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Script 1: "Melvin’s Pep Talk"

Scene: A person sits at a desk, exhausted and frustrated,
staring at a pile of unfinished work. Suddenly, Melvin, their
EMOMO (a little gloomy creature), appears on the table.

Melvin (sighing): "You know, you could just quit. It's not like
anyone would notice."

Person: "Melvin, | need motivation, not depression!"
Melvin: "Oh, right. [sighs] You’re doing great... kind of."
Person (sarcastically): "Thanks, that really helps."

Script 2: "Peter’s Idea of Fun"

Scene: A person tries to focus on reading, when Peter, their
EMOMO (playful and chaotic), pops up, holding a

skateboard.

Peter (grinning): "Why are you reading? Let’s go cause some
trouble!"

Person (annoyed): "I have things to do, Peter."
Peter: "Pfft, rules are overrated! C'mon, live a little!"
Person: "Living doesn't mean breaking things."
Peter: "That's exactly what it means."

Script 3: "Flora’s Stubbornness"

Scene: A person is struggling to open a stubborn jar of
pickles, Flora, their EMOMO (determined and fierce),
appears next to them, flexing.

Flora: "Don’t you dare give up!"

Person (panting): "It’s... just... pickles!"

Flora: "It’s not about the pickles; it’s about pride!"
Person (sighs, giving up): "Fine. You do it."

Flora: [flexes but doesn’t manage to open it either] "Uhh,
we’re still proud."

Script 4: "Ann’s Deep Thoughts"

Scene: A person stands in front of the mirror, looking
dramatic. Ann, their EMOMO (philosophical but blunt), sits
on their shoulder.

Ann (deeply): "You know, life is like a roller coaster... except
with more nausea."

Person: "That’s... actually kind of depressing."

Ann: "Depressing? | call it realistic."

Person (sighs): "l was hoping for something inspiring."
Ann: "Sorry, I'm not in the business of inspiration."
Script 5: "Jay’s Black Celebration"

Scene: A person sits alone in their dimly lit room, looking
dramatic. Jay, their EMOMO (mysterious and cool), lights a
candle.

Jay (whispers): "Let's celebrate."

Person: "Celebrate what? My existential crisis?"

Jay: "Exactly. Another black day survived!"

Person (sarcastically): "Yay, let’s throw a party."

Jay: [grinning] "I'll bring the melancholy."
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Concept Stories:
ALAN

In the darkness of this alley, where the lights barely flicker and the air is heavy with an
oppressive weight, | sometimes feel as if I'm not alone. | keep telling myself it's just my mind
playing tricks on me, but | can't shake the feeling. There's something here—something that
lurks in the shadows and seems to follow me wherever | go. | think it's **Alan**, or maybe it's
just my imagination running wild.

Alan is small, almost childlike in its stature, but it's unsettling. I feel it more than I see it. The
darkness feels thicker when it’s near, and the air gets even more suffocating. | can almost
smell it—a mix of sweat, cheap perfume, and something else, something faint and sickening
like decay. It’s like the alley itself is breathing, and every breath | take seems to draw in more
of that oppressive smell.

Sometimes, when I'm huddled here against this grimy wall, trying to disappear into the
darkness, | hear things. Soft, irregular breathing that isn’t my own, filling the small space with
an eerie rhythm. | know I should get up, leave this place, but my legs feel like lead. The fear,
the heaviness—it’s like it's coming from inside me, but | know it's not all in my head. The alley
is alive, and Alan makes it worse.

The smell gets stronger when it gets close, a mix of old sweat and cloying perfume that makes
me gag. And then there’s that faint odor of something decaying, like a forgotten corner of my
mind where | bury my darkest fears. It’s almost as if Alan feeds on my anxiety, my
helplessness.

I've been trying to convince myself that it’s just a figment of my imagination, a trick of the light
or a symptom of the stress I've been under. But the way it feels, the way the air changes, it's
like it's real. And when | hear that breathing, when | feel the weight of its presence, it’s like my
mind is unraveling. | want to run, but my body won’t move.

Tonight, | found myself in a particularly dark and isolated part of the alley. | was huddled here,
hoping that if | made myself small enough, | might disappear completely. And then | saw it—or
at least I think I did. Alan’s presence felt so close. | couldn’t see it clearly, but I felt its cold,
dark eyes on me, and the air was so thick | could barely breathe.

And then there was this sound—a soft, comforting purr. It felt like it came from the black cat /
sometimes see, Nyx. It was strange and soothing, cutting through the darkness and the stifling
air. For a moment, it was like the weight of everything | was feeling lifted just a bit. | looked up,
and in that flickering light, | saw something else in Alan’s presence. It wasn't just fear
anymore; it was as if it was offering something. Not a way to disappear, but maybe a way to
hold on.

I don’t know if it’s real or just my mind breaking down. | don’t know if Alan is really here or if it's
just a manifestation of my fears. But in that moment, when the purr cut through the darkness, |
felt a warmth I hadn'’t felt in a long time. | think | might have even whispered, “I don’t want to
forget.”

And then, just like that, Alan’s presence seemed to recede. The air felt lighter, though the
smell of decay lingered just a bit. | don’t know what happened, but I think something changed.
Maybe it was just me finally facing my fears or maybe something else. But | feel different now,
like I've been given a choice.

So, as I sit here, huddled in this alley, | can’t tell if it's my mind playing tricks on me or if there
really is something here with me. But for the first time in a long while, | feel a flicker of hope.
Maybe I'm not completely lost. Maybe there’s still something to hold on to, even if I'm not sure
what’s real anymore.
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Concept Stories:
NORA

In the stillness of my room, where the darkness wraps around me like a suffocating blanket, |
lie awake, staring at the ceiling. The night is thick with silence, but it’s the kind that hums, the
kind that makes you feel like you’re not alone. | keep telling myself it's nothing, just the usual
creaks and groans of the house settling, but deep down, | know it's more than that. It's here
with me again, that presence, that dark shadow that knows all my secrets. **Nora**—I've
named it Nora.

Nora isn't like the shadows that come and go with the changing light. No, she’s different. She
lingers, always just out of sight, like she’s waiting for something. I've tried to convince myself
that it’s just paranoia, just my mind playing tricks on me, but the truth is, | can feel her. She’s
always there, just beyond the edge of my vision, reminding me of things I'd rather forget.

| think she knows everything about me—every dark thought, every secret I've buried deep. It'’s
like she’s connected to the darkest parts of my soul, feeding off the fear and anxiety that | try
so hard to hide. And the worst part is, | can’t escape her. No matter where | go, no matter how
bright the lights are, she’s always there, lurking in the shadows, waiting for the darkness to
fall.

Lately, I've been afraid to close my eyes. There’s this fear, this overwhelming dread that if | fall
asleep, | might not wake up. | keep looking over my shoulder, expecting to see her standing
there, watching me with those cold, unfeeling eyes. The fear is paralyzing, but | can't let it
show. I can’t let anyone know that Nora is real, that she’s more than just a figment of my
imagination.

Sometimes, when the night is at its darkest and | can barely keep my eyes open, | hear her
whispering to me. It’s not a voice, not really—it’s more like a feeling, a sense that she’s trying
fo tell me something. But what? What does she want from me? Is she here to protect me, or is
she waiting for the right moment to drag me into the darkness with her?

I remember the first time I felt her presence, back when | was just a child. It was a dark,
stormy night, and the power had gone out. The whole house was plunged into darkness, and |
was alone, huddled under the covers, too scared to move. That’s when I felt it—the cold,
oppressive weight of her presence, like she was right there beside me, watching me, knowing
everything about me. From that night on, I've never been able to escape her.

I've tried everything to get rid of her, to make her go away. But nothing works. She’s always
there, always watching, always waiting. And now, as 1 lie here in the darkness, | can feel her
getting closer. The air feels heavy, like it's pressing down on me, suffocating me. | can barely
breathe, and the fear is like a living thing, crawling under my skin.

But there’s something else too, something I've only just begun to realize. Nora isn't just a
shadow, isn’t just a manifestation of my fears. She’s a part of me, a part of my mind that I've
been too afraid to face. She knows my secrets because she *is* my secrets. She knows my
fears because she *is* my fear.

And now, as the darkness closes in and the air grows colder, | know that | can’t keep running
from her. | can’t keep hiding in the light, pretending that she doesn'’t exist. Because no matter
how hard I try, | can’t escape her. She’s a part of me, and she always will be.

So 1 lie here, in the stiliness of the night, staring into the darkness, waiting. Waiting for her to
make her move, waiting for her to reveal what she wants from me. But deep down, | know that
the only way to truly be free of her is to face her, to face the darkness within myself. Only then
will | know if I'm strong enough to survive the night—or if she’ll finally drag me into the
darkness for good.
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MELVIN

In the quiet hours of the night, when the world seems to shrink into an endless void, I find
myself standing on the edge of something | can’t quite name. The darkness feels thick, almost
tangible, and I can’t help but wonder if it's trying to pull me under. It would be so easy, so
simple, to just let go—to let the shadows take me away from all of this. I'm tired. I'm beyond
tired. There’s nothing left in me, no resilience, no fight. Just a hollow ache that never goes
away.

That's when I hear him—Melvin. My alter ego, my shadow, my darker half. He’s always been
there, lurking in the corners of my mind, but lately, his voice has become louder, more
insistent. And now, he’s whispering to me, telling me things | don’t want to hear but can’t
ignore.

“Why do you keep fighting?” Melvin asks, his voice a low, taunting murmur. “There’s nothing
left for you here. Just give up. Let the darkness take you. You’re not meant for this world.”

He knows me too well, knows the secrets I've buried so deep that even I'm afraid to face
them. He knows the things I've done, the things I've thought, the darkness that has always
been a part of me. And he'’s right—I’'m not meant for this world. I'm a human incarnation of
Hades, a walking embodiment of the underworld’s darkest corners.

“There’s a special spot in hell just for you,” Melvin continues, his voice dripping with cruel
amusement. “A place where you'll be skinned alive with sandpaper and stabbed four hundred
times every minute. That's where you belong. That’s where you'’ll find peace.”

I can almost see it, that hellish place he describes. it’s terrifying, but there’s a strange comfort
in the idea of it. Maybe it's because | feel like | deserve it. After everything I've done, after all
the darkness I've let consume me, maybe that’s where | should be. Maybe that’s the only
place left for someone like me.

Melvin’s words dig deep, cutting through the last shreds of hope I've been clinging to. He
knows how to break me, knows exactly where to push to make me fall apart. But there’s
something else in his voice tonight, something different. It's not just malice, not just the desire
to see me crumble. There’s a hint of something almost...encouraging.

“This is your last chapter,” Melvin says, his tone shifting, becoming almost gentle. “The one
that's meant to destroy you. But it’s also the one that will build you back stronger, if you can
survive it. If you can face what you really are.”

I don’t know if I can. | don’t know if there’s anything left in me to rebuild. But Melvin’s voice, as
dark and twisted as it is, holds a strange power over me. He’s telling me to give up, to let
go—but he’s also telling me that this isn’t the end. That even in the darkest corners of hell,
there’s a chance for something more.

So here | am, standing on the edge, caught between the pull of the darkness and the faintest
glimmer of something else—something that might be hope, or maybe just another cruel trick
of the mind. | don’t know what’s going to happen, and | don’t know if | have the strength to
keep going. But for now, I'm still here, still breathing, still waiting.

Maybe Melvin is right. Maybe this is the chapter that will destroy me. But maybe, just maybe,
it’s also the one that will finally set me free.
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JEFF

Every day feels like a battle between who | am and who | could be. I'm sitting here, stuck in
my room again, staring at the same four walls, worrying about the same old problems. Money,
grades, whether people like me enough—it’s like a loop | can’t escape. | want everything to be
perfect, to have everything figured out, but the more I try, the more | feel trapped.

And then there’s Jeff. My alter ego, my EMOMO, the part of me that just wants to break free
from all of this. Jeff doesn’t care about money or grades or whether anyone likes him. He’s the
wild side, the one who wants to roll in the grass, laugh without a care, break all the rules, and
just enjoy life. He’s always there, in the back of my mind, egging me on, telling me I'm gutless
for not letting go.

“Come on, you gutless wonder,” Jeff sneers at me whenever | start worrying too much. “Why
do you waste your life in this prison you’ve made for yourself? There’s a whole world out
there, full of fun and freedom, and you're stuck in here, worrying about nonsense.”

He makes it sound so easy, so simple. Just let go, stop caring about all the things that weigh
me down, and have fun for once. But | can’t. | don’t know why, but | can’t. Maybe it’s fear, or
maybe it’s just that I've spent so long building up these walls that | don’t know how to live
without them.

Jeff, of course, finds this hilarious. “You’re so obsessed with your first-world problems that
you've forgotten how to live,” he says, almost laughing at me. “Money, love, grades—none of
it matters in the end. You're going to miss out on everything if you keep this up.”

He’s right, and | know it. But knowing it doesn’t make it any easier. The idea of just letting go,
of living the way Jeff does, without a care in the world, is terrifying. What if | fail? What if
everything falls apart? What if no one understands?

But Jeff doesn’t care about the ‘what ifs.” He’s all about the ‘why nots.” He keeps pushing me,
teasing me, calling me gutless every time | choose safety over spontaneity. And the worst part
is, deep down, | know he’s right.

There’s a part of me that wants to let go, that wants to be like Jeff, to just break free and enjoy
the day without overthinking everything. But then the old fears creep back in, and | retreat to
my safe little world of worry and control.

So here I am, stuck between the two—between who | am and who I could be, between the
safe, predictable life I've built and the wild, carefree existence that Jeff promises. It's a
struggle that never seems to end, a tug-of-war between my fears and my desires.

And Jeff, of course, is always there, taunting me, pushing me, telling me that I'm gutless.
Maybe he’s right. Maybe | am gutless. Or maybe | just haven't figured out how to let go yet.

Either way, the struggle continues.
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MAGGIE

Every day, I put on this smile, a bright, cheery mask that everyone seems to believe. | laugh, |
joke, I even get a little mischievous sometimes, just to keep up the illusion. But deep down, it's
a different story. When I'm silent, I'm struggling. I've been crying for days, but no one sees
that. They see the strong, happy version of me, the one who seems to have it all together.

But I'm also weak. There are cracks in this facade, and sometimes, | feel like they’re going to
shatter. | rarely show my weakness, and that’s been my downfall. it’s a detriment, really,
because keeping it all inside only makes it harder to bear. Today, I tell myself I'll persevere,
focus on what needs focusing, and just get through the day. One day at a time, right?

Then there’s Maggie, my alter ego, my EMOMO, the voice that whispers in my ear when the
world gets too heavy. “You don't recall when or how you ended up this way,” she says, her
voice a mix of pity and disdain. “So exhausted. So numbed. You’re unable to question it,
unable to fight it, unable to yell out and protest. All you're able to do is let out a deep, defeated
sigh.”

And she’s right. | don’t remember when it started—this feeling of being so worn out, so
drained that | can’t even muster the energy to question why. I've been on this path for so long,
carrying broken dreams and failed relationships like weights around my neck. it’s like I've
forgotten how to live any other way.

! avoid sad songs, sad movies, anything that might remind me of what I’ve lost or the dreams
that have slipped through my fingers. It’s too much. The memories, the regrets—they’re too
close to the surface, too raw. So | keep them at bay, push them down, and keep up the act.

But Maggie doesn’t let me forget. She’s always there, reminding me of how far I've fallen, how
tired I've become. “You’re too far gone,” she whispers. “Too broken to be fixed.” And maybe
she’s right. Maybe | am too far gone. But what choice do | have? | can't let anyone see the
real me, the one who's struggling just to keep it together.

So I'll keep smiling, keep pretending that everything’s fine, even when it's not. I'll tell myself
that I'm strong, that I'll get through this day just like I've gotten through every other day. But
deep down, | know the truth. | know that I'm barely holding on, that the cracks are getting
wider, and that one day, the mask will fall.

But until then, I'll keep pushing forward. I'll keep pretending, keep smiling, and keep Maggie’s
voice at bay for as long as I can. Because what else can | do?
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Concept Stories:

DOTTY

In the depths of darkness, I've found my only solace in the comforting embrace of food. When
the despair becomes overwhelming, I turn to eating, attempting to fill the void that seems
impossible to ever truly fill. Each bite is a temporary escape, a way to cover up the deepest
and most troubling secrets | harbor within me. For me, food has become more than just a
necessity; it has become a dependence, a means to avoid confronting the harsh reality of my
existence.

Trust is something I've come to see as a luxury | can’t afford. The uncertainty that surrounds
me has nearly extinguished all hope | once had. Every secret | keep, only Dotty—my
EMOMO—knows about. She is intimately aware of the darkness that lurks within me. Despite
my relentless efforts to push her out of my mind, she remains a persistent presence,
constantly reminding me of the sins and misdeeds ! wish | could erase from my memory.

Every day, | don a mask, meticulously crafting an image of normalcy and competence to
navigate through life. This facade, along with the courage to deceive myself and others, allows
me to get through the demands and routines of daily existence. Yet, when night falls and the
darkness envelops me, the mask starts to slip, and | begin to see the hollow emptiness within
myself, the cracks and wounds that lie hidden beneath the surface.

! often find myself questioning whether my EMOMO has given up on me. Has Dotty
abandoned me to my own despair? The answer is no. Despite her relentless reminders of my
failings and the darkness | embody, she hasn’t abandoned me. Instead, she continues to
encourage me to seek the path of righteousness. Her presence remains a guiding force,
pushing me to recognize that even when hope seems completely out of reach and | am mired
in despair, there is still a way forward.

In these long, dark nights, her voice becomes the faintest glimmer of guidance I can cling to.
Though she forces me to confront my inner flaws and the pain | carry, she also reminds me
that it is still possible to choose a different path, a path towards healing and redemption. Her
presence teaches me that, even in the depths of my hopelessness, her encouragement can
be the source of the courage needed to face my inner cracks and search for even the smallest
glimmer of light.

So, I continue to wear my mask, keeping myself occupied with the demands of daily life, and
navigate through the darkness that surrounds me. Despite being on the edge of giving up, !
find solace in knowing that Dotty is still with me, guiding me and encouraging me to confront
my inner turmoil and seek out that elusive ray of hope. Her unwavering support gives me the
strength to face my fears and to continue searching for that faint, yet ever-important, light at
the end of the tunnel.
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Concept Stories:

RICK

I've always hated authority. The idea of someone telling me what to do, dictating every aspect
of my life—it’s something I've struggled with for as long as | can remember. Yet here | am,
trapped in a dead-end job, clinging to a paycheck just to sustain my lifestyle and support my
family. Every day feels like a repetition of the last, a monotonous grind that offers little more
than a fleeting sense of stability.

My job doesn'’t bring me happiness. It’s a daily battle, getting up early, dragging myself to a
place where my only reward is a paycheck that barely justifies the effort. The work is tedious,
unfulfilling, and every day I find myself questioning why I'm stuck in this rut. But the reality is,
the money is necessary. It keeps a roof over our heads and food on the table. It's not about
what | want; it’s about what my family needs.

My EMOMO, Rick, is a constant presence in my mind, always urging me to quit this job. He
paints vivid pictures of a life where | could become rich by pursuing silly ideas that might or
might not work. Rick tells me about the beautiful world out there, one that doesn’t involve
dragging myseif to work every day. His dreams are grand, and his vision of a carefree
existence is enticing. But the burden of a steady paycheck, the need to provide for my family,
keeps me anchored to my current situation.

Rick’s constant urging to follow my dreams feels like a cruel irony. The idea of leaving my job
for uncertain ventures is tempting, but the security of a monthly paycheck holds me back. It's
a daily struggle, finding the motivation to continue with the same routine, knowing that my
efforts are never really for myself but for the well-being of my family.

In the midst of this, the only thing that keeps me from falling apart is the joy my children bring
me. Their smiles, their laughter—it's a source of happiness and a reminder of why | keep
going. They are my anchor, keeping me grounded when everything else feels like it's slipping
away.

Rick, on the other hand, remains a distraction. His visions of a different life, one without work
and without the daily grind of responsibilities, are seductive. I indulge in these daydreams
during my rare moments of downtime, escaping into the fantasy world Rick creates. But it's
only a temporary escape, a way to cope with the daily reality of my life.

So, I continue to trudge through each day, balancing the demands of my job with the needs of
my family. Rick’s dreams provide a fleeting sense of hope and a distraction from the relentless
routine, but they don’t change the fact that | am stuck in a situation that doesn’t fuffill me. The
struggle is constant, but the love | have for my family, the joy they bring me, is what keeps me
moving forward, one day at a time.
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Concept Stories:

EDISION

I've avoided mirrors for as long as | can remember. | can’t stand the sight of myself. Every
reflection feels like a cruel reminder of how ugly and unattractive I believe I am. It’s not just
about my appearance—it’s the way | exist, or rather, the way | fail to exist in the eyes of
others. I'm invisible to everyone around me, whether it's my so-called friends, my family, or the
people I work with. They look past me as if I'm not even there, just a shadow moving through
life without leaving any trace. It’s like I'm here, but I'm not really *here™.

Despite how I feel, I've become an expert at putting on a cheery face. I've even started to
pretend to be a clown, cracking jokes and acting silly just to get the attention of the people
around me. It’s all an act—a desperate attempt to be noticed, to be seen, to feel like I'm part
of something. But even when people laugh or smile at my antics, it feels hollow. The laughter
dies quickly, and I'm left feeling more isolated than before. The clown mask | wear is just
that—a mask. Underneath, I'm still the same person, struggling with my self-worth, trying to
make sense of why | feel so invisible.

The world only comes alive when | close my eyes. In my mind, | can imagine a world without
me in it, a world where | don’t have to endure this endless suffering. The inspiration that
seems to light up everyone else’s lives is just a dull flicker to me. | don’t feel free—I'm trapped
in this body, this face, this existence that | despise. The only friend I have is my EMOMO,
Edision. He’s always there, whispering to me to breathe in and out, reminding me to stay
focused, that somehow everything will be fine.

Edision is the one who helps me paint a picture in my mind of a beautiful island, a place far
away where | can escape and be free from all these negative thoughts that plague me. He
tells me that one day | can go there, leave behind all this pain and finally be at peace. But
even in this comforting vision, there’s a nagging voice inside me that doubts it. Edision tries to
steer my mind away from the things that don’t matter, from the endless loop of self-hate and
despair, but it’s so hard. The ugliness | feel isn’t just skin deep—it’s wrapped around my soul,
choking me.

Every day feels like a battle. | wake up, put on my cheerful mask, and go through the motions.
| try to make others laugh, try to be the life of the party, but it's exhausting. There’s a constant,
gnawing feeling inside me that I'll never be good enough, never be worth the attention | so
desperately seek. I'm constantly pretending, constantly performing, just to keep the emptiness
at bay. But when I'm alone, when the act is over, the sadness and self-loathing come crashing
back, stronger than ever.

Edision is the only one who seems to understand. He doesn’t judge me or tell me to snap out
of it. Instead, he reminds me to breathe, to take things one step at a time. He paints me
pictures of a better life, one where I'm free from all this negativity. But even with his support,
it’s hard to shake the feeling that I'm stuck in this dark place, that I'll never truly escape. | want
fo believe in the world Edision shows me, but | can’t help but feel like it's just another illusion,
another fantasy that will never come true.

So, I hold on to Edision’s words, trying to find comfort in the idea that one day, things might be
different. | continue to play the clown, hoping that maybe, just maybe, someone will see past
the act and understand what I'm really going through. But until that day comes, I'll keep
pretending, keep smiling, and keep fighting the battle inside me. It's the only way | know how
to survive.
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Concept Stories:

THE DIABLO

Every time I'm feeling down, or when I'm just under the weather, this dark figure appears. |
don’t know who or what he is—whether he’s an angel or a devil. He always seems to be
lurking just outside my reach, calling out to me with a voice that’s both captivating and
terrifying. His presence is almost hypnotic, like a siren's song that beckons me to come closer.
The strangest thing is, he never enters my house. It’s as if there’s some unseen barrier that
keeps him out, but his calls still echo through my mind, impossible to ignore.

He always wants to bring me somewhere. Where exactly, | have no idea. But there’s a part of
me that feels like it's a place I need to be, a place that holds answers or perhaps an end to
something that's been plaguing me. But no matter how many times I hear his call, I've never
been able to venture out the door. It’s like my feet are glued to the floor, unable to take that
first step. And every time | close my eyes and drift off to sleep, I'm pulled back into the same
dream—one where he’s waiting for me, just outside, always waiting.

This has been happening to me for the longest time. It’s like a shadow that's been following
me, always at the edges of my consciousness, especially when I'm at my lowest. I've asked
myself a thousand times: What have | done to deserve this? Why is this figure haunting me
whenever I'm down? What does he want from me? The truth is, I'm afraid to ask him, to
confront whatever he represents. I've given him a name — The Diablo—because that’s what he
feels like, a dark presence that knows more about me than I'm comfortable with.

The Diablo seems to know all my secrets, all my darkest thoughts, the ones ! try to bury deep
inside. He’s always there, just waiting, whispering promises of something more, something
beyond the walls of my home. Sometimes | wonder if | shouid just step out for once, confront
him, and get it over with. Maybe then I'd finally know what he wants from me, what lies
beyond if I dare to follow him. But the fear of the unknown holds me back. What if stepping out
is the end of everything | know? What if it leads me somewhere | can’t return from?

The dreams don't help either. They've been getting worse, more vivid. I'm always being
chased by monsters, twisted creatures that seem to be born from my own fears. It's like
they’re hunting me, feeding off my anxiety and despair. The dreams are so real that | wake up
drenched in sweat, heart pounding, feeling like I've narrowly escaped something truly horrific.
It’s driving me insane, this constant battle between the pull of The Diablo and my own fear of
what he represents.

I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up. The more I resist, the stronger his calls
become, and the more terrifying the dreams get. Maybe one day, I'll find the courage to step
outside and face The Diablo, to find out what he really wants from me. Or maybe I'll just keep
running, trapped in this endless cycle of fear and doubt. Either way, something has to give. |
just hope I'm ready when it does.
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Concept Stories:

BEN

I've always tried to convince myself to stop saying “yes” to everyone, to stop bending over
backwards just to help people who probably don’t even care. Friends, family, people at the
office—they all seem to know that if they need something, they can come to me, and I'll never
say “no.” | can't. It’s like | physically don’t know how. And every time, | tell myself that this time
will be different, that | won'’t let myself get used again. But then | hear the request, and before |
know it, I'm agreeing, helping, giving more of myself than | even have to offer.

It's something that's been passed down, I think. My father, when he was still around, would
always tell us, “People come to us for help, we’ve got to help them. They need it, and we
might not get that help back from them, but our next generation will. When our kids are in
need, someone will help them, but only if we help the ones who come to us now. If we don't,
our kids will be left stranded too.” So I've lived by that. It’s like a duty, almost an obligation,
and even when I know deep down that I'm being used, | can’t stop myself. My father’s voice is
always there in the back of my mind, telling me this is the right thing to do.

But lately, my alter-ego EMOMO, his name is Ben, he’s been getting louder, telling me
otherwise. He calls me broken, sagging, pitiful. He says I'm just soft, a doormat for people to
walk all over. Sometimes | try to fight back, tell him that helping people is important, that it’s
what | was taught, but the truth is... he’s right. | feel like I'm crumbling under the weight of it
all, and no one ever seems to notice or care. Ben, though, he notices. He sees it, and he
hates it. He shouts at me, tells me to stop. We've had huge shouting matches recently—him,
screaming at me to stand up for myself, and me, defending this idea that | have to keep
helping, that I have no choice.

It's strange, because lately, Ben’s manifestations have been getting stronger. | used to just
hear him in my head, like an angry voice reminding me how weak | am. But now, | can see
him. He’s real, right in front of me, and | don’t know if that’s a good thing or not. Part of me
loves it. For the first time in a long time, I feel like | have someone who really understands me,
someone who gets the frustration and the exhaustion. Ben knows what it’s like to be tired of
giving, to be tired of being “too nice.” And for a moment, it’s like | finally have a friend who
sees through all of it.

The strangest thing about Ben is his appearance. He'’s this dark, looming shadow with sharp
horns, almost like something out of a nightmare. He looks like a devil, a figure straight out of
some hellish place, and yet, there’s something comforting about him. Despite his fearsome
look, he seems like a kind soul, almost gentle in a twisted way. It's as if he’s here to help me,
to guide me out of this endless cycle of being used. The more | see him, the more | feel drawn
to him, like he’s the brother | never had. His presence is strange, unsettling even, but at the
same time, it feels like I'm not alone anymore.

And that’s the hardest part. Because while Ben is this dark, demonic figure, he’s the only one
who truly understands me. He’s the only one who calls me out for being weak, for letting
people walk all over me, but he does it because he cares. It’s as if he’s trying to pull me out of
the hole I've dug myself into. But | wonder—can I trust him? Can I let this dark part of myself
become my closest ally? Or will letting Ben in mean that I lose the person I've always been,
the person my father raised me to be? | don’t know, but what | do know is that Ben is always
there, whispering that maybe it's time to start looking out for myself.
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There’s something oddly comforting about the darkness, something familiar in the cold, muted
fones that creep into every corner of my mind. Jay calls it a “black celebration.” He says
fonight we celebrate, not because we've triumphed or because life is good, but because we’ve
survived another black day. Another day where everything felt heavy, another day where hope
seemed out of reach. I can’t argue with him—1 never do. His voice is always so calm, so
certain, guiding me through the shadows I find myself lost in.

Jay has this way of making it seem like there’s something to look forward to in the blackness,
something to cling to in the absence of light. “Look at me,” he says, “look how | carry on when
all hope is gone.” And I do. I look at him, and in his optimism, I find something I can’t describe,
something | wish I had. He’s always so sure, so unshakable, like he knows exactly what’s
coming and is ready to face it, no matter how grim. His eyes—they gleam with a kind of
paradise that's just out of reach for someone like me. How does he do it?

There are moments when | want to take him in my arms, to let everything else fall away. To
forget about all the things | couldn’t do today, all the failures that weigh down on me. Just for
one night, | want to celebrate. Not the kind of celebration people imagine, but something
darker, deeper—an acknowledgment that we've made it through yet another day. Jay tells me
it’s worth celebrating, even when the day has been nothing but bleakness. “A black
celebration,” he calls it. I guess it makes sense. Tonight, as the darkness closes in around me,
! find myself longing for his touch, his consolation. | want so much for it all to fade away, to feel
his arms around me, to forget everything. His strong belief in me is something | don’t
understand, but | crave it. | want relief, just for a moment, just long enough to make me feel
something other than this endless emptiness. Jay promises it'll be alright—“I'll drink to that,”
he says with a wry smile. And maybe I will, too. Maybe tonight, we can both drink to the fact
that we've seen the back of another black day.

There’s a strange sort of comfort in knowing that Jay is always there, no matter how dark it
gets. He's not afraid of the blackness, and he never lets me forget that | shouldn’t be either.
He tells me that tonight is different, that tonight we celebrate the fact that we’re still here, still
breathing, still enduring. It’s not a celebration of joy, but a celebration of survival. And
somehow, that’s enough for me.

The blackness, the emptiness—it's all consuming, but with Jay by my side, it feels almost
manageable. Like if | close my eyes and let go, | can float through it, find a kind of peace in
the void. Jay tells me that tomorrow will be another black day, but we'll deal with that when it
comes. For now, we have tonight, and tonight we celebrate.

It's a strange thought—celebrating the darkness—but I think | understand it now. I've lived so
long in it, stumbled through so many black days, that maybe it’s time to accept it. To embrace
the black celebration Jay talks about. To let go, just for tonight, and find solace in the fact that
we've survived another day together.
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MARTIN

Every night it feels like I'm descending, pulled into something far darker than | can
comprehend. Martin calls it the “descent.” It starts as a slow slide, but then it's like falling into
the maw of some monstrous creature, its teeth tearing through me as I plunge deeper and
deeper. There’s no light down here, no ground to land on. Just endless black. The further | fall,
the more my body feels like it's coming apart, piece by piece. The void swallows me whole,
and | feel it—the bottomless pool that never ends. | keep going down, like there's no end to
the nothingness.

| always wake up on blood-soaked sand. The taste of iron fills the air, and my body feels limp,
useless. There’s this awful sound—a choir with no voices, weeping without words. They cry,
not for me, but for something long gone, something lost. Their pain cuts through the air, and |
want to scream back at them, but I can’t. My throat is raw, sewn shut by something unseen,
choking me with the silence. My body is hollow, starving, with no way to nourish itself, no way
to feel alive again. Martin stands nearby, watching me as | struggle.

He never helps. He never reaches out. He just observes, his cold eyes locked on my every
move. “This is your journey,” he whispers, his voice echoing like the dull hum of death itself.
The sound is deafening, like it’s tearing through my mind. Martin tells me that this is the way
it’'s always been—that there’s nothing beyond this, only more pain. The contorted bodies stack
around me, twisted forms piling up, lifeless, and yet I feel no fear. Only nausea. Only the urge
to purge whatever is left inside me, but there’s nothing to expel. I'm empty.

I don’t know how long this has been going on. Days? Years? The last light flickers out, and /
realize I'm stuck here, in this earthless place, transcending whatever flesh | once had. I'm not
even sure | have a body anymore. I'm just drifting, lost in this void, carried along by whatever
force controls this twisted migration beyond life. Martin calls it the next step, but | don’t
understand. How can there be a next step when everything is nothing? When there’s no earth
beneath my feet, no sky above my head?

! keep falling. The descent never stops. it’s just me, the endless darkness, and Martin. His
words are like poison, filling my mind with images of the bodies, of the blood-soaked sand. I'm
supposed to accept this. That's what Martin tells me. But every time | close my eyes, I'm
overwhelmed by the same vision: the weeping choir, the deafening hum, the contorted bodies.
Is this what awaits me? Is this what I've been falling towards all along? | can hear Martin
whispering again. He tells me this is where | belong, that the world above was never meant for
me. He says that my journey has gone awry, that | was never supposed to be there in the first
place. The more he talks, the more | feel it—that pull, that overwhelming need to surrender, to
stop fighting the descent. But I can't. | keep thinking about the last flicker of light, the last
reminder of what I used to be. | can't let go, not yet. Not until | understand.

The voiceless choir weeps on. Their sound is unbearable, but somehow, | feel a connection to
them, to their silent sorrow. Maybe Martin is right. Maybe this is my place, my existence, an
endless migration beyond anything human. But even as | fall, I cling to the idea that there has
to be more. There has to be something beyond this deafening hum, beyond the blackness.
Something Martin isn't telling me. Something more than just being... earthless.
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Concept Stories:

PATRICK

Patrick has always been there, lurking in the background, feeding on my thoughts. He shows
up when | least expect him, when I'm at my weakest. He doesn’t whisper sweet nothings to
me like other people’s demons. No, Patrick comes with venom in his words, a reminder that
I'm not enough. The darkness he carries is suffocating, and | feel it choking me. He tells me
that when the last light inside my head finally burns out, he’ll be there to inhale the smoke,
savoring the ruin of what’s left of me. It’s almost poetic, the way he describes it, as if the
destruction of my spirit is something beautiful to witness.

! think about how unrecognizable I've become, like a body buried along some forgotten
highway. Time has separated me from who | used to be, but Patrick’s disgust remains. It’s
golden, like the sun—an eternal force that never fades. He makes sure | know that. Every time
| think I've escaped his grasp, he finds a way to remind me of the shame that grows in my
throat, the regret that festers deep inside me. He tells me it'll never go away, that no matter
what I do, it's part of me now. A lump of disgrace that I'll carry with me forever.

Patrick’s will is like a cancer. It's embedded in my life, undying, incurable, and it makes me
sick. | can feel it spreading, taking over every part of me. Every action | take, every word |
speak, is infected by his presence. He wants me to believe that as long as there’s blood
pumping through my veins, I'll never be free of him. He wants me to feel the weight of his
influence, to understand that he controls everything. And the worst part is, | believe him. |
believe that I'll never escape this, that the thought of him will always sicken me, and yet, |
can'’t get rid of him.

There’s this burning hatred that Patrick harbors for me. It’s visceral, raw, and relentless. He
doesn't hide it; he doesn’t pretend to care. In fact, he revels in it. He tells me, with the utmost
certainty, that as long as | breathe, his will is a cancer that will ravage my life. It’s a curse that |
can'’t shake off, no matter how hard | try. Patrick makes sure that | know just how deeply he
loathes me, how much he wants me to suffer. It's not just about controlling me—it’s about
destroying me, piece by piece.

Sometimes, | wonder if | deserve this. If Patrick is right, if I've brought this on myself. The
anger, the regret, the shame—it all feels so justified when he’s around. He’s convinced me
that every mistake, every failure, is proof of my worthlessness. And the more | listen to him,
the more | start to believe it. Maybe he’s the only one who truly understands me, the only one
who sees me for what | really am. Maybe Patrick is the voice of reason in this world of chaos.
But then again, maybe he’s just another twisted version of myself, a reflection of everything I
hate but can’t seem to let go of. | don’t know if I'lf ever be rid of him. | don’t know if I'll ever be
able to silence the voices that tell me I’'m not enough.

But as long as Patrick is here, I'll keep fighting, even if it feels like I'm fighting against myself.
Because deep down, a part of me still hopes that there’s something left to save, something
beyond the cancer that’s eating away at my life.
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Every time | stand at the crossroads of life and look out at the landscape of existence, | feel as
if 'm caught in the surging waves of the sea. Sometimes it's tumultuous and overwheiming,
leaving me breathless; other times, it's calm and serene, making everything seem
insignificant. My friends always remind me that life is like this—sometimes fierce, sometimes
calm—and that I must be cautious and not just drift along with the currents.

My father once told me, “Even those who beg may find a way out. Don’t blame the heavens or
people.” His words have always been deeply ingrained in my mind. | know that no matter how
fate turns, whether it's favorable or adverse, it's a path | must walk. Yet, when I find myself in
the midst of these storms, 1 still feel helpless, like a lost boat without direction.

At such times, ANN appears. She is my EMOMO, a presence both gentle and strong. She is
always by my side, exuding a serene calm, as if she understands that everything in life is
merely a fleeting wave. She reminds me that no matter how great the storm ahead, I can
persevere. We share a drink and chat about the past and the future. ANN tells me, “Emotions
are the most precious asset in the world, far more valuable than fame or wealth.”

Sometimes | wonder if all of this is destined. Is fate already mapped out for us? ANN says it is
both chance and destiny. She always manages to bring warmth to my darkest moments, like a
true friend who stays with me through all storms, making me feel less alone.

When | lament how short time is and how merciless the years can be, ANN reminds me to
seize the youth and pursue what truly matters, rather than just chasing fame and wealth. Her
words make me reflect on past times and understand that no amount of money can buy a truly
happy life.

Every time | spend peaceful nights with ANN, I feel the beauty of life. She makes me believe
that no matter how unpredictable fate may be, as long as there is affection and loyalty, and
friends like her, my life is invaluable.
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FLORA

Every time I look at the world around me, | feel like I'm an outcast, swimming against the
current of society’s expectations. It's as though I'm wearing a different skin, one that refuses to
conform, and Flora, my EMOMO, stands as my constant reminder of this divergence. When |
see others easily fitting into molds, blending into the background, ! feel a fierce urge to remain
defiantly different. For me, persistence means resisting the overwhelming pressure to yield.
Flora embodies that defiance, urging me to stand firm even when the world tries to push me
into the shadows. “Being different is not a flaw,” she whispers. “It’s your strength.” Her words
are a balm to my wounded pride, soothing my soul in moments of self-doubt.

When | falter, when I'm tempted to compromise my beliefs or deceive myself to fit in, Flora is
there to confront me. The idea of self-betrayal is unbearable. Even if the world forgives my
failings, 1 find it impossible to forgive myself. Flora’s voice is unyielding, a reflection of my own
internal resolve. “If you lie to yourself, how can you ever find peace?” she questions, her gaze
piercing through the facade | sometimes wear. Her insistence on authenticity pushes me to
confront my weaknesses head-on, to embrace my flaws rather than hide them. Flora’s
relentless commitment to truth is a challenge | accept daily, even when it feels like a battle.

In moments of desperation, when the weight of unmet desires and frustrations presses heavily
upon me, Flora’s unwavering confidence provides solace. She represents the wild, untamed
spirit within me that refuses to be stifled. Her declaration that the most beautiful dreams are
often the most audacious resonates deeply. “You are your own deity in this journey,” Flora tells
me. “Your stubbornness and resilience are your divine qualities.” Her words empower me to
pursue my dreams with fervor, even when others doubt or ridicule. Flora’s presence reminds
me that even in the face of overwhelming adversity, hope and perseverance are always within
reach.

Flora’s fierce independence is matched only by her compassionate understanding. She
acknowledges my struggle with societal expectations and my quest for acceptance, but she
also highlights the importance of holding on to my principles. “Your stubbornness is not a
curse but a testament to your strength,” she assures me. Flora’s ability to turn my doubts into
fuel for perseverance is nothing short of miraculous. She stands by me, a silent guardian of
my dreams, always reminding me that no matter how daunting the road ahead, | am not
alone.

As | navigate through life’s tumultuous seas, Flora’s guidance is a beacon of light. She
encourages me to embrace the challenges, to see them not as obstacles but as opportunities
for growth. “Let the storms strengthen you,” Flora advises. “Embrace the trials, for they will
shape you into the person you are meant to become.” Her encouragement helps me maintain
perspective, allowing me to find beauty in the struggle and to see each setback as a stepping
stone towards greater fulfillment.

Even when | am surrounded by doubt and fear, Flora’s unwavering support is a constant
reminder of my worth. She challenges me to rise above the negativity, to find strength in my
unique path. “You are not defined by others’ opinions,” she tells me. “Your value lies in your
unwavering spirit and your willingness to fight for what you believe in.” Flora’s unrelenting
belief in my potential fuels my determination, inspiring me to keep pushing forward, no matter
how difficult the journey.

So, with Flora by my side, | confront each day with renewed resolve. Her presence is a
reminder that being true to oneself is the greatest act of bravery. “Embrace your individuality,”
Flora urges. “Let it shine through, and don’t let anyone dim your light.” Her unwavering
support and unshakeable belief in my worth empower me to face the world boldly, to chase
my dreams with passion, and to embrace my unique path with pride. This journey is mine to
navigate, and with Flora as my guide, | am ready to confront whatever lies ahead.
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