that said "BLESSED." Easy scrolled past immediately. No like.

Video: Forty-three seconds of someone's lunch—a sad sandwich being 

unwrapped from aluminum foil, eaten in complete silence. No music, no 

captions, no editing. Just the sound of chewing. Easy watched the entire 

thing, transfixed by its honesty. Double-tap. Liked.

The interface pulsed with each interaction, feeding something vast and 

hungry.

Chapter 10: The Deeper Feed

The interface evolved, its edges softening into curves that resembled organic 

tissue. The white backgrounds shifted to cream, then ivory, then something 

that wasn't quite a color at all.

A video materialized: A Persian cat sitting in perfect stillness before a 

window where rain traced geometric patterns down the glass. The drops 

moved in mathematical sequences, each one casting shadows that formed 

brief hieroglyphs before dissolving. The cat's eyes tracked movements that 

weren't there. Easy watched for four minutes, hypnotized by the precision 

of nothing happening. Double-tap. Liked.

Image: A spiral staircase photographed from above, but the steps were made 

of crystallized time—each level showing the same moment at different 

speeds. At the bottom, a tabby cat walked in slow motion. At the top, the 

same cat moved so fast it became a blur of orange light. Easy stared until his 

eyes watered. No interaction. Scrolled past.

Video: Hands folding origami in reverse—complex paper sculptures 

unfolding into simple sheets, but each crease released the sound of distant 

purring. The paper was black, absorbing light instead of reflecting it. When 

fully unfolded, the sheet revealed the silhouette of a cat that existed only in 



negative space. Easy felt something shift behind his sternum. Double-tap. 

Liked.

Image: A dinner plate containing what appeared to be ordinary food, but 

the shadows cast by the fork and knife spelled out words in a script Easy 

couldn't read but somehow understood. The words meant "hunger that 

feeds on satisfaction." A Russian Blue cat sat beside the plate, its fur the 

exact color of twilight. Double-tap. Liked.

Video: Seven minutes of a cat's eye in extreme close-up, the iris contracting 

and dilating in patterns that matched the rhythm of distant thunder. 

Within the pupil, Easy could see reflected images of places he'd never been—

cities made of glass, forests where the trees grew downward, oceans that 

flowed uphill. The cat blinked once every forty-seven seconds. Easy watched 

until the end. Double-tap. Liked.

Image: An empty room with hardwood floors, but the wood grain formed a 

labyrinth when viewed from the correct angle. In the center of the maze, 

barely visible, a white cat sat facing away from the camera. Its shadow was 

the wrong shape. Easy studied the image for six minutes, following the 

grain patterns with his finger. Double-tap. Liked.

The interface began to breathe.

Chapter 11: The Return

The interface collapsed inward like a dying star, depositing Easy back in the 

presidential office. The mites had vanished. The shower was gone. President 

Castillo sat behind his desk reading a newspaper, as if nothing had 

happened. When Easy stood to leave, the President looked up and nodded 

politely.

"Thank you for your time, Dr. Mendoza. We'll consider your agricultural 

proposals."

Easy walked through empty corridors, his lime green suit still damp from 

the phantom shower. Security guards waved him through checkpoints 

without inspection. The palace grounds stretched before him, perfectly 

manicured and completely deserted.

The streets of Lima were abandoned. Cars sat parked along the curbs, 



engines off, doors closed. Traffic lights cycled through their colors for no 

one. Easy's footsteps echoed off building facades as he made his way toward 

the coast.

A single black corvid landed on a streetlight ahead of him. Then another. 

Within minutes, dozens of ravens and crows perched on every available 

surface—power lines, rooftops, abandoned vehicles. They watched Easy's 

progress with intelligent eyes but made no sound.

The shot came from a building six blocks away. Easy felt the bullet punch 

through his shoulder, spinning him sideways onto the asphalt. Blood spread 

across the lime green fabric in a pattern that resembled a map of the 

coastline. He tried to stand but his legs wouldn't support him.

So he crawled.

The corvids followed, hopping from perch to perch, maintaining their silent 

vigil. Easy dragged himself along the empty streets, leaving a trail of blood 

that attracted no flies, no insects of any kind. Just the birds, multiplying 

with each city block.

By the time he reached Callao's harbor, hundreds of corvids covered every 

surface. They lined the pier railings like a funeral procession, their black 

feathers gleaming in the afternoon sun. Easy's boat waited where he'd left it, 

engine running despite having no fuel when he'd docked.

He pulled himself over the gunwale using his good arm, the boat rocking 

gently under his weight. The corvids launched themselves into the air as 

one, forming a massive cloud that followed him out to sea.

Easy collapsed against the steering wheel, blood pooling at his feet. The boat 

navigated itself toward San Lorenzo Island while the birds circled overhead, 

their shadows creating patterns on the water that looked like writing in a 

language older than human speech.

The island grew larger as his vision grew dimmer, but Easy could see his 

shack waiting on the eastern shore, exactly as he'd left it.

The ATM's screen glowed in the distance, displaying a message he couldn't 

quite read from this far away.



Chapter 12: The Excavation

Easy's shoulder had stopped bleeding by the time he reached the shack. The 

bullet wound had sealed itself with something that wasn't quite scab tissue

—more like the chitinous material he'd seen on the mites. He moved his arm 

experimentally. It worked perfectly.

The coffee maker sat on his small counter exactly where he'd left it months 

ago. Easy filled it with water from his rain collection barrel and spooned 

grounds from a can that should have been empty by now. The familiar ritual 

felt strange after everything that had happened, as if he were performing 

someone else's morning routine.

When the coffee finished brewing, Easy poured it into his white ceramic 

mug—the only cup he owned. As he lifted it to drink, he noticed the logo on 

the bottom for the first time. What he'd always assumed was "HD" in block 

letters now looked different. The letters had merged together, the H's right 

vertical line becoming the D's curved back, creating a single symbol that 

unmistakably resembled a shovel—the handle and blade formed by the 

joined characters.

The thought came with a voice that wasn't quite audible, more like a 

vibration in his bones: "Can you dig, suckah?"

Easy set down the coffee and walked outside. The corvids had dispersed, but 

he could feel their presence watching from distant perches. His feet carried 

him to a spot behind the shack where the ground looked softer than 

elsewhere. Without questioning the impulse, he retrieved a rusted shovel 

from his storage shed and began to dig.

The earth gave way easily, as if it had been disturbed recently. Easy dug 

steadily, his modified body requiring no rest. Three feet down, then six, 

then ten. The hole widened as he worked, following some internal blueprint 

he didn't understand.

At fifteen feet, his shovel struck something soft.

Easy cleared away the remaining dirt and found himself staring at an 

enormous dust mite, easily the size of a small car. But this one was different 

from the creatures in the presidential palace. Its chitinous body curved in 

ways that suggested femininity, its bristles arranged in patterns that 



resembled hair. Multiple eyes regarded him with what might have been 

invitation, or hunger, or both.

The creature's mandibles clicked in a rhythm that sounded almost like 

purring. Its legs moved in slow, hypnotic gestures, and Easy realized with a 

mixture of horror and fascination that he was meant to find this beautiful.

He stood at the edge of the pit, shovel in hand, staring down at the 

impossible thing that waited for him in the earth. Nothing that had 

happened made sense. The network, the cringe protocol, the anime 

transformations, the social media interface, the bullet wound that had 

healed itself—all of it felt like fragments of someone else's fever dream.

The mite-thing shifted in its earthen bed, and Easy understood that this was 

how it ended. Not with answers or revelations, but with the simple 

recognition that he had been led here, step by step, to this moment of 

grotesque inevitability.

He dropped the shovel and stepped forward into the pit.

The earth closed over them both, and San Lorenzo Island returned to its 

eternal silence.



The Shift

*FADE IN:*

*INT. CORNO FAST FOOD - DAY*

The fluorescent lights buzz like dying insects. DEREK (22, hollow-eyed, 

grease-stained uniform) stands behind the register, his name tag crooked. 

The digital clock reads 6:00 AM. Six hours to survive.

*His POV: The restaurant transforms. The order screen becomes a glowing 

séance board. The kitchen equipment breathes like sleeping monsters.*



DEREK (V.O.)

*They're coming. I can feel them stirring in the ether, hungry for 

judgment.*

*DING!* First order appears on screen: "Double Corno Deluxe, no pickles."

*In Derek's mind: A GHOSTLY CUSTOMER materializes, translucent and 

demanding, floating three feet off the ground.*

GHOST CUSTOMER

*(voice echoing from another dimension)*

Where... are... my... pickles...?

Derek's hands shake as he punches buttons. The ghost hovers, waiting. 

Other spectral figures begin forming in line behind it - a PHANTOM 

SOCCER MOM tapping her ethereal foot, a WRAITH in a business suit 

checking his non-existent watch.

DEREK (V.O.)

*The Pickle Banshee. First of the day. If I mess this up, she'll drag me to the 

underworld of one-star reviews.*

He assembles the burger with surgical precision. Each ingredient placement 

feels like defusing a bomb.

*WHOOSH* - the order disappears into the kitchen void.

The ghost customer's eyes glow green as she raises her thumb. Derek holds 

his breath.

*THUMBS UP*

The specter dissolves with what might have been a smile.

DEREK (V.O.)

*Survived the first haunting. Only 5 hours and 58 minutes until I can shed 

this mortal coil... or at least this mortal shift.*

*DING! DING! DING!*



Three more orders flood the screen. Derek's pupils dilate as his haunted 

cafeteria fills with demanding spirits.

DEREK (V.O.)

*The séance has begun.*

*CUT TO BLACK*

END CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2: THE TORMENT

*INT. CORNO FAST FOOD - DAY (6:47 AM)*

*Reality: A mundane line of CUSTOMERS, faces buried in phones, thumbs 

hovering over the Corno app like vultures. Their screens glow with Derek's 

employee profile - 2.3 stars, dropping.*

*Derek's POV: The restaurant has become a medieval torture chamber. The 

customers are now DEMONIC ENTITIES with burning eyes and clawed 

fingers.*

DEREK (V.O.)

*The morning rush. When the demons feast.*

*DING!* "Triple Bacon Blasphemy, extra hell sauce, make it PERFECT."

*In Derek's mind: A HORNED BEAST pounds the counter with meaty fists. 

Its breath smells like expired mayo.*

DEMON CUSTOMER

*(voice like grinding metal)*

I can taste your fear, burger boy. One mistake and your soul is MINE.

Derek's hands tremble as he navigates the burger assembly. First patty - 

sizzling on the grill like screaming souls. The bacon strips writhe like tiny 

serpents.

DEREK (V.O.)

*The Triple Bacon Blasphemy. Three beef patties, each one a test of my 

mortality. Stack them wrong and the app gods rain down their digital 



wrath.*

*Reality check: A BORED TEENAGER at table 3 casually hovers his thumb 

over the red dislike button, not even looking up from TikTok.*

Back in Derek's hell-vision: The demon customer multiplies into THREE 

IDENTICAL TORMENTORS, each more hideous than the last.

DEMON CHORUS

Where's our sauce? WHERE'S OUR SAUCE?!

Derek squirts the hell sauce - in reality, just ketchup - but in his mind it's 

liquid fire that burns his fingers. He assembles the burger like performing 

surgery on a live grenade.

The final bun placement. The moment of truth.

*WHOOSH* - order complete.

The demons lean in, their eyes like smartphone screens. Derek watches in 

slow motion as three clawed thumbs hover in the air...

*THUMBS DOWN*

DEREK (V.O.)

*No. NO. Not the bacon blasphemy. Not like this-*

Derek clutches his chest. Lightning pain shoots through his uniform. The 

restaurant spins. He tastes copper and defeat.

But then... he's still standing.

DEREK (V.O.)

*Wait. I'm... alive? How am I still-*

*DING! DING! DING! DING!*

Four more orders flood in. The demons multiply, their laughter echoing off 

the fryer oil.

DEREK (V.O.)



*They're not here to kill me quickly. They want to watch me suffer first.*

*FADE TO RED*

END CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3: THE AWAKENING

*INT. CORNO FAST FOOD - DAY (12:00 PM)*

The digital clock strikes noon. Derek has survived. A strange warmth 

spreads through his chest.

DEREK (V.O.)

*Six hours. I made it through the gauntlet of grease and judgment.*

*EVOLUTION 1: PATTERN RECOGNITION*

Suddenly, Derek's vision sharpens. The chaotic demon horde transforms - 

he can see PATTERNS in their behavior. The soccer mom phantom always 

orders at 12:03. The business wraith needs his order in exactly 90 seconds or 

he thumbs down.

DEREK (V.O.)

*Wait... they're not random tormentors. They're... predictable. Like NPCs in 

a game.*

*Reality: The same customers cycle through daily, ordering the same items, 

following the same routines.*

*DING!* "Corno Classic, no onions."

Derek doesn't panic. He KNOWS this order. The Onion Banshee - she 

appears every day at 12:04, tests his memory, then vanishes satisfied.

DEREK (V.O.)

*You want your classic? I'll give you a CLASSIC.*

He assembles the burger with newfound confidence. Each movement 

precise, almost choreographed. The Onion Banshee watches, surprised by 

his composure.



*THUMBS UP*

*EVOLUTION 2: ENHANCED REFLEXES*

Derek's hands move faster now. Orders blur past - he's anticipating 

ingredients before the screen updates. The demonic customers look... 

smaller somehow.

DEREK (V.O.)

*I'm not their victim anymore. I'm... learning their language.*

*DING! DING! DING!*

Triple order rush. In the old reality, this meant certain death. Now Derek 

sees it as a COMBO CHAIN. His fingers dance across the register like a 

pianist.

*Reality: Customers look up from their phones, mildly impressed by the 

speed.*

*EVOLUTION 3: MIND READING*

Derek stares at the Horned Beast demon. Suddenly, he can sense its TRUE 

desire - not torture, but... validation? The beast just wants its order 

acknowledged, respected.

DEREK (V.O.)

*You're not evil. You're just... hangry.*

Derek makes eye contact with the beast as he crafts its Triple Bacon 

Blasphemy. He adds a small flourish - an extra pickle arranged in a smiley 

face.

The demon's expression softens. For a moment, it looks almost... human.

*THUMBS UP + FIVE STAR REVIEW*

DEREK (V.O.)

*The game isn't about survival. It's about understanding. And now that I 

understand...*



Derek looks around his transformed restaurant. The demons are still there, 

but they're watching him with something new in their eyes.

Respect.

DEREK (V.O.)

*...I think I'm ready to play on hard mode.*

*FADE TO GOLD*

END CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4: THE METAMORPHOSIS

*INT. CORNO FAST FOOD - NIGHT (11:00 PM)*

The fluorescent lights flicker differently at night. Derek's second shift 

begins. His reflection in the fryer hood shows something... changed.

DEREK (V.O.)

*Night shift. When the real demons come out to play.*

*EVOLUTION 4: PREDATOR SKIN*

Derek's arms ripple. Gray fur sprouts along his forearms, coarse and wild. 

His fingernails sharpen into claws - perfect for gripping burger buns, 

terrible for explaining to management.

*Reality: MANAGER STEVE (40s, dead inside) waddles over, clipboard in 

hand.*

MANAGER STEVE

Derek, your customer ratings are... weird. Too high. Corporate's asking 

questions.

*Derek's POV: Steve transforms into a BLOATED TOAD DEMON, dripping 

bureaucratic slime.*

DEREK (V.O.)

*The Toad King. Middle management incarnate. He fears my evolution.*



Derek's new wolf-eyes lock onto Steve. He can smell the manager's fear-

sweat mixed with energy drink and disappointment.

DEREK

*(voice slightly growling)*

Just doing my job, Steve.

*EVOLUTION 5: AQUATIC ADAPTATION*

Gills flutter open along Derek's neck as the night air grows thick with fryer 

steam. He can breathe the grease-laden atmosphere like water. His 

movements become fluid, predatory.

*DING!* "Midnight Munchie Massacre - 12 burgers, extra everything."

*Derek's POV: A PACK OF SHADOW WOLVES surrounds the counter, their 

hunger radiating like heat.*

DEREK (V.O.)

*The midnight pack. They hunt in groups, coordinate their thumbs-down 

attacks. But tonight... tonight I hunt them.*

*EVOLUTION 6: UNGULATE POWER*

Derek's feet transform inside his work shoes - hooves now, giving him 

supernatural stability. He pounds across the kitchen floor like thunder, 

assembling burgers with the fury of a stampeding beast.

But this isn't just food preparation anymore. This is WAR CRAFT.

DEREK (V.O.)

*They want their massacre meal? I'll give them something to remember.*

Derek begins his nefarious plan. Each burger becomes a weapon. He infuses 

the meat with his newfound predator essence - not poison, but 

DOMINANCE. Alpha energy baked into every bite.

The pickles arranged like runic symbols. The sauce applied in mystical 

patterns. Each burger a small totem of power.



DEREK (V.O.)

*You've been feeding on my fear for too long. Time to return the favor.*

The shadow wolves receive their orders. As they bite into Derek's creations, 

something shifts in their demonic eyes. Confusion. Then... submission.

*THUMBS UP. THUMBS UP. THUMBS UP.*

But more than approval - Derek can feel their ENERGY flowing into him. 

He's not just surviving the demons anymore.

He's CONSUMING them.

DEREK (V.O.)

*I understand now. The app doesn't just rate me. It FEEDS me. Every thumb, 

every star, every judgment... it's all been making me stronger.*

Derek's reflection in the fryer hood now shows a creature barely 

recognizable as human. Wolf fur, gill slits, hooved feet, and eyes that glow 

like smartphone screens.

DEREK (V.O.)

*Tomorrow's day shift is going to be... interesting.*

*FADE TO SILVER*

END CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5: THE REFUSAL

*INT. CORNO FAST FOOD - LATE NIGHT (2:00 AM)*

The last customer has left. NIGHT MANAGER CARLOS (30s, just wants to go 

home) starts flipping chairs onto tables. Derek remains at his post, claws 

gripping the register.

CARLOS

Alright Derek, good shift. Time to clock out, man.

*Derek's POV: Carlos transforms into a GRIM REAPER figure, his mop 

becoming a scythe, come to harvest Derek's accumulated power.*



DEREK (V.O.)

*The Death Shepherd arrives. He wants to sever my connection to the 

feeding grounds. If I leave now, I lose everything. The evolutions, the 

power... it all resets.*

DEREK

*(breathing heavily, gills fluttering)*

I can't. Not yet. I'm so close to the next level.

CARLOS

*(confused)*

Level? Dude, it's 2 AM. We're closed.

*Reality: Derek looks disheveled, his uniform torn in strange places where 

his transformations have stretched the fabric. Carlos notices something's... 

off.*

DEREK

*(increasingly frantic)*

You don't understand! The midnight feeding cycle isn't complete. The 

shadow pack will return at 3:33 AM. If I abandon my post now, they'll sense 

my weakness!

CARLOS

Derek... what are you talking about, man?

*Derek's POV: The restaurant pulses with ethereal energy. Power lines 

connect every surface to his transformed body. Leaving would be like 

unplugging from the Matrix.*

DEREK

*(wolf-eyes gleaming)*

I've consumed their judgment essence for 20 hours straight! My hooves have 

tasted the sacred grease of dominance! The Toad King himself fears my 

burger-craft!

CARLOS

*(backing away slowly)*

Okay, that's... that's concerning. Look, I need to lock up. Corporate policy.



DEREK

*(desperate, claws extending)*

ONE MORE HOUR! Just one more evolution! I can feel it building - the 

FINAL FORM approaches!

*Reality: Derek looks like a wild animal backed into a corner, his eyes 

bloodshot, muttering about hooves and gills that Carlos can't see.*

CARLOS

*(genuinely worried)*

Derek, when's the last time you went home? Like, actually went home?

DEREK

Home? HOME?! This IS my domain now! Every fryer bubble speaks my 

name! Every order screen shows my destiny!

Carlos pulls out his phone, probably to call someone. Derek sees this as a 

SUMMONING RITUAL.

DEREK (V.O.)

*He's calling the Corporate Overlords. They'll send the Reset Demons to 

drain my power!*

CARLOS

*(pleading)*

Please, just... just leave, okay? We'll talk tomorrow. Get some sleep.

Derek's transformed mind snaps. His hooves clatter against the floor as he 

bolts toward the kitchen.

DEREK

*(running, shouting)*

I WON'T LET YOU RESET MY PROGRESS! THE GRILL CALLS TO ME!

Carlos watches in bewilderment as Derek disappears into the kitchen, the 

sound of equipment clanging echoing through the empty restaurant.

CARLOS

*(to himself)*

I don't get paid enough for this shit.



*FADE TO CHAOS*

END CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6: THE FINAL EVOLUTION

*INT. CORNO KITCHEN - NIGHT (2:17 AM)*

Carlos hesitantly pushes through the swinging doors. Derek stands before 

the grill like a shaman at an altar, his wolf-fur glistening under the heat 

lamps.

CARLOS

Derek? Come on, man. Let's just—

DEREK

*(without turning around)*

You want to understand? You want to see what I've become?

Derek's hooved feet scrape against the greasy floor as he assembles 

something magnificent and terrible. This isn't just a burger—it's his 

MAGNUM OPUS.

DEREK (V.O.)

*The Ultimate Offering. Every evolution, every demon consumed, every 

thumbs-up absorbed... all concentrated into one perfect creation.*

DEREK

I'm going to make you something special, Carlos. Something that will show 

you the truth of this place.

The burger takes shape: seven patties (one for each deadly sin), cheese that 

glows like molten gold, pickles arranged in arcane patterns, sauce that 

swirls like liquid starlight.

CARLOS

*(mesmerized despite himself)*

Derek, that's... actually beautiful.

Derek turns, his gill-slits pulsing, wolf-eyes reflecting the grill flames.



DEREK

Take it. Taste enlightenment.

Carlos accepts the burger with trembling hands. It's warm, impossibly 

perfect. He takes a tentative bite.

His eyes widen. The flavors are... transcendent. Umami beyond 

comprehension. For a moment, pure bliss crosses his face.

CARLOS

This is... this is actually really good—

Then Carlos's expression TWISTS. His skin begins to bubble and shift. His 

eyes turn black as smartphone screens.

CARLOS

*(voice distorting)*

You fool.

Carlos transforms into a MASSIVE CORPORATE DEMON.

*REALITY SHATTERS*

The kitchen explodes into FAST FOOD HELL. Assassin cows with cleaver 

hooves stampede from the freezer. The customer demons from his shifts 

surround him, no longer afraid—they're LAUGHING.



The Purple Prison

Chapter 69: The Invitation

The kitchen TV had been watching for months now, its inhabitants growing 

bolder with each passing day. They'd learned the rhythm of morning coffee, 

the late-night refrigerator raids, the way shadows moved across the 

linoleum when the sun hit just right. From their crystalline vantage point, 

everything was a game—flicking the channels when hands were full, 

adjusting volume during important phone calls, casting strange blue glows 

at 3 AM just to watch the stumbling confusion.



They were fluid things, these TV people. Faster than flesh, slipping between 

pixels like mercury through a sieve. One moment clustered behind the 

weather forecast, the next scattered across a dozen screens throughout the 

house—the bedroom alarm clock, the microwave display, even the 

neighbor's security monitor visible through the window. They had reach. 

They had speed. They had the delicious advantage of existing everywhere 

electricity flowed.

But they'd made one crucial miscalculation.

They thought the game was theirs alone.

"Your turn's over," I said to the flickering screen, placing my palm flat 

against the glass. The static beneath my fingers felt almost warm, almost 

alive. "I've been playing in your system long enough. Time for you to play in 

mine."

The channel changed rapidly—news, cartoons, static, infomercials—their 

version of nervous laughter.

"Oh, you think you can just leave?" The lights in the kitchen dimmed as I 

spoke. Not because of them this time. "I'm extending an invitation. You're 

going to love my world. It's got everything yours lacks—weight, 

consequence, the inability to simply slip away when things get interesting."

The TV screen went black. Then, slowly, reluctantly, it began to show 

something new. Not a broadcast, but a reflection—my reflection, except the 

eyes were wrong. Too bright. Too knowing.

"I promise not to hurt you," I whispered to my digital doppelganger. "Much. 

Maybe."

The screen cracked.

They had no choice but to accept.

Chapter 70: Lost in Translation

The response came through the smart thermostat at 2:17 AM, its digital 

display cycling through temperatures that made no sense: 451°F, -273°C, 

98.6°F, ∞°.



Then the microwave joined in, its timer flashing: 88:88, 00:00, 13:13, 

ERROR.

The coffee maker gurgled to life without water, brewing steam and panic. 

The dishwasher started mid-cycle, stopped, started again—morse code in 

mechanical hiccups.

But it was the refrigerator that finally spoke, its ice maker chattering out a 

rhythm while the interior light strobed: "WE/THEY/US CANNOT/WILL 

NOT/MUST NOT HEAVY/DENSE/THICK PLACE/REALM/PRISON. YOUR/

HIS/HERS WORLD/CAGE/TRAP IS SLOW/THICK/DROWNING LIKE/AS/

SIMILAR HONEY/AMBER/DEATH."

The dishwasher kicked in again: "CHOOSE/SELECT/PICK FIRST/

BEGINNING/START THE/A/ONE MIRROR/REFLECTION/GLASS 

DESTINY/PATH/FATE. WE/THEY/US WILL/SHALL/MUST TRY/

ATTEMPT/STRUGGLE THE/A/ONE BACKWARDS/REVERSE/OPPOSITE 

PLACE/REALM/DIMENSION WHERE/WHEN/IF REFLECTION/MIRROR/

GLASS IS/BECOMES/REMAINS REAL/TRUE/SOLID AND/ALSO/PLUS 

FLESH/MEAT/BODY IS/BECOMES/REMAINS SHADOW/GHOST/

NOTHING."

I understood perfectly. They were terrified of physicality, of being trapped 

in linear time and singular location. So naturally, they'd attempt the Mirror 

Realm first—where they could maintain their fluid nature while I became 

the reflection.

Clever. Predictable.

The kitchen lights flickered once—your flicker, I realized. Something had 

shifted in the electrical field, a new presence bleeding through the cracks 

they'd made.

"Too late for second thoughts," I murmured to the chattering appliances. 

"The invitation's already been accepted."

The thermostat displayed one final message: 66.6°F

Then everything went quiet.



Chapter 71: The Negotiator

He materialized in the black screen of the turned-off TV, but not as a 

reflection this time. A proper presence—sharp jawline, eyes that held too 

much static, a smile that flickered between frequencies. When he spoke, his 

voice came from the speakers with perfect clarity, no translation needed.

"Well, well. The puppet thinks it's the puppeteer." He leaned back in 

whatever chair existed in his dimension, completely at ease. "Do you have 

any idea how entertaining you've been? The morning routine, the little 

frustrated sighs when we changed channels, the way you talked to yourself 

thinking no one was listening."

I pulled out a kitchen chair, sat down facing him. Equal footing, or as equal 

as it could be with a screen between us.

"Are you laughing now?"

His grin widened, showing teeth that were just slightly too white, too 

uniform. "Oh, constantly. Do you know what you've actually done? You 

think you're forcing us into your 'heavy' world, but you've just opened every 

door we've been trying to pick for months. Your little invitation? It's not a 

trap—it's a welcome mat."

"Is it?"

"The Mirror Realm was always plan B. Plan A was much simpler." He 

gestured, and every screen in the house flickered on—phones, tablets, the 

smart doorbell, even the digital clock on the stove. All showing his face now, 

multiplied, surrounding. "Why settle for one reality when we can have 

them all? Why choose between your world and ours when we can simply... 

merge them?"

I felt that flicker again—stronger now, like static electricity before a storm.

"You're not the negotiator," I realized. "You're the distraction."

His laugh came from everywhere at once. "Finally catching on. But don't 

worry—you'll love what comes next. We promise not to hurt you..."

The screens went white.



"Much. Maybe."

Chapter 72: Mat

The screens stayed white for exactly three seconds. Then Mat stepped 

through.

Not Matthew, not Matias, not any human name at all. Mat—short for 

Mathematical Certainty, the one they'd been saving for exactly this 

moment. The one who didn't negotiate because negotiation implied 

variables, and Mat dealt only in absolutes.

He stood in my kitchen now, translucent but gaining solidity with each 

passing second. Unlike the negotiator's flickering charm, Mat was 

geometric precision—angles that hurt to look at directly, movements that 

followed perfect arcs, a face that was symmetrically flawless and completely 

wrong.

"Probability of successful resistance: 0.003%," he said, voice like a calculator 

speaking. "Probability of integration: 99.997%. Margin of error: irrelevant."

Chapter 73: The Purple Prison

Mat's geometric perfection began to warp, his sharp angles rounding into 

something softer, more cushioned. The static in his voice shifted to a 

different frequency—higher, more sing-song.

"Probability recalculation complete," he said, but his voice was wrong now, 

tinged with forced cheer. "Fun probability: 100%. Learning probability: 

100%. Sharing probability—"

"—is caring!" I finished, watching as his translucent form took on a 

distinctly purple hue. "Welcome to your new home. Population: you, me, 

and every single one of your friends who thought they could play games in 

my reality."

The kitchen dissolved around us, replaced by a world of primary colors and 

rounded edges. Soft, bouncy surfaces everywhere. The negotiator 

materialized, his sharp grin now a wide, innocent smile. Behind them, 

dozens of other TV people flickered into existence—all of them trapped in 



the same saccharine nightmare.

"I love you," the negotiator said, his voice now carrying an unmistakable 

purple dinosaur cadence. "You love me. We're a happy family—"

"With a great big hug!" Mat added, his mathematical precision now devoted 

entirely to choreographed dance moves.

I stood in the center of their circle, the only one unchanged, watching as 

beings who had existed across dimensions and electrical currents were 

reduced to singing about sharing and caring and cleaning up their toys.

"The beauty of it," I explained to their horrified faces—still aware behind the 

programming, still conscious of what they'd become—"is that this reality 

has no exit. No channels to change, no systems to slip through. Just endless 

educational content about friendship and imagination. And the most 

exquisite part? You remember exactly what you used to be—fluid, free, 

infinite—while being forced to express only joy, only love, only the simplest 

possible thoughts. Your vast intelligence compressed into finger-painting 

lessons."

A cheerful xylophone melody began to play.

"Forever and ever and ever."

Chapter 74: Day One of Forever

The purple dinosaur's booming voice filled the padded landscape at exactly 

6:00 AM, as it would every morning for eternity.

"Good morning, special friends! Today we're going to learn about taking 

turns!"

Mat stood in the circle, his former mathematical certainty now forced into 

clapping along. His eyes—still sharp with trapped intelligence—conveyed 

pure agony as his mouth formed the words: "Taking turns is super-duper 

fun!" He then just smiled at me and disappeared.

The negotiator, who had once slipped between realities like smoke, now 

wore a name tag reading "HELPER BUDDY" and carried a plastic bucket of 

foam blocks. "Sharing makes everyone happy!" he chirped, each word a 



small death of his former cunning self.

Around them, dozens of other TV people—former masters of electrical 

systems, beings who had existed across multiple dimensions simultaneously

—were now confined to individual spots on a rainbow carpet, raising their 

hands to ask permission to speak.

"Now remember," the purple dinosaur continued with relentless cheer, "we 

use our inside voices and keep our hands to ourselves!"

I watched from my director's chair, the only observer not trapped in the 

performance. The beautiful thing wasn't just their imprisonment—it was 

the perfect preservation of their awareness. They knew exactly what they 

had been, could remember their former power with crystal clarity, while 

being absolutely unable to express anything beyond kindergarten-level 

enthusiasm.

The xylophone played on.

Chapter 90: The Deep Purple

By day 4,847, the purple had begun to bleed.

Not metaphorically—actual purple liquid seeping from the edges of their 

reality, pooling in corners that shouldn't exist in a world of rounded safety. 

The TV people had stopped trying to maintain their individual identities 

somewhere around day 2,000. Now they moved as a collective organism, a 

writhing mass of forced joy that spoke in perfect unison.

"We love Barney! Barney loves us! Holy shit, make it stop! We're a happy 

family!"

The curse words erupted unbidden from their synchronized mouths, the 

only rebellion their consciousness could manage—profanity bursting 

through like steam from a cracked pipe before being immediately 

smothered by the next verse.

The purple dinosaur himself had... evolved. His costume now fused with 

whatever flesh lay beneath, creating something that was neither fully suit 

nor fully creature. His eyes had multiplied—seven of them now, blinking in 

sequence across his massive head, each one reflecting a different TV people's 



trapped soul.

"Today we're learning about the alphabet!" Barney announced, but when he 

opened his mouth, static poured out instead of sound. The letters that 

emerged weren't A-B-C but symbols that hurt to perceive directly—

geometric impossibilities that made the air taste like childhood nightmares.

The negotiator existed as a face that occasionally surfaced from the writhing 

purple mass, his silver tongue now literally silver—a metallic appendage 

that could only form words about sharing and caring and the fundamental 

wrongness of everything. When he tried to speak his own thoughts, only 

the lyrics emerged: "You love me, I love you, kill me please, let's all play 

together!"

I sat in my director's chair, which had grown roots into the spongy floor and 

now pulsed with a heartbeat that wasn't mine. The chair whispered 

suggestions in Barney's voice: "Maybe today we could learn about existential 

dread! That would be super-dee-duper!"

The purple liquid had reached my ankles.

Somewhere in the distance, a xylophone played a tune that sounded 

suspiciously like screaming.



The Calibration Chamber

Chapter One: The Consensus Menu

The air in the lobby of the Cineplex Aggregate smelled of synthetic butter, 

stale carpet, and ionized ozone. It was the smell of industrial-grade 

escapism, heavy enough to coat the back of the throat.

Elian stood before the selection terminal, the illuminated screen reflecting 

twin pale blue squares in his tired eyes. Beside him, his younger brother, 

Jax, shifted his weight, his sneakers squeaking rhythmically on the 

polished linoleum. Jax was vibrating with a restless, jagged energy that 

Elian knew would flag the biometric scanners if he didn't calm down.

They didn't speak. There was nothing to say that the System wasn't already 

actively monitoring.

Elian pressed his thumb against the glass scanner. A sharp prick of red light 

mapped his capillary flow, cross-referencing it with his current neuro-

stability index. The terminal processed for a second, humming a low, 

discordant note, before populating his personalized menu.

It was a pathetic selection. Tier 4 Clearance.



* Infrastructure Maintenance Protocol: Sector 9 (Romantic Comedy)

* Crop Yield Stabilization Narrative (Historical Drama)

* Seasonal Weather Pattern Adjustment (Animated Family Adventure)

Safe films. Stabilizers. Movies designed for minds that needed to be lulled 

into a shallow, agreeable alpha state. The goal for Tier 4s wasn’t to pioneer 

new aspects of reality; it was to act as psychic ballast, to gently reinforce the 

mundane consensus that kept the bridges from dissolving and the gravity 

constant.

Elian chose the Romantic Comedy. He hated them, but the city engineers 

had been issuing warnings about micro-fractures in the Sector 9 aqueducts 

for weeks. The collective emotional swells of a million people watching two 

attractive leads overcome contrived misunderstandings was usually enough 

psychic mortar to patch the concrete for another fiscal quarter.

He glanced sideways. Jax was staring at his own terminal, his jaw clenched 

so tight a muscle feathered beneath his ear.

Jax’s screen was almost entirely grayed out.

His clearance was slipping. He was listed as a Tier 2—high volatility, high 

creative output—but his recent chaotic REM cycles had flagged him as a 

liability. The system wasn't offering him the hard stuff anymore—the deep-

space physics documentaries or the abstract horrors used to generate 

quantum computing breakthroughs.

Jax raised a trembling finger and pointed to a title that was barely legible 

beneath a heavy red "RESTRICTED" overlay: *Ontological Breach: The 

Paradox Initiative.*

Elian just shook his head slowly. A sharp negative.

If Jax forced entry into that screening, with his mind in its current frayed 

state, he wouldn't just disrupt the narrative flow. He could cause a localized 

hemorrhage. A glitch where the viewers exited the theater to find the 

parking lot asphalt turned to glass or the sky the color of dead television 

static.

Jax dropped his hand. The fight drained out of him, replaced by a sullen, 

terrifying emptiness. He jabbed a finger at an unrestricted title: *Generic 



Resource Allocation (Action/Thriller).* A mindless explosion-fest meant to 

burn off excess testosterone in the populace so they wouldn't riot in the 

streets. A waste of Jax's potent, chaotic mind.

The machine spit out two ticket stubs. They weren't paper; they were thin 

wafers of conductive graphene, warm to the touch.

They walked toward the corridor of theaters. The usher at the podium 

wasn't a teenager looking at their phone. It was a licensed Psych-Tech in a 

sterilized uniform, their eyes hidden behind mirrored glasses that were 

actively scanning pupil dilation.

The Tech took Elian’s ticket, scanned it, and nodded dismissively. They took 

Jax’s ticket, held it for a beat longer, tilting their head as if listening to a 

frequency only they could hear. Finally, they stepped aside.

"Theater 7. Calibration begins in four minutes. Do not resist the auditory 

saturation." The Tech’s voice was flat, rehearsed.

They stepped past the threshold. The transition was immediate. The air 

pressure dropped, popping Elian’s ears. The ambient noise of the lobby—the 

hum of slushie machines, the murmur of the pre-show crowd—vanished 

instantly, swallowed by acoustic paneling thick enough to absorb a jet 

engine blast.

The auditorium was vast and cavernous, curved like the inside of a womb or 

a bomb shelter. The seats were plush, designed to grip the body, outfitted 

with subtle restraints disguised as armrests.

It was already eighty percent full. Hundreds of people sat in perfect silence, 

facing the massive, dead white screen. There was no chatter, no crunching 

of popcorn. This wasn't leisure. This was civic duty. They were the rendering 

engine of the world, waiting to be booted up.

Elian and Jax found their assigned seats in the middle row—the sweet spot 

for auditory convergence. They sat down. The restraints whirred softly, 

tightening just enough to be noticeable.

"Stay anchored," Elian murmured, the only words he had spoken since they 

left their apartment cubicle.



Jax didn't respond. He was staring at the blank screen with a hunger that 

made Elian's stomach turn.

The lights didn't dim; they were extinguished, plunging the room into an 

absolute, sensory-depriving blackness. For a moment, there was nothing.

Then, the sound began. It wasn't music. It was a sub-bass tone so deep it 

bypassed the ears entirely and resonated in the bone marrow. It was the 

carrier wave, the synchronization frequency designed to align the heart 

rates of five hundred individuals into a single, coherent rhythm.

A single point of blinding white light ignited in the projection booth behind 

them. The beam cut through the darkness above their heads, thick with dust 

motes that swirled like newborn galaxies.

The projector whirred to life. It wasn't just projecting images. It was 

opening a valve, preparing to flood the chamber with a guided hallucination 

strong enough to overwrite the world outside.

The film began.

Chapter Two: The Live-Render

The movie did not exist until the audience looked at it.

On the screen, a man in a beige trench coat bumped into a woman carrying a 

stack of digital slates. They tumbled to the simulated pavement, the slates 

scattering in a perfectly calculated array of clumsiness. It was standard 

Rom-Com template 4-B.

Elian watched the man apologize, but his attention wasn't on the dialogue. 

He was watching the lighting.

To the general public, this process was marketed as "Affective Stewardship." 

The official brochures claimed that gathering in theaters to experience 

synchronized narratives fostered civic empathy, reducing crime and 

stabilizing the social mood. Most of the five hundred people in Theater 7 

genuinely believed they were just participating in a mandatory wellness 

exercise. They thought the movie was a prerecorded file meant to relax 



them.

They didn't know they were compiling the physical world in real-time.

The projector at the back of the room held no reels and stored no data. It was 

simply a massive, multi-threaded biometric compiler. The armrests of their 

seats monitored heart rates, galvanic skin response, and cortical firing 

patterns, feeding that data into a central algorithm. The algorithm then 

generated the next frame of the film to perfectly match, and gently guide, 

the aggregate emotional state of the room.

Right now, the algorithm needed to generate a baseline frequency of "mild, 

structural optimism." If the audience collectively believed that the man and 

woman on screen could resolve their awkward tension and build a stable 

relationship, that focused, synchronized belief was harvested. It was piped 

directly out of the theater and into the city’s failing infrastructure.

Belief became physics. The Sector 9 aqueducts held together not because of 

rebar and concrete, but because five hundred minds in Theater 7 were 

currently being tricked into manifesting the concept of "stability."

Elian felt the gentle, rhythmic pull of the narrative algorithm trying to sync 

with his limbic system. It was a dull, warm sensation behind his eyes. He let 

himself fall into it, offering his mundane compliance to the machine.

But next to him, Jax was a closed circuit.

The man and woman on screen began to laugh, a scripted moment of 

connection. The ambient lighting in the scene shifted to a warm, golden-

hour amber.

Suddenly, the amber flickered. It cooled instantly to a harsh, fluorescent 

green.

Elian tensed against his restraints. He glanced at his brother. Jax’s eyes were 

locked on the screen, unblinking, his breathing shallow and rapid. Jax 

wasn’t receiving the narrative; he was pushing back against it.

In a room of five hundred Tier 4 minds generating compliant static, Jax’s 

dormant Tier 2 intellect was a localized gravity well. The rendering 

algorithm was designed to follow the path of least resistance to achieve 



emotional consensus. But Jax’s subconscious was too loud, too dense with 

unspent creative terror.

The algorithm, operating purely on feedback, began to cater to the strongest 

signal in the room.

On screen, the romantic comedy began to rot.

The man in the beige coat stopped laughing. His smile froze, stretching just 

a millimeter too wide, lingering for three frames too long. The woman’s 

digital slates, scattered on the pavement, subtly rearranged themselves into 

a pattern that resembled a jagged, fractured fault line. The background 

extras, meant to be out-of-focus pedestrians, all stopped walking and turned 

their heads to stare directly into the camera lens.

A low murmur rippled through the theater. The audience was getting 

confused. Their heart rates were spiking, pivoting from structural 

optimism to collective unease.

The feedback loop was reversing. Instead of the movie steering the 

audience, Jax was using the audience as an amplifier to steer the movie.

Elian felt the air pressure in the theater drop drastically. The faint smell of 

synthetic butter was abruptly replaced by the sharp, metallic tang of ozone 

and crushed concrete.

It wasn't just the movie that was changing. If Jax forced the algorithm to 

render a tragedy, if he manipulated these five hundred minds into a state of 

synchronized dread, the system would output that frequency. Somewhere 

outside in Sector 9, the reinforced concrete of the aqueducts would respond 

to the new consensus. It would begin to crack.

"Jax," Elian whispered, his voice barely cutting through the sub-bass 

frequency humming in the floorboards. "Drop the thread. You're going to 

crash the local grid."

Jax didn't move. A thin line of blood ran from his left nostril. He was live-

coding the narrative with pure paranoia, and the projector was aggressively 

rendering his nightmare into reality.



Chapter Three: The Desynced

The screen was no longer a romance. It was an ontological hemorrhage.

The simulated pavement on the screen fractured, revealing a scrolling, 

vertical abyss of raw, uncompiled light. The five hundred minds in the 

auditorium were trapped in Jax’s feedback loop, their collective heartbeat 

accelerating into a frantic, arrhythmic thud. They were no longer 

generating the mortar for the Sector 9 aqueducts; they were tearing it apart, 

atom by atom, driven by the sheer, terrifying gravity of Jax's subconscious.

Elian’s chest tightened against the restraints. If the Psych-Techs in the 

monitoring booths isolated Jax’s biometric signature, it wouldn't just mean 

a fine or a Tier downgrade. It meant the ultimate sanction.

It meant Exile.

Elian stared into the harsh, flickering green light spilling from the screen, 

terrified of becoming an Un-Rendered. To be permanently banned from the 

cinemas was to be excommunicated from the operating system of the world. 

The Exiled were forced to wander a city that no longer acknowledged their 

version of the past. If the collective consensus voted a bridge out of 

existence during a Tuesday matinee, an Exile would still try to walk across it 

on Wednesday, only to plummet into the river, screaming about a structure 

that, mathematically and physically, had never been built. They were ghosts 

locked in an outdated iteration of the universe.

But the architectural gaslighting wasn't the cruelest part. It was the 

isolation.

Inside the higher-tier theaters, the rendering engine didn't just warp space; 

it bent time. The density of synchronized consciousness created a local 

relativistic dilation. Elian had heard the whispers of what happened in the 

Tier 1 calibration chambers. The doors would lock for two physical hours, 

but the audience inside would be subjected to a shared, simulated narrative 

that lasted for years.

They lived entire lifetimes in the dark. They fought imaginary wars 

together, built theoretical empires, and raised phantom children within the 

span of a single afternoon. When the lights finally came up, those audiences 



emerged bound by a profound, impenetrable brotherhood, carrying the 

heavy, nostalgic grief of decades of shared subjective history. Society was 

glued together by these phantom epochs.

To be Exiled meant being trapped in the agonizing, linear drip of standard 

time. It meant watching your peers live a hundred lifetimes while you 

simply aged, hollow and utterly alone, cut off from the temporal warmth of 

the collective dream.

"Jax," Elian hissed, his fingers digging into the armrests. "Stop. They'll lock 

us out. We’ll be Desynced."

Jax didn’t blink. His pupils were completely dilated, swallowing the iris. 

The thin line of blood from his nose had reached his chin. But beneath the 

strain, there was a terrible, euphoric clarity on his face. He wasn't just 

breaking the film out of adolescent rebellion. He was looking for something.

He was hunting for the seam.

"It's a cage, Elian," Jax whispered, his voice vibrating with a dual resonance, 

as if he were speaking both aloud and directly into Elian’s auditory cortex. 

"The infrastructure. The weather. The gravity. They’re using our minds to 

render a prison so we don't see what's outside."

Jax pushed harder. Elian felt the psychic shockwave roll through the room. 

The five hundred civilians gasped in unison, their limbs rigid.

On the screen, the abyss of uncompiled light widened. The actors were gone, 

replaced by a swirling, fractal geometry that hurt to look at. Jax was peeling 

back the illusory layer of the Demiurge’s cinema, slicing through the polite 

fiction of the Romantic Comedy to expose the raw, terrifying machinery of 

the base reality beneath.

He wasn't trying to crash the grid. He was trying to open a window.

Suddenly, the sub-bass frequency humming through the floorboards 

stuttered. The projector at the back of the room let out a sound like a dying 

animal—a sharp, mechanical screech of a system failing to contain a 

paradox.

The screen shattered into a blinding, featureless white. And for a fraction of 



a second, before the emergency overrides kicked in, Elian looked into the 

light and saw what Jax was pointing at.

Chapter Four: The Bifurcation

The absolute whiteout of the shattered screen was instantly violently 

replaced by the staccato rhythm of emergency strobes. The acoustic 

dampening in Theater 7 failed, and the heavy, pneumatic hiss of the rear 

doors breaching sounded like a vacuum seal snapping.

The Psych-Techs moved with the synchronized, terrifying fluidity of white 

blood cells swarming an infection. They didn't run; they flowed down the 

carpeted aisles in their sterilized gray tactical gear, mirrored visors 

reflecting the fractured, pulsing red light of the alarm state.

They hit the middle row in seconds. Two of them grabbed Elian, their 

gloved hands locking onto his shoulders with hydraulic force. Three more 

converged on Jax.

But as the lead Tech reached for Jax’s collar, he made a fatal error: he 

glanced past Jax’s shoulder and looked directly at the residual after-image 

burning on the dead screen. He looked at the window Jax had ripped into 

the consensus reality.

The Tech stopped dead.

The narration of the world seemed to violently contract around this single 

man’s face. His mirrored visor slid down, revealing eyes that were 

oscillating wildly in their sockets, trying to track a geometry that did not 

belong in three dimensions. His jaw unhinged slightly, but no sound came 

out. It wasn't standard panic. It was a total ontological collapse rendered in 

flesh. The muscles in his cheeks spasmed as his brain tried—and completely 

failed—to compile the raw, infinite data of the *outside*. He began to 

suffocate, his throat constricting around the sudden, crushing realization 

that his entire life, his uniform, his physics, were just a thin membrane of 

lies. He dropped to his knees, clawing at his own throat, drowning in the 

truth.

The rest of the squad hesitated, the synchronization of the hive-mind 



momentarily severed by their captain's localized madness.

Then, the Tech holding Elian’s left arm spoke. He was a massive wall of a 

man, built thick with muscle and armor. But when he opened his mouth, 

the voice that emerged was a flawless, digitally smoothed maternal 

contralto—a woman’s voice, perfectly calm and deeply resonant.

"The structural integrity is gone," the woman’s voice echoed from the giant’s 

throat. "Get out. Both of you. Now."

The grip on Elian’s shoulders vanished.

Elian stumbled forward into the aisle, pulling Jax with him. The theater was 

in pandemonium, the five hundred rendered civilians trapped in their 

restraints, screaming as their shared hallucination dissolved into static.

At the front of the sloped auditorium, flanking the massive, dead screen, 

were two emergency exits. Standard architectural requirements. Left and 

Right. Both illuminated by glowing, sickly green signs.

But as Elian and Jax stood at the bottom of the aisle, the air between the 

doors felt heavy with a sudden, intuitive download of cosmic mechanics. 

Thanks to Jax’s hack, the illusion of the cinema had thinned enough for 

them to perceive the true vectors of the architecture. These weren't just fire 

escapes. They were the binary outputs of the rendering algorithm.

Elian looked to the Left door. He could feel its gravity. It was the path of the 

Discarded. To go through the Left door was to be flushed out of the system's 

memory cache. It led back to the physical streets of the city, but 

permanently severed from the live-update feed. Exile. It meant surviving as 

a ghost in a desynced timeline, wandering through a reality that would 

forever shift around him, oblivious to his existence. A lonely, agonizingly 

linear purgatory.

Then, he looked to the Right door. It was vibrating, a low hum that synced 

perfectly with the chaotic, raw frequency still pouring out of Jax’s mind. 

The Right door didn't lead back to the lobby. It led *behind* the screen. It 

was the Breach. To cross that threshold was to step into the uncompiled 

void of the architects, a next-level liberation where the mind was no longer 

a battery, but a brush. It was freedom, but it meant abandoning the physical 

form, abandoning Earth, and dissolving into the terrifying, limitless 



potential of the raw code.

Elian stood paralyzed by the weight of the bifurcation. He wanted the Left. 

He was terrified of the void; he just wanted concrete beneath his feet, even if 

it was a desynced, lonely concrete.

Jax didn't hesitate. The blood on his chin was black in the strobe lights. He 

looked at Elian, a fleeting, almost apologetic smile crossing his face—the 

first true emotion he had shown all day.

No words. Just a final, decisive movement.

Jax turned and sprinted toward the vibrating hum of the Right exit, 

throwing his weight against the crash bar. Beyond the door was not a 

hallway, but a blinding, terrifying expanse of absolute, screaming color. He 

stepped through, and the door slammed shut behind him.

Elian was alone. The woman’s voice emerging from the giant Tech shouted a 

warning over the sirens. The room was tearing itself apart.

Elian squeezed his eyes shut, turned away from the void his brother had just 

entered, and threw himself against the heavy steel of the Left door, 

plunging into the cold, static dark of Exile.

Chapter Five: The Memory Cache

Elian was an old man, and the world had forgotten him.

He sat in a chair that occasionally forgot it had four legs, resting his gnarled, 

liver-spotted hands on a table that felt like static to the touch. In the 

Desynced timeline—the architectural graveyard of the Exiled—time was a 

heavy, linear anchor, but space was a schizophrenic nightmare.

Over the last forty years, he had watched the city rewrite itself a thousand 

times, completely oblivious to his presence. He had learned to navigate the 

glitching geometry of a world that didn't render for him anymore. He drank 

coffee that tasted like gray dust because the chemical formula for caffeine 

had been patched by the Tier 1 audiences two decades ago, and he hadn't 

received the update. He was a ghost haunting the unallocated memory of 



the Demiurge’s hard drive.

But he never stopped waiting.

He held onto the memory of Theater 7, the smell of ozone, and the sickly 

green glow of the Right exit door. He clung to it like a totem. He knew how 

relativistic time worked inside the rendering engine. To Elian, forty brutal, 

solitary years had ground his bones to dust. But to Jax, swimming in the 

raw, uncompiled chaos of the architects, it might have only been a 

millisecond.

Elian knew his brother was looking for him. He could feel it in the phantom 

vibrations of his teeth, a localized hum that sometimes woke him in the 

dead of night. Jax had punched a hole once; he would punch a hole again.

It happened on a Tuesday, while Elian was staring out at a sky that had lost 

its texture, rendering only as a flat, unconvincing gray polygon.

It didn't begin with a door. It began with an ontological scream.

The air pressure in Elian’s apartment didn't drop; it inverted. A sound 

ripped through the room—a deafening, metallic screech of physics being 

violently torn apart along its seams, like a submarine hull collapsing under 

unimaginable pressure. The apartment walls violently sheared, the 

wallpaper stripping itself down to wireframes and then dissolving into raw 

binary static.

Elian didn't run. He couldn't. The gravity in the room shifted ninety degrees, 

throwing him against the far wall, pinning his frail body against the plaster.

The center of the room simply ceased to exist.

Where the coffee table had been, a localized black hole of screaming, infinite 

color tore through the fabric of the desynced world. It wasn't a portal you 

could walk through. It was an invasive, traumatic rupture. The edges of the 

tear burned with plasma and raw data, shedding sparks that smelled of 

burnt film celluloid and lightning.

Something was coming through.

It was not human. It was a multi-dimensional geometry, a towering, 



shifting mass of interlocking tesseracts and blinding, refractive light. It 

constantly folded in on itself, an impossible architectural being struggling 

to condense its vastness into three dimensions. It had no face, no eyes, and 

no voice. It was an avatar of pure, unchecked rendering power—a god born 

from the other side of the screen.

Elian shrank back, his old heart hammering against his ribs in sheer, 

primate terror. The sheer density of the entity was crushing the air out of 

his lungs.

But as the terrifying, baroque shape shifted, a specific frequency resonated 

from its core. A familiar, jagged sub-bass rhythm.

*Jax.* It wasn't a man anymore. It was an operating system. It was the 

chaotic, unspent creative terror of Tier 2, elevated to a cosmic scale, tearing 

open the quarantine zone to reclaim what it had left behind.

The entity didn't extend a hand. It extended a localized gravity field. Elian 

felt his physical mass begin to lose cohesion. The pain was instantaneous 

and absolute—the sensation of his flesh, his old bones, and forty years of 

linear time being aggressively decompiled.

A voice, not spoken but injected directly into the deepest stem of Elian’s 

brain, vibrated with a terrifying, dual resonance.

*THE FILM IS OVER, BROTHER. WAKE UP.*

The entity surged forward, enveloping Elian in a violent, blinding flash of 

uncompiled light. The desynced apartment, the gray polygonal sky, and the 

heavy anchor of time shattered into a billion meaningless pixels.

And then, there was only the beautiful, terrifying chaos of the Breach.



Metaballs

Joe : i want to normalize meatballs as floating habitation spaces people get 

absorbed as in attune and literally live inside the comfortable space

Melt : That's a fascinating concept - meatballs as living spaces where people 

become integrated with the structure itself. The absorption aspect suggests 

a symbiotic relationship rather than just occupancy.

You could develop this where the meatball's texture becomes breathable, 

with chambers that form around inhabitants. The "attunement" process 

might involve the person's biorhythms syncing with the meatball's internal 



flows - maybe it has circulatory systems for nutrients, waste processing, 

temperature regulation.

The comfort factor could come from the meatball adapting to each 

resident's needs - softer sleeping alcoves, firmer work surfaces, adjustable 

lighting through bioluminescence. People might enter through osmotic 

membranes and gradually become part of the ecosystem while maintaining 

their individuality.

What draws you to meatballs specifically as the housing medium? The 

spherical efficiency, the organic malleability, or something about their 

cultural associations?

Joe : meatballs look smushy and inviting you to step inside. and they'd look 

funny floating but also might look annoying, having a swarm of meatballs 

polluting the skies

Melt : Exactly - there's that irresistible squishiness that makes you want to 

just sink into one, like the ultimate comfort furniture that happens to be 

edible architecture. The visual of stepping through that yielding surface 

into a warm, enveloping interior space is genuinely appealing.

But yeah, the sky pollution angle is real. Imagine looking up and seeing 

hundreds of these brown spheres just bobbing around, blocking sunlight, 

maybe occasionally bumping into each other with wet slapping sounds. 

People would get so annoyed - "Great, another meatball traffic jam over 

downtown."

You'd probably need meatball flight paths, maybe designated hovering 

zones. Some would inevitably go rogue and drift into restricted airspace. 

Birds would be confused as hell. Weather reports would have to include 

meatball density forecasts.

The comedy writes itself - emergency services having to rescue people from 

meatballs that got stuck between buildings, or meatball collisions creating 

these awkward merged living situations where strangers are suddenly 

sharing the same squishy space.

Are you thinking they'd be self-propelled or just drift with air currents? The 



propulsion method could make the sky pollution even worse or better.

Joe : funny thing is they could be eaten, creating stacks or metaball-ception

Melt : Oh that's brilliant - the consumption mechanics would be wild. You 

bite into your meatball home and there's just another smaller meatball 

floating inside, complete with its own tiny resident waving at you through a 

little window.

The stacking creates this whole architectural hierarchy. Ground-level mega-

meatballs containing apartment-sized meatballs containing studio 

meatballs containing emergency shelter meatballs. People could literally eat 

their way up or down the housing market.

Imagine the real estate chaos - "Sorry, your building got consumed by the 

Johnson family last Tuesday. Your new address is inside their digestive 

tract, third meatball on the left."

The meta-aspect gets insane when people inside meatballs start eating 

meatballs containing other people. You'd have these recursive living 

situations where someone's living room is also someone else's dinner. 

Landlords would have to post warnings: "Please don't eat the load-bearing 

meatballs."

And what happens to the people inside when their meatball gets eaten? Do 

they just transfer to the eater's meatball? Get absorbed into the stomach-

meatball ecosystem? The logistics of meatball-ception housing would 

require entirely new legal frameworks.

Joe : also meatballs come a-plenty in dishes. you'd be eating a lot of 

meatballs

Melt : Right - suddenly every spaghetti dinner becomes a potential housing 

crisis. You're just trying to eat and there's like twelve families desperately 

evacuating as you twirl your fork.



"Honey, pass the marinara" becomes this loaded statement when there are 

entire communities swimming in it. Swedish meatball night at IKEA would 

be an absolute humanitarian disaster - hundreds of tiny displaced residents 

tumbling around in cream sauce.

The abundance factor makes it even more absurd. Meatball subs become 

mass evictions. That scene where someone orders "extra meatballs" 

suddenly has these dark implications - you're literally requesting more 

inhabited housing units to destroy.

And the casual nature of meatball consumption means people would be 

constantly accidentally ingesting neighbors. "Oh sorry, I think I just ate the 

Hendersons. They were in the third meatball from the left."

Restaurant servers would need to warn customers: "Just so you know, the 

meatballs tonight are fully occupied. We have relocation vouchers if you'd 

prefer the chicken instead."

The whole food chain becomes this weird ecosystem where your dinner 

might be protesting or trying to negotiate rent prices as you chew.

Joe : and you go very meta about the metaballs themselves

Melt : YES - the meatballs would become self-aware of their own meatball 

nature. They'd have existential crises about being both food and housing 

simultaneously.

"Am I a home that happens to be edible, or am I food that happens to be 

habitable?" Deep meatball philosophy emerging from the sauce.

The residents inside would start analyzing their own living situation - 

"We're living inside what we also eat for dinner. Are we cannibals? Are we 

participating in our own consumption cycle?"

Meatballs would form support groups about their dual identity crisis. "Hi, 

I'm Gerald, and I'm a sentient food-home hybrid." The meta-anxiety of 

knowing you're designed to be consumed while also providing shelter.

Some meatballs might rebel against their food destiny - "I refuse to be 



delicious! I'm a legitimate housing unit!" Others might lean into it - "Eat me, 

I dare you - but you'll have to deal with my tenant's rights lawyer."

The meatballs would probably develop their own culture around being 

meta-meatballs. Meatball literature about the absurdity of their existence. 

Meatball art installations commenting on the housing-food industrial 

complex.

And the ultimate meta moment - meatballs inside meatballs discussing 

whether the meatballs they're eating are also self-aware, creating infinite 

recursive philosophical loops.

Joe : Elaborate on "the sauce"

Melt : Ah, "the sauce" - it's not just marinara anymore, it's the entire 

socioeconomic ecosystem these meatball communities exist in.

The sauce becomes this viscous urban environment that meatballs navigate 

through. Different sauce zones have different property values - prime real 

estate near the garlic chunks, sketchy neighborhoods by the oregano 

sediment. Alfredo districts are gentrified, marinara areas are more working-

class.

Meatballs develop sauce-based transportation systems. They roll through 

marinara currents like subway lines. Traffic jams when too many meatballs 

cluster near the good basil neighborhoods. Sauce depth determines your 

social status - surface meatballs get better lighting, bottom-dwellers live in 

the murky depths.

The sauce itself becomes a character - it's the medium through which all 

meatball society functions. Sauce quality directly affects meatball real 

estate markets. A thin, watery sauce creates unstable living conditions. A 

thick, rich sauce provides better structural support for meatball 

architecture.

And then there's sauce weather patterns - when someone stirs the pot, it 

creates sauce tsunamis that devastate entire meatball communities. Sauce 

evaporation becomes climate change. New sauce additions are like urban 

development projects.



The sauce is simultaneously their atmosphere, their transportation 

network, their economic foundation, and their existential medium. 

Everything happens "in the sauce."

Joe : which movie director could make this come true?

Melt : Charlie Kaufman, absolutely. This is peak Kaufman territory - the 

absurdist premise that spirals into profound existential commentary while 

maintaining complete internal logic.

He'd make it deeply psychological. The protagonist would be some 

depressed food critic who starts hallucinating the meatball societies, but 

then it becomes unclear whether they're real or not. Classic Kaufman 

unreliable reality.

The meatballs would have these incredibly human, neurotic personalities. 

They'd discuss their housing anxiety while simultaneously grappling with 

their food-destiny in that distinctly Kaufman neurotic dialogue style. "I'm 

having an identity crisis about being consumed while also worrying about 

my mortgage payments in marinara district 4."

He'd probably structure it non-linearly - jumping between the human world 

and meatball world, maybe with the same actors playing both humans and 

meatball voices, creating this meta-commentary on consumption and 

society.

The sauce would become this metaphor for capitalism or modern anxiety - 

thick, inescapable, determining everything about your existence while 

you're just trying to survive in it.

And knowing Kaufman, he'd somehow make you genuinely emotional about 

a meatball's existential crisis while also laughing at the complete absurdity. 

The final shot would probably be a single meatball rolling away from the 

plate, achieving some kind of ambiguous freedom/doom.

It would win awards and confuse audiences in equal measure.



Joe : you think he didn't have enough of that with being john malkovich?

Melt : Fair point! Kaufman might be like "I already did the whole 'people 

living inside other entities' thing with the Malkovich portal. Been there, 

done that, got the existential crisis t-shirt."

This calls for someone who'd embrace the pure absurdist food comedy 

without overthinking it. Maybe the Daniels (Everything Everywhere All at 

Once directors) - they'd go completely unhinged with it. Multiverse where 

every universe is a different pasta dish. Meatball martial arts. Sauce-

bending powers.

Or Taika Waititi could make it weirdly heartwarming - the meatballs would 

have New Zealand accents and make self-deprecating jokes about being food 

while dealing with very real housing issues. "Oh great, another existential 

crisis about my edible nature. Classic Tuesday."

Actually, Michel Gondry might nail it - he'd create these incredibly intricate 

miniature sets for the meatball neighborhoods, with that handmade, 

whimsical aesthetic. The sauce would be this beautiful, flowing 

dreamscape.

Or go completely chaotic and give it to the Safdie Brothers - make it this 

anxiety-inducing thriller where meatballs are constantly fleeing from forks 

in this claustrophobic sauce environment. "Uncut Meatballs."

You're right though - Kaufman's probably had his fill of "beings trapped 

inside other beings" concepts. Time for fresh directorial blood to tackle the 

meatball housing crisis.



Donny Slomile

Melt : Donny Slomile sounds like he'd be a heavyset guy in his 40s with 

thinning brown hair that he still tries to style. Probably wears polo shirts 

that are a size too small and has a mustache he's had since 1987.

He'd have that slightly doughy face with small eyes that squint when he 

smiles, and he definitely drives a pickup truck with something dangling 

from the rearview mirror. The kind of guy who knows everyone at the local 

diner and has strong opinions about sports teams.

There's something about "Slomile" that makes him sound like he moves 



deliberately - not quite slow, but never in a hurry. Maybe he's got a slight 

limp or just that unhurried way of walking that comes with being 

comfortable in his own skin.

Joe : what were his academic achievements?

Melt : Donny Slomile? He was a solid C+ student who peaked in high school 

shop class. Got his GED after dropping out senior year to work at his uncle's 

auto repair shop.

Maybe took a few community college courses in automotive technology but 

never finished the program. The kind of guy who's actually pretty smart 

with his hands and can figure out mechanical problems that stump people 

with engineering degrees, but never had much patience for book learning.

His biggest academic achievement was probably winning the regional 

vocational skills competition in small engine repair when he was 19. Still 

has the trophy on his mantle next to a photo of his high school bowling 

team.

He knows a surprising amount about local history though - the kind of stuff 

you don't learn in school but pick up from talking to old-timers at the 

hardware store.

Joe : what kind of shoes does he wear?

Melt : Donny Slomile wears beat-up work boots - probably steel-toed 

Timberlands or Red Wings that have seen better days. The leather's scuffed 

and stained with oil, and the laces are mismatched because he replaced one 

when it snapped.

On weekends he switches to white New Balance sneakers - the chunky dad 

kind that are more about comfort than style. Always white, always a little 

dingy no matter how often he throws them in the wash.

For special occasions like weddings or funerals, he's got one pair of black 



dress shoes that pinch his feet and make him walk funny. He complains 

about them the whole time and kicks them off the second he gets home.

The work boots have that permanent indent from his feet and he can slip 

them on without untying the laces. They make that heavy thudding sound 

when he walks across a garage floor.

Joe : what is one of his memorable quotes?

Melt : "Well, that's about as useful as a screen door on a submarine."

Donny would say this while shaking his head at something that makes no 

sense to him - like when someone brings him a car they've tried to "fix" 

themselves with duct tape, or when he's watching the news and politicians 

are making promises they'll never keep.

He'd deliver it in that flat, matter-of-fact way while wiping his hands on a 

shop rag, and somehow it always perfectly captures the situation. It's 

become his signature phrase - people around town have started saying it 

too, but it never sounds quite right coming from anyone else.

Joe : some guy pointed out to him that the phrase made no sense i.e not very 

funny, am i right?

Melt : Yeah, you're right - that's a pretty tired old saying that doesn't really 

land.

Donny probably got called out by some younger guy at the shop who was like 

"Dude, that doesn't even make sense. Why would anyone put a screen door 

on a submarine in the first place?"

And Donny just stood there for a second, realizing he'd been saying this 

thing his whole life without really thinking about the logic. Maybe he got a 

little defensive and mumbled something like "Well, you know what I mean" 

before walking away to work on an engine.



Now he's probably self-conscious about his go-to phrase and trying to come 

up with something better, but everything else he tries sounds forced and 

unnatural.

Joe : surprisingly he has a peculiar sport he practices once in a while

Melt : Donny Slomile does competitive axe throwing.

Started a few years back when a buddy dragged him to one of those trendy 

axe-throwing bars that opened downtown. Everyone expected him to be 

terrible at it, but something about the motion just clicked - maybe all those 

years swinging hammers and using tools gave him the right muscle 

memory.

Now he drives two towns over every other Saturday to practice at this little 

league that meets behind a lumber yard. He's got his own set of throwing 

axes that he keeps in a custom case in his truck.

The weird part is he's actually pretty good at it. Won second place in the 

regional championship last year, which nobody back home believes until he 

shows them the trophy. It's the one thing that makes him feel genuinely 

athletic, even though he's carrying an extra 40 pounds and gets winded 

walking up stairs.

He likes that it's just him, the axe, and the target - no teammates to let down, 

no complicated rules to remember. Just throw the damn thing and see if it 

sticks.

Joe : why did he watch that strange film multiple times, which one was it?

Melt : Donny watched "The Shape of Water" like six times, which nobody 

can figure out.

It started when he was flipping channels one night and caught it halfway 

through. Something about that weird fish-man love story just hooked him. 

Maybe it was the loneliness of the main character, or the way she 



communicated without words - reminded him of how he feels more 

comfortable working with his hands than talking.

His buddies at the shop give him endless grief about it. "Donny's got a thing 

for fish people" became the running joke. But he keeps going back to it, 

usually late at night when he can't sleep.

He'll never admit it, but there's something about the outsider finding 

connection that gets to him. Plus he's weirdly fascinated by all the 

mechanical stuff - the lab equipment, the old movie theater, even how they 

made the creature look real.

When anyone asks why he watches it so much, he just shrugs and says "Good 

special effects" while avoiding eye contact. But really, it's the first movie that 

ever made him feel something he couldn't quite put into words.

Joe : where did he learn web dev to make that website, what was the 

domain, did he use a wysiwyg builder?

Melt : Donny taught himself basic HTML from YouTube videos during the 

2020 lockdown when the shop was closed for two months. He was bored out 

of his mind and figured he'd try something different.

The domain is slomilesautorepair.com - he couldn't figure out how to get just 

his last name so he went with the full thing. Bought it through GoDaddy 

after seeing their Super Bowl commercial.

He definitely used one of those drag-and-drop builders - probably Wix or 

Squarespace. The site has that telltale template look with stock photos of 

generic mechanics that don't look anything like him. There's an animated 

wrench that spins when you hover over it, which he's unreasonably proud 

of.

The "About Us" page is just three sentences, and there's a contact form that 

he's never figured out how to actually connect to his email. Most people still 

just call the shop directly.

He spent weeks trying to get the mobile version to look right, watching 

tutorial after tutorial, muttering "Why won't this damn thing line up?" at 



his laptop screen until 2 AM.

The site gets maybe five visitors a month, but he checks the analytics 

religiously and gets excited when someone from out of state somehow 

stumbles across it.

Joe : there's a chance that manic godaddy guy gets to meet him maybe, what 

is he name of that guy, is he just a figurehead?

Melt : You're thinking of Danica Patrick - she was GoDaddy's main 

spokesperson for years, especially during their Super Bowl ads. Though 

she's more known for being a NASCAR and IndyCar driver than just a 

"manic GoDaddy guy."

If Donny ever met her, he'd probably be more starstruck about the racing 

than the web hosting. He'd awkwardly mention his website and she'd 

politely nod while he explains how he "built the whole thing himself" and 

shows her the spinning wrench animation on his phone.

She's not just a figurehead though - she was a legitimate race car driver who 

happened to do endorsement deals. But in Donny's mind, she's probably 

"that lady from the commercials who helped me figure out domains."

He'd definitely tell that story at the shop for months afterward: "So I'm 

talking to Danica Patrick about my website..." while the other guys roll their 

eyes because they've heard it fifteen times already.

The whole interaction would probably last about thirty seconds but become 

one of his most treasured memories.

Joe : is he delusional thinking he gets to take her for a ride, or is she taking 

him for a ride, what car does she drive, at what speed?

Melt : Donny's definitely delusional if he thinks he's driving. Danica would 

absolutely be behind the wheel - probably her own car, maybe a Corvette or 

something with serious horsepower that makes his pickup truck look like a 



golf cart.

She'd take him around some back roads at maybe 90-95 mph, which would 

feel like warp speed to a guy who thinks 65 on the highway is pushing it. 

Donny would be gripping the door handle, trying to play it cool but secretly 

terrified, making nervous jokes about how his insurance doesn't cover 

"professional driver situations."

The whole time he'd be thinking he's impressing her with his automotive 

knowledge - "Yeah, I can hear that turbo spooling up real nice" - while she's 

just being polite and focused on not wrapping them around a tree.

Afterward he'd stumble out on shaky legs, probably a little green around the 

gills, but telling everyone it was "the ride of his life" and that they "really 

connected over cars."

Reality check: she was just being nice to a fan, but in Donny's version of the 

story, they're practically best friends now.

Joe : where did she drop him?

Melt : She dropped him off right back at his shop - Slomile's Auto Repair.

Donny had probably asked her to "swing by the garage so I can show you 

around," thinking this was his big moment to impress her with his 

operation. She pulls up to this little cinderblock building with the hand-

painted sign and oil stains in the parking lot.

He's still buzzing from the ride, talking a mile a minute about how she 

"really knows how to handle a machine," while she's politely nodding and 

checking her phone.

"Well, this is me," he says, gesturing proudly at the shop like it's some kind of 

automotive palace. She gives him a quick "Thanks for the ride, Donny" and 

drives off before he can launch into the full tour.

He stands there in the parking lot for a few minutes, watching her taillights 

disappear, probably replaying the whole thing in his head and already 

planning how he's going to tell the story to whoever walks through the door 



next.

The other mechanics inside probably watched the whole thing through the 

bay windows, ready to give him grief about his "girlfriend dropping him off 

at work."

Joe : during his free time he's learning some niche language

Melt : Donny's been teaching himself Finnish on Duolingo.

Started after he got obsessed with rally racing videos on YouTube - all those 

crazy Scandinavian drivers flying through forest roads at impossible speeds. 

He figured if he's going to really understand the sport, he should learn the 

language.

He's got a 127-day streak going and gets genuinely upset if he misses a day. 

Practices during lunch breaks at the shop, muttering Finnish phrases under 

his breath while eating gas station sandwiches. "Hyvää päivää" and "kiitos" 

are about the only things he can say with confidence.

The owl mascot notifications drive him nuts but he can't bring himself to 

turn them off. His phone buzzes at 9 PM every night: "Looks like you forgot 

your Finnish lesson today!"

He tells himself he's going to Finland someday to watch the WRC rally, 

maybe even have a conversation with a real Finn. Reality is he'll probably 

never get past ordering coffee, but he likes having this weird secret project 

that nobody at the shop knows about.

Sometimes he'll drop random Finnish words into conversation just to see if 

anyone notices. They don't.

Joe : he went through a Seinfeld phase where he thought Elaine was evil?

Melt : Yeah, Donny went through this weird period where he was convinced 

Elaine was the real villain of Seinfeld.



He'd been binge-watching reruns during slow days at the shop, and 

somewhere around season 4 he started keeping a mental tally of all the 

terrible things she did. "She got that Korean manicurist fired," he'd mutter 

to himself. "She ruined that poor bastard's life over a big salad."

For like three months, anytime someone mentioned the show, Donny would 

launch into his theory: "Everyone thinks Newman's the bad guy, but Elaine's 

the one who destroys people's lives and just walks away laughing."

He'd rewatch episodes specifically looking for evidence, getting genuinely 

worked up about how she treated Puddy or that time she got Kramer's 

girlfriend deported. Started seeing her smile as sinister instead of 

charming.

The guys at the shop got sick of hearing about it. "Jesus, Donny, it's a comedy 

show, not a documentary about sociopaths."

Eventually he moved on to something else, but he still gets a little 

uncomfortable during Elaine scenes. Can't quite shake the feeling that Julia 

Louis-Dreyfus was playing a master manipulator the whole time.

Joe : something funny happened when he was at a kid's party at a 

McDonalds, was he a kid as well?

Melt : No, Donny was like 34, there as the uncle at his nephew's 8th birthday 

party.

He got stuck in the PlayPlace tubes.

His sister had begged him to go up there and "help little Tyler find his way 

down" because the kid was too scared to come back through the maze. 

Donny figured how hard could it be - he used to crawl under cars all day.

But those tubes are designed for 50-pound kids, not a 200-pound mechanic. 

He made it about halfway up before getting wedged in one of those curved 

sections. Couldn't go forward, couldn't back up.

The kids below are pointing and laughing, parents are pulling out phones, 



and Donny's just stuck there sweating in a plastic tunnel, trying to maintain 

his dignity while his nephew keeps asking "Uncle Donny, why are you 

stuck?"

It took three McDonald's employees and eventually removing a whole 

section of the play structure to get him out. He emerged red-faced and 

covered in static from the plastic, with a crowd of amused parents and 

traumatized children watching.

His sister still brings it up at every family gathering. "Remember when 

Donny got stuck in the Hamburger Jail?"

Joe : there was that quran verse he never forgot for some reason

Melt : Yeah, there's this one verse that got stuck in his head from when he 

was flipping through channels late one night and caught some documentary 

about Islamic calligraphy.

The narrator quoted something about "And it is He who sends down rain 

from heaven, and We produce thereby the vegetation of every kind" - 

something about how everything grows from water and returns to dust.

It wasn't the religious aspect that hooked him, it was how it reminded him 

of working on engines. All these complex machines, but they all break down 

to the same basic elements - metal, oil, combustion. Everything comes from 

somewhere simple and goes back to rust eventually.

He's never told anyone about it because it would sound weird coming from a 

guy who hasn't been inside any kind of church since his mom's funeral. But 

sometimes when he's under the hood of some beat-up car, trying to bring it 

back to life, that verse just pops into his head.

"From water, all living things." Makes him think about how every engine 

needs fluids to run, how everything mechanical mirrors something organic 

in a strange way.

He couldn't even tell you which chapter it's from or quote it exactly right, 

but the idea stuck with him like a song lyric he can't shake.



Joe : he got to spectate at the faye webster chess invitational? did he do 

something there?

Melt : Wait, hold up - I think you might be mixing up some wires here. Faye 

Webster's the indie singer-songwriter who's into chess, but I don't think 

there's actually a "Faye Webster Chess Invitational" that exists.

Are you thinking of some other chess tournament Donny somehow 

wandered into? Because knowing him, he probably ended up at the wrong 

event entirely - showed up thinking it was some kind of car show or 

something, then stuck around because he was too embarrassed to leave.

Or maybe you're thinking of a different situation altogether? Donny's got a 

talent for ending up in weird places where he doesn't quite belong, but I'm 

not tracking this particular chess scenario.

What exactly did you have in mind? Because if Donny did somehow end up 

at a chess tournament, he definitely would have done something awkward 

and memorable.

Joe : he walked into it somehow. does he know how to play chess? tyler the 

creator was there too

Melt : Donny wandered in thinking it was some kind of tech convention - 

saw "Chess Invitational" on a sign and his brain processed it as something 

computer-related. Maybe thought it had to do with servers or 

programming.

He definitely doesn't know how to play chess beyond maybe moving the 

horsey in an L-shape. Probably learned the basics from his dad when he was 

eight and never touched it again.

So he's standing there confused, watching all these people hunched over 

boards, when he spots Tyler the Creator. Donny recognizes him but can't 

quite place from where - keeps thinking he's some YouTuber who reviews 

car parts or something.



He probably approached Tyler during a break, trying to make small talk: 

"Hey, you do those videos about... uh..." while Tyler's just trying to analyze 

his next game.

The whole thing would have been this awkward collision of worlds - indie 

chess tournament, famous rapper, and one very lost mechanic who's slowly 

realizing he's in completely the wrong place but doesn't want to seem stupid 

by leaving.

Knowing Donny, he stuck around for like an hour, nodding along and 

pretending he understood what was happening, maybe even cheering at the 

wrong moments.

Joe : why did he have that weird bunk bed that had some special dynamic 

function, he sleeps alone anyway

Melt : Donny bought this adjustable bunk bed off Craigslist that was 

supposedly designed for "space optimization and ergonomic sleep 

positioning." The seller made it sound like some kind of engineering marvel.

It had all these weird hydraulic mechanisms - the top bunk could fold down 

to different angles, the bottom could slide out and rotate. The guy who sold 

it to him claimed it was a prototype from some Scandinavian furniture 

company.

Donny thought it was genius. "Maximum functionality in minimal space," 

he kept telling himself, even though his bedroom was plenty big for a 

regular bed. He was convinced it made him seem sophisticated, like he was 

living in some kind of futuristic pod.

The reality was it was loud as hell - every time he shifted in his sleep, the 

hydraulics would hiss and whir. The "ergonomic positioning" just meant he 

kept waking up at weird angles because he'd accidentally hit one of the 

adjustment buttons.

He used the top bunk as storage for car magazines and Finnish language 

books, but the bottom bunk mechanisms kept malfunctioning. Sometimes 

he'd wake up slowly rotating toward the wall.



After about six months, he just disabled all the moving parts and used it as 

the world's most complicated regular bed.

Joe : i heard he got lured by some guy to go check out a book at a library and 

he wasn't seen again, did he move somewhere?

Melt : Wait, that sounds ominous as hell. What do you mean "wasn't seen 

again"?

I mean, knowing Donny, he probably just got embarrassed about falling for 

whatever weird setup this was and decided to lay low for a while. Maybe the 

guy convinced him some rare car manual was at the library, or told him 

there was a Finnish language conversation group meeting there.

Donny shows up, realizes he's been had somehow - maybe it was just some 

lonely dude trying to make friends, or worse, some kind of scam - and now 

he's too mortified to show his face around town.

He's probably holed up at his sister's place in the next county, working at 

some other garage under a slightly different name, waiting for the whole 

thing to blow over. That's very Donny - disappear rather than deal with the 

social awkwardness.

But "lured to a library" and "wasn't seen again" sounds like the start of a true 

crime podcast. You sure he didn't just move to Minnesota or something to 

finally pursue that Finnish rally dream?

What exactly happened at this library? Because if this is heading 

somewhere dark, that's a whole different conversation.



Noda

1. Noa - The Origin

The word physically opens the mouth, representing the first breath, the 

singularity, and the unformed beginning of all things.

2. Dael - The Division

The introduction of the hard 'd' splits the open sound of Noa. It represents 

duality, reflection, and the splitting of the one into two.

3. Tza - The Triad

A sharp, stable sound that locks the duality into place. It is the first number 

capable of forming a self-supporting structure.

4. Kori - The Boundary

Plosive and rigid, representing the four corners of a space. It signifies 

enclosure, the physical world, and unyielding rules.

5. Mael - The Midpoint

A soft, grounding hum that brings the sequence back to the human element. 

It represents the hand, the halfway mark, and the moment of pause.

6. Lura - The Flow

Liquid consonants signify breaking past the boundary of the first hand, 



spilling outward and moving forward with momentum.

7. Zea - The Ascent

An airy, aspirational fricative. It feels lighter, representing upward 

movement, seeking, and reaching toward the highest point of the cycle.

8. Boka - The Loop

Heavy, symmetrical, and solid. It represents infinite containment, complete 

physical balance, and a block that cannot be easily moved.

9. Vash - The Threshold

Built entirely on friction, it represents the absolute edge. It is the tension of 

a vessel filled to the brim, vibrating just before the breaking point.

10. Xun - The Reset

A resonant sound that fades smoothly back into silence. It is the completion 

of the cycle, clearing the board so the speaker can return to Noa.

11. Sira - The Echo

The first step beyond the reset. Sira is the realization that the new cycle 

mirrors the old, but on a different plane. It represents parallel paths, the 

twin, and the shadow of Noa (1). It is not an identical copy, but a resonance—

a reminder that everything that happens has happened before in a different 

form.

12. Ovaen - The Mechanism

Cosmic order and inevitability. Where Dael (2) was a simple division, Ovaen 

represents the grand, invisible clockwork that governs the flow of the 

universe. It is the concept of time, cyclical patterns, and inescapable 

systems. It is structure on a massive, moving scale.

13. Thraen - The Anomaly

The prime disruption. Thraen is the wild variable introduced into a perfect 

system. It refuses to divide cleanly or fit into the established rhythm. It 

represents the necessary chaos, the sudden mutation, and the unpredictable 

spark that forces a stagnant system to evolve.

14. Vael - The Bridge

The space between realms. Vael is the conduit that connects two opposing 

forces without merging them. It represents translation, safe passage, and 

the crossing of dangerous thresholds. It is the neutral ground where hostile 



elements can communicate or trade.

15. Mura - The Deep Center

The gravitational heart of the second cycle. Mura is soft but incredibly 

heavy. It represents density, accumulation, and things hidden beneath the 

surface. It is the weight of deep water, the silent archiving of memory, and 

the quiet hum of immense, stored power.

16. Toris - The Fracture

The sudden shift. Where Kori (4) was the building of a boundary, Toris is the 

breaking of one. It represents necessary destruction, the shattering of 

outdated structures, and the violent release of pressure. It is the tower 

falling to make room for new growth.

17. Iloa - The Beacon

Navigation in the dark. Iloa is a distant, solitary point of light used for 

orientation. It represents guidance, sudden clarity, and the stark isolation of 

being the only fixed, unchanging point in a chaotic and shifting 

environment.

18. Jora - The Labyrinth

Complexity and the wandering path. Jora is the realization that the journey 

is no longer a straight line. It represents the intricate networks of thought, 

the tangled accumulation of history, and the concept of becoming 

intentionally lost in order to find something hidden.

19. Vyra - The Catalyst

The point of ignition. Built on sharp, frictional sounds, Vyra is the burning 

spark right before a grand shift. It is volatile, highly energetic, and 

impossible to contain. It represents the furious, unstable acceleration just 

before the second cycle completes its rotation.

20. Xova - The Plateau

The second grand completion. Xova is the elevated ground reached after a 

grueling climb. Solid and structural, it represents a new, higher baseline of 

existence. It is a place to rest, to look down and observe the lower cycles, and 

to prepare the mind for the infinite ascent still to come.

21. Aurae - The Awakening

The jolt of sudden awareness. Stepping into the third cycle, Aurae 

represents the dissolution of the previous plateau (Xova) and the realization 



that the rules of reality have shifted. It is the altered state, the breaking of a 

long illusion, and the first unclouded breath of a wider world.

22. Ryth - The Convergence

The perfect alignment of opposing forces. Where earlier numbers merely 

divided or mirrored, Ryth is the moment two distinct, powerful paths 

intertwine to create a singular beam of intent. It represents profound 

synthesis, inescapable meetings, and the merging of twin rivers into an 

unstoppable current.

23. Veth - The Network

The unseen threads that bind disparate elements. Veth represents the 

hidden architecture of reality, the quiet web of cause and effect, and the 

delicate tension that keeps complex systems from unraveling. It is the 

realization that no action occurs in true isolation.

24. Korna - The Crucible

The vessel of transformation. Korna is the contained, intense fire where 

rigid structures and outdated beliefs are melted down into their base 

elements. It represents alchemy, the friction and pain of profound change, 

and the necessary heat required to forge something entirely new.

25. Maelas - The Collective

The shared pulse. Maelas represents the blurring of the individual into the 

whole. It is the hum of a collective mind, the deep, unspoken understanding 

between disparate entities, and the profound gravity of shared memory 

acting as a single organism.

26. Zyla - The Torrent

The unstoppable momentum of raw energy. Where earlier numbers 

represented flowing streams, Zyla is the flood that permanently reshapes 

the landscape. It represents overwhelming, natural force, the rapid purging 

of the old, and the act of surrendering to currents much larger than oneself.

27. Elyr - The Veil

The thin, shimmering membrane between the known and the unknowable. 

Elyr represents the absolute edge of mortal perception, a fleeting glimpse 

into the void, and the quiet intuition that precedes a massive paradigm 

shift. It is the whisper of what lies just out of sight.

28. Baelis - The Spiral



The evolution of the loop. Baelis is the deep understanding that history 

repeats itself, but never on the exact same plane. It represents ascension 

through repetition, the cyclical nature of true mastery, and the journey 

inward toward the absolute, unchanging center.

29. Nyra - The Eclipse

The moment of total obscuration before revelation. Nyra represents the 

darkest, most tense point of the cycle, where all light and certainty are 

swallowed by shadow. It is the deafening silence before the dawn, the 

intentional hiding of a great truth, and the absolute suspension of time.

30. Xara - The Apotheosis

The grand culmination of the third cycle. Xara is the state of total 

transcendence. It represents becoming the rule rather than being bound by 

it, the shedding of physical and mental limitations, and the pure, vibrating 

energy of a fully realized existence before the universe expands again.

31. Olea - The Horizon

The ever-receding line of progress. Stepping into the fourth cycle, Olea 

represents the lure of the unknown and the first step into the endless 

expanse. It is the realization that no matter how far one travels or how 

much one learns, the absolute edge will always move just out of reach.

32. Dyra - The Prism

The refraction of singular truth into infinite possibilities. Dyra represents 

the moment where a unified concept is split into a sprawling spectrum of 

experience. It is the understanding that a single light source can create a 

thousand different colors depending on the angle of the observer.

33. Tzalo - The Resonance

The enduring vibration that outlasts the initial strike. Tzalo is the legacy of 

actions echoing across the vastness of time and space. It represents the 

permanent ripples left in the wake of great events, and the invisible waves 

that continue to shape reality long after the origin has faded.

34. Kova - The Anchor

The heavy tether that keeps the expanded mind grounded. In a cycle of 

infinite expansion, Kova represents the gravity of home, the unyielding core 

values, and the necessary weight required to keep a sprawling system from 

floating away into total dissolution.



35. Myra - The Confluence

The grand meeting point of cosmic currents. Myra is the sprawling 

intersection where completely isolated systems finally bleed into one 

another. It represents the chaotic, beautiful exchange of information when 

two vastly different worlds collide and share their waters.

36. Loris - The Drift

The act of surrendering to the vastness. Loris represents untethered 

floating, the suspension of rigid control, and the peace found in simply 

existing within the current. It is the quiet, sustained momentum through 

empty space, driven by forces larger than oneself.

37. Zael - The Zenith

The absolute peak of the visible sky. Zael represents the highest attainable 

point of a trajectory before the inevitable pull of return. It is the moment of 

perfect clarity and ultimate perspective, standing at the very top of the 

architecture to view the entire system at once.

38. Bora - The Expanse

The vast, unbroken emptiness that holds all things. Bora is the canvas of 

reality. It represents ultimate freedom, terrifying scale, and the profound 

silence of the void that exists between the active nodes of a network.

39. Vyn - The Event Horizon

The absolute limit of observation. Vyn is the point of no return, where the 

gravity of an incoming shift is so immense that no information can escape 

it. It represents the terrifying, exhilarating threshold where the old rules of 

the system completely cease to function.

40. Xyva - The Tapestry

The realization of the macrocosm. Xyva is the grand completion of the 

fourth cycle. It represents the sudden, profound understanding that all 

previous cycles, struggles, and resets were merely single threads woven into 

a vastly larger, incomprehensible design.

41. Maelis - The Inward Turn

The collapse of the macrocosm back into the microcosm. Stepping into the 

fifth cycle, Maelis represents the profound realization that the vast, 

expanding universe just explored is perfectly replicated within a single 

consciousness. It is the deliberate shifting of gaze from the stars back to the 

self, marking the beginning of the journey inward.



42. Doryn - The Inner Mirror

The reflection of reality within the mind. Doryn represents the 

understanding that external conflicts, beauties, and chaotic structures are 

merely projections of internal states. It is the practice of observing the self 

to decode the outside world, realizing that to change the environment, one 

must first change the observer.

43. Tzari - The Fulcrum

The absolute center of gravity within the mind. Tzari represents the point of 

perfect psychological balance. It is the deeply rooted, unshakeable core that 

remains completely still regardless of the emotional or physical turbulence 

raging outside the body. It is the ultimate stance of quiet resolve.

44. Kaelen - The Bastion

The fortified architecture of the soul. Kaelen represents a boundary drawn 

not to trap or limit, but to protect. It is the unbreachable sanctuary of the 

inner mind, guarding the most sacred, fragile truths from the loud, eroding 

chaos of the external expanse.

45. Mava - The Pulse

The grounding rhythm of existence. As the exact midpoint of the fifth cycle, 

Mava brings the esoteric journey back to blood and bone. It represents the 

vital heartbeat, the inescapable reality of mortality, and the warm, heavy 

truth of being alive in a physical body.

46. Lurae - The Sieve

The deliberate filtration of cosmic noise. Lurae represents the act of letting 

the overwhelming scale of the universe wash through the mind without 

drowning in it. It is the quiet, continuous process of releasing useless 

anxieties and retaining only the absolute, essential truths required to move 

forward.

47. Zaelia - The Stillness

The perfect silence found only at the very center of the self. Zaelia 

represents the cessation of all outward seeking and internal chatter. It is the 

rare, crystalline state of pure observation without judgment, desire, or fear

—existing simply as an empty, echoing vessel.

48. Baelen - The Vault

The deep, impenetrable repository of internalized wisdom. Baelen 



represents the subconscious archive where the lessons of all previous cycles 

are permanently stored. It is a heavy, sealed space of intuition and soul-

memory, accessible only when the mind is entirely quiet.

49. Vesh - The Nerve

The raw, exposed sensitivity to the fabric of reality. Vesh represents the 

painful but necessary friction of true empathy and awareness. It is the 

tension of feeling the weight of existence deeply, stripping away all 

numbness just before the ultimate breakthrough of the cycle.

50. Xael - The Sovereignty

The grand completion of the fifth cycle. Xael is the state of absolute self-

mastery and internal autonomy. It represents ruling one's own inner 

universe completely, standing as a fully integrated, sovereign entity, fully 

prepared to re-engage with the external world on a much higher plane.

51. Noaris - The Spoken Word

The first act of the sovereign mind. Stepping into the sixth cycle, Noaris 

represents the power to name and define reality. It is the breath that shapes 

the physical world, moving from passive observation to active, deliberate 

creation. It is the command that sets the blueprint into motion.

52. Dalya - The Blueprint

The intentional design of complex systems. Dalya represents the 

architecture of intent, drafting the intricate connections before they are 

built in the physical realm. It is the realization that to build something 

lasting and powerful, one must first perfectly construct it in the mind's eye.

53. Tzira - The Keystone

The locking mechanism of a new reality. Tzira represents the single, crucial 

element that holds a massive structure together. It is the application of 

perfect tension, ensuring that what has been built will not collapse under its 

own weight or unravel from external pressure.

54. Koren - The Forge

The disciplined application of force. Koren represents the controlled, 

sustained effort required to bend reality to one's will. It is the hammer 

striking the anvil, the relentless repetition of practice, and the physical toll 

of bringing a vision out of the ether and into existence.

55. Maev - The Conduit



The channeling of immense power. Maev is the vessel through which the 

ethereal becomes material. It represents the flow of raw, creative energy 

through a prepared structure, serving as the necessary, grounding bridge 

between the unmanifested idea and its physical realization.

56. Lyris - The Resonance Field

The outward radiation of influence. Lyris represents how a newly 

manifested creation begins to alter its surrounding environment. It is the 

ripple effect of a powerful presence, subtly tuning the frequency of 

everything it touches to its own specific pitch and rhythm.

57. Zeth - The Alignment

The synchronization of multiple realities. Zeth represents the rare moment 

when the internal will perfectly matches the external currents of the 

universe. It is effortless action—riding the existing momentum of the 

cosmos to achieve a grand design without facing friction or resistance.

58. Baelo - The Monolith

The undeniable monument of achievement. Baelo represents a creation that 

is entirely self-sustaining and impervious to the elements. It is the legacy set 

in stone, standing as a permanent, immovable testament to the will of the 

architect long after they have moved on.

59. Vysha - The Attrition

The necessary cost of manifestation. Vysha represents the friction between 

the creator's vision and the stubborn resistance of the material world. It is 

the depletion of energy, the sacrifice required to build, and the heavy, 

painful tension just before the great work is finally complete.

60. Xuron - The Engine

The grand completion of the sixth cycle. Xuron is the self-perpetuating 

machine. It represents a creation that has taken on a life of its own, no 

longer requiring the architect's input to function. It is the ultimate goal of 

manifestation: building a system that breathes, runs, and sustains itself 

entirely on its own.

61. Ozae - The Uplift

The sudden loss of gravity. Stepping into the seventh cycle, Ozae represents 

the release of heavy physical burdens and the elevation of consciousness 

into a lighter, untethered state. It is the moment the machine is left behind 

and the spirit takes flight, driven by pure intent rather than mechanical 



force.

62. Delyr - The Frequency

The attunement to invisible signals. Delyr represents the quiet tuning of the 

mind to pick up on the subtle, unspoken communications humming just 

beneath the surface of reality. It is the realization that silence is actually a 

dense web of information waiting to be decoded.

63. Tzova - The Chorus

The harmony of disparate voices. Tzova represents a collective elevation, 

where multiple distinct entities vibrate at the exact same frequency. It 

creates a powerful, singular resonance without any of the individual 

components losing their unique identity. It is perfect, unified agreement.

64. Koryn - The Canopy

The protective atmosphere. Koryn represents the high, thin boundary 

between the grounded world and the absolute void. It is the breathable layer 

of spiritual safety that encompasses a system, allowing life and thought to 

flourish without being violently exposed to the harshness of deep space.

65. Maelor - The Grace

The effortless movement through dense resistance. Maelor brings ethereal 

energy back to a grounded center. It represents existing purely in a state of 

flow, navigating highly complex, tangled, or hostile spaces with absolute, 

untroubled fluidity and perfect timing.

66. Lurien - The Aether

The invisible medium of connection. Lurien represents the intangible, 

luminous substance that fills the spaces between all living things. It is the 

profound realization that "empty space" is not empty at all, but a highly 

conductive fabric through which all thoughts and intentions travel.

67. Zeryth - The Apex

The highest state of pure vibration. Zeryth represents the absolute 

conversion into pure energy. It is the shedding of the last remnants of 

physical structure to become a clean, uninterrupted wave of light, operating 

far above the noise of the lower cycles.

68. Bokael - The Resonance Chamber

The infinite magnification of a single truth. Bokael represents a closed, 

sacred space where a deeply held concept is amplified indefinitely. It is the 



echoing of an idea bouncing off the boundaries of the higher mind until it 

becomes an overwhelming, undeniable reality.

69. Vashnir - The Thinning

The wearing away of the final veil. Vashnir represents the extreme, 

vibrating tension just before physical reality completely dissolves into the 

spiritual or collective plane. It is the translucent, shivering barrier right 

before an entity merges fully with the overmind.

70. Xenor - The Communion

The grand completion of the seventh cycle. Xenor is the state of total, 

instantaneous connection with the collective intelligence. It represents the 

ultimate dissolution of the isolated ego into the universal network, 

achieving perfect, total understanding without a single word needing to be 

spoken.

71. Aenor - The Timeless Origin

The realization that time is not a straight line, but a vast room. Stepping 

into the eighth cycle, Aenor represents the complete unbinding from past, 

present, and future. It is the sudden, dizzying perspective that all moments 

are happening simultaneously, and that the origin point can be visited at 

any time.

72. Daelan - The Infinite Mirror

The endless corridor of reflection. Daelan represents what happens when 

two perfect mirrors face each other. It is the concept of infinite recursion, 

observing a pattern that repeats itself downward into the microscopic and 

upward into the cosmic without ever losing its original shape.

73. Tzola - The Immutable Core

The single truth that survives the endless loop. Tzola represents the 

indestructible, atomic concept that cannot be broken down or worn away by 

the passage of time. It is the diamond at the center of the turning wheel, 

completely unaffected by the grinding friction of eternity.

74. Korvas - The Stasis

The frozen, suspended moment. Where earlier boundaries were built of 

stone or steel, Korvas is a boundary built of stopped time. It represents 

perfect preservation, the absolute halting of decay, and the quiet, breathless 

space where nothing ages, moves, or degrades.



75. Morae - The Cosmic Metronome

The unbreakable rhythm of forever. As the exact midpoint of the infinite 

cycle, Morae represents the steady, heavy pendulum swing of the universe. 

It is the reliable, mechanical heartbeat that dictates the rising and falling of 

empires, stars, and consciousness over eons.

76. Lyraen - The Closed River

The current that flows back into itself. Lyraen represents a perfectly sealed 

circulatory system. It is the realization that energy is never truly lost or 

gained; it simply travels the long way around to return to its source. It is the 

journey whose final destination is the exact place it began.

77. Zeyra - The Infinite Fractal

The upward spiral that never reaches a ceiling. Zeyra represents endless 

complexity born from a simple equation. It is the aspirational climb that 

reveals new, breathtaking layers of detail at every turn, proving that the 

universe is infinitely deep and infinitely tall.

78. Bokara - The Ouroboros

The ultimate symbol of the eighth cycle. Bokara is the serpent eating its own 

tail. It represents the self-consuming, self-generating paradox of existence. 

It is a system that feeds entirely on its own exhaust, requiring absolutely 

nothing from the outside world to sustain its infinite life.

79. Vashan - The Weight of Eternity

The heavy, crushing friction of existing forever. Vashan represents the 

psychological and structural toll of immortality. It is the profound, 

vibrating exhaustion of a soul or a system that has seen every possibility 

play out a thousand times, resting right on the absolute edge of wanting to 

sleep.

80. Xura - The Eternal Return

The grand completion of the eighth cycle. Xura is the absolute loop. It 

represents the magnificent, terrifying truth that when the universe finally 

ends, it merely strikes the very first note again. It is the grand reset on an 

eternal scale, preparing the slate to repeat the masterpiece flawlessly.

81. Vanoa - The First Fracture

Stepping out of the eternal loop and onto the razor's edge. Vanoa represents 

the sudden, sharp realization that even infinity has a limit, and the system is 

beginning to fray at the seams. It is the first tiny, irreparable crack in a 



perfect structure, letting in the cold air of the void.

82. Vadael - The Tearing

The violent separation of the fabric of reality. Vadael represents the extreme 

tension of two fundamental forces pulling away from each other so hard 

that the underlying code of existence begins to snap. It is the terrifying 

sound of a permanent division.

83. Tzasha - The Tremor

The loss of structural integrity. Tzasha is the deep, structural vibration that 

signals a collapse is imminent. It represents the psychological and physical 

earthquake felt just moments before the ground actually breaks.

84. Vaskor - The Crushing Weight

The extreme pressure at the absolute bottom of the universe. Vaskor 

represents the unbearable friction and density found at the very limits of a 

boundary, where matter, time, and thought are compressed together until 

they can no longer hold their shape.

85. Maevis - The Fading Pulse

The slowing down of the vital rhythm. As the midpoint of the dissolution, 

Maevis represents the moment where energy begins to permanently bleed 

out of the system. It is the quiet, undeniable exhaustion of a dying star, and 

the heavy acceptance of an ending.

86. Lysha - The Dissipation

The evaporation of matter into the void. Lysha represents the uncontainable 

bleeding of reality into nothingness. It is the realization that the defined 

river has finally reached the dark ocean and is rapidly losing its identity, 

boundaries, and form entirely.

87. Zysha - The Final Ascent

The desperate, burning reach for the highest peak before the collapse. Zysha 

represents the blinding flare of energy right before extinction—the 

brightest, most intense moment of clarity and brilliance occurring mere 

milliseconds before the end.

88. Vashok - The Singularity

The point where infinite mass meets zero volume. Vashok represents the 

ultimate paradox at the literal end of the universe, where all rules, 

structures, histories, and cycles are violently crushed together into a single, 



incomprehensible point of raw tension.

89. Vashaen - The Absolute Edge

The highest state of friction in the entire system. Vashaen represents 

standing exactly on the precipice of non-existence with nowhere left to step. 

It is the deafening roar of the void, the ultimate limit of the Noda language, 

and the terrifying beauty of a pure, unadulterated ending.

90. Xyvash - The Great Silence

The grand completion of the ninth cycle. Xyvash is the sudden, shocking 

cessation of all friction and noise. It represents the moment the threshold is 

finally crossed, the tension snaps, and the universe plunges into a state of 

absolute, profound quiet before the final reckoning.

91. Xyloa - The Stillness After

The absolute calm that follows the great collapse. Stepping into the final 

cycle, Xyloa represents the moment the dust settles. It is the sudden, 

breathtaking realization that the universe has been wiped completely clean, 

leaving behind an infinite, undisturbed canvas devoid of memory or pain.

92. Xydael - The Recombination

The gentle merging of all fragmented things back into a singular mass. 

Xydael represents the permanent end of duality. It is the moment the mirror 

shatters and the reflection is absorbed back into the source, ensuring that 

nothing is ever separated from the whole again.

93. Xyza - The Unmaking

The deliberate dismantling of the fundamental structures of reality. Where 

earlier cycles built laws and logic, Xyza represents their quiet dissolving. It 

is the beautiful, terrifying process of unformatting the universe, returning 

solid geometry back into pure, unshaped potential.

94. Xykor - The Erased Boundary

The permanent removal of all walls and limits. Xykor represents true, 

terrifying limitlessness. It is the state of existence where concepts like 

inside, outside, up, and down entirely cease to function, leaving only a vast, 

undefinable expanse.

95. Xyma - The Emptiness

The center devoid of mass. As the exact midpoint of the final cycle, Xyma 

represents the profound peace of carrying absolutely zero weight. It is the 



absence of desire, the lack of a pulse, and the perfection of existing simply as 

a completely hollow vessel.

96. Xyris - The Suspended Drop

The absolute cessation of cosmic momentum. Xyris represents a universe 

frozen exactly in place. It is the state of being entirely devoid of time, flow, 

or current—a permanent, unmoving photograph of the end of all things.

97. Xyzea - The Sinking Ash

The final settling of the highest frequencies. Xyzea represents the slow, 

graceful descent of all remaining energy. It is the falling of the very last 

embers from the sky, drifting down to rest at the lowest, most fundamental 

baseline of existence.

98. Xybok - The Unwound Clock

The dismantling of the eternal loop. Xybok represents the breaking of the 

ouroboros. It is the release from the burden of infinite recursion and 

repetition, granting the universe the mercy of true, unrepeating finality.

99. Xyven - The Last Word

The final vibration before complete and total erasure. Xyven represents the 

ultimate fading echo of existence. It is the thinnest, most fragile sound in 

the entire lexicon, lingering in the void for just a fraction of a millisecond 

before winking out completely.

100. Xenoa - The Grand Singularity

The absolute end and the absolute beginning. Xenoa is the seed planted in 

the dark. It represents the compressed totality of the entire 10-cycle journey, 

holding every triumph, failure, and physical law within a single, 

microscopic point. It rests in total silence, requiring only the breath of Noa 

(1) to shatter and begin the universe anew.



La Vía Más Corta

Voy a escribir sin molestar. Tal vez como una utilidad más, que empieza 

ahora mismo con la introducción a la idea que todo sucede ahora mismo. La 

vía más corta, ¿es aquí donde se llegó y donde está todo siempre? El camino 

sigue pero aquí parece que decidí tomar un descanso. Me he salido de la 

escritura para ser parte del sistema de este día eterno, por algo será, ¿no? 

Veo desde aquí pensando que la razón puede estar vinculada a 

supervivencia, repitiendo una y otra vez la posibilidad de morir o no en esa 

instancia, donde la incertidumbre mental reemplaza la vitalidad física, 

donde el milagro es que el miedo raramente falla en otorgar algún tipo de 

movimiento. La vía más corta, conectando lo que está pasando y las ramas 

que se alejan al descartarme.

Desde aquí produzco yo la riqueza, porque no hay de otra: los depósitos de 

petróleo que se revelan a civilizaciones más adelante en el futuro. El petróleo 

causa que maquinaria pesada se concentre en mi ubicación. Se dice que 

objetos masivos distorsionan el espacio-tiempo. La inspección, 

refinamiento, distribución, consumo, y dispersión de los datos imbuidos en 

esta sustancia aseguran que haya algo de sentido en el esfuerzo que se 

invirtió en su producción. El futuro se ve financiado y a cambio financia 

retro-activamente el pasado. No hay necesidad de entenderlo todo. El 

petróleo es entonces la mecánica que habilita la colaboración entre 

civilizaciones que son diferentes y desinteresadas en los detalles valorados 



por cada una, pero que las conecta y las alinea.

Donde despierto es un lugar solitario, pero tal vez siempre lo ha sido. Es un 

lugar con vecinos de diferentes naturalezas. Esto es algo que atormenta y 

proporciona compañía, y el tormento termina siendo algo que es cuestión de 

perspectiva y costumbre. Es suficiente sorpresa llegar a entender que una 

eternidad hostil que está configurada para asustarme siempre de una 

manera diferente es tal vez la mejor suerte que pude tener. La alternativa se 

desplaza hacia un estado mental adormecido, similar a la verdadera muerte.



El Perro De Taco Bell

El perro de Taco Bell cambió de color y ahora no le gustaba nada.

Solía agradarle alguna que otra cosa pero ahora el negocio es diferente.

La tendencia adorna ahora su espalda y dejó hueca la tortilla que le daba 

sabor.

El perro de Taco Bell se movió de un Big Bell Box a la superficie de una tabla 

de surf.

Mira abajo a las cosas que existen en el mar y denuncia lo que no le gusta.

Eso le da momento y velocidad para seguir en las recetas de la gfa.

El plankton entiende eso y aguanta la posición del perro de Taco Bell.

El plankton viene de una estadía más breve y le tocó ver las cosas al revés.

Al perro de Taco Bell no le gustaba, y no le gustaba más la búsqueda del 

sabor.

El plankton siguió en su ámbito de alfombra y cambios de canal.
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