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      Clara was alone at the console of the Apex Observatory monitoring satellite data when her phone buzzed⁠—

      A notification from StarSync, a dating app for STEM workers she downloaded out of sheer boredom. 

      For research, of course.

      

      Chat Log Begins

      You matched with user “OrbitAffect”

      

      
        
          
            
              
        OrbitAffect: Hey. What brings you here?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: At work. The stars wait for no one. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: I like that. Makes it sound… important.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: It’s a job, not a calling. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: Maybe the stars disagree. What’s your favorite constellation?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: Probably Orion. Classic. You?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: Same. You know, some people believe Orion’s Belt acts like a cosmic key. A way to unlock something beyond. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: That’s a fun theory, but stars are just stars. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: Or maybe they’re signals, trying to get through.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: To us? I’m skeptical. I deal in facts. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: Sometimes the facts are a part of a bigger truth. 

      

      

      

      

      

      Clara paused, her eyes drifting toward the observatory’s massive dome. The night was clear (perfect stargazing weather), but her mind was elsewhere.

      
        
          
            
              
        NebulaReject: What truth are you talking about?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: The kind that doesn’t come from textbooks. Something beyond.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: If it’s beyond the physical, how do you measure it?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: Not everything can be measured. Not everything should be.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: You sound like one of those conspiracy theorists.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: Or maybe I’m listening to the right signals.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: What signals?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: Look up. You’ve been staring at data for hours. Don’t you hear it? The hum?

      

      

      

      

      

      The observatory was dead silent, save for the faint whir of the computer monitors. How did they know what she was doing? 

      
        
          
            
              
        NebulaReject: What hum?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: The one in the background. Behind the static. Listen harder.

      

      

      

      

      

      She put down her phone and turned to the monitors. There was a faint, rhythmic hum. Barely perceptible, like a vibration in the air. The lights in the observatory flickered.

      
        
          
            
              
        NebulaReject: What the hell was that?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: I told you. It’s a signal. But you weren’t listening before.

      

      

      

      

      

      The hum grew louder. 

      
        
          
            
              
        OrbitAffect: You think the stars are just balls of gas? They’re alive. And they’re waiting.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: You’re freaking me out. This isn’t funny.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: It wasn’t supposed to be.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NebulaReject: What do you want from me?

      

      

      

      

      

      The telescope in the observatory moved. By itself. Clara jerked backward.

      
        
          
            
              
        OrbitAffect: They’re reaching out. They want you to see them.

      

      

      

      

      

      The lights flickered again. The room felt colder, darker.

      
        
          
            
              
        NebulaReject: This isn’t real. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: I told you, the stars don’t lie. You’re the one who isn’t listening.

      

      

      

      

      

      There was a flash of light outside the observatory window. Not from the stars, but from something else.

      
        
          
            
              
        NebulaReject: What is that?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        OrbitAffect: It’s them. They’re coming. You’re going to see them now.

      

      

      

      

      

      Clara scrambled to grab the telescope controls, but her hands wouldn’t move. The screen went blank. The stars outside had shifted again, into something unrecognizable.

      Clara screamed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE SICK RIDE

          

        

      

    

    
      Sab kicked off the curb, her skateboard rolling smoothly beneath her as she wove through empty streets. The sky hung low with thick, bruised clouds, and the air smelled like rain, asphalt, and something else--metallic and electric. 

      She noticed none of it. 

      Sab had a pair of bright pink, over-ear headphones clamped tightly over her head, blasting something reminiscent of punk rock at full volume. The world outside might as well have been on mute. Her hoodie was worn and tattered from years of misuse, with long strings of ribbon in place of drawstrings, which she relentlessly sucked on as she cruised through her neighborhood.

      The first sign of trouble should have been the abandoned cars, their doors swinging open like a ghost town scene in an old Western. Or maybe the flickering streetlights, their bulbs pulsing with an unnatural, sickly green glow. But Sab, lost in the rhythmic push of her skateboard and the wailing guitars in her ears, ignored it all.

      She dropped into a crouch and pushed off harder, speeding past the shattered windows of Lou’s Deli, where something had left deep claw marks in the brickwork. Her wheels hit a jagged crack in the pavement, and she wobbled for a moment before steadying herself. Sab let out a triumphant "Ha!" and popped a small ollie over a broken fire hydrant spewing water into the air like a geyser.

      A cluster of figures loomed at an intersection in front of her, their backs hunched, heads tilted unnaturally as though listening to something only they could hear. Sab was about to call them "a bunch of weirdos" and skate past when one of them turned. The thing had no eyes, just a smooth, gelatinous face that shimmered like oil on water. Its mouth was too wide, filled with rows of translucent, needle-like teeth. And it was open. Wide. Screaming.

      Sab didn’t hear it. Instead, she gave the creature a lazy salute, swerved around them, and kept riding.

      Behind her, the aliens froze, confused. One of them let out a gurgling screech, gesturing wildly, but Sab had already dropped into a downhill cruise, her board slicing through the eerie silence like a knife. Her music switched tracks. The drums hit, hard and fast. Sab nodded along, throwing in a little hip movement as she dodged a toppled newspaper stand.

      The ground shook and a nearby building exploded, showering the street in glass and rubble. A massive, chitinous limb burst through the smoke, followed by a body that looked like a mix between a centipede and a bulldozer. Sab should have heard the thunderous impact, the crunching metal, the guttural roars of the invading force. Instead, she just hummed along to the guitar solo.

      She kicked her board up onto a bench, rode along its surface for a few feet, and hopped back down just as one of the smaller creatures lunged where she had been a second earlier. It crashed face-first into a mailbox, its exoskeleton crunching like an overripe melon.

      Sab, oblivious, kept riding.

      More aliens swarmed in, their clawed hands grasping at the air, their tendrils flicking hungrily. One particularly large one dropped from the sky, its shadow engulfing Sab as it landed directly in her path. Its tendrils unfurled, revealing a hideous, undulating maw, dripping with some viscous, glowing goo.

      Sab skidded to a stop inches from its feet. She narrowed her eyes.

      “Bro, seriously?” she muttered, as if the universe had placed this obstacle just to mess with her perfect ride.

      The creature tensed, preparing to strike.

      Sab simply sighed, reached into her pocket, and pulled out a single, unopened packet of Pop Rocks. She tore it open with her teeth and dumped the whole thing into her mouth, crunching down and savoring the crackling sensation.

      Then she exhaled directly into the alien’s face.

      The creature recoiled violently, its whole body convulsing. Its eyes--well, the weird glowing slits that might have been eyes--widened in sheer, abject horror. It screamed, stumbling backward into a streetlight, twitching like it had just been hit with a taser.

      Sab, still chewing, rolled past with a shrug. “That’s what you get for standing in the middle of the road.”

      The rest of the aliens hesitated. A small, hoodie-clad human had just incapacitated one of them with… what? A chemical attack? Some kind of biological warfare?

      Sab, meanwhile, kept riding and sucking on her ribbon. She hit a smooth patch of pavement and leaned forward, pushing herself harder, a grin curling her lips. 

      The cityscape was in full collapse--fire blooming in the distance, buildings reduced to skeletal remains, alien pods dropping from the sky like malignant raindrops. She skated right through a battlefield, the song too good to stop.

      Soldiers in exosuits fired rounds at advancing aliens, their weapons lighting up the darkened streets. Tanks rolled forward, crushing debris under their treads. Explosions boomed, sending shockwaves rippling through the air. And in the middle of it all, weaving effortlessly through the chaos, was Sab.

      One soldier turned, shouting, his face contorted in panic. “GET DOWN!”

      Sab pointed at her headphones and shook her head. “Huh?”

      Behind her, an alien with scythe-like arms lunged. Without missing a beat, Sab slouched, and the creature’s blade whiffed right over her head. It stumbled forward, directly into a blast from a nearby turret.

      The soldier gawked. “What the--”

      Sab gave him a thumbs up as the song reached its final chorus, hitting a perfect kickflip over a pile of rubble. The ribbon strands in her hoodie were nothing but a soppy wet mess now, drool saturating her chest as she spit out the limping, wet strips. She’d have to find shoelaces later to replace them.   

      Sab finally pulled her headphones down, her ears ringing slightly. “Man, that was a sick ride.” She looked around for the first time, taking in the destruction, the gaping soldier, the burning wreckage, the massive alien corpses.

      Her eyes widened.

      “…Wait. What the hell?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE BRIDE OF STARFIRE HOLLOW

          

        

      

    

    
      Starfire Hollow was quiet, in a valley where silver mists curled over wildflower-dappled hills and the air smelled faintly of honeysuckle and rain. Trees had leaves the color of burnished gold, and the rivers shimmered as though lit by starlight. Magic clung to the underbrush and danced in the riverlight; the wild folk who carried it in their eyes spoke in riddles and vanished like smoke.

      Stories drifted beyond its borders—of promises made and broken by dawn, of those who wandered too deep and never returned.

      Because once, a bride stepped into Starfire Hollow.

      The wind tugged at her veil, spun from moon-thread. Her hair flowed in loose curls down her back, threaded with pearls and dew-kissed lilies. Around her neck hung a single gem—an opal the size of a robin’s egg.

      Long ago, her great-grandmother crossed into Starfire Hollow with a cedarwood box clutched to her chest, smelling of smoke and wet bark. They say the riverlight dimmed the moment her fingers touched the water. The stars vanished from the sky. Trapped. Stolen.

      The box remained in her family's possession, locked and humming. 

      Generations turned like pages in a half-remembered tale, but the Hollow never forgot. The river carried secrets downstream, murmuring of the night the stars dimmed. Every daughter born after was watched a little longer, her silences measured, her gaze studied for flickers of something ancient. The box was passed down like a burden disguised as inheritance, waiting. 

      And now, her great-granddaughter walked the same path. The girl, Elira, came alone, her steps silent on the mossy ground.

      The box had long since reopened, the power within reshaped. The light once locked away now rested against the girl’s chest, forged into a pendant that pulsed with hunger. The gem was a dowry, of sorts, though no one living offered for her hand.

      “Elira.”

      The voice echoed through her mind, clearer now than it had ever been in her dreams. It spoke her name in a tongue she didn’t recognize, yet somehow understood, each syllable resonating like the notes of a half-remembered song. Here in Starfire Hollow, the sound rang stronger, as if the valley itself carried it.

      She stilled, breath catching.

      The Guardian.

      In her village, beyond the edge of the valley, stories spoke of a presence bound to the Hollow; a being not quite man, not quite beast, something liminal, born of starlight and soil. Bound by ancient magic. Bound, once, by the same power her great-grandmother had taken when she touched the magic in the river. The moment that magic was stolen, the bond shattered. A pact older than memory, undone.

      And that was why Elira had returned—to make it whole again.

      At the center of Starfire Hollow, in a clearing encircled by silverwillows, stood a stone altar covered in moss and tiny white flowers. Above it, suspended in midair, hovered a crown wrought of crystal and star-metal. Elira stepped forward, breath shallow. She removed the gem from her neck and placed it on the altar, desperate to flee. 

      From the shadows between the trees, something stirred. Mist gathered, coalescing into a form, tall, strange, and beautiful. He had eyes like sunlit ice and antlers wreathed in morning glory vines. His skin shimmered like rain on leaves and his hair was as glossy as a midnight stream.

      “I have waited,” he said, his voice like a song through harp strings, felt more than heard. “So long. Why do you carry me, unwilling bride?”

      “Because they say I must,” she whispered, eyes creased with worry. “I was sworn into a debt I never made.”

      The gem’s light deepened.

      “I am not a chain.”

      Tears welled in Elira’s eyes. “Then let me be free.”

      The woods rustled in reply, petals and leaves stirring though no breeze blew. 

      “I did not ask for you, bride,” the Guardian said, smiling softly. “I only listened. Our marriage saves your magic. Your family. What you stole from me and my river.”

      Elira touched it. It was warm, pulsing in rhythm with her heart.

      “I do not want to marry for duty.”

      “I do not want to be restored through obligation,” he replied gently. “But these are the cards we were dealt.”

      He reached for her hand.

      Elira stepped back.

      “No,” she said, voice shaking.

      The gem flared on the altar, sudden and searing. The light curled around her like vines, pulsing with heat and ancient will. Flowers burst into bloom, but not gently, they cracked through soil with a frantic urgency.

      The Guardian moved closer. “The Hollow remembers what was taken.”

      He took her hands before she could pull away.

      Elira cried out as magic surged through her, not soft but relentless, reshaping her from the inside out. Her hair turned wild, crowned in the forest against her will. The opal’s fire flooded her veins until what was left of her spilled into the river.

      Until she was gone.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      They don’t say her name.

      Not because they’ve forgotten, but because it doesn’t feel right anymore. You’ll see her sometimes, just past the tree line, where the light starts to bend and the wind doesn’t follow. Barefoot, hair dripping river-water, eyes too bright. She watches. Not always, but enough.

      If she smiles, it’s quick. Crooked. Unsettling, like she’s remembering something you haven’t lived yet. When she laughs, it catches in your chest… wrong somehow, mourning dressed up in joy.

      The wild folk still sing. You can hear it late at night, those soft, looping melodies drifting in with the fog. They cling to your dreams, even after you wake. Especially after you wake.

      People follow the sound. Not many, and never on purpose. A wrong turn, a flash of movement, and suddenly the trees are thicker, the air too still. Sometimes they come back. But when they do, they’re quieter. They carry things they don’t remember picking up, a petal the color of spilled wine, a pearl that hums if you press it to your ear. They say they just found it. That it was nothing.

      They’re wrong.

      The Hollow doesn’t let go. And it never forgets.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS-N-STUFF

          

        

      

    

    
      Fluorescent lights hummed like a hive of bees as Jenn trudged into Books-and-Stuff, armed with a mug of stale coffee in one hand and the kind of attitude that could crack glass, the necessary tools of a retail manager. Her life was a carousel of broken POS systems and employees who thought a two-week tenure qualified them to ask for vacation, but her mantra was simple: keep the shelves stocked, keep the customers from rioting, and keep her sanity duct-taped together until her next day off.

      “Jenn! We’ve got a situation.” She turned her head to watch in horror as Tony, her assistant manager, barreled toward her like a freight train of mild panic. 

      “Unless it’s an actual fire or someone threatening to call corporate, Tony, I don’t care,” Jenn replied, heading toward the break room. She’d been clocked in for less than ten minutes, and her caffeine levels were dangerously low.

      Tony clutched his clipboard like a life preserver. “It’s worse than that. There’s a red flag in the Fiction section.”

      Jenn stopped mid-step. “A literal red flag? Or, like, Janine calling out ‘sick’ again?”

      “A literal flag. But it’s… weird.”

      Jenn sighed, draining her coffee like a condemned woman finishing her last drink. “Fine. Show me the weird flag.”

      They dodged customers like they were obstacles, narrowly avoiding several of what would have been twenty minute personal shopping excursions, desperate to get to the Fiction section.

      There it was, smack in the middle of a shelf, right between King and Koontz. The fabric was blood red, and black embroidery spelled out something that looked like it came straight from a bad horror movie.

      “BEWARE THE HARBINGER OF DOOM!”

      Jenn stared at it for a long moment. “Did Bailey lose a bet, or is Janine trying to out-edgelord herself again?”

      “Bailey is on vacation,” Tony wrung his hands, “and Janine did call out sick. Said she felt ‘cursed.’”

      “Then it’s Amber.” Jenn rolled her eyes, “She’s been weird since she got into conspiracy podcasts.” She held up the flag and waved it at the passing customers. “Attention, everyone! This is not a haunted flag, just bad taste in textiles.”

      Tony grabbed her arm. “Jenn, don’t. The customers are saying it’s… evil.”

      Jenn glared at the nearest shopper, a middle-aged man holding a half-price book. “You think this flag is evil?”

      The man nodded seriously. “I felt its darkness.”

      “It’s fabric, George. You have a coupon for everything but common sense.” Jenn tucked the flag under her arm. “I’ll put this in the lost-and-found for Satan or whoever comes looking. Tony, log this in the incident report as ‘weird guy with bad vibes.’ I’ll deal with it later.”

      Back in her office, Jenn tossed the flag into the trash and went back to pretending she cared about inventory reports. She was midway through counting how many ‘For Dummies’ books they sold last month (a distressingly high number) when Tony’s panicked voice came through the walkie.

      “Jenn, it’s back!”

      “What’s back?”

      “The flag. And, uh… it’s bigger.” The walkie static echoed in the office.

      “Bigger how? Like ‘medium T-shirt in the dryer’ bigger?”

      “No. Like bedsheet bigger.”

      Jenn groaned and marched back to the Fiction section. Sure enough, there it was. The flag had returned, now hanging ominously over a display of New Releases. Its message loomed large enough to be read by a low-flying aircraft. Customers gawked at it like it was the Sistine Chapel of bad decisions.

      “Are you kidding me?” Jenn shouted. “Who’s got time to embroider during a shift?”

      A low rumble echoed through the store, cutting her rant short. It wasn’t the HVAC system or a distant thunderstorm—it was the kind of noise that made your bones feel like they were vibrating. The lights flickered, and a display of book lights toppled over in the next aisle.

      From the shadows something massive emerged. It was tall—absurdly tall—its head brushing the flickering fluorescent lights. Its eyes glowed like molten steel, and its claws scraped against the linoleum, leaving deep gouges.The creature roared, a sound somewhere between a garbage disposal and a middle school orchestra warming up.

      Tony whimpered from behind a stack of ‘go backs’. “Jenn, what do we do?”

      She set her clipboard down on a nearby shelf with deliberate care and marched straight up to the creature, planting her hands on her hips. 

      “Alright, listen up, Stretch. I don’t care who—or what—you are. This is my store, and we don’t allow loitering. Either buy something or get out.”

      The creature blinked, clearly not expecting this. Its claws stopped mid-scrape.

      “I’m serious,” Jenn continued, jabbing a finger at its glowing eyes. “We’ve got a sale on Non Fiction. So unless you’re here to buy some books, you’d better move along.”

      “Maybe don’t provoke the literal embodiment of doom?” Tony said from behind her.

      Jenn waved him off. “If I can handle Black Friday mobs and George’s expired coupons, I can handle this.”

      The creature hesitated for a moment, then let out a resigned groan and turned around. Its hulking form shuffled toward the shadows, claws dragging less aggressively. Within moments, it had disappeared entirely, leaving nothing but a faint smell of burnt rubber.

      The lights stopped flickering. The rumbling ceased. The flag fell to the ground, limp and ordinary. Customers began peeking out from behind displays, cautiously returning to their abandoned baskets.

      Jenn picked up the large flag and shook her head. “Drama queen.”

      “You scared it away. How did you do that?”

      She shrugged at Tony. “You treat cosmic horrors the same way you treat difficult customers. Stand your ground, set firm boundaries, and don’t offer discounts.”

      “You’re just going to move on?”

      “We’ve got a sale on calendars starting tomorrow, and my shift ends at six. If Cthulhu wants his flag back, he can take it up with corporate.”

      Jenn picked up her clipboard, sighed, and muttered, “Just another Tuesday,” before heading back to her inventory reports.

      

      “Hi ma’am, can you help me find…?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PEOPLE SOUP

          

        

      

    

    
      The Head loomed over us, a monolith of flesh and bone, filling half the sky with its vast, gaping maw. 

      No one quite knew when it arrived. One day it just appeared, and then it just was, a god or a curse, indifferent to our screams. As much a part of our horror as the hunger in our bellies and the knives in our backs. The Head had eyes that bulged so large they could burst at any moment, and pupils that followed us like a magnifying glass to ants. Blood lines weaved through the expanse of white retinas, slowly bursting as it strained to see us, drawing the air from our lungs and the strength from our legs.

      That was all we ever thought it would do. See. Watch. 

      There were rows upon rows of jagged teeth, stretching endlessly into the gaping darkness, each one curving backward like a cruel invitation into oblivion. They gleamed with an eerie, unnatural luster—razor sharp, pristine, and countless—frozen lightning bolts suspended in the dark. Between them, slick gums pulsed and quivered, wet with a crimson sheen, savoring the remnants of its past feasts. 

      The air itself recoiled from the cavernous hunger that lay beyond, an abyss where light was devoured before it could even hope. We stood in its shadow, trembling as its sheer size pressed against our minds, bending reason until all thoughts dissolved into primal terror.  

      The Head’s features—if one could call them that—were frozen in a grotesque expression, a yawning hunger that consumed everything. It didn’t have hair, in the traditional sense, but streaks of waspy tendrils instead that peppered the top of its scalp. Every once in a while a follicle would shed and fall from the sky, heavy enough that it crushed anyone that happened to be in its path. A church, a food bank. It had no agenda other than being and eating, but each building that crumbled from its very presence felt like a personal vendetta. Another strong hand that wrapped its metaphorical fingers around our throats, squeezing until there was nothing left for us to give. 

      It didn’t matter what the Head looked like, we could often see nothing but wet, stringy saliva that stretched from the roof of its mouth to the tongue anyway, snapping and popping as loose birds caught in its tacky webbing, only to be swallowed mid-flight. That seemed to keep it satiated. Until it didn’t.

      We weren’t even sure if it knew who we were, if it knew what it was taking from us. But we didn’t have the patience to think about that, now. Not when it was hungry. 

      And when it became hungry, there was nothing left for us to do.

      The first to be taken were those too slow to run, too weak to fight. They vanished into the void of that mouth, their cries muffled by the endless crunching of teeth; teeth that never stopped grinding, never ceased feasting.

      But the horror didn’t end with their consumption. When the Head fed, we saw what happened to them, brief flashes of their faces stretched across its crimson flesh, eyes wide and mouths frozen in silent screams. There were bones that were crunched, yes, and flesh that was split. There was gore and there was guts, and there was something until there was nothing left of them any longer. 

      But we didn’t think they were gone. Not really. 

      They were neither alive nor dead but a part of it now, their essence dissolved into whatever hell churned inside. We saw them wherever we looked. There was the preacher’s daughter caught in its teeth, her leg dangling from in between jellied gums. There was our school teacher’s clothes, dotted along blemishes and sores that sprouted in its pores. 

      Wherever we tried to go, we were trapped. No matter how far we traveled on weary feet, the Head followed. It did not crawl across the landscape as we did, starving and broken from days-long excursions. Instead it floated through the sky, dragging its gargantuan form across the skyscrape, leveling forests and cities alike. It did not tire, and its hunger did not satiate.

      Its hunger was endless, and we were nothing but food.

      Our resistance was waning, the survivors more desperate. We knew it to be folly, but the plan was set long before we all agreed. Like the Head, we did not have any choice. It ate to survive, and we fought for it. If fighting meant sacrifice, if fighting meant succumbing to the fate it had destined for us, we fought hard. 

      We screamed. 

      We taunted.

      We challenged.

      Its eyes spun, never really knowing where to look as we crowded the square, with nothing to show but arms opened to the sky in worship. Freely we offered ourselves to its gaping jaws. If sustenance was what the Head wanted, if it would save whoever came after us, it was worth it. There was nothing these impoverished people could give, there was no goodwill left to spare. One evil, outdone by the other.

      And it worked. For a moment, the Head hesitated, as if our willingness had dulled its insatiable hunger. But hope was a far crueler punishment for whatever it was we did to deserve its existence.

      Teeth began to move, snapping down with a sound like thunder.

      We were too stunned to run. Hope, it seemed, was its last gift to us, after all.

      We were swallowed, consumed not as individuals, but as a collective—people turned to soup, our forms blending and twisting into the Head's grotesque eternity. We, of course, took its punishment together. 

      And when we became I, and when it was too late to become anything more than that, I was the Head, and the monster that consumed me was consuming whatever else came after we, us, me.

      Even now, I see the others in the black void, their faces reflected in endless rows of teeth. I know it won’t stop. It can’t. The Head will always hunger, and one day, we will devour everything.
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"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

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

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

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

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

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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