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“My fellow Cunozans,

“I am honored that you have given me the opportunity to stand up before you today. It is my 

pleasure to serve this community and give back to the people who gave so much to me over the course 

of this campaign.

“Some of you are scared of what the future holds. This may surprise some of you – but so am I. I'm

terrified. Terrified that I'm not strong enough to serve this city. Terrified that I'll let you, the people, 

down. But whenever I feel that way, I just remember an old friend of mine – and the time I learned that 

ordinary people can do anything they set their minds to...”

A man with lanky arms stepped into a large, marble chamber. The man wore goggles, and had 

plastic dolphins attached to his arms. The man's hair and his dolphins shimmered in the light, making 

him quite difficult to look at. Following the man was a woman who was the same height as the man, 

but with more reasonably proportioned limbs. Her long hair was blue with green spots, and her beige 

shirt was covered in paragraphs of text describing the concept of information. On top of a raised 

platform was a long, curved desk, with five seats behind it. The seat in the middle was larger than all 

the others, and throne-like. The holographic man sat at a chair to the right of the desk, furthest away 

from the throne. The woman stood behind him.

Four more people entered the room. Two were dressed in bright red robes – a short man with big 

glasses followed by a tall man with small glasses. Standing next to the short man was a tall, muscular 

woman. The woman had blonde, braided hair. She carried a bow, wore battle armor and a quiver, and 

donned a helmet with pointed horns. Following the woman was a blonde, muscular man. He wore 

armor as well, though his helmet did not have horns. He also had a tool belt around his waist with 

various screwdrivers attached. Both muscular people had a golden battleaxe tattooed on their right 

bicep. The short man and the muscular woman were talking.

“So then he says, get this, ‘I left the Cardinals to go my own path’!” said the man in red.

The woman chuckled. “He does know that’s why your boss shot him, right?”



“That’s what I was about to tell him! Unfortunately, my ability's time limit ran up, and his body 

reverted back to a corpse.”

“Wait, so you didn’t even get to ask where he hid the diamonds?!”

“Nope! I guess they’re lost forever now!”

The short man and the muscular woman laughed as they sat down at their seats - the man at the far 

left side of the desk, the woman next to him.

“Honestly, Formosus, your ability gets you the craziest stories.”

“Oh, that’s nothing! I still haven’t told you about the time I had to wake up my nephew. ‘Ugh, five 

more minutes!’ ‘In five minutes you’ll be dead forever!’ ‘Urrrghgh’”

The two burst into laughter for a solid minute. The woman calmed down and turned to the 

iridescent man across from her.

“Well, if it isn't the spectral spectacle himself! Holo-how you doin', Holoclone?”

“Holo-having a blast,” answered Holoclone with a smirk. “Holo-how 'bout you, Bluetooth?”

“Never better,” replied Bluetooth, “Though we'll see how that changes by the end of today's 

session,”

“So, Holoclone,” said Formosus, “Are you actually at the meeting this time, or are you asleep in 

your office again?”

“Holo-why-”

“Oh, don't bother,” said Bluetooth, “I'll just check myself.”

Bluetooth pulled an arrow from her quiver, drew her bow, and fired. The arrow missed Holoclone 

by a hair, and hit a wall to his left. Holoclone didn't flinch, but the woman behind him was positively 

panicked.

“Yup, definitely just a decoy.”



“You know, Googolplex,” said Formosus, addressing the woman behind Holoclone. “You're not 

exactly an effective bodyguard.”

“What would you do if some would-be assassin actually threatened your boss's life?” mocked 

Bluetooth. “Just stand there and cower like you always do?”

Before Googolplex had time to respond, two more men entered the room. Both looked young, and 

were somewhat heavyset and hairy, with thick beards. The leader had white hair, and was wearing a t-

shirt and jeans. The follower had grey hair and black eye shadow. He wore a set of monk's robes, and 

had a bamboo pole strapped to his back. Both men had a picture of an orange teddy bear printed on the 

front of their outfits.

“Heyo!” said the white-haired man, taking his seat next to Holoclone. “What are we talking about 

now?”

“Polar! Good to see you out of storage!” said Bluetooth. “We're just making fun of Holoclone.”

“I love making fun of Holoclone!” shouted Polar. “Yo, Holoclone! Your Fortscore skills are sub-

par at best!”

Holoclone grinned sheepishly. “Holo-hey, I do my best.”

“But seriously,” said Formosus, “What's the point of having an assistant with no combat skills? If 

Gregor couldn't defend me, I'd leave him back at HQ and just bring, like, Petras or something, I 

dunno.”

“It would be one thing if Googolplex was from the Dolphins, like Holoclone is,” said Polar, “I 

remember a few decades ago, there was a guy who had a non-combat assistant, because there was 

literally no other option in his gang. But he doesn't even have that for an excuse!”

“Show holo-her some respect, Polar,” said Holoclone. “Googolplex is a very useful holo-asset to 

my work as a city council member.”

“You wanna know my theory?” taunted Bluetooth. “I think you just hired Googolplex because of 

her nice pair of 'tumuli tombs', if you catch my drift. What are your thoughts, Formosus? Is this 

Dolphin trying to raid that Eagles' nest?”



“Uhh... what?”

“You know! Uh... wait, have you ever been with a woman, Formosus?”

“Vow of celibacy.”

“Huh. Well, you're missing out.”

Two more people walked through the door. The first was a man in his fifties, carrying an empty 

stout glass. He wore a blue suit with a white cravat, and a white powdered wig. The man's left suit arm 

was torn off, and there was a tattoo on the inside of his left arm. The tattoo was the word “Brewpub” in 

large, pristine, cursive handwriting, warped only by the man's slightly sagging skin. He was followed 

by a young woman with silver hair. She wore an extremely short frilly pink crop top, and red gym 

shorts that were cut two inches shorter than normal. The word “Cherry” was tattooed on her left arm, 

though the handwriting used for hers was shakier and less refined than the older man's. The man sat at 

the large chair in the center of the table, and the woman stood behind him.

“Formosus, Bluetooth, Holoclone, thank you all for joining me,” said the man whose name was 

probably Brewpub. “Polar, you're looking quite young today – I take it your latest ice bath went well? 

Now, our first order of business is the referendum that was up for a vote last week. The Vikings and the

Patriots have both laid claim over a warehouse by the eastern docks-”

“You mean, the Vikings own a warehouse by the eastern docks, and you randomly decided to hold 

a referendum in an attempt to take it from us?” retorted Bluetooth.

“Splitting hairs,” said Brewpub. “Now, the people were polled, and the votes were tallied. We 

should be receiving word of the results any minute now...”

Underneath a large clock, across from the council members, a large pair of double doors burst 

open. Through them galloped a centaur, with dark blue fur and hair. The human half wore a t-shirt, with

a pair of clam shells printed over her chest, and she had a horseshoe hanging from each of her wrists. 

There was a crystal embedded in the woman's forehead in the shape of the number 1, and she carried a 

large wooden box. Her face was remarkably similar to the silver-haired woman's, and the word 

“Midnight” was tattooed into her left arm in messy handwriting.



“Well, speak of the devil!” said Brewpub. “Midnight, how are you doing? You look simply radiant 

today!”

Midnight blushed as her horse half changed into a human bottom half. Her crystal changed from 

“1” to “0”, and her fur turned into dark blue sandals and a skirt. “Oh, I'm just fine, Mr. Mayor,” she 

said. “But that's besides the point. The results of the referendum are now in!”

“Excellent!” said Brewpub. “What have the people decided?”

“The vote was all but unanimous, sir,” said Midnight. “98% of voters chose the YES option – that 

is, the warehouse in question and all its contents rightfully belong to the Patriots.”

“WHAT?!” shouted Bluetooth, standing up sharply.

Googolplex closed her eyes and began to mutter to herself. Holoclone looked at her with concern,  

then turned back to the council.

“It seems the majority of the city sympathizes with my cause,” said Brewpub. “I suppose with a 

gang as influential as the Patriots, there's really no surprise.”

“So tell me, Brewpub. Just what exactly does your gang plan to do with MY gang's warehouse?!”

“Oh, we'll dump the contents into the sea, naturally. And we'd rather not deal with the maintenance

costs of the building, so we'll just burn the whole thing down.”

Bluetooth stared at him, stunned. “You... you're not even going to use the stuff you stole from us?! 

That warehouse is full of valuable commodities!”

“That warehouse is full of tea, yes,” said Brewpub, putting his glass on the table. “And if there's a 

shortage of one drink, who do you think that benefits?” Brewpub pointed his fingers into the stout 

glass, and a thin but steady stream of a pale lager poured out of them. “It's just business, hon. No need 

to get so uppity.”

“You know what? I've had it with you!” shouted Bluetooth. “I get that we're all corrupt politicians, 

we accept bribes, we kill our opponents, blah blah blah, but there are rules to these sorts of things!”



“Rules?” said Brewpub. “I've followed every rule we have to the letter. To what are you referring?”

“Well for starters, you're supposed stop being the boss of your gang when you become a city 

council member!”

“Am I not overdressed for the leadership role?” said Brewpub, tugging at his suit with his off hand.

“I'm sure you recall that that I gave the boss title to Cherry when I was first elected to the council...”

“Oh, don't pretend like you actually gave anything up! Cherry is on as short a leash as they come – 

do you really expect us to believe you lost any control?!”

In an instant, Brewpub's aide stuck her arm forward. Her hand transformed into an axe, and she 

chopped into the wooden desk.

“NUMBER ONE!” shouted Cherry, staring at Bluetooth. “You know I will respond to this 

slight/back down if you must, but if not, I will fight/NUMBER TWO-”

“Cherry, there's no need for that,” said Brewpub. Cherry's arm reverted to normal, and she returned

to her place behind the mayor.

“I dunno, Bluetooth,” said Polar. “Isn't it a bit hypocritical to talk down Brewpub's relationships 

when you're so closely tied to your gang's boss?”

“Isn't it a bit brown-nosey to talk up Brewpub when he's the one who bankrolls your icy fountains 

of youth?” retorted Bluetooth. “Also one, Danish was the boss long before I was on the city council, 

two, she's not my secretary, and three, she's NOT MY SLAVE!”

Cherry's arm transformed into an axe again, and she swung it at Bluetooth's head.

“Möbel, take care of this blossom!” shouted Bluetooth while ducking. 

Bluetooth's aide's left hand spun around, and it unscrewed from his wrist. Möbel grabbed his left 

hand with his right, and threw it at Cherry. The hand grabbed Cherry by the throat and slammed her 

against a wall.

“How does a bastard/inbred/man like yourself/and a moron-”



“Oh, do shut up,” said Möbel, as his hand punched Cherry in the jaw.

Googolplex opened her eyes. Holoclone grabbed her hand. “After this is over,” he murmured, 

“meet me back in my office.”

Googolplex nodded.

“Panda, could you kindly back Cherry up?” said Polar.

Polar's secretary pulled the bamboo pole out from behind his back, and aimed the pole at Möbel. 

Panda's bamboo glowed green and quickly extended, knocking Möbel's head off. The head broke apart 

into pieces when it hit the ground, and dozens of tiny screws were strewn around the ground.

“Now look what you've done!” shouted Möbel's face, as his eyeballs rolled away. “Do you know 

how difficult it is to comprehend the instructions for reassembling my face?!”

Cherry grabbed Möbel's hand and threw it to the side, before leaping axe-raised at Bluetooth.

“Gregor! You're up!” shouted Formosus.

“CRIMSON CALENDAR!” shouted Formosus's assistant. Suddenly, Cherry landed on the ground 

in front of the desk. Gregor was standing next to Möbel's body, and he had pulled the extended bamboo

pole away from Panda's grasp. The pole quickly returned to its normal length in Gregor's hand. The 

second hand on the clock across the room oscillated between 10 and 15 seconds, but soon settled down 

at the 15 mark and continued from there.

“I used my ability to add five seconds of extra time to the universe. Within the world of my added 

time, it was a simple measure to nudge Cherry off-course and snatch Panda's staff.”

Cherry stood up and lifted her arm once more. “I am not throwing away my chop!”

Just as Cherry was about to swing her axe, Bluetooth smiled with an alarming grin. Her teeth 

began to glow, and the sound of a radio tuning filled the room. Cherry's arm reverted to normal. 

Holoclone vanished with a hum. Möbel's body collapsed to the ground with a hollow thud. Brewpub's 

fingers stopped producing beer. He lifted the glass and peered inside.



“A quarter full. I think that's the fastest we've ever finished a session,” Brewpub said. He downed 

the drink in one gulp, then stood up and stretched. “We'll reconvene in two weeks to address the issue 

of gang membership regarding the homeless living in the north side church. Formosus, best of luck to 

your gang, of course.”

“You know, Brewpub,” said Bluetooth through clenched, glowing teeth. “You really are a leech on 

this city. And everyone who isn't a part of your gang is a victim of your blood-sucking schemes!”

Brewpub chuckled. “You think you're a victim? Believe this, Bluey. If you were one of my real 

victims, you'd have no idea I was doing anything wrong.”

Brewpub waved as he walked out of the chamber, followed by Cherry, Polar, and Panda. Midnight 

ran out of the doors below the clock. Googolplex stood paralyzed for a second, then ran out of the room

through the same door as Brewpub. She nervously rushed through the corridors of City Hall. 

Googolplex burst through the door to Holoclone's office, now hyperventilating. A bookshelf slid to the 

side, and Googolplex made her way into a deeper chamber.

The inner chamber was a far cry from the marble structures that the rest of city hall sported. The 

room had a clean, modern aesthetic, and was lit by a dim purple light in the ceiling. In one corner of the

chamber was a desk, with four monitors on top, a powerful computer & booming speakers underneath, 

and a cushioned chair in front. In another corner was a popcorn machine, a refrigerator, and a 

microwave. A third corner had a queen-size bed. There was a couch towards the middle of the room, a 

coffee table in front of the couch, and a massive flatscreen TV on the wall behind the table. Holoclone 

was sitting on the couch, yawning. He wore a headset microphone, and had a game controller on his 

lap. Holoclone looked back at Googolplex, rubbed his eyes, then picked up his controller and unpaused

the game that was on screen.

“Good afternoon, Ynfoe,” said Holoclone. “Holo-how did the meeting go?”

“D-do you want a recap of what happened, sir?”

“Of course not. If I wanted to remember what holo-happened, I wouldn't have made a decoy. I was 

just wondering if any of the holo-assistants died in this session's fight.”

“Uh, no sir, nobody died.”



Holoclone sighed. “Shame. I was holo-hoping for Möbel to kick the bucket. Holo-hate that guy.”

“Sir, may I-”

“Oh, sick! Finally ranked up to triple stovepipe!”

“Sir, p-please, it's important!”

“What, did you want to play? If so, you'll have to wait, 'cause I am NOT letting you mess up my 

address-streak...”

“N-no, sir, nothing like that. It's about today's meeting. According to the head of the voting 

commission, the Patriots won out in today's referendum 98:2. However, sir, I read all of the ballots after

the results were called, and hardly anyone voted for 'YES'. Midnight lied – and Brewpub must have 

told her to do so!”

“And? I thought you said this was important...”

“But Dopal – Mr. Iluso, sir, you're one of the council members! If you call for a recount with all 

the members present, this could reduce the power the Patriots hold in the city!”

Holoclone paused his game and turned to Googolplex. “Ynfoe, you really need to learn to lighten 

up. Life isn't about doing work – it's about having as much fun as you can squeeze into each day! If the 

Patriots aren't interrupting my Saturday evenings, why should I care what they do?”

Ynfoe took a deep breath and looked around. “Sir, I didn't want to tell you this before, but... I did a

bit of digging into Brewpub using my ability. And there... there's a lot of dirt on him, sir. The stuff I 

read from his diary alone would be enough to turn his entire gang against him. I can even give you dirt 

on Polar. You- we could end corruption in this city!”

Holoclone sighed and rubbed his temples. “Miss Riedar. Do you know why you're holo-here?”

Ynfoe paused. “I came to this city because I heard how bad it was. And... and I thought I could 

change things! I thought I could save this city!”

“Incorrect,” said Holoclone. “You're holo-here because I holo-hired you. And I only hired you... 



because your ability lets you find out when the gear I want goes on sale.”

“Th-that's really it?! You didn't want my help with anything else?!”

“Well, that and your coffee. If I wanted to holo-help people, I would be part of a charity, not city 

council. If it doesn't affect my enjoyment of life, why would I care?”

Googolplex sighed. She closed her eyes, then took a deep breath. Dopal stared at her for a second, 

then turned back to his game. After about a minute, Ynfoe opened her eyes again and exhaled.

“Your ex-wife,” said Miss Rieder.

Holoclone paused his game and turned to Ynfoe, one eyebrow raised.

“Her name's Indie, right? P-part of the Raiders gang?”

“Correct, why?”

“According to the Raiders' records... she died two months ago.”

Holoclone chuckled. “Good riddance.”

“There's more. The Raiders' records say that Indie's daughter, Darksteel, ran off to go look for her 

father. Which means... she's coming for you, Mr. Iluso.”

Dopal put down his controller, pulled his headphones to his neck, and stared at his assistant.

“Wh-which means...” stammered Googolplex, “One of two things will happen soon. Either your 

daughter will burst through that door, ruining your life of fun forever... or you'll take responsibility for 

your actions, and learn to care for someone besides yourself!”

Holoclone sighed. He slowly stood up off his couch, facing Miss Riedar.

“You're right, Ynfoe,” said Holoclone. “I... I need to take responsibility for my actions.”

Googolplex's eyes lit up, and she clapped her hands around her boss's. “Really?! You're actually 

going to go find her?!”



“No, I'm not,” said Dopal. Slowly, Ynfoe's eyes drifted. She landed on the couch, and immediately 

fell unconscious. “You are.”

A shimmer of light appeared in front of Holoclone, taking the shape of Googolplex. Holoclone sat 

on the couch next to the sleeping woman, and picked up his controller. The man flicked a switch on his 

controller, and the screen switched away from the game Dopal had been playing. As the council 

member moved the sticks on his controller, a bug-like robot flew up off the table. The drone's camera 

broadcasted its view to Holoclone's television. Holoclone put his headset back on, and tossed some 

kernels of popcorn in his mouth. The clone stood perfectly still, with a nervous expression on its face. 

Holoclone took a small earpiece out of his pocket and held it out.

“Take this, and put it in your holo-ear,” said Holoclone to his secretary's doppelganger.

With deliberation, Ynfoe took the earpiece out of her boss's hand, and put it in her ear.

“Now, Miss Riedar,” said Holoclone. “Leave the office and close the door.”

The Ynfoe clone did so.

“Leave the building.”

Ynfoe walked robotically down a series of marble hallways. She walked past the woman's 

restroom as Bluetooth walked out, massaging her jaw.

“Hey, Wikiplex!” shouted Bluetooth. “Or whatever your name was. What're you walkin' funny for?

Long day of taking porpoise to the printing press?”

Holoclone growled. “Tell Bluetooth, 'What's with the aching jaw? Long day of eating jam filling?'”

“What's with the aching jaw?” asked Googolplex. “L-long day of eating jam filling?”

Bluetooth stared, stunned. “Was... was that an ACTUAL joke? From you?!” Bluetooth walked up 

to Ynfoe and put an arm around her shoulder. “Looks like you're finally comin' out of your shell. 

Googolplex, you deserve a nice pat on the back!”

Bluetooth pulled her arm back.



Holoclone's eyes opened wide. “Dodge! Now!”

 Ynfoe quickly ducked out of the way of the extremely powerful friendly pat Bluetooth was going 

to give her. Bluetooth stumbled and fell on the ground.

“Why you little...”

“Get out of the building as fast as you can!”

Ynfoe ran down the halls as Bluetooth collected herself. She exited the doors of City Hall and 

stopped. The large doors slammed behind her as Ynfoe wheezed from the exertion.

“Ok, good, we lost her,” said Holoclone. “Now, walk to the last known location of Darksteel.”

Ynfoe turned left and walked down the street. Holoclone sat behind his desk and looked at his 

computer's screen.

“So she's headed south...” thought Holoclone. “That's pretty close to the Dolphins territory... 

sounds like my daughter's made a good amount of progress in tracking me down herself.”

Soon, Googolplex was in a large park. The park was covered in litter, and the grass was lifeless. 

Ynfoe walked up to a young woman with an eye patch, who looked like she was made entirely out of 

stainless steel. The seventeen-year-old was pummeling a punching bag tied to a tree. Ynfoe stopped in 

front of her. The girl stopped punching the bag, and her skin returned to normal as she stared at the 

newcomer.

“Can... can I help you?” asked Darksteel.

“I... I can't believe it.” thought Holoclone. “She looks and sounds... just like me! I was worried 

she'd be like her mother, but it seems that wasn't an issue!”

Holoclone's eyes began to well up. “Miss Rieder,” he said, “Go hug her for me.”

Googolplex stepped up to Darksteel and wrapped her arms around her. Darksteel looked 

uncomfortable and confused, but she did not struggle.

“It truly is a shame,” said Mr. Iluso, tears running down his cheek. “She really is a lot like me. But 



I'm afraid... I can't have anyone interrupting my world of fun. Miss Riedar... kill her.”

Ynfoe's hands shot up towards the girl's neck. Before they could reach it, however, her arms 

quickly fell back down to her sides.

“KILL HER!” shouted Holoclone.

Ynfoe lifted her hands again. Her arms were shaking, and her body was sweating. The woman's 

fingers nervously wrapped around Darksteel's throat. Ynfoe started bawling. The girl's body turned to 

metal again, and she attempted to push Ynfoe away from her. Darksteel's arms went straight through 

her assailant, who vanished with a hum.

Googolplex awoke with a start in Holoclone's gamer pad. Holoclone sighed and wiped the tears 

from his eyes. Ynfoe started to cry as she stood up.

“You- you promised!” shouted Ynfoe through her tears. “You promised you'd never use your 

ability on me!”

“I know,” said Dopal, “But I'm afraid it was the only way I could maintain my perfect lifestyle. If I

had gone myself, I might have been found out, after all.”

“Did...” sobbed Ynfoe, “Did I k-kill anyone?”

“No,” said Holoclone. “My Holo-Helper ability lets me give orders to the clones I make, but I can't

make them do something that would be impossible for the original person to do. But don't worry- we 

can work on that side of your personality for the next time you visit-”

The remainder of Holoclone's sentence was cut off by the sound of Ynfoe slapping him in the face.

“Next time? Next time?!” shouted Ynfoe, “There won't be a next time! I've had it with you treating

me like I'm your fucking puppet!”

Mr. Iluso jumped off the couch. He pulled out his dolphin-shaped gun and pointed it at Ynfoe. 

“How dare you speak to me like that! I am your boss, which means-”

“Which means jack shit when it comes to controlling my mind!” shouted Ynfoe. “Oh, and feel free



to pull the trigger. I replaced that with a water gun weeks ago.”

Holoclone lowered his gun. “Well, regardless. I am still your boss, so you need to listen to-”

Ynfoe kneed Holoclone in the stomach, cutting him off. “No, you need to listen to me! I came to 

this city to change things, and I won't let assholes like you get in my way any longer! So sure, you may 

be the council member, but from now on, I'm in charge around here. Got it?!”

Holoclone nodded, a pained expression on his face.

“Good,” said Ynfoe. She straightened her shirt and sat in front of Holoclone's TV. “Now, let's get 

to work.”

“My old boss taught me something that day – although it wasn't an intentional lesson. He taught 

me that if you want to bring change to this world, sometimes... sometimes you have to push past your 

fears. You need to get over yourself, stand up, and do the right thing.

“And sure, I may only have been officially mayor for... oh, about 20 minutes now, but I feel like 

my administration has already been hard at work doing the right thing.

“Take my assistant and campaign manager, Miss Iluso, for example. After learning of her parents' 

identities, she was able to reconnect with her paternal grandparents. A family reunited, thanks to my 

efforts.

“Of course, some people didn't come off quite as lucky from these efforts. Like Councilman 

Pambu. First, he found out that his husband, Former Councilman Eice, was cheating on him with his 

gang's leader, Beas Goldman. To make matters worse, he found them both dead the next day, with 

identical holes in their chests. Such a tragedy...

“And then there's the sad tale of Councilwoman Lexington, and her twin sister, who runs the 

election commission. After they found out that Former Mayor Adams was their parents' killer all along,

they were devastated. They were even more devastated when they found Mr. Adams's body along the 

docks the next day. The coroners couldn't even tell what killed him, but it was either being dragged to 

the bottom of the sea, getting trampled by a horse, or the decapitation.



“But, as we all know, there must be some casualties to make progress! Well, that's all I have to say 

to you today. Oh, wait – one last thing. I'm sure there are those of you listening now who believe that 

this is business as usual. That you'll continue to leech off the good people of this city, sucking them dry 

while sitting on some throne. I'm here to say that if you are indeed a person who thinks like that...”

The newly elected mayor looked around the stage. She saw Councilman Rezo, and his assistant 

Mr. Diablo, both dressed in bright red. She saw the powerful Councilwoman Amleth, and her assistant 

Mr. Kiyah. She looked to Miss Illuso, her metallic assistant. She looked to Councilwoman Lexington, 

wearing a long, pink, dress, and her assistant Miss Campus, with legs covered in glowing geometric 

shapes. She looked towards Councilman Pambu, staff at the ready, and his assistant Miss Henari, who 

fiddled with her G-shaped necklace.

Mayor Riedar looked back at the crowd and smiled.

“...I'm looking forward to reading up on you.”


