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		Introduction House of Valencia

								

	
				West Hollywood always sold the illusion that beauty could save people from themselves. Neon lights reflected endlessly across rain-covered sidewalks while influencers, nightlife performers, celebrity stylists, drag artists, photographers, and emotionally exhausted strangers rebuilt themselves nightly beneath glowing mirrors and carefully controlled camera flashes. Every club promised reinvention while every livestream sold confidence, perfection, desirability, and emotional validation to people terrified of becoming invisible inside a city obsessed with image. Nobody questioned the performance because performance itself had become survival long before the city realized something dangerous was quietly growing beneath the glamour.
 For Matías Valencia, beauty never represented vanity alone. House of Valencia was built from heartbreak, obsession, loneliness, ambition, emotional collapse, and years spent sacrificing sleep, stability, relationships, and financial security in pursuit of artistry powerful enough to emotionally transform people completely. Every formula, every pigment, every chrome compact case, every reflective campaign concept, and every luxury rendering carried pieces of his private emotional survival hidden beneath polished branding. House of Valencia was never simply makeup to him because emotionally it represented proof that pain could become something beautiful enough to make broken people feel invincible again.
 Everything collapsed almost simultaneously. His boyfriend Javier left him publicly after years together while his management company quietly abandoned him behind the scenes once House of Valencia started experiencing financial instability. Before Matías even had the opportunity to officially launch the collection, one of the largest cosmetics corporations in America unveiled a luxury beauty line using formulas nearly identical to prototypes he spent years developing privately inside his apartment studio. Social media celebrated the campaign as revolutionary while influencers flooded the internet praising products built from stolen work connected directly to Matías’ emotional collapse. Watching strangers celebrate the theft of House of Valencia transformed heartbreak into something far darker because somebody close enough to access his private development materials had destroyed his future before it even began.
 What nobody understood was that the formulas connected to House of Valencia contained something hidden far beneath ordinary cosmetic chemistry. Years earlier, Matías accidentally discovered an experimental reflective pigment purchased through underground suppliers operating outside traditional beauty manufacturing networks. The material reacted strangely beneath certain lighting conditions while producing emotional responses stronger than confidence itself during product testing sessions. Clients wearing early prototypes described overwhelming emotional euphoria, heightened self-perception, vivid dreams, emotional dependency, and disturbing experiences involving mirrors behaving unnaturally after prolonged exposure to the formulas. At first, the reactions appeared harmless enough to dismiss as psychological suggestion connected to beauty culture itself. Nobody realized the reflective material responded directly to human emotion until the outbreak had already begun spreading throughout the city.
 As the stolen formulas entered mass production publicly through the Euphoria Veil campaign, West Hollywood slowly began changing beneath the glamour surrounding nightlife culture, influencer branding, cosmetic reinvention, livestream performance, and curated digital identity. Emotionally vulnerable people became increasingly obsessed with perfected versions of themselves while mirrors throughout the city started behaving strangely beneath neon lighting and reflective surfaces. Livestream personalities experienced emotional instability during broadcasts while beauty influencers developed compulsive relationships with reflective environments connected to the products. Reality itself slowly started distorting psychologically beneath the city because emotional projection no longer remained confined to performance alone.
 Reflection eventually stopped behaving like reflection entirely. Mirrors began displaying emotionally perfected versions of people capable of existing independently beyond the glass itself while emotionally exhausted individuals increasingly preferred those perfected projections over vulnerable human reality. Beauty evolved into psychological warfare beneath synchronized silver-blue shimmer spreading throughout nightlife districts across West Hollywood. Humanity’s obsession with perfection, validation, reinvention, emotional projection, and curated identity transformed into something physically contagious powerful enough to destabilize the separation between emotional fantasy and reality itself.
 At the center of the collapse stood Matías Valencia, emotionally broken enough to recognize the danger before anyone else understood what was emerging from behind the glass. While corporations, influencers, nightlife figures, and emotionally dependent audiences embraced reflective perfection willingly, Matías slowly realized the outbreak spreading throughout the city was not simply connected to beauty products anymore. Something far more dangerous had awakened beneath House of Valencia. Something capable of transforming heartbreak, loneliness, insecurity, emotional projection, and humanity’s obsession with perfection into an entirely new form of existence.
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		The Breakup Suite

								

	
				Rain pressed softly against the floor-to-ceiling windows of Matías Valencia’s apartment while muted reality shows flickered across the television without holding his attention for more than a few seconds at a time. The room smelled like melted candle wax, expensive cologne, setting spray, stale takeout, and pistachio ice cream softening inside open containers scattered across the marble kitchen counter. Cosmetic sketches, unpaid invoices, half-tested makeup formulas, and shipping receipts covered nearly every available surface inside the apartment, creating the kind of chaos that only made sense to someone who had spent years sacrificing sleep for ambition. Matías remained buried beneath a blanket on the oversized sectional sofa wearing black sweatpants, a faded tank top, and smeared eyeliner that had survived two sleepless nights without being properly removed.
 His phone rested face-down beside him because every notification felt emotionally dangerous. Friends continued sending supportive messages that sounded rehearsed, influencers posted fake concern beneath gossip clips for attention, and beauty commentary accounts replayed his emotional livestream from the night Javier left him alone inside this apartment. Matías regretted opening that livestream almost immediately after it started, though deleting it afterward accomplished nothing because millions of strangers had already watched him cry on camera while trying to understand how somebody could fall out of love so quickly after four years together. The internet treated heartbreak like public entertainment once enough followers became involved.
 The apartment no longer felt familiar without Javier living inside it. Empty shelving remained visible where expensive jackets once hung near the hallway entrance, while the bathroom counter looked strangely hollow without Javier’s luxury skincare products organized beside the sink in perfect rows. Silence filled the apartment differently now because Javier always played music somewhere regardless of the hour, usually old Spanish ballads or dramatic dance remixes echoing softly through the kitchen late at night. Matías hated admitting how deeply those small absences affected him because part of him still expected the front door to unlock followed by an apology capable of undoing everything that happened.
 The phone suddenly vibrated repeatedly against the glass coffee table hard enough to break his concentration. Irritated, exhausted, emotionally numb, Matías finally grabbed the device and unlocked it with swollen eyes struggling to focus against the brightness of the screen. More tagged posts flooded his notifications, though the tone felt different from the pity messages dominating the last several days because people were no longer discussing his breakup. Nearly every beauty account online was posting clips from the same promotional campaign connected to a luxury cosmetics launch receiving massive attention across social media.
 A promotional video immediately began playing across his screen beneath silver chrome lettering rotating against a black background before revealing one of the largest cosmetics corporations in America preparing to release a new product line called Euphoria Veil. Models appeared beneath neon lighting wearing reflective pigments that shifted color depending on facial movement and emotional expression, while chrome eyeliners glowed beneath camera flashes with effects Matías recognized instantly. Every formula, every texture, every visual concept mirrored prototypes developed privately for House of Valencia during the last three years, including reflective powders, emotional glow serums, mirrored packaging concepts, and chrome rose branding designs stored inside presentation folders nobody outside his private business circle should have ever seen.
 His breathing slowed into complete silence while the campaign continued unfolding across the screen. The similarities looked too specific to dismiss as coincidence because even the marketing language echoed phrases Matías personally wrote while developing House of Valencia alone inside this apartment night after night. Somebody had stolen his work. Somebody inside his former management circle had delivered years of private formulas, branding concepts, emotional research, and cosmetic development directly into the hands of a billion-dollar corporation powerful enough to erase him permanently before House of Valencia officially launched.
 Thousands of comments flooded beneath the campaign announcement praising the company for “reinventing modern beauty” while influencers screamed excitedly about receiving exclusive promotional packages weeks before release. Celebrity makeup artists reposted the launch across every platform imaginable without realizing the products they celebrated represented stolen work built from somebody else’s emotional collapse and financial sacrifice. Tears slowly gathered in Matías’ eyes again, though heartbreak no longer felt like the dominant emotion consuming him. Something colder had started forming underneath the grief because House of Valencia represented far more than makeup to him. Those formulas contained years of obsession, humiliation, insecurity, ambition, loneliness, debt, emotional survival, and personal identity transformed into products the world suddenly credited to somebody else.
 Outside, thunder rolled across West Hollywood while neon reflections shifted across the apartment windows behind him. Rainwater streaked down the glass as Matías lowered the phone slowly into his lap without blinking, moving, or speaking for several seconds. Something deep inside him had already begun changing the moment he watched that campaign video. Grief no longer felt clean anymore because something darker had started growing beneath it.
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		Euphoria Veil

								

	
				Morning arrived without sunlight. Thick gray clouds covered the skyline above while traffic crawled beneath rain-soaked streets reflecting distorted neon advertisements from storefront windows and billboards. Matías Valencia remained awake long after sunrise sitting alone at the marble kitchen island wearing the same clothes from the night before, surrounded by cosmetic prototypes and scattered notebooks filled with handwritten formula adjustments. Three untouched cups of coffee sat near his laptop beside open product containers labeled with handwritten House of Valencia testing codes. Sleep no longer felt possible after what he discovered inside the Euphoria Veil campaign.
 His laptop screen displayed side-by-side comparisons between House of Valencia prototypes and screenshots pulled directly from the corporation’s launch presentation. Chrome pigments shifted identically beneath flash photography, reflective powders carried the same silver-blue undertones, and emotional glow serums demonstrated the exact same reactive lighting effects Matías spent years trying to perfect. Even the packaging structure looked familiar because the corporation used mirrored compact cases almost identical to early House of Valencia renderings stored inside private investor presentations. The deeper Matías looked into the campaign, the more impossible coincidence became.
 A sharp knock echoed suddenly through the apartment door before he could continue reviewing the evidence. Matías ignored it at first because very few people visited him without warning anymore, though the knocking continued hard enough to shake the hallway walls outside his apartment. Frustrated, emotionally exhausted, he finally crossed the living room and unlocked the door without bothering to fix his appearance first. His best friend Zeke immediately pushed his way inside carrying iced coffee, two grocery bags, and enough chaotic energy to overwhelm the apartment within seconds.
 Zeke looked exactly the same as always despite the storm outside: platinum-blond hair, oversized sunglasses, black leather pants, platform boots, and dramatic silver jewelry clattering against his wrists every time he moved. Years earlier, he built a reputation throughout West Hollywood nightlife as a drag performer before eventually opening one of the city’s most popular queer lounges several blocks away from Santa Monica Boulevard. Unlike most people surrounding Matías professionally, Zeke never filtered his personality depending on who stood nearby, which made him one of the few people Matías still trusted completely. The moment Zeke saw his face, the humor disappeared from his expression.
 “You look horrifying,” Zeke said while setting the grocery bags onto the kitchen counter. “Like emotionally horrifying. Not regular horrifying.”
 Matías walked back toward the kitchen without answering immediately because explaining the situation out loud somehow made the betrayal feel more permanent. Zeke followed behind him quietly until the campaign screenshots became visible across the laptop screen, causing his expression to tighten almost instantly. The apartment fell silent except for rain tapping softly against the windows while Zeke studied the images one by one without speaking. Even somebody completely unfamiliar with cosmetic chemistry could recognize the similarities between the House of Valencia prototypes and the Euphoria Veil launch campaign.
 “That’s your work,” Zeke finally said under his breath.
 Matías nodded slowly while exhaustion settled deeper across his face. He explained everything afterward, including the timeline surrounding his management company dropping him days before the corporation announced Euphoria Veil publicly. Every detail sounded worse spoken aloud because the entire situation suddenly felt organized rather than accidental. Somebody close enough to access House of Valencia development materials had delivered years of private cosmetic research directly into corporate hands powerful enough to bury him financially before he ever had the opportunity to defend himself.
 Zeke lowered himself into one of the kitchen chairs while staring silently at the glowing laptop screen. Outside, thunder rolled faintly above the city while distant sirens echoed somewhere beyond the rain-covered streets below. Neither of them noticed the small chrome pigment container resting near the edge of the counter beginning to shimmer softly beneath the apartment lights. The reflective silver liquid inside the container pulsed almost invisibly for several seconds before settling still again, reacting quietly to the emotional tension filling the room around it.
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		The Formula Room

								

	
				Zeke remained unusually quiet after discovering the House of Valencia comparison files spread across Matías Valencia’s laptop. Normally, silence lasted less than ten seconds around him before sarcasm or gossip filled the room again, though this situation carried a seriousness neither of them could joke away easily. Rain continued sliding down the apartment windows while muted thunder rolled across the skyline beyond West Hollywood. The atmosphere inside the apartment felt heavier now, almost electrically tense beneath the soft glow of vanity mirrors and laptop screens reflecting across polished marble surfaces.
 Matías closed the laptop slowly before walking toward the back hallway leading deeper into the apartment. Zeke watched him disappear briefly before following several steps behind, passing framed campaign photographs, abandoned cosmetic shipments, and stacks of unopened business mail cluttering the narrow corridor. At the very end of the apartment sat a locked studio room hidden behind a matte-black door that Matías almost never allowed other people to enter. Even Javier had only seen the room a handful of times during their entire relationship because House of Valencia prototypes represented the most personal part of Matías’ life.
 The door unlocked with a quiet electronic click before soft white lighting activated automatically inside the room. Floor-to-ceiling shelving units lined the walls holding hundreds of labeled cosmetic samples arranged beside chemical testing notes, handwritten formula journals, reflective pigments, chrome liquids, fragrance experiments, packaging renderings, and prototype palettes protected inside acrylic display cases. Large mirrors surrounded the central workspace where unfinished products remained scattered across steel counters beside laboratory mixers and cosmetic testing equipment purchased gradually over several years. The room looked less like a beauty studio and more like somebody’s private obsession transformed into physical form.
 Zeke stepped farther inside while slowly removing his sunglasses, clearly overwhelmed by the scale of the hidden workspace surrounding him. He had heard Matías talk about House of Valencia for years, though hearing somebody describe ambition never compared to physically standing inside it. Every shelf carried evidence of sacrifice. Thousands of hours, failed experiments, emotional breakdowns, financial risks, sleepless nights, and personal insecurities surrounded them beneath cold studio lighting. Nothing inside the room resembled amateur work because Matías had built something sophisticated enough to rival established luxury beauty companies entirely on his own.
 Matías crossed toward a locked refrigeration cabinet positioned against the far wall before entering a numeric passcode into the security panel beside it. Inside rested several glass containers filled with shimmering silver pigment unlike anything Zeke had ever seen before. The material reflected light strangely, almost unnaturally, while soft pulses of color shifted beneath the surface whenever the containers moved. Even the air surrounding the cabinet felt slightly warmer compared to the rest of the room, causing Zeke to stare uneasily at the glowing substance while Matías carefully removed one of the sealed jars.
 “That’s the original formula,” Matías said quietly while holding the container beneath the overhead lighting. “Everything started with this.”
 The silver pigment shimmered across the glass walls of the jar with movements too fluid to look chemically normal. Tiny waves of neon blue and violet rippled beneath the reflective surface before fading back into chrome silver again. Matías explained how he discovered the material accidentally nearly two years earlier while experimenting with reactive cosmetic pigments purchased from an underground supplier operating somewhere outside Los Angeles. Every formula created afterward produced emotional responses stronger than ordinary cosmetics should realistically cause because clients described feeling more confident, energized, attractive, emotionally heightened, sometimes even euphoric while wearing the products.
 Zeke stared silently at the container while discomfort slowly replaced curiosity across his face. The pigment almost appeared alive beneath the studio lights, reacting subtly whenever emotions intensified inside the room around it. Matías admitted he stopped showing the original formula to investors months ago because the material behaved unpredictably during periods of emotional stress. Some products amplified confidence beautifully during testing sessions, while other reactions became unstable enough to frighten him. Looking back now, Matías realized the emotional volatility surrounding Euphoria Veil users online no longer felt coincidental anymore.
 Outside the studio windows, lightning flashed across the storm-dark skyline while the silver pigment inside the glass container pulsed brighter for several brief seconds. Neither man noticed the reflections spreading faintly across the mirrors surrounding the room. Something hidden inside the formula had already started responding to Matías long before he fully understood what he created.
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		The Launch Party

								

	
				West Hollywood transformed completely after dark beneath rain-soaked streets reflecting neon advertisements, nightclub lights, rideshare headlights, and enormous digital billboards promoting the official launch of Euphoria Veil. Crowds gathered outside rooftop venues along Santa Monica Boulevard dressed in metallic fabrics, designer boots, chrome accessories, and camera-ready makeup prepared specifically for social media photographs waiting to happen later that night. Music echoed through open rooftop lounges while influencers livestreamed themselves walking between parties surrounded by security guards and photographers desperate for content. By nine o’clock, nearly the entire neighborhood already felt consumed by the Euphoria Veil campaign.
 Matías Valencia sat silently in the passenger seat of Zeke’s black SUV while traffic crawled slowly toward the event venue several blocks ahead. Every billboard they passed displayed silver chrome visuals rotating against black backgrounds accompanied by glowing slogans promising emotional enhancement, confidence elevation, and “the future of beauty.” Seeing House of Valencia concepts spread across the city beneath somebody else’s branding made his stomach tighten harder with every passing minute. Part of him wanted to turn around immediately, lock himself back inside his apartment, and disappear from public view completely, though another part needed to witness the launch personally no matter how painful the experience became.
 Zeke adjusted several oversized silver rings around his fingers while glancing sideways toward Matías from behind expensive sunglasses. He understood how emotionally unstable this night could become because Matías had already spent days spiraling through heartbreak, humiliation, exhaustion, betrayal, and public ridicule before discovering his formulas had likely been stolen. Even so, Zeke also understood something equally important: avoiding the launch would only allow the people responsible to celebrate comfortably without ever seeing the damage they caused. Matías remained quiet throughout the drive while rainwater streaked softly across the vehicle windows beside him.
 The launch party occupied one of the most expensive rooftop venues in overlooking the glowing skyline stretching beyond Hollywood Hills in the distance. Chrome lighting illuminated nearly every surface inside the building while giant digital screens displayed Euphoria Veil campaign visuals across mirrored walls surrounding the crowd. Influencers posed beside reflective installations shaped like chrome roses while photographers shouted directions over deafening music vibrating across the rooftop floor. Waiters carried glowing cocktails between celebrities, beauty executives, nightlife personalities, and social media stars dressed almost entirely in silver, black, and metallic fabrics matching aesthetics Matías personally developed years earlier while creating House of Valencia branding presentations.
 The moment Matías stepped onto the rooftop, people recognized him immediately. Conversations lowered subtly across nearby groups while phones lifted discreetly toward him from multiple directions throughout the venue. Several influencers whispered to one another before pretending not to notice him watching, while others openly stared with curiosity after weeks of online controversy surrounding House of Valencia. Matías continued moving through the crowd beside Zeke without reacting outwardly, though humiliation burned beneath his skin stronger with every second spent inside a launch party celebrating stolen versions of his own ideas.
 Near the center of the rooftop stood the largest installation inside the venue: a mirrored cosmetic display containing dozens of glowing Euphoria Veil products rotating beneath suspended chrome lighting while giant digital screens magnified the reactive shimmer effects across the surrounding crowd. Models demonstrated the makeup beneath cameras while celebrity makeup artists explained the “emotional technology” supposedly revolutionizing the beauty industry forever. Matías stopped walking almost immediately after reading the product labels because even the naming structures matched unfinished House of Valencia prototypes saved privately inside development folders nobody outside his inner business circle should have accessed. Somebody had not only stolen formulas from him. Somebody had copied his branding language, emotional themes, visual psychology, packaging concepts, and entire creative identity almost completely.
 Celeste Laurent stood near the central stage surrounded by photographers, executives, influencers, and corporate investors listening carefully to every word leaving her mouth. As CEO of Laurent Cosmetics, she built a billion-dollar empire transforming luxury beauty into highly profitable social media spectacle dominating younger markets internationally. Tall, elegant, emotionally unreadable, Celeste carried herself with the calm precision of somebody fully accustomed to controlling every room she entered. The instant her eyes landed on Matías across the rooftop crowd, her expression shifted almost invisibly before returning to polished perfection seconds later.
 A sharp pressure pulsed through Matías’ chest while Celeste raised a champagne glass toward the audience beneath flashing cameras surrounding the stage. She announced that Euphoria Veil represented “the next emotional evolution of modern beauty” while mirrored displays reflected silver light across the crowd surrounding her. Within minutes, strange emotional reactions began spreading throughout the rooftop without explanation because one influencer suddenly burst into tears during a livestream while another guest started screaming aggressively during an argument near the bar. Security guards struggled to calm multiple guests experiencing abrupt emotional outbursts severe enough to disrupt the event entirely. Matías watched the glowing chrome pigments beneath the display lighting with growing horror because he immediately recognized the same emotional instability he previously witnessed during unstable House of Valencia testing sessions months earlier.
 Something inside the Euphoria Veil products had already started affecting people.
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		Emotional Contamination

								

	
				Music continued pounding across the rooftop despite the growing tension spreading through the launch party. Security guards attempted calming several guests near the bar while photographers awkwardly redirected cameras away from emotional confrontations unfolding throughout the venue. Influencers who had spent the evening performing confidence for livestream audiences suddenly appeared unstable, paranoid, overly emotional, or irrationally aggressive without understanding why. One woman locked herself inside a restroom crying uncontrollably after accusing her best friend of secretly hating her, while another guest nearly started a physical fight after somebody criticized his appearance during a conversation near the balcony. The emotional reactions escalated too quickly to feel normal.
 Matías Valencia stood frozen beside the mirrored product installation while anxiety tightened through his chest hard enough to make breathing uncomfortable. He recognized the symptoms immediately because unstable emotional amplification represented the exact reason he stopped testing the original House of Valencia formula publicly months earlier. Early cosmetic trials produced unusually heightened confidence and emotional responsiveness during controlled testing sessions, though prolonged exposure sometimes triggered paranoia, emotional volatility, obsession, insecurity, jealousy, or overwhelming psychological dependence. Matías never fully understood why the formula affected people so intensely, though watching the reactions spreading across the rooftop confirmed one terrifying possibility: Laurent Cosmetics mass-produced the formula without understanding how dangerous it actually was.
 Zeke grabbed Matías by the arm after another loud argument erupted several feet away near the champagne tables. Several guests had started recording the chaos unfolding throughout the venue while security teams struggled to maintain order beneath flashing lights and deafening music. Nobody outside Matías and Zeke recognized the deeper pattern yet because most people simply assumed drugs, alcohol, influencer drama, or celebrity egos explained the behavior surrounding them. Matías kept staring toward the glowing Euphoria Veil display while silver reflections pulsed unnaturally across the mirrored surfaces beneath the rooftop lighting. The products almost appeared alive from certain angles.
 “We need to leave,” Zeke said quietly while scanning the crowd nervously. “Right now.”
 Matías barely heard him because another sensation had started building beneath his skin the longer he remained near the products. Heat spread slowly through his chest and fingertips while faint pressure pulsed behind his eyes every time he looked directly at the chrome pigments displayed beneath the lights. The sensation felt strangely familiar, almost like the formulas themselves recognized him somehow. He stepped closer toward the installation without realizing it while the crowd continued spiraling emotionally around him.
 One of the product models suddenly collapsed beside the stage.
 The music stopped almost immediately after screams erupted across the rooftop. Guests scattered backward while security rushed toward the unconscious model lying across the reflective floor beneath giant Euphoria Veil advertisements glowing overhead. Silver tears streaked down the model’s cheeks despite her body remaining completely motionless, while faint chrome shimmer spread visibly beneath the skin around her eyes and neck. Several nearby influencers started panicking hard enough to trigger even more emotional instability throughout the crowd because fear now spread through the venue faster than confusion.
 Celeste Laurent moved toward the scene surrounded by executives and security personnel attempting to control public attention before videos spread online. Her calm expression remained almost unnaturally controlled despite the chaos surrounding her, though Matías noticed the tension finally appearing beneath her polished exterior for the first time that night. She understood something was wrong. Whether she understood the true source remained unclear, though the corporation clearly had not anticipated this kind of reaction happening publicly during launch night.
 Matías suddenly felt another violent pulse surge through his chest the instant his eyes landed on the unconscious model. Sharp pressure shot through his body hard enough to blur his vision briefly while nearby mirrored walls reflected flashes of silver-blue light across the rooftop around him. Zeke grabbed him immediately before he lost balance completely because the color draining from Matías’ face looked genuinely frightening beneath the flashing venue lights. For several seconds, every reflective surface surrounding the rooftop appeared distorted, almost fluid, while faint glowing fractures spread across the mirrors nearest the Euphoria Veil products.
 Nobody else seemed to notice. Matías steadied himself slowly while breathing harder than before, though something deep inside him already understood the terrifying truth  becoming impossible to ignore. The formula was reacting to him directly now. Whatever existed inside those pigments had started recognizing its creator.
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