
She was apprised that the camcorder was situated in proximity by the green trash receptacle, amid the
jumbled urban debris bestrewn across the alleyways. She had been instructed to retrieve it at two PM,
but finding it amidst the endless array of rubbish seemed like an impossible task. As she stared into the
distance, feeling overwhelmed by the daunting task before her, a bright pink invitation pamphlet caught
her eye. It stood out among the detritus, featuring cakes and flowers dotted across the frame in a
seemingly opulent display. She picked it up and read it.

“Oh, so somewhere around there I presume.”

She squeezed through the twisting passageways with her slender frame, feeling as if the
buildings were closing in on her as she drew closer to her destination. “Cake party video here I come!”
She said to herself, her enthusiasm undimmed as she ventured through the labyrinthine paths that led
to who knows where. The putrid wastes and dregs littering the tight confines didn’t faze her at the
slightest. She adroitly speeds through the smothering necks and crevices like they were nothing, and
just in no time, she spots the green trash bin as per the instruction. The camcorder sat atop of it.

“Ah, my sweet camcorder!”

She grabbed the camcorder and examined it thoroughly side by side. “No scratch, no marks. Nice…” Her
eyes narrowed, ogling it. With a quiet, guttural moan, she extended her elongated tongue towards the
camcorder and swiped it clean supplemented with viscous, honey-like spittle. Her tireless smooching of



the inanimate object was sometimes accompanied with tender nibbles. She beckoned with open arms in
a come-hither fashion and wrapped it up with a smothering embrace as she persisted in her slimy,
gustatory exploration.

“I hope you’ve recorded the bloodbath well. This is no longer a dalliance, baby…”

Her raunchy voice, mu�ed by the copious froth and slobbers barely inside her mouth. Her
excitement was palpable as she trembled with eagerness to view the video, her voice imbued with
anticipation and a mixture of quivering and disjointed musings “… and play!” She cried out, saliva
slavering across her chin as her trembling index finger pressed the play button.

Weaseling away from the pandemonium that is the cake party, he absconded without fail. He neither felt
contentment nor disappointment. As he traversed the gateway supplied by Discord, Desmond chose to
simply disregard the events that had transpired and proceed to his long-anticipated tryst as if of little
significance. However, there was a concern that exceeded all others for him, in that only a single minute
remained until the time they had previously agreed upon for their rendezvous.

Desmond rushed to the fancy restaurant where his date waited, but a few minutes in, he found
himself winded. Enervation weighed down his body, but also the myriad of wounds that covered his
skin. The pain flared each time his heart pounded. Once vain and enamored of his appearance, he used
to know every injury that marred his body, yet now, the wounds were so profuse and dispersed that it
was pointless to keep track. He knelt down, his back hunching as he caught his breath. Beads of sweat,
tinged with fine crimson dripped down his pallor face as he panted heavily. He took a moment to rest,
knowing that he was only a block away from his destination. However, his date was not as patient.

She glared at him, her eyes scanning over his bandaged face as he lay prostrate in a state of
debilitation. The sight of him elicited a frown upon her countenance, yet she swiftly veiled this
expression of antipathy with a feigned smile. Desmond looked up. The woman was gifted with a tall
figure, the scintillating rays of sunbeams in the afternoon hours bathed her from behind, her shadow
cast an imposing presence upon Desmond. She appeared to be in her mid-thirties, and no bodily
indication that she begot was ever present from her body. She was slim, apparently well endowed
despite her baggy clothes, and one might estimate her age to be always younger than had originally
stated due to the subtle intangibles of her nature.

“Pant, sorry, had to do some stu�. Hoping I’m at least fashionably late.”

“No shot, mister. You look absolutely worn out. I thought you were the punctual type when it
came to these meetups, so I arrived a bit ahead of schedule… Hehe.” An uncomfortable chuckle escaped
her lips.



“Ah, honestly I just glanced at the time and realized I was running late, so I took o�.” He panted
heavily.

Her head tilted. “Why didn’t you just get a cab then?”

Desmond stood up clumsily. “Because it was only about… pant four blocks away from where I
‘worked.’ They were kind of overbearing.” Desmond’s face gloomed, but there was a smidgen of
satisfaction etched on it. The kind of contentment that one is finally relieved of the vexatious
undertaking one had been persevering.

“Well, I hope you shouldn’t feel bad that you were late. Honestly, five minutes is really not a lot.
Partly my fault for coming way too early, so I had to wait for a long time, hehe… Still mostly your fault
though! This is a five star restaurant for Christ’s sake.” She beamed an endearing smile of reassurance,
but her brows puckered, betraying her positivity.

“What are you waiting for? Let’s come inside.”

Desmond managed to fill in a reservation in a coveted five-star restaurant, which is something the lady
was truly impressed by. Nobody knew what he said to the maitre d’, yet he managed to finagle a
reservation for them.



The prestigious establishment is almost akin to an unattainable mythical place, like the Garden
of Eden or the Never Land. The place brimmed with an assemblage of shining, golden adornments
deliberately dispersed in an embroidered composition across the premise. The walls, completely
enveloped in a hue of deep crimson were pervaded with carvings of elaborate craftsmanship. They
feature rows of elongated, pointed-arched windows, adorned with intricate tracery upon their surface.
One could surmise that he possesses a certain level of a�uence for obtaining a reservation to such a
place, but appearances can be deceiving.

The waiter ushered them both to their designated table, replete with sumptuous seating
arrangements, and opulent textiles with the utmost attention to the minutia. The menu featured
culinary masterpieces, and encompassed a cornucopia of select libations including vintages and
champagne.

The lady with eyes narrowed in a display of circumspection, scrutinized Desmond with wary
regard. ‘Ugh, he’s wearing a suit but… they’re all tattered and disheveled.’ Examining him from head to
toe, her irises contracted upon reaching his face.

“Good lord, how come I didn’t notice? Your nose is bleeding!”

“It’s nothing.” Desmond returned a reply as he was encapsulated by the ambience of the
restaurant.

“You’ve got a bruise on your cheek as well! Did you get into a fight?”

“Not the kind of fight you’re thinking of, it’s just-” As Desmond was explaining, the lady’s mind
meandered through realms of uncertainty, making her increasingly suspicious and paranoid. It kept her
mind confined into a constant spiral of irrational presentiments.

‘Oh my god, come to think of it, it looked like he was running away from somebody too… and-’

“Lady!” Desmond raised his voice to catch the lady’s attention. She snapped out of her thoughts
and composed herself. “I ran because I was almost late. Jesus, you’d think that someone who could get a
reservation in this restaurant would be some kind of outlaw?”

She struggled to maintain her composure as a feeling of unease washed over her. “H-how did
you know what I was thinking about?”

“I thought I looked suspicious looking like I was beat up by some random street thug or
something and I was running when I got here, you looked pale and pretty disturbed.”

“Then what really happened?”

“I sparred with a woman who couldn’t hold her punches. But she’s probably older than you, so
she couldn’t have hit me that hard, don’t worry.”



“Oh… Older than me..?” For a split second, she felt like she was complimented of her youth, but-
“H-hey!” she suddenly realized the implication of the statement “older than you.”

“So, she got your ass kicked?” She retaliated with a snicker.

“Yeah, she was pretty scary… in her own little way.”

The tension of the confab seemed to have subsided as it delved into mere trivial banter and idle
pleasantries. Their exchange was insipid and superficial, none of which have probed too deeply into
noteworthy particulars. They were not truly interested in what anyone had to say until the lady brought
up the topic of the incident at the —— school. She might have already found their discussions of
frivolous matters to be quite irksome in her regard, so she had to steer towards a more serious topic.
She knew very little about Desmond's background and felt a bit embarrassed about it. Nonetheless, she
listened attentively as he went into detail about what had happened.

“I’m sorry to have heard that. That’s really awful. I really hope they catch the guy.” The lady
looked dispirited.

As Desmond simpered, he made a shushing gesture with his finger. “This is confidential
information. I’ve heard Haven was trying to take care of the guy. Let me tell you, they've got quite the
weapon at their disposal, a little doll that helps them carry out their dirty work. They've been swimming
in bounties, all thanks to their little secret weapon.”

Her eyes widened in shock. “W-why did you have to tell me that?” She muttered loud enough
without being of earshot to anybody.

Desmond moved closer and ingratiated her with a soft voice. “I know you can keep a secret.”

She sneered and turned to her shoulder, only to tuck away a hint of her flustered mien. “God,
can we talk about something that won’t get me in trouble?”

…

Before they realized it, they were holding hands across the table, their faces flushed scarlet.
“So… how did teaching the middle school kids go for you?”

As the romantic tension was piling up, his expression exuded an amorous gloom. “I had to direct
their school play, I don’t think I deserved the torment I had to undertake from that.”

She smiled. “Interesting, so you taught them how to act?”



Desmond radiated a sudden aura of self-assurance, subtle but undeniable. “Yeah, they assigned
me to the job because I had history with acting.”

She gasped. “You were an actor?”

“I was a great actor.” Desmond raised his chest a self-assured comportment.

Suddenly, a mouth underwent a startling metamorphosis manifesting itself on Desmond’s
cheek. “We might have to disagree, but it was a nice decision that he didn’t go back doing that kind of
job.” The voice was unmistakably feminine, gentle in tone, yet tinged with a strange and unexpected
elegance that verged on the menacing.

“Huh, who was that?” The lady turned her head to and fro within the vicinity. Desmond’s visage
slightly paled.

Another mouth appeared, but this time on the back of his hand. It bit her thumb.

“Ow! What the fuck?!” The lady yanked her hand away from Desmond.

Nettled from the sudden intrusion, his face thawed into a weary mug. He whispered to these
“mouths” while still keeping his eye to the lady. “What are you scroungers doing here?”

A jolt of surprise ran through the lady's being. “Oh my god, what is that thing on your cheek?!”
With a flick of her finger, she indicated towards Desmond, who bore the look of one thoroughly surfeited
of the predicament.



“Ah, the fresh air feels so nice. Hehehe.” The mouth on his hand sported a grin so diabolical, the
lady could feel its smile creeping up on her skin. Though it came out sounding like the taunt of a child,
the tone was rough and hoarse.

“Hey, could both of you stay inside for a bit, would you?” He whispered furtively like a
ventriloquist to his obtrusive “orifices,” still keeping his gaze to the horrified lady.

The grin on his hand’s vocal orifice twisted into a furious snarl. “Oh, definitely not. Because of
that creep, we've been forced to hide in your body like a bunch of spooked chickens. Real thrilling, let
me tell you.”

“Ah, my buddies, I just said hang tight inside until I take care of this.” Desmond hissed a sigh,
one laden with fatigue but with a facade of amicability. “And just as promised, I did the job.”

“You did do the job, but it was dreadful.” The fleshy orifice on his cheek spoke up, the timbre of
its voice dropping to a soft rumble. “That little stunt you pulled with the young lass, that was not exactly
a well thought out move, was it?”

The mouth on the hand bore a sneering smirk. "Oh, don't tell me, you've forgotten your days of
teaching young minds and nurturing their growth? How quickly the memory fades when faced with a bit
of resistance…”

Desmond radiated a forlorn air, casting a somber shadow over his tormentors. "I think it's time
both of you leave, don't you?”

“You… You’re a parahuman, aren’t you?” The lady’s face paled a gelid, lazuline tint, nauseated.
“You lied!”

The juvenile flesh fissure on the hand opened itself agape in surprise as it sensed the lady’s
disgust. “Uh-oh! I recognize her. Isn’t she the daughter of the Haven magnate who recently broke up
with the organization because they had some kind of revelation that parahumans were impure or
something?” The meat crevasses wiggled and cavorted along Desmond’s skin as they nestled themselves
on his cheeks. With mouths agape, they readied themselves for a bountiful feast.

“U-um, oh my god…!” The lady paid no attention to the words spoken by the repugnant creature
before her, her stomach turning as the foul sight assaulted her senses. Mortified, she retched a thin
stream of bile with her hand, unable to bear the revolting spectacle a moment longer.

“We haven’t had our flesh banquet in a long time.”

“Bon appétit.”



The frothing mouths frenzied with gluttonous reckless abandon on every side of his face. They
chomped and guzzled repeatedly, emitting revolting sounds of squelch and chattering teeth. In a flash,
torrents of carmine blood came surging down from the grievous contusions of great proportions on his
completely lacerated face.

Another mouth appeared, this time on his neck. “Scurry away, lady!” It laughed maniacally.

In an instant of abject horror, her shrieks rent the quietude asunder as she left behind a trail of
vomit. Her cacophony summoned all eyes to behold the lamentable Desmond who lay slumped over the
table, his face besmirched in blood and succumbing to the throes of pain.

As the veil of darkness began to close in on his vision, pale, spindly legs performed a grotesque
jig, their capers splashing ruby raindrops that choreographed a macabre ballet, flinging in all directions.
“Hahaha! I won the bet. I told you all he wouldn't have the guts to throw down at the party. Looks like I
just won myself a pretty penny, didn't I? Suckers.”

Aurora makes use of her trance projection to interact with the world, able to manipulate her own
visibility and tangibility at her discretion. Perambulating through the thick stone walls of the Haven
cathedral with her ghost-like form, she sought out Desmond to discuss the latest intel on Sweetboy. Her
inquiries had been rewarded with valuable information pertaining to the enigmatic entity, owing to
Desmond's e�orts. In turn, she informs the murderer’s unrelenting pursuer about Haven’s confidential
dossiers, completely unknown outside the organization’s clandestine inner circles. They were



suspicious of the “uno�cial Haven detective,” but their strongest asset, the doll who was keen and
always quick on the uptake was trustful to him, although not to a fault. They were compelled to extend
their faith to him as well, for the disclosures he had pro�ered exhibited a remarkable degree of veracity.
Haven had undergone countless strategic readjustments of their assassination plan, constantly adapting
it based on the substantial data he had furnished. Those involved had been anticipating for a long time a
go signal from Aurora to initiate the operation, but they were stuck in a constant dry spell ever since.
Though Papa may possess an equanimity that is the envy of many, if the situation drags on any longer,
things could get out of hand. Of all the bounty money garnered from the executions dictated by the Kill
Order, the fee for Sweetboy would be the most exorbitant yet, should they manage to accomplish his
termination.

Aurora came across the grand cathedral’s tall steeple and phased through it. A glimmer of light
danced behind her obsidian lens as she stepped inside the welcoming embrace of the interior walls,
decorated with detailed carvings and tapestries that depicted religious scenes of splendor. The ceilings
were adorned with frescoes of angels, cherubs and their golden halos. Large red curtains covered the
arched windows, producing a deep sanguine glow that enveloped the room. A fireplace was located in
the corner, casting dancing shadows on the cold, gray marble floor.

The grandeur of the room was only slightly diminished by the presence of a man who seemed
out of place amidst its majesty. A man shrouded by swaths of white gauze on his face, supine on a couch,
basking in the ornateness of the room.



With her spectral form, half of her body phased through the wall, her gaze darting furtively to
Desmond as she peered through. “Oh, dear. What happened to his face? It's like he wrapped himself up
like a mummy.” She whispered to herself.

A willowy young lady with jet black tresses stood by his side, capturing his inert form on film.
Her irises gleamed like liquid gold, and her pupils bore the shape of a multifaceted star. Her face was
adorned with a broad, indissoluble grin, stretching from ear to ear. The perfectly crescent shape it bore
seemed eerie and unnatural, almost menacing under the right illumination. Despite the vermillion glow
that su�used the room, her complexion, unsullied of the redness, still emitted a ghostly and ethereal
glow of pearl white. She also brought aloft a massive flower, akin to an umbrella, its umbra accentuating
the auroral hues of her amber eyes.

Aurora had met her before, but the combination of these uncanny attributes were something
even an odd doll like her couldn’t get used to.

“Yep, they just left the camcorder on the trash bin. I’m like, you could’ve just placed it
somewhere that was easy to find. Like, c’mon.” In addressing Desmond, the amber-eyed woman spoke.

“I was a hundred percent sure the video was going to be utter shit, and look, I was right on the
money. I knew you didn't have the guts to take him on, so it was pretty much a foregone conclusion.”

“Yeah, cool. I can’t stress this enough though, I need to get myself an anesthesia first then I can
hand the stu� for you to cook.” He emitted a faint whine as he cast his eyes upward at the ceiling.



“Oh, come ON. Do you really have to do this? Honestly, I think you look cooler this way.” Though
the distress in her voice was undeniable, the facade of merriment she donned remained steadfast.

With measured steps, Aurora advanced towards the pair to interject. “Desmond, it would appear
that the amenities Haven has elected upon you are to your discerning taste.”

Aurora knew that Desmond saw an opportunity to elevate his own standing by lending aid to
Haven. He learned that she brought in a substantial income and that Haven was on the hunt for
Sweetboy, of whom Desmond had extensive knowledge. Fueled by a desire for a life of lavish excess,
Desmond eagerly o�ered his assistance in the pursuit.

Desmond's gaze flitted to his mirrored image on the glass pane, releasing a breath in a soft sigh.
“It’s not the same when my face hurts all the time, you know? Especially when I can't look at chicks
without feeling like a freak show.”

“Oh, it’s the doll from before!” The camcorder's lens, trained on Aurora's small frame.

“Greetings, Agatto.” Aurora gestured with her delicate hand, her gaze cast upon Agatto with a
blend of wonder and bewilderment, grappling with how to respond to the eccentric filmmaker.

Agatto is Desmond’s Stand. She’s a young woman driven by her fervor for cinematography. She
would spend countless hours capturing every element within her purview, as if the camcorder were an
extension of her body. The camcorder also held a profound, almost carnal allure to her, evident in the
state of constant arousal Agatto seemed to be in when she gripped it. She was always lost in her own
world, focusing intently on capturing the perfect shot. Those around her often remarked on the
intensity of her gaze as she filmed, as if she was in a trance. Agatto possessed a natural aptitude for
creating cinema, her attention to detail and ability to translate emotions onto celluloid were undeniable.
Though her idiosyncrasies were hard to ignore, much like Aurora, some found it hard to shake o� a
sense of disquiet around her and her camcorder. It was as if she was being pulled in by its hypnotic
power.

"Agatto. Might you oblige us in granting Desmond and myself a modicum of discretion in regards
to the discourse of private matters?” Aurora spoke to the odd young woman.

“Ah, but I've got a little quota to fulfill. I gotta have a bit of our star just kickin' back for, like, you
know, ten whole minutes. Um, just gimme eight minutes, okay?” She explained with her gaze fixed upon
the display of her video camera.

“But this is urgent.” Aurora pu�ed out her cheeks and made a face, it was nothing short of
charming, but accompanied her bearing with an element of gravitas.

“Oh, whatever!” Agatto departed, leaving the door ajar. Aurora couldn't decide if her cute charms
or her austere earnestness had convinced her, but either way, it worked.



Aurora loomed before Desmond, her arms firmly folded and her face had a look of emotionless
ire. Agatto furtively peered from behind the door frame, her camcorder at the ready, surreptitiously
capturing the scene.

"What were you thinking?" Aurora asked, her voice tight with frustration. "A girl, you took
hostage and ultimately perishing under your watch. How could you have been so careless and
irresponsible?"

Desmond shrugged nonchalantly, his eyes flicking over to Agatto's camcorder. "They told me I
had to do it. In hindsight, I might have almost let it slip my mind."

Aurora's eyes narrowed. "As a paragon of virtue, do you suppose I shall idly permit this
transgression to pass without consequence?"

Agatto persisted to roll the camera, the palpable strain between the two came to life on film.
Desmond reclined in his seat, his face etched with genuine intrigue. “Huh, I did not expect this coming
from you. What have Lazarus been saying to you?”

The doll ruminated as she rested her fingers upon her jawline in thought. “Forgive my
presumptuous notions of the man, but I shall not entertain Papa any queries concerning the intrinsic
worth of humanity, because he looks so evil and ugly. Though, I shall not hesitate to engage in
theological discourse with him for I hold him in high regard as a fellow sentient being.”

“Okay?” Desmond arched his brow.

“It was through the tutelage of Stigmata that I was instructed in the sanctity of human existence.
Hence, upon hearing of the hostage-taking of the girl, though not responsible for her demise, has
engendered within me a tempest of ire directed specifically towards you.”

“Me?”

“Here’s how it went.” Aurora then reminisced upon the instant the weight of humanity was
bestowed upon her understanding.

Stigmata stood before the diminutive doll, Aurora, her visage etched with a tender grin. She was
cognizant of the fact that Aurora had been crafted bereft of the capacity for emotions, thus, she desired
to aid her in comprehending the importance of human existence.

"Aurora, do you know what makes us human?" Stigmata asked, her voice soft and kind.

Aurora looked up at Stigmata with her large, glassy eyes and gave a mute shake of her head.

"Well, one thing that makes us human is our ability to feel," Stigmata said, her tone permeated
with a serene warmth. "We can feel happiness, sadness, fear, and many other emotions. These emotions
help us connect with others and make our lives meaningful."



Aurora listened intently, her head inclined to one side as she endeavored to grasp the meaning.

"But that's not all that makes us human," Stigmata continued. "We also have the ability to love
and care for others. We can show kindness and compassion to those around us, and that makes us truly
special."

Aurora nodded slowly, as if she was beginning to understand.

"So, Aurora, the value of human life is immeasurable," Stigmata said, her eyes shining with
conviction. "Every person is unique and special, and we should always treat others with respect and
kindness."

Gazing up at Stigmata, Aurora's expression softened into a hint of a smile, a silent
acknowledgement of the knowledge imparted upon her. It was clear that she had learned something
valuable today, and Stigmata knew that she would carry this lesson with her always.

“That is what she imparted to me.” Aurora finished her story.

Desmond was at a loss for words. He was accustomed to her constant vituperations about how
she was the strongest in Haven, and that he was merely an “inferior dullard” compared to her. Her belief
in her strength stemmed from being "God’s elect" and she had no qualms in trampling over others’
emotions. Now, he was being condescended by the supercilious doll with her holier-than-thou
rebuking, feigning concern for his actions with her superior airs.

Aurora's fists clenched. Her eyes, dead cold. "How amusing, your self-centeredness and
proclivity towards the brash astound me, Desmond. The very thought that your actions are of no
concern to you is truly foolish. Do try to take things with a bit more gravity, and consider the e�ect your
actions have on those around you- if you can spare a thought that is." She spoke in a monotone, devoid
of any inflection.

“So? What are you going to do?” Desmond's words were laced with a touch of derision.

“I’m going to tell Papa.” Aurora snobbishly turned her head to the side.

“But I already told him.” Desmond caught the doll’s attention. “He told me that it didn’t matter
what I did.”

“Surely, there must have existed alternative methods that did not necessitate mortality as a
requisite?” Aurora rebutted.

“Ask Cauldron.”

Aurora ruminated momentarily, her eyes wandering from left to right. “Provided Papa deems it
acceptable, then I suppose it’s alright.” Aurora ceased her protestation. Desmond thought it was fittingly



puerile from the doll that she quickly dismissed her shallow grievances. “So, have you finished devising
your plans of confronting him alone yet?” She continued.

Desmond glanced at the camcorder that peeked by the door frame. “Are you still filming?”

Agatto’s voice resounded outside. “Uhh, yeah…”

“Sure, go ahead and capture this moment for all to see. I'm done, I give up. I’m passing the reins
over to Haven.” Desmond asseverated with a weary, solemn look.

Aurora's lips parted in a subtle expression of confusion.

“Ehhh?” The eccentric filmmaker bemused. “Whoa, whoa, whoa! You can't just pass the buck like
that. Sure, your showing at the party was less than stellar, but c'mon, there's no way you're gonna sink
any lower. You can’t just ruin my film!”

“No, fuck you for RUINING my face!” Desmond flipped a middle finger right in front of the
camera with his tongue out. “Fuck your film!”

Aurora’s eyes dilated as she beheld Desmond’s brash remark to the camera, and came to realize
the act of flipping the bird was a sign of disrespect. She mused that extending the tongue heightened the
slighting act like a cherry on top. “Oh.” Aurora's lips parted slightly in amazement, much like a child's
upon learning something new.



“Why get so worked up over a little mishap? The ocean is teeming with potential catch, if you
catch my drift.” Agatto tried to inspirit him with a futile platitude. “Just think of it as a bad joke.”

Anger had distended from his eyes with a fiery, bloodshot hue. “That was not a goddamn joke.
I’ll fucking kill you!”

“Oooh... Scary. What happened?” Aurora murmured with a passionless tone, her eyes alight with
a flicker of unease.

“Woah, you guys really flipped him o�, huh?” Agatto was taken slightly aback.

The mouth from before blossomed on Desmond’s cheek. “Looks like someone missed their cue.
Instead of taking center stage like the script called for, you were content to lurk in the shadows. Tsk,
tsk.”

Another mouth appeared, this time on his neck. “We let you have free rein as long as you
manage to scrape by.” It explained. “But, it seems like the lesson didn't stick, did it now?”

Desmond's body suddenly seized with spasms, sending him tumbling down from the couch, his
limbs writhing in agony, yet a cruel chuckle still escaped his lips. “I highly doubt anyone would even
notice if Sweetboy died, let alone know for sure without a first-hand account or someone spilling the
beans.” He tittered as persistent stabs of pain relentlessly assaulted him.

Aurora pitied him. She remembered his frequent episodes of intense pain caused by the
parasites residing inside him, the "critics" as they would like to be called. The manifestation of these
entities, a result of his case 53 mutation, had led to their maturation and attainment of autonomy. They
would often assert themselves, meting out punishment in the form of prolonged pain for Desmond's
disobedience. The parasites’ sustenance derived from Desmond's flesh and blood, a fact made evident by
the abundance of bandages adorning his form. While Aurora was cognizant of the correlation between
the filming they were engaged in and the "critics", she remained perplexed by the intent behind such
actions. She also knew that should Desmond entertain the notion of her eliminating Sweetboy, one of
the "critics" would enact a dire punishment by devouring his heart, a consequence for breaking the
restrictions imposed upon him by the entities.

He relished the preferential treatment bestowed upon him by the organization, and in exchange,
he promised to assist Haven in maintaining his privileged status. He convinced them that he would take
care of eliminating Sweetboy himself, but they knew deep down that he was not capable of completing
the task. They bided their time, patiently waiting for him to come to his senses and hand over the task to
Aurora.

Agatto laid her camcorder aside, exposing her freakishly odd, amber eyes that dazzled like gems.
She knelt down, her fingers gently running through Desmond's hair as she smiled with a�ection. “Don't
sweat it darling, I'll be the first one to know if Sweetboy bites the dust. Trust me, this film's gonna be a
hit and you, my friend, are gonna be the actor for it, whether you like it or not.” She spoke softly, her



words a gentle whisper. Desmond had no idea how she would’ve known, as the abilities of his Stand
were still a mystery to him.

Desmond crumpled to the ground as waves of pain overtook him, losing consciousness.

“He finally gave in. It's important that Papa is informed ahead of time so we can proceed with
the operation…” Aurora turned to leave the room, but Agatto quickly seized her porcelain arm. "Wait!"
she exclaimed, lowering herself to Aurora's level and pointing her camera directly at her face.

“Say cheese!”

“Cheese.” What was meant to resemble a smile, instead revealed itself as a sneering grin.
“Permit me to depart, if it pleases you.”

“Go ahead!” As Agatto replied, the doll pivoted on her heels and sauntered away, leaving Agatto
to mutter under her breath, "Weird doll." She then returned to tend to Desmond.

"Yo, you think we totally blew it picking this dude?” The sentient gash on Desmond’s neck
questioned.

"We had hoped for the embodiment of the solitary avenger, a person consumed by the drive for
vindication. But instead, we are presented with an individual who appears to be wholly indi�erent.” The
parasite on his cheek complained. "The thought of him being so callous towards the fate of those he
should’ve held dear is quite distressing.”



Agatto emanated an undercurrent of blood-curdling resolve. “No, this will work.” She grinned
from ear to ear. “For sure.”

The door suddenly barged open, imposing a young woman with bright and resplendent
electricity permeating her entire voluptuous body. Her eyes blazed with fury and resolve. She had been
itching for a fight, and she was determined to take the man who had dared to defy her and her “business
partner.”

But as she scanned the room, her face fell in disappointment. Desmond was lying unconscious
on the floor, his body slack and motionless.

“Oh, I remember you! You're that electric chick that didn't really bring much to the cake party,
am I right?” Powertrip was unsure whether to be insulted or disconcerted, for the amber eyed woman
seemed unreasonably imprudent of her own words, coupled with her guise that appeared too innocuous
and oblivious.

Powertrip found herself wondering, how did she know about the cake party? “How did you
kno-” She uttered, but cut herself o� as she regained her composure. The woman pointed to Agatto's
direction, releasing an air of pompous dominance. “I don’t have time for you. Wake this man up.”

“Oh, he just passed out like a second ago. Sorry about that.”

“Pathetic.” Powertrip cursed under her breath. "Tell me the moment he wakes up," She growled.
"I want to be the first one to lay into him. He's got a lot of nerve, crossing me and my business partner



like that. He's going to pay for his insolence." She then turned to the side, pu�ed her torso with a
bumptious rudeness to it, looked down at Agatto and walked away with an exaggerated swagger.

Agatto nodded obediently and made a note to inform Powertrip as soon as Desmond regained
consciousness. “Hmm, what’s she doing here?”

The Haven cathedral, its design winding and captivating like a serpent's coil. The walls, constructed of a
pale beige stone, are adorned with rows of lancet windows, allowing for scintillating rays of white light
to flood the interior, casting intricate shadows from the traceries’ ribs of moulding. Flying buttresses
line the exterior, like outstretched wings. The flamboyant yet delicate branching stone-carved patterns
that permeate the edifice are of remarkable composition, embellishing the pointed arches, the triforium,
and the massive pillars that support the structure. Its grandeur and opulence befitting of a religious
sanctuary. The transept and the choir are also adorned with beautiful frescoes, and sculptures, creating
a sense of harmony and balance. It was a place where one could reflect on the sublime and
transcendent, and it's a perfect representation of the sacred and the profane, the light and the dark, and
the grandeur of the divine.



But the grand edifice stands barren, save for the attendees convening in hushed whispers
beneath the spiral stair by the southern transept. The underground was tenebrous and unplumbed by
the common folk. The air was thick with an eerie stillness, as if the room had been untouched for
centuries. The only sound were the soft echoes produced by the flickering tapers. One can feel the
presence of the divine and the past that lingers within its stone walls.

Sitting at the center of the conference table, illuminated by candles clustered together on a
brass candlestick, there sits a large, corpulent butterball. His frame clad with a loose cassock, large frills
encircling the collar. He grinned from cheek to cheek, scars are crossed from his temple to his lips’
commissure at each side. “Oh, Aurora! Come here.” He patted his lap.



“Hi Papa, I’ve good news for you.” She sat on his lap. Lazarus almost looked like a giant
compared to her diminutive figure. With a tender embrace, he enveloped her shoulders with his large
hands, conveying his paternal warmth. “Have you finally convinced him?” Lazarus asked.

“No, he relinquished on his own. We can finally execute the operation.” She divulged, somewhat
imbued with a tinge of enthusiasm in her emotionless tone.

“Well done, Aurora.” Lazarus patted Aurora’s head.

To Lazarus' right, delicately perched, was a girl of eerie allure. Her hair, a cascade of white,
flowed like bandages over half of her face. Her ghostly skin, as white as snow, was adorned in a flowing
black habit, cinched at the waist with a tunic belt, scapular, and veil. Though not a part of the
assassination plan, Stigmata had chosen to grace the gathering with her presence. “Uhm, good job!” the
nun nervously whispered to the doll.

"My role in the matter was insignificant, as I had previously stated, for he abandoned his
pursuits of his own accord.” Aurora replied.

“Ah, is that so?” She ran her fingers through her hair, ru�ing her locks.

“The electric girl will come within a few minutes.” Father Dogan, who is at Lazarus’s left,
whispered to him. He wore a permanent stoic demeanor. His russet-tinted sunglasses flickering from
the candlelight.

“Have you assuaged her yet? She might be hard to control.” Lazarus asked Dogan.



“She suddenly ought to know better than to confront our target upfront. Although, she’s hostile
to Desmond. Is that a problem?”

Lazarus sighed. “It seems like we won’t need him anymore if what Aurora had just was true, but
he helped us a lot with his intel. Tell the girl to relax.”

“I am completely relaxed.” Radiant in the darkness, the girl of lightning stood with her hand
confidently placed on her waist. ‘Ohohoho! Lying about my servant was such a brilliant move, now all
the riches provided by the bounty will be mine only!’ A devious grin spread across her face as she
relished in the fruition of her plotting.

“Ack! Who’s that?” Stigmata shielded her eyes against the resplendent radiance of the electric
maiden.

Her eyes descended to the sister, who seemed unaccustomed of her brilliance. “Oh, the name’s
Powertrip. I graced this dump with my presence for two reasons. One, to calculate the monetary reward
I’d receive. And two, to put an end to that pathetic excuse for a kidnapper. Was that easy enough for you
to understand?” Her tone, su�used with condescension.

Her arrogant bearing dissolved swiftly and changed into that of excitement the moment she
brought upon monetary matters. “So, when am I going to get my cut?”

“Speak of the devil!” With open arms, Lazarus rose to greet Powertrip, his welcoming stance
beckoning him forward. Powertrip's gaze strayed, rolling her eyes away from the rotund man.

“The day after we get rid of Sweetboy, which would be the day after tomorrow.” Dogan said in
response.

“All I have to do is activate my EMP wave right?” Powertrip settled into the closest seat at the
table.

"Yes, we're going to send Sweetboy to a banishment realm that Lazarus made just for this
mission. It's perfect for what we need to do, and we'll have complete control over him once he's there.
He'll be stuck in a room with Aurora, and she'll take care of the rest. You and I will be in a di�erent room,
so there's no way he can get to us. As soon as I say the word, you'll turn on the EMP wave and that'll be
that.” Dogan expounded his thoughts.

“Phenomenal.” She said with a lack of attentiveness. “How much would I get?” With a gesture of
pomposity, Powertrip hugged her biceps and tucked one leg behind the other.

“A pathetic, meager amount.” Aurora rejoined with an o�and remark.

“Huh?” Powertrip scowled, which caused the ambience of the already dimly lit room to grow
even more caliginous.



"Even still, your entitlement to such a share remains questionable.” Aurora’s glassy eyes
reflected a cold tenebrosity.

Powertrip raised an eyebrow in response, denoting her habitual snobbery of those who defy her.

“Pardon my skepticism Papa, but her involvement in this operation seems to be a mistake.”
Aurora’s emotionless eyes oppressed a subtle hint of condescension towards Powertrip. “She’s useless.”
The doll whispered to her Papa, her palm mu�ing her words.

“Huh? I wasn’t talking to you, doll. So shut up.” Powertrip's brows puckered in a frown. “Answer
me the question, Father Dogan.” She continued.

As soon as the priest began to speak, he was abruptly cut o�. “Your thoughts and feelings are of
little concern to me. You are nothing more than a tool, a mere pawn in our game, a means to an end.”
The doll surged a series of cold rebukes.

“Oh, here it goes.” Dogan, visibly ru�ed, placed his hand on his temple.

“What would you do if I left this operation then? Your plan would fail.” Powertrip asserted with a
disdainful smirk. “You fools need me! I know how uptight Haven is when it comes to choosing their
allies, but the fact that you sanctimonious sycophants had to hire a villain is an obvious sign of
desperation!”

"Please, calm yourself, Madam.” Lazarus replied nonchalantly, his fingers running gently over
the doll’s scalp.

“Sweetboy's demise, a task of ease, an elementary foe, I alone can accomplish. Your role, naught
but a pawn whose role is to act on a statistically improbable countermeasure.” With a haughty flourish,
the doll's torso turned towards Powertrip, her chest pu�ed up. “The possibility of him grasping his
phone, a remote likelihood, as teleportation his solitary refuge. Yet, should he dare to move an inch,
death an ineluctable fate, rendering your part ab-so-lute-ly useless. Your participation in this operation
is dependent on the slim chance that I might make an error which makes the very thought of it amusing,
as it is impossible.”

Infuriated, serrated streaks of lightning surged from Powertrip’s eyes.

“Oh, you know why we had to gather a team? In light of the aptitudes of my foe, it’s evident that
I would incur an exorbitant amount of collateral damage if little old me were to left to my own accord.
The entire purpose of this operation is to completely nullify the casualties that I would otherwise
inflict.” Her features were a mask of emptiness, yet her silence spoke volumes of her disdain. “So watch
your mouth, lowly villain. ” Aurora extended her arm, her finger pointed like an arrow towards
Powertrip.

“Aurora…” The nun murmured audibly.



With a sudden movement, Powertrip rose to her feet, her palms crashing against the table.
Electricity crackled and surged from them. “You don’t patronize me, doll. I don’t even know how you got
these grudges with me in the first place.” She lifted her chin high and placed her hand on her heart in a
grandiose flourish. “Your facile reasoning of spiting me just because I’m a villain only proves that you’re
a… a… a b-bitch!” She bawled.

“Hey, old man, you should learn to discipline this spoiled daughter of yours!” She shifted her
glare to Lazarus.

“That's just the way she is.” With a gentle grin, Lazarus reached out and a�ectionately ru�ed
Aurora's hair.

“Good heavens, you’re even more of a brat than me.” Powertrip whispered to herself. “Sigh, I am
not putting up with this child anymore.” Sinking into her seat, she let out a deep sigh.

“Mind you, she’s so much older than me.” Lazarus, still rooted on his gentle stroking.

“What?” Powertrip's mouth fell open in disbelief, her eyes quickly darting to the doll.

Aurora’s deep black eyes radiated frigid insolence as it stared down at the voltaic lass. “I bear no
ill will towards weaklings, it is simply the truth. You are an inferior dullard, and those of villainous
inclinations are deserving of nothing but detestation.” The brusque doll denigrated.

Powertrip let out a fierce growl as she pounded the table with her fists, sending jagged bolts of
electricity dancing around her. “SHUT YOUR MOUTH THIS INSTANT, DOLL!”



Aurora's mind wandered back to something she had witnessed earlier, her head tilting back,
gaze distant. She moved, slow and deliberate, extending her middle finger towards the furious
Powertrip as her short, meek tongue flicked out.

“Oh. My. God! Who taught you that?!” The nun hissed as her face ached at the sight. She was
visibly exasperated, the final straw had been drawn, she can not excuse this unwarranted discourtesy to
their guest any longer. The once soothing melody of her voice was on the verge of shattering into a
menacing bellow, “Aurora!” she yelled threateningly.

“Oh.” Aurora’s eyes slightly dilated, her tongue tucked back inside her mouth, and her middle
digit behind her knuckle.

“Sorry about that, she gets very disrespectful sometimes.” Dogan bowed his head. “I can't
believe we went through all that training and she still can't socialize properly.” Sighing his pent up
stress, he muttered.

“It's disappointing that despite all our e�orts, she still struggles to recognize and empathize
with others' feelings. It's embarrassing to have to admit that.” Stigmata added. “But that doesn’t excuse
her bad manners. Forgive us.” She bowed her head.

"Eh, I expected she'd be a bit of a bitch, you know? Like, everyone says she's this emotionless
doll, but upon speaking with her, it seems though she's hiding something.” Powertrip’s fury reclined and
the sparks around her reposed. “I mean, she always looks so blank, but her words have this edge to
them.”



“She just watches a lot of movies.” With hands clasped in a prayer-like fashion, Stigmata
exhibited her characteristic amicability. “Don’t worry, I'll make sure to give her a stern talking if she
causes any inconvenience for you. She tends to listen when I speak.” She replied with a mellow voice.

As she turned to face Aurora, her face transformed into that of a wrathful parent, her features
contorting with barely contained rage. “You have said some unacceptable things to this lady and I will
not stand for it. Apologize, immediately!” Her normally timid voice hardened into a sharp, cutting tone,
reminiscent of an incensed mother scolding her child.

“Huh? But…” The doll’s dull voice emanated a juvenile air.

“Do it.” Stigmata ordered sternly.

“My sincerest apologies for the harsh words spoken. I’m a bad girl.” Aurora gave a perfunctory
nod, her apology falling from her lips with all the warmth of a winter's breeze.

“Hmph!” Stigmata’s eyes shut tight, drew her arms across her chest as she gracefully rotated to
face away.

Powertrip flickered with a hint of surprise. She was left mystified as Aurora, after being subject
to a barrage of harangues, o�ered a swift, lifeless apology.

“She’s a special case.” Dogan said half-jokingly.



“Though it may appear otherwise, rest assured my words are sincere.” Aurora's eyes met
Powertrip's. The lass evaded her gaze by averting to the side.

Lazarus, with an unsettling, tranquil expression, continued stroking Aurora's tresses with his
plump, pudgy fingers. “Aurora's always had this way of thinking in black and white. She's got these
hardline ideals, you know? It's not like she thinks people like you are evil because she doesn't have the
capacity to feel it. But she knows you're evil. She just goes o� what the book says and makes her own
conclusions.” He could see the confusion etched on Powertrip's face, so he delved into the doll's thought
process, illuminating the shadows of her inquiries.

“Weirdo.” Powertrip muttered under her breath.


