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"I do solemnly swear that I will faithfully execute the Office of President of the United States, and will to the best of my ability, preserve, protect and defend the Constitution of the United States."

This used to be the oath of office that was spoken by a new president who was elected or re-elected. It no longer applies in the year 2050.

The aftermath of World War III has left the earth a barren wasteland, with only a few scattered survivors struggling to eke out an existence on the fringes of what used to be Antarctica. Brave souls have also settled in the harsh conditions of the Arctic, seeking refuge and resources in the equally as unforgiving terrain. 

Meanwhile, the once-great United States Capitol, along with much of the world, was relocated to a small island off the coast of what was once California. The government, now under the control of one man, Marcus Valen and his emperor, rule with an iron fist in order to maintain order and stability in this desolate new world. 

Valen, a powerful psychic and the last remaining one on the planet, wields immense influence over his superiors in the government, using his abilities to ensure their grip on power remains unchallenged. However, there were whispers among the populace that not all was as it seemed with Marcus Valen. Some claimed he used his psychic abilities to manipulate and control those around him, bending them to his will like puppets on a string. This was all true.

As winter descended upon the island, a group of rebels emerged from the shadows, their faces obscured by scarves and hoods to protect against the biting cold. They called themselves the Resistance, and they were determined to overthrow Valen's oppressive regime and restore freedom to the people.

One night, as a blizzard raged outside the makeshift government headquarters, a young woman named Anya slipped through the building's defenses. Her mission was simple yet perilous: Locate Valen and bring an end to his tyrannical rule.

Anya crept through the darkened corridors, her heart pounding in her chest with each step. She finally reached Valen's chambers, where he sat alone in meditation, his eyes closed in concentration.

Without hesitation, Anya raised her weapon and pointed it at Valen, her hand steady despite the adrenaline coursing through her veins. She knew this moment would determine the fate of their world, the outcome hanging by a thread as she stood face to face with the most powerful man on the island.

Valen slowly opened his eyes, a serene smile playing on his lips as he regarded Anya with a knowing gaze. "Ah, the Resistance finally comes knocking on my door," he said, in a voice that resonated through the room.

Anya felt a chill run down her spine, unnerved by the calm demeanor of the man before her. But she steeled herself, knowing that backing down now was not an option. "Your reign of tyranny ends now, Valen," she declared, her voice firm with determination.

Valen chuckled softly, rising from his seat with a fluid grace that belied his immense power. "Oh, my dear Anya, you underestimate what is truly at stake here," he replied cryptically. "You see, the world as you know it has already changed irrevocably, and I am merely trying to guide it towards a future that ensures our survival." His eyes gleamed with an otherworldly light, and a wave of energy emanated from him, causing Anya to stagger back.

But the steely resolve in her eyes did not waver. "Survival at the cost of our freedom is no survival at all," she retorted, her finger tightening on the trigger of her weapon.

Valen's expression softened, a hint of something like regret flickering across his features. "You do not understand the full extent of the danger we face," he said quietly. "There are forces beyond our comprehension at play here, forces that would see humanity extinguished without a second thought."

Anya faltered for a moment, uncertainty clouding her mind. But then she remembered the faces of her fellow rebels, the innocent lives lost to Valen's regime, and she steeled herself once more. "I may not understand everything, but I know that we cannot let fear dictate our actions," she declared, her voice unwavering. "We must fight for our right to determine our own destiny, no matter the cost."

Valen regarded her for a long moment, a flicker of admiration crossing his face before it hardened once more. "So be it," he said solemnly, raising his hand in a gesture that sent a shockwave of energy hurtling towards Anya.

She dodged and fired her weapon in one swift motion, the shot hitting Valen square in the chest. But instead of crumbling to the ground, he merely staggered back, a look of surprise flashing across his face.

"You think a mere weapon can defeat me?" Valen's voice echoed through the chamber, reverberating with power as he unleashed a barrage of psychic energy towards Anya.

She fought back with all her strength, determination lending her courage as she dodged and counterattacked with her weapon. The battle raged on, the air thick with danger and tension.

Outside, the blizzard continued unabated, its howling winds drowning out the sounds of their struggle within the government headquarters.

Despite Valen's superior powers, Anya refused to back down. Her courage and conviction were matched only by her skill in combat, and she pressed forward relentlessly in her pursuit to bring justice to the people.

Their fight grew more intense, each passing moment teetering on the edge of victory or defeat. Yet even as Valen's psychic abilities seemed to grow stronger, Anya remained unyielding in her resolve. She had no idea how he kept and also strengthened his power.

The Resistance had come this far, enduring hardship and sacrifice to reach this point. And now, standing before Valen himself, Anya knew that surrender was not an option. Sacrifice was a necessity for freedom, and she would be the one to make it.

With a surge of adrenaline and determination, Anya lunged forward, her weapon raised high. The force of her blow caught Valen off guard, the impact sending him stumbling backwards. He struggled to regain his footing, but his eyes widened in shock as he realized it was too late.

Anya had placed herself directly in Valen's path, taking the full brunt of his psychic energy as he tried to retaliate. A loud explosion echoed through the room as her body absorbed the powerful blast, her expression set in a grimace of determination.

Despite the pain and damage she sustained, Anya held on, not giving an inch to Valen's relentless assault. Her heart raced within her chest, a testament to the fierce battle being waged within and without. But she refused to let go - for her people, and for their future.

As the last vestiges of Valen's psychic energy dissipated, Anya collapsed to the ground, her body battered and bruised from the ferocious fight. Though victorious in her struggle against him, she knew that the true cost of freedom had come at a heavy price - one she would have to bear for the rest of her life.
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The Resistance members who had gathered outside the headquarters, their faces illuminated by the flickering flames of the bonfire, watched as Anya emerged from the once-impenetrable fortress. They cheered in triumph, their voices echoing across the snow-covered landscape, a testament to their newfound hope for a brighter tomorrow.

But it was not to be - yet.

The Resistance members tensed as they watch Valen emerge from the rubble of his once-impenetrable fortress. His tall, imposing figure cut a menacing silhouette against the orange glow of the flickering flames. Despite the destruction around him, he seemed untouched, his dark robes billowing behind him as he strides towards them.

As Valen approached, the Resistance members saw that his eyes held an eerie light, almost like he had access to a power beyond their comprehension. Anya, weak and battered from the fight, mustered the last of her strength and stepped forward, facing him with bravery in her eyes.

"Valen, it's over," she declared, her voice quivering slightly but not wavering in its determination. "You can't control us anymore."

Valen looked at her for a long moment, his face unreadable beneath his hood. Then he laughed - a chilling sound that sent shivers down their spines. "You really think you can defeat me? You really think you can undo what I have done?" He raised his hands and a gust of wind whipped around them, extinguishing the fire and casting a shadow over their faces. 

The Resistance members exchanged glances; their hearts heavy with
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