
        
            
                
            
        

    








The Search for

[image: tmp_74944a145bd525c6212b1ea3e3a9155c_kfAqKv_html_6dc6cfc6.gif]
Ball Zero

Written by: Tony Dormanesh

Edited by: Jason Obrien













































































































































Copyright © 2015 TD All rights reserved.

ISBN-13:978-1505810820

ISBN-10:1505810825





















CONTENTS


	
A
Little Backstory



	
Ball
Zero



	
Black Friday to Black Everyday



	
Oligopolies and ICs



	
Ads



	
Fuck
Those Pussies in the Government



	
Warstores



	
Out
of the Wild



	
Robbing the Old Shitty Walmart



	
One
Last Night



	
The
Elohssa Forest



	
Going Deeper



	
Toilet Paper, Bungle Shirts and Shrooming



	
Midnight Adventure



	
Ground Superiority



	
Cannibal Rocky Mountain Oysters



	
Perry X2



	
The
Never Ending Forest?



	
Meeting the Band



	
Pinball DNA



	
Camp Rawk 5



	
King Alpha



	
Pussy Ass Humans



	
Primate LAN Party



	
G6



	
Perfectly Cloned Taint



	
Arcade Monkeys



	
Preparty



	
The
Show



	
The
Battle at Mosh Tree



	
The
Real Thing



	
w00t



	
Kick Ass



	
Contact!



	
Two
> One



	
The
Tower



	
Dey
Not Us



	
Why
the Fuck Didn’t They Tell Us?!



	
Premature



	
Our
Ball Zero





[image: tmp_74944a145bd525c6212b1ea3e3a9155c_kfAqKv_html_6dc6cfc6.gif]






 1
 

A LITTLE BACKSTORY

A guy sits on a couch playing video games.
 His name is Tony.  He lives on Earth, population nearing
50 trillion.  His reality might be your future--who can say in
this multiverse?  He lives in the twilight of the Golden Age
of Humans on Earth, at the dawning of a new era, part of the
generation of Humans that get to see Humanity fall from grace.

Wrong place at the wrong time.  Maybe it was the right
place at the right time?  It’s hard to say being anywhere at
of the fall of civilization is the “right place”.  Unless
you’re not a fan of human civilization on Earth.  Most smart
people wouldn’t be a fan of this consumer-driven, insatiable,
Keeping up With The Kardashians-like society we’ve built.  If
you’re one of those people, kick back with a beer, and prepare for a wild hilarious
ride.

Valley Forest was always a decent place; your average,
middle class city.  There were nice patches, there we’re not
so nice places.  They had all the chain stores, franchises and
restaurants as well as a few hobos, like any suburb.  So, at
the time, it was pretty much a small reflection of most of the
country.  In other words, boring.  Boring as shit.
 So utterly, brain-splattering boring that people would do
anything to escape.  A two hour movie, a week in the bottle,
an hour at the mall, an eight hour acid trip, maybe even twenty
years chasing the dragon.  But no matter how people escape,
they eventually come back home to the same boring place, so they’re
always ready for the next escape.  Sure, your iPhone gets
better and the blockbuster movies have bigger, more realistic 3D
explosions.  But what happens to this nice, boring little city
Tony grew up in, well, it was really bad and really good at the
same time.

Tony’s hometown was a boring American city,
blah, blah.  There actually was one thing he truly loved about
that place:  In a sea of Best Buys, McDonalds and Walmarts, a
crazy rich dude had erected a tribute to fun in the form of a
sky-scratching tower.  The cartoon lettering above the door
said “The best and coolest place for games in the world.”, and it
really was. It was Treetop Games, an arcade, game store and a pizza
place all in one, and to Tony it defined the community as nothing
else could.  

As you come through the valley to get to Valley Forest,
Treetop Games is the only unique landmark you’ll see.   10
stories tall, resembling the Space Needle rising above the leafy
green circumference that surrounded the city.  The tallest
“normal” building in the city was only 5 or 6 stories tall, so
Treetop really stood out.  The tops of the biggest trees
growing next to Treetop Games were less than half as tall as the
structure.  At first you just see the white supports pointing
towards the sky, then the one or two floors nestled between the
twisting metal, and the word “Treetop Games” in skinny, blue -block
letters, each about to tip over.  






Tony went to Treetop a lot.  It had
been around as long as he could remember.  It was filled with
nostalgia for him.  He got his first Nintendo there, Genesis,
all the way down the line of gaming consoles.  Not to mention
the first place he played Space Invaders, Pac Man, Robotron,
Dragon’s Lair, Attack From Mars, Theater of Magic, etc.  This
could be a long list.

When Tony was a kid, a fond memory of his
was being at Treetop Games, it was a smoky place where a lot of
smelly old guys with long hair stood around big machines and every
once in a while laughed really loud.  He remembered his
parents taking him as a child.  To this day he can’t think of
a reason why his parents would go there, but they did and he liked
it.  He didn’t ask about it, he didn’t care.  He was
along for the ride back then.  

Until that one day, he remembers it clearly.  Tony’s
dad and his extra-smelly friend bought this black box type that
hooked up to the tv.  It had black, raised ridges across most
of the front and the far end was slanted up with these cool
looking, silver levers that you could pull up and down.  It
had this futuristic looking black controller with a big red button
his dad was playing with.  Tony remembered looking into the
dusty glass case where they kept boxes of these things. He
remembered it was hot and the sun was shining down on his face
through the window.  He remembered running his hand along the
plastic ridges and feeling very familiar instantly.  Tony’s
dad bought an Atari that day, and later that day Tony discovered
the magic of video games. From that day on, Tony went to Treetop
Games for himself.

Treetop is on the outskirts of Valley Forest if you take
the creatively named Main Street north, where the buildings and
neighborhoods end at 41st Street.  At
42nd Street there’s a slight downward sloping hill that
goes about a quarter mile and Main Street ends at a T intersection.
 The hill isn’t too steep, but after a quarter mile, anyone on
a bike is hauling ass and anyone on a skateboard is fighting the
Speed Wobbles.  (Tony did both of those many times.)
  At the end of Main Street, make a right at Park Street
and Treetop Games is at the end of the street on your
left.

Park Street was an old part of town that was
basically abandoned when Tony was young.  A few hundred yard
stretch of old, straight road that was the northernmost street in
Valley Forest, beyond which was hills and forest.  When
Treetop opened there were a lot of businesses down there--auto
repair shops, some medical offices, and an old dog pound.
 Tony was too young to remember why, but all the businesses
down there closed around the same time and Treetop was the only
place that stayed open.  

It always was very weird, this flashy arcade, surrounded by
dark, chained, and boarded up empty buildings and menacing barbed
wire.  Somehow Park Street was forgotten by Valley Forest
street repairs.  It was full of potholes and huge cracks with
grass growing.  You couldn’t walk down the street without
twisting an ankle.  Main Street was a well-maintained street,
so where the two streets crossed, the bright, black, new asphalt of
Main Street contrasted with the old, grey Park Street.  At
points you could see the newer Main streets layers, stacking and
overlapping the older Main streets, every couple of years, they’d
add another layer of asphalt on top, leaving Park Street greyer and
farther behind.  Tony always thought it was like looking at
the rings of tree, you could see the years pass with each layer of
new asphalt.  There were five or six layers the last time he
bothered to count.  

But the eccentric, rich owner of Treetop never let the
government ruin his customer’s fun, he always kept a part of the
road nice so people could get to Treetop.  In fact there was a
nice curvy, well kept path from the corner of Main and Park that
ran diagonally through Park Street and right up to the elevator of
Treetop Games.  He even added some things:  A little Koi
pond, some benches, with different plants and posted information,
like a zoo.  No matter what the owner of Treetop did though,
he couldn’t hide the creepy, ghost town-like feel of the rest of
Park Street.  Over the years, the plant life had slowly washed
over the abandoned buildings and sprinkled itself in every nook and
cranny where the seeds could grab a foothold.  The trees
reached out over the middle of the street, grabbing as much light
as possible, and hanging over the sidewalks as if to snatch unwary
pedestrians.  The path to Treetop Games was lit and clear, but
the rest of Park Street was abandoned and dark.  Needless to
say it was kind of spooky at night.

Then throw Tony into the picture, a little
kid with a giant imagination, high on caffeine and sugar, who had
just spent the last three hours killing zombies and being chased by
dragons, and who now has to ride his bike through this forgotten
stretch of neighborhood in the dark.  A kid in that situation
hears things: just out of sight behind you, close enough to reach
out and grab you, fast enough to keep up with you riding your bike
at full speed, things that make your spine tingle and leave your
memory in snapshots, things that make everything seem like a movie.
 It can seem freaky at the time and it sounds silly to think
about it now, but was it?  How silly was it?  How much of
a survival mechanism is it?  What evolutionary adaptations
poured through Tony’s veins those nights, testing his flight or
fight instincts?  Was his brain teaching him survival skills
by suggesting something in the dark was about to grab him, even
though it was perfectly safe?  It is amazing how a kid’s
imagination can propel them to play games and act out crazy
situations.  In a world without danger, those games can be
seen as silly and pointless.  Yet in a world rich with danger
and death, those silly games become life or death training
exercises.  All mammals play, in the wild, in cages, in
society.     

As he grew up, he used every one of his
little kid tricks to get his parents to take him to Treetop, and
hopefully to buy him a game.  Until eventually Tony’s parents
heard that games are evil and were going to turn him into a
monstrous killing machine. That’s when the fun really started and
Tony’s storytelling skills began to develop post-haste.  His
parents stopped taking Tony to Treetop and he had to figure out how
to go by himself.  Save an extra quarter from his lunch money
all week by skipping the burrito and getting the cheap pizza, and
you can go on marathon gaming sessions in the dark corners of
Treetop Games on the weekends. Of course, limited quarters means
that you had to get better or it wouldn’t last you that long.
 Getting up in the foggy summer mornings before anyone and
riding his bike down there to be the first to play the newest
games.  New games arrived on Saturday morning, perfect for the
young video game enthusiast.  He was always there, quarters in
pocket.

That’s where Tony met the first real friend he had in
Valley Forest. One day, this other kid started showing up before
they opened also.  “Who is this nerd?” Tony thought.
 “Who did he think he was?  This was my arcade!“ One day,
they were both there waiting for Treetop to open, so Tony said
“Hi”

Perry replied, ”Hey.”

“Are you the one that
broke my Galaga high score?” Tony asked.

“Yep. 198,000… and that’s
just the beginning.” Perry said with friendly but competitive
smile.

“I am totally gonna
destroy that score today!” Tony shot back.

And that was that.  Perry and Tony
quickly became best friends.  Together they were the masters
of all high scores in that arcade.  Tony always put his high
score initials as ASS, Perry always put his initials as BUT.
 Every game in that arcade was filled with ASS and BUT, their
own little joke.  

Perry had his favorite games and analyzed
them to death. He shared his knowledge, as did Tony. Together, they
analyzed and compounded their knowledge and therefore their
friendship.  Their friendship quickly added home video game
consoles as they became more popular.  Once Tony’s parents saw
them playing Duck Hunt and Super Mario Brothers all their thoughts
of gaming being evil were dispelled.

One day, a couple days after they both got
their first Nintendos.  Tony saw Perry at school, Perry was
more excited than Tony had ever seen.

“I found a way to get
unlimited lives in Super Mario!!”  Perry said.

“What!?  How!?”
 Tony thought he had gone off the deep end.

“You hit the turtle
against the wall and you jump on it and it bounces you up and you
keep doing it and you keep getting free guys!”  Tony barely
understood him, so Perry grabbed a piece of paper and drew a
diagram.  He drew some stairs, and a turtle with an arrow,
meaning it was going down the stairs and then he drew a horrible
looking Mario sitting on the first stair.

“And when he’s right
there you jump!  Haha.  It’s so awesome, I have to show
you!”

Tony knew the spot he was talking about, but
couldn’t picture what he was saying.  They talked about it all
day and Perry kept reassuring Tony is was real.  He told
everyone, and by the time school was out, any and all gamers at
school were going home or to their friend’s house to try, as Perry
dubbed it, “The Secret to Life”.  He thought since he
discovered the secret, he should name it.  And that’s the name
he wanted, “The Secret to Life”, because you get as many lives as
you want.  Made sense to him.  

After school, at Tony’s house, they popped
in Super Mario Brothers. Perry let Tony try it first, coaching him
until the precise moment.  As the point neared, Tony could see
Perry in the corner of his eye, slowly arcing and stretching his
body until the exact moment….

His finger shot out at the TV, “JUMP!” while
somehow jumping from his seated position.

Tony pressed A, jumped and bounced on the turtle twice, and
the turtle bounced against the wall and back at Mario, and the
collision knocked him up, this happened over and over as the point
bonus kept doubling until it turned into 1UPs and soon Tony was
getting extra guys for every bounce.  Perry was right, he had
the biggest smile, he found the coolest secret to the best game at
the time.  From then on, finding the best secrets and bugs in
games was an art form for them, and one they enjoyed.

Perry was always better at fighting games,
while Tony was better at point based games.  Perry would win
at Karate Champ, Ring King, Street Fighter 2, and the many
permutations that followed.  Tony always had the higher scores
on Robotron, Pac Man, Galaga and anything not combat-related.
 Together they would eat through any co-op quarter sucker
Treetop had, made sure to beat every game and have every high
score. They ruled Treetop score-wise, there were always some older
kids around who claimed they owned the arcade.  There were
multiple times Perry had to run for his life after beating the
older kids repeatedly on a fighting game and laughing about it.
 Not to mention the old jackasses, who were willing to take
kids money betting on games, but would threaten to “Slap that smile
right off your face!” after losing money to two 12-year-olds who
just schooled them at Cyberball.  

They beat every game available on Nintendo
and sent in pictures of themselves next to their high scores to
Nintendo Power magazines.  This was their lives; every day
only dawned so they could get better at another game.  Though
they weren’t the fat, rich game nerds who got their parents to
drive them to Treetop Games and buy every game that they think they
want, then go home to their couch with Doritos and presumably fois
gras-greased fingers playing them.  Tony and Perry rode their
bikes to Treetop, over a mile each way, saved every quarter where
they could and enjoyed every quarter (almost). And they didn’t
confine their interest to electronics. They still played cops &
robbers, hide n seek, kick the can, you name it.  Not to
mention all the games they made up and modified over the years.
 

Treetop slowly changed over the years, but
always kept its heart.  You could always buy old games for old
systems there and they were always fair with trades.  The
majority of the place was aisles of console games, with game
posters plastering the walls, although most of the outer walls were
glass windows looking down on the surrounding city on one side and
a light forest on the other.  Treetop Games actually had the
best view in the city, you could see the whole town.  But most
customers rarely enjoyed the view, instead fixated on screens. When
you ride the elevator up and walk in through the main entrance,
retail was to the left, the arcade and food are to the right,
slightly elevated.  Yep, elevator.  Treetop was ten
stories tall and there wasn’t a single thing on floors one through
nine, like the Space Needle.  You could walk up the stairs,
but that had to be saved for special occasions like races and
dares, not to mention it could be pretty dangerous.  Every few
years there would be a story of some kid who fell off the stairs.
The old, rickety elevator was the best way up.  The food was
nothing to write home about, but do teenage, game crazed kids care?
 The microwave cardboard pizza was perfect, anything else
would attract a totally different customer. This was for them,
exclusively.  

The kitchen looked like a 1970s pizza parlor in the 90s.
 Yellow trim counters, with corners ripped off so you could
see the brown fake wood underneath, old gum under all the tables.
 After so many years, you actually get to know the gum, which
is kind of weird.  Tony had a piece last for many years.
 It’s one of those stupid things he never told anyone about
(He called thoughts like that Alone Thoughts).  He checked for
that gum each time he sat there and was sad when one day it was
gone.  For a minute Tony wondered where it could’ve went, but
then the thought slipped and is such a minute memory in an
overloaded world that he would never think of it again.

Tony also met the woman of his dreams there,
L.  Her real name was Lana, but she would punch you if you
called her that. She started as a waitress when they both were
around sixteen; and she worked there until the shit hit the fan.
 It took Tony a few years to trick her to fall in love with
him, but eventually she did.  Perry and Tony were at Treetop
pretty much every day, after school and then after work when they
were older.  And if L was working, she would always produce
exactly what they wanted, before they could even ask: two slices of
pepperoni and a caffeinated drink.  She would even stay after
her shift was over to play games with them.  She was a good
gamer herself. She liked story based games, not the competitive
stuff Tony and Perry played. Tony would finish playing a game and
always go looking for her, inevitably he would find her beautiful
long brown hair at some sort of role playing game. She was famous
for her green pants and heavy jacket, from the back she looked like
Lindsay from Freaks and Geeks.

L and Tony had a connection right away, they
both liked hard rock and heavy metal.  Tony liked weird stoner
rock like Mr. Bungle, Clutch, and Maximum the Hormone.  L was
a more traditional metal head, Slayer, Iron Maiden, Metallica, with
some Viking metal.  But their spheres of taste overlapped and
they shared a love for bands like GWAR, Primus, Faith No More, Tool
and Alice in Chains and went to many amazing shows.  Of course
Valley Forest had no live music venues or any reason for rock bands
to come through.  Anytime they wanted to see any of those
bands they’d have to travel to LA, sometimes they’d drive all the
way to SF.

Perry, L and Tony were a threesome, but not in the way
you’re thinking.  When they first met L, Perry saw their
instant connection over her GWAR shirt and he knew he didn’t want
to come between them.  All three of them did hang out a lot.
 Although Perry preferred electronic music, he liked going to
metal shows with them, mostly for the drugs and overall pure
chaotic fun that is a rock n roll pit.  They all had some of
the best times of their lives together at those shows.  In
those golden years, they tried to balance epic gaming sessions with
epic psychedelic metal shows.

One day, years before they discovered heavy
metal, hanging out at Treetop, eating their cheap pizza and
watching an old hot dog turn, Perry and Tony noticed a spot they
hadn’t previously, the pinball area.  At this time in Tony’s
world, the pinball area was a time warp to back when his dad used
to take him here.  Old, long haired, skunk smelling guys,
barely moving, standing in front of these long machines, eyes
quickly glancing up at the display every once in a while.
 Seemingly in a trance, except when they lose, then they dance
around in a circle, grimacing and slamming their fists on the
machine.  The flips and buzzers and ringing don’t make it too
far out of the dark pinball corner in any arcade, the screeching
and beeping and explosions of the arcade games drowning it out.
 It was always there, but they never noticed it until now.
 They wondered why.
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BALL ZERO

One day Perry and Tony went
back into that dark pinball corner.  They had wandered by
thousands of times before, and at a casual glance it was always the
same thing, a bunch of guys that smelled like skunk standing
around, watching a silver ball bounce around.  Pretty boring.
 But this time was different; the guy who was playing wasn’t
just standing there.  He was animated, he was into it, the
machine was flashing and dancing in time with his flips and body
jerks.  He still smelled like a skunk, which they would soon
discover why.  They couldn’t help but watch him.  He
launched balls and hit targets with such accuracy that the pinball
machine went crazy.  They had no idea pinball machines could
get so animated and excited.  His score was in the billions.
 They both fell in love with a whole new part of Treetop.
Pinball become a regular part of their gaming lives, and kind of a
big part of their lives in general.  

Pinball is
reality; that ball sliding around inside the machine doesn’t move
along a programmed path.  Even the most satisfying video
games, if you play it twice in a row you can recognize the
tendencies. It’s all part of what the guy on the other end of the
game thinks it should be. The game is programmed to do certain
things, and that never changes. Every single pinball game is
different, no matter what you do, even if played on the same
machine two times in a row. No two pinball machines play the same,
even if they’re the same game.   One pinball machine will
play different if put in two different locations on Earth, it’s
dependent on gravity, the slant of the ground, the temperature, the
surface the machine is placed on, etc. Its real physics, nobody had
to guess at the paths that meteor debris would take if you blew one
up in space.   There was beauty in that, instead of being in
some fantastic digital world portrayed through a screen with
arbitrary rules like a video game, a pinball game is here, in our
world, using the rules and judgments of the world that we live in
every day.  Games are programmed to “cheat” sometimes, but
when you lose at pinball, it’s your own fault. Not bad programming,
no screaming at the screen. It was just you and the ball. And they
were ok with that.

Perry and Tony, after many
thousands of hours of playing pinball, developed their own
philosophy based on pinball.  

Most pinball
games have three balls for a play.  Ball three is your last,
and money time.   It’s the ball you can lose or win on.
 You know how some people say you only need to watch the last
two minutes of any basketball game?  It’s like that.  You
can lose the first two balls of a pinball game in one second each,
and on the last ball you can break the Guinness Book of World
Records score.  Ball three is life or death, make it or break
it, whatever slogan you want that inspires clutch play.
 

Sometimes their pinball
philosophy would slip into their lives outside of Treetop.
 There was a classic moment, playing baseball at school,
bottom of the 9th inning, two outs, Tony and Perry’s team was down
by one, Tony’s up.  As he walked up to bat, Perry just said,
“Ball three” as he walked by.  Tony knew what he meant
instantly.  He got a hit.  They didn’t win, but Tony did
his part and got on base in his ball three moment.  It became
an inspirational thing after that.  “Ball three baby, let’s do
this!”

Most pinball machines also have
an Extra Ball players can earn.  If you’re on ball three (last
ball) of a game and get an extra ball, it takes the pressure off.
 You can relax again, it’s like you’re now on ball two again,
playing with house money. Ahead of the game, through nobody else
but yourself.  Another extra ball, and it’s kinda like you’re
on ball one.  Another extra ball...and you’re on Ball Zero.
 

Ball Zero?
 What a trip.  Perry and Tony loved that thought.  
Scoring points before the game even begins.  Getting to Ball
Zero became another goal for them that they got more often than
not.  When they got to Ball Zero during a pinball game, it was
like a football team walking out on the field up by ten points
before kick-off.   Any points you scored on Ball Zero were
bonus.  If ball three was being clutch at the end of game,
ball zero was scoring before the game even begins.  Every game
is better with Ball Zero.  Ball Zero is so good it’s almost
like cheating, but it’s not against the rules, it’s just being
really good.  If only everything in life had a Ball Zero.
 Their philosophy in life became, The Search for Ball
Zero.
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BLACK FRIDAY TO BLACK
EVERYDAY

The Ball Zero philosophy helped
motivate Tony and Perry in their lives.  But change happens,
sometimes often and quickly.  One day, right when you’re
feeling too comfortable, life will switch gears and take you on an
entirely new path.  Sometimes you don’t realize or have time
to say goodbye to your old life before being thrust into a new one.
 Times change so fast, sometimes you only know you had a good
life when it’s in the past.  What can seem like a boring time
sometimes quickly transform into fond memories, even though they
didn’t seem so wonderful when you were living it.

They were living in one of
those boring times.  Perry, L and Tony, having fun when
possible, thinking their lives were boring, but not realizing they
were living in a golden age of a protected society.  Taking
for granted the peaceful lives they had.  It’s not like they
were even accepted in society.  Where was the place of a gamer
/ metalhead in a “normal” city in the beginning of the 21st
century?   They had great times in a few places during
those times: in the gaming lobby right before playing an eight
player VERSUS mode of Left 4 Dead with your friends and in the mosh
pit of a metal band.  In most other places, you’re an
outsider.

But no one in society saw this
change coming.  Valley Forest was a shitty boring town, but it
was the crux of where shit splattered all over the face of
humanity.  It did happen to be the focal point of the shift
from their peaceful lives as harmless, slightly insane consumers,
to a life of violent, war torn consumer driven apocalypse.

It started slowly at first,
probably like the world you live in.  It all starts at
something like a Black Friday shopping holiday when people are
standing in front of the door, quietly waiting and letting the
tension build.  What is it?  Nothing, it’s not an
innocent holiday hinting at buying things for you loved ones.
  A first come, first serve, trample children to get your
discount TV philosophy.   That mentality spreads like a
virus as people see others who get a competitive advantage with the
more effort they put in.  “If this asshole is going to camp in
front of Walmart for one week and he gets to buy the cheapest TV,
I’ll just camp out here two weeks.”  “If this lady will
trample my children to get the newest iPhone, I’ll trample her
children!”  Is it anyone’s fault?  It’s kind of hard to
pin the blame on anyone.  Is it the cheap bastards who first
started camping out so they could be first in line?  Or is it
the company who promoted their Black Friday sales were so insane
that people should sleep in front of the store?  Doesn’t
really matter now.  (Clips from that South Park Black Friday
episode, specifically of the people in the mall parking lot.
 Those are hilarious and prophetic.)

It’s easy to see how Black
Friday sales first start at nine, then eight, then get earlier and
earlier as stores reap the profits of people’s greed.  Then
all of sudden there’s a Cyber Monday, then it’s a Black Week, and
inevitably it’s Black November.  How can a company who needs
to increase profits every year infinitely not take the next step
and move into Black October.   Invent a new holiday is to fill
in the gaps and build up more demand for crap.  Like
Halloween, people couldn’t get excited enough all October for just
one day, so they split Halloween into 2 holidays; one on the 15th
and one on the 31st.  They also added gift giving to
Halloween.  After that Halloween created a Black October.
 After a while of this, every single day becomes an insane
shopping holiday.  Open 12 hours?  Screw that, stay open
24 hours!    365 days a year, 24 hours a day mega
Black Friday sales, Black Everyday.  It’s inevitable.
 The only question is how long it takes to get there.

Then one day, after impossible
to stop consumer inertia has been achieved, and the biggest
companies dwarf all governments.  Someone tries to stop it,
confront the corporate evildoers and tell them that they couldn’t
go any farther.  Valley Forest just happened to be the place
where that confrontation happens. Elohssa corporate headquarters
were close, so they got to be the testing ground for a lot insane
new technology, ICs, or Internal Computers were tested and launched
here, and they were the first city to see a warstore.
  On top of those two awesome and tragic events, Valley
Forest was also the place where the US government tried to stop the
warstore, and failed epicly.  
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OLIGOPOLIES & ICs

Tony remembered one time in
Economics class, learning about markets, the teacher said a funny
word, “Oligopoly.”  Sounds like that game they always play.
 The teacher then went on to say that in a free capitalist
market, without interference, markets will eventually, most likely,
become an Oligopoly or a Monopoly.  That eventually some
winners will emerge join up, buy other winners and losers, bla,
bla, bla, until at the end, a handful of companies control the
entire market, an Oligopoly.  Or one company buys up all the
other ones, a Monopoly.  

Right at the time when he
learned that Tony started noticing it was happening.  Things
like Warner buying Time and it becomes Time Warner.  Then AOL
buys Time Warner and it becomes AOL Time Warner, and it keeps going
and the name keeps getting bigger and/or more obscure.  At the
same time this company is buying up everything it can, its
competitors are doing the exact same thing, for fear of becoming
trampled and past tense, instead of merging into one of the huge
acronyms.

All of a sudden there’s a race
to eat up all the companies, and that lasts for a good amount of
years until the food runs out.  No more Ma n’ Pa liquor
stores, they’re 7/11 or Circle K.  And if you follow the
corporate family trees, 7/11 and Circle K both end up at one of the
handful of these top companies in the Oligopoly.
 MicroBoeingEBayPepsiViacomJohnson&JohnsonSoft probably
owns one of them.  Actually that’s a joke.  There’s no
company called MicroBoeingEBayPepsiViacomJohnson&JohnsonSoft,
it’s called MBEPSoft..  So, the corporations get bigger, the
CEOs at the companies get paid more, the workers get paid less
and/or are replaced by automation, there are great leaps in
technology at the great cost of the planet, all the usual stuff.
 There are a million new phones and gadgets to buy, with more
memory and they’re easier to use.  

There’s one thing most people
agree is a good thing, people are living longer.  The longer
people are alive, the longer they’re spending and making money.
 That’s reason enough for these mega corporations to invest
billions to save and extend people’s lives, it’s a good investment.
 

So people are living longer,
spending more, a lot of people’s lives suck, but some are better
than ever.  Then, seemingly out of the blue, the dark horse in
the corporate war, Elohssa Corporation pulled out the greatest
product ever known to business.  The innovation that changed
their world.  Most generations have something like this:
written language, the wheel, printing press, telephone, cars, TV,
PCs, the internet.  Theirs was ICs, or Internal Computers.

An IC is a system of nanobots
that creates miniature computer hardware inside of your body and
that hooks into your bodies systems to influence and enhance them.
 Very basically, Windows for your body and your eyes are your
screen.  It’s very easy to work, you just think and it
happens.  You need to know the time?  You can have it pop
up in your vision whenever you want, you can keep a clock going
anywhere in your vision, or put it in the lower right corner of
your eyes so it feels just like Windows.

ICs were a reflection of the
time they lived in, the greatest thing in the world that unites us
all and isolates us at the same time, ruins some people’s lives
while enhancing others.  Just think of being able to surf the
net in 10 or 100 different windows, while playing multiple games
and downloading anything, chatting with all your friends, and
enjoying any amount of music, movies or shows that you can
comprehend simultaneously (it turns out humans can comprehend a lot
simultaneously, with some practice.). Everything in custom displays
layered over your eyesight that you can instantly create, move,
stack infinitely deep or hide at a moments thought.  

ICs contributed to the Black
Everyday phenomenon, by creating super connected, yet super
isolated people.  One of the biggest factors in society that
creates problems is people thinking the world revolves around them.
 It’s easy to do with our brain, it’s crazy easy to do with
ICs.  ICs give people the power to be their own God in their
own Universe.  With a single thought you can delete everyone
in your world, if you wanted you could transform every single
person into your own personal sex slave, or whatever type of slave
you could imagine.  It may be virtual, but it’s a super real
virtual that fools your your eyes, ears, all your senses.
 It’s easy to see how many people go down that rabbit hole and
never are heard from again.

Indeed, once ICs were created,
it has been proven that most people never see 100% of what’s in
front of them; they’re always doing something with their IC
obstructing their view.  In extreme cases, people have been
known to live for years with 99% of their vision encompassed by
unlimited, ever changing porn, only leaving a tiny peephole to look
through and see the real world.  That’s mostly a guy thing as
you can imagine, but Porn Blindness is a real thing now.  

With
ICs masturbation
is outdated.  Rubbing yourself alone to
simulate having sex with another person is hilariously insane in a
world with ICs.  Sex is pretty much a strange, exotic, disease
filled trip that is more of a hassle than anything.  With ICs
anyone can come at any moment—there’s no build up, that takes too
long.  Most people with ICs are coming every moment.  For
a real thrill, they don’t come for a few seconds.  Now that is
a real twisted pleasure for IC users.

The other great things about
ICs:  You never have to upgrade, there never is lag and your
brain never crashes.  Not to mention, your IC comes with a
free “wireless” connection to the internet.  About ½ the
people on Earth have ICs, so that’s about 25 trillion people to add
to your friends list.  

Getting an IC is easy; it’s
nothing like plugging a giant needle into the back of your head
like those barbarians in the Matrix.  It comes in a little
transparent tube, like a straw or a pixie stick.  The tube is
filled up ¾ of the way with a metallic looking liquid, that kind of
looks like lumpy Mercury or silver sand.  You buy the tube,
open it up and drink the sandy mixture.  You could chew it, it
really doesn’t help, it feels like chomping down on a mouthful of
tiny rocks.  It really just needs to enter your body, any way
is ok; so technically, you can shove your new computer up your ass
and it would install perfectly.  The fastest way actually is
to snort it, but only druggies really do that.  But you do
need to ingest all of it.  Each nanobot has a certain job and
even though there are backups, if you lose too many, your IC will
fail and you’ll have a metallic speckled shit one day.

ICs gave the everyday person
the power that programmers had so long held to themselves.
 Anyone could modify their IC and create new programs and
“apps” just by thinking about it.  Everyone was instantly
connected to each other and everyone had the most powerful computer
on the market, the human brain.  Anything you can think of
that modifies any of your senses is fair game with an IC, the
possibilities are endless.  

Every IC has a virtually
unlimited memory capacity, using your brain.  The first couple
days of having an IC is like being in heaven and hell at the same
time while tripping on mushrooms.  Everything you remember is
recallable, reliveable, editable, copy able and shareable.
 You can even enhance memories, change them, edit them with
other memories and set it to music.  Dreams are recordable.
 This was a huge one, who would’ve guessed that in the future,
the hottest thing available to buy would be celebrity dreams.
 It’s like a TV show with unlimited episodes, until the person
dies that is.  Michael Jackson’s are the best.  He’s
really a great showman; even in his dreams filled with young boys
and jesus juice parties, he has a great stage presence.  (Yes,
they kept his brain.)

Recorded dreams are just called
Dreams.  They’re hugely popular mainly because of ICs, but
it’s really nothing more than a new television or net show.
 The good ones come and go like any meme; everyone talks about
the latest hot series of dreams until the collective conscious gets
bored and move on to the next.  In this society, just another
revenue stream, another creature for ads to devour, another avenue
for a Megastar Celebrity to “re-invent themselves”, and in the end
of its life cycle, like most popular products, a propaganda tool.
 

Dreams are the ultimate
commodity, the perfect franchise, the ocean front property in
Arizona.  They have an unlimited supply, the best special
effects, they are interactive and unpredictable, they’re cheap to
produce, they’re uncensored and director’s cut, and they’re always
starring you!  For the consumer, there’s an unlimited
selection, a new episode of your favorite dream comes out every
day, sometimes two, or even three new Dreams a day from your
favorite dream artist!  With the network of people’s connected
ICs, you could watch only new dreams every moment of your life and
never see 1% of the dreams out there.  In fact, if you had an
IC, you could watch a set of dreams 100 wide and 100 long, across
your vision and still only see a tiny percent of them.  So, as
you can tell, dreams were a huge market, a huge market that people
had a never ending thirst for.  The government tried their
damnedest, but they could never crack the dream market.  Ads
in dreams, that’s a whole other story.  
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ADS

You probably know the word “Ad”
as short for advertisement.  And originally that’s what it
meant, normally a short video or media message about how great a
product is.  But after the wave of “Black Everyday”
consumerism that ICs created, some people would plaster themselves
with advertisements.  Some of them even became a little
famous.  Corporations saw this trend and promoted it.
 They started paying people to wear their logo.  Getting
a tattoo of their logo was even better than wearing a shirt, so you
would get paid more for a tattoo.  Some people actually became
so much like walking advertisements, “Ad” became used to describe
them instead of something as two-dimensional as a television
commercial. Commercials fell by the wayside as it was far easier to
simply hire waves of lazy cretins to display themselves to equally
lazy cretins.

An Ad is easy to spot.
 They usually do a zombie-like shamble instead of walking.
  Their vision is usually obstructed a little bit,
sometimes it’s mostly obstructed so they have a glassed over look
in their eyes, again very much like a zombie. Sometimes their
vision is obstructed by tons of porn, a condition called Porn
Blindness. An Ad walking down the street might run into you.
 If they aren’t Porn Blind, they might also shamble in front
of you, and do a full twirl to display as many of their
advertisements as possible.  They might even look somewhat
normal, and then in a split second have holographic advertisements
explode out from them in every direction. A “Sneak Ad-tack.”

One time an Ad stopped in front
of Tony, his clothes covered in ads for fast food and drinks.
 He dropped his pants, and yes, his body was also covered in
ad tattoos.  Then he turned around, and yes, his butt was
covered in ads for porn.  Then he spread his butt cheeks, and
yes the inside of his butt cheeks were covered in ads for Super
Crack, the new legal drug of choice.  (Get it?  His butt
crack had ads for Super Crack...) And then out of his butt hole
came a holographic projection of a Miley Cyrus clone, with their
trademark tongue sticking out, animated and licking his butt.
 The new Miley Clones “My Pussy Your Face” Tour is coming
soon, the holograph announced with a mouth full of ass.

Before the change, Tony always
thought it was weird that people would buy and wear clothes with a
company name and logo on it.  “Nike” do you really like that
company so much to project their name in the face of anyone you
meet?  That is a crazy thought.  Sure he would wear logos
sometimes, especially for video games or bands he really liked.
 But he had to really like something before plastering himself
with a giant logo.

Normally companies pay money
for their advertisement to be shown.  Commercials, pop-ups,
billboards, placement in movies, etc.  Coke pays a lot of
money so that Katniss drinks Coke in Hunger Games 69.  But for
some when it comes to clothes, most people would pay the company in
order to wear their ads.  Strange.  Maybe it is some way
of showing that they can afford this logo.  But it seemed
backwards.

Once ICs connected the
instantly fast Earth internet with equally fast human brains,
people replaced all advertising media.  And once companies
started paying people to wear their ads, they discovered you could
track how many “hits” people were getting with the logos they wore.
 With ICs, you could track each individual advertisement on
any person.  Companies could tell if Mr Jackass wore a shirt
with their logo on it 7 days in a row, and that 100 people saw that
shirt and exactly how many became paying customers.  Now
wearing that “Nike” shirt could pay off instead of costing
more.

And then there were ads in
dreams.

“I can get paid to dream?  FUCK
YEA!!  I DO THAT ANYWAYS!” says Mr. Jackass.

When approached by a
corporation willing to ‘sponsor’ Mr. Jackass’ dreams, he replies,
“Wait, you’ll give me a dollar a day, and the only consequence is
that any dream I ever have about drinking, it will be a Red Bull or
Red Bull related product?”

“Yep.”  Nods the
corporation.

“FUCK YEA!!  I DON’T GIVE A
FUCK, I’LL DRINK RED BULL IN MY FUCKIN DREAMS WHILE I’M SCREWIN
YOUR MOM’S BUTT WITH YOUR MONEY YOU ASSHOLE!  YEEEEHAW, SIGN
ME UP!!”

So, then thinking he’s smart,
Mr. Jackass goes to the next company in his IC and signs up at
Cheetos.

“Wait, you’re telling me you’ll give
me .50 cents a day if anytime I dream about chips, you
motherfuckers and your supercomputers will turn those chips into
Cheetos?”

“Yes sir.”

Mr. Jackass signs on the dotted
line with a look in his eyes like he’s the smartest man alive.

“FUCK YEAH MOTHERFUCKER!  YEA!!
WOOHOO!  YOU FUCKIN PENGUIN BOY IN A SUIT!  I ALREADY GOT
RED BULL PAYIN ME TOO ASSHOLE!  I’LL MAKE MILLIONS AND ALL I
GOTTA DO IS DRINK RED BULL AND EAT CHEETOS IN MY DREAMS WHILE I
FUCK ALL THE BITCHES AND DRINK BEER THAT YOU ASSHOLES BOUGHT FOR
ME!”

Mr Jackass isn’t done with his
get rich quick scheme yet.  Next he gets a Taco Bell tattoo on
his forehead.  Why not?  He gets more money for it being
on his forehead than anywhere else.  Girls will like his
millions of dollars and will be able to ignore a little company
tattoo on his face advertising a new low price for chalupas.

This process continues until
one day Mr. Jackass wakes up with a holographic logo imprinted on
the backside of his eyelid, a permanent, ever changing ad tattoo
that he will be fined for if he covers, clothes that change to
promote the latest advertising blitz, pop up ads that pop up in the
middle of your vision, no matter which way you look, a 3D
holographic ad that shows a commercial over his head every couple
minutes and dreams of Red Bull oceans, floating on Cheeto rafts to
heaven.  This is every day and night of Mr. Jackasses
life.

In this world, we simply call
these people:  Ads.  They walk around like zombies,
usually because most of their vision is blocked by ads and most of
them are probably on meds. Also, Porn Blindness should be mentioned
again.

Being an Ad is a full time job
and works a lot like a hardcore drug addiction.  At first it’s
fun and doesn’t really interfere too much with your life.  But
soon it’s not fun, you need it and it’s hard to remember why you’re
doing it in the first place.  The hardcore Ads have to get as
many “hits” as possible, and getting seen by someone with an IC is
getting a hit.  It’s hard to imagine, but your brain can
process every single thing you see and with the help of an IC, can
distribute that information to the world, including information
like where you saw the ad, and who was responsible for you seeing
that ad.  So, if you’re an Ad, the best thing you can do is to
be seen by as many people as possible.  Sometimes Ads will
just walk in front of you, hoping you notice at least some of the
1000s of ads they are displaying.  For a short time, this
brought back the phenomenon of trying to be seen behind live news
reporters and streaking at sporting events.  

Soon, being
seen streaking at sporting events just didn’t get enough hits, so
the desperate Ads were forced to find another way to get their
important word out to the people.  The next wave of Ads trying
to be seen was at tragedies like plane crashes, hurricanes and
terrorist attack locations.  When they rebuilt the World Trade
Center and it was destroyed for the 2nd time, the most popular videos of
that day were the Johnny Knoxville wannabes doing quadruple
backflips off the roof while projecting 3D holographic ads for
Mountain Dew on the side of the building while it was
collapsing.

Queue up the theme song to the
newest and most daring Jackass-like show out there, this one is
called Fucking Retards.  The theme song is basically a
computer playing three chords as fast as humanly possible, and slap
on top of that quickly cut images of buff, hot teenagers skating
through fireballs, doing hand plants on the roofs of skyscrapers as
the skyscraper explodes, a moron strapped to a rocket blasting off
for space, point blank shotgun blasts to the crotch and guys being
repeatedly run over by cars on the Super Highways and you have
yourself the intro to one of the highest rated (non dream) shows
around.

“Jackass was a bunch of pussies
dude!” Says the first Fucking Retard.

“Yea, none of them ever even died on
screen!” Laughs the second.

“They never even died on screen!”
They laughed together.

“FAGS!” they both yell together.
 Then they quickly grab each other and begin furiously making
out and licking each other’s faces.

Once people became crazed
walking advertisements, ICs connected everyone and everything, and
a few mega corporations called all the shots, you have a different
planet.  People’s loyalties started to change.  First of
all, to the masses, every other person is a competitor.  They
could be the one who grabs that last item on sale before you do.
 That guy might even be a clone, not even a real person.
 You better be ready to trample them in the stampede, and most
people were.

 For many Ads, it was
their main job, that was how they paid their rent.  If someone
is paying your rent, you form a bond with them, even if they are a
mega corporation that really doesn’t care if you live or die.
 These people, ruling their own little Universe in their IC,
became fiercely loyal to the corporations paying them.  More
loyal than to the government.  People start to think, “What
does the government do besides tax me and take my money?”
 Corporations with unlimited wealth start to think that
also.
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FUCK THOSE PUSSIES IN THE
GOVERNMENT

There really isn’t anything
scarier than watching your own nightmares.

Recordable
dreams is another funny way that history repeats itself.  Just
like when audio tapes came out and the record industry thought
everyone was going to just tape songs off the radio and put them
out of business, and just like when mp3s and file sharing got
popular and the big corporations of the day decided to sue 14 year
olds for downloading Deuce Bigalow 10: Horse Gigolo.  The day
when Paris Super Crack Hilton the 4th’s dreams became instantly
available to the world, of course the new, bigger corporations of
the day had to sue everyone.  Because since Super Crack 4
(That was what Paris Super Crack Hilton the 4th would want you to call her), was
property of the Elohssa Corporation, you shouldn’t be allowed to
watch her dreams.  Unless, of course, you paid them.
 

With the proliferation of ICs,
the world becomes one giant, connected market, about 5-10
corporations control every business out there.  People are
living longer and have learned how to clone themselves. Cloning is
so normal in this world that it’s easy to forget about.  As
you can imagine, cloning has a huge impact on the world when it
finally gets cheap and reliable enough.  We’ve all seen that
scene in Alien 4. There’s about 30 years of that stuff before they
really figured out how to get a clone perfect every time.
 

Anyways, people that live a
long time and can clone themselves tend to, um, live a long time
and create many versions of themselves.  You may not have
thought about it, but once cloning was the norm, many people just
become their own families.  A couple old versions of
themselves, a couple middle aged, some young adults and some kids,
all the exact same person, born in different years living together
as a family.  Needless to say, the world’s population gets out
of control when this happens.  There were over a trillion
people on the planet and only a handful of companies providing
products and services to them.  These companies got rich.
 Trying to describe the money would just sound ridiculous, it
was so much.  As time goes by, corporations come and go, new
products are introduced that spring one ahead of the other,
scandals and innovation knock others down, it’s constantly
evolving, players are coming and going.  At the time, there
are only a couple corporations that need remembering, Telnet, who
perfected cloning before anyone else and Elohssa Corporation, who
invented the IC and created the market for dreams.  These
companies span the globe, you can’t be #1 in the world if you don’t
have a rep in Mongolia.  

In the quest to span the globe,
you have to deal with the world’s problems.  First, you just
have rent-a-cop security, then you need a rent-a-cop who speaks
Mongolian.  Then there’s rent-a-cops in downtown LA who need
tasers, then they need more than tasers.  That’s when you get
the Corporate Police (called CP), which leads to cloned Corporate
Police, which, is basically a clone army.

A cloned corporate army, kind
of cheesy, I bet you can imagine what it looks like.  All of
them in their spiffy ad covered fatigues, standing in perfect lines
as far back as you can see, marching in unison.  All created
from the perfect rent-a-cop DNA.  Are they all eunuchs you may
ask?  Yes, of course they are.  They are cloned
ball-less. Two albino twins who played offensive line at USC were
the progenitors of these hybrids.

So there you go, you have an
army of brainwashed eunuch clones whose DNA donor is the corpse of
the perfect, power hungry rent-a-cop, which is owned by a
corporation that has globe spanning security needs.  End of
story you say?  Not quite.  

One day in a very important
meeting between the heads of Elohssa Corp. it was brought up that
Michael Jackson’s dreams were 5% less popular today than they were
yesterday.  Although Elohssa Corporation was the number 1, big
boy corporation in the world with an army of cloned eunuchs at its
disposal, this news was devastating.  They were going to go
bankrupt if Michael Jackson’s dreams became 1% less popular, and
the executives of Elohssa were meeting to solve this problem once
and for all.  

“How about we lay off everyone in
the video game division?”

The room grumbled like all
boardrooms filled with old rich men do.  Grumble, grumble,
shake, shake.  They all pondered this solution half aloud,
though some were sleeping.  

“Are you fucking crazy?” one
grizzled old geezer yelled out suddenly, “In Real Life 5, I’m on
the verge of taking over Japan, and those guys are working on the
weekly updates, I hear next week is the big alien invasion.
 You want us to fire them!?  I can’t miss that!  I’m
about to make those Japs my bitches!”  At end of this tirade,
the old man quickly stood up and flashed some gaming clan hand
signals and movements, which kind of looks like an old white dude
flashing gang symbols and then leaning side to side and kicking his
feet out.  Then he plopped back into his seat.

The grumble came back, this
time a little louder and more negative.

After a long silence that was
easily the product of all of them paying attention to other things,
a Bill and Ted-like, “Fucking taxes man!” sprung out from
somewhere.

Silence, no grumbles.

“Yea!  Fuck taxes!”, came from
somewhere in the room.

The robot vice-president of
marketing agreed in a robot voice, “Yes.  Fuck taxes with my
robot penis in its vagina and/or asshole.”

“Taxes are why we’re losing money.
 Why do we need to pay those fags in the government
anyways?”

“Yea, if we don’t pay taxes, we’ll
be making money!  Right?”

“Yea, like, totally dude!”, the Bill
and Ted guy said.

“What are they gonna do if we don’t?
 Make a ‘law’ against us?  Or maybe they’ll attack us
with their ‘army’!”  This particular executive liked to use
air quotes when talking and laughed louder at his own jokes than
anyone else.

They all looked around at each
and burst into laughter.

After the laughter subsided
slightly, the man at the head of the table stood up, “So it’s
decided.  Fuck those pussies in the government!  We will
refuse to pay taxes and if those homos in the US government have a
problem with it, they can talk to our warstores when they launch
next week!”

Then quickly,
everyone disappeared.  (Well, what really happened was all the
3D holograms of each executive turned off.  Did you think all
of these important executive-types would have the time to attend a
meeting in person?  That’s so 21st century.)
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WARSTORES

In the quiet forest on the outskirts of a
normal sized town, a small family of deer

graze peacefully. The ground begins to
vibrate slightly and each deer stops to look. The vibrations become
a rumbling and the deer take off in all directions just as massive
tank treads rip through the trees and forest around them. The
treads are so huge that only a couple deer escape and the rest are
crushed into a red wake of forest soup. The treads smash roads,
trees, giant rocks and reach near the tops of trees; whatever is
riding on them must be gigantic.

At the same time in a nearby city, people
are excitedly forming lines along a main street. Many more are
coming and it’s crowded, like a parade is about to come down the
street. All the people are wearing outrageous clothing with
prominent ads, some streaming live video ads, some with 3D
holographic ads projecting from them. Among the pixelation of ads
protruding from the crowd, many are showing a countdown; all with a
little less than five minutes remaining. Surveying the chaotic
crowd, it can be seen they are here for the opening of the first
warstore.

The giant treads continue mowing through the
forest. As the giant machine rolls

by, the treads leave a crater in the Earth
about ten feet deep. Hinting at the size and weight of this beast,
its entire bottom is riddled with bullet dents in the armor, small
blood stains, giant blood splatters and lots of stuff that can only
be described as “meat”.

Hanging on the side of this enormous Hunter
Killer-like machine is a giant tarp that reads “Grand Opening! 50%
off – Today only!” Above the sign is a logo, “TelNet, the
‘original’ warstore”

The forest pulls back for a second to reveal
the entire Telnet warstore. It looks

like a fully-armed apartment
building/Walmart on gigantic tank treads. The outer layer is
littered with machine guns, radars, sensors, the surface looks like
a Death Star. It’s obviously very loud, rumbling and leaving a path
of destruction a few blocks wide in its wake. The epicenter of an
earthquake on tank treads.

The crowd waiting on the street is getting
feverish now and spilling off the sidewalk. They are intently
focused on whatever is about to happen, yet the mood is
celebratory; like the front gates of Disneyland are about to open
or Black Thursday but everyone is on crack.

Consumer 1, freaking out, “I can’t believe
it. My whole life I’ve dreamt of shopping at a luxury traveling
store!”






Consumer 2, “This is better than any old
traveling store.. this is a warstore!” emphasizing the last two
words.

 


The forest edge starts to rumble, like a
T-Rex crunching through the jungle in Jurassic Park, and the crowd
reacts like someone got a clutch hit in the World Series.

Some people are trying to stay in line, but
chaos takes reign.

There is a small, grassy field between the
edge of the forest and the city edge, a

few hundred yards or so. The field is dotted
with a few random people, but the city street is filled with
thousands and is chaotic.

Inside a high tech cockpit, uniformed men
and women are looking at readouts

and pressing important buttons on their
touch screens. The cockpit looks like the deck of a Star Trek ship,
yet they are dressed like they work at Walmart. A map on a big
screen in front shows them closing in on a big X.

The warstore computer brags about some
reading it just received, “Consumer confidence – high”, in a
typical soothing female computer voice.

“Are we all ready to go?”
the Captain says, he’s the only person here who looks and sounds
like he could be in the army.

“Uhhh..,” Billy, the 2nd
in command mutters. This guy is obviously more Walmart employee
than Army. Then with supremely faked confidence, “Yes
sir!”

“I don’t want to see
another Phoenix. You hear me?”

The computer interrupts, “Social media
advertising saturation – 75%. Physical ad presence nearing
50,000.”

Billy, “Yes sir, I’ll double check on the
supervisors.”

Computer, “Launching Regional Sales
Promotion Virus…”

On a nearby screen millions of names scroll
by in about a ½ a second. Then the screen flashes. “Virus Defeated.
…Calculating..”

The captain likes it,”Woohoo, did you see
that!? We were online for a whole half a second! Heads are gonna
roll at MBEPSoft West for that one. Good job geek squad. More than
we could’ve asked for.”

A bunch of ultra nerds in some other room
celebrate with awkward high fives,

typing and ‘interfacing’ with their
computers in celebration of their successful marketing virus.

The computer brags again, “Exact virus ad
campaign time in cyberspace… point five one seconds. Total ICs
infected, ten trillion.”






The Captain loves it, “Ten trillion facebook
fucks want our shit now, let’s give it to ‘em!”

Billy goes back to the supervisor control
room where pimply faced teens man computer terminals and sweat
nervously.

The top of the warstore towers above the
tallest trees in the forest, eating it’s

way to the forest edge. It gets closer and
closer as its mechanical roar gets louder and the rumbling moves up
the richter scale. It almost reaches the end of the tree line, and
a long second later the trees on the edge of the forest explode as
the warstore makes its grand entrance; the crowd erupts
simultaneously.

The giant crowd emits every emotion
possible: people are running in circles

like they just won the lottery, some stare
in amazement, some burst into tears. A few of the hardcore Ads
burst into a porcupine of 3D holographic ads. One particularly
enthusiastic Ad jumps from the top of a 3 story building, his ads
gloriously filling the air for a few seconds, then he hits the
ground in a splat and all his ads pop off. No one cares.

Back in the warstore cockpit.

“Billy, can I go on break,
I need to call my mom and take a shit.” One of the non-descript
screen watching workers spurts out. His name happens to be
Robbie.

“No! You fucking idiot,
the sale’s in about 2 seconds, get ready. We need this

sale to go perfectly or they’re gonna have
us sellin used robots to a bunch of Jawas!” Billy gets in Robbie’s
face, without the Captain around Billy goes all alpha male, “Jawas
Robbie!! Jawas! Do you want that? Do Jawas have enough money to pay
for your mom’s therapeutic hemorrhoid ass pool? No. I didn’t think
so.. So just do your job, you can shit and talk to your hippo of a
mother after we sell these bastards some good ole

Telnet products. Okay?”

“Okaay, geez.” Robbie
says, then begins trailing off ,”My mom’s not a…”

The Computer isn’t bragging this time,
“Government resistance very probable.

Local law enforcement resistance – 95%
chance.”

Billy doesn’t like that news, “Did you hear
that?! See what you did Robbie?!.. I

hate you!” The supervisor slaps Robbie
across the face, hard. “I hate you! look what you did!”

Robbie starts crying, but trying to hold it
in. He’s also simultaneously trying to

hold in that shit he was talking about, but
lets a fart slip out he’s so stressed. His eyes dart back and
forth, no one noticed.

The Captain is standing near the main front
window, looking out over the

approaching frenzied street, like some great
army commander surveying the battlefield.






“See that Billy? That’s
the power, those bastards will do anything and everything to be the
first one in here giving us their money. Look at em go!
Whoowee.”

Then after a pause,”Ok, are we ready to do
this?”

A few screen watchers sound off weakly and
not in unison, “Yea” “yea” “ok”

The Captain turns and throws a furious
backhand over the top of a row of

monitors, hitting at least 2 screen
watchers. He turns into a drill sergeant, “I can’t hear you!”

All of the screen watchers now respond, “Yes
Sir!”

“Better. Ok, lower vacuum
store entrances.”

Looking at warstore from the crowd’s
perspective. You can hear giant mechanized parts moving and
unlocking. Two giant “arms” begin descending from the warstore's
side. The ends of each arm have what looks like a giant Dust Buster
where the hand should be, but with the words “Entrance. Have a nice
time shopping at Telnet” Below that their warstore slogan“We blow
away the competition.” With cartoon machine gun muzzle blasts
background art. The arms lower almost all the way to ground level
and the warstore is still moving at top speed. The giant Dust
Buster vacuums turn on with a enormous hum and debris begins being
sucked in with tornado like wind speed.

The frenzied crowd is now not long from it’s
shopping spree, it’s pure chaos in

the streets.

Suddenly 4 cop cars come flying by with
sirens blazing, sending some people

fleeing back to the sidewalk.

A few Ads and normal people are very upset
by the cops crashing their Sale. One Ad steps out in the path on
the oncoming cars like he’s in Tiananmen Square. He’s got multiple
3D holographic ads for the new iPad69 shooting out at angles from
his shoulders and the Apple logo tattooed across his face. He looks
like Flavor Flav, mixed with a pincushion of holographic Apple ads
pointing in all directions from his body.

None of the cop cars touch the brakes,
splattering him like the toxic waste guy in Robocop. All of his 3D
holograms stutter and shatter in all directions then quickly blink
off. No more hits today for that Ad.

Inside the warstore cockpit there is a
slight rumble and the chaos below looks

like some crazy psychedelic ant farm.

The Captain’s face widens with a evil
smile,”Haaa! Good job baby!” He pats

his warstore. Then he gets loud again with a
strange battlecry,”OK, time to peddle our product!” He
continues,”When those cops get out of the crowd, take em out. We
don’t need to kill any more of our customers.”

The cop cars pass the end of the street and
snake into the empty field between

the warstore and the crowd, they separate
into 4 dusty trails. One car hits the brakes, and both cops pop
out, shooting at the warstore from behind their open doors.






Two small hatches on the front of the
warstore open, four drones cruise out, two

are airplane like, and two are helicopter
like. In unison, they launch missiles and fire mini machine guns.
They are heading back into the warstore before their projectiles
reach their target, like some cocky basketball player who launches
a three point shot and begins celebrating while the shot is still
in the air.

Small but deadly explosions go off in a row
1, 2 ,3, cop cars go up in explosions

sending them flying in all directions like
some out of control movie director demanded it. The two cops that
were shooting at the warstore attempt to take off running, they
both get about 1 step before they turn into red explosions
themselves. One car flies toward the warstore and gets crunched
under the treads as easily as a human squashing a beetle.

Tony and Perry are watching from Treetop. L
was working that day and tried to keep working, but everyone
stopped what they were doing to see this. People were walking away
from their live games. Soon pretty much everyone at Treetop was
crowded near the large curved windows that faced the city, watching
in amazement as the warstore drones destroy the cop cars. A couple
people took off running for the elevators.

One kid looks over to his friend, “Duuude!
That’s just like that one game Amazon’s Drone Clones 3!”

The second kid agrees, “Ohh yea!!!”

Then they both agree like kids in a toy
commercial from the 80s,”Cool!!!”

The warstore is nearly there. Some people
are standing, many holding money/credit cards out. Some even crying
and throwing money into the air, like crazed religious people. A no
music mosh pit of consumerism is about to explode. Two guys bust
out, running towards the warstore.

The first guy is sucked into the warstore's
giant Dust Buster hands from 20 feet

away like a piece of dust, his flailing body
hits the side and is torn to bloody shreds.

Some of his body goes into the entrance, his
head and left arm go spinning off to the left.



The second guy gets sucked up like a bird
being sucked into the jet engine of an airplane. He splatters
against the side also, the front rim of the giant Dust Buster is
now covered in blood.

The crowd sees the first 2 warstore
customers instantly killed and goes silent,

almost as if they are now thinking this is a
bad idea… A few look at each other in contemplation. But a long
second later they explode with cheers!! Then a mad dash starts.
People are running toward the store like it’s a race for
their lives. Screaming in joy even after seeing the first 2 people
turn into red spatters.

The crowd meets the warstore, the crowd
begins being sucked into the vacuum on both sides. Many are crushed
to death by the force, arms, wallets, heads are randomly spit from
the steady flow of bodies into the vacuum.

Not too far away 2 stoners are smoking a
joint on top of Treetop Games. From

their point of view it looks like a
battlefield and 1 primitive army is charging a giant technological
beast.

The first stoner is amazed, “Dude, those
people like to shop!”

The second stoner is holding in a hit,
almost coughing, “Hashtag holy fuck!”

then he coughs violently and they both start
roaring with laughter. Moments later the hatch to the roof area
opens and Perry emerges with a smile. He can sense a joint being
smoked a mile away, it’s his sixth sense.

A little behind and to the left and right of
the warstore, a small crowd of bums is

jogging next the warstore, bathing in the
shower of blood and body parts, searching for anything worthwhile.
Grabbing wallets, purses and anything else of value. Dogs and other
wild animals trail the warstore, ripping body parts apart into
smaller body parts, some darting back into the forest with their
meat prizes. One hobo holds up a disembodied bloody breast,
cheering happily. Another has an intact set of penis and balls in
one hand and a bloody ten dollar bill in the other, shaking them in
the air victoriously.

Soon, the first of the consumers is seen
exiting the store out of the back. Hands full of bags and brand new
sunglasses, video games, stuffed animals, food, even a kitchen
sink. They come down a ramp out the exit of the bottom middle of
the warstore, right where it’s anus would be. Even though the
consumers are happy when they exit, they all stumble out like some
bouncer just behind the door is shoving them out.

Jump to the inside of a different
warstore. A much slicker, much higher tech cockpit, the employees
on this warstore look like they should be in the Imperial Army or
Star Wars and GQ at the same time. Almost all of them are working
on their computers, the Elohssa Corp logo is seen everywhere. The
shopping spree / massacre can be seen on many of the monitors.

Over the shoulder of a couple other officers
is a young captain, he is watching

the scene on tablets other officers are
holding up in front of him. He is calm, and looks ready to take
action. He is also as slick as this high tech cockpit, as is the
entire crew. He has slicked back hair, perfectly shaven, wearing
sunglasses indoors even though he doesn’t need them. He sees
something on one of the screens, his eyebrows shift behind the
sunglasses, then he swiftly takes them off like Matthew McConaughey
in an action movie.

A lower officer looks up from his screen to
the Captain. “I don’t think they see

us.”

“Lets see if we can cut
into our competitor’s market share.” The Captain says,

like he’s in an action movie from the 80s.
“Phase 1, 2 hits.”

One of the Death Star looking employees
touches his screen and moves some windows around, sliding a green
button that reads “2” over another window that says “Phase 1”

The outside of the Elohssa warstore makes
the Telnet warstore look severely

dated. Two missile racks slide up very
quickly and efficiently, it looks like 15-20 missiles per side, and
all the missiles fire, quietly hissing as they take off. The
missile racks then quickly slide back down and then slide up again
within a millisecond, fully reloaded and fire another volley.

Inside the Telnet cockpit, their Captain is
looking out the front window, smiling, watching thousands of
consumers being sucked into the warstore vacuum arms. He doesn’t
see missile volley coming his way. Billy taps him on the shoulder
like a scared child.

The Captain quickly catches on to what’s
happening, “WHAT THA!”

One of his Walmart looking crewmen is in
front of him, sleeping face down on

his screen that is screaming at him with
roughly 80 red dots racing toward the middle of the screen. The
Captain donkey punches the back of his head, the kid wakes up,
fresh drool slopping down his face, and instinctively presses a big
red button.

The Telnet warstore anti-missile system
activates and a red laser very quickly

tags and destroys missiles, only taking out
about 10 out of 80, the rest crash into the Telnet warstore,
unleashing their payload.

Most of the missiles rip into the middle of
the Telent warstore, the giant

mechanical beast lurches to the side as the
volley shreds it’s chest into a mess of metal shards, black holes
and pipes spewing out all kinds of fluids. A giant banner reading
“Sale” now hangs sideways and limply reads”Sa” on one side and “le”
on the other.

The collateral damage is massive. A few of
the missiles miss their mark, dotting

the surrounding city with explosions. Much
of a city block is destroyed, along with thousands of lives as the
Telnet warstore heaves in what seems like slow motion from the
impact. Hurt, but not beat, the Telnet warstore's cannons turn and
begin firing upon the Elohssa store as it comes out of hiding.

One of the Telnet’s consumer arm vacuums is
destroyed and inoperable, there’s so much blood it almost looks
like a human being who’s held a piece of dynamite too long and blew
off their own hand. Live victims still scramble to crawl into the
twisted metal and others still pour into the other vacuum,
unphased. The Telnet store alters its course to face the
competitor’s store.

A cool movie shot would be from above the
Telnet warstore, showing the flood

of people trying to run toward the vacuum
entrance. As the direction of the store alters, thousands of
potential consumers are lost as the giant tank treads turn and
crush them silently. There’s so many people it looks like one of
those giant GC army shots in Lord of the Rings movies.

The Telnet Captain is loving this, but
confused “I’ve never seen a warstore like

that one. But if it bleeds we can kill it.
Let em have it Billy!”

Billy slaps two employees like he’s in the
Three Stooges. They jump to

attention and press buttons.

The Telnet warstore launches a volley of
missiles at Elohssa. Most of them hit

the Elohssa store and it is covered in a
cloud of smoke. The Telnet Captain’s mouth twists, is he happy or
grimacing?

When the smoke clears, the Elohssa warstore
stands solid as a rock. Smoke

swirls around it and the nearby trees burn,
but the warstore is unphased. Before the smoke is fully gone, some
superficial hull damage can be seen, yet remarkably, a few
mechanical arms with a blowtorch and other tools are already hard
at work fixing the damage. Other arms can be seen in un hit areas
enthusiastically looking for damage, then retreating back into
their homes when none is found.

At the edge of the city, the Telnet warstore
is still trying to maneuver to face it’s

opponent. As the entire injured store turns
un-smoothly, it runs over hundreds, possibly thousands more people.
At the same time, it’s mangled vacuum arm swings around and cuts a
one story hole through a few buildings. One of the buildings is an
apartment complex; a few entire apartments are ripped out, one lady
in the shower gets exposed to the entire city for a second before
her and her bathtub slide and fall into the debris, a giant fish
tank ripped in half drains it’s occupants, a fridge teeters for a
second and then jumps to it’s death.

Inside someone’s apartment on the ground
floor, the occupant is home and eating. He sees the warstore on TV
and then looks through his window and sees the same warstore is
approaching his home. His eye’s widen as it gets closer, he drops
his food and runs to the counter, grabs his wallet and begins
laughing maniacally, he opens the front door and hangs onto it. He
continues to laugh hysterically as one of the warstore vacuum arms
swings his way. First, all his clothes are ripped off. Next, his
naked body is ripped from the door and sucked into the vacuum. A
half second later his apartment is completely destroyed.

Back to inside Telnet’s warstore, the
Captain is checking out some numbers on a tablet screen. One Telnet
employee in the cockpit is manning the machine gun, furiously
jerking at a joystick controller like he’s playing the most intense
game of Quake ever with an Atari controller. The machine gun is so
ineffective against the Elohssa warstore it’s laughable, but he’s
trying his best.

Telnet Captain, “We’re killing too many
people! Those are potential customers you assholes! How about try
not to go through neighborhoods!! But don’t let up on that Elohssa
warstore, they’re too smart to be attacking us without something up
their sleeve.” Then under his breath to Billy, “I’ve never seen a
warstore that looked like that thing.

What type of warstore is that Billy?”

The Elohssa warstore is just standing there,
unmoving on the edge of the forest,

like a confident killer.

Telnets warstore, still trying to face it’s
opponent, ungracefully bashes through an elevated freeway on the
edge of town like a football team running through a banner. The
Telnet machine guns are blaring and tinging off the Elohssa
warstore armor. If that machine gun was effective in any way, the
Quake player employee would be doing good. But it’s not.

Finally the Telnet warstore faces Elohssa’s;
Telnet on the edge of town, Elohssa

on the edge of the nearby forest, a grassy
field separating the two. Two Gunslingers about to finish their
duel. The world was about to move on.

Two sirens on top the Elohssa warstore turn
on and begin spinning. Next, a long

thin part on top of the Elohssa warstore
begins to rise, giant mechanisms lifting the many tons of metal The
relatively thin piece folds back, and starts to resemble a scorpion
tail.

“What the fuck is that
Billy?!” The Telnet Captain asks. “I’m getting the
info right now!” Billy’s waiting, he reads as the info
appears.

“Brand new... Right off
the line. Unseen in action.”

The Captain breathes ,”Until now.” He pauses
contemplatively,”Grandma may

have just shit the bed.”

Billy states the obvious,”Sir, they have
superior firepower.”

The Quake guy is still playing his game like
a spaz going for a high score.

The Elohssa warstore is in view from the
Telnet cockpit. All eyes are looking at it in amazement as it’s
main weapon continues to unfold like a Transformer.

Telnet employee nerd,”Wow. Cool.”

Telnet employee nerd 2,”My cousin works for
Elohssa, he says they get every

corporate appreciation day off and more
vacation tha..” The nerd is interrupted by the commander slapping
him in the face.. and yelling “Get back to work maggots!! Do you
want to die with your thumb up your ass?!”

The Captain walks around the cockpit while
he barks orders. when he gets back

to the front, the Elohssa warstore is almost
done transforming. While he is walking around,”We may only have one
chance at this. We’ve got to give em all we got. One quick volley
of EVERY FUCKING THING we got!! Then make a beeline for the tree
line and high tail it outta here. Do it…”

Many crew members are staring at the
Captain, some are transfixed on the Elohssa warstore through the
main window, one guy is picking his nose, the Quake guy is
unloading thousands of meaningless bullets, massaging their enemy,
ting ting.

“NOW!!!” The Captain
yells, jarring some crew members back to their jobs.

The Elohssa warstore is deploying its main
weapon, the Scorpion Cannon. The consumer vacuum arms also are
deploying now, giving it a real Transformer/Terminator Hunter
Killer look. The warstore actually begins to look like a giant,
scorpion tank. Some of the Telnet workers that jumped back to work
are slowly turning their focus back the Elohssa warstore in
amazement.

Telnet Captain, “What the fuck is that
Billy?” He said it before and he’s saying

it again. Except this time you can hear
uncertainty in the Captain’s voice. He slaps Billy across the back
of his head to hurry him up.

Billy hurriedly gives him a readout showing
the Scorpion Cannon fully

deployed, with pictures describing that it
launches a giant, self propelled drill missile.

Billy,”Scorpion Cannon, sir. It’s never been
seen in action before. The data we have is from a prototype
Lockheed made for Elohssa years ago, we thought it was a
failure.”

Captain is looking at this readout
intensely, Billy is awaiting a response, very

eager and scared at the same time. There is
a short silence, only the Quake guy machine gun controller is still
frantically trying to destroy his target to no avail.

The Elohssa warstore is almost fully
deployed, it’s an awesome sight. Any fan

of science fiction would be shitting their
pants as this massive real life special effect performs. As the
tail and arms lock into place, a great sound effect is heard and a
spark of electricity dashes up and down the Elohssa warstore.

Telnet Captain,for the 3rd time,”What the
fuck is that Billy?”

Billy responds,”Scorpion Cannon, sir!” He
pauses, and then tries to get the captain’s attention,”Sir…?”

The Captain shakes his head, trying to snap
out of it. Then realizes all of his crew are doing the same.
“Goddamnit! Where’s my volley of missiles you useless fuckers!!
Fucking shit you guys are gonna get me killed, get us outta
here!”

The Captain slaps the back of the employee’s
head who is at the main controls (very hard) and the kid curls up
into a ball like he’s been slapped like that many times before. The
entire warstore jerks and everyone in the cockpit stumbles, like in
Star Trek when the Enterprise takes a big hit. The warstore
immediately and drastically changes course.

The Captain is staring doom in the face
while half his crew of 15 year olds are

flailing around on the ground in front of
him, “Get up you fucking idiot faggots or you’ll never get to watch
The Simpsons again!!” Then, to himself, looking up, “God, don’t you
still owe me one or two?”

Back to the Elohssa warstore, the Scorpion
Cannon begins to spin. The nose is

separated into 3 sections, which are
beginning to spin very fast and a high pitched whine is heard as it
increases in speed. It reaches a maximum speed (a very high whine),
and spins at that speed for a second as smoke begins to pour out of
vents built down the length of the tail. Smoke flows out of each
hole in sequence down the tail until it reaches the bottom vent.
After the last vent begins shooting out smoke, the jet engine fires
up with a roar.

A giant metal detaching sound is heard as
the missile separates from the tail. It begins moving away very
slowly like it is immensely heavy. As it separates you can see the
entire missile separate from the warstore and the jet rockets
slowly begin to accelerate the giant weapon into the sky. First
looking into the sky, the missile slowly rotates down as the
horizon and the Telnet WS come into view.

An awesome movie shot would be riding the
Scorpion Missile on it’s decent all

the way to impact, 1st person
view of the impact as the scorpion penetrates the outer hull and
the drill goes to work. The missile crunches into the Telnet
warstore, plunging about ¾ of it’s length into the warstore body.
It sits still for a second, before gravity and the drill start
working and the missile slowly creeps into the hull.

The tip of the missile drills its way into a
hallways where workers are running

back and forth. A fancy Telnet employee
isn’t impressed, stops running, and lets out an “Psshh”as he tries
to slap the spinning missile parts and turns into red liquid.

After a few seconds of drilling, the drill
loosens the missile enough to where it

drops down a level. Landing in the consumer
area with another great crunch. This is where the flood of
customers passes through. It looks like a compact indoor shopping
mall except there are no stores, just ads and facades that
consumers pass. Customers pass by on an assembly line-like shopping
conveyor belt, while robotic arms give them stuff and charge their
credit cards. The drill settles into the shopping path, while
consumers are pushed right into it’s spinning tip of death,
splattering one after another.

One especially smart consumer thinks a drill
in the path seems out of place and

says,”Is this supposed to” He then turns
into a blood splash! After a few more seconds and a few more people
turning into blood splashes, the drill turns off and slowly
stops.

Inside the Telnet cockpit chaos is reigning.
Nerd employees are screaming and panicking. Smoke can be seen
billowing through the front window. Alarms and damage warnings are
everywhere. The Captain walks up to the window and looks down at
his warstore, fatally wounded. Shaking his head, “I shoulda been a
gigolo.”

A loud sound of giant metal bending starts,
like the Titanic breaking in half, and

the view behind the Captain starts to tilt
toward the ground as the cockpit bends in on itself.

Outside of the Telnet warstore, the giant
beast is collapsing onto itself, people

are jumping and running for it. Some are
sadly still trying to clamber in the Dust Buster entrance.

Back inside the Elohssa warstore cockpit,
the slick captain stands motionless, in the same position as we saw
him before. Sunglasses back on. He smiles slightly and nods almost
imperceptibly. One of his crew members acknowledges the nod and
presses a button. The front monitor pops up a number 5 and begins
counting down 4, 3, 2,..

Back to the Telnet warstore collapsing, some
customers are still filing out the

back exit, having the time of their lives. A
few notice that a war is happening around them and are looking back
at the warstore, sad that it is crumbling in front of their
eyes.

There is a TV crew trying to interview
customers, covered in blood. Paparazzi

snapping pics like crazy, obviously not
using cameras, just staring intently like insane perverts taking
pics and recording video with their ICs. Just as the Telnet
warstore is about to collapse the scorpion missile explodes,
destroying the gigantic beast and everything within a few hundred
yards in a massive, cool explosion. The blast sends giant pieces of
smoking debris arcing over the whole city. Every customer around
the Telnet warstore is vaporized along with all the news people,
hobos, onlookers and any forest creatures dumb enough to not be far
away by now. What’s left is a shallow crater, filled with a tee pee
looking pile of black smoking metal sitting on top of giant mangled
tank treads.

Inside the Elohssa warstore, the captain is
unphased, there is no celebration from

the crew. The captain simply turns and
silently walks out of the cockpit, “Continue the operation.” slides
out of his mouth. The warstore smoothly changes course and enters
the forest, carving a giant path, it slowly disappears over the
horizon.

That was the beginning of “shit splattering
all over the face of humanity”. That

was the first time they all saw a warstore.
That was the beginning of the end of society, for them at
least.
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OUT OF THE WILD

As the victorious warstore silently
disappeared over the horizon, inside Treetop

there was a short silence that seemed to
last a long time as people tried to digest what they just
witnessed. A few kids broke the silence with a chorus of, “Coool!”
and then they descended into yelling about all the cool things they
just saw. “I want to go to a warstore!”

“Holy crap, look”, L said
as she pointed away from the destruction at a different

smoking part of the city. There were a few
flames scattered throughout. “That’s right near our
apartments.”

Tony, L and Perry all lived within a few
blocks of each other. It was about a

mile away, one of those giant pieces of
debris must’ve flown all the way over there. Perry appeared behind
them with a stone smile on his face.

“That was fucking crazy,
huh?” Perry said.

“Garfield!” L said and
looked at Tony, her face saying “Let’s go… NOW”






They all took off to the elevator.






Walking home was surreal, they were all
worried about our places. Well, except Perry, he didn’t give a fuck
about his place, he shared a shit hole with a bunch of druggies and
he wanted out anyway. But his suitcase of drugs was there. L had a
cat and Tony had a dog. So they were all in a hurry, half walking,
half jogging to check on those things. There were billows of smoke
coming from many different parts of the city. There were sirens
blaring in the distance in all directions. Valley Forest wasn’t
that big, you could almost hear a siren half way across the city.
When they first got to Main Street there were a few warstore
customers. celebrating their loot. A block later they passed a
bloody Ad who was injured in the sale, his right arm bent in a
wrong way, must’ve been broken. He still tried to shuffle in their
path, like a zombie trying to sell something. A couple cops sped
by. Then they passed a body part that could’ve been a butt
cheek.

As they turned onto their street the
destruction unfolded in front of them, their

street got hit pretty bad with some massive
debris. Perry took off towards his house yelling, “I’ll call you!”
There was damage to almost every building: fires, water lines
spraying randomly, light poles leaning into buildings, bus stop
benches flipped over in the middle of the street, some entire
apartments were gone or walls completely ripped off. L tried not to
take off running, Tony grabbed her arm.

“I’ll meet you at your
place.” He said, and they both took off towards our
apartments.

As Tony came up to his apartment building,
his landlady came running up and started screaming in Farsi. He had
no idea what she was saying, but understood. Tony looked over her
shoulder and saw his dog sitting in front of his apartment.

“Fozzie!”

She looked up, a little confused, then saw
him and came running with a look of

relief in her eyes. She was fine, a little
dusty, but not hurt. Tony’s apartment was on the first floor, he
started walking towards it. There was about a 3 foot high hole in
the wall between the door and the window, with a bit of smoke
floating out through the new hole. Something had smashed through,
that’s how Fozzie must’ve got out.

Tony approached and looked through the hole
at the smoking black ball of

debris in the middle of his living room. It
wasn’t perfectly spherical, but it was kind of ball shaped. It was
burnt to a crisp, with a flakey covering, like a black croissant.
It didn’t look like metal or anything explosive, but he had no
idea. Fozzie cautiously smelled in it’s direction. Tony unlocked,
opened the door and walked in. Fozzie jumped through the new hole,
rushing past the smoking black ball and circling around it until
she was back at Tony’s feet.

He looked around, the rest of the apartment
was fine. “Foz, let’s go.” And they

took off for L’s place.

Tony’s tiny Persian landlord was still in
the same spot, still yelling what sounded like the same thing. He
saw people packing, some cars were filled with suitcases. Others
were busy boarding up holes in their place, some people trying to
create makeshift walls. People were crying, yelling, sobbing,
staring off into the distance, some neighbors were fighting, a few
bodies were in the street, covered with blankets, It looked and
felt like a terrorist attack aftermath video you’d see on the
news.

As they approached L’s house, Fozzie and
Tony bounced up the stairs and heard her crying. The door was open
and they quickly went in. L was crouched in the corner, leaning
over something. As Tony got closer he noticed she had Garfield in
her arms. His two hind legs crushed and twisted. Tony grabbed and
hugged L and she cried even harder. Gar let out a haunting sound.
He was always a strong cat, the poor guy was a trooper. He even
tried to stand up when Tony looked at him, but it was a fruitless
effort.

Her apartment was a wreck, an entire wall
between her place and the neighbors was smashed and crumbled. They
could see into each other’s apartment. The neighbors were sitting
on the couch, watching the news. The fridge had fallen over and
there was a small puddle of blood half under it. That must’ve been
where Garfield was. Fozzie went up and sniffed him, he sniffed her
back, all previous rivalries gone.

“Ohh my God, what do we
do?”, L pleaded.

The Vet went through Tony’s head, doubt
it.

Perry came bursting through the door. “Shit!
Is his ok?”

L was crying, “No. Look at his legs!”

Perry saw his legs, “Ohh fuck!” He tried to
stop it from coming out, but he

didn’t.

“Foz made it. How is your
place?” Perry said.

“Not as bad as this, just
one big hole.” Garfield gurgled.

“Fuu, uuu, uuuck!”, L let
out. “He’s still alive, what do I do?”

Perry looked over at Tony and whispered,
“Put him out of his misery?” And then made a gesture of smashing
his head with a rock. He had a knack for being nonemotional and
getting right to the root of the problem, even if it was rude
sounding.

L looked up and saw this,”What? Smash his
head? Fuck you!”

“He’s in misery. It would
save him some pain and agony.”

L kept crying and looking at her mangled
best friend. After a few moments she

said, “Guys, get out.” then after a short
pause with more authority,”Get out! Leave me alone.”

Perry made a break for the door, an easy
escape. Tony went up to L,”Are you ok? What’s up?”

“Just leave Tony. We can’t
fix him, right? He basically dead. Leave me alone

with my cat. I’ll meet you guys at your
house later.”

“Are you sure? We can try
a vet?”

She looked at him, her face saying “Do you
think I’m stupid?”

“Ok, we’ll be at my place.
Call or yell if you need anything. I love you L”, That might’ve
been the first time Tony said that.

“I love you
too.”

He gave her a kiss on the head and took off,
Fozzie bringing up the caboose.

When Tony got home, Perry was already there,
on his couch, hitting his 4 foot

bong. Perry looked down at the still smoking
ball in his living room. “What da fuck is dat thing?” He sputtered,
trying to hold in a hit.

“It’s my new bean bag, you
should try it out.” Tony joked.

Perry laughed, thought about it, then ran
over and tried to jump into the debris

like sitting on a bean bag. He hit it and
they both rolled, Perry’s legs went out from underneath him and he
ate it on his ass pretty hard. Fozzie and Tony laughed at him.

Perry was holding his butt in pain, Tony
looked over at the debris and noticed

some color under the black crusty burnt
shell. He peeled back some of the crust and the words “Rainbow”
became visible. It was a package of some sort, and it was very
colorful. Now they had to know. Tony pushed on the burnt crust to
move it away and right after the word “Rainbow” was the world
“Dildo”.

“RAINBOW DILDOS!”, Perry
came running like it was Christmas. And like a little kid on
Christmas, became ripping open the wrapping. It was a big box of
rainbow dildos. He grabbed one and held it up in the air shaking
it, they were actually colored like a rainbow.

“Rainbow dildos for
everyone! Thanks warstore fight!” Then he picked up a half burnt
one and became sad for it. “Ahhh poor burnt dildo, Fozzie you want
this one?” He threw it in her direction and it landed in front of
her face. She noticed it, almost became interested, almost bit it,
but then turned away and laid her head down. She knew what Perry
was up to.

“Ohh my God, did you see
that, she almost bit it!”, he roared with laughter,

“You’re pretty happy for
someone whose city was just destroyed by a warstore.”

“My apartment is fine.
There’s a big ass hole in the wall, but those fucks are
so

high they barely noticed it.” He
continued,”That warstore shit is crazy, and thousands of people
died. Honestly though, I’m pretty sure the world is better off
without those people.”

“Who are those
people?”

“Anyone who lines up to go
shopping at a warstore. Anyone who sees their best

friend get splattered by a warstore and
still wants to go in. Those people are worthless idiots. There’s
too many people on this planet anyways.”

“I probably agree with
most of what you’re saying.”

“We need a good war or
disease we can’t conquer. We’re too powerful and there’s too many
of us. If Earth was a game, it’d need a patch cuz humans are OP.
People would be trolling that dev hard.” Perry said, “I kind of
want to try an IC though.”

“I do too, but you can’t
un-try it, is what I hear”

“And it seems people who
have ICs are the masses, maybe it turns you into

that? The type of people that think a
warstore is a fun place to shop even though it will kill you.
People who want to buy these things” Perry said, shaking a rainbow
dildo.

“This whole city is filled
with those people. Shit, this whole country is, and

fuck, the world is too.”

“Fuck the world.” Perry
repeated selected words he liked.

“Where is there to go?
Antarctica? The Netherlands?”

Perry’s eyes perked up at a mention of The
Netherlands. It used to be on his

bucket list, until they neutered it and it
was no longer the land of Red Light District drugs and hookers. His
eyes blew off the idea of The Netherlands, and he nonchalantly
said, “Off the grid.”

“Like run off into the
forest and eat berries and worms?”

His eye’s perked up again, “Yea, lets do
it.”

“Whaaaat?”

“Let’s get a few packs
worth of shit and go build utopia in the forest.” He was

kind of kidding. “There’s hundreds of miles
of forest North of here.”

Perry and Tony liked to go camping and did
many times. When a lot of their friends were going to Cancun or
Lake Havasu for spring break, they’d take mushrooms and go camping
for a bunch of days. A few times they would only take fishing
poles, no food and live off fish only. They actually had been off
the grid for about a week at a time. It was possible.

Perry went on, “Seriously, what are we gonna
do here? Wait for the next

warstore battle to fully destroy our places,
or to maybe die watching a bunch of idiots go shopping.”

“What, are you gonna live
without weed?”

“I’ll bring some, and grow
some!”

“And what about Taco Bell?
I know you need your Taco Bell?”

“Fuck Taco Bell!” He
started to rant,”I can fish that river till the day I die.
Me,

you and Fozzie can catch rodents and birds
and shit.” Fozzie looked up at him, to tired to care.

“We’ll take L and Missy
and start a new society.”

“I’m sure they’d love the
idea.”

“What idea will I love?” L
said as she stuck her head through the new hole in Tony’s apartment
and began to limbo her way though.

Perry took the bait and ran with it,
“Dildos! We’re going to make millions selling rainbow dildos!”

She wasn’t happy, but the sight of hundreds
of rainbow dildos did make her smile a bit. She walked over, jumped
on the couch and curled up next to Tony. “He’s gone.”

“Garfield?”

“Yea.”

“What happened?” Perry was
interested.

“I took care of
it.”

Perry and Tony looked at each other, not
sure what to say or think. They didn’t say anything.

Perry scooted the issue,”I say we blow this
popsicle stand of a city and go hang

out in the woods for a few years.”

Tony looked at L, thinking she’d shoot down
his wild thought quickly. “Sounds good to me. Fuck these IC
infested, Ad idiots. warstore loving morons who’d kill and/or die
to buy the newest smart watch.” She stood up, and kicked the
package of rainbow dildos, shaking a few loose. “This is what we
get, a bunch of rainbow dildos, fucked up apartments, dead
cats.”

She was actually on board. Tony tried to be
the voice of reason, “You guys are

talking about leaving society? Toilets, the
internet, candy, drugs, concerts, video games, pinball?” Then he
looked at Perry, “Porn?”

Perry pulled out his phone, “Solar powered
phone charger. I got the internet, porn and games covered.”

L chimed in,”You probably wipe your ass with
that phone too, so you got toilet paper covered too.” She reached
out in a give-me-the-bong motion. Perry obliged. Just before she
took a hit she nodded towards Perry,”I like his idea, for once.”
And she took a bigger rip than I’ve ever seen her take. She had a
different look in her eye.

“Have you asked Missy
about it?” L asked.

“No, Tony just had this
brilliant idea.” Perry said.

L looked at Tony surprised, “This was
your idea?”

Tony just rolled his eyes and shook my head.
“Nope, his” and he pelted Perry with a rainbow dildo.

“I’ll text her and tell
her we’re doing it right now.” L said and started tapping on her
phone. They were both high, but they’ve both been high before, Tony
thought. How was Tony the only one that didn’t want to “leave
society”.

“She’s in.” L
said.

Perry was laying on his back, holding a
rainbow dildo above his mouth, shaking

it, slowly moving it towards his mouth.
“Niiice.” He said right before the dildo penetrated his mouth.

“Fozzie let’s go” Perry
said enthusiastically. He knew that tone of voice would

get her excited. Fozzie jumped up and ran
over to her leash, wagging her tail. “See, she wants to go
too.”

“We can’t just run off.”
Tony said.

“We’ll make a list of
things we need, I’ll take the guys to the old Walmart, if Juicy has
any of those fake credit cards we’ll use those. Or we’ll just rob
the shit outta the place.” Perry said.

“We’re not bringing Juicy.
And Eric and Juicy are attached at the hip.”

“I know, but they would
love to help in any sort of criminal endeavor. We’ll do

it tonight, and we’ll leave tomorrow to form
utopia.”

“That sounds like a
fucking rad plan, Perry. Do eeet!” L playfully said

surprisingly. “We’ll need…” L started the
list of things they needed. Perry started typing a list on his
phone. The both of them were so into it, but they forgot a few
things, so Tony reminded them and all of a sudden he was part of
this. He still wasn’t sure if it was just one of Perry’s hair
brained schemes that he would forget about tomorrow, or if they
were serious.
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ROBBING THE OLD SHITTY WALMART

Perry went home later with a crime spree in
his mind.

“What’s up
motherfuckers!?” He burst into his apartment with the new
sky

light, created by the warstore. “I got a
plan to rob the old shitty Walmart, you guys in?”

“Fuck yea!” Juicy said
enthusiastically and without any thought, from his lazy boy-like
chair. Then the afterthought, “Um, why?”

“I need some camping
equipment.” Perry replied nonchalantly. Then he made his way over
to the couch where Eric was always sleeping, like “The Guy” in
Half

Baked, and yelled in his ear “Wake up Eric!
It’s the cops!”

Eric flailed wildly for a second and quickly
surveyed the area with very awake eyes, then punched Perry,
“Asshole.” and laid back down.

“Hey man, I’m moving out.”
Perry explained,”I just wanted to know if you’re down for one more
big score… For old times sake.”

“What?” Eric started
walking and sitting up,”You can’t move out, you still owe me a
hundred bucks, remember?”

“Yea man, I’ll pay you.
Don’t worry.”

“Who’s the mark?” Eric
liked to act like a pro.

“Not who, what. That old
shitty Walmart.” Perry said, reaching to tough Eric's

afro.

“Why would you want to rob
an old shitty Walmart?” Eric questioned, dodging Perry's
touch.

Juicy chimed in,”He needs new camping gear.”
They all shared a laugh.

“Na, seriously. Me n Tony
are going on a long camping trip. L and Missy are coming
too.”

“When?”

“Tonight.”

“Why?”

“It’s easy, they’re open
all night and we’re leaving tomorrow.” Perry laid out

his epic plans.

Eric shook his head, grabbed the bong and
took a big hit. Then blowing it out long and slowly, “Let’s
rock.”

Juicy laughed and struggled to reach for
something in his pocket, “Did somebody say rock?”, as he pulled out
an 8 ball.

“Ohh fuck!” A duet of
excited druggies exclamated.

They proceeded to do lines and plot their
robbery, constantly going off on tangents. Then they did more lines
and talked about how Futurama used to be good before it got
cancelled and brought back. Then they did more lines and talked
about nothing. Then they did more lines. Then they drank some
beers. Then they did more lines.

“You know their night
security crew is armed now?” Eric stated.

“Yep, that’s why I’m
bringing Bessie.” Juicy reached behind his chair and pulled out his
shotgun. “Fuck you Walmart rent a cop!” He aimed the gun at no one
and mouthed shooting it “BABOOM!”

“No guns man!”

“If this is The Terrible
Threesome’s last hurrah, let’s go out with a bang.” Juicy was ready
to party. “Yes guns man. Guns for the win.”

They did a few more lines, grabbed a few
beers for the road, then packed the

bullet with coke, for the road also. Then
they wanted to do more lines and had to unpack the bullet, they did
more lines, and then repacked the bullet and went out to rob the
old shitty Walmart.

Inside the old shitty Walmart there were 3
sweaty, greasy, security guards in the security camera room. They
all would remind you of the chef from Sucker Punch. Just super
nasty, greasy guys, all three were Walmart night security, so of
course all three had wanna be cop mustaches. They were guys that if
you watched any of them eat a meatball sandwich you would be
disgusted. The head guard was severely overweight, the second
ranking rent a cop was a very tall guy and the third was obese.
They were doing many lines of coke also, and talking about how they
wanted to shoot people, then they did more lines and produced more
sweat and grease. From the looks of their office, they probably
didn’t see much action.

The inside of the old shitty Walmart was old
and shitty. ICs had killed a lot of “brick and mortar” stores and
Walmart was one of them. Walmart wasn’t going down without a fight
and continued to keep their stores open. Many of the lights inside
the store didn’t work, some of the fluorescent light were broken
and dangling, only about half of the shelves were stocked. All
their stores still had a grocery section, but there were no
groceries. Basically the whole place looked like a stampede of
bulls ran through and no one bothered to clean up.

Walmart pretty much was reduced to being a
tiny gun store in a big box store’s

body. Guns were the only thing they sold,
well the whole sporting goods section. That’s why Perry, Eric and
Juicy were on their way to rob it. Although robbing Walmart was a
pretty common occurrence nowadays, which is why they had three
armed security guards on duty at 2 AM.

Outside the front doors, the three coked out
amatuer criminals scrambled to do a

few more bullet hits and finish off their
beers before going in, Then Juicy had to piss and adjust his mask.
Then Eric’s mom called. Then they needed to finish the bullet.

“In case we get caught, we
don’t want to get caught with this shit.”

“We’re not getting
caught.” Perry said, surprisingly focused, starring in the
front

door. But they finished the bullet anyways.
Then they were finally ready to go.

The three burst in the front door, and
started yelling for some reason. They

didn’t plan to yell, but once they hit the
door they all did spontaneously.

There was one hobo “shopping” in the rubble.
Eric and Perry ran by him so fast

he spun around and fell on the ground.

Three hundred pounds plus, Juicy was
trailing behind, when he ran by, the hobo asked drunkenly,“Hey man,
did you just see a real bright light?”

“Get the shit on your list
and get out.” Eric and Perry spread out in the sporting

goods section, like pros. Eric grabbed a
cart that only had 3 good wheels. While Perry was quickly grabbing
camping supplies, he felt his phone vibrate. He paused and took it
out to check, five missed calls and twenty text messages. “Ohh
shit” He thought, his heart was already going 1000 miles an hour,
“What could this be?”

All the calls were from Missy. That calmed
him down a bit, she can freak out for no reason. He checked the
texts and just from the message previews he saw a lot “Fuck”s and
“Prick”s.

Text 1, “You fucking prick! I heard Juicy
got an 8 ball, you guys better not do one line without me!!”

Text 2, “You prick fuck! You know coke is my
favorite old school drug right now. I’m coming over!!”

There was no reason for Perry to read any
more, he knew it was 8 more of the same version of those texts. He
finished grabbing the camping supplies by sweeping his arm across a
shelf and pushing the rest of the supplies over the edge and into
his open bag. It felt like he’d only seen people do that in movies.
“I always wanted to do that.” He thought.

His bag was heavy now, he hopped it over his
shoulder and lugged his way over

to Eric, throwing the bag in the cart. Juicy
was just getting there, out of breath and sweating profusely. He
had his phone out.

“Missy’s on her
way.”

“What the fuck?!” Eric and
Perry questioned, screaming in chorus again.

“She wanted to know where
we were.”

“And you told her were out
robbing Walmart?”

Juicy stuttered, “Um, yea, kinda.”

“Ohh. My. God. You fucking
dumbass!!”, Eric yelled, still filling up his cart.

“She wanted..” Juicy tried
to explain.

Perry had a hammer and interrupted by
smashing the glass front of the gun rack. He quickly starting
picking the locks and after a few seconds he had a rifle unlocked
and was already onto the next, unlocking a shotgun. Perry’s expert
lock picking skills on full display for no one but himself to
witness.

Eric continued going at Juicy, berated him
like he always did,”She wanted coke! We all know you want to fuck
Perry’s coke fiend of a girlfriend and would do anything for her
you fucking coked out puppy dog! But why wouldn’t you just have her
meet us at our place, of just let her boyfriend deal with her!”

Perry was done with the guns, and with one
giant two handed scooping motion

he threw a big splash of ammo into the cart.
“Let’s go.”

They took off, Perry and Eric pushing the
cart. Juicy jogging in front, clearing

the path. Juicy had Bessie the shotgun
around his shoulders on a strap the whole time, he stopped running
and pulled it out. He held it up and pumped a shell into the
chamber. It made a cool sounding CHCK CHCK. He looked over his
shoulder at the other two.

“I like to keep this
handy,” Juicy said with a smile on his face,”for close
encounters.”

“I heard that.” The Eric
and Perry chorus replied.

They all took off, heading for the front
doors. They all, individually, but simultaneously thought how much
this was like a movie.

Juicy was leading the way, jogging, at every
aisle he would jerk, swinging his

gun left or right, like he was making sure
no Aliens were there, or security guards. At one aisle, he grabbed
a yellow bag and tossed backwards over his head high into the air,
vaguely in the direction of the cart. “Fuuunyons!” He sang in a
high pitched voice.

Inside the greasy, sweaty security room one
of the rent a cops happened to look at a monitor. He slowly
announced,”Hey, you see that?”

“That’s the night cleaning
crew you idiot.”

“The night crew are
stealing guns and taking a shopping cart full of stuff?”

The other two guards swivelled in their
chairs and scooted towards the monitor.

“We’re being robbed boys!”
Instantly, they clamored in all directions, grabbing

for guns, tasers, their Walmart security
IDs, pulling up their pants.

The highest ranking guard held his shotgun
up in the air and screamed his battle cry, “Let’s kill us some
hobos!” slobber and spit flying from his mouth. He kicked open the
door and they all waddled down the hallway.

The Terrible Threesome were approaching the
Walmart front doors, when Perry heard something out of his
nightmares. The unmistakable “click” “clack” of Missy’s high heels,
in the exact rhythm of a pissed off bitch who wants cocaine.

Eric looked up, and with a mouth full of
Funyuns exclamated, “Ohh fuck!” Perry looked up also, his eyes
wide, his mouth opening slowly.

Missy was click clacking, one foot in front
of the other like on a runway, her

butt bouncing out in the opposite direction
of her front foot. Her boobs bouncing in sexy anger (All three guys
were watching them.) Giant fly-like sunglasses with eyes of
menacing satisfaction behind them. “I got you” She was thinking.
She raised one finger and waved it back and forth, like “naughty
naughty”. Her Angelina Jolie, botox infused lips slowly began to
open, ready to unleash the tirade behind them.

BOOM roared from behind her. The top half of
Missy’s head exploded towards Perry, Eric and Juicy. Her hair flew
at them like a skunk being hit by a car, brain gore spewing in all
directions as it spun. Everything above her bottom lip was gone in
a kind of half circle, a stump of shattered bones, ripped veins and
jello chunks of grey matter, topped with her bloody, quivering
tongue. The stump that used to be her face gurgled, her shaking
finger dropped to her side and her body plummeted, tits first into
the ground with a sound that was a mixture between a slop and a
thud.

Juicy reacted quickly, firing his shotgun
towards the front door. For some reason, Juicy was yelling “Boom”
each time he fired, like he was playing guns and needed to make the
sound effects. Needless to say he didn’t need to make any sound
effects, Bessie made plenty of sound.

Eric and Perry were both unarmed and took
cover. Eric ducked behind their

cart, Perry grabbed some stuff from the cart
and took off down an aisle.

“Fuck!” Juicy moved up and
had his back against a wall near the front door.

He started reloading. He looked around, he
saw Eric, but didn’t see Perry. He saw dead Missy face down with
her ass in the air. He saw she was wearing her pink panties, those
were Juicy’s favorite, he’d seen those up her skirt many times
before, but never from this position. For a second he stared, and
then her dead body released her bowels.

“Uhhhg” From the other
side of the front door someone moaned. They were moaning from being
shot, not from the bowel thing.

“Are you ok?” Asked the
severely overweight security guard.

The tall security guard was shot. Juicy hit
him with the wild shots he took. He

moaned again and felt his chest. It was a
long shot for a shotgun and his chest was littered with tiny holes,
just starting to ooze blood. He raised his hand holding a pistol.
“That hobo shot me!”, he stumbled towards the
entrance, wobbly pointing his

gun. A few loud cracks went off as he shot
into the Walmart trying to aim at the cart, because that’s the only
thing he saw.

Juicy was a gamer, he played a lot of online
multiplayer shooters. He knew the

rhythm of a gunfight, in his mind, the
person that just shot is probably reloading. He popped out of cover
with perfect form like he was in Gears of War and fire blasted from
the tip of his shotgun, BOOM roared two times again. He could be
seen mouthing “Boom!” with each shot, although you couldn’t hear it
over Bessie.

The tall guard was done. Now his entire
front, from head to toe was polk a dotted with shot holes. He
grabbed his body with one hand and his face with the other and fell
over, hitting the ground like a falling statue.

“Are you ok?” Asked the
obese guard.

The severely overweight guard looked at him
like if he could send him a text right now it’d say, “WTF?” And
then he motioned at him with his head, like, “You go first.” The
severely overweight guard was higher ranking than the obese guard,
but he didn’t move. The severely overweight guard motioned at him
again, this time with more emphasis. The obese guard gave in and
made his move toward the front door. He had no idea were Juicy was,
and he was walking right towards him. The obese guard was moving as
silently as he could, he must’ve been hoping to surprise his
enemies.

The obese guard took a few more silent
steps, he thought he was doing pretty good. He looked back at the
severely overweight guard, who only kept motioning to go faster. He
took another step, creeping ever so slowly toward the front
door.

Eric saw this from his hiding place behind
the cart. He knew the shopping cart wasn’t good cover, they could
shoot his legs. The damned thing even had ammo in it, so if someone
shot it, he might be fucked. But Juicy was their target, they may
not even know he was here.

Eric noticed the obese guard was almost at
the doorway where Juicy was, maybe 10 feet away. Eric made eye
contact with Juicy, and whispered with his eyes, “He’s right
there!”

The obese security guard took his next
stealthy step, but this time he stepped on a loose pack of gummy
bears. The wrapper made what seemed like a very loud sound in this
moment of silence. The obese guard looked down and thought, “Fuck,
I knew gummy bears would be the death of me, but not like
this!”

Juicy heard the crinkle and made his move.
Popping out of cover again in

perfect form, roaring Bessie leading his
attack. Direct hit, the obese guard took a full shotgun shell of
shot to the chest. Instinctively the obese guard returned fire, at
almost point blank range he didn’t miss, catching Juicy straight in
the chest also.

Juicy fired again, blood splashed out from
the obese guard’s chest, some hitting Juicy in the face. The guard
returned fire again, like they were playing shotgun tennis. Juicy’s
right shoulder exploded.

From behind cover the severely overweight
guard almost left his safety to help,

almost, but he didn’t.

The two 300 pound shotgun boxers exchanged
shots, shredding each other’s

body with shotgun blast after blast. Neither
of them giving an inch. Blood poured from each of them, big
splashes would shoot out with each shot. One shot from Juicy ripped
off big chunk of fat from the guard, and it slopped to the floor.
The guard blew off Juicy’s knee and he stumbled as chunks of his
kneecap and tendons slapped against the wall. As he was falling to
the floor Juicy knew he only had one shot left, his coke and
adrenaline fueled brain knew it might be the last shot he ever
takes. He had read the Dark Tower, he knew you do not aim with your
hand, and he knew you had to kill with your heart.

His heart took the last shot and Bessie
roared for one last time, ripping the left side of the obese
guard’s face and neck off. The hole went from his eye socket down
to his shoulder, and in about half way through his mouth. Guts,
fat, shattered bones and teeth wiggled and escaped his body from
this new hole. With his right and only eye, the obese guard tried
to look down and see the gore that used to be his face. The half of
his mouth and throat that was left said,”Rararhghgugglub…
Fleeeaaaagrb” And with a final gurgle, a waterfall of blood fell
from his face and he fell over, like a flabby, round, bloody
tree.

Juicy was laying face down, but still
conscious, he would be dead any second now, Eric ran up to him.
Juicy looked up, saw Eric and saw his opponent was defeated,
“pwned!” he sputtered.

Outside the front door the severely
overweight security guard was still hiding in

cover, he had sent both his minions in with
orders to kill and they were both dead. He thought, “Fuck.” Then he
said “Fuck.”

“Yep.” Perry said from
behind him, his newly acquired shotgun pressed against

the guard’s skull.

The guard scrambled for his gun, but with
one point blank shot Perry blew his

fucking brains out. Perry shot first, no
doubt about it, no one can re-edit that one. Greedo did not shoot
first.

Perry just reacted. He didn’t plan to kill
the guy, but he surely did. “I’m a murderer now.” He thought, “Fuck
yeah.” He quickly re-lived the scene, the guy was going for his
gun. Perry looked down, the dead body’s hand was on his gun, half
drawn out of it’s holster. “It was him or me.” He thought
again.

He ran over to where Juicy was. Eric and
Perry knelt down, both knowing he likely wasn’t going to make it.
Juicy looked up, “Good game guys. My K D ratio was sweeeet.” and
Juicy went limp.

“We need to get the fuck
outta here!” Eric said.

Perry went over to Missy’s body. There was
nothing he could do, or say. She

was just a pile of gore, no face to
recognize or say bye to. Her purse fell over and a rainbow dildo
spilled out onto the floor and flapped around a bit. He shook his
head back and forth, “That’s my girl” he thought.

Eric and his cart went by, 3 good wheels
rolling as fast as they could.

“Lets book!”

Perry took off and they rolled away with
their cart full of loot.
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ONE LAST NIGHT

Tony, L and Fozzie were were still awake, it
was around 4 AM when they heard the annoying sound of an overloaded
Walmart cart with 3 wheels rambling down the street.

As Eric and Perry pushed the cart towards
Tony’s apartment, a cop turned the

corner in the street a few yards in front of
them, heading in their direction. Eric had thrown his jacket over
the top of the cart, making it look less robbery-y. The door to
Tony’s apartment opened slowly and gracefully and Eric, Perry and
the cart glided in like nothing was amiss. The door closed quietly
behind them, tension filling the air silently. Inside the
apartment, everyone was aware of the cop, L, Tony and Fozzie were
watching and making sure everything happening looked legit. The
door closed, the cop cruised by, both cops starring as they drove.
But they kept driving.

“HOLY FUCK!” Perry burst
out.

“What
happened?”

“Juicy and Missy are
dead.”

L and Tony weren’t prepared to hear that.
Juicy was a long time friend of Tony, and even though L wasn’t
super close with Missy, you kind of have a bond with your
significant other’s friend’s significant other. L and Missy were
decently close. L wasn’t the coke whore that Missy was, and Missy
wasn’t the prude that L was.

“What?!” L and Tony
questioned in a duet.

“Long story short,” Eric
said,”They both got shot by Walmart security guards.”

Perry and Eric told the story to L, Tony and
Fozzie. They unveiled their

shopping cart of loot, and started sorting
it out during the telling.

They were smart in planning what to take
from Walmart, there was a hiking

backpack for each person, as well as a tent,
sleeping bag, and solar powered cell phone for each member of the
group. Even Eric. During the long night of packing while Eric was
taking a piss, Perry explained the talk they had earlier. Eric
wanted to go with them. His best friend, Juicy was dead, his other
friend and roommate was leaving, he had nothing. Also Eric made a
big deal that he was part of the robbery. He helped get everyone
all this shit. Eric was a druggie, but he wasn’t stupid. Staying in
Valley Forest, you either needed to turn into an Ad, and/or you get
to die shopping at a warstore, he didn’t like either option.
Everyone was cool with that, Eric would be a valuable member of any
group. Fozzie liked him even. He was like a black version of Eddie
from the Dark Tower; a junkie, but you knew he could kick the habit
and then kick ass.

The rest of the night they packed and
talked, TV on in the background. The

entire night, every channel talking about
the warstore sale and the aftermath. There were over ten thousand
deaths that day. How big of a tragedy does that make it for the US?
Take all the 9-11 deaths, add in everyone who died at Pearl Harbor,
then throw in all the confirmed deaths on D Day, the first warstore
sale had more killed than all of those combined.

They all turned their attention to the TV
when they actually talked about something important. A super cheesy
low ranking news reporter was on location, in Valley Forest,
talking about the situation.

The reporter reported,“Valley Forest, we all
know, is the closest city to the Elohssa Corporation headquarters,
which is located at a mysterious location, in the middle of a vast
forest, North of here, roughly 50 miles.”

The anchor in the newsroom interrupted,”I
remember when they bought the three thousand square mile area a few
years ago and began building the Elohssa skyscraper headquarters.
The entire area has been shrouded in mystery, like area 51 for
years.”

The on location reporter continued for the
anchor, “It’s been now rumored that the mysterious Elohssa HQ is
actually a warstore manufacturing plant. And that they will now
regularly roll out a new warstore every week.” The news switched to
an artist rendition of a tall, skinny building, reaching toward the
sky, the top of the building touching the top edge of the
atmosphere, nearing space. The artist rendition then animated, the
bottom of the building opening like a garage door and a warstore
cruising out, like someone playing a RTS just built a new unit.

The anchor took over, “Every week, a new
warstore. Can we handle it? Can Valley Forest handle it?”

Everyone in the apartment looked at each
other, including Fozzie.

Perry interrupted the silence, “A new
warstore’s gonna be rollin through here

every week? Fuck that shit, we made the
right decision. We need to bail.”

L thought out loud, “They can’t do that
every week? The whole town will be fucked in a few weeks.”

Eric looked up from his cell phone, “ I’m
reading on Reddit that they are creating a warstore highway from
their HQ to LA. We just happen to be in the way.” Everyone shook
their head in disbelief.

After a few hours they were done packing.
Everyone had what looked like a

long term hiking backpack. Everyone had
their share of food, a sleeping bag, tent, a weapon, fire starter
(Perry had tons of lighters in his Fear and Loathing suitcase),
water purifier, fishing rod and a Rambo knife. They even had a
little pack for Fozzie. L loaded some dog food in Fozzie’s pack for
her, she was thoughtful about animals like that.

The moment had came, they were leaving their
homes. Leaving a society of zombie-like Ads, shambling around with
porn blindness and giant warstores that kill thousands of people
selling the newest products. Just before the sun rose, they hit the
road, silhouettes walking off like the group of ragtag 20-something
rebels they were.

Leaving the block for the last time as
residents there was an eerie quiet. Even

the ravaged, entire wall ripped out
apartment buildings were silent. As they left. Tony’s landlady came
running out, whisper yelling in Farsi at him again. Tony turned and
gave her some cash. Perry turned and opened his Fear and Loathing
drug suitcase to her, as it opened it glowed in her face like the
Pulp Fiction suitcase. The landlady reached in and grabbed for
something. Perry grabbed her wrist and shook his head, “Not that
much.” She took something and ran off with a devious smile on her
face, probably with some opium.

They hiked North on Main Street. They knew
that was where the mysterious Elohssa corporation lands were. Even
though it was owned by a corporation and it’s border were fenced up
like a top secret facility, it was rumored to be mostly empty and
wild. On the way North they approached Treetop Games. Everyone
looked up at it as they passed, closed and with only a few lights
on.

“That’s the one place I’ll
miss.”, Tony said.

“Yea I hope those fucking
warstores don’t destroy it.”, Perry added.

L continued,”I should probably call in and
tell them I won’t be coming to work,

like ever. Too bad I don’t hate my job, I’ve
always wanted to do one of those angry, rage quit your job
things.”

“Yea, Wilile Wonka would
love that.” Eric said. The owner of Treetop Games was an eccentric
billionaire that was rarely seen, people nicknamed him Willie
Wonka.

“Wanna stop in for one
last game of Caveman pinball?” Perry said to Tony.

“What? Are you gonna break
my highscore finally?” Tony jabbed.

“Shiiiit.” Was Perry’s
only response






They all almost laughed and kept hiking
towards the edge of town, like the kids from Stand By Me, but
better equipped for the apocalypse. They finally passed Treetop
Games, the last building on the North side of town. Tony and Perry
looked at each other, they both knew they’d be back, at least to
Treetop.

The conversation trailed off as their
silhouettes disappeared into the forest.

“We’ll be back tomorrow.”
Joked L. They all laughed.
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THE ELOHSSA FOREST

After two or three hours of hiking, they
reached the fence on the border of Elohssa property. It was more
formidable than they’d seen or imagined. It was tall and thick, not
your regular chain link fence. It was like 2 extra thick chain link
fences woven together, with big sturdy bases. It had barb wire
along the top, the circular fancy, super sharp kind. There were
warning signs every few feet.

“Electrified?”, Tony
questioned the sign, he had good eyesight.

“Wow, they really don’t
want anybody getting in.”, Eric said.

The group approached the fence and slowed to
a contemplative stop. Perry

began taking off his pack, seemingly he had
a plan.

“Should I piss on it?”,
Perry said. He didn’t have a good plan. He started taking off his
jacket when L coughed from a little ways away. The guys all looked
and saw L pointing at the ground in front of the fence. Fozzie was
with her. Fozzie disappeared into the ground and wiggled up on the
other side of the fence.

Someone had dug a hole. Good for them. It
was just big enough to shove a pack through and then squirm through
yourself, which they all did. They repacked up and were ready to go
off again, this time on the wrong side of the fence. They all
looked at each other, their adventure just got turned up a notch,
there were a few smiles. “Wait.” Eric said, looking
down at his phone. “I got no bars all of a sudden. Wait a sec.”
Eric dropped his pack on the ground, jogged over to the hole and
under the fence. He kept his eyes on his phone and crawled under.
On the other side he made a face looking at his phone, then his
face changed to a smile. “Bars.”

He crawled back under the fence, holding
his phone and watching, “No bars.” They all checked their phones,
no one had service.

“Good idea with the solar
panel phones Perry.” Tony mocked his failed plan, even though he
knew it was a good idea.

Perry mocked back, with an even mockier dumb
voice,”Yea, like I knew they’d

block all cell phones.”

Eric jumped back under the fence and tapped
on his phone’s screen. “I gotta let

this hot chick know I’ll be back in a few
days.” He sent the text, put his phone away, scrambled back under
the fence and put on his camping pack. He looked up at the group,
“She wants me.”

“Also,” Eric continued,
“It’s not a total waste, I have some apps that work

offline, like offline Wiki app. That could
come in handy.”

“Yea it could.” Tony said.
He put out his hand and L gave him her phone. Tony ran under the
fence and downloaded the free app. He also started downloading a
few good pinball games, those are good offline too.

Tony sat on the other side of the fence in
awkward silence as the apps downloaded. He looked up at the group
like, “What?” When they finished, he crawled back under and they
were ready to go.

“Good idea.”

They hiked for a few more hours. Trying to
stay close enough to the river, but

also trying to get to a high point. There
was no sign of any borders, there was a vast wilderness on this
side of the fence. They saw a few birds and insects.

“I wonder if there are
real animals in here. Like bears and shit?” Eric thought

out loud.

“Yea, and stuff we can eat
like rabbits.” Perry replied.

“If there are bears,
they’ll need to eat something like rabbits.”, Tony put in his
2

cents.

“They can eat you Fozzie.
You’d be like a chicken McNugget to a bear Foz!” Perry taunted the
animal, looking at her as he did. Fozzie looked back at him but
didn’t break her little butt bouncing stride. Tony looked at
Fozzie. He could tell by the bounce in her walk, she was having the
time of her life.

“As long as the river has
fish, we’ll be good.”, Perry wasn’t joking for once.

They came across a nice flat area with good
rock cover from the wind; a good place to camp. They set up
camp.

“I’m not setting up my
tent. Too much of a hassle.”, Tony said.

They got a fire going and sat around the
fire,. Their first night in the wilderness

inside a corporate owned forest. The first
night was uneventful.

Early in the morning Tony and L were woken
up by Perry coughing. He was

hitting a 4 foot bong.

“You brought that?” L
said, wiping her eyes.

Trying to talk while coughing Perry replied
in a cloud of smoke, “Ice cold..”, He

coughed,”..river water.” He smiled, holding
up the bong, referring to the water he put it in. He sounded like
an old man, “So smoooth...” And then burst into lough coughing fit,
he stood up and danced.

Eric came back from the woods, he must’ve
been using the facilities. He

instinctively sat down by the fire pit and
reached for the bong, Perry instinctively passed it to him. Neither
of them looked at each other. They had bong passing down, second
nature, like two perfectly trained Olympic relay runners.

Eric pressed his face into the bong. Before
taking a hit, out of the side of his mouth he said,”First night
wasn’t so bad.” They all shruggingly agreed.

The hiked another day, heading North as far
as they knew. Later in the day, they set up camp, went fishing and
everyone caught something. They sat around the fire that night,
living off the bountiful land. There camp was high on the Western
side of a valley. The river wound through the bottom of the valley,
a little to their East.

Before it got dark, they all made a trek to
the peak. They noticed the hill or

mountain they were on went North for a long
while, as far as they could see. The river snaking it’s way
alongside it’s Eastern edge the whole way. Looking over the West of
the mountain was mostly flat forest. After looking for a while,
they all noticed a single path through the forest. The clearing
looked like a road, but there was no road. After some debating,
they concluded it must’ve been the path the first warstore took. It
went North as far as they could see also.

They had decided to keep heading North, not
exactly sure why. No one was sure if they should set up a camp and
stay somewhere or keep hiking, but for now they were going to keep
hiking.

That night, they sat around the campfire
talking about their fishing adventures. Tony caught Fozzie looking
off in the distance and noticed she was looking at something.

“What is that?”, Tony
stood up to get a better look.

L was sitting with a good view and squinted,
then stood up. “Is that another

fire?”

“Yea, see the smoke.” They
all noticed.

“Ohh shit.”

“Ohh shit.” Someone else
said, in a higher pitch, “What the fuck is that?”, Perry

was looking North in the valley. There was a
beam of light shining down into the trees, cruising over the
forest. It was too dark to see the flying object, but at first it
seemed like a police helicopter using its search light. But after
watching how it moved, it was too small and agile to be a
helicopter.

“A drone.” Tony
realized.

“It’s searching the
forest.”, Perry continued.

“It’s heading right
towards that other fire.”, Eric noticed.

L quickly began kicking dirt over their
fire, extinguishing it.

“Good idea.” Everyone
said.

Perry started getting his pack ready, even
though they were probably a few miles

away. The others watched the search light.
It zig zagged a bit, but it was on a collision course with the camp
fire on the other side of the valley.

Perry sang and finished with a flourish,
“Someone’s in trouuuubleeeee.”

The light swung by the edge of the camp
fire, and then the drone quickly stopped moving and focused the
search light on the camp. A small red light turned on and began to
circle on the drone, like a red-only police siren lamp. The group
was too far away to hear or see the details of what happened, but
suddenly the camp fire seemed to ignite, catching the surrounding
trees on fire. For a second the shape of a person stood out,
because it was on fire. The flaming person ran under some trees and
disappeared. Another flaming human silhouette ran into view, it
tumbled over and fell motionless into the dirt. The drone sat
motionless, hovering over the campfire.

A few moments later, two more search lights
slid over the horizon of the treeline. They were heading straight
towards the former camp fire, which was now a mini forest fire.

“Backup.”, Eric
noted.

The first drone hovered silently, red siren
spinning slowly. Just as the other two

neared it, the siren turned off. For a
second, they all hovered near each other, no doubt exchanging
information, a forest fire growing underneath them.

“That fire is getting out
of control.” Tony thought out loud.”I wonder if we should
move.”

The drones all turned off their search
lights. A few seconds later they spread out

and began shooting out a white spray over
the fire area.

“Holy shit, they’re
putting out the fire.” They sprayed a bit here and there
and

before long the growing fire was no more.
The two backup drones kept their lights off, turned back and
silently glided North. The first drone turned on it’s search light
and resumed searching the forest.

“That’s not good.”, Tony
stated obviously.

“Not good at all.”, Perry
agreed.

“It might not be good for
our health to be on this side the fence.” Eric added.

They all were staring at the search light,
it was combing the forest, searching

every part methodically. It turned.

“It’s coming this way.”, L
projected. It kind of adjusted it’s trajectory and did seem to be
headed towards them now. They all looked intently.

“It is!”

Everyone started helping cover all traces of
a fire and camp. Eric was quickly in

a bush with his pack, Perry bounded into a
short, but very bushy tree. L pointed towards a rock grouping up
the hill a few meters. L, Tony and Fozzie ran for it. There was a
small cave, the 3 of them could hide deep enough to not be seen,
they crammed in.

The search light seemed to be making a
beeline straight for their campsite. It

menacingly and quietly surfed up the hill at
their location. The search light was still scanning back and
forth.

Perry looked back from watching the search
light and saw the bong sitting out in

the open, in the middle of the camp. He made
a sound, like a grunt, sigh and “Fuck” all at once. Everyone heard
and noticed what he was looking at. Perry looked like he was going
to jump down and try to run and grab it, he hesitated. L waved him
off. Suddenly, it was too late, it was on top of them.

The light stopped short of the campsite. It
scanned a few trees right near Perry, the scanning approached his
tree. He wasn’t hidden particularly well, he crunched up into a
ball as the light slid over the tree he was in. The light didn’t
hesitate. It must’ve not seen him. Same with Eric.

Then the search light saw the bong. It
froze. The little red light began spinning. Everyone’s heart
dropped. Perry, Eric and Tony had seen trouble with cops before,
their plan was always to scatter. The thought was “They can’t catch
us all.” And when their group was at full capacity, they’d have
Juicy, and he was the slowest. This time they didn’t have Juicy.
They didn’t have anywhere safe to go, no predetermined meet up
point. They were days deep in the middle of the Elohssa Corporation
forest. They couldn’t even call the cops to help.

Tony thought, “We didn’t plan this good
enough. We’re fucked.” As kids, when they didn’t plan well enough,
the cops caught them and brought them home, it was all a learning
experience. This time, it looked like they were going to be burned
alive, not a good learning experience.

Tony was holding Fozzie’s collar, he handed
her to L, scooted up and gave her






a look. The look said, “If this goes bad,
you stay here I’ll take off and distract them.” He crouched like he
was ready to take off running.

L looked back at him. her look saying,
“No.”

The two backup drones appeared and began
scanning the area. The search light went over the rock formation L
and Tony were hiding in. It stopped. Tony and L held their breath,
Fozzie didn’t. It scanned back and forth again.

The three drones met up over the campsite,
hovering in a little huddle, 20 or 30 feet above it. Without
warning, a muffled zipping sound and the ground around the bong
exploded. Dirt kicked up and created a cloud of smoke. A few pieces
of glass dinged off of rocks. Perry grimaced at the pain of his now
only bong being destroyed. “Goodbye old friend, thanks for all the
fish!”, He thought.

The two backup drones silently left again.
The search drone’s red light turned

off and stopped spinning. It took off,
search light waving back and forth in front of it.

Tony popped his head out and watched it
leave. Once it was far enough away Eric began appearing from the
bush. Perry fell out of the tree with a thud, he bounced up, arms
flailing and ran to where the bong once was. “Awww, man!” It was
destroyed.

“That was too close.”,
Tony thought out loud.

“Yea way to close. We
didn’t plan for shit like this.”, L chimed in.

Eric was pacing back and forth, thinking
deeply, “We gotta bail. Fuck this place. We didn’t almost get
arrested, we almost got burned alive. Flying murderous drone
motherfuckuing fire fighters, warstores, not a sign of life around
besides us! And now our bong is gone!! That’s just too much.”

Perry couldn’t resist, in a panicked but
joking voice he did his best Bill Paxton impression, “That’s it
man. Game over, man! Game over! What the fuck are we gonna do now?
What are we gonna do!?”

Tony continued as Burke,”Maybe we could
build a fire, sing a couple of songs. Why don’t we try that.”

“Are you fucking serious?”
Eric wasn’t laughing. “You guys can joke about

that right now?! I just saw my life flash
before my eyes.”

No more fire tonight. The rest of the night
they talked by the moonlight.

“In the morning, let’s go
see that other camp they hit.” L said.

“Good idea.” Perry
agreed.

“We need to be more
careful.” Tony said the moonlight lighting his face in an eerie
way,”Like in D&D, we can’t all go to sleep with those things
flying around. We need to set up a watch.” He continued, “We need
to have a plan, in case shit hits the fan.”

“Yea, like how we’d all
meet up behind Treetop after a job.” Eric remembered.

I’d say we meet at the hole in the fence,
but that’s so far away now.” Tony

thought out loud.

“What about here?” L
injected.

“Yea, we’ve all been here.
It’s kind of near the top of this hill. You can see that

little rock formation from all around.”
Perry agreed.

“Ok.” agreed the
chorus.

“Camp rock.” L named
it.

Perry laughed, “Camp rawk!” He growled,
flashing the devil horns.
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GOING DEEPER

The morning was uneventful. They all woke
up with a newfound sense of alertness. They weren’t just out hiking
and camping in the forest anymore. The stakes were raised.

They headed towards the other side of the
valley to survey the campsite they saw get torched.

“I say we go back.” Eric
stated. “What are we even doing here?”

Perry countered, “Go back to what? Valley
Forest and live with masses?”

“Yea, with real food,
girls, drugs, tv and you know, like, society.” Eric
said.

“Yea, then we can all get
ICs, become Ads ourself and then we can die at a warstore sale
buying a bunch of rainbow dildos!? Fuck that.”

“You rather die out here?
Burned alive by some silent drone in the middle of a company owned
forest.”

”Fuck those drones, they
surprised us last night yet we still outsmarted em.” Perry
said.

“Then what? Say we can
outsmart the drones every night. What’s the goal here? What’s the
endgame? What the fuck are we hiking for?” Eric
continued.

“Not dieing.” Perry said,
he sounded like he knew what he was out here for.

L chimed in,”I don’t care that much, but
this is like the Area 51 of our time,

right? I kinda wanna see what it’s all
about.”

“Like what? Go see the
infamous Elohssa company HQ?” Tony questioned.

She shrugged with her body and face, “Yea,
kind of?” Tony agreed.

Perry agreed too, “Yea, and blow the
fucking place to shit,” Fozzie froze in front of them. The camp,
they were there.

The ground was blackened. In the center of a
tiny clearing was the remains of

the camp fire. To the left was a burned
body, laying dead in a burnt bush.

“Ohh shit.”
Eric.

“Aww fuck”
Tony.

Nasty!” Perry said reaching out to touch
it.

“Eww, I can’t look.” L
turned away.

The body was posed in a painful gesture,
hands reaching towards its face. Mouth gaping open, probably
screaming in agony. Back arched back as far as humanly possible,
the body forming a crispy half circle. Body, hair, skin and clothes
burnt and fused into one black, flaky covering.

Fozzie had walked up to the camp fire and
was sniffing at something. L walked

over while the others contemplated the last
moments of the body in front of them. Perry had grabbed a stick and
was poking it.

“Ohh my God.” L
exclamated.

They all looked and ran over. Sitting on a
skewer in the middle of the camp fire

was a foot.

“Is that a…?”

“That’s a muthafuckin
foot!” Eric burst out. Then Eric started pacing, “Ohh my fucking
God. Cannibals!?” Grabbing his head and then shaking his arms. “Now
what Perry?! Now what? How are you gonna outsmart the
cannibals.”

“We don’t know they were
cannibals.” Perry said.

Eric screamed, “They were cooking a fucking
foot!”

“Fozzie would eat it.
Look.” Perry reached and picked up the cooked foot

barehanded. They all yelled as his did.

“What the hell man!!” Eric
stared at him unbelieving.

“Ohh shit!” Tony danced
away.

Perry offered the foot to Fozzie. She
smelled it, thinking.

“Fozzie no!” L grabbed her
and pulled her away.

“It looks cooked.” Perry
waited until they were all looking and put it up to his

mouth, faking eating it.

The chorus sang in disgusting
disapproval.

He fake chewed, “Soo good! Kinda tastes like
feet though.”

Tony and L couldn’t take it and busted out
laughing. Eric wasn’t in a laughing mood.

They found the other body not far away. Same
thing, burnt to a crisp. After a quick investigation of the
campsite, they were confused. The cannibals had no pack, no
supplies, nothing.

Eric started off, disbelief in his voice
again, “Seriously?! What the fuck?! These fucking naked cannibals
were just hanging out barbecuing feet!?”

Perry interrupted, “They had clothes.” As he
peeled back a burnt shirt.

Eric continued,”Fine! Inside this corporate
owned mystery forest, void of all

animal life, these well dressed cannibals
just came out here and started a fire on the side of this hill to
cook a foot! But their fucking Foot Feast was interrupted by flame
throwing drones who burned them to a crisp and then put out the
forest fire they created.

Do you hear the words I’m saying?!”

Tony interjected, “You can’t make this shit
up!”

Eric’s disbelief reached an apex, “Who’s
fucking foot was that?”

Perry was examining the foot extremely close
to his face. “It was a girl. She

was probably pretty hot.” He paused and
looked around,”Get it, hot?” Staring at the cooked foot.

Tony and L shook their heads.

Eric didn’t seem to get it so Perry went
on,”You know, she was on the fire?”

Eric yelled,”I get it!”

“Actually she probably was
hot.” Perry continued his CSI investigation, looking

deeply at the cooked foot, ”Nice toes,
pedicured maybe. I think red toenail polish.

Probably a hot, dirty slut.”

“Your favorite kind,” L
said, kind of joking, but not really.

Perry turned and looked down the valley,
“See ya, my skanky foot friend!”,

reeled back and threw the foot as far as he
could down into the valley. It turned and spun slowly in the air,
arced and slowly descended into the bush with a rustle. Above them,
they didn’t notice before, a few vultures were circling. The
vultures noted the flying foot and reacted.

“Ohh shit, Vultures.”
Perry noticed. “See Eric, there are your precious
animals.”

“We’re leaving right?”
Eric ignored Perry, looking at the only people he thought were
sane, Tony and L. They looked at each other.

“I don’t know man, I think
I’m with Perry on this one. I’d rather be out here

with you guys than die as a meaningless
statistic in that city.”, Tony stated “Look around, it’s
beautiful.”

I kinda like the Area 51 adventure.” L
threw in. “I heard the Elohssa HQ is

built so high it touches space. I kinda
wanna see that.”

Eric looked at them both, still in
disbelief, “Fucking cannibals!”

Fozzie emerged from the bushes and looked up
at the group, with a disembodied hand in her mouth.

They all scattered, screaming like children.
L came running back and slapped the hand out of Fozzie’s mouth and
picked her up. “Fozzie NO!” She said in a dog obedience class
voice.
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TOILET PAPER, BUNGLE SHIRTS AND
SHROOMING

They hiked for another day, heading North,
staying along the ridge of the valley

when possible. Going down to the river to
fish when they wanted, the fish were plenty.

On the way down to fish one day, Tony
noticed a grenade hanging from Perry’s

belt.

“What the hell is that? A
grenade?” He asked.

Eric walked up and reached out to touch it,
“Is it real?”

“Yea it’s real. It’s my
grandpa’s. From Vietnam. He gave it to my dad and my dad gave it to
me when I was 10.”

“Nice present for a 10
year old.”

“That’s my dad for ya.”
Perry agreed. “But hey, it might come in handy now. Hey cannibal,
eat this!” He faked shoving a grenade in someone’s
mouth.

“So it’s been sitting
around for what, 80 years? It’s probably a dud.” Eric
said.

They hiked North for a few more days, there
was no sign of cannibals, drones,

animals, Elohssa headquarters, warstores or
other people. They had time to have fun, talk about which
Terminator movie was the best, swim in the river and play games.
They did all of this with the cannibals and drones in the back of
their head. Every once in a while they’d hear or see something and
everyone would jump to attention. But nothing. One of those days
they dipped into Perry’s Fear and Loathing suitcase and everyone
ate some mushrooms. They didn’t make too much progress that day,
all ending up mostly naked swimming in the river. Eric lost his
shirt and realized he didn’t bring any other clothes. He ended up
wearing one of L’s T shirts, a Mr. Bungle shirt with an old man
masterbating on the back. She loved Bungle, but always felt
uncomfortable wearing that shirt, “Have it.” she thought.

“So we’re just gonna keep
hiking North until we find some evil fortress?” Eric
questioned.

“Or until we find the
cannibal tribe and feed you to em.” Perry joked.

“I’ll feed you to em,
they’d get high eating you.”

“I hope they have one of
those black big cauldrons they always try to cook Bugs Bunny in.” L
joked.

Everyone remembered that and laughed.

Everyone was pretty dirty and tired.
Especially after a day of ‘shrooming, “Maybe we should set up and
camp for a few days and rest up.” Perry suggested.

“I’m in.” Tony
said.

“Yea let’s” L
agreed.

They found a nice spot and set up camp.
Everyone letting out “Ahhhs” of relief

after taking off their packs.

“I'm running out of toilet
paper.” Perry mentioned.

“With so much crap coming
out of your mouth, I don’t doubt it.” Eric jabbed.
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MIDNIGHT ADVENTURE

The night was mostly uneventful, except for
the unveiling of Perry’s new wooden bong. He had been carving at
something for a few days. Everyone smoked out of it, it was pretty
good. Perry was one of those guys every group has, the MacGyver of
weed smoking, he could make a pipe out of anything.

The stoned group was watching the stars.

“There’s so much less
light pollution out here, you really can see more stars.”
“Yeaaaaa.” Someone agreed, it sounded like they were
drooling.

“Ohh shit, look!” Eric
pointed to the West side of the hill they were hiking
on.

“Lights!”

They all knew the plan, put out the fire,
get ready to book.

“Camp Rawk is too far
away, if we have to split up, let’s meet back here.” Tony
planned.

The chorus agreed.

“Camp Rawk 2” L dubbed it
again.

“Electric Boogaloo” Perry
joked.

The lights weren’t moving like the other
ones, it wasn’t as smooth. They

weren’t flying, it was something on the
ground. It was big and had multiple search lights, it even had a
few drones flying around it searching. A dark and menacing giant
figure carving its way through the forest.

“The next warstore!” Perry
figured out.

“Ohh shit!” The stoned
chorus sang out.

The warstore was grinding its way straight
through the forest.

“Could one of those things
even climb this hill?” Eric thought.

Looking down Tony agreed,”Yea, I don’t think
so. But the drones can get up

here, that’s for sure.”

“Who knows what that thing
has up its sleeve.”

They watched it drive for probably a mile or
two, then it stopped. The search

lights dimmed. The drones disappeared into
the giant structure. It went dark.

“Ohh fuck.”

“Yea, what the fuck is it
doing?”

They all watched in silence for a few long
moments.

Perry said what they were all thinking,“What
the fuck? It’s just gonna sit there

in the dark?”

“Recharging or some shit?”
Tony thought.

“Maybe it needed to take a
robo piss.” L joked. Perry laughed.

After a few more minutes it was obvious the
warstore wasn’t going anywhere. There were a few tiny lights on the
outside, it was hard to see from so far away. They stared at it for
a bit longer.

“Let’s go.” Perry threw
out.

“Where?” Tony
asked.

“Down there, check it
out.”

“Are you fucking crazy?”
Eric said, trying to be the voice of reason.

“Yea, I am crazy. Let’s
go. Leave the shit, just take the guns and lets go. It can’t be
more than a few miles away.”

“I’ll stay here and watch
the stuff while you go die.” Eric stated.

“That’s a long midnight
walk.” Tony threw in. “But you know what, what else are we
doing?”

“Yea!” Perry
agreed.

Fozzie danced on two feet, she was in.

“If Fozzie’s going I’m
going.” L said.

“Fuck!” Eric yelled,
“What?” He shook his head, stood up, took off his shirt and wrapped
it around his head. “Let’s go” “K Rambo.” L
laughed.

“We’re going to “look” at
the newest, greatest killing machine ever created.” He

stated in all seriousness. “Yea, I’m going
all Rambo.” “Sweet”

And they were off on the midnight adventure
to scout the warstore.

They walked for a long while, it was all
downhill and in the dark. The way back would take much longer. It
was around 1 or 2 AM Tony guessed by the moon. After a few miles of
walking with the aid of gravity they approached the small clearing
the warstore was “resting” at. It towered over the tops of the
forest trees.

“Holy fuck, look at that
thing.” Eric noted. They all stopped in their tracks to admire the
massive machine, forged by combining the needs of consumerism and
war. It looked like the best CG, taken straight out of a science
fiction movie. A few lights blinked near the top, probably so
planes wouldn’t crash into it at night. There were a few other
lights, but it was obvious this thing was in some sort of night
mode, not wanting to be seen. It had little guns scattered around
the bottom, probably anti-personnel. Many of the weapons were
hiding behind panels, they witnessed that first hand at the
massacre, or sale, whatever you call it.

“Straight outta
Terminator.” Perry whispered.

“HK’s aren’t that big
man.” Tony corrected him.

“Straight outta
Terminator… on crack!” Perry corrected his statement.

They moved from cover to cover, staying out
of sight as often as possible. Finally they reached a tree line
that encircled the warstore. There was no way to get closer without
going out in full sight. No one wanted to do that. Each person had
to split up and take cover behind individual trees. They sat
looking at the giant machine as it rested, a medium humming sound
emanating from it. Tony imagine how loud the thing must be when it
was “On”.

“Ok, see it? Let’s go.”
Eric had had enough.

They heard a whooshing sound, like a Star
Trek door. From the middle front of

the warstore, a place they couldn’t see from
their position, some red lights rolled out, like Terminator eyes,
attached to some dark silhouettes.

Fozzie didn’t like it, she tried to leave.
Tony held her collar tight.

The two silhouettes grew as they came in
their direction. Everyone sat

motionless, in fear and awe. They finally
entered enough light for them to see details. Two robots!

Eric looked over at L with his eyes open as
wide as possible, possibly even wider than that. Everyone else was
silent and unmoving.

One robot was tall and skinny, the other
short and round.

The short one kind of looked like an
off-road R2D2 mixed with a Mars lander. It had 6 wheels, they
looked like they could run over nails all day and be fine. The body
was the R2D2 looking part, wider than tall, so not a perfect
circle. Short and squat, it probably had a low center of gravity.
The head didn’t spin, but it looked like the “eyes” went all the
way around, 360 vision. Its face had a few different lights, some
blinking, mostly red, a few green, some scanning back and forth
like Kit from Knight Rider. Along its body was many compartment
looking shapes, no doubt it had retractable arms just like its Star
Wars buddy. It seemed to have a scowl, if a robot can scowl.

The other was tall and lanky. If you had to
pick a robot it resembled, it would

be a mix between IG-88 and a T-800
endoskeleton. But it was probably 10 feet tall. It walked
bipedally, its feet were more like points than feet. Its IG-88 head
swivelled, but it also looked like it had 360 vision. It had
unusually long arms that hung below its knees, like a gorilla, even
though the were skinny, like the entire robot. It moved in a jerky
walk, slowly starting a step, then finishing it quickly and
heavily. Not a graceful walk, but very non-human and
intimidating.

The 2 robots walked in strange unison,
scanning and staring around.

They had seen a lot of crazy stuff in their
lives, but this was too much. Eric got a case of Space Madness,
even though he wasn’t in space. Maybe it could be called Robot
Madness, but he lost it. He took off running.

To the terror of the rest of Eric’s
fellowship, both robots stopped and focused in

their direction. Fozzie scrambled to get
free, twisting around and making too much noise, Tony let her go
and she sped off, the same direction as Eric.

The small robot made a beep and dirt shot
out from behind it as it peeled out on

the forest floor. Its body sank a bit and as
it sped off it resembled more of an off-road dune buggy than its
former self. The big robot bounded in long strides behind it. As
the robot duo reached the forest edge, the big robot jumped up an
amazing height and stuck its pointed feet in two different trees,
both trees crunched, made loud snapping noises, lurched and almost
collapsed. The tall robot was getting a better vantage point. It
jumped again, this time to the ground, both trees it was using
snapped and crackled down to the forest edge, their use done. The
ground rumbled as it landed.

Perry, L and Tony looked back. The whole
scene in view. Eric, running as fast

as possible, looking back over his shoulder
every few steps. Tiny Fozzie running her motor as fast as it could
go, making her own little wake of dirt. She was actually catching
and passing Eric. Behind them, short robot was ripping through the
forest, hitting bumps and catching air, but handling it like an
expert kid on a R/C course he knew by heart. Tall robot bounding
like the giant robot it was.

“What do we do?” L didn’t
know.

“Go.” Perry took off,
pulling his shotgun around and getting ready.

Tony took out one of his pistols and
followed, L in stride. Tony thought about

firing at them, or shooting in the air to
distract them. “Too dangerous” He thought. Tony and Perry ran next
to each other for a second, “Ball three, baby.” they both
thought.

“Fozzie!” L said
worriedly.

The chase was unfolding in front of the
group, Perry and Tony contemplating every second if they should
shoot. But they were far enough away that a shotgun was useless and
they were running so fast pistol fire would be inconsistent.
Someone shot though. It sounded like a dart gun or something, an
automatic dart gun. Puffs of dirt mixed with electricity popped
near Fozzie.

“No!” L screamed and
slowed down. L thought The Foz was gone. But she

wasn’t. Whatever they shot at her missed.
The little bitch sped up, shifting into a gear no one knew she had,
Fozzie passed Eric at the bottom of the hill.

“Damn you little bitch!”,
Eric thought. There was no Juicy for Eric to outrun

and shift blame to this time. The robots
closed on him, he was dead tired, a druggie running at full speed
doesn’t last for very long. He was their new target.

The small robot continued zipping through
the forest floor like a pro, leading the

chase, catching air over roots and bumps,
but never losing control in any way. The tall robot strode behind
it in heavy spikey steps.

The dart sound quickly went off three times
again. Eric was hit mid stride and

dropped like a stiff bag of potatoes.

L stopped. Tony had stopped when he saw Eric
fall, but then aimed his pistol and started running towards them
when he saw Eric was still struggling. Perry was closing in also,
shotgun in ready. They were still more than 100 feet away, but
closing quick as Eric and the robots were no longer moving.

Eric was dazed from being tased, but he
recovered quickly and tried to scramble

up the rock face at the bottom of the hill.
He was quickly half way up, the R2D2 robot rolled up to the rocks,
it could do nothing. Eric looked like he was out of their reach and
about to scramble to safety over the edge. He looked over his
shoulder, “Fuck you.” He thought. He made it.

The tall robot disagreed, and with an eerie
length that seemed even beyond the

ten foot robot’s grasp it reached and
grabbed Eric’s ankle before he could pull it over the edge. With
scary effortlessness, the robot’s 4 fingers closed on his ankle.
Even L heard the pop. Eric yelled in pain like a wild animal caught
in a trap.

His now liquid ankle leaked through the
robot fingers, red blood, white bone fragments and other purple and
black tendons oozed through like pasta. The robot pulled Eric off
the rock formation, he fell over ten feet and landed on his back
with a thud and the terrible grunt of a human getting the wind
knocked out of them. He kicked at the tall robot’s legs, it was as
effective as a baby kicking a skyscraper. It stepped towards him
with Terminator-like silent determinism.

Eric was still full of fight, he looked and
saw Tony and Perry running towards them, guns drawn. This gave him
some hope, and with a half breath yelled, “Fuck you!” He stood up
on his one good foot and attempted to tackle the tall robot like a
linebacker. The robot stood unaffected, but did have to adjust
itself to the new position and grabbed at Eric’s body.

They couldn’t shoot at the tall robot now,
Eric was tangled with it. Tony stopped running and focused on the
short one, aimed and unloaded his semi-automatic with 6 loud
cracks. They swear a bullet ricocheted off one of the tires, but
another bullet popped a different tire. 2 shots missed, hitting the
dirt in front of the little robot, Tony’s minor adjustment
corrected that and the last 2 shots were direct hits. The robot
launched a rooster tail of dirt again as it put the pedal to the
metal and peeled out. It took off, directly at Tony. Tony had a few
more shots and blasted the thing at least 4 times as is sped
towards him. Arms reached out from its short body and grasped at
the air like it wanted to grab Tony. Perry saw all of this and took
a few steps towards Tony, aiming and waiting for the right
moment.

About fifteen feet from Tony the little
robot hit a bump and caught air. Or did it

spring up by itself? No matter, it was now
flying through the air, reaching its little arms at Tony wanting to
grab his face.

Perry’s shotgun roared from their left,
blasting the flying R2D2 robot with a spectrum of shot and knocking
it off course. Tony was trying to head fake and dodge to the left,
but the boom of the shotgun forced him to dodge right. The flying
robot and Tony’s head collided, both fell back. Tony’s hands
reached up to his head and he fell face down in the dirt. The robot
landed on its wheels, like the damned thing always seemed to, and
zipped off back towards the warstore.

The humans now focused on the tall robot,
who seemed to be watching the

action, but was still tangled with Eric. One
of its hands grasped Eric’s body, his lower stomach on the right
side and raised him up over its head. Two big metal fingers on each
side of Eric’s body. It looked painful and awkward to be picked up
like that, like a vice squeezing and picking your body up by the
side of your stomach. The fingers again squeezed with scary
effortlessness. The skin on Eric’s stomach ripped and popped, blood
spilled across his body. With the sound of more ripping, Eric’s
body twisted, his skin tearing, holding up his weight. The robot’s
grip closed even more, cracking ribs and crushing organs into
paste. Eric’s body separated into two pieces, one piece was the
right side of Eric’s stomach with a few organs and cracked ribs,
still held in the robot’s grip raised above its head, the rest of
his body fell a long way to the ground with a slapping thud. Part
of Eric’s intestines were caught in the robot grip and they unwound
from his body as he fell, like the chain of an anchor being thrown
into the sea. When he hit the ground this time there was no
grunt.

The robot brought the chunk of Eric it was
holding up to its own “face”, looking at the chunky mash of oozing
human parts with a detached robotic curiosity. Then it looked down,
its eyes slowly following the intestine trail to Eric’s unmoving
body.

Perry was no longer wielding a shotgun, he
was holding something in his hand

and he hurled it at the tall robot. “Eat it
shit bag!” He taunted.

Tony and Eric both had played countless
hours of online gaming with Perry, they all knew when Perry said
“Eat it shit bag!”, he was throwing a grenade. Tony turned to run,
he was probably far enough away, but he wanted to be sure. He
gestured at L, “Get down.” She already was. Eric’s body even rolled
over, blindly taking cover after the audio clue.

The grenade flew at the robot, but it was a
bad throw and it started sailing up. It was about to miss the robot
and go over its head. Suddenly the gore covered hand of the robot
jerked up, catching the grenade in mid flight with amazing agility.
Slowly the robot brought the grenade down and looked it curiously.
It probably had never seen anything like this grenade from the
Vietnam era. The robots grip tightened, it was going to crush the
grenade just as easily as it had ripped apart Eric’s body. As the
robot’s grip tightened, the grenade’s outer shell twisted and
snapped.

“After all these years, a
dud.” Went through Perry’s head.

The robot seemed to be gaining pleasure by
crushing the grenade right near its

face, examining it. Just as the robot’s fun
was about done, the grenade exploded. It shred the arm and hand
that was holding it, bending metal backwards towards its elbow. The
robot’s head was ripped open and ripped off, it popped backwards
and bounced a few times before stopping, blankly looking up at the
sky. The nearly 8 foot body froze, balanced for a few moments and
then plunged backwards to the ground like a statue. Its massive
weight sinking it deep in the dirt, dead as a door nail.

They all ran over. Eric was face down, not
moving. The big hole in his right

side was gore filled and what could only be
called “things” were sliding out. Perry rolled him over, half
expecting him to deliver a grenade joke like Eric always did.
Instead, he rolled over to a corpses face, teeth gritting, blood
everywhere it shouldn’t be, a dead stare.

“Awww, fuck!” Perry rolled
him back over. “He’s dead.”

Tony was looking at the tipped over,
headless tall robot. Its severed neck was

almost like a human throat, but with black
oily liquid instead of blood. There was blood spattered on the
robot’s chest, probably Eric’s. Then he saw a bit of blood drool
out from behind a cracked piece of its metal outer shell. He
reached down and tried to peel a piece of its outer armor back, it
was thin but tough and didn’t want to bend. He pulled harder but it
wouldn’t bend. He kicked at it, it ripped his shoe.

“Fucking piece of shit!”,
Perry ran over and blasted the robot corpse with a

point blank shotgun blast to the chest.

The corpse barely moved, but a chunk of its
outer armor ripped off. It was bloody underneath.

They all exchanged glances of disbelief and
got closer. They could see skin, at parts interwoven with tubes or
machinery. They dug at the metal, uncovering as much as they could.
There was a human in there, or at least part of one. It was a human
chest, all the way up to the neck, then above that it was all
robot. The chest went down to around the belly button level, it
didn’t have a belly button. but below that is was all machine
also.

“Fuckin thing’s a
cyborg!”

“A robot with a human
chest inside it? What the hell?!”

L noticed, “Look how long it is.” She
pointed at the side of the chest and her

pointed finger rose as she began counting
each rib. She got up to 20 ribs before being too grossed out to
continue. “It’s not human. Not a real human.”

About 100 yards away the forest floor lit up
in spots, search lights shining through the forest cover. Two
drones were heading their way.

No one had to say anything, they all took
off in the general direction of running up the hill, they all knew
to meet at Camp Rawk 2, hoping to see Fozzie waiting for them.

Eventually they made it back to camp, Fozzie
was sitting there, almost with a

smile, but panting heavily. The drones
didn’t follow them past the dead bodies.

“Holy shit! Where are we?
In some fantasy world? Cyborgs, cannibals,

seriously?!” Perry let out.

“Should we turn around?” L
asked.

Tony just shook his head, he didn’t
know.

Perry was opening his Fear and Loathing
suitcase, got out a mirror, lined up a

bunch of white stuff and did a giant line.
He stood up and danced in a circle after, motioning to L and Tony
it was their turn.

“Woooo whooo.” His nose
grimaced, “It’s what Eric would’ve wanted.”

They obliged. Perry grabbed the mirror and
held it out for Fozzie, she licked it

clean. Her nose wrinkled after, and she made
a questioning face.

Perry’s eyes were wide open, his face you
could say looked wide open, “Shit

just got reeeeeal.”

They stayed up for most of the night,
talking about the best course of action. It

seemed they all wanted to stay and go on.
They were on a quest now. A quest to at least see this mysterious
tower. They were Gunslingers, like Roland, they had not forgotten
the face of their father. They were in a fantasy land after all,
some strange forest that had been here all along. They all agreed,
some Lobstrosity meat would be great right now.
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GROUND SUPERIORITY

The group went to sleep right before
sunrise.

Inside an Elossa warstore cockpit, there was
a quiet “woosh”-ing sound. A door opened and the Captain walked
confidently in, clicking his new shoes on the new cockpit floor.
Two armed guards close behind.

“Are they here yet?” He
asked impatiently.

The supervisor who seems to be in charge is
caught off guard,“Um,” He looked

around,”No sir. Not yet.”

The Captain is not happy. “Why did you say
“Um?” He asks evilly.

This time the supervisor is not caught off
guard,”I was awaiting a new report, Sir!” He said confidently.

Lazily the Captain replies in a high
voice,”I don’t like “Um””. He pointed at the supervisor and his
guards grab him and drag him away.

“Are they here yet?” He
asked again, to everyone in the cockpit.

An eager employee, not in a supervisor
uniform jumped up and said loudly,

“Yes, sir. They are on
radar. What do you want to do Sir!?”

Like the Emperor from Star Wars the Captain
replied,”Promote him. You are now in charge when I’m not here.” He
continued like a snake,”Test out the new AI.”

The eager employee’s chest badge changed to
an new color, now he is the top

supervisor.

The new 2nd in command yelled out,”Initiate
combat AI 1.0”

The group weren’t asleep more than an hour
before being woken up by the

extremely loud sound of a fighter jet flying
by them. They all jumped to attention. Perry was packing his stuff
before being fully awake.

“Ohh shit, look!” Tony
noticed something, pointing down where the warstore

was.

It was moving.

They scanned around everywhere, trying to
figure out what was happening. There were two jets circling the
area. The jets had US symbols on them. It was the stand off before
a fight, warstore VS the US Air Force.

“It’s going down!” Perry
grabbed some binoculars out of his pack, jumped up

on a tall rock and looked through. “We got
front row seats to this shit.”

The one jet that didn’t just buzz them was
far away on the other side of the

warstore, lowing. A quick burst of smoke and
it released a missile, heading directly at the warstore.

“Ohh shit!”

Three lines of swirling smoke quietly
launched from the warstore’s chest. They

intercepted the missile and blew it up,
roughly half way between the fighter and the warstore. They saw the
fiery mid-air explosion, then a few seconds later heard it. The jet
adjusted its vector for a strafing run, and the line of fire went
right into the warstore. The fighter laid into the warstore with
everything it had, guns blazing. From the vantage point of the
group they saw some puffs of smoke come from the warstore.

The second jet was coming in for an attack
run now, from behind the warstore.

“Ohh shit, they’re fucking
it up!”

Same thing, jet fires missile, warstore’s
anti-missile system shoots it down. But

after that this time, something that looked
like a flock of birds emerged from the warstore. No one knew what
they were looking at, metal birds, flying robots, they wouldn’t be
surprised if it was dragons after the last few days. The flock of
birds turned towards the vector of the jet. The jet unleashed its
guns and took out a bunch of the metal birds. As the flock got
closer they finally made the connection, it was a flock of drones.
As many of the drones that the jet destroyed, new ones filled its
place. On the second pass of the jet, all the drones in the drone
wall launched tiny missiles. In a flurry of smoke and pit pat tiny
explosions, like flak popping all around the jet, the jet took
hits. The jet flew straight through the popping smoke and came out
the other side on fire and going down. It smashed into the side of
the mountain at full speed and made a big, movie like explosion.
They could almost feel the heat from across the valley.

The first jet was back for another run, it
fired one more missile which hit the

drone wall this time and exploded. The
explosion took out most of the drones, but they did their job
protecting the warstore. More drones filled their spot without
hesitation and in perfect formation, a new drone wall was carrying
on the fight within a few seconds. Soon the second jet suffered the
same fate as the first and went down in a hail of drone mini
missiles and flak. The pilot ejected, Perry watched the ejected
pilot through binoculars. If he had a sniper rifle he could
probably get that really hard Titanfall achievement “Pull”.

“Woops” Tony
said.

“That thing just owned the
US’ best planes in just a few minutes?” Perry
questioned.

“And it will just roll
over any tanks.” L added.

“What the hell can stop
that thing?”

“It seems unstoppable. And
they’re gonna roll out a new one every week.”

“Nothing’s unstoppable. We
all know that. But they are going to roll out a new one of those
every week. That’s a gnarly thought.”

“We’re in a fucking sci-fi
movie.”

L looked at Perry and Tony,”Your dreams have
finally came true.”

Perry interjected,”This ain't my dreams
woman. You don’t wanna see my dreams.”

Back in the Elohssa warstore cockpit the
Captain raised a lip after watching his AI in action.

“Excellent.” He said in
his best Mr Burns impression. He then stood up and walked out of
the cockpit, slowly clicking away. He stepped over the body of the
previous supervisor and waved at it like “Take this dirty thing
away.”
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CANNIBAL ROCKY MOUNTAIN OYSTERS

After the warstore was long gone they went
down to bury Eric’s body. The tall

robot body was gone, tracks leading into the
forest. Eric’s body wasn’t. They buried him right there, dipped
into Perry’s suitcase and told stories about Eric all night. It was
like he was there with them, laughing the night away.

They camped for a few days, not hiking. They
were uneventful days, which was

good, they needed to recharge their souls a
bit. Friends were dying left and right, their reality had been
shattered and they were thrust into a real life, kill or be killed
R rated science fiction movie, or maybe it would be rated
NC-17.

They decided to start hiking again. Sadly,
they had to scavenge Eric’s pack

before leaving.

“He has 2 glocks in there
and a lot of ammo.” Perry noted. “L, you should probably be armed
from now on. No one’s fucking around out here”

L went into the pack and grabbed the pistols
and a bunch of ammo. “Here.” She said and looked at Tony holding
out a handful of boxes. “There’s too much for me to carry. Are
these the same type of bullets your guns use?”

“Yeah,” Tony said,
grabbing the boxes. He started making room in his pack. “They’re
all the same guns. 9 millimeter Glock 19s. They all have 15 shots
per magazine, just so you know. Have a few magazine’s loaded so you
can quickly switch them out. You don’t want to have to load 15
individual bullets when someone is shooting at you.”

L pulled out a magazine, not for the gun, it
was an old porn mag, she laughed. “Anyone want this?”

“Haha Eric was old
school.” Perry grabbed it and started flipping through
the

pages, “Maybe I’ll keep this for those cold
dark nights when my cell is dead.” He saw something he liked,
“Nice.” And he shoved it in his pack.

“Want this?” L asked,
pulling the old Mr Bungle shirt out Eric had borrowed

from her. “It smells now.”

“Fuck yea!” Tony yelled.
“Toss it here!”

The only thing left was Eric’s underwear
and socks, and he was known to be a dirty guy who never showered.
After a week in the wilderness, no one wanted to touch those
things.

“The Bear Grylls in my
mind is saying we should take everything. In a survival

situation everything counts.” Tony thought
out loud.

“Ok then you take it.”
Perry laughed.

They restarted their trek North, leaving the
sad little pile of smelly socks and underwear in their wake.

They hiked for days. Nice, but sometimes
eerily uneventful days.

“How big is this place
again?” L asked. “I heard like 3000 square miles.”
Tony pulled out his phone and looked it up.

“Yea on wikipedia is says
about 3000 square miles.”

Perry did the math out loud,”If that’s a big
square, how big would that be?” He made math sounds, “50 miles
width by 50 miles length would be 2500 square miles.”

“Yea somewhere around
that, a little bigger.” Tony agreed.

They had noticed their cell phones GPS
stopped working as soon as they entered

the fence. They all silently did the math of
how far they thought they had hiked, all coming up with various
wrong answers. Fozzie was closest.

On the 3rd night, they saw a fire a few
miles ahead of them. It was small,

probably a camp fire. They laid low that
night, putting out their fire once they noticed. On watch, each
person stared at the fire intently. Waiting for any sign, ready to
wake up the others. But the entire night was uneventful.

In the morning, they discussed what to do.
The only other fire they ever saw

was the first time they saw the cannibals
get burned by the drones.

“We should go check it
out.” Perry stated.

“Maybe it’s a cannibal
camp.” L said.

“Either way, we should
check it out. But not walk up to ‘em and announce our presence.”
Tony continued, “I say we check em out, stay undetected, see what
they’re up to. They might be cannibals, but they might be like
us.”

L and Perry looked at each other in
confirmation. They got up, got ready and

took off.

“I’m so sick of fish.”
Perry complained as they left Camp Rawk.

“Maybe those cannibals
can hook you up with some Rocky Mountain Oysters.” Tony laughed.
“I’d eat a ball right now. As long as it wasn’t a fish
ball.” Perry laughed back.

“Do fish have
balls?”
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PERRY X2

After a few hours of hiking they reached a
good vantage point over the camp. There were makeshift lean-tos,
what looked like a long term fire, it was near a river. The camp
was almost fully encircled by the reaching hills of the valley.
Open to the river on one side and the mountain to their back on the
other, it was a nice camping spot. Besides the fact that their
campfire was visible for miles at night.

They were humans down there. About 30 or 40
of them. Most were clothed in

a grey yellow, hospital-like robe. Many were
bald.

“Looks like a bunch of
cancer patients.” Perry wondered.

“That’s a lot of em.” L
noted.

“They don’t look violent
or dangerous… Do they?” Tony questioned. “Should we go down
there?”

“I don’t know. It’s kind
of creepy down there.” L wasn’t sure. “Look at that

one!” She pointed at a man, he seemed to be
wearing a tuxedo. It was dirty and ripped, but it was a tux.

“What the shit?” Perry was
confused. Not confused enough though, “Let’s go.”

“Wait.” Tony wasn’t
sure.

Perry got up and started walking. “Don’t
worry, it’s cool.” He said. They all followed. Perry walked in
front, L, Tony and Foz a few steps behind him.

Tony whispered over to L,”Your gun is
loaded, right?” She nodded yes. “Keep

it ready.”

The camp noticed the small group approaching
but hardly reacted. Perry was walking with his hands up, in an
I-come-in-peace gesture, but no one seemed to care. He looked back
with a questioning look and put his hands down.

“Hello?” He asked
questioning. No one responded right away.

There were 12 or 15 people gathered around
the large fire pit, the rest were scattered around the camp area.
Some were sitting in small groups, others alone, some talking to
themselves. A few slept near the bottom of the hill, a few were
playing in the river. Small clumps of clothing and other random
items were scattered around everywhere. It seemed like a child’s
room who never cleaned up.

One of the girls in a hospital robe near
them finally responded and looked over. “Hello.”

Perry looked over, she was pretty hot for a
bald chick. She either had a giant beer belly or was pregnant,
Perry learned the hard way to not ask if a woman was pregnant
unless he knew for sure.

When talking to women, Perry’s jokester
personality was always turned up to 10. He went through his
repertoire of lines, none of them fit this situation. He was
speechless for once.

“Uhhm.. Hi, How’s it
going?”

She looked at him with lazy eyes. “Do you
have food?”

“Um, yea.” He took off his
pack, looking around to make sure it was ok. Hardly anyone noticed
they were here. He took out a Slim Jim, snapped it in half and gave
her half. She put it in her mouth, wrapper and all and began
chewing.

“Um, wait, you’re not..”
He sputtered.

She gnawed on the plastic and fake meat with
an absent look on her face, chewing it with wide open bites and
talking with her mouth open, she slowly turned to Perry, “So
good.”

She swallowed with much effort and a loud
gulping sound of her throat, looking

like it kind of hurt.

She grabbed Perry’s hand and started walking
towards the bottom of the hill. Which was about 20 yards away.
Perry motioned to Tony and L to watch his pack and made a swirling
gesture with his finger around the side of his head like “She’s
crazy.” It was unsaid that they would cover him as his shotgun was
on his pack. She didn’t look capable of violence.

The reached the bottom of the hill, which
was a bit darker and had some sort of

privacy. She swept at the back of her robe,
exposing her rear and poked it at the air near Perry, offering it
to him. Perry looked back at Tony and L, questioning. She looked
down at Perry’s crotch, he wasn’t ready. She proceeded to unbutton
his pants and get him ready. Perry wasn’t stopping her.

Tony and L tried not to look.

“He really would do
anything with a pulse, wouldn’t he?” L asked.

“Yep. What the hell. This
place was strange before that, now it’s crazy strange.” Tony
replied. He quickly looked over, Perry was having sex with her.
“Something’s not right.” L stated. A guy in nothing
but ripped and brown stained underwear slowly walked in front of
them. L looked closely at him. “That guy looked familiar.” Tony
looked at him, there was something familiar about him. Tony had a
unique ability to spot someone’s face. If someone he knew was
sitting in Dodger Stadium during a sold out game, Tony could sit at
the edge of the field and pick them out. He was scanning the crowd
intently.

They took a little stroll around the camp,
always keeping an eye on Perry’s pack

laying there. All the while trying not to
watch Perry have sex with that pregnant woman. They noticed there
were a bunch of other women who looked pregnant, Tony eyeing
everyone intensely. It finally hit Tony, “It’s like an insane
asylum.”

“An outdoor insane asylum
with a bunch of pregnant chicks.” L added.

“With no doctors or anyone
in charge.” Tony continued, walking looking around in
amazement.

They slowly strolled around and made it all
the way around the camp, a few

minutes later were back near Perry’s
backpack. Perry was there with a big smile on his face.

“I love this place!” He
had a million dollar smile.

“You fucked that thing?”
Tony asked.

“What do you mean? She
would be like an 8 if she took a shower and had hair,” He thought
out loud,”and shaved, and wasn’t pregnant, and did her hair, and,”
He paused.

“...and wiped her
ass.”

“Ohh God!” L let
out.

“Nasty! Why’d you have to
say that.” Tony agreed.

“Hey man, you asked.”
Perry laughed.

“No we didn’t!”

“Hey man, she put out for
half a Slim Jim, she’s cool.” “She’s a zombie” L
added.

“What do you
mean?”

“I just mean these people
look like they’re being pumped full of Xanax or something.” L
explained.

“That guy!” Tony said,
like he figured something out. He was pointing at a man

standing across the fire, in a robe with a
hood partially covering his face. Tony walked over to the guy he
was pointing at and looked closely at his face for a few moments,
then grabbed his shoulder. He started walking back with him,
smiling and shaking his head. When they reached L and Perry, Tony
pulled back the guy’s hood, revealing a bald, hairless face.

“Well?” Tony
questioned.

“Well what?”

“You don’t see the
resemblance?” Tony questioned. They didn’t. “It’s you,

you jackass!” He said to Perry.

Perry jumped to his feet, looking. “Not
even.”

“With no hair, no
eyebrows, it’s you.” Tony knew. He pushed the guy next to Perry. as
a comparison. After a few moments L’s face changed.

“Ohh my God!” She
said.

Perry turned to the guy, squinted and looked
at him. “No way!”

L kept going,”Look at his nose and
chin.”

He took a step back and tilted his head
sideways. “Sweet!”, he yelled out and grabbed him in a big bear
hug, “I’ve always wanted a brother!”

Perry’s double smiled ignorantly, and as
monotonously as anyone ever could said, ”Sweet.”

Perry pulled the guys pants out and looked
down the front, checking out the

guy’s junk. “Yep, that’s me.”

“Wait, wait, wait.” L
questioned, not keeping her cool. “Who is that? A

brother? A clone? I don’t get this, I don’t
like this!”

“I don’t know, but he’s
cool.” Perry stated. Then Perry’s eyes opened wide like

he had a great idea, “Hey, let’s get stoned
buddy.” Perry took his new brother/friend by the shoulder “I have
so many stories to tell you and things to ask. Does your butt itch
after you…” Perry trailed off. They sat next to his pack, grabbing
his drug suitcase. He began rolling.

“He doesn’t even care that
we’re most likely sitting in the middle of a bunch of

clones.” Tony went on,”I’m not sure we
should care, but I feel like we need to be on the defense around
here.”

“Yea, creepy
vibe.”

The pregnant lady came up to them. “Do you
have any food?” She asked.

Tony looked around and grabbed at the ground
frantically,”Where are the Slim Jims?!” He said obviously joking. L
looked at him, unimpressed.

Fozzie was mingling. She was walking around,
going up to the scattered lumps

of trash and clothing and picking stuff out
of them, eating whatever it was. Tony wasn’t sure she should be
eating whatever it was, but he had too much on his mind to
care.

An extremely loud coughing came from where
Perry and Perry were sitting. The cloned Perry was coughing his
brains out, barely able to breathe. Perry was smiling, patting him
on the back. He looked over, like a proud father getting his son
stoned for the first time.

Some other other people came over, they
weren’t sure they should call them people, but it was close enough.
Perry had rolled a Cheech & Chong joint and started passing it
to whoever walked up. Soon the entire camp was coughing. After a
few minutes of this, they started getting stoned.

The clone Perry stood up like a tired baby,
flapped his arms and laughed. He

fell over in the dirt and continued laughing
and flapping his arms, his laughing escalated until he was in
hysterics, kicking his feet. He started full on screaming. This set
another clone off screaming. In a chain reaction, many of clones
took off running. One ran into the fire and tripped, stumbling
through the fire pit, kicking pieces of orange burning particles
into the air. L almost stood up to help out, but it looked like he
was ok and she sat back down.

Soon the whole camp was stoned beyond
stoned. Like a bunch of children who had no idea what drugs were,
given extremely strong marijuana. They were acting drunk, trying to
fly. Some were breaking down into tears, a few breaking into
screaming panic. One woman thought she couldn’t breathe, another
guy was drawing in the sand, amazed that he could draw on the
ground. Two ran off flailing their arms and crashed in the river.
Perry was laughing his ass off, pointing at one, then laughing
harder, pointing to the next hilarious thing happening and then
laughing even harder. Perry’s clone was still laughing in
hysterics. Perry was like one of them.

The Sun was going down, it was late enough,
L and Tony decided they would

stay here tonight, even though they weren’t
sure if they should.

“What’s that?” Tony asked
looking at the top of the hill to the North that

connected with the river. A silhouette stood
at the top. It was just standing there. “Is that one of the
clones?” L wasn’t sure.

The silhouette on the hill took off,
sprinting down the hill towards the camp. Many silhouettes followed
him over the hill. Their outlines showed a few were holding spears,
reaching in the air. They started yelling. At first it was hard to
distinguish between the screaming stoned clones in camp and the
people rushing over the hill. Soon the only thing being heard was
the battle cry of the incoming group of people.

Tony got to his knees, and started loading
his guns. L followed suit. They both didn’t know who it was, but
they both knew it was probably not a welcoming party.

“Perry!” L yelled to him
and nodded in the direction when he looked. He

stumbled to his feet quickly and ran over
to them.

“Who?”

No one answered. Perry began loading shells
into his shotgun.

“Fozzie!” L called out.
Then looked behind her, Fozzie was already there.

They watched as the incoming group reached
the first few oblivious stoned clones on the edge of camp. There
was stabbing and the clone dropped. They surrounded him like hungry
zombies and began ripping at his flesh like hungry animals while he
was still alive. Chunks of flesh flew. They bit into him, the clone
disappeared into the group, being torn to pieces. There were an
equal number of the bad guys as clones in the camp, but the clones
weren’t fighting back.

Perry yelled to clone Perry. He didn’t
listen, real Perry ran over and grabbed clone Perry and pulled him
to L and Tony.

“C’mon!” He yelled out to
the rest of his new friends. His new girlfriend heard and stumbled
towards them, a few others did the same. On the outskirts of the
camp, there was a slaughter. The first of the new group emerged out
of the shadows, they were dressed like aboriginal, tribal people.
Loincloths and face paint, jewelry made of bones.

“It’s the fucking
cannibals!”

They were human, but they weren’t. One of
them had a smaller 3rd arm

sticking out of his rib cage. Another had 2
heads, one bigger than the other. One crawled into view, it had no
legs but it growled, looking as vicious as the others. Most looked
white, but the cannibals had representatives from all races. They
were covered in layers of dirt and all looked pretty much
brown.

“Grab your shit, lets go!”
Tony yelled. They all tried to do that, cannibals killing their way
towards them. L stumbled, Tony helped her up. Perry was pulling on
his clone, the clone was laughing like a baby still, screaming his
head off and falling over and over. Perry’s girlfriend shambled
towards them, bending over and exposing her ass again. As the
cannibals killed the clones, sometimes a few would stay and eat at
the corpse. They weren’t zombies, they were just really hungry
cannibals.

“Let’s go Perry! Fuck that
clone.” Tony thought about shooting it to end the

conversation, but Tony had no idea what it
was like to meet a clone of yourself and didn’t shoot.

“He’s coming with!” Perry
yelled over to them, struggling.

“It’ll get us all killed!”
Tony looked at L, his face asking “Should we go without him?” They
both thought about it.

The front running cannibals jumped the fire,
they were right on top of them.

Perry broke the sound of the one sided
slaughter and fired his shotgun in the air. BOOM.

Everything and everyone stopped. There was a
moment of silence, except the Perry clone, who was still laughing
wildly, face down in the dirt, mouth open and full of dirt. Off in
the distance the 2 clones in the river splashed, maybe playing,
more likely drowning. The silence ended with every cannibal turning
towards Perry, then running and screaming towards him. The
cannibals were now completely ignoring the clones. They were coming
at Perry, L and Tony from every direction, they were almost
surrounded, except they could run South, it was the only path not
full of spear wielding cannibals.

They might be able to outrun them for a
while, but not with Perry’s clone and

girlfriend. But they tried anyways. Perry
got his clone moving finally, but his girlfriend was falling
behind. A few other clones were following them, the dirty underwear
guy , the tux guy and another pregnant lady.

The three armed cannibal jumped on the back
of the underwear guy, other cannibals quickly surrounded him, he
fell to his knees, bloody spears stabbing through his body until he
fell face first in the dirt. They kept coming, the other pregnant
woman turned to face them and a spear went through her belly. Black
and red pasta-looking innards shot and wiggled out of the side of
her belly. Another spear went through her chest, then another
through her belly, this time baby parts spilled out. Hands grabbed
at the gore and shoved it into their mouths. She was trampled a
second later.

Perry was struggling to move quickly,
finally he tripped and fell. That was it, they were on him in a
second. Tony and L stopped, trying to process what to do, both
pulling out their guns but not firing. Perry was on the ground face
down for a second.

“Ball 3 baby. Make it
count!”

In one motion Perry rolled over onto his
back and knocked his girlfriend out of the way. His newly trusty
shotgun thundered and 2 cannibals who were in a full run flew back
from the force. Blood silhouettes spraying into the dusk air. The
wall of incoming cannibals barely stuttered. With rapid KABOOMs he
mowed down a section of the cannibal wall that was closing in on
him.

Tony and L’s guns went off cracking in
rapid succession. L was dual wielding,

firing like a gangsta to Tony’s surprise.
She even let out her own battle cry no one had seen before. Tony
let his brain watch her in slow motion for a millisecond, her hair
in her face, mouth open yelling, eyes with rage filled
determination, delivering death to her enemies. He saved that image
in his brain forever, to him it was super hot, but he couldn’t
think about that now. With their glocks, most shots weren’t getting
kills, but it would still usually drop them. Tony was trying to go
for headshots when he could. He saw an ear explode. “Boom,
headshot!” He thought. He saw the 2 headed cannibal, for a second
he wasn’t sure which head to shoot at, he tagged the big head and
dropped him.

For a few seconds they all fired, the
cannibal wall dropping but still coming, cannibals in the back
stumbling over dead bodies in front of them. Tony and Perry had to
reload at the same time. L took a bit longer because she was
shooting both guns and kept firing. A Kuato-looking cannibal
stumbled into view, L blasted the Kuato face on his chest and he
folded over into the dirt. An even more ugly looking cannibal took
his place, his face so burned he looked like a Lord of the Rings
Orc. No matter how many they killed, more just seemed to take their
place. The wall closed in on them from all sides. L’s guns stopped
firing and started clicking. She hadn’t thought about reloading and
for a second was confused about how she would reload with a gun in
each hand. She dropped one gun and went for ammo. Tony’s gloc took
over the killing duties for a second. From the left a really fat
cannibal waddled into view, he looked like a Left 4 Dead Boomer.
Perry finished loading his shotgun and blasted a hole in half of
the Boomer’s belly. That didn’t stop the Boomer and it closed in,
reaching for L and making Boomer noises. From its belly hole,
chunks of fat and black blood oozed and plopped out into the dirt.
Her guns came back to life and with 4 or 5 loud cracks, she turned
its face into lasagna. It fell dead, face first right in front of
her.

 


The front line of cannibals was only a few
steps away and they kept coming.

They killed cannibals as fast as they could,
but others just filled in the gaps. Perry and Tony had to reload
again. They were so close Tony wasn’t sure if had time to reload
and thought about turning to run.

The front runner held up his spear,
approaching Perry, ready to stab. Perry had

time to load one shell and shot from the
hip, hitting the cannibal with a shotgun blast in the neck and
chest. The cannibal’s face turned and grimaced as his neck was
ripped to shreds, his collar bone exposed and shattered in multiple
places. It died mid stride. The cannibal was so close and running
so fast, Perry had to sidestep to avoid the flying dead body. They
were so close he could only load one shot at a time before needing
to fire again. His right hand darted back and forth to his pocket
for more shells.

Tony and L unloaded their clips again,
dropping another line of twitching

cannibals in the dirt. Their ranks were
finally thinning. The tide of the battle might be turning. They
switched from retreating and held their ground as they killed their
way to the end of the cannibal wall. The last few cannibals sensed
the momentum change and ran for the hills. Tony dropped a few from
a long distance. He saw another 2 headed cannibal running away and
this time he shot the small head, which still dropped it.

One mortally wounded cannibal twichingly
reached for Perry’s leg. He put his shotgun up to the thing’s face.
He thought he should probably conserve ammo. L ran up to him with a
spear and handed it to him.

“Here. Put him out of his
misery.” She jabbed, reminding him of what he wanted to do to
Garfield.

He dropped his blood drenched shotgun, took
the spear and in one motion nailed

the cannibal’s head into the dirt.

They looked around, there were a lot of
bodies. A lot of squirming.

Tony saw what they were doing, thought it
was a good idea and picked up his

own spear. “We should finish em all off.” He
yelled over to L and Perry. They did. It was a dirty job but
someone’s gotta do it. It took a while, some scrambled for their
lives.

A few weren’t mortally wounded and looked
like they could’ve talked if they wanted. But none of them did.
They didn’t scream or beg for their lives or anything. Tony thought
he hadn’t heard any of them speak. Tony almost felt bad, then one
grabbed at his leg and bit him hard, ripping at his calf. He didn’t
feel bad after that.

Clone Perry survived the battle, he was
sitting near the real Perry with a shit

eating grin on his face. Perry’s pregnant
hairless girlfriend also made it, she walked up to clone Perry, “Do
you have any food?”

Perry looked over at Tony and L, his face
and body spattered in blood. “I think

I’m in love.”

There were a few clone survivors, but Perry,
L and Tony didn’t want to stay at the camp. There were roughly 50
dead bodies scattered around. Vultures began circling pretty
quickly and it smelled like shit.

“Predators and hunters use
vultures to find prey.” Perry noted, he had watched a lot of animal
shows, “More cannibals might show up, or the drones, or some other
crazy fantastic monster we haven’t seen yet.”

They kind of offered to take the remaining
clones, but they just grunted and

stood there.

“Hey, the tux guy made
it.” L saw.

His pants were ripped off and shredded below
the crotch, and his legs were bloody. He was shambling behind them,
the group heading off North again. Now the group had 2 more
official members of their Ka-tet, the Perry clone and Perry’s new
girlfriend. The tux guy following behind.

“On the road again.” Tony
sang.
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THE NEVERENDING FOREST?

They hiked North.

L said something she was thinking about for
a while, “Ok, so we’ve been out

here about 10 days, I think. If we walked an
average of five miles a day.”

Tony was in Cross Country and Track, “I’d
say it’s more like 8 miles a day,

even with the rest days.”

L continued,”Ok, but just say even five. Ten
days and five miles a day is fifty

miles. Weren’t we thinking this forest was a
fifty by fifty mile square? Seems like we would’ve crossed the
whole thing, we’ve been heading one direction the whole time. Or at
least seen a glimpse of this Elohssa headquarters building?”

“Yeaaa” Perry trailed off
thinking. “Maybe it’s underground?”

“An underground
skyscraper?” Tony questioned. “Maybe the estimates were
wrong?”

“Maybe we’re in an
alternate dimension and Skynet is sending a Terminator

back to kill your unborn child Perry.” L
joked, nodding at his pregnant girlfriend. Perry laughed, “That’s
not my baby. I demand a DNA test on Maury.” They all laughed.

Another day of hiking, they set up another
new Camp Rawk and decided to stay

for a while. After the cannibal slaughter,
they needed another resting day. They set up for an hour or two,
Tony caught some fish and brought them back for dinner. When they
were cooking the fish, Tuxedo Guy shambled up.

“Wow, he finally caught
up. He can follow pretty good.”

Sitting around the fire, they attempted
talking to the clones. They were slow and sometimes didn’t respond,
when they did it was with short, strange answers, Neither of them
remember more than a few months in the past. The clone Perry
obviously did not have the memories of the real Perry. They didn’t
seem to know about the outside world.

The tux guy slurred the word,“Married.” more
than a few times.

They relaxed and slept.

The morning was a beautiful clear day. They
woke up and shared their last can

of corn beef hash. Their supplies were
running low, even though they ate a lot of trout. Perry went to
take a piss.

He came back in a hurry, he didn’t say
anything, just waved his arms like “Come over here.”

Tony and L’s adrenaline started pumping. Any
time they saw something out

here it was never good news. They passed the
bushes and were near the top of a hill, looking North. There it
was, A thin, tall structure that went up as high as they could see.
It was many miles away, but it existed. Elohssa Corporation HQ.

“Woah, it really does go
high. I can’t tell if that’s space, but it’s fucking close!” Tony
noted.

“Now what?” L
asked.

“We go to it.” Perry
replied.

“And what, knock on the
front door?” Tony asked.

“Infiltrate it like the
ninjas we are and slit the CEO’s throat?” Perry said.

“That’s the best plan I’ve
heard.” Tony agreed.

From the pace they were setting it would be
another few days before reaching it. Probably just in time for the
third warstore to be released.

They hiked. Each day tux guy would fall
behind and then catch up when they

set up camp. It was a fun little game they
played.
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MEETING THE BAND

On the 2nd day, L, Perry and Tony took
Fozzie for a morning walk, to bathe,

fish and get high, not necessarily in that
order. After they finished their business, they were packing up to
head back to camp and Perry saw something on the other side of the
river, it looked like an old abandoned outhouse. They hadn’t seen
anything like that out here in the Elohssa Forest. That alone was
worth investigating. The river was pretty easy to cross, but they
had to swim. Everyone left their stuff on their side of the river,
except Tony, he swam, holding his glock above his head. Fozzie swam
uncomfortably, she looked like a surfaced submarine, mostly
submerged, gliding uneasily through the water.

The outhouse was mostly destroyed. You
couldn’t even tell it was an outhouse,

it looked more like a cluster of broken
wooden planks sticking into the ground. Grass was growing around
and inside of it. They looked closer, there was a tiny hole in the
center. “The shit hole is still here.” Perry said
smiling, pointing towards the tiny hole. As he was pointing at the
hole and they all were looking, a tiny puff of smoke rose from the
hole. “What the fuck?” Perry stepped back cautiously. Then slowly
leaned forward and began sniffing. His eye’s perked up. “Weed!”

Perry clawed at the hole. The fragile
surface broke apart and fell easily to

ground below. It was about a 6 or 7 foot
drop. But the ground below looked like a layer of crap, they
couldn’t tell if it was hard or not. There was the faint smell of
smoking pot.

“I’m going.” Perry had
accepted a side quest and he was determined to do it.

“We could get Fozzie out
if we take her, right?” L asked.

“Yea, we can just throw
her.” Perry said.

“We’re not throwing her.”
L told him. “We can get her out of there if we need L,
don't worry.” Tony reassured her. “Should we bring her?”

“We’re not leaving her.” L
demanded.

The small hole opened easily, but only to a
small, roughly 1 foot opening. Then

the dirt got hard and it wasn’t easy to
clear away.

Perry tried to wiggle in face first, but he
wouldn’t fit through the hole. As he

tried to cram through it he thought of all
the crap that must’ve passed through the hole before him. He
gagged.

“You’re like a big turd,
clogging the port a potty.” Tony joked as they watched

his ass wiggle and try to squirm in.

Perry had to kick the ground to make the
hole bigger and almost fell in doing so. After some effort he was
able to slip through and hang from the lip of the hole, dangling
above an old pile of shit, or something.

“It doesn’t smell like
shit.” He thought to himself and said aloud.

As gracefully as he could, he dropped down
onto the pile of old shit. As he

landed, his first thought was it felt like
it would hold him, but a millisecond later he felt the top layer
give way and he squished knee deep into the dark Three
Musketeer-like layer below, It was shit. His hands fell to brace
him, they only cracked the hard outer layer like a brown frozen
lake. He was quickly able to pull himself sideways and scramble to
solid ground. He was only wearing shorts to begin with, but now his
shorts were saturated in shit. Waist down and elbows down covered
in someone or something’s old crap.

“Ohhh!” L and Tony both
looked away in disgust, but then quickly looked back, not wanting
to miss anything hilarious that was about to happen.

The ripe smell was unleashed when he broke
the seal and Perry was quickly overcome. “Ahhh!” He yelled, and
gagged again.

The smell left the hole. L turned and
gagged, then threw up.

Down in the hole, he tried not to throw up,
Perry decided the best action would

be to take off his shorts, shoes and socks
and leave them. It was the quickest way for him to leave the scene
of this crime and never be reminded of it again. Facing the world
in his underwear was easier than looking like his bottom half was
dipped in a shit sundae. Plus who knows what’s down here, he may
need to not smell like the diarrhea of 30 people. It didn’t matter
now, he was still going to look like a guy in his underwear,
covered in the diarrhea of 30 people. He took the lighter out of
his shorts pocket and looked down a long tunnel, the only way out
of this shit hole.

From where Tony and L were, there was no
easy way to get to the edge Perry

was on without falling in the shit pile a
little. Tony jumped in, bouncing his way out as quickly as
possible, legs covered in it. L looked like she wasn’t able to do
it, but after she dropped Fozzie into Tony’s arms and was the only
one not in the shit hole, she went for it.

The tunnel leading out of the shit hole was
a tight fit, almost as tight as when Bishop had to climb through
the duct in Aliens; A little more room than that, but close, and it
was completely dark. Perry needed to see, but didn’t want to be
seen, so he flicked his lighter every once in a while. Tony, L and
Fozzie took up the rear, in near complete darkness. Waiting for
Perry’s flick to give them a sense of where they were.

The tunnel went about fifty feet and then
turned 90 degrees. It went on for another 50 feet and then opened
into small chamber. When they got to the chamber they were able to
sit up and, decided to asses the situation. The hole going forward
was about the same diameter as the one they came through, but this
one was sloped downwards. “Only traps have small
tunnels that slope downward.” Perry thought, remembering how many
times he’d been killed by traps playing D&D. They decided to go
on anyways. This tunnel went farther and was steep enough that he
was a little scared and thought about turning around more than
once. Perry kept communicating, letting the group know of changes
and to hang on. If one of them slipped behind him, it would cause
an avalanche, and they would be falling into the unknown.

Then he came to another chamber. In this
chamber he could feel the earth

thumping a little, and there was enough
smoke for him to smell it better. His nose and eye’s perked up
immediately as his brain instantly recognized the smell, “Good
weed!” All of a sudden this journey seemed a lot less dangerous.
Enthusiastically now, Perry made his way deeper into the tunnel.
The group followed.

After another while of shimmying, he paused.
The thumping sounded like drums and bass. It was starting to sound
like someone was playing loud rock music ahead. His brain thought,
“WTF?” As his body said, “What the fuck kind of rock n roll weed
party am I missing out on?!”

They made it to another chamber. The music
was loud now. This chamber was

at a point where they could make out guitar,
distorted guitar, and a singer. As L wiggled in after Fozzie,
bringing up the rear, she had a strange look on her face, “I know
that song!” She said. She started head banging, it’s “Dam that
River! Alice in Chains!”

“Holy crap, it was.” Tony
and Perry thought.

Perry scurried into the tunnel, this time
with more enthusiasm. The tunnel went pretty far and turned again.
Then looking down the next tunnel, it went down diagonally, at an
angle he knew he couldn’t hold on without sliding. The music was
loud now, it must be in the next room. In his mind he said
“Sometimes you just gotta say fuck it” and looked at L and Tony
before sliding face first down the tunnel.

He plopped into a well lit room, it was as
loud as being next to a giant speaker at a rock show. He looked in
amazement at the band playing in front of him. Quickly, Tony fell
out of the hole and onto him, Fozzie in tow and L right behind
that. They tumbled and fell like they were the 4 Stooges.

The music stopped.

In front of them was a pretty standard rock
band practice room, except holding the instruments were a bunch of
different primates!

Perry, L and Tony were frozen in shock.

The singer was a chimpanzee, the best way to
describe him was Axl Rose in the Use Your Illusion days. Bandana
with long hair flowing out the back, leather jacket, sunglasses
indoors, bottle of Jack next to him.

The guitarist was a spider monkey-looking
guy. To describe him compared to a

rock star would have to be Jimi Hendrix.
Bandana strapped across his puffy afro, frilly hippie clothes with
wild colors, round sunglasses. He even had a miniature guitar.

On drums was a big ass baboon. He didn’t
really look like any famous rock star, but he had long powerful
arms that looked like they were made for drumming. He was sitting
on a pile of pillows, fan blowing in his face and baboon ass. His
drum set was ready for metal, double bass and everything. He
snorted and flipped a stick in the air, spinning it quickly and
grabbing it with his opposite hand.

On bass was a really big ass, silver back
gorilla. He also didn’t resemble any

famous rock star, but he did have the feel
of a bass player. Laid back and groovin. He had a giant joint in
his mouth. He put down his bass and kind of nonchalantly picked up
a very big ball and chain and raised it over his head like he was
going to pound Perry with it.

“No, wait.” Axl
said.

It talked! They all looked at each other,
still speechless.

“They’re different.” He
spoke again.

“Not clones?” The gorilla
asked.

“No man, no! Not clones!”
Perry interjected. “We’re real humans.” He paused, but didn’t think
his response was good enough,”We love weed!”

The band looked at each other, questioning,
then laughing. They all laughed.

L stood up, amazed and walked towards the
band, “They can talk.” She said, almost questioning.

Jimi mimicked her, pointing at the
humans,”They can talk!” “Dam That River.” She
said.

The band looked at each other again, they
were surprised she knew the song.

“Yea,” Axl said, puzzled,
“How’d you know that?”

“Dirt. We love that
album.” She said, pointing to her friends,”We saw Alice in Chains
on tour, like 8 times that tour.”

“9 times. Lollapalooza,
remember.” Tony pointed out, finally standing up and

joining in the conversation.

The primates looked at each other, they were
shocked. Axl lowered his

sunglasses and looked over the top at her,
“Shut up.”

“We love metal,” Tony
explained, “We’re from outside the forest, the other side of the
fence. Do you know what I’m talking about?”

 

They all looked at each other, like they
had heard of the fence, but it may be a rumor or legend or
something. “You’ve been to the fence?” “We used to
live on the other side.” Tony said.

“Where are you guys from?”
L asked.

“Here.” Axl replied.
“We’re from here. Earth.”

Perry jumped in,”We’re all from Earth. We
all love rock music. Fuck yea, pass that J my way gorilla man!”

The gorilla passed the joint to Perry. “My
name is Les.”, Les said.

Perry indulged. The room was like a crazy
rock and metal fans room. Rage Against the Machine seemed to have
to most posters. Tool, Alice in Chains, Faith No

More, Primus, Sevendust, all lined the
walls. Beer cans and booze bottles laying around. Long unemptied
ash trays, filled with roaches, no smokes. It was a 90s grunge and
metal heads sweet rock and roll history museum. In a few places
there looked to be dirt thrown on the walls, Perry hoped it wasn’t
more poop.

Perry passed the dutchie on the left hand
side and it went around the room, the humans and primates bonded
over heavy metal.

All the primates had similar experiences as
the clones, they don’t remember ever

not being in the forest. Some had been here
a long time. The primates laid the story out for the group. Elohssa
was trying highly experimental cloning techniques, and instead of
killing or storing the extra or wasted clones, they let them loose
in the forest and observe what happens. That’s who the clones were,
rejects and used, unneeded clones.

“Is that what you guys are
too?” Perry said rudely.

“Do I look like a reject,
human?” Axl said and held up his hands, showing off

his thumbs. Their thumbs were close to their
fingers, like humans. They all had them.

“Not to mention the
talking.” The drummer threw in.

“Some of forefathers
escape. Start this society, mostly underground and in da

trees.” Jimi added.

“We winning.” Axl
added.

“Winning what?”

“War with
company.”

“Elohssa? There’s a war?”
The band nodded.

The group of humans told them stories of the
outside. They were amazed. They told the band about humans, about
bad humans and good humans. They told them stories about metal
shows. The band loved the story of Perry, Tony and L going to
Lollapalooza and taking way too much acid. They wanted more details
about Rage Against the Machine. They ended talking about the
warstores and the first sale.

“warstores.” The primates
looked at each other. “New, big machines! Easy to

kill.”

“Easy to kill?” Tony
questioned,”You’ve killed one?”

“No we break in. Steal
machines. We kill soon. Easy.” “Tall building?” Tony
continued,”Have you been there?”

“We all come from there.”
Les stated.

Axl continued, “That war we fight. We raided
building many times, freeing

brothers and sisters.”

“We can help!” Tony pulled
the glock out of his underwear and showed it to them, they were
amazed.

“We take humans to King?”
Les was asking Axl.

“They cool enough?” Axl
asked.

“You do the worm.” The as
yet to be named drummer said and handed a see-

through plastic bottle to Axl, who passed it
up and towards the group. It looked like a 2 liter soda bottle with
the top ripped off. Inside were all white centipede looking
creatures. Some an inch or 2 long and some around 6 inches and fat.
They weaved through each other inside the bottle, a milky looking
weave of centipede.

“What is it?” Perry
asked.

“Strong drug.” Les said,
holding out the bottle.

Perry grabbed it, that was all he needed to
know. “What kind of drug?” He looked deeply at the worms swarming
around. He picked out one and held it over his mouth, asking, “Eat
it?”

The band laughed. “Pussy way.”

Axl said, “Snort.”

Normally that would be all Perry would need.
But snorting a wiggling, living thing was new to him and weirded
him out. He put it up to his nose.

“Bigger.” The drummer told
him.

Perry reached back in and grabbed one of the
biggest worms, looked over at Tony and L, dangling it in front of
his nose. He held one nostril closed with his other hand and as the
centipede legs reached and touched his nose he snorted hard. The
worm slid up his nose, each ridge of it’s body bumping along the
way. Perry almost couldn’t get it with one snort, but he reached
and found more breath and snorted it up. It disappeared in his
nose, the tip of his nostril was stretched out and it shrunk as the
last of the worm’s body sunk into his skull. He almost coughed, his
eyes watered, he looked at the ground, his face showing that he was
feeling the worm in his head.

The monkeys rolled with laughter.

“Yes!” Jimi yelled in his
high pitched voice. “You, big ball.”

Perry smiled at everyone, looked over at
Tony and then his eyes glazed over and he seemed to be looking
right through Tony. Sitting there wearing his shitty underwear
looking completely out of it, Perry resembled a really high hobo.
He held his arms out and put his hands flat on the ground, it
looked like he needed to do that to keep his balance. His head
moved and drool slipped out of his mouth. He wasn’t unconscious,
but he wasn’t quite here. Perry held his hand out in front of his
face and drew in the air.

“You gotta try
this!”

“You took too much man,
you took too much, too much!” Axl said, and all the primates
laughed.

“What?” L looked
scared.

“Naw, he’s quoting Fear
and Loathing.” Tony assured her. “Give me one.” Les passed the
bottle of worms to Tony, he took one, not as big as Perry’s but big
compared to all the others.

“Save at least 3 big ones,
for Me, Les and Moon.” Axl said. They learned the baboon drummer’s
name, Moon.

Tony shuffled around the worms, and took the
4th biggest one. He snorted it, it

was tough to get down, but he got it. He
felt the worm wiggling in his sinuses.

“You big ball too.” Jimi
said again and laughed.

After a few short, but long seconds, Tony
felt a wave overcome him, weighing

down his eyes and filling his soul with
euphoria. It was like acid, E, salvia, cocaine and speed, all
coming on at the same time. He almost wanted to get up and run, but
he was too comfortable, he laid down and colors swam in front of
his eyes. He watched sound bounce off the walls as the Primates and
L talked incoherently. The room became a painting, a still wet,
animated painting. He reached out and pushed his hand across the
painting, the colors mixed, shapes swirled around his hand. The
painting melted into a psychedelic spray of rainbow particles. He
was flying through space. He closed his eyes and relaxed and let
the show wash over him. He vividly remembered good times, before
the craziness.
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PINBALL DNA

Today Tony and Perry both took notice of the
pinball area, instead of the regular

stoner in jeans and a leather jacket playing
pinball, there was this new guy. He was still an older guy, but he
was wearing a windbreaker, maybe a jogging suit or something. Tony
wasn’t sure back then what to call it, but he knew it had twin
stripes going down each side and it was shiny and looked
comfortable. He was playing a new pinball game; it stood out in the
line of old, boring, scratched up machines whose lights never
worked anyways. It was colorful. Instead of the dull thuds and old
bells clanging together like the old machines had, it had crisp,
powerful sounds projecting from speakers. You could hear the
mechanical power of the flipper when a player pressed the button,
and you could hear the ball sliding, racing along the super slick
playfield. It even had a narrator, with a powerful voice, that
anyone in Treetop Games could hear when he got excited.

The pinball game was called Caveman. The
machine itself was a marvel to look

at. It had a picture of a big, funny looking
caveman on the backglass, and there was a huge volcano erupting in
the background of the picture. Around the caveman was chaos on
every side, a Tyrannosaurus Rex about to chomp him, lava flowing
under his feet, pinballs flying everywhere, and other cavemen being
devoured by dinosaurs all over. It was one of those pieces of art
with so much going on, you could stare at it for years, and Tony
did.

This new guy playing was doing stuff Tony
and Perry had never seen pinball players do before: Leaning,
pushing on the machine, standing on one leg and twisting his body
sideways, like he was dodging a bullet. They laughed at the time,
it looked funny. After he played for a bit, the powerful narrator’s
voice inside the pinball machine was getting excited.

“Ball 2 locked! One more
for Tyrannosaurus Rex multiball!!”, The machine

yelled.

“Tyrannosaurus Rex
Multiball?” Perry and Tony each thought, it intrigued
them.

They looked at each other and got up to go
see what this was. By the time they got close enough to watch what
was happening, the game announcer’s voice was nearing a frenzy. The
small yellow and black dot matrix screen was showing a caveman
running from a T-Rex and all of a sudden the volcano shot out 3
balls. In a deep, awesome voice the machine yelled, “T-Rex…
MULTIBALLLLLLL!!!!” The machine screamed with a seriousness to it
that was quite engaging. It turned heads in all of Treetop. All of
a sudden there were 3 balls on the playfield and this new guy was
flipping them around with ease, not losing any. Then from a back
corner of the machine, a huge mechanical TRex stomped onto the
playfield and the guy playing started hitting it with the 3 balls.
The T-Rex let out a great roar with each hit and red and white
flashing lights almost blind the player. Finally the T-Rex was
beaten and he folded back behind the volcano.

“Get the T-Rex
jackpot!”

Flashing red lights were pointing at both of
the ramps. Tony wanted to yell out, “Shoot for that ramp!”, but he
knew not to. He was getting good at this already.

Tony looked down and the pinball player had
caught 2 balls with the right

flipper. The other ball was bouncing around
while he watched it like an eagle, adjusting his weight and almost
flipping when the ball zoomed by, but he never actually flipped, he
let the machine bounce the ball around, he knew where it was going.
The 3rd ball bounced back and forth really fast for a
second, then hit a post that sent it arcing towards the left
flipper. He waited till the perfect moment and flipped the left
flipper once. In what seemed like slow motion, the flipper flipped
up, and at the exact time the flipper was at its greatest height,
it met the ball, and the ball just sat down calmly on the flipper,
all that crazy kinetic energy was instantly gone. It was like he
caught the ball and suddenly he had all 3 balls sitting on his 2
flippers. Tony didn’t know you could do that in pinball?

He looked over at Tony and smiled. That was
cool.

“You wanna see a jackpot
kid?”

Tony thought, “What’s a jackpot?”

The new guy looked down, took his hand off
the left button and let the ball drool

down the flipper. As the ball rolled Tony
thought he should’ve hit it already. But he let it go way past
where Tony thought he should’ve hit, almost to where Tony thought
he was going to lose the ball, then he flipped and sent the ball
off in a powerful vector, diagonal up and to the right. It went
over the flashing red lights, and perfectly up the brown plastic
ramp, over a hump and then quickly looped back on a track coming
back down to the right flipper. “JAAAACKPOOTTTTT!!!!”
The machine yelled and posted a huge, bold 4 Million on the
display.

The ball jiggled down and was coming to the
right flipper, where he was already holding 2 balls. “What could he
possibly do?” Tony’s young pinball mind thought. He hunched over
and his eyes darted around the machine, then quickly he flipped the
right flipper, sent one ball up the left ramp, which somehow
juggled the 2nd ball just above the flipper.

“DOUBLE JAACKPOT!” The dot
matrix display looked like it was going to jump out at you, “8
MILLION” took up every pixel.

The right flipper still had 2 balls right
there; the ball he juggled when he hit the

double jackpot must have had a spin on it,
because it hovered above the flipper for an unnaturally long time.
Long enough for the other ball to roll under it and give him a
clean shot.

Perfect shot, “TRIPLE JACKPOOTTT!!” The
pinball machine’s voice was at

the top of it’s lungs, and it even had a
tinge of disbelief in it.

“Go for the Super
Jackpot!” The T-Rex came out again. And it seemed

determined to get in the way of any Super
Jackpot attempt. With 2 lightning fast flicks of the flipper, the
new guy blasted the T-Rex out of the way and shot for the ramp, but
he just barely missed, the missed ball bounced back so quickly, it
was gone before he had time to react.

“Damn! I want to see the
Super Jackpot!” Tony thought.

The new guy made a couple fancy moves after
that, but didn’t get the Super Jackpot and lost both other balls.
It was weird, he was so amazing one second, and then almost
instantly he lost the momentum and it was all over. Tony looked
around; a small crowd that had formed behind the machine was
dispersing to their regular duties. After it was over, he had
gotten the high score and put in his initials “DNA”. At the moment
he put in the “A”, there was a loud KNOCK that came from inside the
machine.

“Free game little man,
it’s all yours.” The mysterious new guy said to Tony.

That day Tony found his true passion in
dredging through the boredom of the

society, Pinball.

Tony saw “DNA” one more time. He came in a
couple months later while Tony was playing Caveman. It was one of
those surreal Saturday mornings covered in haze. Tony was one of
the only people there that day. He came up behind Tony and watched
him play for a bit, he was getting to be pretty good. At least he
wasn’t a “double flipper” anymore. Tony had even beaten some of
DNA’s scores on a few machines. The new guy saw Tony had potential.
DNA played the next game, but basically he was teaching Tony the
whole time.

Before he started his game, he leaned over
the machine, looking at different places under the glass,
squinting, sometimes pointing and mumbling incoherently to
himself.

“What are you looking at?”
Tony asked.

“Just checking it out.
Letting my mind take measurements, noting
imperfections.”

“Really?”

“You may not understand
this right now, but you will later so listen, ok?”

“Ok.”

“You’ll never be able to
think as fast as your brain thinks without you. Don’t worry though,
no one can. Even when you walk, your brain is making thousands of
calculations per second, like which muscles to use when walking,
and adjusting your balance and muscles to each different footstep.
You know what I’m talking about?” Tony looked up and scratched his
head.

“Do you play baseball?”
He asked.

“Yes.”

“When you were being
taught how to hit, what did everyone tell you?”

“Keep your eye on the
ball?” Tony said slightly questioning his own answer.

“Exactly. And why would
they say that?”

“So I could see what I was
hitting?” Tony questioned his answer again.

“Yes, exactly again. They
tell you to keep your eyes on the ball because that is

the best way for you to not over think the
situation. You concentrate on following the ball with your eyes and
conscious, and that frees up your subconscious mind to do all of
the insane calculations needed to hit a speeding ball with a
bat.”

“But what if I just
thought about hitting the ball, wouldn’t that work?”

“When you’re thinking
about swinging the bat and trying to hit a moving ball,

you’re actively controlling the muscles in
your arm and not focusing on the target. Too much is going on for
you to concentrate on everything. When you are watching the ball,
it takes all of your active concentration. While you are
concentrating on the target, your brain is subconsciously
calculating how fast the ball is flying through the air and how far
away it is, comparing the ball to the changing background, sensing
the wind, noting spin and light, feeling where the bat is, a
million different things. Your brain can do all of that instantly
if left alone. You can maybe do one of those things if you try to
think about it all. Do you see what I’m saying?”

“Concentrate on the ball
and nothing else?”

“Well, almost. Focus on
your target and know what you want to do with it, let

your mind take care of the rest.”

“So, I look at the pinball
and think about not losing the ball?”

“Almost again, kid. Watch
the ball and have a plan, just don’t over think it.”

“So why were you staring
at the pinball machine all close and weird like?”

“All I’m doing is
refreshing the parts of my brain that remember where everything is
in this machine. You’re probably thinking, “How does he not know
where everything is, I’ve seen him play this before?” I do know
where everything is, but in the middle of the game, when 3 balls
are flying in every direction, this slight refreshing of the brain
pathways could make all the difference.”

Tony kind of got it, but DNA knew he was
going too deep, so he changed

topics.

“It’s 90% skill, 10%
luck.”

“Are you sure? It seems
like I have to get lucky a lot more than that to get a good
score.”

“You’ll see. When you
learn a little more, as long as you’re in control you
will

never lose the ball.”

“Yea.” Made sense to Tony.
He knew that he usually lost the ball when the

bumpers shot the ball around, it was too
fast for him to react, and sometimes there was nothing you could
do.

“In pinball, if you never
miss a shot, you never lose control,” “..And then I’ll
never lose the ball.” Tony was catching on.

“Right.” DNA said, “Watch
this.” The ball came screaming around a loop and

he did one of those amazing catches with the
right flipper. The ball sat there motionless, cradled by the
flipper. He sat there, leaning against the machine with his right
hand, holding the flipper button down, his left arm away from the
machine: on his hip, scratching various itches, fixing his
hair.

“Yea, but that’s stupid,
you don’t get any points. And it’s no fun.”

Maintaining his one handed position, he shot
the pinball up the ramp, it scored

points and snaked its way back to the right
flipper. He shot again, this time without catching it, another
hit.

“Combo!” The machine
said.

“Combo 2!” He did it
again.

“Combo 3!” Three shots in
a row.

It kept going around like this and he hit
the ramp ten times in a row, all with one hand touching the
machine. He was hitting the next shot so quickly, the machine’s
voice couldn’t keep up. “Combo-C-Co-Combo 10!” and then he caught
the ball instantly. A cartoon caveman came on the dot matrix
display and gave a big thumbs up: “Prehistoric combo, dude!”

“I never gave the evil
machine even one chance to steal the ball away from me.” DNA got
back into his game and out of the side of his mouth said, “If you
could do that forever, you’d be a pinball god.”

Everything he said made perfect sense in a
pinball world, and he demonstrated

everything right there, as he explained it.
It was a pinball clinic like Tommy, The Pinball Wizard would give.
Well, if he could talk, and see, and hear. No matter, at that
moment, this guy was the only adult in the world that was talking
Tony’s language.

“K, watch this!” He said
quickly.

The ball was in a slow decent, straight down
the middle, between both flippers. As the ball got closer it gained
speed and DNA shifted his weight. He was only connected to the
machine with his left palm, arm bent crooked, and only standing on
his left leg, right leg in the air for leverage. He was leaning
against the machine with all this weight, pushing from the left to
right and holding up the left flipper, waiting for the right
moment. The ball came down faster and faster and from every
perspective it looked like it was heading straight down the middle.
Tony remembered this in slow motion. Just as the ball was passing
the held up flipper, he pushed on the machine. The entire pinball
machine slid to the left under the pinball, maybe a millimeter, but
it was just enough for the tip of the flipper to catch the edge of
the ball and change its momentum enough to careen over and bounce
around near the right flipper, where he caught it. He had a big
smile across his face.

“It’s all about tiny, tiny
distances. The difference of 1 millimeter in pinball

could be the deciding factor if you score 3
million or 3 billion.” You could hear the passion as he explained,
“Just there, most people would’ve lost the ball. It really was
going down the middle. But I leaned on the machine with my weight,
which isn’t much, but it was enough to make the whole pinball
machine lean over a tiny bit. The machine didn’t move, its feet are
in the exact same spots, it just leaned. The ball was coming down
fast, and is on that slick, greasy playfield, me moving the machine
a millimeter to the left didn’t affect the ball's trajectory at
all. So, I kind of moved the entire machine under the ball just a
millimeter, but that’s all I needed.”

Tony thought, “Moving the pinball machine
under the ball and the ball doesn’t move?!” He was perplexed by the
complexities of these simple looking machines.

He continued with the lessons, “These
flippers, especially these nice new ones,

the rubber on there is super sticky when it
comes to touching round metal balls. Also, the rubber gives a
little. People don’t think of that, but it does, it’s like a big
fat rubber band.

You need to remember that and think of that
while you’re playing.”

“Yea, you’re right, it
looks like a rubber band on there.” Tony’s nose was

against the glass.

“Yep. If someone throws a
ball to you, you don’t catch it with your arms

straight out, right?”

Tony imagined catching a ball, “No.”

“Same thing with flippers.
If you hold the flipper up and the ball hits it, it’s gonna go
bouncing around uncontrollably. But if you hold the flipper up, and
exactly when the ball touches the flipper, you let go. You’ll catch
it every time.”

“Not every time though.
Right?”

“If you do it at the exact
right time, every time, yea.”

“Wow.”

“But every time, the exact
right time is different. You have to factor in the

speed of the ball, the strength of the
flipper, the age of the rubber on the flipper, the lean of the
table if it’s leaning, how dirty the playfield is, the spin of the
ball”

Tony interrupted him for that one, “The spin
of the ball? How can you tell?”

“Exactly. It’s a shiny,
featureless, silver ball on a slick surface, 6 inches
below

a pane of glass. It will never look like
it’s spinning to the untrained eye, yet it’s one of the most
important things to know when you want to know where the ball is
going to bounce.”

“Then how will I be able
to tell?”

“Instinct.”

“Instinct?”

“Yea, it’s something I
can’t really show or teach you. It’s something that your

brain calculates faster than you think. It’s
like when I was telling about concentrating on the ball and letting
your brain do all the complicated stuff. If you continue to play
pinball and keep trying to get better, one day you will know. Your
brain will calculate the minute changes in direction, cross
reference that data with previous, similar experiences and you’ll
be able to see it as fast as the light can get to your eyes. Your
subconscious brain will be able to predict which direction the ball
will bounce. You’ll be able to stare into the ball, and watch it
reflect at you, sometimes looking like its barely moving, but
you’ll know that that little thing is spinning dozens of times per
second.”

“Yea.” Tony noticed, “No
matter how fast it’s spinning it always looks the same.”

“Yep, pretty wild eh?” A
vibrating noise came from DNA’s pants. He reached

in and picked out a phone, without
answering it he exclaimed, “Oh shit! I gotta go. Here, play the
rest of my game, I trust you. Rock on little dude. I can tell
you’re gonna be an awesome pinball player some day.” He gave Tony a
pat on the head and ran off.

Tony looked down into the perfectly
reflective ball. All the lights around the ball shined back at him
in reverse. He didn’t know before, but he could look even deeper
into the ball and see himself. Wow! It was like a miniature,
spherical, funhouse mirror reflecting back at him a psychedelic, MC
Escher distorted, color self portrait containing mostly his arms.
And it’s always there staring back at him. Tony imagined it was
him, in another dimension, the exact opposite dimension. Tony’s
evil twin brother playing a game of negative pinball against him,
the evil twin scores when Tony loses his ball. “I’m gonna whoop his
ass.” Tony thought.

Suddenly a kid came up to Tony and
whispered, “A bullet in the head.” “What?” Tony
asked.

“A bullet in the head.” He
said it louder.

Tony stared at him. The kid’s head started
shaking, he put his hands to his mouth like he was holding a mic
and yelled. “A bullet in the head!”

Tony’s eyes opened. Axl and L were standing
in front of him, Axl pointing his monkey finger right in Tony’s
face. “A bullet in your fucking head!” The song ended.







 21

CAMP RAWK 5

L jumped up and down, she was holding a mic,
“Fuck yea that was awesome! Tony wasn’t that awesome?”

“What?” Tony asked, still
kind of out of it.

“That was a sweet cover of
Bullet in the Head, right? Did you hear me, I was rockin it!” She
said as she grabbed and hugged Axl, Les, Jimi and Moon. She was
making friends, music can do that.

Tony put it together that the band had just
played a song while he was dreaming

about pinball. “Woah, that worm shit is
strong!” He thought. He looked over at Perry. He was looking back
with the biggest stoned smile ever.

“What’s up duuude?” Perry
muttered.

Les pointed at Perry, L, Tony and
Fozzie,“They smart human. We take to

King.”

L pointed out,”The Perry clone, and the
pregnant chick are still at the camp. Not

to mention all of our shit.”

“The tux guy probably just
made it.” Tony laughed.

Perry got up and walked like a
zombie,”Married.” He mocked the tux guy. “Let’s go get
our shit first.”Tony said, “How the fuck do we get outta here.”

“I go with humans.” Axl
said.

Jimi jumped on his shoulder,”Yea, me too man
.”

Les replied,”I tell King good human
coming.”

The band put down their instruments, turned
off everything that was on, Moon

grabbed the bottle of worms, Les grabbed the
bottle of jack with his feet, took a swig, then with his foot threw
it to Moon, who caught it with his foot, transferred it to his hand
and took a swig also. Then Les and Moon took off down a
hallway.

“Where is shit?” Axl asked
and they all followed down the hall.

They walked with Axl and Jimi back to Camp
Rawk 5. Everything was still there. Cloned Perry was messing with
Perry’s pack. Perry’s girlfriend was bending over, as usual,
exposing her perfectly cloned ass and gooch to the world. Nothing
seemed amiss, although they had only been gone a few hours. Tux guy
was standing there looking happy.

Axl was surprised,”Dumb humans. You
like?”

Jimi continued,”Yea, man, gotta watch those
fuckers.”

“Why?” Perry asked,”These
ones seem ok?”

“Company track.” Axl
answered.”Use to follow.”

“Ohh shit.” Perry looked
at Tony and L. “Fuck, we didn’t know that.” “No come
with.” Axl let them know.

“Aww man, cmon, they’re
cool.” Perry argued,”Look at that ass.” He pointed

towards his girlfriend, the sun shining on
her round rear end, ass pointed to the sky, everything showing.

The primates agreed that it was nice.

Jimi looked at Axl,”We ask King.”

They packed up and left Camp Rawk 5. They
dismantled the fire pit, hoping to

make it look as little like a camp as they
could with minimal effort.

They had to cross the river again, this time
with their packs. Axl showed them a

less deep section, which they could walk
across, packs over their heads. Axl offered to carry Fozzie, but
Fozzie wasn’t having it. Tony put her on his pack and lugged it.
After walking a quarter mile or so, Perry looked back. The tux guy
was struggling in the river, looking like he would be swept away.
Perry laughed at him.

After walking over another hill and through
a valley, the trees starting getting

much bigger. It started turning from a
regular forest into a Redwood forest. It wasn’t a trail they were
following, but the path they took started to be steep. Perry lit up
a joint and they all smoked as they walked.

“Good weed.” Jimi stated.
Holding a joint that was almost half as long as his

body. He took big hits for a little
monkey.

Another hour or so. L told stories about
concerts they went to. One where Tony was so drunk he got on stage
at a Primus show and then got thrown down a flight of stairs by
security.

“Have you guys ever been
to a show?” She asked.

“Only our own.” Axl
answered.

“Your own?” Tony asked
back.

“We do 4 shows a year.”
Axle answered again.

“One for each new season
man.” Jimi put in.

“For whom?” Tony
questioned.

“Us.”

“Ohh, like the one we
walked into?”

“No. That practice. We
play real show.” Axl went on.

“We play for whole tribe
man.” Jimi contributed.

“The whole tribe?” Perry
asked now.”How many is that?”

“Couple
thousand.”

“Where do you play?
Outside?”

“Mosh Tree.” Jimi said,
then after a short pause,”You fucking love man!” He

gestured with his arms, holding them out
wide and creating a half circle over head.

“There are a couple
thousand of your tribe?”

“Yes. All come to every
show.” Axl informed.

“Mosh Tree?” Tony said,
looking at Perry and L “That does sound cool.”

“Wait, you have a couple
thousand monkeys living out here? Where?” “Not fucking
monkey!” Axl looked at him.

“Ok ok. But where can a
thousand primates live and not be seen by The Company?” Perry asked
again.

“Here.” Axl said and they
stopped walking next to a thick redwood. Jimi

jumped off his shoulder and scrambled up the
tree to one of the first set of branches.

There was click that came from up where Jimi
was. Axl reached behind some pieces of bark and there was another
click. Jimi jumped and landed on Axl’s shoulder. An outline of a
darkness appeared the tree, in the shape of a door. Axl pushed on
it and it slide back into the tree, then slid up. Axl disappeared
into the tree.

“Close door behind.” He
said.

They followed him. He climbed down. Perry
first, then L, then Perry’s clone, then Perry’s woman, then Tony.
Tony put Fozzie on top of his pack, there was some room and she fit
nicely, her dog butt inside the pack, front legs and head sticking
out over Tony’s head. As Tony went in, he looked for tuxedo guy, he
was no where to be found. Tony pushed on the door, it glided
smoothly and closed perfectly into the outer hole, filling the
inside with darkness.

There wasn’t a ladder or anything to grab
onto, just a bunch of random foot and hand holds that lined the
walls. The packs were pretty heavy and bulky, it would’ve been
really hard to climb down with them, but the hole they were
climbing down wasn’t very wide, so the humans could use the pack by
pressing against the side to create friction so they could rest.
The footholds looked like you could go up. Tony looked up, the
inside of the redwood was hollowed out, it went up as far as he
could see.

They descended into darkness, following the
apes and monkeys.
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KING ALPHA

At the bottom there was light. A hallway
went curving off in both directions. Not very bright lights dotted
the long hallways. There was a gorilla at the bottom of the hole.
It had a top hat with curly hair coming out of the bottom and round
sunglasses. He looked like a gorilla dressed as Slash for Halloween
He greeted everyone.

Perry exited the hole into the hallway and
laughed, “Hey, what’s up Slash!”

The gorilla looked at him, “How know my
name?”

Tony and L exited, Perry laughed again,
“Look, it’s Slash!” They looked, they

had experienced so much craziness in the
past few days that a gorilla dressed like Slash was pretty normal
to them now.

When Clone Perry entered the hallway Slash
grabbed him, held his face in his hands.

“Dey cool man. Dey coo.”
Jimi said.

“Clone.” The Greeter
said,”No in.”

“Maaan, take dem to guest
room. Lock em in man. We back soon.” Jimi said.

Axl agreed, “Take dumb Human and dog to
guest room. Smart Human, come us. Leave packs.”

“Man, take Human shit to
guest room too Slash.” Jimi said.

The humans looked at each other. They were
pretty sure that these primates

weren’t going to jack them. But you never
know, all their stuff was in those packs. Including their guns.
Tony thought about grabbing a gun to take with him, but decided
against it. They went with their gut and didn’t upset the scene
playing out in front of them.

Axl grabbed Perry’s face and held it up to
the Slash,“Smart Human.” Axl told the greeter. “Where King?”

“Mosh Tree. King
challenged by Big Flea.” “Ohh crap, man, I forgot
let’s go!” Jimi was excited.

“You like this.” Axl said
to the smart Humans.

As they quickly walked down the underground
hallways, Jimi explained, “Man, King fight. If want King, must ass
kicker.”

“They’re having a fight to
be the Alpha?” Tony thought out loud.

“Ohh shit.” Perry
said.

“Sounds scary.” L
noted.

“Normal.” Axl said,”We
like.”

“Yea man, it like Human
vote. More fun!.” Jimi declared.

“And no cheat, fair
fight.” Axl added.

All the humans looked at each other and
shrugged like “Makes sense.” There

wasn’t an election in Human history that
wasn’t tainted by some sort of cheating.

They turned a few more hallways, Soon they
could hear what sounded like a

sports crowd. It got louder as they walked
closer, then the sound mixed with a rumbling. It felt like they
were walking through a tunnel under a football stadium filled with
a crowd, just before kickoff. They walked under a carving on the
top of the wall, “Mosh Tree.” it said.

Axl looked back over his shoulder at the
Humans with a big grin on his face, the

grin said,”I bet you can’t wait to see
this!”

The door opened, they could hear the crowd
was rowdy. They weren’t cheering or anything, they were just pumped
up. The Humans had to walk a few feet before the stadium opened up
and they could see the space. It was sold out, whatever it was. It
was indoors, had a dirt floor and what seemed like leaves created
the walls and spherical ceiling. The floor was circular, about the
size of a high school basketball gym. It didn’t have any seats,
everyone on the floor was standing. But all along the walls were
branches that served as seats, all the way to the roof. Monkeys
traversed the walls as easily as walking on the ground. It looked
like some of the best seats were up in the branches.

“Nice way to maximize the
space.” Tony thought.

“Fucking cool!” Perry
said.

L just looked around in amazement.

In the middle was a circular ring, no ropes
or cages, but it was a big ring, like 2 or 3 boxing rings or UFC
octagons put together. The edge of the ring was lined with
gorillas, laughing, yelling, punching each other with friendly
punches, drinking from brown cups, spilling everywhere, throwing
things into the higher up seats. The whole place smelled like a hot
box. All different types of primates and monkeys were everywhere.
More primates than monkeys though.

Attention shifted towards the humans.

All of the humans heart dropped. “Ohh shit!”
Went through all their heads.

Axl grabbed them, “Move.”

Jimi continued,”Out of the way man!”

They schootched out of the way, looking
behind them they saw a gigantic

gorilla, ducking to enter the hallway. He
filled the hall. He had his game face on. As he walked by, he
looked at the three Humans and bared his teeth. To L, it felt like
the Alien 3 poster and she was Ripley. When he fully left the
hallway into the arena he looked left and right and pounded his
chest with a thunderous force, the crowd erupted. Mostly cheers,
but some boos. A couple pieces of poo flew by his head. He roared.
The roar shook the entire Mosh Tree.

Jimi jumped off Axl’s shoulder and onto
Perry’s shoulder in between Perry and

Tony, he yelled over the crowd,”Dat Big Flea
man!”

Big Flea made his way to the ring. The sea
of primates parting in front of his path. Gorillas slapped him on
the back. He got to the ring. He jumped up and down, quickly darted
from one side to the other. Then he took both his fists and pounded
the ground.

Tony looked at L. Her eyes were wide open, a
little fear, a lot of uncomfortable-

ness and questioning. Tony looked the other
way at Perry. He had a million dollar smile, Jimi was on his
shoulder hitting a joint. Perry continued to smile, Jimi put the
joint in Perry’s smile and he hit it also. They shuffled through
the crowd and found a spot, on a branch on the wall, only a few
feet off the ground. It was sturdy and surprisingly comfortable.
Their feet dangled above the crowd below them.

“Holy fucking shit this is
awesome!” Perry was loving it. He leaned to Jimi,

still on his shoulder,”Can we bet?”

Yea man, der man!” Jimi pointed to a booth.
Like a scene out of a movie there as a single gorilla grabbing
money from a crowd of gorillas and handing them back pieces of
paper. He was yelling about odds or something, they couldn’t hear
over the crowd.

The attention switched to the opposite side
of the arena. There was another hallway on that side. The moment a
shadow stretched down the hall and was visible the crowd started
getting excited. Monkeys who were on the floor jumped and ran up
the walls to their seats, the betting booth emptied.

A giant gorilla head emerged, the crowd went
bananas. When he was fully in view, he stopped. He beat his chest
with the quickness of a speed metal drummer on double bass. Then he
roared with his entire body, it was otherworldly loud. The crowd
that was already going bananas, went completely motherfucking
bananas! They were so excited they jumped and spun around, some
roared themselves. The whole place was shaking. L covered her ears,
even though she was half way across the arena. This gorilla was a
true silverback.

“Dat King man!” Jimi
yelled to the humans.

He walked through the crowd with more
charisma than Big Flea, giving high

fives back to his fans, pointing at monkeys
in the crowd. There was no boos in this entrance and no poo being
flung.

Tony noticed as King walked towards the
ring. There was no timer, no judges,

no referee.

King was actually a bit smaller than Big
Flea, and seemed a bit more likeable. As soon as he hit the ring,
his demeanor changed. He became deadly serious. He pounded the
ground, one fist after another. He looked at Big Flea and his eyes
widened. They both walked towards the middle of the ring. Big Flea
held a fist above his head. King stretched his long arms and walked
up to Big Flea. The crowd was getting louder and louder as he
approached. King held up his fist and slowly moved it towards Big
Flea’s fist. The arena exploded with cheers. The fists touched.

At the moment their skin touched, Big Flea
threw a wild haymaker, attempting

to surprise King and make first contact.
King seemed to know his first move, and did a backflip out of the
way with unthinking wisdom. The crowd went ballistic. He looked to
the crowd. Big Flea charged. King seemed to act like he didn’t see
it coming, then at the last second ducked and went under Big Flea’s
charge. King even managed to land an upkick to the face as he went
under Big Flea. The upkick didn’t look like a massive hit, but it
dazed Big Flea. He had to shake it off.

King was done playing. He took the center of
the ring and pounded his chest,

like “Cmon!” Big Flea charged again and they
collided in the center of the ring like 2 charging elephants. The
entire place shook with the impact. Dust flew, neither gave an
inch. There was a battle of strength, both had the other in a bear
hug, they each had one arm under their opponents, it was an even
stance. The battled for arm position, each trying to get
underhooks, but it was a stalemate of a grab. Big Flea pushed on
the ground with his massive feet, and started to move King back. He
roared in King’s face as King began to be forced backwards. He kept
at it, King was being bent backwards. pushed toward the edge of the
ring. The fans on that side of the ring moved out of the way, just
in case. King had to take a step backwards to keep his footing. Big
Flea took a step forward.

King made his move. He was waiting for Big
Flea to take a step, and in the

short second Big Flea had one foot in the
air King swept his other foot. Big Flea’s other foot was swept off
the ground, his whole body in the air now King shifted his weight
like a sumo wrestler and slammed Big Flear to the ground. It was a
massive, Earth shaking slam. It actually made the whole Mosh Tree
waver, a thousand primates and monkeys had to hold on to their
seats. Everyone went crazy screaming, a game 7 grand slam, a last
second touchdown, a 3 pointer as time expired.

Both massive apes were on the ground for a
second, King’s body on top. Then King slowly stood up, he looked
down at Big Flea, put both fists together and raised them above his
head. It looked like he was ready to deliver a knockout blow, or a
killing blow, maybe both. Big Flea had the wind knocked out of him
and many broken ribs, he was laying there probably wanting to put
up his arms in defense, but he couldn’t. King was about to lay down
the final blow when Big Flea motioned with his head, he gave. King
turned his death punch into a hand and helped up Big Flea.

The crowd flipped out, everyone left their
seats, running, climbing, collecting bets and jumping around.

King was at the center of all of this.
Pointing and smiling at the crowd like he was The Rock. After a bit
of celebration, King reached down into the crowd and pulled up Big
Flea. They hugged, Big Flea said something in King’s ear. They both
laughed and pounded their chests. A celebration began, right then
and there. Some sort of monkey booze seemed to be the drink of
choice.

A random monkey handed a cup of it to Tony,
he smiled and drank it. It wasn’t

good, but it was strong. Tony offered some
to L, she tried it with an “eww” face. Perry grabbed at it.

“Don’t weeze the juice!”
He finished it, grimacing but smiling at the same time. There was a
lot of drinking, smoking and worming. The sports crowd turned into
a party crowd.

After a while of partying, it started to die
down. Axl made his way to the group. Jimi was telling the story of
how they made his mini guitar.

“Let go.” Axl
said.

They all went, talked about the crazy scene
they just saw on the way back to the guest room.

“If Big Flea win, Big Flea
leader.” Axl said.

In a hallway, they passed Big Flea. He
wasn’t naked anymore, he had a pair of human underwear on. Seeing
Flea in just his underwear it reminded L of another rock star named
Flea.

“Ohhh, Big Flea! I get it
now L”, said.

“What? I don’t get it?”
Perry asked.

“Flea? Red Hot Chili
Peppers? Underwear.” L hinted.

“Ohhhh! Big Flea, like
he’s a gigantic Flea! Haha. Awesome.” Perry finally

got it.
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PUSSY ASS HUMANS

They got to the guest room. Axl pointed,
“Here. Room. I get King, he come

talk.” Axl said and left. Jimi jumped off
Perry’s shoulder, bounced off the ground and ran on the wall like
spider man, then leaped and landed on Axl’s shoulders. He looked
back at the Humans, like making sure they saw it. He gave them a
thumbs up and a smile.

They opened the door to the guest room. A
familiar site, Perry’s cloned

girlfriend bent over, exposed ass looking
out from her hospital robe. And clone Perry, sitting with a smile
on his face.

It was a good sized room, 4 beds, one in
each corner. And that was it. They all plopped down.

“That was intense!” Tony
proclaimed.

“Ohh man.” Perry
agreed.

“That was scary!” L agreed
also.

Perry laughed, “Big Flea. That Slash guy.
The whole band. So each monkey

dresses up and assumes the name of a rock
star? That’s pretty fuckin weird, right!?”

“It’s craziness. I keep
thinking it’s a dream.” Tony admitted. L just shook her
head.

They all sat around for a few minutes,
unwinding. “Don’t unpack and get too comfortable.” Perry reminded
the others.

Axl opened the door. “Let go.”

Jimi continued, on Axl’s shoulder, “Man,
King no come here. You go there.” and he motioned with his little
head and big afro. “Dog and dumb human no come.”

They started walking down the long hallway.
Just as they started off, someone was coming the opposite way and
had to scoot by them. It was a gorilla. A female. As the group
passed her, Perry looked up at her.

They made eye contact and the world paused
and began moving in slow motion

for both of them. She had a tiny bit of pink
eye shadow. They instantly felt familiar to each other. Perry
didn’t see a gorilla, an animal in those eyes, he saw beauty. She
stared at him, her gaze piercing his heart. He felt it in his
chest. Instant extreme desire. He tried to stop, but the group
pushed him from behind.

“Cmon. Keep
moving.”

He stumbled forward, looking backward,
keeping his eyes locked with hers.

“Wait.” He
mumbled.

“Man, cmon big ball.” Jimi
yelled at him in his high pitched voice.

He watched her walk away, she shook her ass
and looked back at him.

They walked a long way down the main
hallway, Perry’s mind wasn’t with

them, it was with her.

Occasionally a primate who resembled a rock
star would go by. They passed a door just as someone was coming out
and some of the humans caught a peek of what was inside. Everyone
felt the heat flow out of the room. It was a forge of some sort,
gorillas in there were pouring liquid metals from melting pot into
molds. Another room looked like a butcher.

After what seemed like at least a mile, they
came to another hollowed out tree, the hallway kept going, but they
were heading up. Axl and Jimi effortlessly climbed up. They climbed
up for a long while, it was hard to tell distance while climbing
inside a hollow tree with little to no light. At least they didn’t
have their packs, none of them would’ve made it. They reached
another door that quietly slid open after a few hidden presses and
clicks.

Tony was the first human to exit behind Axl
and Jimi, vertigo hit him as he

looked down. It looked like he was looking
out of an airplane. He grabbed the side of the tree and he held the
edge. “Woah!” He quit looking down.

“Ohh shit!” Perry said as
he came out behind Tony.

Jimi and Axl laughed, then bounded off on a
branch towards another tree.

“Watch it man!” Jimi
yelled back at them.

It was a wide branch, but none of the humans
had ever been this high up in a

tree before. It was taller than being on the
roof of Treetop Games, which was pretty scary. You fall here, you
die.

L moved quickly, kind of tip toeing, kind of
dancing. She had a strange

confidence. Tony followed carefully, keeping
his center of gravity low. Perry followed with arms out wide, like
Houdini on a tightrope.

They reached the other tree. 2 big ass
gorillas guarded this entrance. They both

had thick chains slung over a shoulder. The
guards didn’t bother any of them, even the humans. They entered the
chamber in the top of the trees.

It wasn’t a big room, like a big living
room. King was in there. Sitting on what

looked like a big ass bean bag chair made of
leaves. A female gorilla was asleep in the leaf bean bag. There was
a big King Kong movie poster on the wall above the bed. King made
his way over and greeted them.

“You from other side of
fence?” He asked.

“Yes.” A chorus
answered.

“King Kong. I loved that
movie.” Perry tried to be funny, motioning to the

poster.

King looked. “You know? We find in loud
fire.” He got right to the point,”Why here?”

That was a good question. None of the humans
had thought about that.

“Um.” Tony stuttered,
possibly aloud.

“To destroy The Company.”
Perry threw out.

That got King’s attention and he looked at
Perry. “What?”

Perry wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad
“What?”, but he was pretty sure the monkeys weren’t on Elohssa’s
side. “We are warriors from the other side. We broke through the
fence and are on a mission to steal a warstore and destroy the
Elohssa Corporation headquarters.” L and Tony looked at each other,
with as much disbelief as they could without giving away Perry’s
cover.

King looked at the ground, his eyes darted
back and forth, he was thinking. He let out a grunt. He looked up
again. “How?”

Perry either had his story ready or was
making it up as he went along, “That’s

top secret.”

King looked at Axl and Jimi, then back at
the humans for a long moment. “We help.”

“Alriiight!” Perry said
and nodded back and forth at Tony and L. He walked

out to King and tried to give him a
handshake. That didn’t work, then Perry went for a fist bump, or
something, that didn’t work either. He ended up doing some half
assed awkward hug. King wondered what the human was doing.

King offered them a seat and food. He served
them some of that strong monkey

juice they witnessed at the fight earlier
and some beef jerky looking meat. The humans offered a cheers, King
didn’t know what they were doing but figured it out and clanged his
cup to theirs. They drank and ate beef jerky.

“This is the best beef
jerky ever!” Perry said with a mouthful chewing it with
a

big smile. “What kind is it?”

King didn’t think twice, “Human.”

L pulled the jerky in her mouth out and
looked at it,”Ewww!”

Perry froze, his mouth mid chew, full of
jerky. A bit of jerky leaned and fell out of his mouth,“Did you
say... human?”

King looked at him,”Yes.”

Perry’s face stayed frozen, his mouth slowly
turning into a grimace. “It’s soo good!” He threw a few more strips
in his mouth and started chewing with a big smile again. “Mmmn.
Human.” He said like Homer Simpson,”I gotta get your recipe.”

They talked for a while, drinking monkey
juice. The humans learned that the primates had successfully raided
a warstore. The 2nd one. The one the humans saw take out the
fighter jets. They robbed it and got tons of food and technology.
They had been digging tunnels and hollowing out trees for a long
time before that. Now they had food to last almost forever and new
technology. They were planning to take the fight to the Company.
They called The Eholssa Corporation, “The Company.” Their main goal
was to infiltrate the Company and free any primates trapped inside.
They weren’t opposed to destroying the Company outright though, it
would rid them of their problem.

“I show.” King
said.

King turned and behind his leaf bean bag was
a hole, the hollow trunk of a tree, this passage only went down.
They descended, entered another underground hallway and walked for
a while. Each time they passed a primate or monkey, they gave much
respect to King. King gave the respect right back, he did seem like
a good, well liked leader.

They reached an end of the hallway, King
moved a big rock, exposing a hole and they climbed through. Now
they were in a rock cave instead of underground dirt hallways. It
was a small cave, around 50 feet long. They entered from the end of
the cave, the mouth was at the other end. The mouth was blocked by
big rocks piled to the top.

King went over to a corner where some wires
led and said,”Light. New.” He

plugged something in and a small flood light
lit up the wall.

On the wall was a cave painting. It was very
detailed and big, the humans had

to take a step back to take it all in. After
scanning it for a while, it was a painting of a plane crash.
Burning parts scattered around, dead bodies everywhere, all
human.

“Look.” L pointed to a
corner of the painting, there was a drum kit, not fully

destroyed. She also pointed out a broken
guitar.

“The dead bodies are
wearing leather jackets and shit.” Perry noticed.

“And have long hair.” Tony
added.

King looked over at Axl, a little
confused.

They examined the painting more. The
fuselage was in many pieces, the two

biggest pieces were the nose and the tail.
Near the nose the letters “RO” were written, after the “O” was
unreadable as the body of the plane was shredded. On the tail piece
they could read the letters “NE!!”

Perry did his best game show host
voice,“For 200 dollars folks. Starts with RO and ends in a NE.
Double exclamation points at the end.” “What is this?”
L asked King.

“Loud fire.” King
explained,”We hear rumble. We go see. We find. The guitar. The
drum. The bass. We learn.” He looked at them again and smiled,”We
like the heavy metal.”

“Rock Plane.” L figured it
out. “Remember? We almost went for Valentine’s

day. It’s like a booze bus, but in the sky
and with rock bands. It sounded sweet.”

“Yea, yea I remember
that.” Tony said, looking at the painting. “That does
look

like the font they use.”

“Booze bus?” King thought
out loud.

Perry was shaking his head,”Wait, wait. So
some rock n roll booze bus airplane

crashed in the forest and these
monkeys...”

Axl and King interrupted him,”Not
monkey!”

“Ok ok, yea I forgot.”
Perry looked over at the chimpanzee and gorilla. “You’re

not monkeys. These apes looted the crash
site and fell in love with rock n roll.”

Perry looked back at Axl and King. Axl
squinted and flashed devil horns at Perry.

“All apes and monkeys
like.” King added.

“All?” Tony questioned.
“Yea man,” Jimi replied,”All.” Then he did a little
Bill and Ted air guitar shredding and flicked his
tongue.

“Not all human like?” King
asked.

“No not all human like.
Barely any human like metal.” L said.

“Pussy ass humans.” Axl
laughed. King laughed also, as much as a good host would laugh at a
joke about the species of his guests. The humans nodded in
agreement.

L agreed, her grammar eroded so the primates
could understand better,“Yea, most human pussy. That’s why we’re
here. Our people went crazy. We left our people.”

King was intrigued, “You left your human
people? Come fight Company with us?”

L was becoming the ambassador, when she
spoke, King could feel her truth, “Well, we didn’t know you were
here. We knew nothing about the Forest before we came.”

King replied, “You Human brave.” He smiled
and looked over at Axl. “What

like other side fence?”

L went on to give the very short version of
human society. She made sure to include ICs, Ads, War, crime, how
bad we treat animals.

“Primate in cage on
outside?” King asked.

“All of em?” Axl
added.

“Not all, but very few
free.” Perry chimed in.

The humans then explained to the primates
that primates on that side of the wall

couldn’t talk and were not as smart as King
and Axl.

“All Primate smart.” King
proudly said.

“Maybe, but we’ve never
heard any gorilla or chimpanzee talk before we got

here.” Perry said.

King and Axl looked at each other
confused.

“We free?” Axl asked
King.

King looked at the humans, “We free all
Primate on other side of fence. After

will kill big machine.”

Axl smiled deviously.

Perry held out his arms and and shook his
head,”That’s all fine with me. I’ll help.”

King sat, in thought for a while. Then got
up and walked towards the door. “Come.”

They left the cave and walked down another
long hallway. King pointed to a door they were approaching.
“Smart.” He said.

They opened the door and walked into what
looked like a low budget mad

scientist’s lab. Boiling liquids in test
tubes above bunsen burners, but at the same time some ingredients
were kept in soda bottles. There was trash everywhere. Back behind
a wall of computers and web of wires hanging from the ceiling, a
colorful baboon face emerged. It’s eyes behind round glasses, with
attachments on the glasses that looked like magnifying glasses and
other different colored lenses. Behind the baboon, a wall of
computers hummed, flashing lights like a science fiction movie.
Many different monitors hung from all different directions, all
focused on the Baboon. It wasn’t just a science lab, it was a
computer lab also.

“Ohh, hello!” The Baboon
said.

“He Einstien.” King
introduced. After a short pause King continued,”All computer, we
steal from warstore.”

Tony walked up, carefully taking steps over
the terrain of junk on the floor. He

stared at the computer monitors, trying to
see something that looked familiar. Tony had spent thousands of
hours on computers, he knew how to program a bit. It wasn’t
Windows, Mac or Linux. “What OS is that?” “OS?” The
Baboon asked.

“What kind of computer?”
Tony simplified his question.

“Company.” King tried to
answer.

“Company only.” The baboon
continued. “I not know Human computer. But I see in notes, Company
make their own computer. Prevent human hack.”

Tony looked at the monitor the Baboon was
staring at. It was unique, the Elohssa Corporation logo was built
into the operating system. Tony looked in amazement at Perry and
L.

“Smart.” Perry
said.

The baboon pushed up his glasses,”Easy to
learn. I learn.”

Tony pointed to part of the screen, the
Baboon looked and said something to

him, they began talking about details on the
screen the other beings in the room couldn’t see.

“I show you more of our
home?” King asked, mostly to L and Perry.

“Yea.” Perry
said.

“Sure.” L
replied.

“Where do you get those
worms!?” Perry wanted to know more about those powerful
hallucinogenic white worms he was treated to earlier.

King snorted a laugh and nodded to the
right, like “Let’s go.”

“We’ll leave the nerds.”
Perry said looking over at Tony and Einstein.

Tony was looking excited. “A simulator?” He
asked Einstein. Einstein shook his head like he wasn’t sure and
Tony looked up as the others were leaving the room. “I think this
thing as a warstore simulator!” Tony pulled up a chair excitedly
and Einstein put a headset on him, Einstein was talking, pointing
at different parts of the keyboard as Tony nodded.

Axl, King, L and Perry walked. These
underground hallways seemed to go for miles, connecting hollowed
out trees along the way. Sometimes the hallways were so long and
straight, if you looked forward or back you could seemingly see the
curve of the Earth.

Perry looked around, “This place is fucking
amazing.”

“We make worm.” Axl said
as they approached a door.

King opened the door,”She make worm.”
Another mad scientist room. This time no computers. An orangutan
that could only be described as a Janis Joplin lookalike sat behind
a low table on the ground. Silently L bet that was her name
also.

She looked up at the group and closed her
eyes, head up with a gigantic smile.

Her mouth barely moved, “Come iiin.”

There were small pillows around the table
that seemed liked seats, everyone

took one while the orangutan got up and
shuffled at the table behind her. She was pouring tea. She looked
back and counted the heads to make sure, then walked around the
table, handing everyone a small cup.

“Hello Janis.” L said
before being properly introduced.

Janis stopped in her tracks, she looked at L
in amazement. “How did you know that?!” Then Janis looked to King
before she could answer. “Psychics?!”

L answered,”Janis Joplin. I love her.”

Janis quickly shuffled over to L, putting
the tray of tea down on the table and

hugged her. It was a long, warm hug, one of
the best L had ever felt. Janis whispered in L’s ear, “You are so
completely welcome here, my long lost friend. What’s mine is yours.
I love you.”

The hug was so long that Axl made a face,
grabbed the tea tray and handed out

the rest. Perry smelled the tea, no doubt it
was mushroom tea. He silently

thought,”Damn, they just hand out shroomin
tea and don’t even tell you. FUCK YEA I

LOVE THIS PLACE.”

Jimi popped out of Axl’s jacket and grabbed
a sip of Axl’s tea. The humans had forgot Jimi was even here.

Janis returned her attention to all of her
guests. “How’re things my friends?

Are you two ready for the show?” She asked
Jimi and Axl.

“Fuck yea ready.” Axl
stated.

Jimi followed, after a sip of the tea,”Ohh
yea man.”

Perry and L didn’t know what they were
talking about. Axl informed them,”The Winter show is in two
days.”

“Yea man.” Jimi
added.

Axl continued,”We know how to party.” Jimi
made a metal face and banged his head. “We learned how to do good
metal shows from watching human shows, videos.” L and Janis talked,
leaning into each other. 

King added, talking mostly to Perry since L
was involved, ”It’s great, you love.”

Then he made a face like he remembered
something,”Ohh, day after show, attack Company.” King smiled, “You
love attack too.”
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PRIMATE LAN PARTY

King and Axl left the humans, they would
meet later for dinner. Perry and L went back to find Tony. As they
approached the door to the Einstein’s room, the hallway became
crowded. A bunch of primates were standing in the hall, looking
into the lab. L and Pery looked at eat other and rushed to the
door, not knowing if they should be scared or not. They heard some
yelling and then a big cheer, which eased their nerves. They looked
in the door, it was hot and crowded. There were about 20 monkeys,
primates and Tony all intently staring at monitors. They were all
playing a game, the same game. Explosions blasted from speakers and
beings bounced in front of their monitors, either from dying or
getting a kill. It wasn’t a game Perry or L had ever seen before.
Perry stared at some of the monitors, they were all playing as
warstores, in some sort of deathmatch. Tony was one of the last
alive. In a hail of missiles, explosions and dodging in and out of
cover, everyone in the room yelled as one warstore emerged from the
smoke.

Tony shook his head, he didn’t win. It was
a chimpanzee with dreads who had

won. He had a big smile and slid his head
back and forth in celebration. He wore a baggy sweater with
Jamaican colors. “Yeah mon!” he said, looking back and forth at his
dead competitors. “Bring it!”

They started another round. Tony nodded to L
and Perry and they made their way over to him through the
crowd.

“What the hell man, you
started a LAN party?” Perry asked.

Tony was excited, trying to tell a story
and concentrate on playing this warstore

game at the same time. “This Elohssa
computer shit is sweet! It’s so easy to use!” In the game Tony’s
warstore moved out from in between 2 buildings and fired 2 giant
tank turrets. He stopped talking for a second to concentrate on the
game, his warstore went in reverse, back between the buildings and
explosions went off in front of him. As soon as the explosion was
almost over, he rushed forward firing where he knew an enemy was
even though he couldn’t see through the smoke. Massive explosions.
A baboon on the other side of the room screamed and put his ass in
the air. He looked at Tony and pointed at his Baboon ass, shaking
it in disbelief.

“Nice!, Perry
said.

“Yea these tank turret
guns are the best. They’re supposed to be a backup weapon, but
their pretty effective and have nearly unlimited ammo.” His
warstore charged from behind a giant rock and emerged behind 2
other warstores focused on fighting each other. Tony hit both as
they destroyed each other, then focused on finishing off whoever
won. As he fought to finish off the wounded warstore, he
continued,”The tank turrets are way better than the main gun.
Everyone uses the main gun.”

From behind Tony he was hit with a flurry of
missiles, then a barrage of tank

turret shots, before he could turn his store
around he was dead.

“Ohh yea mon!” Bob Marley
the chimpanzee yelled out again, doing his

signature back and forth head slide. He won
again.

Tony conceded,”That guy’s good. He’s
sneaky.” He got up and someone else

sat in his spot.

They sat in the middle of an intense LAN
party of primates and monkeys, playing a super realistic warstore
deathmatch game on a custom system of elite computers made by the
richest corporation on Earth.

“Look” Tony pointed behind
them, L and Perry looked. There was a large stack

of what looked like jet black, featureless
boxes. Each individual box was about the size of a Red Bull 4 pack,
almost square, a little taller than wide. They were featureless
except for a little green LED light on each one. There was a stack
of them, about 10 wide by 20 long. Tony snapped one off like a
Lego, the green light turned red. “They’re totally interchangeable
and redundant.” He stuck it on the big stack in a different spot,
it connected easily and the light turned green.

Tony pointed around at each monitor the
monkeys and primates were playing

on. “Each box is called a Stacker. And each
one is like a processor, monitor and touch screen combined into
one. Look at their monitors.” Tony pointed, then Perry and L
noticed, the screens weren’t monitors, they were playing on smaller
sets of connected Stackers. “They’re not monitors,”Tony
explained,”It’s just the side of a bunch of these connected
Stackers. It’s like computer Legos!”

Perry looked more closely at the monitor in
front of them, it was a a stack of Stackers, three high by four
wide. Tony grabbed four off the big stack and began attaching them
to the top with strong snapping sounds. Then he snapped four on the
side and when he attached the final one, the screen adjusted to the
new size and filled up the empty space, now it was four high by
five wide. The screen adjusted while that monkey was playing.

“The more you connect, the
more powerful computer.” He touched the big

stack, “This is running the game, each of
the others is connected it to wirelessly. They just know.”

Tony was excited and continued,”It all just
works perfectly together. I’m guessing cuz they made it completely
custom.”

Einstein interjected,”And no viruses, no
else have.”

“There’s no restrictions,
because these computers only exist on warstores. There are
instructions in there. I was reading em. They basically think
warstores are impregnable. But each box can be wiped in an
emergency.” Tony seemed to learn a lot in the few hours they left
him. “And if you wipe it, there is no trace of the OS. It’s just a
dead black box.”

Tony snapped another box off the stack, held
it up near his face so everyone

could see and touched it with one finger.
The face of the jet black box lit up, Tony moved his finger which
selected through a few menus. It popped up a screen that showed
everyone’s screen currently playing the warstore game. He pulled
his finger off and the side of the box went black. “So fucking
cool. They stole these directly from a warstore.”
“How?” Perry asked.

Tony answered,”I guess they broke in. I’m
not sure how they did, but that’s what Einstein said.”

Einstein continued,”The guys make another
run day after rock show.”

“Ohh that’s what they were
talking about.” Perry put it together in his head.

It was pretty late in the night, no one knew
what time, at least none of the humans knew. Tony was so excited,
he was alert and in this hot LAN party of a room, he was sweating
and people were yelling all around him. He was in his element. L
was tired, it was a long day.

“I’m going to bed.” She
yelled so Perry and Tony could hear.

Perry agreed,”I’m tired too.”

Tony wasn’t done yet,”I’m gonna stay.”
Einstein and a small group of other monkeys were looking over his
shoulder. He was showing them the video pinball game he had
downloaded on his phone. They were enthralled. “See ya.” Tony
said.

Perry and L went back to the room and met
with clone Perry, Perry’s girlfriend

and Fozzie. They had been here a few days
now. Perry, his clone and girlfriend all shared a bed. Tony and L
shared a bed. Fozzie got a bed and the other bed was for storage.
Perry took off his clones and jumped into bed naked with his clone
and woman. They greeted him with open arms and laughter and went
under the sheets giggling. L laid down, Fozzie jumped up in bed
with L. They slept.

A few hours later, Tony crept in quietly and
laid down next to L and Fozzie. He closed his eyes moments before
the sun came up.
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G6

Inside the slick cockpit of an Elohssa
warstore. It was quiet, except for the humming of computers and
muffled monotone voices in headsets. It kind of sounded like the
ambient sound effects in the line at Space Mountain in Disneyland,
if you were alone.

A door slid open quietly, three men walked
into the cockpit. Their hard shoes clicking on the hard shiny floor
in unison. The man walking in the middle was the captain, he
stopped as the other two hurried off, quickly getting reports from
the supervisors.

One of the supervisors started, “Sir, the
President is about to live tweet #AddressTheNation in 10, 9..”

The captain interrupted calmy,”Yes, yes. I
know, just turn it on. No need for the countdown.” The captain
gestured to a guard and the guard hurried over to the supervisor,
grabbed him violently by the shoulder and dragged him out of the
cockpit.

“Wait! Wait!” The
supervisor yelled. He tried grabbing the door frame as the guard
pulled him through.

The captain sat down in a chair, probably
that supervisors, reached into his

pocket and pulled out a gelatinous grey cube
and popped it into his mouth. With his mouth closed, his jaws moved
as he sucked on the cube. He calmly and slowly put his feet up on
the desk in front of him. He put his hands on his chest, fingers
interwoven. His full attention turned to the main screen as it
flicked on.

The screen faded in. The camera was pointing
down at the floor, the camera began panning up.

A loud bass line starts up, a few seconds
later an amatuer sounding rapper

comes in over it, almost every word is a
reference to drugs, hos or being rich and having guns. Anyone not
from this era would hardly understand a word of what he was saying
because it was all slang. Slang is a fast evolving creature. Every
year it gets faster and faster. When ICs got big some words would
only be cool for a day. Someone somewhere misspells a word in a
funny way and the whole world sees it on social media milliseconds
after it happens, the guy who tries to misspell that word on
purpose the next day is the biggest bozo alive. And if you’re one
of the top rappers in the world you have to be on top of that shit
man!

The camera pans up enough and the first
thing you can see is two shoes badly

boppin to the beat. The shoes are completely
different, but they’re on the same person, one is gold and one is
platinum and they both have extravagantly designed carvings in
them. Looking closely the carvings looks like a drive by shooting
scene, each shoe shooting at each other. The camera keeps panning
up and you finally see that he is wearing pants that only have one
leg. It pans up the old white hairy leg more and you see that he
has just rolled up one leg of his pant legs. His pants are covered
in logos, slogans and unreadable tags.

The slow pan up continues, so the does the
bad rapping and dancing. Next, his belly is exposed and you can
make out the word “Fuck” tattooed across it, mixed in with some
nasty looking scars. Above that he is wearing a bulletproof vest
with no undershirt, with the words “Abortion Rules! Use BayBBgone!”
on the bullet proof vest. Finally the camera pulls out and you can
see, this is the Oval Office and that’s G6, the President of the
United States as the music fades enough to hear him speak.

“Dat’s mah new single
“Hot Infant Slut”. Holla ach yo pre-si-dent!! See I got

tha uuk ups, nigga! Infant slut, it’s hawt!
Oh shit that is AIDS my whores, AIDS! G6 here.” He gets a little
serious here, leaning up against his desk.

“Nigga, you know dem
Elohssa boys be trippin. I heard about that warstore shit. You know
the G-dawg’s gotcho back. I’m takin care of dat Elohssa shiait!!
YOLO! Hey, you memb when you bitches didn’t wanna elec me and I got
dat terminally ILL hashtag campaign online with all that crazy shit
and I won anyways?! Yeaaah I remember dat.”

He trails off, then leans off camera for a
few seconds and comes back into frame with his cheeks puffed out
and eyes nearly closed. He almost coughs and some smoke comes out
of his mouth and nose, then he can’t hold it and starts coughing
violently and laughing at the same time. Smoke coming out of every
hole in his head in between coughs. For a long time this happens
and after a good twenty seconds he stands up straight, eyes
watering, he wipes slobber off of his face and tries to look
serious. He’s instantly completely wasted.

“Wat?”, as he looks past
the camera, at the cameraman or someone.

He looks over his shoulder as a rumbling can
be heard coming towards the Oval Office from outside the doors.

“Ah shit, demos!” He grabs
the off screen bong hastily, which splashes bong

water all over the desk, he then spins
around a couple times and heads for a couch, where he picks up a
pillow and jabs the bong behind it and then pushes the pillow back
over the bong in a feeble attempt to hide it. The pillow pushes
itself back out and starts to fall over the edge and G6 has a good
little battle with the pillow trying to make it balance in a spot
which is physically impossible. Finally the door shatters open and
G6 spins to face it, which knocks the bong over again and it spills
all over the couch. At the door is a group of Men in Black looking
guys who rush towards him and grab him. He puts his hands up like a
teenager being frisked for drugs by his parents.

“Wat? You don got shit on
me rats?!” He turns and winks at the camera, “I got me rights you
stanky pigs! I pay your bills you whores!” When one of the MIB’s
tried to search his socks, G6 acts like he’s getting a blow job.
“Ohh yea!” He looks at the camera and laughs.

One of the Men in Black guys finally finds
the spilled bong on the couch. “I found something!” He says,
talking into a small mic hooked up to an earpiece.

They all gather around and look up at
G6.

As Presidential as he can sound, “I did not
hit that bong.” He’s laughing and nodding to the camera with a
thumbs up as he says this.

The Men in Black look around and confer with
each other, “Watch the tape.” One says. They watch the tape of G6’s
speech and pause it in a spot where he’s about to cough and smoke
coming out of his nose and mouth. He looks completely stoned in the
freeze frame.

“What’s that!?” One says
pointing at the display.

“Hey man, sometimes smoke
just comes out of me.” G6 replied without missing

a beat.

The Men in Black confer again with mumbles
and then look over to G6 with displeasure. “You may have gotten
away this time, but we’ll get you next time G6.

We’ll get you next time!”

“Yea, bitches! This my
Oval Office.” He starts dancing, pulling out his guns and pointing
em. “Fuck yea, and don’t be comin back, fuckin rat fucks.” Then he
rushes over to the camera and his voice changes from gangsta to
high pitched kid who just tricked his parents. “Ohh, you see that
shit! I’m too slick, I’m too slippery. No one can catch yo man up
in here. No demos, no Elohssa. Don’t worry bout shit my niggas, we
be coo. You know, dos corps just be tryin to make ends, you know
dat. We all been der.”

He looks off camera, a totally stoned old
man. Someone is trying to tell him something.

“Ohh shit! Ohh shit, k
son! K! Calm your shit! Hey, we outta time, I can’t spend no more
on you muthafuckas. Hey, my album be dropping on the
12th, it’s called I

Got My Balls On Da Button and if you don’t
buy all the da songs I will fuckin kill you.”

He holds out a copy of the album art, which
shows him sitting at his desk in the Oval Office, his balls are
hanging out of his pants and are resting on a big red button.
“Listen to this shit!” He hits play on a ghetto
blaster that is sitting on his desk. An average beat can be heard
for a couple seconds then G6 comes in.

“Yo, yo, yo… They call me
G6,

Prez with da bling. When bitches see me,
their panties go fling. I’m so fuckin rich,

I got the biggest boat.

I got to be the prez of the Earf without 1
vote.”

The camera fades out.

Back inside the Elohssa warstore cockpit,
the captain is sitting in the same

position. A tiny smile creeps in the corner
of his mouth.

“Ohh G6.” He says out
loud, but to himself.

He quickly dropped his legs to the floor and
spun his chair to the desk and

looked at it like a spoiled brat of a kid.
He noticed a picture on the desk, it was the supervisor he just had
killed for counting down and his family. His wife was beautiful.
The captain made a silent grunt with his upper body.

“Is that his wife?” He
asked no one in particular.

“Yes sir.”

In his best evil character voice he
murmured, “Bring her to my quarters.”

The captain stood up and walked out of the
cockpit, his shoes clicking as he left.
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PERFECTLY CLONED TAINT

Tony woke up to everyone getting ready.
Under Perry’s covers there was

wiggling, both Perry’s fell out from under
the covers and off the bed, both naked they fell on each other and
had to grab each other in to stand. They looked at each other, you
could tell which was the clone Perry because of the shit eating
grin on his face. The real Perry was disgusted.

The real Perry slapped his clone and jumped
back, ”Don't touch it!”

“Hey man,” Tony started.
“Those guys loved the pinball game I showed them on my phone. They
wanna go play real pinball.” “Yea, good luck.” Perry
snorted.

“We’re going.” Tony said
surprisingly.

“Where?”

“To Treetop. I’m gonna
show em.” Tony continued.

Perry stopped whatever he was doing,”What?
How?”

“They said they have a
car. A Jeep they said. And gas.”

Perry said in a high voice,”Whaat?”

“Yea man, they wanted to
go. What was I supposed to say?” Tony replied.

Perry knew how to reply,”I know what you
could’ve said?! How about Humans kill monkeys? Cops? What are you
gonna do just roll up and park with a Jeep full of fucking talking
gorillas?” Perry said mockingly. He began dancing like an idiot,
then talked like an idiot,”Hi guys. I’m here with my talking monkey
friends and we’re just gonna play a few games of pinball. Dur!”

“What did we estimate, 50
miles or so.” Tony ignored Perry’s dancing,”An hour drive? We’ll be
back before dinner.”

“If you don’t get murdered
by drones, warstores or cannibals?” Perry added.

Tony agreed,”Yea.”

“I told King and Axl we’d
go hunting with them, to get ready for the big show tomorrow.”
Perry said.

“Well, you go with them,
I’ll take Einstein and the others to Treetop.” Tony

said.

“You better be back for
the show.” L warned him.

“You don’t want to come
with either?” Tony asked L.

“I was gonna hang out with
Janis today.” L replied.

“Who’s Janis?” Tony hadn’t
met her.

“You’ll have to meet her
later, she’s really cool.” L told him.

“Ok, so we’re all just
gonna split up?” Perry asked the room.

“I guess, but we’ll all be
back tonight, right?” Tony asked back.

“Yea” said the chorus.
They looked at each other, not sure they should split
up.

“We haven’t split up yet.”
L noted,”On this side of the fence.”

“Yea.” Perry said, looking
around. “They’re coming with me.” He finished,

nodding at his clones.

“Cool.” Tony added,”That
Bob Marley guy is a really fucking good gamer. We

talked a bunch about tactics and stuff last
night. He really wants to play pinball. He’s really into The Art of
War and I told him about The Search for Ball Zero and he got super
excited.”

“Don’t fuck him.” Perry
laughed. L laughed also.

Tony said mockingly,”Yea, like I’m gonna
fuck a monkey.” He looked over at

L and smiled,”I already have a monkey.”

L looked down at Fozzie,”I can’t believe he
talks about you like that?! Poor Fozzie.” She leaned down and pet
The Foz.

Someone knocked on the door, then opened it.
It was Axl, in a camouflage bandana, must’ve been his hunting
bandana. “Let go.” Perry jumped up, and ran to the door, but he was
the only one.

Perry turned around,”Cmon.” He said it like
talking to a dog. “C'mon Perry.” Clone Perry started walking
towards them. “Cmon.” He said, this time looking to his girlfriend.
She got up, of course bending over so everyone could see her
pregnant ass and gooch. L just shook her head.

Perry looked at L,”Look at that perfectly
cloned taint! She’s classy.” They

all went their separate ways.



























































































 27

ARCADE MONKEYS

Tony followed directions he was given to the
Garage. He hadn’t been there

before and he had to go over one of those
transitions, high in the trees. He didn’t like crossing those. The
Sun was just about to go down. The directions he was given was
follow this hallway to the end, and after the last hollowed out
tree, walk for half a mile directly to the East and the garage is
built under a tiny hill.

Tony got to the end of the tribe’s hollowed
out trees. He clicked the hidden

latches above and below the door like he was
taught, exited out into the forest and walked. He felt like he had
gone a half a mile and didn’t see any garage. There was a small
hill about another half mile away, he figured he’d try that and if
it wasn’t it, he’d have to go back and get real directions. That
hill was it, he made it and the garage door was open. He noticed on
the top of the garage door it looked like fake rocks. He imagined
if you closed the door that would camouflage the garage. “Nice” He
thought. Sitting there in the middle of the garage was a black
Jeep, seemed to be an old model, maybe the 90s. The Jeep had crude
graffiti and tags all over it, it was dented and scared with bullet
holes like it had seen some action. All around the edges of the
Jeep were strange looking hand holds. Around the Jeep were roughly
20 beings, a mix of primates and monkeys. Way more than he
thought.

“Can we take this many?”
Tony asked the crowd.

“Yea human, no problem.”,
a chimp said, emerging from the crowd. He

must’ve been the driver. He had very short
jean shorts frayed along the bottom with a huge set of keys
attached to a belt loop, and the other distinguishing feature was a
big growth on his cheek. It kinda reminded him of Lemmy from
Motorhead. “I’m Lemmy.” He said. Tony should’ve guessed. Lemmy was
loading a bunch of those Elohssa computer Stacks into a compartment
below the back seat. He secured them with a strap and smiled.
“Gonna be bumpy ride.”

“Hey Lemmy.” Tony said,
then continued,”I just gotta say, if the human police

see a Jeep with all of us in it, they will
try to capture us.” He doubted the entire trip now.

The monkeys and primates looked at each
other, most shrugged and didn’t seem to care. One orangutan and one
chimp stepped out of the crowd. “No go.” “Police in my
land like to shoot and kill.” Tony went on.

“Cmon. Why you scare us?”
Lemmy replied.

“I crush.” The one gorilla
in the group said. With short tight movements of his

body, a chain with a round ball at the end
swung around his body in a figure eight motion. It looked
effortless. He then reached out one of his hands and the ball’s
heavyweight slapped to a stop in his hand.

They didn’t understand, Tony thought, but he
also was pretty sure he wasn’t going to convince them otherwise. He
shook his head.

Lemmy took the shaking of Tony’s head as an
A-OK, even though that's not what he meant. Lemmy leaned into Tony
and confirmed and asked at the same time, “So just go South?” Then
yelled out to everyone in the garage, “Let’s go!” Then he ran over
to the garage office to grab something, his super short jeans
shorts made this look funny to Tony. All the primates and monkeys
in the garage swarmed towards the Jeep disappearing like clowns
into a clown car. Some hopped on top, some hung off the side,
others disappeared into the crowd. Tony had no idea how they all
fit, but now he knew what all those hand holds were for. They had
at least 20 living beings in and on the Jeep right then. Lemmy
hopped in the driver’s seat and turned the key, the engine feebly
tried to turn over. A bunch of monkey’s in the Jeep shook their
heads like “Not again.” One chimp jumped over the windshield and
hopped on the trunk with a loud BAM, BAM. Lemmy turned the key and
the Jeep let out a growl of black smoke and started humming. Lemmy
gave the engine a couple revs, smiled and then looked over at Tony
as the Jeep jerked into gear

While still in the garage a few monkeys
jumped up in frustration, seeming to say to Lemmy, “Go faster!” He
looked back for a long moment, then floored it. Heading straight
for the open garage door, all of Tony’s driving instinct alarms
went off. It was too fast, they were going to flip if he tried to
turn at this speed.

The Jeep zipped out of the garage, they had
to turn in about 100 feet. Tony grabbed onto the “Oh shit” handle
with both hands, preparing to crash. Lemmy touched the brake,
downshifted and hit the gas. Dirt flew in a rooster tail behind the
Jeep as it slid sideways. In any vehicle Tony had ever been in,
this would be a crash. But the Jeep unnaturally gripped the dirt
and drifted around the corner. Tony looked behind him and all of
the monkeys were leaning into the turn. To Tony’s right, Primates
hung off the Jeep, using all their weight to help the Jeep
turn.

“Holy crap.” Tony
thought, scared shitless. Then once he felt like they
weren’t

going to crash his thought turned
to,”Cool!”

They were heading down the mountain, a giant
drop off was coming up. Tony’s

brief thought of “Cool!” quickly turned back
to “Holy crap!” as they caught air. Massive air. Tony looked behind
to see a sea of Monkey and Primate’s smiling. They were having the
time of their lives. A few looked like they were in free fall,
holding onto the Jeep like they were doing a Superman trick. One
chimp did it with his tail, extra style points for him.

It felt like they were in the air for 10
seconds, but it was probably only a few. Lemmy shifted into some
gear and the engine revved, tilting the Jeep to land at the correct
angle. They hit the ground and the shocks of the Jeep gave all the
way to the ground with a thud,a scrape and a the sound of a bunch
of monkeys slamming into a Jeep.

Tony’s head bashed the dashboard so hard
blood started flowing down his forehead. Lemmy looked at him and
laughed. Tony didn’t laugh, it hurt. He felt the warm wetness and
reached for it, the ride was so bumpy he slapped himself in the
face. But he did see the red and confirmed he was bleeding. Nothing
else he could do at this time. They caught big air again, Tony
braced his head this time.

Once they hit the bottom of the mountain
they began cruising. Tony noticed the speedometer was between
40-50. They might get there in an hour. The Sun was almost down
now, if they got there in an hour Treetop would still be open. It’d
probably be best if they wait till it was closed and then snuck in.
They’d have to play it by ear. He thought this could get messy
quick.

For over an hour they drove. Every few
minutes Lemmy would look for a bump

or ramp to catch air off. If nothing was
around he’d swerve some heavy corners just to get some action, his
passengers knowing exactly how to lean. On a few of the really
sharp turns, Tony saw some primates hanging so low their feet were
skimming the ground.

Over the hill to their left, Tony noticed
something moving. It was people

cresting the hill and running over.
“Cannibals.” He thought. He saw spears protruding from their arms.
Tony pointed and nudged Lemmy. Lemmy had driving goggles on, he
looked in that direction. He saw them and turned. “Towards them!”
Tony thought in his head.

Lemme looked over to a gorilla behind him
and smiled. Primate and monkeys

both let out hoots and hollers. Lemmy
floored it, the Jeep lurched forward accelerating. There were 10 or
12 cannibals. As they approached, the hooting and hollering
approached on drawn out scream. Lemmy adjusted his angle at the
last minute, plowing over the first cannibals, his adjustment
allowed him to hit a few more behind the first.

Bodies split in half over the trunk of the
Jeep as it crushed a few more cannibals. Spears clanged
ineffectively against the front of the Jeep. A chest and head slid
up towards Lemmy, he laughed and turned so the head would spill off
the side. As the head fell, a gorilla grabbed it, held it up to his
own face and made a mocking scream, then tossed it on the ground as
the other primates laughed.

The front of the Jeep was covered in blood.
Tony thought,”Ahh, driving around a bloody Jeep, that should make
us even more inconspicuous.” He looked behind and saw 3 cannibals,
still running after the Jeep like stupid AI in a game.

They’d been driving for more than an hour.
The Sun down now, but the sky looked strange to Tony. It wasn’t a
normal night sky. The fence should be around here Tony thought.
Just as he was about to say something about that to Lemmy, they all
saw the fence. They all watched for a minute or two as the fence
approached. Tony pointed with his thumb to the right, and Lemmy
turned.

They drove few a few minutes until Tony saw
the area with the hole they had

crawled through to start this adventure. He
remembered it was still a 2 or 3 hour hike to Valley Forest. He was
thinking they couldn’t bring the Jeep through the hole, so they
would have to walk.

The Jeep slowed and rolled up to the hole in
neutral. A few monkeys jumped

off the Jeep. It was a giant hole now. It
had tracks going in and out of it, tire tracks, human tracks,
animal tracks. The Jeep could easily fit through, a tank could
drive under the fence here. Lemmy motioned to the monkeys and they
jumped back on, he didn’t even come to a full stop. He went down in
the hole slowly, but then hit the gas on the way out and the Jeep
did a wheelie. Primates and Monkeys in the back leaned further back
and held the wheely up a for a while. “Crazy ass monkeys” Tony
thought squeezing the Oh Shit handles.

Lemmy pointed South, Tony nodded. The drove
a few a minutes in silence. Tony again noticed the air seemed
different, it was hard to tell anything in the dark, but something
felt different, maybe it was the air, maybe he’d been gone for too
long. He peered his head up, trying to look over the trees. The tip
of Treetop emerged.

“There it is!” Tony
yelled.

Lemmy yelled back,”Where are all the
murderous cops you were scaring us with?”

“Ohh they’re out there!”
Tony replied.

They rolled up to the trees behind Treetop
Games. It was the North part of town, on an already abandoned
street, they should be able to park here and go up without being
noticed.

Tony looked up at the once familiar Treetop,
it looked like one of the big bay windows overlooking the city was
cracked or broken. Above Treetop, dark grey clouds flowed and
splashed through the sky like an angry river.

Lemmy killed the motor. “That it?” He asked,
but he knew the answer. “Everyone grab a Stacker before going up.”
The clown car of a Jeep emptied. Most of the primates and monkeys
stayed behind Tony, heads tilting around in curiosity. Tony noticed
the elevator lights were off, those usually stayed on even after
closing. He walked towards the stairs and started jogging up. His
partners mostly ignored stairs, since to them that was the slowest,
most energy consuming way. They swarmed around the stair supports,
climbing up it in all directions. From the outside, it looked like
one of those big CG shots in the Planet of the Apes remakes.

They got to the top, Tony was tired. The
door was locked, he looked passed the

doors and saw trash on the floor. That never
happened. He looked closer, it wasn’t looted, at least not
fully.

A gorilla grabbed the door and pulled apart,
it bent then ripped and the glass

shattered. The gorilla looked at Tony. Tony
took the first step in, then the Monkeys and Primates quickly but
silently entered around him. Their eyes all opened with wide
interest.

Tony tried the light switch, nothing.
Monkeys were picking up things and

examining them. They were all keeping pretty
silent still. He walked across the main floor of Treetop from the
elevator towards the bay windows. Looking left, right and at the
ceiling, looking for anything out of the ordinary. It seemed to be
the good ole Treetop Games he remembered, it kind of looked like an
Earthquake had knocked a few things over, but that was it. He
approached the window, it was cracked, and he looked out and saw
Valley Forest, in rubble.

“What the?” He cried out
without trying.

Lemmy was at his side, “What’s wrong?”

For a moment Tony said nothing. The angry
river of dark clouds above him

swam by. He looked down at the town he grew
up in, in ruins. It looked like a future scene from the first
Terminator. It was that destroyed. No building was left standing.
Tony’s, L’s and Perry’s apartments gone, the whole buildings were
leveled to the point it was hard to make out what street was which.
The few areas that weren’t rubble were craters. There were no
lights, no electricity it seemed. A few places thin wisps of smoke
rose to the sky.

Park street was untouched. Although it had
been abandoned long ago and everything except Treetop Games was a
boarded up shell of a building. The buildings on Park Street were
not destroyed. Treetop was a little mess, but it seemed ok.

Tony stared longer. Certain areas seemed to
stand out now. There were

warstore tracks going through the heart of
the city. The Telnet warstore corpse was still on the edge of town.
The Old Shitty Walmart was completely destroyed. Perry’s Taco Bell,
gone. He turned around, almost all the Monkeys and Primates were
standing behind him silently.

“You home?” One of them
asked.

“Yea, right there.” Tony
pointed to a pile of rubble, “Something bad happened

here.” He felt the need to explain,”It
wasn’t like this before. 80,000 people lived here 2 weeks
ago!?”

His friends looked at each other puzzled,
thinking “Oops.” “All your tribe dead?” The crowd
asked.

“My tribe already dead.”
Tony replied,”Just memories.”

“Then let’s party!” Lemmy
said, holding up a dangling white worm.

The Monkeys and Primates dispersed. Some
stayed to enjoy worms, others opened up games, looking at the
packaging. They didn’t know about old school, classic games. They
didn’t know what a treasure museum they were rummaging through. To
them, the cash register was just as interesting as an NES system,
or the original Pong arcade cabinet Treetop owned.

Lemmy did a worm, he shook and danced as it
entered his nasal cavity. Just as Tony was about to do his worm a
chimp’s head popped over his shoulder.

“Show me that one game.”
Bob Marley said.

“K, hang on.” Tony sniffed
really hard and sucked up the worm. He reached down and held onto a
rack full of games. Euphoria filled his eyes and head and he slowly
looked over at Bob, eyes moving first, head trailing behind. “It’s
over there.” He said and stumbled over. He tried to get up, but a
game was stuck to his hand, Superman N64. He laughed out loud,
“Worst game ever! Ha” And threw it like a left handed baby, it flew
randomly and bounced into spot it would never be seen again.
Good.

Bob did a worm and they both relaxed for a
while. Bob was wearing a rasta cap

today and a Bad Brains shit. He had a
necklace that Tony hadn’t noticed before, it had a little book
hanging from it. Tony was wormed, he reached out and touched the
book.

“What is that?”

“The Art of
War.”

“Raaaaad.”

“Let’s go Search for Ball
Zero.” Bob said.

Tony’s eyes opened, “Shit. Yea!”

They got up, they had been in Treetop for
probably ten minutes now, all the Monkeys and Primates were feeling
comfortable, they were scattered everywhere, even on the walls and
ceiling. Lemmy walked up and joined them walking towards the arcade
section. Near the front of the arcade, there were four linked Rush
2049 sit down racing cabinets. Tony said in a wormy voice as they
passed it,”That game rools!” and threw a drunk arm pointing at the
4 linked machines. Lemmy reached over and touched an Elohssa
computer Stack to the side of the cabinet. The Stack stuck to the
cabinet. The screen flickered and lit up. In it’s trademark loud
whisper the arcade machine let out a “Rushhhhh!” and the frenetic
electronic music started.

Tony stopped in amazement. “Wait a second?”
He thought, “Lemmy touched

the Stack to the piece of wood on the side
of the cabinet, and it powered up the machine through the wood? And
it stuck to the wood? WTF?”

“That works?” Tony
questioned out loud. “Cooool.”

Three monkeys slapped Stacks to the side of
the other machines and they all

turned on. Instantly four primates filled
the seats and they tried to start a game. Actually it was three
chimps and the last cabinet had a monkey that wasn’t quite long
enough to reach the gas. She used her tail to reach the gas and she
was ready. But still they pressed buttons and nothing happened.

Bob, Tony and Lemmy made their way to the
pinball area as the tribe tripped out on Rush, even though the
games didn't even have any credits. There Tony saw the best pinball
game ever made, Caveman. He wobbled up to the machine and hugged
it. Only a true pinball fan would understand this hug. Bob and
Lemmy laughed a bit. It was a real hug, not like some wanna-be
hippie hugging a tree, Tony had spent thousands of hours with this
exact piece of machinery, they had enjoyed triumph and
tribulation.

Lemmy stuck a Stack to the side. Inside the
machine, parts moved and switched, it made some mechanical
noises.

“Aww fuck, do you have any
quarters?” Tony asked looking down at the coin
mechanism.

“A quarter of weed, why?”
Bob asked.

“Nah man, a quarter...
Money!?” Tony asked again. Then he realized what he

was asking, of course they didn’t. Tony was
about to ask them to rip off the lock, but then remembered no one
was here, he could just go get a key. He ran to the back room and
grabbed a master key. As he was running out of the office with the
key he noticed L’s name tag stuck on the wall. He remembered her
beautiful face and all the times they had in this back office and
for a second he was in another world. He shook his head and jogged
out of the office.

He ran by the Rush machines, the chimps and
the one monkey were still in the

seats, but boredom was setting in. “Ohh
shit, can’t forget about you guys!” Tony unlocked each of the Rush
coin mechanisms and showed them how to flick the wire under the
quarter drop to add credits. He pressed start on all the machines
to make sure they started a 4 player game and went back to Bob,
Lemmy and Caveman.

“Woah man, this looks just
like you said.” Bob said, looking at the amazing art of the Caveman
pinball machine like a dream.

They started a three player game and played
for hours. Bob and Tony discussed

the finer points of The Search for Ball Zero
and The Art of War. Pinball tactics and strategy wasn’t about
defeating an enemy, although you can see the machine as an
opponent. A large, static enemy that didn’t evolve and would always
respond with the same “attacks”. If you hit this ramp, the ball
would always come out the same way. If you sent the ball into
another section, it would always return to the left flipper. When
it came to tactics, a pinball machine was predictable and that was
it’s only flaw. A pinball machine never deceived you. It’s lanes
and ramps and mechanical ball ejects could be seen as logic lanes,
the same as a rigid AI state machine, impossible to detach from.
Impossible to adapt to a good player if it wanted to. The Art of
War was all about adapting.

Bob noted that the warstore game they
discovered and played the other night

was similar. The AI war stores always used
the same tactics.

“They always use the main
cannon, even though the tank turrets are more accurate, reload
faster and have almost unlimited ammo.” Bob said, noticing the same
thing Tony noticed while playing.

“Also they always went for
higher ground, even taking a few shots to get there.” Tony
noted.

“Ohh yea, and the other
thing I always used against em,” Bob added,”If you go

behind cover, they will always predict you
coming out the other side. Like if you go behind cover from the
right” He was on the right side of the pinball machine and walked
behind it. Then he said from behind the machine,“They always think
you’ll come out left.” He darted his hand out of the left side of
the machine to demonstrate. Then he popped back out on the right
and acted like he was shooting. “Get’s em every time.” Tony hadn’t
noticed that. “Really? That seems like a big flaw.”

“Watch next time.” Bob was
confident.

After a few warm up games. Tony held down
the flipper buttons and let the high scores scroll by. DNA at the
top, ASS right below. “I’m ASS” Tony said to Bob and Lemmy.

“Who’s DNA?” Bob
asked.

“This guy who was really
good. I learned how to play pinball by watching him.” Tony replied.
“I’m beating that score right now though.” The intense mental peak
of the worm was over, and now he was riding it’s speed-like
afterglow. He actually thought he could beat the score.

He played an amazing game and destroyed
DNA’s score. It was a clinic for Bob, who watched in awe as Tony
pulled every fancy pinball trick there was, catches, passes,
multiball holds, the Lazarus move (also known as the Death Save).
He even got the elusive Caveman Super Jackpot. When that happened
the machine screamed as loud as ever and made everyone in Treetop
look.

They continued to play for the rest of the
night. Switching Stacks to machines

they wanted to play, by the end of the night
all the Stacks were being used. Tony used a Stack to turn on the
microwave and heat up some of Treetop’s infamous pizza. The pizza
sat in a giant fridge room, which had no power, but it was still
cold.

“You WILL have diarrhea
tomorrow.” He joked as he handed out the pizza.

Just before sunrise they climbed out of the
10 story “Best and Coolest Place for Games in the World.” And they
drove home. Tony wasn’t sure if he was driving home or leaving
home. Probably both.
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PREPARTY

Tony and the Arcade Monkeys made it home
without incident. Tony was dead

tired after the long ride home, hanging onto
the Oh Shit handles with all his strength most of the time. After a
long night of worming and gaming, he could only think of sleep.

Tony burst into the room to what he was half
expected to see the whole time, but

couldn’t believe it was true until actually
seeing it. Perry and his clone and girlfriend were having a
threesome. At least it was on their own bed. They stopped for a
moment, as Tony said “Hi” and plopped face down on the bed. L
wasn’t there. Maybe she was giving the threesome it’s privacy. He
cared, but sleep overcame him and he passed out.

A few hours later Tony was shaken awake by
L. Perry and the clones were gone.

“Hey mama.” He said,
looking up. He saw L and Janis both looking down at

him. “Woah, hello!” He was startled, but too
tired to jump. He slowly rolled over.

“What’s up?”

“Time to get up. Time to
get ready.” Janis announced. She looked into his eyes, and then
over to L,”Get up, Mr Wormy.”

“The show’s gonna start
soon.” L added. She was wearing her famous GWAR

shirt. She always saved that epic shows.

“L, we have to talk.” Tony
tried to say.

“Just go get ready.” L
said, “We’ll talk later.”

Tony wasn’t waiting for this,”Valley Forest
is gone.”

“What do you
mean?”

“Destroyed.
Rubble.”

“C’mon, what are you
talking about?” She knew he was joking,”What kind of

joke is this?”

Tony pulled out his shitty rechargeable cell
phone, opened the pictures and showed her a pic of the destroyed
city from the view of Treetop bay windows.

“What the?” L asked no
one.

Janis looked at the pic. “What that?”

“My old home.” L said and
started crying.

Janis held her and tried to calm her.

“It’s like that
everywhere?” L asked speaking from inside Janis’s hug.

“The whole place. Rubble”
Tony clarified. “Treetop is still there for some
reason.”

L continued crying in Janis’s hug.

“I beat DNA’s score on
Caveman though!” He said, maybe that would cheer

her up.

She kept crying, possibly harder,”That’s
nice.” She mumbled.

Tony went down to the waterfall where they
all bathed. He had never bathed with the Primates and Monkeys
before, but he was dirty and really wanted to not be. While
bathing, he drifted off thinking his happy thoughts until he was
interrupted by a female voice,

“Where’s your friend?” She
asked seductively.

He looked up, it was that gorilla Perry was
staring at in the hallway. The one that almost made him fall
over.

“Perry?” Tony asked, even
though he knew.

She said in a phone sex operator’s voice,”Is
that his name?”

Tony caught her glancing down at his junk.
His first reaction was to cover up. Then he thought, ”What would
covering up do?” Maybe he had been out here living with the monkeys
too long, his sense of shame fading. The Tony from a month ago
probably wouldn’t have been able to stand fully naked in front of a
female gorilla and been cool with it.

“Nice.” She said, still
looking down. Still in her seductive voice,“Hopefully he’s as well
endowed as you.”

Tony knew he wasn’t the biggest, but he was
rarely called “Well endowed”

especially taking a cold bath in a
waterfall.

“Um thanks.” He said,”I
wouldn’t know about his.”

She reach down to touch it, that’s when he
jumped back.

“Woah!” He yelled, half
laughing. “I’m taken.”

She smiled and apologized. “Tell Perry Candy
says hi.”
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THE SHOW

Tony was walking back to their room. The
show as going to start when the Sun went down, “Early, but pretty
cool.” He thought. Walking through the tunnels there were groups of
gorillas, excitedly laughing, wearing makeup and rock clothes.
Other groups of mixed Primates laughed and told stories, drinking.
While others ran by. There was something in the air, it felt like
before a rock show. The hallways were like a parking lot party. One
group of Primates he passed reminded him of a group from Heavy
Metal Parking Lot, Tony loved that movie.

He got back to the room and the pre party
was in full swing. Everyone was

there. L with her new best friend Janis.
Perry, his clone and girlfriend. They had a big bucket of Monkey
Juice and they cheered as Tony entered and gave him a glass. The
party was on. They drank, laughed, told stories and were generally
excited.

Perry, Tony and L were in their element.
There’s something about going to a

heavy metal show that brings people
together, not only physically, but mentally also. Everyone gathers
at a certain place, all with the same intentions, to have fun
because they all enjoy the same music. Everyone knowing they will
soon be crammed into a small hot area, smashed together and their
favorite band will play their favorite music. They weren’t into
violent shows where you try to hurt other people. The shows they
went to were rowdy, but the type where if someone in the crowd
falls down, everyone around them stops to help pick that person up.
They had a feeling the Monkey rock shows were like that too.

They partied for about an hour. Every few
minutes someone would rush in

looking for Janis. She had the latest batch
of worms, so they were in the hottest room in the camp. Tony had
time to tell Perry about Candy. Perry got extremely excited. When
Tony told Perry her name he looked up dreamily into the sky and
whispered with a big smile,”Candy!”

Bob showed up and partied for a while, with
some gamer Chimps tagging along. He pulled a massive joint from his
rasta cap, lit it and passed it around. Just when everyone had
about too much Monkey Juice, someone rushed by the door and slapped
it,”Show time!” They all started getting ready. Perry wasn’t sure,
he decided to take clone Perry and leave his girlfriend in the room
to “Watch their stuff”.

There was a small line at the door. It
wasn’t really a line, since there wasn’t

tickets or security checking people at the
door. It was just a small traffic jam of Monkeys, Primates and now
Humans squeezing into Mosh Tree.

Walking into the Mosh Tree again was just as
amazing, even though it was a

completely different atmosphere this time.
It was a little dark when they entered, the entrance hallway gave
way to the open space of the arena, they all stopped to look around
and take it all in. The ring where King fought Big Flea was the
pit, the stage was built at the South side. Perry liked that, he
hated when the stage was in the center of the arena. It was almost
at full capacity, branch seats along the walls were filled with
Monkeys and Primates. It really felt like an arena before a Human
rock show. Tony somehow doubted it would have the same energy, but
this was legit. At least it felt like it was going to be. He heard
the band practicing before and they were really good, so this might
actually be a pretty good show.

Someone tapped L on the shoulder and pointed
behind them. King was waving them over. He had saved them some
seats near him. King had a good spot, on the right of the stage,
right above the pit standing only area. L was relieved, they all
were actually. They wanted to see how crazy the gorillas got before
jumping in the pit.

The lights dimmed a bit and the crowd
reacted with a small cheer. Joints lit up everywhere. Some
silhouettes appeared behind stage and the crowd’s cheer got bigger.
A smoke machine puffed and a moment later the band came out. Axl
was the first to walk out, he was walking slowly, confidently,
looking down, one arm raised with one finger on that arm raised.
Like “#1” Les came next, holding his bass upside down over his head
by the neck. The humans had never seen that before. Then Moon came
out, doing cartwheels while juggling 4 drum sticks in the air,
using his 4 limbs, another impressive feat.

They didn’t say a word, Axl stood at the
front of the stage, still looking down

with one finger raised. The first guitar
chord went off, everyone in the arena recognized it, including the
Humans. It was the intro to Killing in the Name by Rage, the long
strums of guitar before the bass comes in. The Humans looked at
each other in excitement. Someone pointed at the ceiling. There was
Jimi, being lowered in on a rope, holding his pick arm out
soulfully after each strum like he was Tom Morello. Jimi, the final
member,landed on the stage, the crowd went crazy. Les took over
with the bass for a few seconds, then Moon hit those cow bells to
finish the intro and the band kicked in it’s first groove of the
night, perfectly. That song has a riff at the beginning that kind
of sounds like a siren, then a short build up. Axl still sat
unmoving with his head looking down at the front of the stage until
the perfect moment, then his whole body growled “Killing in the
name of!” right before the super heavy funky main riff came in and
the crowd erupted with metal madness. Everyone monkey, primate and
Human in the place was dancing and/or headbanging and singing.

The entire Mosh Tree was rocking. Then the
song gets to that part where it

slows and Zach kind of talks “Some of those
that work forces, are the same that burn crosses.” Axl was stomping
the stage from left to right, looking intensely at the crowd,
pointing and emphasizing every word like it was torturing him. L,
Perry and Tony had seen Rage live many times, Axl seemed to be
channeling Zach in his prime. The band was perfect.

They got near the finale of the first song,
Axl started whispering,”Fuck you I won’t do what you tell me.” over
and over, building up. The entire crowd was bouncing with them,
anticipating the perfect ending to a Rage song.

The crowd exploded with “FUCK YOU I WON’T DO
WHAT YOU TELL ME!”, the entire Mosh Tree shook with the song. A
Chimp hanging from the roof by his tail did a double backflip into
the pit, many smaller monkeys floated on the crowd. A circle pit of
mainly gorillas bounced in a circle, stomping the ground, bouncing
as high as possible, singing screaming into the air. Axl finished
the song, drawing upon a deep unseen anger and growled the final
words, “MOTHERFUCKER!” baring his teeth at the crowd.

All three Humans’ hair was standing up on
the back of their necks. They looked at each other,”Holy Fuck!”
They all thought.

“That was intense!” Tony
yelled over the roaring crowd.

L asked,”Are you guys going in that pit?”
“No fuckin way!” Perry said.

“I might!” Tony
replied.

King smiled at them,”You should. They won’t
hurt you… That bad.” He smiled

bigger.

The way their concerts worked was 1 hour of
show, followed by a 30 minute

break. King said they planned to do 3 hour
long sets.

They played a set that consisted mostly of
the greatest metal hits of the 90s and 2000s. Les sang backup, he
had a high voice for a gorilla, but he nailed the backing vocals to
all the songs. He sang with soul.

After a few songs and a few glasses of
Monkey Juice, Tony motioned at King

and they barrelled into the pit for a few
Rage songs. Tony had been in mosh pits with big dudes before, but
never as big as a bunch of gorillas. Most of the time in the pit he
couldn’t see the stage, which was pretty normal. While he bounced
around, he ran into other members of the mosh pit and tried pushing
them. It was like pushing on a hairy wall. It didn’t matter to him,
he was having a blast being pushed around.

During a heavy Sevendust cover, Tony put his
hands together and motioned to King, like “Float me.” He didn’t
think about the implications of having the Silverback of a giant
tribe of a thousand Primates float him. King put his hands low and
interlocked his fingers. Tony stepped in enthusiastically. and was
instantly flying, higher than he imagined. He saw the stage
descending below him, Axl looking up at him while singing. He saw
the ceiling of Mosh Tree closing in, slowing down, and then
stopping. A few monkeys hanging on the ceiling reached out to touch
him, they almost could. He looked down and began descending, his
stomach dropped out like on a rollercoaster. He was 30 or 40 feet
up, a circle pit of gorillas below him. He had the biggest smile on
his face ever, normally falling from this height would be dangerous
or even deadly, he didn’t seem to care. L looked on from the crowd,
she was scared for him. Tony flashed double devil horns to the
entire arena as he fell. He landed softly in a pad of gorilla arms.
Everyone cheered.

They played a rare Praxis song “Worship.” An
awesome song about how

terrible religion can be. Perry loved it for
that reason, they all did actually. Jimi wore a KFC bucket on his
head for that song, a tribute to the great Buckethead.

They ended the first hour with their
amazing metal version of John Lennon’s

“Imagine.” The
intermission started, although it really wasn’t an intermission,
more like a 30 minute break for the band to rest and party with the
crowd. The band didn’t go backstage to some secret room where women
had give blow jobs to get in. There was no security, there was no
band green room. They sat on the stage, jumped into the crowd to
party with friends, just hung out. Moon stayed behind his drums and
let the fan blow on his sweaty Baboon ass. People came on stage to
give their praises.

L was talking with Perry, “This sort of
break would never go over well in Human society.”

Perry agreed,”Some asshole would steal shit
off the stage.”

L continued,”Some whores would want the band
to themselves and probably

start a fight between guys to get it.”

“Yep. This is the best,
Humans suck.” Perry concluded.

A great, 30 minute party ensued. This
refuelled the band and the crowd, and soon that powerful energy of
a great rock show that was about to start was back. They took the
stage and started their second set.

The second set started with Cluth’s Profits
of Doom. A fitting song for the

world they were living in, with warstores
ravaging the Earth, leveling cities. The profits the Elohssa
Corporation was making were certainly being used for “Doom”-like
activities. “Swallower of Planets!”, those lyrics never seemed to
ring more true. The Primates and Monkeys all felt this too, as they
were serving as the front line. They were fighting the warstores
for their own freedom. Little did the Humans on the other side of
the fence know there were a bunch of cloned Monkeys and Primates
fighting against the warstores from the inside. The Primates and
Monkeys were pretty much fighting to save the Planet from a monster
that Humans created, and that monster could almost be summed up
with the title “Profits of Doom.”

They rocked for another hour. A Pantera song
came on and although Tony

thought he shouldn’t go into the mosh pit
with all those gorillas again, he went anyways, the music pulled
him in. He looked back at L, he just was going to tell her he’ll be
right back but she jumped up, “Let’s go!” They both stayed down in
the pit for enough songs to be covered in sweat and out of
breath.

The end of the second set concluded with the
most epic version of Mr Bungle’s Retrovertigo ever. The song starts
out mellow, it kind of sounds like a like a Mother Goose fairy tale
or nursery rhyme. Retrovertigo also has lyrics that amazingly
describe the plight of Humans in this time (and Primates and
Monkeys). Timeless like any great song.

The song went on, Axl singing, “Sell the
right, to your blight.” Tony remembered having to look up the word
“blight” to know what that line meant. He thought about those
maniac Ads, who covered their body with advertisements, they for
sure sold the right to their blight.

Axl kept singing,“Now I’m finding truuth is
a ruin. Nauseus end that noobody

is pursuin’” Perry loved that line and sang
it with his soul as loud as he could. The whole arena almost sang
along.

Axl continued singing, doing his best Mike
Patton impression, “Starin into glaassy eyes. Mesmeriiized!” L
remembered the look of the zombie-like Ads, infected with ICs,
looking right past her with their glassy eyes.

Retrovertigo wasn’t the fastest song in the
world, but is was heavy. Heavy as

fuck right then and there. Tony wished the
real band Mr Bungle was here to see this, they would’ve been
impressed.

So many different lines of that song were
ringing true to each of the humans.

The song ends fading out to silence. And the
entire arena was silent at the end. Then Patton, I mean, Axl held
up his mic and the place exploded with roaring cheers. The 2nd set
was better than the first.

During the second break, they partied more.
They were all tired and didn’t think they could handle raging for
another hour.

In front of them a gorilla with pink
eyeshadow walked by. Tony nudged at

Perry, but he already saw and nudged back.
“I know!”

She made her way to their row and scooted by
people. Perry welcomed her and made space for her.

“Well hello.” He said
enthusiastically.

“Hi handsome. Remember
me?” She asked, sitting next to him.

“Of course I remember
you. How could I forget?” “Amazing show so far, huh?”
Candy asked.

“Ohh my God yes!” Perry
replied. He leaned into her and said something. He was in super
close, they may have been kissing.

Tony looked at L like “Ohh ohh!” L shook her
head.

The third and final set started surprisingly
with “Brick House” by the Commodores. Then they went right into
“Super Freak” by Rick James. They were bringin the funk in the
third set it seemed.

Everyone was standing up groovin to Super
Freak. Candy started dancing with

her ass to Perry, grinding on him like she
was a Super Freak. Perry didn’t think twice and was dancing in the
moment, grabbing her furry butt and hips. She seemed to like it
when he grabbed her fur and used it to hold her.

She was a good dancer, in the groove, her
motions completely in tune with his. Her ass was warm and felt
really good. Perry started to get aroused. She looked back at him
with a warm sexy smile. She reached back and felt his slight
arousal, then made an “Ooh, look what I found” face. She stroked
him for a moment with those long gorilla fingers, he had never felt
anything like that before. He went from aroused to beyond hard. She
pushed his body back with hers, forcing him back into the seat. He
fell into his seat with a plop. He was a bit nervous, he looked to
both sides. Everyone was dancing. He was more enthusiastic than
nervous. She took a step towards him, turned around in front of him
and into a better position. She reached for his zipper and
attempted once to unzip it unsuccessfully, then in one motion
ripped the front of his pants off. She looked back at him again,
this time her face said,”Oops.” She lowered herself down a bit and
lowered her ass even more. She hovered right above his lap. He felt
her heat. For a long moment she looked at him, then lowered herself
onto him. It was hot, and strong. She went all the way down in one
motion and took him in effortlessly. He jerked, it was amazing and
weird, he had to try not to come or he would have. She looked back
and closed her eyes in pleasure. She went slowly all the way back
up, looking back the whole time. She smiled and closed her eyes as
she slowly went all the way down again. He reacted and grabbed at
her hips, pulled on her fur, reached around and felt for her
breasts. The skin was a little rough, but they were breasts. She
got excited and squeezed him inside her. She did a few more slow
pumps and then unleashed a fury of extremely fast pumping. It was
like nothing he had felt or seen, and Perry was a pervert who
thought he had seen the entirety of porn on the internet. She was
pumping faster than any human woman, or man, could’ve ever fucked
him. Within a few seconds he came, harder than he had ever came
before. His body shuddered and he moaned uncontrollably, for a
second he was completely out of his mind and forgot where he was.
He wrapped his arms around her without thinking, a wave of warmth
washed over his body. Perry was in love.

Perry came back to reality and looked
around, no one had noticed. The band just finished Super Freak and
he stood up, he was now a Super Freak of his own. He kissed her
cheek and reached for the glass of Monkey Juice.

The third set was just as amazing as the
first two. They injected some funk in the third set with some
Bootsie Collins and Kool and the Gang, every funk song tinged with
at least some heavy metal. The played Kool and the Gang’s “Misled”.
Tony thought that was a rare Kool and the Gang song, one of his
favorites, but not a “greatest hit”. Tony always thought it would
make a good funk metal song and it did. They were going deep.

After that they switched back to metal with
an epic 16 minute cover of Stoned Jesus' “I'm the Mountain.”

Including the first, second and third hour
long sets, the entire show setlist consisted of something like
this, not in order: “War Pigs” by Black Sabbath, “Waffle” and
“Black” by Sevendust, “Dopes to Infinity” and “Space Lord” from
Monster Magnet, many songs off the first Rage album, “Forty Six and
Two”, “Eulogy” and “Vicarious” from Tool, “Zombie Eaters”,
“Surprise You’re Dead” and “Jizzlobber” from Faith No More, Guns
& Roses songs “Welcome to the Jungle”, “Mr Brownstone”, “Night
Train” and “Out ta get Me”. “Redefine” by Incubus, “Milk” by
Jimmie’s Chicken Shack, “What’s up People?” by Maximum the Hormone,
“Time” by the Deli Creeps,“Fight for your Right” by Beastie Boys,
“Electric Reckoning” by Lionize, “Too Many Puppies” by Primus and a
sweet extra pirate-y version of “Coattails of a Deadman”. The band
all wore pirate hats for that song and threw a bunch into the
crowd. They played a number of Clutch songs, “Soapmakers”, “Earth
Rocker”, “Spacegrass.”

They played a few slower songs for fun
throughout the night: “Edge of the

World” by Faith No More, “Dope Show” by
Marilyn Manson, “Been Caught Stealin’” by Jane’s Addiction, “Fat”
by Weird Al. Axl even put on a makeshift fat suit for Fat, it only
made him have a beer belly, but he shook and bounced his beer belly
off everything around during that song.

The theme of their massive setlist was
definitely rebellion based, but also they liked to have fun. Taking
yourself too seriously is the rabbit hole you go down when you want
to stop having fun.

And in a rare pre-song talk, Axl said to the
crowd,”I hope this next song comes true in some way. Last song.”
The whole arena went ape shit, they must’ve known what the last
song was going to be. King looked down at the Humans,”This is our
favorite song!” They unleashed an extended rocking cover of
Clutch’s “Escape From the Prison Planet.” A song about escaping a
prison planet, it meant alot to all of these Primates and monkeys,
who were essentially living on a prison planet. During the chorus
of “Get out. Eject!” Axl didn’t even sing, he just held out the mic
as the entire arena sang it for him. They obviously also liked the
second chorus when they all got to sing “Escape from the planet of
the Apes!” They brought the house down in a big epic finale.

Not too far away…

Inside the cockpit of an Elohssa warstore,
Mosh Tree is on the main screen,

numbers change and scroll by in a little
windows on the edges of the screen. A

“Whoosh” sound is heard
and everyone snaps to attention. Then the clicking of the Captain’s
shoes and his guards.

“That’s where they are?”
The Captain asked.

“That’s what clone 40269
reported.” A supervisor reported.

“Send out two pairs of
Tall and Short. Have them kill any survivors who try to escape.”
The Captain ordered.

In another part of the warstore, far from
the cockpit, the IG88-like eyes of Tall

the robot and Short the wheeled robot lit
up. Hooks unlatched, a door grinded open and they took off. Shortly
after, another 2 pairs of eyes lit up and another pair of Tall and
Short took off into the night.

“Well?” The Captain
asked.

“Two pairs of Tall and
Short have been deployed.” A non-supervisor replied.

The Captain looked over at one of his
guards, twisted his mouth and pointed at the crew member who just
talked out of line. Both guards rushed over, grabbed him and began
dragging him out of the office, kicking and screaming.

This time slower and longer the Captain
asked,”Weeelll?”

The supervisor touched the shoulder of a
crew member in front of him, who moved a few windows on his
screen.

The warstore sat in an open field in the
quiet night. It was about a quarter mile away from Mosh Tree. Four
sets of red eyes scurried along the ground between the warstore and
Mosh Tree. Suddenly the warstores machine guns lit up the night
with rapid fire. It had 4 sets of front facing machine guns, they
ripped into Mosh Tree.

It was the end of their last song, the crowd
was giving a standing ovation. It was very loud in Mosh Tree. Axl
was holding up the mic, pointing to the crowd. They all began
seeing little scattered dots, the dots became little pops. A monkey
dropped from the ceiling, limp. A lot of people started looking
around. The mic got knocked out of Axl’s hand. He looked left and
right like, “What the fuck?” Then his face got ripped apart as a
wave of bullets crossed his head. One second Axl was on top of the
world, the next his face looked like a red abstract painting. His
body fell backwards, instantly dead. The place panicked.
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THE BATTLE AT MOSH TREE

Some of them hit the floor, most ran for the
exit. There was only one exit, Mosh Tree had a lot of fire hazards,
and only one door being the entrance and exit was a pretty bad
one.

Luckily for the Humans, being in a panicking
crowd with Monkeys and

Primates, they can panic and run up the
walls, not everyone was running on the ground. But there was a bad
traffic jam at the door. Tony, L and Perry hit the ground. Tony
looked up to try and see what was shooting, but saw nothing.

“We need to get the fuck
outta here!” Perry yelled.

Back in the warstore cockpit, they watched
on the main screen as Mosh Tree was ripped with the machine guns.
They started to see a few bodies escaping from inside and crawling
on the outside of Mosh Tree.

The Captain was getting bored,”Enough
playing around. Use the big gun. Nuke

that shit hole.”

Primates and Monkeys scattered in Mosh Tree.
The ground was now littered

with dozens of dead bodies and injured.

Jimi ignored the chaos, he walked across the
stage,”Man.” He leaned over Axl’s body, looked to the sky, and with
his miniature high voice yelled,”Noooo!”

The 3 humans scurried for the door in a sea
of chimps and gorillas.

In the dark night, King hit the ground like
a superhero. He was one of the first

out of Mosh Tree, and he wasn’t running for
his life. He was on his way to solve the problem. He was The
Silverback of this tribe after all. King looked out into the dark
and charged in the direction of the warstore. An 800 pound gorilla
charging a million ton war machine.

King’s attention quickly changed to the four
sets of red eyes in the darkness, two

sliding along the ground, the other two sets
bounding next to them. He roared and changed direction toward them.
The eyes’ vectors altered to match his.

He stopped and jumped in the air, slamming
the ground as hard as he could when he landed. The eyes approached,
King only saw the redness of their eyes, he had no idea what they
actually were. He pounded the ground with his massive arms and
roared again, to a Human, he would’ve looked like King Kong.

The small robot charged, seeming like it hit
a bump again, it jumped into the air

and wooshed as it launched a volley three
taser darts. King dodged the volley like Neo and snatched the small
robot out of the air. He began crushing it in his grip. He felt
metal bending in his rage filled grip. “Machine”, King thought.
Just as he crushed the life out of the lifeless machine it spurted
three more taser darts into King’s chest. He shook with electricity
and dropped the dead machine as he fell backwards. The other three
sets of eyes closed in on his stunned body.

Just as the bounding red eyes turned into a
dark silhouette right on top of King,

two gorillas slid in between them. It was
Big Flea and Les. They roared in unison, like two King Kongs. The
tall robot stepped at them confidently, it’s long spikey tipped
legs sticking in the dirt with each step. The other pair of Tall
and Short were closing in fast. Big Flea did a short charge, like
gorillas do to test their opponent, he was seeing if he could scare
the robot even though he knew he couldn’t. He was still a gorilla
after all. Big Flea looked back at King, he was still down, King
shook his head trying shake out the cobwebs.

Tall swung at Big Flea, part of the robots
arm was now blade edge, or was it

always? Big Flea leaned back and dodged it
like a boxer. With the robot lurching at Big Flea, Les made his
move and swung a massive 2 handed bash at the robot’s head, it
connected. Les had fought many times, he knew that hit knocked out
any living creature. This time it hurt Les’ hands more than his
enemy. He did a gorilla shuffle backwards, slightly confused,
trying to get out of the long robot’s reach. The tall robot swung
one of its spiky legs at Les. He didn’t expect that, but his
backwards shuffle saved him. They both noted their enemy can attack
with its legs. The two massive gorillas and the tall robot danced,
jockeying for position and looking for an opening. The robot’s
allies would be there in a second.

From behind the two, out of the darkness
King charged through and tackled the

tall robot like a linebacker sacking a QB.
Les and Big Flea instantly moved in. The robot scrambled to get to
its feet, but King laid his weight on it. Les grabbed one of the
robots arms and pulled. There was a spark and some pieces came
apart at the robot’s shoulder. Big Flea grabbed on the same arm and
they both pulled. With a chunky ripping sound, the arm dislodged
from its socket. Les pulled and ripped the arm completely off. Long
wires pulled out like veins.

Les had seen the incoming robots and swung
the arm over his head in a downward motion at the small robot. The
arm smashed into the ground on top of the small robot, crushing it
into the dirt.

The warstore main cannon fired, it resembled
a battleship cannon. The

projectile flew over the gorillas and robot
fight with a cool sound, like out of a movie.

Mosh Tree exploded from the inside out in a
brilliant explosion that lit up the dark night.

Primate and Monkey bodies flew in every
direction with fire and debris.

Les turned and saw his favorite place
explode. For a short moment he thought

of all the amazing times they had there,
especially the show they just played. His mind came back to
reality, ready to kick ass harder now, just in time to see the 2nd
tall robot lunging at him blade first. The tall robots arm pierced
Les’ body and went all the way through, blood following the blade
out of Les’ back. The robot slid through Les’ body until it’s face
was right next to Les’. Its face of strange red lights somehow
grinned at Les. The robot reached one of its legs up and stuck the
pointy tip in the bottom of Les’ body and ripped his body in half.
He fell in the dirt in two separate 400 pound pieces, organs and
intestines between the two parts.

Big Flea and King were pounding the other
tall robot into the dirt. It didn’t die

like a living thing, it kept trying to get
up, they had to resort to ripping it into pieces. Both arms and
legs dismembered, the robot’s body jerked and the stumps that used
to be limbs flailed helplessly.

They looked to Les, it was too late, he was
in pieces. They looked and didn’t

see the tall robot. They both noticed more
pairs of red eyes in the distance. As they scanned the area looking
for the tall robot, there was a slicing sound and Big Flea’s head
neatly separated from his body. Another slicing sound and King
rolled, his honed reflexes saving his life by a millisecond. King
rolled under Big Flea’s still standing body. He used this to his
advantage, grabbed Big Flea’s body and charged the tall robot. Gore
spewed out of Big Flea’s neck as his body was compressed between
the King and the tall robot. It worked. The weight of two gorillas
fell the robot. King knew this distraction would last only moments
and jumped in the air, coming down with both feet on the robot’s
head, letting out a roar that could be heard for miles. King put
all his weight and rage into the stomp. The robot’s head crunched
into a flat pancake of metal.

King saw the other red eyes speeding towards
his tribe’s trees. He also saw the

giant mountain-like silhouette of the
warstore in his peripheral vision and put it on his kill list. He
took off towards the red eyes. King looked up at what used to be
Mosh Tree, now just a big burning tree trunk. The explosion was so
big that debris was still falling from the sky. While running at
full speed King thought of all his tribe members that must be dead
and his anger shifted his running into another gear. He imagined
stomping the heads of a million robots.

Back inside the warstore cockpit the Captain
had one of his slight smiles. “Fucking Shit Monkeys!”

A supervisor approached him,”Sir, we’ve
lost three pairs of Tall and Shorts.” “What?” The
Captain asked. “How?” He thought.

“I’m not sure?” The
supervisor asked,”They must have guns, or something?”

“Monkeys shooting guns?”
Captain said softly but irritated. “Bring up the video.”

One video showed King, Big Flea and Les
fighting the 2 sets of Tall and Short. The Captain smiled when Les
died and laughed out loud when Big Flea’s head got chopped off.
Then came the end of that video, with the stomping of the last
Tall’s head. The video ended, the last frame was a lot of static,
and some of King’s foot, but also showed King’s face, full of
rage.

The Captain slowly got up and even more
slowly walked towards the main

screen, the video was still paused. He got
up to the video and looked at King in the eyes. He pointed to
King’s face on the screen and said,”Fuck you, you shit eating..”
Then growled the last part,”Animal!!”

“Next.” He then said
calmly.

The next video popped on screen. It was
Short speeding through a crowd of Monkeys and Primates, unloading
volleys of taser darts, tasing dozens of them. A gorilla then
bounded into view and the screen cut out.

The next video was from a Tall. He was
running behind the Short, stepping on tased monkeys with his spiked
feet. Bloody steps, killing one Monkey or Primate with each
step.

The Captain liked that,”Spiked feet. That
was my idea.”

On the video the Tall’s screen flickered and
the screen got partially covered with

what looked like dirt. The Tall robot
stopped running, tried to shake the dirt off it’s face and looked
up. From above the robot, hanging and standing on branches were a
bunch of Monkeys and Chimpanzees, they were pooping in their hands
and throwing at the Tall. The robot raised it’s long skinny arms to
defend against the flying poop, but the screen was bombarded and
went dark, covered in poop. A few seconds later there was a
grunting noise and the screen went to static,

“Each of those robots is
ten billion dollars.” The Captain said. Without looking,

he pointed at the supervisor behind
him.”Kill him with his own shit.” His guards rushed and grabbed the
supervisor, dragging him off kicking and screaming.

“Captain!” A
non-supervisor yelled out. The main screen flipped from
the

frozen video to a live shot in front of the
warstore. With Mosh Tree burning in background, there was a wave of
mostly gorillas charging at the warstore.

King was leading the charge. A V formation
followed behind him. King looked

to his left and right,”Get inside!” He
yelled, before letting out one of his infamous roars.

The Captain looked scared for the first time
since we’ve known him. He

scuffled backwards, little scared clicks of
his shoes. “Do something!” He yelled, looking back and forth. No
one wanted to make eye contact with him. He was becoming Gorman
from the scene in Aliens where he loses it in the APC. “Somebody do
something. Lock the doors!” He looked back and forth again and ran
over to who he thought was the pilot. “Run them over!” That crew
member wasn’t the pilot, but no one said anything. The real pilot
was a few crew members over, but he attempted to run them over
anyways.

The mountain of machine’s massive tank
treads began moving the Earth below

it and it heaved into motion. Gorillas
swarmed the warstore, leaping onto it from every direction.
Expertly navigating the massive tank tread’s rotating gears like
they were climbing a tree. They were all over it like a swarm of
ants taking a injured bee. All of the warstore’s instruments of war
were rendered useless.

“Kill em!” The Captain he
said in his high pitched, spoiled brat voice. He could’ve yelled
“Mommy.” with that voice.

The tribe had broken into a warstore before,
they knew what they were doing. King had two spider monkeys riding
on him, sadly neither of them were Jimi. Another gorilla, Slash,
had more spider monkeys. King and Slash climbed up to a spot they
knew. King hung from a machine gun barrel and kicked at a vent, it
crumbled easily and the spider monkeys disappeared into it.

The Captain was standing in the cockpit,
looking at chaos on the monitors all

around him, “Return to base.” He was still
scared shitless,”Hurry!”

The warstore’s treads changed and the entire
store shifted it’s weight, it began to

turn. All the gorillas on the outside had to
grab on, a few fell off. One gorilla fell passed the main screen,
the Captain saw a straw and grasped at it.

“Ha! Did you see that?!”
He yelled to no one “Do that again! Shake them off!”

The pilot tried to do as he said, he
accelerated, then braked quickly. Everyone in

the cockpit flew forward, including the
Captain. He fell face first into a row of computers, smashing his
nose. “Ohh!” He yelled, like a gay man in shock. He stumbled to his
feet and blood came from his nose. He grabbed at his face, and saw
blood on his hands. For a second he looked like Jim Carrey acting
like he was going to faint, except the Captain almost did.

The Captain turned and started clicking
towards the door, motioning at his guards to come with him. Just as
he almost was out of the cockpit, two spider monkeys flew by,
running past the door.

“Ohh!” He said imitating a
shocked gay man again. “Did you see that?! Get

them! Kill those little shit monkeys!” The
guards ran into the hallway. By the time the guards turned the
corner the monkeys were fiddling with the door at the end of the
hallway about 50 feet away. The guards unleashed their guns, some
sort of custom Elohssa assault rifle that resembled an M16. After
the hail of bullets ended, one spider monkey laid dead on the
ground. The other was half way up the door, hanging onto something,
riddled with bloody holes.

The Captain turned the corner, just as the
second spider monkey’s body went

lifeless “Ha!” He yelled.

As the Captain yelled his little victory
cheer, the second spider monkey’s body

went lifeless. As his body slid and fell,
his little arms finished their job and the door clicked. A sliver
of dark surrounded the door as it opened slightly into the
warstore.

“Close it! Close it!” He
pointed to the guards. They looked at each other for a

second, but it seemed as though the Captain
was pointing more at the one on the right so he went. The guard
crept up towards the door, not trying to make noise. After a few
seconds the Captain yelled,”Go you idiot! Faster!” The guard ran
for the door.

The guard grabbed the door and as he was
closing it, he looked over his shoulder

at the Captain like, “Look! I did it!”

The door was hit with massive force from
outside and swung in. It smashed the guard. The heavy weight of the
door made a crunching sound as it crushed the guard’s equipment and
bones. He fell dead. The silhouette of a gorilla filled the
doorway. The guard fired into the doorway. The Captain walked
backwards, almost falling, holding onto the walls as his safe
reality escaped. He scrambled backwards passed the cockpit and
motioned to all the crew members to get in the hallway. A few crew
members did what he said, others hoped the Captain would die a
torturous death.

“Hurry!” the Captain
yelled. He grabbed the last security guard by the collar, turned a
corner and clambered down the hall with the guard in tow. The end
of the hallway was his office. “You stay here!” He told the guard.
Then took his gun and entered his office, locking the door behind
him. The guard looked around and shook his head.

King looked in the open doorway and stepped
through. In front of him were 5 or 6 unarmed teenage crew members,
looking at him in awe, probably only 1 had clean pants now. He
walked towards them, they parted without words. Slash entered
behind him, looking around. He found and took the M16 from the
guard King killed with the door.

King looked around the corner and saw the
second guard, standing, looking confused, also unarmed in the
hallway.

Inside the Captains office, he was in his
chair, back against the far wall. He was

shaking and holding the M16 like an amatuer,
pointing it at the closed door of his office.

He was on speaker with Elohssa HQ, “Send
reinforcements! NOW!”

The speaker squawked with static. A low
voice said something about using Tall and Short. The next warstore
deployment was tomorrow.

He bashed his fists on his desk, “Save me!
NOW!”

There was a knock on his office door. He
unloaded at the door. Holding down the trigger yelling “FUCK YOU
MONKEYS!!!” The door was littered with holes, blood seeped through
a few holes. The Captain laughed. “HAHA. Yea, you want some more!?”
Then gunfire ripped through the door from the other side. The
Captain fell off his chair, scared and looking for cover behind his
desk. He fired back.

The door moved. Then the door was kicked. It
was riddled with holes and barely on its hinges anymore. The
Captain saw some fur through one of the bigger holes and unloaded
his M16 again, blood sprayed from the fur. The Captain laughed
again and his M16 clicked when he pulled the trigger. Out of
ammo.

The door slowly opened and the fur he
thought he saw was actually hair on his guard’s head. The last
guard dropped dead through the door as the door opened fully.

King had to duck to enter the office.

Click, Click. Click.

“Fuck!” The Captain
yelled! He scrambled to open his desk and yelled into the speaker,
“They’re here! The fucking monkeys are here! HELP!”

King hovered over him and growled. The
Captain pulled a pistol out of his

desk, swinging it at King. King caught his
hand and squeezed, snapping it in multiple places.

The Captain screamed in pain and yelled into
the speaker, “The fucking monkeys are here. Hurry!”

King grabbed the Captain’s face, kind of
like how a grandma would grab a baby’s face, thumb on one side,
fingers on the other. He growled,“Not Monkey!” King squeezed,
stretching the Captain’s face skin and squishing his lips out. The
Captain pounded on King’s massive arms fruitlessly. He tried to say
something through his squished lips. King squeezed slowly like a
vice, not in a hurry. The skin on the Captain’s face stretched to
its maximum and began to tear around his jaw. The Captain’s eyes
closed in agony and his mouth made some unintelligible noise. King
could feel teeth popping out in the Captain’s mouth. Blood poured
from under the Captain’s jaw. King kept closing the vice, he felt
lips separating from face. The ripping was loud enough he could
hear it. The Captain gurgled. King stopped squeezing and pulled
slowly. With a terrible tearing sound, the Captain’s face slowly
separated from his head. Tendons stretched and snapped. King used
his leg to hold the Captain’s body in his seat while his face
separated. Blood poured from the other side of the Captain’s face.
With a final pull King ripped off the Captain’s face. His jaw was
partially broken and loose teeth danced on his bloody tongue as his
skinless face screamed and twisted. His eyes were still in his
head, but without any eye lids. Blood poured over his eyes,
painting his vision red. He saw his own face and tried to scream,
but what came out was a loud gurgle.

He wasn’t dead. Blood was pouring from his
forehead over the white skinless

skull of his brow. His nose was a bloody,
bubbly black hole. King took his foot off the Captain’s chest,
stood back and held up the Captain’s face. The Captain kept
screaming and gurgling, he reached up and touched his bloody mess
that used to be a face and tried to stand up. Teeth fell out of his
head as he stood up and wavered like a crazed movie monster.

“Grg, My.. Blrg Faaayce!”
The Captain yelled, hands up at his face as he stumbled around like
a bloody Home Alone poster. King politely stepped out of his way as
the Captain stumbled by. He saw his reflection in a monitor and
screamed even more maniacally. He tried leaving the cockpit, he had
to walk down the hallway where all his crew was gathered. He walked
like a zombie through the hallway, holding onto the walls to not
fall over, stopping to scream every few steps. It was awkward for
the crew members, their asshole boss with his face ripped off
falling around in front of them. None of them wanted to help
though, they all knew he was an Evil Dick. A female member turned
around, disgusted by the faceless monster. As he walked by, one of
the crew members couldn’t help it and started laughing. The Captain
stopped in front of the laughing crewman and looked at him. The
crew member held in his laugh, barely. Then the Captain let out the
a miserable and desperate scream. He stumbled towards the door
again. He stopped screaming for a second, opened the outer door,
stepped out and started screaming again.

As he stumbled out someone cheered,”Fuck
that guy!” It was the last words the Captain heard.

He was standing on the outer walkway at the
top of the warstore. Slash stepped through the doorway. The Captain
turned towards Slash, and let out a new sounding scream. Slash had
the M16 and let the Captain stand there screaming for a few long
moments, then fired a burst and the Captain’s faceless head
exploded mid scream. Brain flew out the back of his head like a
confetti cannon into the dark night behind them. The scream quickly
descended back to a gurgle, and the body started to lose balance. A
piece of brain slid out from his shattered skull like it was on a
blood waterslide and slapped the walkway. His body flopped down
next to it.

King and Slash stood near the outer door at
the top of the warstore. Looking out

into the night, almost their entire tribe
was dead, Mosh Tree was gone, but on the other hand, now they had a
warstore.
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THE REAL THING

Throughout the night the tribe counted their
losses. A pair of Tall and Short had gotten loose in the tribe
hallways and wreaked havoc. They did almost as much damage as the
warstore. Tall ripped the hollow trees with it’s spikey feet and
short zipped through the hallways. This short was equipped with a
flame thrower. Together they destroyed all the tribe’s trees and
most of their underground hallways. The rest of the tribe decided
to gather in the garage.

Tony, L and Perry approached the guest room
and saw smoke coming from

where the door used to be. They all ran up
to the room. There was no signs of life. Perry’s clone and
girlfriend were dead, burned in the bed. They looked like they were
sleeping. Perry’s girlfriend’s perfectly cloned ass was sticking
out of her robe, course.

“Fozzie!?” L yelled! They
looked around, there was no sign of her. “Foz!” L called out again
and Fozzie trotted out from underneath a bed. “Ohh my God!” She
said and hugged the dog.

Perry ran past his burned clone and
ex-girlfriend, ducked behind his bed and grabbed at something.
“Thank God!” He said, holding up his drug suitcase.

Their stuff was mostly there. It seemed like
the robots just burned the two

clones. The Humans got their stuff, and got
ready to leave. Tony loaded his guns, he looked up with his serious
face on at L and Perry. They did the same. They used to keep their
guns in their pack, not anymore. They were packed and locked and
loaded. Leaving their new room possibly for the last time. Perry
was the last to leave and said, “I’ll miss you.” as he patted his
exes exposed ass on the way out. They made their way to the
garage.

As they approached the garage location,
they passed many of the hollowed out

trees that used to be the tribe hallways and
homes, destroyed, knocked over and burnt. The massive warstore was
parked next to the garage, sitting awkwardly out in the open.

There were less than 30 of the tribe that
survived. King stood in front of the

survivors in the garage, next to a destroyed
Tall and Short. Slash was there. L ran up and hugged Janis, who was
running to meet her. Bob Marley made it. Perry looked everywhere,
Candy wasn’t there. Moon sat sadly in a corner, next to one of his
drums. Many of the tribe were injured, with makeshift walking canes
and splints made of branches.

“They attack us!” King
said loudly. “We kill robots!” He pointed to the smashed robots
next to him, and continued louder,”We take big machine!”, King
announced and pounded his chest, building up to a yell,“We kill
Company!”

The small group cheered, it was
enthusiastic, they were upset, injured and angry, but it was a
meager cheer compared to the 1000 members the tribe had before.

King invited Tony up with him. “You tell.”
King said.

“Well, they’ve been
releasing a new warstore every week. Tonight is the 7th

day, a new war machine will roll out
tonight.” Tony explained. “We have this one, it’s not very damaged
and is in working order.” Tony looked down at Bob Marley,”Bob and I
both know how to pilot the machine. Bob is very good. We’ll be on
equal ground with

The Company. I think we can defeat any
warstore one on one.”

The tribe looked around at each other, one
chimp patted Bob on the shoulder and said something.

Tony continued, motioning towards
King,”Plus, King and a few others took the giant machine all by
themselves! I think we have the advantage.”

King took over,”Rest today. Leave tonight.
Ready battle tonight!”

The group relaxed and started talking
amongst themselves. Tony hopped down and walked up to Bob, and they
both walked towards the warstore.

Tony and Bob went up the warstore cockpit.
There was a lot of blood in the hallways. Bob leaned over and
picked up something like a tooth, then figured out it was a tooth,
and threw it down.

Bob sat down in the pilot seat. He had been
playing that warstore simulator ever since Tony discovered it a few
days ago, things seemed familiar to him. Tony looked over his
shoulder and they talked, pointing at the screen every once in a
while.

“I can drive dis ting
mon.” Bob was confident.

“Yea, but what about the
guns? You can’t shoot them from here.” Tony questioned.

They looked around the cockpit at the
different stations and monitors. “Here mon.” Bob said,”We need
anoder rasta over here.” All the guns, canons and even the Scorpion
missile were controlled at another station. It wasn’t too far away.
Bob sat at the pilot’s station and reached his feet and tail over
towards the weapons station. He laughed knowing his feet wouldn’t
reach,“Damn mon.”

“Is that it?” Tony asked
out loud. There were around 20 different stations scattered
throughout the cockpit. Tony and Bob scouted each
station.

“Dis radar.”

“Yea, most of this is BS.
Communications. Shopping monitor. Inventory control.” Tony listed
off the monitors as he walked by them. Many of the cockpit stations
had to do with the selling part, the “Store” part of the
warstore.

“Don need dose to kick ass
mon.” Bob said.

“Haha, yep.” Tony
laughed.

Tony stopped at a station,”This one looks
like fuel or something.” He looked down, reading and opening menus.
“Nuke?” He said questioning.

“Wat dat?” Bob
asked.

“Wow. Okay.” He said as
he read. He kept reading and touching the screen, “This thing is
powered by a nuclear engine.” “Wat dat?” Bob asked
again.

“If it blows up.” Tony
answered, then used exaggerated arm movements to

illustrate his next point,”Big Booooom!
Everyone around it will die.”

“Also,” He kept
reading,”it will never run out of power. For ten years.”

Bob stared at him and didn’t say anything
for a while, then,”Damn mon.” Then

continued to explore the stations.

A beep came from a station. They both ran
over and looked. It was some sort of messaging. It was from Elohssa
HQ. The screen said one word,”Report?”

Bob went over and started typing,”F. U. C.
K. Y. O.”

Tony interrupted,”Wait!”

Bob looked over at him, “Wat mon?” and typed
“U”, then hit send.

After a short silence another beeping
started. This time from down the hall in

the Captain’s office. They ran over, almost
slipping on the bloody floor and through the bullet riddled door
hanging off the hinges. Tony hit answer and the speaker phone
turned on with some static.

“Hello?” A weasle-y
speaker asked.

Tony answered in a deep strange voice, in
some weak attempt to disguise his voice,“Hello?”

“Who is this?” The speaker
asked again.

Tony attempted his best Rambo
impression,”I’m your worst nightmare.”

“What? Who?” The speaker
said. “What?” Tony turned off the mic, Bob and him both
laughing.

“Hilarious mon.” Bob
slapped him some skin, even though he had never seen
Rambo.

Tony sat in the Captain’s office chair.
There was a pistol laying on the ground. Tony grabbed it and threw
it to Bob. He opened the Captain’s top desk drawer. A pencil rolled
from the back to the front of the drawer. It was mostly empty, like
it hadn’t been used much or was brand new. In the next drawer was a
phat stack of cash and a bunch of old pictures held together with
rubber bands. Tony grabbed the pics, grimaced in disgust and
quickly dropped it back in the drawer.

They figured out how two people could pilot
the warstore. It wouldn’t have all

of its functionality, but they didn’t need
most of it. They needed to move and shoot. One combat feature they
needed another person for was to launch the drones and give them
commands. They were pretty much ready to go. The simulator had
taught them a lot.

As they were leaving they noticed a giant
pile of what could only be described

as stuff behind the warstore. The tribe was
going through the “Store” part of the warstore. There was clothing
of all types, games, toys, knick knacks, tons of food. It was like
Christmas back there.
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W00T

One chimp held up a blue women’s top, it was
mostly lace and had two tassels to cover nipples. “Human wear?” the
chimp asked.

Tony shook his head in agreement,”Yep.” The
chimps laughed. One held up the top like he was wearing it and did
a bad imitation of a human walking.

L and Janis were at the pile of stuff,
eagerly going through the clothes. Janis

was finding a lot of stuff she liked. L
waved Tony over. She had a big pile of boxes next to her that
looked like remote control cars. Tony looked closer, they were toy
drones, dozens of them.

“Starting a collection?”
Tony asked.

“I just thought maybe they
could help.” L said.

“With what?”

“The fight.” She replied.
She didn’t sound confident,”I don’t know, maybe a distraction or
something. Remember when the two warstores fought, that one used a
lot of drones.”

She was right Tony thought, “Yea, and those
drones that were flying around

burning things.” He said to her. “It could
probably distract those things. That’s a damn good idea.”

L continued,”They even come with batteries.”
She reached down and picked up a controller and a drone took off
from the ground. “Now we just need a 1000 people to fly each of
em.”

Perry had walked up,”They must have cameras
in this fucking Walmart tank. Attach a camera to one of those
drones and boom, you can fly into any girl’s locker room!” He
laughed,”Or it could be a scout.” “Come on, I’ll show
you.” L said and they started walking towards the warstore.



The back customer exit door was open, they
went in. There was a conveyor

belt, like a flat escalator, that went
around 100 feet and then turned. A few feet from the conveyor belt
on both sides were walls covered in ads. Each set of ads along the
wall had a robot arm folded in front of it. L walked over and
pushed on the wall, it turned, “Look. Microwaves!” She
laughed.

It was kind of like Willy Wonkas chocolate
factory, but instead of candy it was

all just random products. It was also like
being in a Amusement Park after it was closed with all the rides
turned off, since nothing was moving, all the screens were off.
They could only imagine what it would be like in its full
glory.

Perry ran over to a wall and pushed it
open, it was the rainbow dildos, he ripped open a box and started
throwing them over his head like someone celebrating in a pile of
cash. “Yaay!” He yelled, “My favorite!” Then he looked around and
seemed to get sad. He looked down at a handful of rainbow
dildos,”These remind me of her.” “Who? The pregnant
clone chick?” Tony asked.

“You promise not to get
mad?” Perry was looking at L.

“Who am I, your mom?” She
replied.

Tony looked at Perry and knew that
face,”You fucked Candy didn’t you?” Perry smiled and said
nothing.

“What?!” L and Tony
yelled.

L continued,””Ohh! My God you’re
disgusting!”

Tony made a face and asked, “Yea man, isn’t
that how AIDS started?”

“No. I don’t think so.”
Perry denied. Then he grabbed an armful of rainbow

dildos and hugged them, looking up dreamily.
“I think she got killed in the attack.”

“Almost everyone
did.”

“I loved her.” Perry said
and fell back into the pile of dildos.

Tony and L looked at each other amazed.
Perry had never said that in his life.

He was anti love.

“Dis good!” A chimp
rummaging in front of them said.

The Humans went over to where he was. It was
like a medieval armory, swords,

battle axes, morning stars, suits of
armor.

“We could probably use
some of that.” Tony thought.

“Medieval melee weapons versus
machine guns and robots?” Perry questioned. “Hahaaaa!”
L yelled, she had found an oversized Viking helmet and swung
a

way too heavy, two sided battle axe. The axe head
fell to the ground in her one arm, with her other arm she made
devil horns “METAL!” They laughed at her display.

The Humans and the chimp gathered the
weapons and armor and started taking them outside the warstore.

Some of the tribe had found a stash of
tasers and pepper spray in the warstore and had 2 piles of them
outside.

Tony looked at their war chest,”Remote
control drones, medieval weapons and armor, tasers, and pepper
spray. Elohssa better watch out!”

L looked up from under her huge helmet, like
a kid wearing a costume way too big,”Aww yeah!”

Perry added,”And rainbow dildos!” He shook
it near his face and then pretended to stab someone with it. That
devolved into a strange seductive charade that ended with Perry
having sex with the invisible person he stabbed.
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KICK ASS

That afternoon they had a meeting to discuss
strategy and prepared to leave. Before the meeting officially
started, Perry stood up. “Ok, so what the fuck are we trying to
do?”

King answered,”Kill Company.”

“You can’t kill a
company.” Perry answered back in a high voice.

“Kill building. Kill
company.” King answered confidently.

Tony jumped in,”You’ve seen the Elohssa
building?”

King said,”Me not see.”

“I saw it.” Bob cut in. “I
was dere mon. We did a Jeep recon up dere.”

“Where is it?” Tony
asked.

Bob pointed North. “It be bein huge mon.”
“Was it like a Death Star?” Perry asked.
“It was a building mon.” Bob answered.

“Yea, but did it have guns
all over it and spaceships flying around and shit?” Perry asked
again.

“Na mon.”

Tony liked that answer and thought out
loud,”Hhmm. Maybe we can just drive

up there and blow the shit out of that
place with their own warstore?” “It can’t be
defenseless.” Perry said.

“Maybe this crazy forest
is their defense.” L added.

“Today be being da seventh
day mon. New warstore.” Bob reminded them.

King concluded the meeting,”Let’s rock.”

They all started preparing for war. The
chimps and gorillas really liked the medieval armor, and they put
on as much as they could.

Tony watched the tribe prepare.

One of the gamer Chimps grabbed Tony’s
shoulder, “Come.” They walked over

to the pile of drone boxes. “Watch.”

All of the drone boxes were unpacked and the
drones were all sitting there in a circle on the ground. The Chimp
sat next to them, he had a small screen made of Stackers. He
touched the screen and moved some windows around. The screen
changed and had around 100 dots on it. Each dot was equal distance
from the others, they seemed to form a 10 by 10 square. The Chimp
scooted over and grabbed a drone. He touched the drone to the
Stacker and the drone took off into the air flying quickly. Then it
suddenly stopped and began hovering. He touched another drone to
the Stacker and it took off, doing the same thing. It flew up and
began hovering next to the previous drone. He kept doing this and
the drones were forming a drone wall. He touched two at a time and
they went quickly into formation. The Chimp smiled as he did this.
When they were all up and in perfect formation, he moved his finger
on the Stacker and all the drones moved together, in perfect
formation. The Chimp smiled even bigger and looked up to Tony.

“Rad!” Tony said. “That
actually gives me a great idea!” Tony patted the gamer Chimp on the
back and knelt down next to him, they began talking.

Tony turned and looked up at the warstore.
Some of the tribe was climbing up

the giant machine, at the top it was lined
with chimps, gorillas and monkeys, all with random assorted pieces
of medieval armor, swords, axes, morning stars, tasers and pepper
spray. King was giving a pre-battle speech. They all cheered and
raised their weapons. To anyone except Tony, Perry and L, it
actually would look pretty scary. They thought it was cool as
shit.

“This is it.” Tony looked
at his fellow humans, then laughed at himself, “That’s

what they say in movies before the final
battle.” “Yep.” L shook her head, her oversized viking
helmet lagging behind the shake. She still was wielding that battle
axe, had a chain mail chest piece over her GWAR shirt, her normal
slightly ripped jeans and had two glocks strapped to her hips. She
looked like a Heavy Metal Tomb Raider.

L looked down at Fozzie,”And you, you
little shit head. You’re staying here.” Perry and Tony looked at
each other and shook their heads.

Perry laughed,”Good one, L. Maybe your best
one ever.”

L laughed back and made a funny face at
him,”Thanks.”

“You look so hot all ready
for battle.” Tony complimented her. He leaned in a

kissed her, his forehead pushing on her
helmet.

Perry had put on a chain mail chest piece
also. He had his shotgun strapped on

his back and a small pack around his waist,
and that was it. Well, he was also still holding one of those
rainbow dildos. He shook it in the sky, “Candy!”

Tony had found a cool plate mail chest piece
that wasn’t too big or cumbersome

that he liked and was wearing, it had a
sweet dragon on the chest. He had both pistols holstered around his
waist and had a bag slung over his shoulder. In the bag he had a
jumble of pepper spray and tasers. He opened the bag and showed its
contents to the others asking, “Want some?” Like it was a bag of
chips. Perry took a taser and put it in his pack, L took one of
each and strapped them to her belt.

They walked towards the warstore. In a
movie, it would be dusty and windy,

they would be walking in slow motion, in
unison, with badass looks on their faces. In the Dark Tower
Universe it would be three Gunslingers, a Ka-Tet heading to their
own Dark Tower.

They heard an engine on the other side of
the warstore, and a second later Lemmy came sliding around the
corner in his Jeep. He slid pretty close to the Humans and had a
big smile on his face. “Ready?” He asked.

They all replied and laughed,”Yep.” And
began climbing up to the warstore

cockpit.

The tribe saw Lemmy from on top of the
warstore and cheered. A bunch of Gorillas, Chimps and Monkeys
climbed down the front of the warstore to get into the clown car of
a Jeep. The could freely climb the face of the warstore, they
zipped by the climbing humans, who had to use the maintenance
ladder rungs to climb up.

The humans took a while to climb all the
way to the top of the warstore. They

finally made it and were standing on the
grated walkway outside of the cockpit, right where Slash blew the
Captain’s brains out. A lot of the tribe were hanging out there,
Moon was there, he had a good suit of armor that covered most of
his body, of course his Baboon ass was sticking out. They were a
rag tag looking bunch, kind of Mad Max meets Planet of the Apes,
but they were ready and raised their weapons as the humans walked
by. Some grunted and hooted, Perry looked left and right
acknowledging each of them. “Kick ass.” He said to the group.
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CONTACT!

Inside the cockpit King stood near the
Captain’s chair, Bob was at the gunner station. As the Humans
entered King motioned to the pilot station, Tony sat down and got
comfortable. Janis was there, L walked up to her and they hugged.
Slash sat at a random station across the cockpit, Perry plopped
down somewhere in the middle. King asked “Humans ready?”

Tony looked over,”Perry, sit at that other
station.” He pointed to one near Bob. “It controls the drones.”
They both got up and walked over to it. “All it does is release
them with this.” He pointed to a button on screen and
continued,”Then with these over here you can set their formation
and tactics. I’ve never used it, but it looks like tactics are just
attack or defend.”

“Looks easy enough.” Perry
stated, “And this one probably brings em back.”

“Probably” Tony
agreed.

Perry hit the launch button and in a high
voice said,”Testing!” They heard a

sound like air releasing as drones began
flying from the front of the warstore in a tight line. Perry’s
screen flashed, it looked like a view from the drones. They were
instantly in a square formation, like it showed on Perry’s
“formation” button. Everyone in the cockpit could see the drones in
front of the main window. A reticle appeared on Perry’s screen and
quickly targeted Lemmy’s Jeep. The word “Target” appeared on
screen. “Woah, Woah!” Perry yelled, he noticed the tactics were set
to “attack”, he quickly pressed the “defend” button over and over.
The screen flashed and the reticle disappeared. The tactics
switched on his screen to defend. Then a reticle appeared on screen
again, targeting Lemmy’s Jeep with the words “Target” again. “Woah
Woah!” He yelled again.

King rushed over to Perry’s station, “Stop!”
He yelled.

Perry pressed the button on screen that said
“Return” and as quickly as the

drones released, they were gone, back inside
the warstore.

Perry looked up at King confidently,”Don’t
worry bro. I got this.”

Tony shook his head,”Perry this is Ball
three man. If we lose this it’s Game

Over.”

Bob looked over at the Humans,”Each warstore
kill is an extra ball mon.”

Tony laughed, and thought this Bob guy fit
in pretty good,”And if we blow up

the headquarters we’re at Ball Zero.”

“Let’s rock.”

Tony started the warstore moving, it began
creeping ever so slowly. He looked

over at King, then down the hall at the
broken outer door at all the chimps and gorillas sitting on the top
of their warstore. “Are they just gonna sit out there like that?”
He asked King.

“Yes.” King
answered,”They no like trapped in machine. Free outside.” King
looked around the cockpit,”This death trap.” Perry
laughed.

King continued,”No worry, they hang on.”

Tony accelerated some. Everyone leaned back
a little as the metal mountain got faster. The warstore controls
were smooth and responsive, Tony was already getting the hang of
it. It felt like they were going slow, but the warstore was
probably cruising at 20 miles per hour. Tony reached into his pack
and pulled out two Stackers. He placed one on his station and
touched it, it turned on. The face he touched flashed and turned
into a scene in the forest. The gamer chimp was sitting a few feet
away, he ran up to the camera and picked it up. The chimp and Tony
each had a Stacker and were using them as a simple live video
feed.

“How’s it going?” Tony
asked.

“Ready and waiting for you
signal.” the gamer Chimp replied.

Tony put the other Stacker next to the first
one, then touched it. The screen flashed and on came Lemmy’s face.
Lemmy looked into the Stacker. His hair was blowing in the wind,
crammed behind him you could see a bunch of the tribe. A few Spider
Monkeys were on the seat next to his shoulder.

“Howdy!” Lemmy yelled
over the sound of the Jeep’s engine. A chimp behind him pointed and
his eyes widened,”Hang on one second.” Lemmy said into the camera.
Then he focused on driving and hit the gas. The Jeep hit a jump and
caught air. From Tony’s view, the scenery behind Lemmy went from
trees to blue sky. The tribe members in the Jeep hooting and
hollering, then the Jeep slammed into the ground. Lemmy gave a high
five to the Chimp behind him and looked back into the Stacker.
“What’s up?” “Just checking in.” Tony said.

“We stay with you.” Lemmy
replied. “Let me know if you need scouting.”

“You know this place
better than me.” Tony said,”We’re following you.”

From the cockpit Lemmy’s Jeep came into view
in front of them, a slow motion

dust trail expanding behind it.

Tony continued,”When there’s a hill we can’t
see over, scout that for us. Just

like we talked about.”

“Yep. Yep.” Lemmy said.
“There’s one a ways up here.” His Jeep accelerated.

The warstore cruised along the forest floor,
Tony tried to drive in the open

plains instead of over trees when possible,
but that wasn’t always possible. They drove for a long time, in
mostly silence. It might’ve been awkward if they weren’t driving
into a life or death situation. Perry thought they’d been driving
for about as long as a Three’s Company episode. He drifted off
remembering Chrissie and Teri’s boobs from that show. Then Candy’s
face appeared in his mind and he got sad. Then his pregnant cloned
ex girlfriend appeared, she looked at him, smiling and bent over,
her hospital gown separating and her beautiful cloned ass emerging
from it. He squeezed the rainbow dildo he was holding.

Through the Stacker, everyone in the cockpit
could hear what was happening in Lemmy’s Jeep. He did one of his
famous gravel-y slides, then everyone in the Jeep was focused on
something. At first they were quiet, then they started making
excited monkey sounds. Lemmy looked into the camera,”Contact.” The
cockpit snapped to attention.

Lemmy continued,”A warstore, in the valley,
right on the other side of this hill.”

“Perfect.” Tony thought,
but didn’t say. But he did look around at the others in the cockpit
and said,”Right on time.”

Perry knew that look on Tony’s face. “What’s
up?”

“We have two options. Blow
them to Fuck or try to take another one.” Tony said,”I think we
need another one.” Tony looked over at King and Bob.”Bob’s better
than me at piloting this thing. But both of us piloting two
warstores at the same time, we would pwn anything in our path. We
did it in the simulator.” He then looked at King. “King says with
him and the guys on Lemmy’s Jeep he could break into, and take over
another one.”

Perry just looked at Tony, and his eyes
widened. He didn’t say anything.

Lemmy looked into the camera,”It looks
pretty normal.”

King yelled over to the Lemmy Stacker,”Come
get.”

“Okay Boss.” Lemmy said
and hit the gas.

Tony looked over at King,”You’re sure,
right?”

King replied,”Sure.” Then King walked out of
the cockpit, looking serious. As he exiting the outer door he
motioned to the Tribe and a bunch of Gorillas and Chimps followed
him climbing down the warstore.

Bob was thinking,”Wait? I go too mon?”

Tony was in strategy mode,”After they get
it.” He paused,”If they get it you go. You’re our only other
pilot.”

“He can’t die, but they
can?” Perry asked. Bob looked at Perry, then at Tony,

then back at the main screen. Tony’s face
looked at his screen, but his eyes looked over at Perry and he
shrugged like “What am I supposed to do?”







 35

TWO > ONE

Lemmy looked into the screen, King was now
on the Jeep with them,”Okay, in

position.”

Tony looked into the other Stacker at the
gamer chimp and said,”Do it.”

The gamer chimp ran over to another Stacker
and fiddled with it. From Tony’s

view he could see the drones flying into
formation, one at a time as the gamer chimp touched them to his
Stacker.

The gamer chimp was concentrating and yelled
over his shoulder,”Okay, get ready.”

Tony crept the warstore he was piloting up
to the side of the hill. Close enough

so they could see over the hill top and
watch the other warstore. From the other side of the valley the
gamer chimp’s drone wall flew over the hill and into view of the
enemy warstore. In front of the Tribe’s warstore Lemmy’s Jeep sped
over the hill, filled with armor clad chimps and Gorillas, he
stayed in the cover of trees.

“Don’t get seen first!”
Tony yelled to Lemmy through the Stacker. Lemmy’s Jeep adjusted its
path, staying in the trees a bit longer.

The gamer chimp’s drone wall was in plain
view of the other warstore, Tony

wondered why it wasn’t reacting. It just
kept driving straight. “Maybe this isn’t going to work.” Tony
thought and started thinking about plan B. “If that thing starts
targeting

Lemmy we have to save them. Get ready to
nuke that fucking thing Bob.”

“Yea mon.”

For a second the warstore looked like it was
turning left towards Lemmy, but then it made a hard right, facing
the drone wall. “Now Lemmy. Go go!” Tony yelled into the Stacker.
Lemmy’s Jeep turned out of the trees and made a straight line for
the warstore, speeding out into the field in front of it. The Jeep
was out in open view now, although the warstore was facing the
other way.

The warstore shot its machine guns at the
drone wall, taking many of them out. Then it released a drone wall
of its own.

All of a sudden Tony heard music blaring
from one of the Stackers. It was from Lemmy’s. Tony could see Lemmy
pulling out a giant ghetto blaster and placing it on the hood.
“Know Your Enemy”, by Rage went on. The Jeep’s occupants went
crazy. Some started hanging off the side of the Jeep, one of em
flashed devil horns into the Stacker. Tony looked out the main
window at the Jeep, It was bouncing with monkeys and primates.

“What the fuck are
they..”Tony said.

Bob interrupted,”Rockin mon. Dey be War
Rockn!”

Perry laughed and sat up to get a better
view, “Go you fuckin crazy monkeys!”

Lemmy’s Jeep blasted Know Your Enemy as loud
as it possibly could, with a

little mosh pit in his back seat. They
closed in on the rear of the warstore.

The wartsore unleashed it’s arsenal at the
toy drone wall, annihilating them all

and obliterating the entire hillside. Tony
looked to the gamer chimp Stacker, it was black. He grimaced. Then
focused on Lemmy’s Jeep as it reached the warstore, rocking out to
Rage.

Lemmy did one of his famous drifting turns,
the Tribe on the back leaning so the Jeep didn’t flip. He nailed
the turn perfectly, sliding right up next to the giant tank treads
of the warstore. His Jeep sprayed a rooster tail. Without any
hesitation the entire clown car of the Jeep exited, jumping onto
the moving gears of the tank treads. Within seconds they were half
way up the warstore. Know Your Enemy was only half way through.

Lemmy looked into the Stacker, “Payload
delivered.”

“We go mon?”

“No not yet. We don’t want
to damage that warstore if we don’t have to.” Tony

replied.

Inside the warstore, the Captain was yelling
at a supervisor,”What do you mean

it was a fake drone wall?!” He pointed to
his guards, they rushed across the cockpit and carried the
supervisor away, kicking and screaming.

The supervisor pleaded.”No wait! It was
real!”

The Captain let out an exhausted sounding
sigh. “I’m surrounded by fucking idiots.” Then he stood up and
began walking away. Clicking.

“Um, Captain?” The new
supervisor said.

The clicking stopped, and the Captain slowly
turned around. He slowly looked

up, his face saying “This better be
good.”

The new supervisor didn’t say a word, just
put his screen up on the main screen. It was a live feed from a
camera on top of the warstore, it looked down at dozens of
different sized Primates, Chimps and Monkeys climbing up the
warstore. They were wearing medieval helmets, carrying swords and
other various medieval weapons.

“What the?” The Captain
questioned.

Two spider monkeys zipped by the doorway
behind him. He spun around. Light filled the hallway outside of the
cockpit, then it became darkness. The Captain’s guards ran to the
doorway and opened fire down the hallway. There was the rapid fire
cracking of their semi-automatic rifles, clinging and clanging of
bullets hitting metal, then a crowd of the Tribe tumbled onto the
guards and began hacking them to pieces.

King stepped over them and entered the
cockpit first. He was all business, but

he had to do a double take when he saw the
Captain. “I kill you before!” He said and swung a morning star. He
was holding the chain half way up so it was a quick swing with a
short, overhead arc. It smashed the front of the Captain’s head,
metal crushing into the skull’s meaty center. He said nothing and
flopped to the floor, the morning star fell with him, embedded into
his skull.

The rest of the crew was trying to scramble
for the exits. The armor clad Tribe stood in the doorway, a phalanx
of swords, spears and axes, poking at anyone who tried to leave.
They awaited their alpha’s decision.

“Let go.” King said. The
Tribe members slowly moved out of the way and the warstore crew
members scooted through as soon as they could fit. A few of them
apologized as they left.

King went up to a specific station, the one
Tony taught him to. He fiddled with

the screen and in the original warstore,
King’s face flashed on the main screen.

They now had two warstores.

Tony was happy to see King’s face. He stood
up smiling, looked over at Bob

and yelled, “Yes!” Then did a little raise
the roof-type of dance. L and Janis came in from the office.

“You meant to do that?”
Perry asked.

“It was our plan.” Tony
replied.

L asked,”The plan worked? They took the
warstore?” “Yep” Tony answered.

“Da Art of War mon!” Bob
slid his head back and forth, rubbing his necklace book.

Tony said,”We were like water... Adapted to
the situation, knew our enemy.

used our strengths.” He explained their
thinking,”These fucking warstores are so specialized. They’re
basically built to take out the military. We saw it destroy the US
military twice with no losses. They never planned on gorillas with
spider monkeys. Also like The Art of War, we won a battle without
fighting.” “Dat wall tho mon.” Bob added.

“Yea!” Tony added also.
“That fake drone wall was amazing. Cuz these

warstores aren’t vulnerable to infantry,
they have like six anti-personnel machine guns. But that
distraction countered those perfectly. I think that was L’s idea,
right?” She nodded.

“It was all the
distraction Lemmy and King needed.” Tony continued. Then he
paused,”Bob, you have your own warstore now.” Bob smiled and Tony
set course for their new warstore.

Two chimps were killed by the guards, those
were their only losses. Bob got situated in his new pilot seat.
They divided the crew, it was the Humans, Janis, Moon and a few
other chimps on the “old” warstore. Bob, King, Slash and the
majority of the Tribe jumped on the new one. Lemmy kept a few on
his scout Jeep.

The two warstores rode off into the
sunset.
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THE TOWER

They drove for almost an hour. Tony and Bob
trading little warstore piloting

tips as they learned on the fly.

L took Bob’s seat as the gunner. Tony
explained it quickly, it was very user

friendly; on the bottom of the screen you
select different weapons, then point the reticle and press the big
red “Fire” button.

“It’s like a videogame.” L
said.

“Yea.” Perry said, then
continued like he was the voice over in a movie

trailer,”But if you die in the game, you
die in real life!” They all laughed.

“But it’s true, so don’t
miss.” Tony said.

They drove for a few minutes in silence, no
one paying too much attention until L noticed something.

“There it is.” She said in
awe.

Everyone looked up and saw the Elohssa
headquarters in the distance. It grew

out of the horizon and jaggedly up into the
sky. It reached so high that you could not see the top. The rumors
that it went all the way to space may have been true. It poked
through the dark cloud ceiling in a vortex-like swirling hole,
complete with flashes of forked lightning. It looked and felt evil,
even from this far away. A cross between the Half Life 2 Citadel
and The Dark Tower.

They drove a few miles closer and stopped on
top of a hill that gave them a view

of the base of the tower and surrounding
area.

Bob’s eyes widened,”Oh shit mon.”

In a movie, very dark ominous music would
play as the view was revealed. To

their dismay, at the base of the building
they saw a bunch of patrolling warstores, gates, checkpoints,
search lights, everything you’d expect at a top notch evil company
headquarters. It was an intimidatingly scary sight and at first
everyone subconsciously held their breath for a few moments. Inside
Tony’s mind he thought about how it looked like the perfect last
level of a video game, the big, epic, final boss fight.

“Scary.” L thought out
loud.

Perry kind of wanted to make a joke about
the rainbow dildos, but awe overtook his comedy and instead he
said,”It does remind me of a Death Star.”

Tactics ran through Tony’s mind: Attack from
the top of the hills, separate and

flank, charge together, maybe snipe and pull
some to them, stealth.

“I move up. Stay here.”
Bob said, whispering. Bob’s warstore slid around the

west of the tower, staying behind the cover
of the hill. “What’s the gameplan?” Tony whispered
back, not sure why he was whispering.

There was no reply. Tony looked over at
Perry and L. “Bob?” He asked. Nothing. They watched as Bob’s
warstore made its way alongside the hill and then stopped. Tony
then looked to the Stacker that Lemmy was on, it was black.

All the Humans were fixated on the main
screen, watching the Tribe’s warstore. Lemmy’s Jeep pulled up and a
few of the Tribe jumped off and climbed onto the warstore.

Perry’s eyes were wide and still, the screen
view reflected off of them, “What are those monkeys up to?”

“Bob?” Tony asked again,
this time with urgency and not whispering. “What are you
doing?”

Bob’s warstore rotated. It was now facing
the tower.

Tony looked at L and Perry and they all
shrugged. Tony rubbed his eyes with

his hands, thinking.

Bob’s warstore accelerated, it started
climbing the hill towards the tower.

“Bob!” Tony
yelled.

The Tribe’s warstore finally responded, Bob
and King’s face in view. King looked into the camera, “We go in
building. We save brothers.” Their warstore crested the hill and
headed down into the valley. They were heading straight towards the
building, right towards the patrolling warstores.

“Whaaat?!” Tony yelled. He
looked back and forth quickly and rubbed his eyes

thinking again. He was still thinking, but
began moving their warstore into a better vantage point. “I don’t
know what the fuck they’re doing, but give them cover fire if they
need it L.” She wasn’t thinking about that and refocused on her
screen. He yelled over to her. “That button on the side zooms in,
you may need it from this far away.” She found it and began zooming
in on the warstore nearest to Bob’s.

Two Elohssa warstores began changing course
towards Bob’s. They saw him. Within seconds they were firing at
each other. L shot the main cannon and missed bad, the shell
exploding short of its target. Perry ran over and looked over her
shoulder. The main cannon was so big, when it reloaded, everyone in
the warstore could feel it.

“Try the tank turrets.”
Tony advised.

L fired the tank turrets, the enemy warstore
moved out of the way and it missed.

“Scoot over!” Perry yelled
impatiently.

L held out her arm and blocked him,”Hang
on!”

On the main screen Bob hit one of the enemy
warstores with a main cannon

blast, direct hit, right in the middle of
the chest. The shell exploded and ripped a hole in the armor of the
giant beast, but it kept coming, billowing fire from it’s chest.
The damaged warstore returned fire, main cannon to the chest of
Bob’s warstore.

“Ohh!” Perry and Tony both
yelled, L was fixated on her screen. Bob’s

warstore was on fire, some Tribe members
fell off it’s shoulders dead. Perry pushed at

L’s arm. “They're dieing L!”

“Hang on!” She yelled
again. Then with her eyes squinting at her screen she hit the fire
button. The cockpit of the 2nd enemy warstore zoomed in on her
screen. The shell flew in a high velocity, low, perfect arc and
smashed into the warstore cockpit with an explosion. L quickly
mashed the “Fire” button, trying to cash in on her winning aim. The
three other tank turrets fired in rapid succession with low but
deep whooping sounds. A second later the three shells ate into the
warstore with successively deeper explosions. The entire section of
the warstore that used to be its cockpit was a burning black mess.
The warstore stopped moving.

L looked back and forth and shook her head,
her viking helmet mimicking her head movements a moment later.

“Damn!” They both said
surprised.

Bob’s warstore quickly maneuvered behind the
warstore L just killed. The enemy warstore was trying to get a shot
off, but had to wait as Bob went behind cover. Instead the warstore
aimed to where Bob’s warstore should come out on the other side.
Bob hit the brakes and went in reverse, his warstore came out on
the opposite side of where the enemy was aiming. He had a free shot
and made it count, another main cannon shot to the chest. The enemy
warstore was covered in smoke and fire from the middle up, it
slowed down and stopped moving.

Bob’s warstore turned towards the tower and
accelerated.

“BOB!?” Tony yelled. He
looked to his fellow Humans. “Should we follow em?”

Bob replied,”Sorry mon. We got ta do
dis.”

Tony hit the gas and their warstore
accelerated down the hill. At the bottom of

the hill there was a gate and checkpoint,
Tony went out of his way to run it over. The Elohssa guards
scattered like ants. “Fuck shit up L!” He reminded her.

Bob’s warstore was on a collision course
with the tower. Tony adjusted course

to meet them.

Another warstore engaged the Humans. They
took a few superficial hits. L fired back and did the same.

“Ok L, I’m going to start
and stop moving randomly. When I stop, you shoot.”
“Ok!” L replied.

“I’ll tell you before I
stop so you’ll be ready.” “Ok!” She replied
again.

“Ok.” Tony said slowly,
Now.” And the warstore stopped moving. L took a

second to adjust, fired the tank turrets and
scored some hits. Tony accelerated, a moment later the spot they
were in was hit with the enemy’s main cannon shell. It exploded in
the dirt.

“Haha! Yea!” Tony yelled.
“Noob AI.” He was at full speed for a few seconds. “Ok, ready?” He
asked L.

“Yea.”

He hit the brakes. L waited for the stop,
adjusted, and fired both the turrets and the main cannon. In rapid
succession like someone hammering in a nail, the shells ripped into
the enemy warstore body and twisted it into a explosive metal
wreck.

“Ohh nice L!” Perry
yelled. Then quickly thought out loud,”Hey how come these nuclear
engine things aren’t exploding?”

“I was just thinking
that.” Tony replied. Then he turned his attention back to L. “Okay,
now they might be waiting for us to stop again, so just fire while
we move.”

“K!” She replied and
started zooming in.

A massive explosion hit right in front of
their warstore.

“Ohh shit!”

L and the remaining enemy warstore exchanged
shots, mostly misses.

“Do that stop thing
again.” L recommended.

“Okay.” Tony replied, then
focused for a few moments,”Okay now.” He hit the brakes.

L aimed and fired. This time hitting the
bottom of the enemy warstore, it’s giant

tank treads exploded into a mess of metal
and that side of the warstore sank into the dirt. L was making this
look easy.

Across the way the Tribe’s warstore was
nearing the entrance to the tower. Its

front facing machine guns lit up the
entrance, guards scattered into the night. The warstore was running
full speed right up to the tower.

“Ohh shit!” Perry
yelled,”Are they gonna ram it?”

“No.” L said not believing
that was going to happen. Tony just looked and drove towards
them.

At the last second their warstore stopped,
almost touching the tower. From the Humans view, they saw the Tribe
members climbing down the warstore. King and Slash in front, their
rest of the Tribe sparkling behind them in their metal armor.
Lemmy’s Jeep pulled up and did a power slide next to the warstore,
its occupants jumping out. The warstore front facing machine guns
scanning the area. A group of about 20 Gorillas and Chimpanzees
entered the front door. Tony noticed Bob was not one of them.

“Are we going in too?” L
asked.

Perry looked around,”It’s either that or
play tank wars out here.”

They all stumbled as their warstore was hit
in the back. The store rumbled and made unseen sounds of giant
metal bending, it sounded like the Titanic.

Perry didn’t like that sound, “Let’s go with
em!” He yelled.

“Ok. Yea let’s go.” The
humans, Janis and Moon ran out of the cockpit and began climbing
down. Immediately the air of smoke and war overcame their smell,
the rough wind pounded on them and yelled in their ears. Leaving
the cockpit was like entering a different world. They ran for the
entrance. Tony looked up at the cockpit as he ran by, hoping to see
Bob or something. He didn’t.

As they ran up to the door there was a dead
body in the doorway. It was a

Chimp. Perry was the first one there, and
stepped over the body, shotgun out and ready. The lobby was a
bloodbath. Mostly dead humans. Blood splatters up the walls, some
even on the ceiling. There were hacked body parts mixed around so
much that it was hard to tell which part went with which body. L
almost slipped in a pool of blood stepping over some bodies. At the
other end of the lobby, the automatic door to enter the building
was opening and closing on a body. Tony grabbed it and held it open
while they walked through.

“The elevators.” Perry
said and jogged down the hallway a bit. “Ohh shit

look.” He was looking at the digital
readouts above each elevator, they all read vastly different
numbers. One read 8242. He yelled in a high pitched voice, “Eight
thousand floors!?”

L pointed at an open door. It was broken
open, the door to the stairs. L and Tony ran towards the door.

“I am NOT walking up 8,000
floors!” Perry told them before following.

They went up a few floors, following the
trail of blood and dead bodies.

“Where the fuck are they
going?” Tony asked.

“I think they’re trying to
free the lab monkeys they have here.” L said.

Perry was almost out of breath
already,”They’re not even real monkeys, right? They’re clones. The
only thing they're gonna find here is some Alien 4 Ripley clone
room shit.”

Tony looked back at him”Yea, you’re probably
right. Then they’re gonna be

pissed.”

L, stepping over a body whose head was
sliced off above the jaw replied,”They’re not pissed now?”

The Humans heard the sound of footsteps
above them. They all stopped to listen. Then they heard voices, it
was Humans. They were heading down the stairs, talking about
killing monkeys. Tony opened the door to the floor they were on and
silently waved them in.

The clanging on the metal steps got louder
as the guards approached their floor. Just as the last guy passed
the door, Perry pulled up his shotgun and Tony opened the door.
Perry blasted through the opening and blew a giant chunk out of the
last guy’s back. Tony and Perry entered the stairwell unloading
their weapons, dropping four of the guards before it became a
firefight. They had surprised the guards and they had the higher
ground.

L was looking in the stairwell doorway,
holding her axe, ready to switch to her guns if need be. In between
Tony and Perry’s gunshots she heard footsteps behind her. She
turned and saw a figure running towards her. It was a bloody guard,
he didn’t have a gun, but he had a sword and he was charging her
with it raised above his head. She was startled and went for her
gun, she tried to pull it out too quickly and the nose caught the
edge of the holster and she fumbled, dropping it to the floor. It
was too late to try and pick it up, the guard was on her and swung
down at her with a massive blow. Her vision was obscured by her
oversized helmet, but she attempted to dodge to her right. The
sword caught the left horn on her helmet, which almost knocked it
off her head, but she was wearing the chinstrap and it stayed on.
The guard’s charging body collided with hers and they tumbled.

As L was falling, her body hit the side of
the door frame and that kept her from

falling completely prone. She shook off the
collision and looked. the guard was face down on the floor, but
attempting to turn over and get up. She checked her holsters, both
pistols were now missing. The guard was scrambling to get in the
stairwell. L looked, in front of him was one of her glocks. She
could never get to it before him now, her other gun was no where to
be seen. She thought, “Fuck. This idiot is going to shoot me.” just
as she felt the handle of the battle axe on her leg. She grabbed
the axe as the guard grabbed the gun. Her face grimaced as she
lifted and brought the axe up over her head. In slow motion the
guard rolled over pointing the gun, as L brought the axe down with
all her might. The gun went off a millisecond before the crunching,
squishy, dead thud of a sound a battle axe makes when it chops
someone’s skull in two.

L had closed her eyes. She opened them and
saw wisps of smoke in front of her. She looked down and saw her
battle axe, one shiny, bladed side of the axe sticking up,
perpendicular to the ground, and the other side covered in blood
and stuck into the ground. On either side of the axe was a cross
section of the inside of a human skull. Below the axe blade, the
two sections of skull and face came together at his neck. She
actually chopped his skull in half. Both cross sections of the
man’s jaw twitched as he tried to say his last words. Only bubbles
came out.

She noticed blood in the lower part of her
vision and looked down. Her chain

mail vest was bloody and had a hole. She was
shot. Panic flushed over her and she felt her chest. He shot her in
the boob. She grabbed her left breast and felt it, her hand was
instantly covered in blood. There was a hole in the front of her
breast and another coming out the left side. The bullet went
through her left breast. Her first thought was that she was lucky
and probably wasn’t going to die from this, her second thought
was,”Fuck, there goes my nice tits. That was one of my best
parts”

She looked up, ready to yell for help. Tony
and Perry were standing at the edge

of the stairs staring in awe at the gory
skull she had created. Perry was engrossed by the brains slowly
seeping out of its skull bowl.

Tony jumped over the corpse, “Ohh shit are
you ok!?”

“He shot me in the tit!”
She said and fell to her knees. Tony knelt near her and

they tried to clean and dress the wound as
well as they could right then. Perry had been grazed in the neck
also, but he didn’t seem to know yet. L looked up at Perry, “You
got shot too?” Perry looked over his shoulder, like she was talking
to someone behind him. Then he looked down and saw his shirt was
covered in blood. He stumbled back, trying to wipe off the blood at
first, then feeling around his chest for bullet holes.

Tony looked up at him,”I think it was near
your neck.”

Perry felt the graze wound on his neck,
“Awww shit!”

From above them, they heard more yelling.
Then gunshots. They all were looking up, waiting to hear
something.

Perry said,”Man this place has how many
thousand floors?” He looked up the stairwell. “What the fuck are we
gonna do?”

Tony looked down,”We gotta find them or get
outta here. Fuck.”

L looked around,”Hey, where’d Janis and Moon
go?” Tony and Perry had gotten caught up the moment, and both
looked around and shrugged.
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DEY NOT US

A bunch of gorillas, chimpanzees and monkeys
ran down a Elohssa Corporation

hallway. King led the way. He pointed in
front of the group at the end of the hallway, “That it.” Above the
door read “Lab 9”. He didn’t even break stride and crushed the door
open.

They entered a long room that was part of
the cloning laboratory. There was one scientist fiddling with some
equipment. King picked him up by the face and walked towards the
far wall. King looked around, cages lined the lab. Macaque monkeys
in almost all the cages. The caged monkeys began noticing the
situation and started screaming. King looked at all the cages and
smashed the scientists head into a wall,

One Chimp was at one of the cages, reaching
in and touching the occupant. “Hello?” the Chimp asked. The monkey
in the cage just screamed, jumped up and down and ran in circles.
Slash was looking over his shoulder and examined closer.

“Dey not us.” Slash
announced. He looked at King.

“Let dem out. All.” King
ordered. The cages were quickly unlocked by the Tribe members.
Chaos took over the lab, screaming monkeys everywhere. A few of the
lab monkeys even attacked some of the Tribe. King held up a hand,
his hand saying”Do not retaliate.” After a few seconds of insanity,
most of the lab monkeys started flooding out of the
door.

From outside the lab, down the hall someone
yelled,”Look out! Here they

come!” and the rapid fire cracking of
gunfire filled the hallway. The Tribe quickly ran towards the door.
The Macaques were being mowed down by a few guards on the other
side. The Tribe had no choice and charged down the hallway into the
gunfire.

A chimp with a shield led the way, ducking
behind his shield and pushing forward, Slash was right behind him.
They were climbing over a pile of dead macaques. The chimps shield
absorbed some shots with dull thuds. He looked back at Slash and
smiled. Then he got hit in the legs. He fell to the ground but
Slash quickly picked him up and continued to plod forward, holding
the injured chimp. A quick tapping thud hit the shield again. Slash
lowered himself into the pile of dead macaques for some cover as
both guards focused fire on them. Slash took a few shots in the
legs and lowered himself deeper into the pile, hoping for some
relief from the constant fire. He roared. Behind Slash other chimps
and gorillas were attempting the same thing, leading with
shields.

There was a lull in the gunfire. Slash
looked up, they were reloading. He

wasn’t sure another he’d be alive after
another hail of gunfire and looked down at the chimp holding the
shield, his face said,”We’re charging.” The chimps face agreed.
Slash stood up, the bullets in his legs screamed with pain, but he
charged. Trying not to stumble over the pile of dead monkeys, Slash
looked over the shield. They were almost done reloading, they were
going to finish reloading before he could get there and rip their
heads off. One guard lifted his gun and Slash lowered his head and
body behind the shield as much as he could, bracing for the hot
impact of bullets.

One shot went off and then Slash heard a
grunt, not a gorilla grunt though, it was a Human grunt. He leaned
over the shield to look. The guard that was shooting was now
falling over like a statue. A sword stuck out from his chest, a red
line from the base of his neck went down his chest about a foot and
met the sword. Blood spilled out from the red line. The guard
dropped dead, revealing Moon behind him. Moon bared his Baboon
teeth and jumped at the 2nd guard. The guard turned his gun and
fired.

Slash and King were already sprinting down
the hallway, dead macaque monkeys flying up in their wake. They
pounded the life out of the guard, as Moon fell back limping. Moon
fell against the wall, holding his bullet riddled chest piece,
blood spilled out around his fingers and through bullet holes and
Moon fell over.
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WHY THE FUCK DIDN’T THEY TELL US

The Humans scrambled up a few floors, but
with Perry and L both shot, they weren’t making good progress. They
still weren’t sure where they were going either. But they kept
following the trail of bodies and smashed open doors. Finally they
had to stop.

“I can’t make it.”Perry
said like an old man.

L was in pain, “Yea, lets rest a
second.”

“Fuck, we can’t wait
here.” Tony said impatiently.”Where the fuck are they going
anyways?” Tony stumbled up a set of stairs, the next door said
“Manufacturing” He opened it into what looked like a garage office
with no windows, there were tools lining the walls and the smell of
oil in the air. He heard the sound of loud machinery working on the
other side.

He walked through the office and looked out
the door. It opened into a massive,

long construction facility that stretched as
far he could see. It looked like too big of a space to be inside
the building. The colossal skeleton of a warstore hung in front of
him.

Hundreds of robotic arms worked on the
skeleton, welding and attaching pieces to it. Pieces of the tank
treads lay on the ground all around it. Tony looked beyond the
warstore in front of him and saw a line of warstores in the
distance. “A fucking warstore assembly line!” He thought. Then he
quickly ran back down to where Perry and L were.

Janis was there. She was attending to both
of them.

“We gotta go.” Perry said
and looked at Janis.

Janis looked at all of them,”They’re not
coming out. They’re on a one way mission.”

“Why the fuck didn’t the
tell us that?!” Tony yelled in anger.
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PREMATURE

The ragtag Tribe was hurt. There were only
less than 10 of them now. Slash and King were the only Gorillas.
Slash was injured badly.

King bashed open the next door. It looked
like another long lab room. King saw two Humans standing on the
other side of the room. One was wearing a white coat like in the
other room, one was wearing a suit like the Humans in the warstore
wore. King ran over, they were both unarmed. They turned, looking
surprised at King, which in turn surprised King because he thought
for a second he was seeing double. They both had the same face of a
Human he had killed twice already, the Captain.

King turned and looked down the long lab,
there were tubes with Humans inside lining the walls. The two
Humans tried to run, but the remaining members of the Tribe chopped
them down with pleasure. King wandered down the isle of tubes,
slightly mesmerized. He looked closer at one, it was the Captain
also. And the next one, and the next. They were all the Captain.
Rage filled King and he smashed open a tube with both fists. The
Human inside woke up, gasping for air. He tried climbing out of the
jagged glass hole, cutting himself badly over and over as he tried
to escape. He was sitting up, head and shoulders stuck out of the
hole in the top of the tube. He would try to stand straight up and
the glass would rip into his belly, he would yell in pain and then
sit back down. He began screaming like a baby and crying.
Fruitlessly, he attempted to stand up over and over, each time the
jagged glass cutting deeper into his body. Blood poured from his
belly. He looked around, crying, looking for his mommy or
something. Chunks slid out of his belly, he reached down and pulled
a part of his intestines out from the gore. He stared at it like an
idiot for a second and then fell limp.

King jumped up on another tube, kicked down
and smashed open the glass. The Captain inside jumped up gasping
for breath, just like the previous one. King took off down the
line, smashing a hole in each tube. There were dozens, if not
hundreds. A line of Captains behind King woke up as he ran along
the tubes, smashing each one. A hundred unfinished clones, unable
to survive on their own, like fully grown premature babies. They
all gasped for breath and gored themselves on broken glass, trying
to escape their mechanical wombs. They all flailed, cried and
mindlessly ripped their own bodies to death in a chorus line of red
torturous screaming.

The tribe enjoyed watching this show.
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OUR BALL ZERO

Back in the stairwell the Humans talked with
Janis.

“Shh! Shhh!” Perry
said,”Someone’s coming.” And he looked down. They all

listened. They all heard something. It
sounded like one person. Tony got up and pulled out a gun, pointing
it down the stairwell. Suddenly, Bob Marley turned the corner
running at full speed up the stairs. Tony was pulling the trigger
before he saw who it was and had to pull his aim, a bullet whizzed
past Bob’s head.

“Shit! Sorry!” Tony
yelled. Bob had his hands up.

“Damn mon!” Bob
said.

Tony put the gun away,”What the fuck
man!?”

Bob was dead tired,”Sorry mon.” He took a
couple deep breaths. “Humans go.” “Why what’s going
on?” Perry asked.

“We’re on your side man?!
We’re here to help, tell us what the fuck is going on?!” Tony
pleaded.

“Self destruct da store
mon.” Bob said looking down.

“What?” They all looked at
each other.

“I be settin da self
destruct mon.” He looked at all the Humans. “I set for 2 minutes. 1
minute ago mon.”

“Holy fuck!” Perry yelled
and jumped to his feet.

Tony was already helping L to her feet.
“Fuck Bob!” L had her arm over

Tony’s shoulder and they started down the
stairs. “Come on!” He yelled back at Bob. Perry jumped in front of
them bounding over dead bodies like he wasn’t shot or tired at
all.

Bob shook his head. Then motioned for them
to leave. “Good games mon. You be good at Art of War. Da Tribe need
to do dis mon. Dis Company created us, torture us, kill us. Blow up
company, dis is our Ball Zero mon.” Bob smiled. Tony looked at him
for a long time considering the circumstances. “You be having less
dan a minute mon.” Bob said. Tony turned and took off.

They raced down the stairs, Perry a few
floors ahead of L and Tony. L would

run for a few floors, one hand holding her
shot breast. Tony stayed behind her, helping when she needed. Perry
hit the bottom like a mad man and ran through the lobby. Tony and L
heard his shotgun go off multiple times. They got to the lobby and
saw fresh, newly dead Humans.

They ran out front. Perry was standing
there, looking around. They were in a

war zone. Craters, fire, smoke, like the end
of a movie. The warstore they drove in on was bent over, completely
wasted, an almost unrecognizable smoking mess. Bob’s warstore had
red flashing lights all up and down it, obviously some sort of
warning.

Perry looked panicked, “Maybe we can turn it
off?” He took a step towards the

warstore. “No.” He thought out loud. He
looked back and forth again,”Let’s run for it.”

L, being held up by Tony, pointed weakly.
Tony immediately took off in that

direction.

Perry looked over and saw Lemmy’s Jeep
sitting there, Lemmy was no where to

be found. “Ohh shit yea L! Good idea!” Perry
yelled and took off with them.

L labored to get in the passenger seat and
Perry jumped in the back. Tony

jumped in the driver seat, turned on the
Jeep and hit the gas in one motion. The Jeep threw dirt back in a
rooster tail that Lemmy would be proud of. They sped off as fast as
they Jeep would go.

Perry was looking backwards at the tower.“If
Bob wasn’t lying to us it should

go off any..”

Perry was interrupted by a deep, short
humming sound, it went from deep to deeper, almost like when the
Death Star cannon blew up Alderaan. Tony covered his face with an
arm and pressed the gas even harder, L curled up into a ball in the
passenger seat and Perry stood on the back of the Jeep facing the
warstore. For a millisecond, Perry thought he saw the warstore
expand, deep orange and red filling in the gaps of the expanding
pieces. It contracted a bit, and then the warstore’s nuclear power
source exploded.
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