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Todd sat slouched on the edge of his living room sofa, staring at the blank screen of his laptop like it owed him money. The hum of the refrigerator, the creak of the apartment’s ancient plumbing, the distant wail of a siren—all of it felt louder than usual. He hadn’t slept properly in three days, not since that first, insistent voice had appeared in his head.

Across the room, Mara—tall, with a sharp tilt of suspicion always in her posture—leaned against the doorway, arms crossed. “You look like hell,” she said, voice carefully neutral. She didn’t wait for an answer. “And by hell, I mean you look exactly like someone I wouldn’t want to run into in an alley.”

Todd managed a half-smile that probably resembled more of a grimace. “I’m fine. Just... processing.”

Mara raised an eyebrow. “Processing. That’s the polite way of saying you’re slowly losing your grip on reality because some invisible guy decided to narrate your life. Again.”

Todd groaned. “Yeah, that’s about the size of it.”

From nowhere—a whisper, a voice that somehow sounded like it was coming from the carpet itself—God spoke. “Good morning! Or afternoon! Or evening! I never get time right, but it’s all relative anyway. Isn’t it fun how humans keep trying to measure me?”

Mara blinked at Todd. “Did you just...?”

Todd rubbed his temples. “Yep. That’s him.”

“Who’s him?”

God’s voice chimed again. “I’m God, obviously. Not the other guys—oh, they call me that, too. But I’m the star of this show. Or at least I would be if I were better at it.”

Mara leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “Wait. Let me get this straight. You’re telling me some... alien... calls himself God, and you hear him in your head?”

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you,” Todd said flatly. “And he won’t shut up. Three days without a full night’s sleep. Nothing. Pills, booze, meditation. He doesn’t care.”

God, ignoring Todd’s human complaints entirely, chirped, “Pills? Booze? Oh, delightful! Alcohol! My favorite substance! Not because I can taste it, of course—I don’t have taste buds—but because I enjoy watching humans make faces at it. It’s hilarious. Why do you do this to yourselves?”

Mara shot a glance at Todd. “You ever considered moving? Like, somewhere far away, where... he—” she waved at the air, “—can’t reach you?”

Todd laughed bitterly. “Yeah, I’ve thought of that. Unfortunately, apparently, birthrights don’t care about geography.”

“Birthrights?” Mara’s eyebrow climbed. “Now it’s a birthright?”

“Yes. Birthright. Lucky me.” Todd shook his head. “According to him, I’m the first human he’s talked to in... oh, I don’t know, fifteen hundred years? Something like that.”

God interrupted cheerfully, “Fifteen hundred years! Isn’t that amazing? So lonely! So lonely! I thought I’d die of boredom. Literally. Not that dying is fun—it’s very permanent. You humans have it easy.”

Mara snorted. “Wait, hold on. You’re telling me there’s a pantheon of actual aliens—your gods—and they’ve been messing with humans for eons? And this... idiot... is the one talking to you?”

Todd groaned, flopping sideways. “Exactly. Exactly. He’s the idiot.”

From somewhere beyond comprehension—like a ripple through Todd’s consciousness—a deep, sardonic voice cut in. “And I’m the one pointing it out.”

Mara’s head snapped around. “What was that?”

God, undeterred, said, “Oh, that’s just Lucifer. He likes to say things like that. Very sarcastic. Constantly.”

Lucifer’s voice, dry and cutting, echoed in Todd’s skull like a cold breeze. “Oh, yes. This is going to go swimmingly. God, the walking encyclopedia of stupidity, is explaining cosmic mechanics to a human who literally has no choice in the matter. Brilliant.”

Todd pinched the bridge of his nose. “Perfect. Just perfect. Now we have commentary.”

Mara’s lips twitched. “That’s... actually kind of impressive. You hear the guy, too?”

“Yes.” Todd groaned. “And he’s mocking me. Constantly.”

Lucifer’s voice purred with delight. “I mean, honestly, I’d be bored out of my immortal mind if I weren’t. Watching someone try to wrangle a creature who can barely form coherent sentences—oh wait, that’s God! Never mind. Carry on.”

God, oblivious to the insult, said brightly, “Well, Lucifer, you should be nicer. Humans like stories! And I have stories! Great stories! Amazing stories! Did I ever tell you about the time Yahweh parted the river? Spectacular, really—just wonderful! Moses almost tripped on the sandbank. Hilarious, really.”

Lucifer sighed. “Oh, yes. Riveting. Sand. Parted. Human panic. I’m almost crying from excitement.”

Todd rubbed his eyes. “You’re not even going to try to shut him up?”

“Shut me up?” God asked innocently. “Why would I do that? I’m a benevolent deity. Mostly. Well, occasionally benevolent. Sometimes I just like to talk. Or, well, I like to talk all the time. I’m very chatty. The other guys, they can handle forms and miracles and whatnot. I... talk.”

Lucifer’s voice was practically dripping with venomous amusement. “Yes. Talk. Brilliant strategy. If I were a human, I’d have been institutionalized hours ago. Oh wait. He already is.”

Todd flopped back. “Yeah, Mara. Three nights. No sleep. Every word of it.”

Mara frowned. “So what, this... God... this alien, is basically just... incompetent?”

“Exactly,” Todd muttered. “Completely. Full-on, cosmic-level idiot. He can’t even maintain a form for longer than an hour, let alone do anything else the other gods can. He’s literally the laughingstock of the pantheon. Lucifer adores mocking him for it.”

Lucifer’s voice piped up again, razor-sharp. “Oh, don’t be modest. I merely point out the obvious. Watching him explain DNA to a human is... well, it’s performance art, really. Utterly unintentional, of course. But still.”

God, ignoring the sarcasm, said brightly, “DNA! Right! We were talking about DNA! Fascinating, really. Athena thought humans were fine, mostly, except for the junk DNA. My notes say it’s still... well, complicated. I’m not great at science. I leave that to my brothers.”

Mara’s eyes widened. “Your brothers?”

“Yes,” God said cheerfully. “All my brothers and sisters. There are... many of us. Connected, sort of. Some of them can take human forms. Some can do amazing things. I... mostly talk.”

Lucifer groaned in Todd’s mind. “Talk. That’s the best description anyone’s ever given. Genius. Truly a cosmic prodigy. I envy him his boundless competence.”

Todd sighed. “You’re hearing him, too.”

Mara shrugged. “If you’re going to go crazy, might as well have an audience.”

God clapped his invisible hands together. “Yes! Audience! Wonderful! I love an audience. You two are going to love my stories. Oh, they’re fabulous! Hilarious, really. Like the time Loki tricked Ra into... wait, no, that’s another story. Or is it? I have so many stories, it’s hard to keep track. I blame my memory. It’s not great. I never was good with names.”

Lucifer’s dry, amused tone cut in. “Memory issues. That explains everything. Yes, that one human knows what I mean. Your ability to ruin every plan, confuse every conversation, and generally flail through existence? Classic God.”

Todd groaned. “Why am I even listening to this?”

Mara leaned forward, smirking despite herself. “Because you’re stuck with him, apparently. And also because... I think this is hilarious.”

God pouted in Todd’s head. “Hilarious? I’m not boring! My stories are wonderful! Hilarious in a very sophisticated way! Some humans have a low threshold for entertainment, I suppose. But you two, you’ll get it eventually.”

Lucifer’s voice, razor-sharp, whispered: “Oh, he’s hilarious. You’ll see. If you survive, you’ll see. Mostly because you’ll be too exhausted to do anything else. Truly, a masterclass in idiocy.”

Todd slammed his laptop closed. “Okay. Okay. Enough exposition. Let’s... try to survive this. Mara, we need a plan. Step one: don’t die from listening to him.”

Mara crossed her arms, smirk never leaving her face. “Step two: don’t punch him in the face. Or me. I’m particularly fragile when it comes to deity-induced chaos.”

God brightened. “Step three: listen to me! You’ll love it! Truly! Hilarious stuff! The pyramids, Odin, Loki, and that time Lucifer—”

Lucifer’s voice cut through like a knife. “Yes. The part where God manages to mangle every historical fact and still insists he’s brilliant. That. That right there is the highlight.”

Todd groaned, burying his face in his hands. Mara shook her head, stifling a laugh. And somewhere, in the background of Todd’s increasingly frazzled mind, God continued narrating, oblivious, while Lucifer’s sarcasm pierced every word.

It was going to be a long fifteen hundred years—if Todd survived.

Todd barely had time to process God’s relentless commentary before something strange happened. The air in his living room thickened, shimmering like heat over asphalt, and then—pop!—there was a ripple in reality itself.

Mara yelped. “Okay, what the hell was that?”

Todd groaned. “That, my dear Mara, is our cosmic welcome wagon. Buckle up.”

From the ripple stepped a tall, imposing man with one eye covered by a golden patch, a long beard streaked with silver, and a cloak that looked like it was woven from midnight. The room seemed to grow colder, or maybe that was just the way the guy carried himself.

“Who the—” Todd began, but God cut him off.

“Odin! That’s Odin! All-wise, all-knowing, except... sometimes he’s moody. But brilliant. Very impressive. Look at that eye! Majestic, right? Absolutely stunning.”

Odin raised his good eye and surveyed the humans. “Greetings,” he said in a voice like gravel over steel. “Humans. You are... involved. Interesting.”

Mara folded her arms, unimpressed. “Interesting? That’s your greeting? ‘Interesting’?”

Odin blinked. “I am not one for pleasantries. Titles, histories, conflicts—I deal in the inevitable. And you...” His gaze sharpened on Todd. “You are the one God has... chosen? Or burdened. Hard to tell.”

Lucifer’s voice slid into Todd’s mind like a blade through silk. “Chosen? Burdened? He’s barely aware he has thumbs half the time. And you’re staring at him like he’s a strategic genius. Hilarious.”

Todd groaned. “I am not aware of anything right now.”

From the corner, Athena materialized—tall, elegant, wearing a tunic that could have been straight out of a museum exhibit, with eyes that seemed to see straight into Todd’s soul. “Greetings,” she said, voice calm but commanding. “We monitor. We guide. We... intervene when necessary. Mostly when this one”—she gestured at God—“creates irreparable chaos.”

God waved enthusiastically. “Athena! Wonderful! So glad you could join! Humans, meet Athena! Brilliant, brilliant, brilliant—doesn’t need me to explain history. She practically invented strategy. I like strategy! I understand strategy! Mostly.”

Lucifer sighed so audibly Todd was sure someone could have heard it in the building next door. “Mostly. Yes. A commendable metric of competence, that one. Bravo.”

Todd whispered to Mara, “Do they... do they all talk like this? Just... appear and start lecturing me?”

Mara whispered back, “I don’t know. But I think we’re about to find out.”

Before Todd could react, a flash of red light appeared, and a short, wiry man with a mischievous grin appeared. Loki. “Oh, this is delightful! Humans struggling to grasp the nature of divine bureaucracy. I adore it! And look, God’s here too. Adorable.”

God’s voice rang out, “Loki! I’m so glad you could join! We were just talking about... uh... tricks! Yes, tricks. I understand trickery—mostly. I’m very observant. Ask me anything about trickery. Or riddles! I know a riddle or two!”

Loki’s grin widened, flashing teeth that were too sharp to be reassuring. “Oh, I’m sure you do. And I’m sure they’re... memorable. We’ll have to test that soon. Perhaps in front of humans. You know how they love testing.”

Lucifer’s voice, dripping with sarcasm, whispered, “Yes. Testing humans with the bumblebee version of God narrating the rules. Predictable genius.”

Todd buried his face in his hands. “I don’t think I’m physically capable of surviving this.”

Mara muttered, “It’s going to get worse. I can feel it.”

God clapped, oblivious to the dread, bouncing on the balls of his metaphorical feet. “Worse! Oh, yes! Worse is fun! Humans enjoy surprises! Don’t they? Isn’t that right? I assume?”

Athena fixed her gaze on God. “You assume too much. That’s your problem.”

Lucifer snorted. “Problem? No, my dear, that’s an art form. Observe. He manages to turn every plan into a farce simply by existing.”

Odin’s gaze swept over Todd and Mara. “You two are... spectators. Temporary, fragile. Yet necessary. Do not panic. Not much. Mostly just survive the idiocy surrounding you.”

Todd muttered, “Great. Just great. I didn’t sign up for spectator mode in a cosmic sitcom.”

Lucifer purred, “Sitcom is generous. More like a disaster documentary with a laugh track you can’t turn off.”

God ignored the commentary, waving at the assembly. “Everyone! Look! Humans! Aren’t they marvelous? Tiny, fragile, endlessly curious, and so amusing! I tried to... teach evolution once. Well, I sort of interfered. It was... okay. Mostly. Some surprises. Incredible species, though.”

Mara arched an eyebrow. “Interfered how?”

“Oh! Well...” God hesitated, then shrugged. “Minor adjustments. Here, there. Slightly confusing for humans, but entertaining. You know? The usual.”

Loki grinned. “Minor? Oh, that’s adorable. Your minor is the catastrophic level for them. Humans think they’re in control. They’re not. Hilarious.”

Lucifer chuckled. “Hilarious indeed. And here we are, three millennia later, watching one still try to manage chaos by talking to it. Excellent.”

Todd groaned. “Could we maybe... leave? Or are we trapped in this divine intervention show?”

Athena’s eyes glinted. “Trapped is a strong word. Observed, influenced, manipulated—that’s more accurate. You’re part of a pattern. It’s very... entertaining. For the gods, I mean. Less so for you.”

God clapped. “Exactly! Less so for you! You understand! That’s the spirit! And you get to meet all the others eventually. Thor! Ra! Quetzalcoatl! So many! And they all have opinions!”

Lucifer, his sarcasm practically audible to anyone nearby, purred: “Yes. Opinions. Divine, absolute, and utterly unnecessary. Everyone gets one. Including me, obviously. But I do enjoy pointing out the failures of this one”—he gestured to God with invisible emphasis—“and you’ll see plenty of it.”

Mara muttered under her breath, “I think he likes you.”

Todd groaned. “No kidding. He’s like the annoying friend who never leaves but has a doctorate in sarcasm.”

Loki twirled an imaginary mustache. “Exactly! I’m a mentor of sorts. Observer, commentator, occasional chaos instigator. And yes, God provides excellent material. So generous of him.”

God clapped again, oblivious. “Yes! Material! I love providing material! You humans understand? I provide! I’m... helpful!”

Lucifer’s voice rolled like thunder in Todd’s head. “Helpful. Oh, yes. Nothing says help like three gods laughing while a human slowly loses sanity.”

Todd pinched the bridge of his nose. “How am I still coherent?”

Athena, ignoring him entirely, fixed her gaze on the others. “We will monitor. Influence subtly. Contain... when necessary. God’s incompetence is... predictable. Loki will, of course, escalate. And that—” she glanced at Todd and Mara “—is your problem. Survive, adapt, do not antagonize unnecessarily. Or else.”

Mara whispered, “I like her already. She’s the competent one.”

Todd grumbled, “Yes, competent and terrifying.”

God bounced in invisible excitement. “Yes! Terrifying! That’s fun! Humans love fun! Well, some humans. Maybe not all. But you two—oh, you’ll love it! You’re in for stories! And adventures! And mistakes! Lots of mistakes. Mostly mine!”

Lucifer chuckled. “Mostly his, yes. And watching everyone else deal with the fallout? Oh, bliss. Pure, unadulterated bliss.”

Todd groaned so loudly he worried neighbors might complain. “I need a drink.”

Mara smirked. “I think we’re going to need a lot more than that.”

And with that, the gods began their chaotic conference right in Todd’s living room, oblivious to furniture, personal space, or basic human patience. Odin lectured on the inevitability of fate while God misunderstood every concept. Athena surveyed the humans like a general preparing for battle. Loki grinned mischievously, already plotting minor inconveniences. And Lucifer... well, he simply laughed, invisible, sarcastic, and infinitely amused.

The humans were trapped. The divine dysfunction had begun.
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Todd woke to the sensation of his apartment tilting sideways. He opened one eye to see Mara standing over him, pointing at the ceiling, which now seemed to ripple like water.

“Uh... what did you do?” he mumbled, sitting up.

“Nothing,” she said, voice tense. “I swear, I didn’t touch anything. Look.” She gestured toward the window.

Outside, the world had gone completely sideways. A streetlamp curved like a bent straw, a cat floated halfway between the curb and the sky, and across the road, a man was suspended midair, frantically waving at nothing.

“Okay,” Todd said slowly. “This is new.”

A booming voice filled the apartment, almost vibrating through the walls. “Greetings, mortals! Observe reality bending! Welcome to... well, something spectacular!”

God appeared in a flash of blinding light, bouncing on his heels like he’d just downed a gallon of espresso. His robes flapped as if caught in a windstorm that existed only around him.

“God,” Mara said flatly, “can you not?”

“Can I not?” God chirped, waving his hands. “Oh, of course I can! But then how would you ever see the wonders of—wait, what is this? Todd, you have an odd expression. Fascinating!”

Todd rubbed his temples. “I have an odd expression because I’m not insane... yet.”

Lucifer’s voice dripped through Todd’s skull, soft and venomous. ‘Yet. That’s the perfect word. You’re on the cliff edge of sanity, hanging by fingernails made of confusion.’

Outside, a shimmer of light announced the arrival of Athena, stepping through a thin veil between dimensions, eyes sharp and assessing. “Humans,” she said, voice calm but commanding. “Your awareness of what is and isn’t real is irrelevant. Adapt. Survive. Observe.”

God jumped toward her, hands clapping. “Yes! Adaptation! Observation! Humans, isn’t this thrilling?”

Mara’s hands shot up. “Thrilling? No! Terrifying!”

Thor’s hammer slammed into the street with a crack that rattled the windows. “I will assist these humans... begrudgingly. Let it be known that your survival is under my watch—temporary as it may be.”

Loki appeared at the corner, leaning against a street sign that had bent at an impossible angle, spinning a dagger lazily in one hand. “Survival under Thor’s supervision. How reassuring. Truly. I can already feel the panic.”

Lucifer’s grin echoed in Todd’s mind. ‘Reassuring. He says that as if the humans are going to enjoy being tossed around by cosmic toddlers in capes.’

A flash of golden light announced Ra’s arrival. The sheer brightness forced Todd to squint. “Uh... do we get sunglasses for this?” he muttered.

“Light is the truest measure of divine opinion,” Ra intoned, stepping closer. “Your species is... erratic. You will endure what you must. Some will succeed. Others will fail.”

God bounced forward, waving frantically. “Yes! Observation! Endurance! Success! Mostly everyone! Wait, no... don’t listen to that. Humans, look, light magic!” He waved, sending a few sparks toward the floating cat, which yowled in alarm.

Mara muttered under her breath, “I think my brain is trying to run away.”

Todd leaned back, scanning the chaos. Odin materialized on the sidewalk, single eye glinting with a mix of judgment and amusement. “Humans,” he said, voice low, “you exist in a pattern you cannot perceive. Consider your options carefully. Or not. That is... subjective.”

Loki’s grin widened. “Subjective. Excellent. Just the kind of guidance mortals need—confusion with a hint of doom.”

Lucifer laughed in Todd’s head. ‘A hint of doom? Oh, meatbags, that’s the understatement of the millennium. You have no idea.’

The street rippled again. Quetzalcoatl’s immense serpentine form glided above them, undulating with impossible fluidity. The colors of his scales shifted, brighter than any earthly spectrum. “Humans,” he said, “do you understand yet? Your perception is optional. Compliance is... preferable.”

God spun in place, clapping like a maniac. “Oh, look at that! Flowing! Majestic! Serpentine! Humans, isn’t this... astonishing?”

Mara’s voice cut through the noise. “I am going to scream. And not in a fun way.”

“Not yet!” Todd shouted. “We need a strategy! Or a plan! Or... anything!”

Athena’s gaze swept over them. “There is no strategy that guarantees survival. Observation, however, will provide advantage. Watch. Learn. Move.”

Thor stomped down, making the floor crack slightly beneath him. “You will obey basic survival instincts. This is my contribution. Consider it... temporary mercy.”

Loki whistled, spinning his dagger. “Temporary mercy. Brilliant. What could go wrong?”

Lucifer purred, amused: ‘Everything. Everything could go wrong. That’s the fun part.’

Todd ran a hand through his hair. “Is everyone just... here to make fun of us?”

God blinked. “Fun! No, not fun! Well... yes, fun! But education too! Observation! Experiments! Mostly—oh, forget that word. Humans, this is important!”

Ra stepped forward, voice like molten metal. “You are instruments for a brief experiment. Learn quickly. Or stumble spectacularly. The results will amuse us all equally.”

Quetzalcoatl coiled overhead. “Witness. You are insignificant yet crucial. That is... amusing.”

Lucifer, as always, injected commentary: ‘Insignificant yet crucial. Delightful phrasing for doomed puppets.’

The humans looked at each other. Todd swallowed. “Do you think any human has ever survived this kind of... testing?”

Mara snorted. “I’m guessing some have, but mostly by screaming and running really fast.”

Thor raised an eyebrow. “Screaming is optional. Running is... encouraged. Survival is... subjective. Again, humans, adjust accordingly.”

Loki’s voice dripped with mock sympathy. “Adjust accordingly, and try not to break anything. By anything, I mean yourselves, the street, or the universe.”

Lucifer snickered. ‘Universe-breaking. Subtle encouragement. Excellent.’

Athena raised a hand, and suddenly the room’s walls projected illusions of countless worlds layered atop each other, spinning and twisting in impossible dimensions. “Observe the complexity. Human cognition is limited. You must adapt. You must...” Her voice trailed off as God bounced in front of the display, blocking the view.

“Oh! Look! Colors! Shapes! Humans, isn’t it exciting?” God clapped. “Mostly good! Mostly interesting! Mostly... oh, forget it. Humans, look here!”

Mara groaned, leaning against the wall. “We are completely powerless.”

Todd, rubbing his eyes, whispered, “I think I just got a migraine from existing.”

Lucifer purred, amused: ‘Powerless? Delightful understatement. You are being shredded by reality, watched by omnipotents, and only just noticing.’

From nowhere, Vishnu appeared, multiple arms executing impossible motions simultaneously. Each hand produced a different effect—some levitated objects, some traced patterns in the air, some cast small illusions. “Observe consequences of interaction,” he said. “Decisions are amplified. Humans are... fragile.”

God clapped, bouncing again. “Fragile! But also resilient! And fascinating! And fun! Humans, look, Vishnu’s impressive!”

Loki leaned lazily against a floating lamp post. “Impressive. Yes. Also terrifying. I hope you enjoy fear, humans, because that’s your new roommate.”

Thor slammed his hammer down, creating a shockwave that sent the floating cat spinning back to the ground. “Fear is natural. Adaptation is required. Survival is... debatable.”

Lucifer’s voice purred through Todd’s thoughts: ‘Debatable. The understatement of the century. You are walking chaos, humans, and it’s spectacular.’

Athena’s eyes met Todd and Mara’s. “Observe. Learn. Move. Even in chaos, pattern exists. Even when the gods mock, opportunity remains.”

Todd muttered, “Opportunity? I feel like opportunity is a cruel joke right now.”

Mara’s lips twitched. “I’d settle for normality, at this point. Anything resembling it.”

God bounced so high he nearly hit the ceiling. “Normal! Yes! Humans, you shall witness... everything! Observe, enjoy, and participate! Mostly fun!”

Lucifer laughed softly in Todd’s head. ‘Mostly fun. He really can’t help himself. It’s adorable in a tragic way.’

Outside, the world continued to warp and twist. Street signs bent into impossible angles, colors bled into each other unnaturally, and the air hummed with the combined energies of gods who could barely agree on the same thing.

Todd leaned back, eyes wide. “We are definitely doomed.”

Mara exhaled, resigned. “Welcome to our lives now. Gods, chaos, sarcasm, and... survival. I guess we’ll figure it out... eventually.”

Lucifer purred one final time, smirk clear: ‘Eventually. Yes. Mostly. Fine. Whatever.’

And so the day began, the humans trapped between omnipotent power, subtle cruelty, and relentless sarcasm, trying to navigate a world where reality itself refused to obey any rules.

Todd and Mara had barely adjusted to the first wave of divine interference when the world seemed to shudder again, a subtle vibration at first, like the earth clearing its throat. Todd looked out the window and blinked twice.

The street outside had transformed into a labyrinth of impossible geometries: sidewalks folded over themselves, cars floated like driftwood on invisible currents, and streetlights twisted into knotty spirals that no engineering or logic could explain.

“Oh, that’s... new,” Todd muttered.

Mara’s voice was sharper this time, honed by frustration. “New? Todd, this is apocalyptic levels of new.”

A soft chuckle, silky and poisonous, curled around Todd’s consciousness. ‘Apocalyptic is generous. I
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