When Dreams Come Alive
Act One: Genesis
Part One
Chapter One: The Machine

Flathead trailed across the dark, deserted streets of the mysterious city.  The old buildings (that hadn’t fallen to the ground yet) illuminated through the darkness with the lights on the road that still functioned.  His head was plagued with questions.  “Why am I in this place?”  He didn’t know.  “How did I get here?”  He had no clue.  He barely even knew who he was.  

Flathead wandered around the ruins of the city and then stopped when he came upon the remains of a crumbled building.  He spotted a reflective piece of glass in the pile of asphalt.  He picked it up and stared at his reflection aided by the dim lights around him.  He brushed some of his golden blonde hair out of his face so that he could get a full picture.  He saw that he was pale-skinned, wearing a dark coat that covered most of his body, with dark clothes underneath.  To top it all off, he wore big, round, black glasses.  He took off his glasses to see what color his eyes were, but he immediately put them back on; he didn’t like what he saw.  


Flathead threw the glass shard away and advanced through the streets.  He looked down at his dark gloved wrist.  Ever since he woke up in this strange place, the thing that he wondered about the most was this bracelet.  It was a tiny scarlet colored chain with a circle shaped tag attached to it.  In small letters, that he could barely read, it read “F|4THeAd #TS1337.”  Since he had no idea who he was, he named himself “Flathead.”


Flathead felt a slight rumble in the ground that felt like it was gaining more and more power.  He searched all directions to see where and what was making the ground shake, but he saw nothing but old buildings and darkness.  The ground was shaking more.  “Is something after me?” he thought.  Flathead started running away from what was coming at him, but no matter where he ran the ground seemed to shake more and more.  Then the growl of a powerful engine roared through the streets.  Whoever it was, it was driving a huge vehicle.  Flathead was running as fast as he could to get away from whatever owned that powerful engine.  He stopped running for a second, turned around, and still saw nothing.  He turned back to keep running away, but whatever it was that was making the entire racket crashed right into him.  


It seemed to have happened all too fast.  Flathead felt like he just woke up again.  He realized that he was laying face down on the front of some huge vehicle.  Suddenly, he felt a rubber-like coil grab his ankle and it pulled him off of the vehicle and whatever it was slammed him on the ground.  “WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?” screamed a squeaky voice.  “This place is restricted! Everything is here it to be demolished!”  

“I’m sorry,” Flathead said as he was getting up, “I guess I got lost and wandered here.”   
“How did you even get in here?  This district was closed with a firewall weeks ago!  Never mind that!  My Cruncher is ruined because of you!  Man, I’ll get kicked for this for sure!”  It wouldn’t stop screaming, whatever it was.  
“What is wrong with your- um- Cruncher?” Flathead asked, trying to calm the voice down.  “Do you want to know what’s wrong with it?  HERE!”  Flathead hear a faint clap and then light came from the monstrous vehicle that he could now see.  Standing right next to the incredible machine was where the voice was coming from: a penguin. 

Flathead wasn’t sure about which of these things were the weirdest: the monstrous truck that he just realized he had no pain or injuries from being hit by it, or that the penguin in front of him that could barely reach over his knee, could lift him off of the Cruncher.  The penguin was wearing some strange helmet that looked like a brown leather crown covered in lenses and buttons.  “What?  You’ve never seen an oddity before?” the penguin said very sarcastically.  Before Flathead could ask the penguin what an “oddity” is, a section of the penguin’s helmet lit up green and then the Cruncher turned towards Flathead to face him.  When it was done turning, the penguin’s helmet turned red, and then went back to its original color.  The Vehicle was incredible.  Altogether, it looked like a giant bullet with tusks.  The whole vehicle was supported by a set of treads on each side.  It seemed to be big enough to hold at least fourteen forms of him in it.  Flathead noticed, at the front of the Cruncher, a drill that was three times his size.  The drill was completely misshapen because of the imprint of Flathead’s body in it.  
“See that?  YOU did that!” the penguin yelled.  Flathead thought for a moment…

He asked the penguin, “So do you have a spare drill?”

“Of course I do!   But I have to pay for the maintenance guys to get it on.   That’s money I don’t have!”  

“Where is it?”

“Why do you want to know?

“Where is it?”

“You can’t possibly be thinking that you can do it yourself.”

“Tell me, where is it?”

The penguin sighed, “Well, you’re persistent, I’ll give you that.  Go ahead; be foolish and give it a try.”  The penguin’s helmet lit up green again, but instead, a door opened on the side of the Cruncher.  It appeared to be some sort of a cargo hold, but the drill took up most of the room.  Flathead instantly ran over to the front of the Cruncher, and without thinking, grabbed hold of the drill and ripped it out of place.  
“Whoa!” the penguin exclaimed.  His helmet was going crazy with all the lenses on his head were randomly going over his eyes and off again.  “Impossible!” he yelled.  Flathead carefully laid the drill down, ignoring the penguin’s cheers and excited rants.  “How can just a mere spryte lift this drill?  Not even an oddity could lift one of those- well at least an average one anyway.”
“Well, maybe I’m just a strong…” he paused for a moment, (he hoped that he had the name right), “spryte.”  The penguin gave Flathead an odd look, but then responded, “Maybe you are… I tell you what; if you put that spare drill in, I’ll give you a ride to the Central and we’ll call it even.”  
“It’s a deal then,” Flathead agreed.  “I- uh-think that my name is Flathead, what’s yours?” he said.  The penguin gave him another odd look, but then shook it off and said, “My name is Vercetti Kindrid, but I call myself Vert.” 

“Let’s get started then,” Flathead said as he walked towards the Cruncher.  He grabbed the spare drill and walked back to the front of the vehicle.  “Do you think it locks in place or do I need some bolts,” Flathead asked Vert.  In the area on Vert’s helmet, right above his black eyes, a slit opened and out of the slit came a bright-blue light that was directed at the vehicle’s nose.  After a second, it shut off and then Vert said, “Yeah it just locks in.”  “I want one of those,” Flathead thought.  Without wasting much time, he lifted the spare drill and shoved it into the Cruncher, which locked in place.  “Alright Flat!  Off to the Central!” Vert shouted.  “Um, my name is Flathead, not Flat.” Vert went around the other side of the Cruncher, ignoring Flathead, and said, “Alright, just follow me up Flat.”  
Vert’s helmet began to make a very low hum, the helmet flashed in thousands of colors in a second, and then an area of the Cruncher’s door opened up and a ladder slid out from the door and landed right before Vert’s feet.  Vert grabbed onto ladder (Flathead wondered how he did it with those flippers) and climbed up to the inside of the Vehicle.  

Flathead looked around the abandoned city.  “What kind of place is this?” he wondered.  Without any time to lose, he climbed up the ladder and stepped into the Cruncher… 
Chapter Two: The Dream Net


Flathead assumed that such a large vehicle would have so much room.  Instead, the floor was bathed in wires, crates full of tools, and blueprints of other vehicles.  He saw that in the front of the cruncher was a very wide windshield that stretched from the front of the Cruncher to the side of the vehicle. At the base of the windshield were five chairs grouped together.  “Go ahead and take a seat, Flat,” Vert said from behind Flathead.  “Alright,” Flathead responded.  He stepped over the wires and crates and sat down in one of seats at the front.  The chair Flathead sat in looked very comfortable.  It was dark-blue colored (which matched the Cruncher’s interior) and it had one leg, bolted to the floor.  Vert followed after Flathead and sat in the chair next to Flat.  “Alright, let’s head to the Central,” Vert said.  His helmet made a high beep and then the vehicle started shaking and it rolled forward.  
Flathead wondered if there was such a thing that could stop this vehicle from moving, the power of the engine was astounding.  “I’m guessing this is a powerful vehicle,” he commented. 

“Well of course!”  Vert instantly responded.  “This thing runs on Google, the best engine in the world,” he explained.  

“Is it really the best?” Flathead questioned.  

“It has to be if it’s illegal,” Vert said with a grin.

After a long pause, Flathead couldn’t help but ask, “What is with all these wires?”  

Vert seemed to like the questions Flathead was asking.  “Well,” as he explained to Flathead, “these wires are connected to every single item in the Cruncher that can be operated on.  The rest of the wires are connected to receiver that receives the waves transmitted from my helmet.  Basically, I can control everything on the Cruncher from the engine to the microwave with my helmet.”

“How did you get that helmet?” Flathead asked

“I made it,” Vert said, “It took me forever to get all of the parts.”

After that little conversation, most of the trip remained silent- which was a good thing, because Flathead wanted to think.  Confusion abounded throughout his head.  His head was full of questions.  He kept thinking, “Why didn’t it hurt when I was hit by the Cruncher?  If I could lift that drill so easily, then what do I struggle with?  Could I lift the Cruncher?”  He hoped that he would know all of these things soon. 
“So what dream are you from?” Vert asked to break the silence.

“Excuse me?” Flathead was sure that he wasn’t hearing the penguin right.

“What dream are you from?”

“I’m not sure of what you’re saying.”

“Oh, I get it, you don’t remember it yet.”

“I think we had some miscommunication here.”

“You must be only a couple hours old then.”

Flathead turned to Vert, “Seriously, explain yourself!  You’re not making any sense!”  

Vert smiled before he said, “Flat, we are currently in Artemis, an old city in the world of the Dream Net.”  Flathead stared at Vert with a completely blank expression.  “Ok,” Vert began, “I am known to the world as an Oddity.”  Vert pointed at Flathead, “You, on the other hand, are a spryte because you look like the dreamer.”
Flathead seemed to understand.  He turned to Vert and asked, “So oddities are penguins?”

Vert rolled his eyes and then responded, “No!  Oddities are just random things that come from weird dreams or visions.”  He took a deep breath before he said, “For example I came from…”


“From?”


Vert took a deep breath once again and mumbled, “a pipe dream…”

“What?”


“a pipe dream…”


“I really can’t hear you.”


“A PIPE DREAM!” Vert screamed.  It looked like he was doing all he could to keep himself from crying.  Flathead gave a little chuckle, but then Vert gave him a murderous look and so Flathead became silent.  “Anyway,” Vert continued, “You have either just been dreamed or you’re a manipulated spryte.”  


 “Manipulated?” Flathead asked.

“Aye,” Vert said, “every once in a while, some dreamers can control some or most of their dreams, causing the longer memory loss of a dream than a normal dream.”


Flathead asked Vert, “Does knowing the dream that I came from really matter?”


“It usually doesn’t matter, but it can win your great honor and respect if you came from an important dream; like an inspirational dream or a divine vision.”


“So then,” Flathead started, “What exactly are we all?”


“You mean spytes and oddities alike?” 


“Yeah.”


Vert smiled, “We’re all dreams.  We came from them and we are them.”


“Oh,” said Flathead.  “Well that makes things less confusing,” he said.


“I hope it does,” said Vert.  


The Cruncher lurched forward, and then jerked back.  The massive vehicle had stopped.  “Well Flat, it was nice meeting you.  This is far as I can go.  Vehicles aren’t allowed in the Central unless they’re owned by the authorities.” Vert opened the door with his helmet (Flathead assumed that Vert was showing off).  “Thanks for everything Vert.  Maybe we’ll cross paths again,” Flat said with a grin.  


“Hopefully we will,” Vert agreed.


Flathead waved Vert goodbye and then exited through the Cruncher’s door to the Central…
Chapter Three:  The Central

Flathead was almost overwhelmed by the site of the Central.  As Vert drove off, all Flathead could do was stare at this beautiful site.  The city was very… shiny.  The sidewalks were sliver and perfectly smooth, as if they were never walked on.  The buildings were in various shapes and sizes.  There were sections of building where they looked the same, as far as he could tell, and then there were sections, that Flathead could see from where he was that, where the buildings were completely different.  In the center of this “Central” there was a colossal dome that he assumed anyone in this place would see, no matter where they where.
At the top of the dome was a big, blue-lit circle.  The circle lit blue lines that covered the dome in diamond shapes and the lines seemed to go throughout the whole city along every sidewalk, every corner, and every edge in the city, which would explain why Flathead could see everything.  The city wasn’t blue at all except for the lights however.  Flathead wondered if there could be other lights around the Central, but while pondering this, a big, hairy, worm-like creature bumped into him.  
They both backed away from each other at once.  Before Flathead could say anything, the dark-haired worm yelled, “Watch where you’re going!  Do you think that you’re the only one here!?”  Then he slithered off.  Flathead looked all around himself; he then realized that this whole city was flooded with dreams. 
He had no idea how he had not noticed the dreams covering the streets and burying the sidewalks in their presence.  “This must be the biggest place in the whole world,” he thought.  Flathead turned back to where the worm crawled and saw that at the end of the road that was leading out of the city was a path into darkness.  He spotted the worm, slowly disappearing in the darkness as it crawled, but then a white hole came out of nowhere and enveloped it.  The worm was gone.  Flathead shrugged, “I suppose I’ll see stranger things here.”  He decided to go explore the city.  

Flathead liked the Central, at first.  It was the first time he had ever seen civilization, and he was taking it quite well, for a little while.  He approached many dreams and greeted them.  “Hello, I’m Flathead, I’m new,” he would say.  “I don’t care,” every dream responded as each one walked away.  It was either that, or “Noob!”  Every time any dream said that, they would disappear in that white circle, almost instantly.  Flathead wondered what that word could possibly mean, he couldn’t think of any explanation other than “new guy.”  “That could not be it,” he thought.  He wondered why this place was so rude.  He was only asking for help.  “I’ll start mauling anyone who calls me a ‘noob’ from now on,” Flathead said to himself.  


Flathead turned the corner on the sidewalk, turning into an alley; on both sides of the walls of the alley.  At the end of the alley was a wall.  At the base of the wall, was some silver, shining square.  Flathead was curious about the shape.  He walked down the alley to check it out.  As he got closer to the door, he could see that there was writing floating in front of the silver shape that he guessed was a door.  Flathead stood right in front of the door.  The words suspended in front of the door read, “Mecklenburg,” the words flashed and then changed to, “the best place to get the top of the line consoles!”  The words flashed once more and the sign repeated its sequence.  Flathead studied the door to see where he could open it.  The door doubled his height and was wide enough for him to walk through as long as he didn’t spread his arms all the way.  The door was as smooth and as shiny as it looked from all the way at the back of the alley.  He wondered if this was just some joke in this rude place.  He stretched out his hand to touch the door, but then his hand went right through the door.  Flathead quickly pulled back.  He looked around and saw no one else around except for the occasional group of dreams passing by the alley.  He turned back to the door and shrugged.  “I’ll see stranger things,” he said as he walked through the door, stretching his hand forward… 

Chapter Four: Consoles

The room that he entered in was very small.  It was lit by a black light on the ceiling; Flathead probably couldn’t have even lain down in this room.  At the end of it was a red button.  Without considering the consequences, he pressed the button and then the whole room flashed white.  Flathead looked around the room, and it seemed like nothing had changed.  Disappointed, he walked through the silver door and then froze.  

Flathead was totally surprised at what he saw.  It seemed like every moment he took a step in the Central (this whole world even) it became so much more peculiar than the last step.  He had expected to return back to the alley, but instead he was in a new place, Mecklenburg. 

Mecklenburg was very large for a shop or store.  Flathead could see the back of the store, but it would probably take him an hour to get there.  He looked ahead and saw many aisles.  The aisles’ walls were probably made with the same technology as the door; because they were the same color and Flathead saw many dreams walk through the walls.  He looked all around the store to see if there were any windows so that he could have a clue where he was.  There not a single window or even a poster on the walls of the store.  All it was was just red.  In fact, the whole store was red- the floor, the walls, the ceiling- all red.  The only things that weren’t red in the store were the silver walls of the aisles, the check out counter in the back that Flathead just noticed, and the dreams in there.      

Unlike the Central, Mecklenburg wasn’t full of dreams.  Flathead saw maybe ten dreams the whole time he was looking around the store.  He decided to check out some of the aisles before going back to the Central- which could wait.  Flathead proceeded forward (very easily too because there were no dreams he had to avoid) through the store and reached the first aisle.  He looked around the aisle and saw some interesting equipment all stuck to the walls.  He assumed that these were consoles.  They were all square and flat, but every one of them was different from the other.  They were all in different colors and they had unique designs all over them.  He turned to the far side of himself, where there was a dream.  It was an oddity, a floating balloon with eyes and floating hands.  The oddity touched one of the consoles, which then glowed.  As the balloon’s hand pulled off of the console, a square of light that was the same shape as the console was stuck to its hand.  The square’s light died down, revealing that it was a console.  The oddity seemed pleased.  It turned around and flew the wall to buy its new console.  


Flathead decided to do the same as the balloon did.  He looked at all the consoles hanging on the wall and just chose one at random.  The console he chose was silver colored with a black X that started from all of the corners of the console and ended at the opposite corner on the front.  He touched the front of the console, and just like the oddity, he pulled out a square of light which then turned into a copy of the console he chose.  


Flathead held the silver square in his hands.  The console was very interesting, but he had no clue what it was for.  He let the console balance on his hand and then touched the front with his other hand.  The console’s color instantly became black, becoming a screen.  Then it rose upright, and it hovered slightly off of his hand.  Words appeared on the console and ran down the screen as they read, “Thank you for trying the Miljour-D420.  Remember, the Miljour is the only console FOR YOU!”  After that, the screen remained blank.  Flathead poked the console again, which made the screen disappear under the silver cover with the X and then the console fell flat in his hand.

Flathead went though the walls of the aisles, trying to get the check out desk.  It was very strange how he was able to go through the consoles along with the walls.  He guessed that maybe the consoles displayed weren’t real and one would have to just press a button through them and then a real console was delivered.  After about sixteen aisles, he found the check out counter.  


The check out counter was made of the silver light.  On the counter was a keyboard that was attached to a floating console.  Standing behind the desk was a dream.  “So, you’re going to buy that?” he asked.  The spryte was wearing a blue suit, smooth black gloves on his hands, with short hair as dark as his eyes and a tan face.  He was almost as tall as Flathead was, but he looked much more muscular (even with the suit on).  Flathead responded, “Well, no- I was just going to ask you what these ‘consoles’ are used for.”  The spryte stared at him with a blank expression, and then he asked, “Are you new?”  

“Yeah,” said Flathead.


“Oh, okay, I thought you were joking,” the spryte smiled.  


“I’m not, I really have no idea what these things are used for,” said Flathead, getting frustrated.


“It’s very simple,” the spryte began.


“Yes?” Flathead asked to speed things up.


“Everything!” the spryte laughed.


Flathead stared at the spryte with an unnerved expression.  “Well, maybe not everything,” he said, “but you can use it for many things.  You can call other dreams with consoles, send messages, catch up on the news, order the stuff you need from the stores in the console, customize yourself (with the upgrade), and even watch older concerts like last week’s Storm performance.”  Flathead looked down at his console and then he looked back at the spryte, “How?” he asked.  The spryte took out a blue console out of his pocket (“I’m going to guess that that’s his favorite color,” Flathead thought).  It was so small that it fit perfectly in his palm.  “Where do you find the small ones?” Flathead asked him.  

“One question at a time; I’ll answer your second one first because you should probably know this.”  He grabbed on one corner of his console and then grabbed the opposite corner and then he pulled.  The Console stretched bigger and bigger.  Suddenly it was the size of Flathead’s console.  “You can fold it too.  All you have to do is just squeeze it or try to pull it apart and it can be as big as this building- you need a permit to let it be that big- legally you can make it a 6x6.”  Flathead tried to stretch out his console by copying the spryte.  It worked just the same.  “Interesting,” Flathead said.  “Is there any limit on how small you can make it?” he asked the spryte.  

“Nope, but you should be careful if you make it too small.  It could disappear and you’ll have to buy another one,” the spryte answered.  “Ugh, you have no idea how many idiots come in here for a refund because they lost their console,” the spryte commented.  

“Anyway, this is how you operate a console,” the spryte said as he pressed on the cover of his which then revealed a screen.  “It’s very easy,” he said.  The spryte double tapped his console and then a menu with hundreds of choices showed up.  “You have to be quick on the double tapping, otherwise it turns off.  After that, all you have to do it use the off tab in the bottom corner of the menu.  The rest of it is all pretty obvious.”  He was right.  The menu was pretty simple.  Flathead’s menu had a blank background, which he could change if he wanted to.  The menu itself was a couple hundred tabs that he could just poke with his finger and then it would open up to a new page.  There was a tab that he found where he could customize the menu anyway he wanted.  
“So, are you going to buy it?” the spryte asked.  

“Well, I would, but- um- I don’t have money,” Flathead said, embarrassed.  

“That’s okay,” the spryte began, “I’ll give it to you for free.”

Flathead raised an eyebrow, “Are you serious?”

“Yeah,” the spryte continued, “I can tell that you’re a good guy, and I’m trying to get fired anyway- which is why I’m wearing blue and not red.” 

“Well, why didn’t you just act like the rest of the Central and ignore me or blow me off?” Flathead asked.  

“I’m not very sure,” the spryte began, “You just seemed different from the other dreams around here.”  He typed on the keyboard at the counter, which then made a tone.  “Alright, you’re the hundredth person to get a free console,” the spryte said.  

“Wow, thanks- um… what’s your name?” Flathead asked the spryte.


“I go by Twisted, you can call me Twist,” he responded.


“My name is Flathead.  It’s great to meet you Twist, I guess I’ll see you around-“

“Hold a second,” Twisted said as he stared at his console.  After a minute, he exclaimed, “Sweet!  My douche manager just fired me!” 


“That’s great- I think,” said Flathead.  


“Oh, it is great,” Twisted said, “You want to go to Hallen’s?  It’s all on me.”

“Well, sure- why not?” Flathead said with a grin.  


“Ah good, it’s nice to have a friend here for once,” said Twisted.  Flathead shrunk his console and put it in his coat pocket.  “Follow me,” Twisted commanded.  Behind the counter was a button similar to the one that Flathead had found earlier, back in that room that lead to Mecklenburg.  Twisted pressed the button and once again, there was that flash and they ended up in the entrance room.  They both walked through and then reached the alley Flathead was in before.  “How come Mecklenburg picked such a strange place for their entrance?” Flathead asked Twisted.  

“Flat, that’s the back door,” he answered.  “The main entrance is on the other side, it’s pretty huge,” he added.


“Oh,” Flathead said, feeling like an idiot.


“I can’t wait to get to Hallen’s, the food and drinks there rock, Flat,” Twisted told him.


“Yeah,” Flathead agreed.  


Flathead was instantly bothered by Twisted’s last comment.  Ever since he woke up, he never felt hunger or thirst…
Chapter Five: Wanted


Flathead and Twisted walked out of the alley and walked down the sidewalk.  A walking mushroom stopped right in front of them and then it vanished in the white circle.  “Twist, what exactly was that?” Flathead asked him.  
“That was an oddity-“


“No, I mean, what was it that he did,” Flathead interrupted.  


“Oh, that’s called streaming,” Twisted told him.  


“Yeah?”


“I forgot to tell you at the store anyway,” he laughed.  “One other thing consoles are used for is that they allow you to get on a streamer so that you can go to any city or town that’s in the streamer’s route.”  

“Wow!” Flathead exclaimed, “So it’s a teleporter?”


“I wish it was that way.  It’s just a vehicle that flies at high speed everywhere.  I have no idea how it never has collisions.  It just picks you up and drops you off when you point at the location on the map they give you.  The only way to have contact with it is to use the stream ticket in you console,” Twisted explained. 


“That’s very odd,” Flathead commented.  


“It sure is,” Twisted agreed.

“Wouldn’t it be a good idea to use it now?” Flathead asked Twisted.


“Nah, we want to get there when the Central’s lights turn down; that’s when the fun really starts,” Twisted replied.   


“Alright,” Flathead gave in.  

As they walked down the sidewalk, Flathead noticed that there were a couple of dark figures following them.  He didn’t think much of it though.  After all, it was probably just a coincidence.  They turned a corner and walked down the sidewalk.  When they were halfway down, Flathead turned a little bit and saw the two figures turn the same corner.  He saw on the opposite sidewalk, across the street, two more figures coming out.  Nah, they couldn’t be after him, it was just a coincidence.  After about changing several more different corners, Flathead was sure that these figures were after Twisted or himself.  
Flathead began, “Are you aware that-“


“Yes.”  

“Do you know wh-“


“Not sure.”


“How do you kn-“


“It’s a gift, I guess.”


Twisted suddenly stopped.  He and Flathead looked around where they were.  It was a very wide circle of an area sheltered by a couple buildings with only two ways in or out.  

“What are they, Twist?” Flathead asked.  

“They’re called ‘Hax,’” Twisted replied, “(Hacker for just one) Hax are the soldiers and police of the Central.  They’re basically sprytes that have either consented to or were forced to serve under the Administrator.  It’s best not to get in their way.”


“So they’re not after us?” Flathead asked.


“No, I’m sure of it,” Twisted started, “I haven’t done anything worth getting arrested for, and I’m sure that you haven’t.”


“Yeah,” Flathead agreed. 


“You’re probably wondering why shouldn’t we just stream out, huh?” Twisted asked Flathead.


“Well, I wasn’t, but now I am,” Flathead told Twist.


“Hax have a lot of power here.  Whenever they arrive in an area, they disable the streamer transits so that no one can escape,” Twisted explained.


“Aw great,” Flathead sighed, “We should just be careful of these guys then.”


“That’s the best we can do right now,” Twisted said. 


They stood in the center of the circle shaped area and waited.  They figured that the Hax left and so they turned to go back to where they were going and saw five of them coming in.  Flathead and Twisted turned to walk out the other way, but then six Hax were coming in through that way.  Realizing they were cornered, they went to one of the sides in the alley, hoping that the Hax would just walk by.  Instead the Hax gathered in a line, with one of them standing in front.  They looked everything but lifelike.  Every hacker was exactly the same (except for the leader that was in front).  They were probably Twisted’s height; they were covered in dark-grey metallic armor.  The armor that the Hax were wearing looked like a bunch of fragments of machines were individually attached to their bodies.  Each hacker’s head was completely covered in a rusted, metal ball.  At the right side of the “face” of the helmet that they all wore, was a line that glowed red.


“Ready your weapons,” the commander said.  The commander looked exactly the same, except that his “eye” was at the center of his face, and instead of it being a red line- it was a blue circle.  “Affirmative, Seal Sprayer!” they all said in unison.  All of them reached to their sides and pulled out a transparent handgun out of a slot that opened up on their legs.  Each handgun was round at the handle.  The barrel of the gun was very small: it ran straight from the thumb to the index finger, which then it was round and then the trigger fit right behind the index finger.  At the front of the gun was a red glass dot. 


The commander, Seal Sprayer they guessed, looked right at Flathead.  If he had a face, he was probably grinning.  “I found you,” he said.  

“What?” Flathead was confused

“You pissed me off for the last time you freak,” Sprayer said, ignoring what Flathead said.

“Sir, you have the wrong guy-“ Twisted began

“Get lost!” Sprayer yelled.
“He hasn’t done-“

“I said GET LOST,” Sprayer yelled as he slammed his fist into Twisted’s gut, dropping him to the ground.  
Sprayer turned back to Flathead, “The big guy finally gave me the permission to go look for you Kilik, and you are going to pay for every moment you screwed me over.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.  You have the wrong guy, I’m not Kilik I’m-“

“HOW IS THIS NOT YOU?” Sprayer held his console in front of Flathead.  On the screen was a picture of someone that looked exactly like him, glasses and all, but with silver hair and a very smug smirk on his face.  “That’s different hair though,” Flathead said.
“You just went to a customizer,” Sprayer said

“A what?” 

“Seriously, stop trying to piss me off, you already did that,” Sprayer said as he ran his hand over his face.  

“Ok, then just let my friend and I leave, and we’ll stop pissing you off,” Flathead said with a grin.  
“No, no.  I can’t let you do that, now come along peacefully or we’ll have to go hard on you,” Sprayer said.  

Flathead just froze.  He wasn’t sure of what to do.  He knew that if he went with these guys, nothing good would happen, but then if he tried to get away he might get shot and taken anyway.  He thought that if he had to go down, then he would go down fighting not trying to run.  He kneeled down.  “You’re going peacefully?  That doesn’t make sense, but oh well, less work for me,” Sprayer said before he commanded two of the Hax, “Go and cuff him!”  Sprayer backed away to the line of the rest of the Hax. The two Hax approached Flathead, putting their weapons away.   As soon as they both had put them away, they heard him mumble, “Perfect.”  

Before they could react, Flathead stood up in an instant, swiping his fist at the first hacker, sending it into the wall of the alley.  He punched the other one in the gut, crushing its armor and knocking it out.  The other Hax fired.  Lasers came out of the glass circles on their guns.  Flathead held the knocked out hacker and used it to shield him from the enemy fire.  He threw the body forward at Hax, putting a couple of them on the ground.  Flathead noticed that every time the Hax would go out of commission, the eye would fade out and stop being lit.  He ran around the remaining seven Hax at blinding speed.  They couldn’t get a good shot at him.  Flathead rushed at one on the end and then kicked the gun in its hand into the air.  He spun and swung his leg at the hacker’s head, sending its head flying.  He rolled across the ground and pick up the gun that fell on the ground.  One hacker dashed at Flathead shooting randomly.  Flathead shot the hacker in one of its knees, causing it to fall forward.  Before it hit the ground, he kicked the hacker in the gut, forcing it backwards through the air.  Two more Hax ran at Flathead.  The first one tried to punch him, but Flathead ducked and then grabbed the hacker’s arm and threw the hacker at the other one.  The other hacker dodged the flying hacker by ducking, but then it was shot in the face by Flathead.  He looked around.  It seemed that all of the Hax were out of commission- except for the commander!  He saw the commander at the very end of one of the entrances to the alley.  “We’ll meet again Kilik- or whoever you think you are,” he said as he disappeared in the white circle…

Chapter Six: History Lesson

“Ugh,” Twisted grunted.  Flathead turned around and saw Twisted sprawled on the ground.  “Twist!  Are you ok?” Flathead said as he ran over to help Twisted up.  “Yeah, I’m ok.  I’m a little sore, but fine,” Twisted replied wearily.  Flathead pulled Twisted up by the arm; he was going to help him walk, but Twisted brushed him off.  “Ok, let’s get ba-“ Twisted broke off; he had just remembered why and how he was on the ground.  He looked all around the area, spotting all the bodies, body parts, pieces of metal, the blast marks on the ground, etc.  Twisted then looked back at Flathead, who had not even a scratch, and then looked at the surroundings again.  “Impossible,” was all he could say.  


“Wow, that must have been some amazing fight, Flat,” Twisted said after a long pause.


“I have no idea how I did it, but all the matters is that I saved us,” said Flathead.  


“I wish that I could have watched that,” Twisted commented.


“I have to admit it was pretty awesome,” Flathead said as he looked down at his new weapon.  


Twisted instantly went wide-eyed once he saw Flathead’s gun.  “A FRAG GUN!!” he screamed in glee.  


“A ‘frag’ gun?” Flathead asked.


Twisted ignored Flathead as he searched a dead hacker.  “This is great,” he said.  Twisted picked out a “frag gun” from the hacker’s gun slot.  Twisted then ran over to another hacker to take its gun and continued this (still ignoring Flathead) until he got all of them.  

“Will you listen to me at all?” said Flathead.

“Sorry, I got carried away.  I have never held one of these before,” Twisted said as he pointed one of the frag guns forward.  
“What are frag guns?” Flathead asked again, getting annoyed.

Twisted pulled the trigger of the frag gun that he was holding, a laser then came out and made a burning hole in the wall across.  He cackled like a dolphin.  He laid all of the guns he had collected- except for one- on the ground.  Twisted then took out his console, pressed something on the screen, and then all of the guns vanished.  “I just sent them to my room, one of the things you can- Oh, right,” he said, noticing Flathead’s scowl, “frag guns are very special weapons.  One thing that makes them so useful is that they can reflect the light around you in such a way that it can kill you.”

“So it never runs out?” Flathead asked.

“Only if there’s light around,” Twisted explained, “if you’re in a place that’s not lit at all, the gun won’t work.”

“So then, how come you have never held one before?” Flathead questioned him. 

“Well duh, they’re illegal for civilians,” Twisted laughed.  
“Why are they illegal for civilians?” Flathead asked Twisted.

“Because it gives us an advantage,” Twisted laughed again.
“That’s why?”

“Yeah.  A lot of things are illegal because of that in the district of the Central.”

“How far does the district stretch?”

“Unbelievably far.”

“Great...”

“Yeah, I know.”

“Who makes all of this stuff illegal?  Is it the Hax?” Flathead inquired.  

“Well… no.  It’s the dream in charge of the Hax- Administrator Wing,” Twisted began.

“Who is that?”

“I was getting to that,” Twisted continued, “He’s-well- the administrator and quite a dictator really.”  

“What does he say about making everything illegal?”

“He claims that we would hurt ourselves if we had the most advanced equipment, but everyone knows that he’s trying to control all the dreams so that he doesn’t have a rebellion that isn’t hard to crush,” Twisted explained.
“Wow…” 

“Everyone I know hates him.”

“Why?  Just because he won’t let civilians bear arms?” Flathead questioned Twisted.

“No, if it was that- then I wouldn’t care.  He does so many things, that I’m not sure where to begin to start.  Wing arrests anyone that disagrees with him so that they’re never seen again, oddities seem to get in trouble for anything- causing a lot of them to hate us sprytes, and the worst of it- he’ll send Hax to march around the Central; the bad thing about that is that they’ll take any spryte that’s out during lightfall to become one of their own…” Twisted told Flathead.

“That’s very intense,” Flathead commented. 

“Yeah it is, but the one reason that makes everyone hate him is how he became the admin,” Twisted said as he looked down the alley.  

“What happened?” Flathead inquired.

“Well, there was once this one dream, Kudo, that was the administrator,” Twisted began.  “He was a goofy looking chicken, pretty clumsy- one time he tripped when he came up to speak, but he was a genius; I liked him- everyone did.  You see, Flat, three hundred years ago, there ended a war between us sprytes and the oddities.  Few really remember how the war was started, because we’re fixed on how it ended.  At that time there were two gigantic cities: the city of Yahu, where the sprytes lived and the city of Googol, where the oddities lived.  The general of the spryte army, (not Hax, actual, willing sprytes,) Kicken Wing, decided to make negotiations with the administrator of Googol, Administrator Kudo- privately.  The truth was that Wing was tired of the war since it had been going on for a long time, and he wanted to stop losing so many dreams.  Kudo was pleased that Wing and he shared the same desire, so he planned a rebellion against the old administrator, Administrator Eclipse,” Twisted scratched his head, “I can’t quite remember what the details were, but what it was, was that the spryte army turned around in a battle, and marched with the oddity militia all the way to Yahu’s Central and captured Eclipse, who was then executed later by Wing.  Twisted smiled as he said, “I was dreamed in the world around this time.”     
Twisted continued with his story saying, “So after the whole execution, Kudo and Wing decided to combine both cities, making a city at least three times the size of all the others in this world combined, and name the mixture, ‘The Central.’  For a long time, life was great.  Kudo decided that since he planned almost everything, that he would be the administrator and Wing (who really didn’t do much at all but agree) got to be the co-administrator.”

“I don’t think he liked that at all,” Flathead commented.

“I’m sure he hated it more than anything,” Twisted responded and then continued on, “anyway, for about one hundred years, the Central was very peaceful.  Every once in a while there would be crime, but it would be done with and everything.  Other than that, it was perfect.  One day however, Kudo was murdered.  It was the only reason why anybody had their console out for weeks.  He was found mutilated in his office, which was flooding with blood.  No one ever found out who murdered him, but I’m sure it was Wing.  It was only two days after Kudo’s murder that Wing claimed Admin.  He didn’t-“

“Admin?” Flathead asked.

“Admin is a glove that is worn by the administrator that gives him all the power he needs,” Twisted told him, “Don’t interrupt me anymore, Flat.  As I was saying, Wing didn’t even hold a funeral or any tribute for Kudo.  He said it was ‘too depressing’ to even try to plan such a thing.  A year later, he started a training program for sprytes called ‘Hax.’  It was to give us a good fighting chance against an invader or a hostile oddity.  Wing eventually replaced the army with Hax.  Oddities no longer belonged in the army and started to be picked on.  It has been getting worse and worse the past two hundred years.”

Flathead saw that Twisted was done and asked what was bugging him the whole time, “Twist, are you saying that you are two hundred years old?”

“Yeah, in a couple months I’ll be.  It’s not as extraordinary as you may think, Flat.  A lot of dreams are my age.  We can never die from old age, like the dreamers.  We can only be killed,” Twisted answered.

Flathead noticed that the blue lines that ran around the city were starting to dim down.  It was getting very dark.  Flathead started to feel a very cool sensation.  “Wow, that feels good,” he said.  Twisted turned to him with a confused expression.  “Are you serious, Flat?  I’m freezing,” said Twisted, shivering.
“Really?  That’s strange.  I feel like I could fly right off of the ground,” Flathead laughed.  

“You’re an odd one, Flat.  Everyone I know freezes when the lights dim.  Anyway, I think we should just get on a streamer to get to Hallen’s.”  

“Yeah, that sounds like a great idea,” said Flathead.

“Alright let’s go,” Twisted said as he took out his console.  He pressed a button and then a white circle ripped out of the air and both of them went in…
Chapter Seven: Streaming

Flathead had thought, before he saw what a streamer looked like, that streamers were very fancy on the inside, but it was quite different.  He heard the rumble of an engine that shook the whole vehicle.  One each side of the streamer were eight windows.  Flathead looked through one of the windows and saw nothing but white- all of them showed nothing but white.  The entire interior was metal.  Behind from where Flathead and Twisted stood, was a metal door.  Flathead touched the door to inspect it, but the door slid up, opening to a whole area of white.  Flathead almost fell out of the streamer into, but then Twisted pulled him back by the coat (the door then closed); “Not yet, Flat,” he said.  All the way across the streamer was another door exactly like the one behind them.  Along the windows of the streamer were about two or three black chairs under each window, all chairs were against the wall so that they would face the chairs across from them.  The chairs were nothing like Vert’s chairs in the Cruncher.  These chairs were as hard as the interior of the streamer.  They were too close to the ground, so Flathead and Twisted had to lean back and lay their legs on across the floor.  


There were not that many dreams on the vehicle.  There was a spryte across from Flathead reading something in her console.  To the side of Flathead, a few seats away, was another spryte that was arguing with someone with his console up to his ear.  Flathead noticed that on the other side of the streamer were three dreams sitting together.  They seemed to wear different clothes, but they were hidden under their dark robes.  They also wore silky, grey, hooded masks that covered their faces.  One was very big; he might have been able to have touched the ceiling of the streamer with his head if he got up.  The next one was tall- probably Flathead’s height- he seemed to be in a conversation with the last one.  The last one wasn’t very tall but he wasn’t very short either.  They looked like they were all in the same group.  Flathead didn’t really take mind of them.

Suddenly, Flathead heard a loud, high pitched screech.  He screamed as he covered his ears and rolled on the floor.  “Flat!  FLAT!” Twisted yelled, “What’s going on?”  All the other dreams around on the streamer stared at Twisted and Flathead, but none did a thing to help.  “AHHH!” Flathead screamed.  This noise was overbearing.  “Flat!  Seriously, what’s going on?  What do you hear?” Twisted grabbed Flathead, trying to calm him down.  Just as it came, the sound faded; Flathead got up.


“Flat,” Twisted started, “That was scary.  What happened?”


“I don’t know Twist.  Didn’t you hear anything?”


“No, I heard nothing but a scream.”


“Really?  That’s what I-“


“Your scream.”


“You really didn’t hear anything?”


“Nope, just you.”


“Well, I swear I heard something.”


They both got back in the seats, ignoring whoever stared at them and stayed quiet for a while.



“So Flat,” Twisted began, “what happened back there- in the alley?” 


“Well, it’s simple Twist; I gave them a good beating,” Flathead said with a smile.


“How?  You had no weapons and,” he sighed, “no one to help you.”


“I don’t know how I was able to overcome all of those Hax, I just wanted to show them that they should not mess with us, and I did,” Flathead said.

Twisted sighed, “I wish I could have watched that fight.” 


After a minute or so, the group of three sprytes walked up to the door that was on their side of the streamer, opened the door, and then all three jumped out.  Flathead was shocked when he saw this.  “Did they just jump out?” Flathead asked, trying not to believe what he had just seen.  Ignoring Flathead, Twisted looked up from his console and said, “Alright, this is our stop.”  Twisted got up, and walked up to the door.  The door slid up, and then Twisted turned around to Flathead and said, “Follow me, Flat.”  He then jumped out of the opening.  Flathead ran up to the opening, looked out into the white area it opened to.  “Come on!” he screamed.  “Why do I have to go through so many new things at once?” he asked himself.  He closed his eyes and hopped through the opening.


Flathead had opened his eyes a little bit too soon; he still saw himself flying through the white.  He felt like he was falling for only a couple seconds and the white was starting to look solid.  “COME ON!” he screamed as he put his arms in front of his face to guard it.  He saw his shadow form on the white ground.  The shadow started to swirl and it became a deep hole.  As Flathead fell through the hole, the image of a city block started becoming clearer and clearer.  In the all of the darkness, a white circle formed right below him, which he fell through.  When he fell through the white circle, he felt his feet touch a sidewalk.  It was like he just made a small jump.  He could have sworn that he was falling headfirst.  Flathead looked around and saw that he was in the middle of the Central again, with scores of sprytes everywhere and buildings and shops all around.

Flathead looked around the area he was in.  It was much darker than he remembered; perhaps he was in that streamer longer than he had thought.  This area was crowded, but not nearly as much as the area he was in when he entered the Central.  He would see dreams occasionally walk around the corner, some walking in the streets, and quite a some walking into one building across the street.  There was a banner that hovered in front of the building that read, “Hallen’s.”  As soon as he read the sign, Flathead dashed across the street; he was sure that Twisted was in there already.
Chapter Eight:  Party Crasher
The only way Flathead could tell Hallen’s apart from the other buildings around was because of the banner that hovered in front of it.  All of the buildings around were solid cubes with alleys that separated them apart from each other.  Each cube was completely smooth, grey, and they all looked like they could hold in maybe fifty dreams.  Flathead noticed that when a dream went through any of the doors of whatever building, it was just like the one he went though at Mecklenburg.  He approached the building of which the banner that read “Hallen’s” and walked in the door.  

Flathead was surprised when he saw that the building was exactly as it appeared.  He assumed that he would’ve walked into a teleporting room or a room full of Hax that he had to escape or worse, but it was just a normal bar.  

The walls were like steel.  All around the bar were clear, flat squared tables- long and wide enough to sleep on, suspended off of the floor waist-high.  At each square was a tall metal chair for each dream that sat at the table; at the sitting base of the chair was a cushion for comfort.  In the back right corner, was a very peculiar machine.  It was shaped like a box and it was light blue and the size of one of the clear squares.  Every couple seconds, the machine’s front side would slide open, and then a small, green feathered oddity would fly out with a platter of twenty enticing drinks on its back and then it would slide each drink off at whichever table the dream who ordered it was sitting.  
The floor of the bar was like glass.  Flathead noticed that every footstep he took, there would be a red colored, lighted print of his foot.  The lighted print would fade away after a second, going back into the black, glass floor.  He noticed that throughout the whole bar were these foot prints following the other dreams.  One was green and the other was red.  For a minute, Flathead was confused why the colors changed, but then he realized when a female spryte walked past him.  Green was for the female, while red was for the males.  He wondered why someone would do that until he noticed a very plump spryte walking around the bar, intoxicated.  The spryte was short, had bright hair, long beard, and was dressed like just got hit by a giant fireball.  The spryte waddled up to a long haired, dark skinned spryte that was sitting down at a table and said, “Hey dreamy, whaddya say we head on out to my place?”  The spryte that was sitting down stood up and walked away.  The drunken spryte noticed that the footsteps of the one he had just tried to pick up were red.  The spryte screamed and ran out of the bar, after falling down a couple times.  The whole bar roared with laughter.
“I love this place,” laughed a familiar voice.  Flathead turned around and saw that at one of the tables was Twisted, smiling as he said, “Finally you made it here, Flat.”  Flathead walked up to the table Twisted was at, pulled up a chair and sat down.  “So Twist,” Flathead began as he ran his finger across the table, “why didn’t you wait for me after the streaming?”  
Twisted laughed again as he explained, “Well, I figured that you would find this place since you’re a smart guy and all- if you weren’t here in another five minutes, I would have searched for you.”
“In other words, you’re lazy,” Flathead said with a smile.  Twisted laughed and then he slapped his console on the table.  “Try this one Flat,” Twisted pointed to a drink on his console that was scarlet red, and poured into a glass cylinder that was extremely thin at the bottom, but got wider as it got taller.  Behind the drink were a whole lot of other drinks.  Under the drink was a box with a number, C-258; and then another box under the previous one with a bigger number of C+177888.  “It’s called a ‘Ruby Rose;’ it’s my favorite drink this place has,” Twisted told Flathead.  Flathead nodded, thinking that it couldn’t hurt to try one even though he wasn’t hungry or thirsty.  Twisted then tapped his console, the smaller number was subtracted from the bigger number (Flathead assumed it was money), which then made an eerie tone as the table blinked blue and then remained clear.  
“What-“


“Just watch,” Twisted interrupted Flathead.  


The machine in the back slid open and then the green feathered oddity came out with a platter of around twenty drinks again, flew by them as it slid two “Ruby Roses” off of its platter across their table.  Flathead’s drink slid right into his hand.  “How does that thing do that?” he wondered.  The oddity flew all around each table, sliding every drink as it turned the opposite direction, to each customer- not spilling or giving it to the wrong customer.  “Only an oddity can do that, Flat,” said Twisted.  


“Are you sure about that?” Flathead asked him.


“Yeah, oddities are usually more gifted physically than we are, but we sprytes are usually smarter than they are.  That’s why-“ 

“Usually?” Flathead interrupted Twisted.


“Yeah… Every once in a while there’s a spryte that can beat up an oddity or an oddity that outsmart all of the sprytes out there,” Twisted explained.

“Oddities are strong?” Flathead asked Twisted.


“The big ones are for sure,” Twisted said as he took a swig of his Ruby Rose, “a lot of oddities are strong, but unlike us, they can’t make themselves stronger.  Most of the small ones are extremely weak, while the normal sized ones are pretty strong. Most of them can own a lot of sprytes, but with the sprytes like us,” he paused as a huge white bear wearing a grey vest and a cowboy hat walked by, “only and oddity like THAT (he pointed to the bear) could beat us.”  

Flathead gave Twist a questionable look, “Us?”


“Don’t look at me like that!  I can’t fight a bunch of Hax when they’re armed and all I have is my fists!”

“Sure…” 


“Just drink your rose…”


Flathead had nearly forgotten about his Ruby Rose that rested on the table.  He grabbed the cup, lifted it to his lips, and then let it pour in his mouth.  For his first taste, this was great.  The flavor of the drink was rich, the texture was silky, and it made Flathead feel good.  “Good drink, yes?” Twisted laughed.  Flathead nodded downed the rest of the rose. 

 “You want another?” Twisted offered.

“No, I’m okay,” Flathead declined.  
“Good, because those things are expensive,” Twisted said with a smile.

  Twisted looked around and then back at Flathead.  “I’ll guess that you have no place to stay, so maybe you’d like to come to my place?  I know it’s a little too much for your first day here and all, but who knows how many Hax are looking for you right now,” he said to Flathead.  
“That sounds good Twist,” said Flathead.  

They both got up and started to leave.  Suddenly, there was a loud cracking noise.  Everything in the bar instantly became silent.  Then another loud crack was heard and made.  Around the entrance, a big crack formed on the wall.  Nearly every dream was screaming and running to the back of the bar.  “Why aren’t they running outside of the bar?” Flathead asked.  

“WHAT KIND OF IDIOT RUNS TO THE CAUSE OF THE PROBLEM!” Twisted screamed as he ran with the other dreams.  Flathead was about to run back with Twisted, but then he heard a familiar, high pitched screech.  Flathead winced and cried in agony as he covered his ears, trying to stay standing.  The cracks and pounding against the wall increased.  Flathead realized, in all of this pain, that the scream- though familiar, was different.  It wasn’t as painful as before.  Shortly after he noticed, the scream faded away.  The cracks were all centered on one spot on the wall.  The cracked center burst into pieces, revealing a hideous dream.  
It was almost twice the size of Flathead.  Its body was green scaled and reptile-like.  The monster had very strong looking back legs, and its front legs, though smaller, bore arms-length long claws: two on each leg.  Its head was like a lizard’s, with three black eyes and four fangs could pierce anything.  The worst part was this thing’s tail.  It was half as long as its body and at the end of it was a long, curved blade.  

The bear oddity from before rushed at the monster.  The bear leaped in the air, hoping to hop on the monster’s back, but it stood up on its hind legs and slashed the bear in half with its fore claws.  Flathead watched, as if in slow motion, when the top half of the bear fell to the ground, an orange circular light from his chest flew out of his body and made a way for the hole in the wall, but the monster caught it with its tail and then ate the light.  

The monster looked around the bar and then spotted Flathead.  It growled and dashed right at him!  Flathead ran across the bar.  He jumped on one of the tables and surfed on it to the opposite wall, trying to keep the creature away from the dreams.  The monster was running after Flathead, stomping over tables, cracking the glass floor, crushing forgotten drinks, and destroying some dreams that tried to get to the exit.  Flathead stood at the wall, and waited for the monster to get a little closer.  It roared as it was only a few tables away.  Flathead immediately drew his frag gun, shot the monster in one of the fore legs, and then leaped out of the way.  The monster screamed as it fell forward and slid across the ground into the wall- making a big crack that ran throughout the bar.  

By now, all the dreams had escaped the bar.  Flathead was walking towards the exit, putting away his frag gun, thinking that he had just defeated whatever the thing was.  Suddenly he heard a chuckle, a beastly chuckle.  He turned around as the monster whipped him with the base of its tail, sending him off the ground and right through the wall above the exit.  Flathead got up, and saw that he was outside of Hallen’s and a whole crowd of dreams were watching him.  They wanted to see if he had defeated the monster or not.  Flathead was about to scream, “Get away from here!” but the whole crowd screamed as the monster dashed out of the door at Flathead.  He turned around and saw the monster coming at him again.  The monster stopped running and sat down.  There was a big hole in its arm from the frag’s shot that Flathead just noticed.  The monster raised its arm and held it to the pitch-black sky.  As he did this, the hole became whole.  It then growled again, preparing for another charge.  Flathead was about to draw his frag until he heard the screech again.  He screamed knelt down on the ground.  The monster ran at Flathead with its mouth open.  As it tried to snap at Flathead, he leaned back and grabbed both halves of the monster’s mouth, not letting it bit him.  He wasn’t willing to let a screech kill him in such a bizarre battle.  He stood up and tossed the monster on the road.  The whole crowd of dreams gasped as he took at couple steps back and sat down.  The monster got up, obviously sore in the jaw, and ran at Flathead again.  He was started to black out from this screech.  He forced himself to keep his eyes open.  He tried to stand up, but he couldn’t- this noise was overwhelming.  Monster got closer and closer.  Its tail rose in the air, and it was ready to swing.  “Come on,” he thought.  He couldn’t move an inch.  “Come on!” he tried to at least clench his fists, but the noise had made him completely numb.  “Come on!” he wanted to scream.  The monster was laughing as it was almost close enough to attack Flathead.  “COME ON!” Out of nowhere, two beams of light flew through the air.  They both pierced through the monster’s head, making it burst into green slime.  The noise that paralyzed Flathead suddenly ceased, he instantly got up.  The body of the monster fell to the ground.  The whole crowd gasped again.  Flathead saw that way behind the creature was Twisted, holding two frag guns.  “Are you alright,” he yelled to Flathead.  

“I think I’m ok,” Flathead said with a grin.  Twisted ran over to Flathead and said, “Did you hear that noise again?  What happened to you?” 

“Yeah I’m not sure what it-“ 

The crowd screamed as the monster’s body swung its tail blade at Twisted.  Flathead pushed Twisted out of the way and then caught blade between his hands.  He and the monster struggled.  He heard flashed of camera shots from everyone’s console and cheers from the crowd.  The monster’s heard grew back and he heard it growl again.  “Not this time,” Flathead said as he slid one of his hands up the tail blade and bent it across his other hand.  The monster howled in pain.  Flathead gripped tight on the bent blade and then hurled the monster in the air and slammed it on the ground, landing it on its back.  The whole crowd was cheering now.  Flathead stood on the monster’s now vulnerable chest, drew his gun out and shot at the center.  The monster howled in pain again.  Flathead’s shot made a hole again, but this time, there was a grey circular light that floated inside the hole.  Flathead reached in the hole, and with some effort, pulled out the light.  As it came out of the monster, it stretched for a second between Flathead’s hand and the monster’s chest, and then there was a loud snap, and then monster growled one more time, and then stopped.  The color faded from its scales, turning it grey, and then it became sand.  Flathead stared at the light in his hand, held it up to the crowd of dreams, and then crushed it in to bits.  The whole audience screamed with cheer, chatter, cries of joy, and snapping noises of cameras.  
Flathead walked over to Twisted, who was on the ground, face down.  

“Flat,” he began.  

“Yes?” Flathead replied.

“Even if it saves my life, don’t ever push me that hard again,” he laughed.

Flathead grabbed Twisted, and pulled him up, “Thanks,” Twisted said.  The dreams started to walk away from the destroyed bar, now that the show was over.  “The Hax are going to be after you for sure now, seeing as tomorrow, you’ll be all over the headlines in the forums,” Twisted told Flathead.

“Come on, Flat.  This is the only time I can say I had a hero stay at my place,” said Twisted.

Flathead laughed.  He wondered what that monster was.  He looked at the bar and at the crowd that was disappearing.  Suddenly he heard the high-pitched noise again.  Flathead knelt down and screamed in pain.  This time, it was definitely the one from the streamer. “FLAT!” Twisted screamed, “Not again!”  The noise stopped instantly.  Flathead got up, getting annoyed at these noises.  He looked around and then caught the view of someone familiar, too familiar.  It was the guy he was mistaken for by the Hax!  He stood in the middle of the crowd, he looked just like Flathead, but with silver hair and small, beady dark shades.  He was staring right at Flathead, with that same smirk on his face as the picture. 

 “Flat?” 
Flathead turned to Twisted, but before Twisted said anything Flathead looked back at where the look-a-like was, and no one was there.  

“Are you ok, Flat?” Twisted asked.  
“Yeah…-Yeah, I’m fine,” Flathead said…  
End Part One of Act One

Act One: Genesis
Part Two
Chapter Nine: Small Town, Small Talk 
The town of Saiyel was a very peaceful place.  It wasn’t very big: it would take a spryte to run through the whole town probably three hours or so on foot.  The dreams there were nice small town folks; they treated everyone well and the Saiyel Café even gave newcomers a free first drink.  Other than the café, there were only some apartments, a hardware store, a general store, and a small hotel.  A road ran throughout the whole town, with red lit lines on the edges that lit of Saiyel.  It had little contact with civilization other than the usual dreams driving through, which made it a perfect hiding place for Eggy.

Eggy was walking down the road to the town’s café that sitting on the edge of town.  He was only a couple steps away from the café’s wooden porch, before he stopped and took a sigh of relief.  It was tough being a bounty hunter with all of the Hax that are always after him.  Usually he finds refuge in small towns such as Saiyel.  He had only been to this town for a couple days, but so far it was great.  This was this first time he actually walked around the town as well.  He decided to pick this town as his favorite because, so far, no one in this place tolerated Administrator Wing at all.  Every once in a while he’d be in a place full of citizens that would give their lives for Wing, which made it difficult for Eggy and his partner, Chaos Llama, because they would instantly recognize him from the bulletins posted by Wing in the Administrator’s Voice, a very troublesome forum to Eggy.  
Eggy looked up at the café.  It was a small building, it could probably hold twenty sprytes; the solid red base of the building was a cube, with a rusted roof that arched upward; on top of the roof was a glass sign that read, “The Saiyel Café.”  The door in front of Eggy was of wood, swung inward, and stood between two big windows that reflected the outside.  Eggy walked up the three-stepped porch and pushed the door in.  

  The inside of the café was mostly wooden interior.  Eggy counted exactly three tables, with two seats for each, around the center of the establishment (all of which were occupied), seven seats at the counter (where two sprytes were sitting,) and two empty booths for four dreams each by the door.  From inside, he could see the outside, just like any other window.

All of the dreams stared at him as he stood in the center of the café.  “What?” Eggy spoke, “You’ve never seen an oddity before?”  All of the spytes turned away to continue their conversations.  Eggy wondered why he always got that stare.  Was a walking egg so weird?  It couldn’t be.  He spotted a stainless steel spoon that had been dropped on the floor and picked it up.  He gazed into his reflection.  He was a white egg with some speckles randomly shown all over his shell.  He was shorter than the average spryte, but not by much.  His body was lifted in the air by his thick, short, metal legs that seemed to have been stuck to the base of his shell.  He looked down and saw that his legs were supported by his small feet that were completely flat, but round along the edges.  He wore a dark grey cloak which had short sleeves for his arms and the back of the cloak barely touched the ground as he stood.  His arms were grey, square, and robotic.  He had two thick fingers and thumb on each hand; on both palms was a white circle.  On top of his shell was a patch of light-brown hair; under what would one assume would be a forehead was his eyes: they were large eyes, with a black dot in each of them that would constantly shift directions because he was scanning the café.  His mouth wide and on the top side of his mouth was one big tooth that would stay out even when his mouth was closed.  

“Mister, are you going to drink something?” asked a spryte behind the counter.  She wore a pink apron, a white shirt underneath, and a pink ball cap on her head.  Eggy stepped over to the counter and as he dropped the spoon, “Sure, I’ll get something.  Whip me out your best shot.”  Eggy grabbed the chair at the end of the row in front of the counter and lifted himself up and then sat down.  The counter was wooden, as wide as arm’s length and long enough for all seven chairs in front of it.  “Alright, I’ll give you the Squall Buster, it’s definitely my favorite,” she told Eggy.

“How much is it?” Eggy asked as he reached into his cloak and pulled out his console.

“One hundred and fifty credits,” she replied.

Eggy laid his console on the counter, tapped it, which then made a tone, and then he took it back and put it inside his cloak.  

One of the sprytes sitting at the tables stood up and yelled, “WHAT?  I paid two hundred for mine!  Why did you charge me more?”

“Because this guy here the first oddity, like myself, that I’ve seen in a while,” the dream at the counter responded.

“What?” Eggy asked, “You don’t-“

“RACIAL DISCRMINATION!  EQUALITY TO ALL!” the spryte screamed.

He ran around the café turning over the tables and ranting about equality.  The “oddity” at the counter leaned on the counter with one hand on her forehead and she said, “Okay, now you’ve made me mad.”  The door to the café opened and the spryte was blown out of the café.  As soon as the spryte was outside, the door slammed shut.  The tables then came back up off of the floor back into position as if they were never turned over. 
“Wow.  So you’re an oddity?” Eggy asked her.

“Yeah,” she said as she handed him his drink in a white, plastic cup, “I’m the café.  I was a dreamer’s dream business.”  

“Oh, that’s interesting,” Eggy said as he slurped some of his Squall Buster. 

“What is your name?” she asked.

“I am Eggy; I came from some crazy dream when my dreamer had too much sugar one night,” he laughed.

“It’s nice to meet you, Eggy.  You can call me Betty,” she told him with a grin.

“So this whole café- everything in it, is you?” Eggy asked Betty, thinking of the spoon.

She smiled as she said, “Everything but the cups that contain my drinks.  I have to buy those.”
“So you… um-“

“Yeah, I saw you examining yourself with my spoon,” she laughed.

“Oh…”

“Why are you so embarrassed?  It wasn’t anything explicit- as far as I know.”

“It’s just creepy, that’s all,” Eggy explained as he gave an embarrassed smile.  

Eggy drank the rest of his Squall Buster and then he set the cup down on the counter.  “I’ll take that,” said Betty as she grabbed the empty cup and dropped it somewhere.  Eggy began “How do-“ but then he felt his console shaking.  “Oh great,” he sighed, “just a minute Betty,” he said as he jumped down, took out his console and held it up to the side of his head- er- body- whatever it is.  
“Eggy?” the voice from the console spoke. 

“Llama, why are you calling me?  I said that I would back in a little bit- I was just exploring the town,” said Eggy.

“Yeah, well tell that to the Hax,” Chaos Llama responded.

“What?  They’re here?” Eggy asked.

“Yeah- I think someone recognized us.  I just looked out of the window of our room and saw a few squad vans flying through the streets to the café.”

“Aw, I like this town though.”

“Yeah, well it’s not like we can never return.”

“Well, I guess I should get out of the café then.”

“WHAT?  YOU’RE IN THE-“ Eggy shut off his console.  

He turned to Betty, “Sorry Betty, but I have to go.”

“Alright, visit me sometime,” she waved to him.

Eggy waved back as he walked through Betty’s already open door and then stepped off of the porch…

Chapter Ten: Llamas Driving Cars and Boxes of Hax
Eggy looked down the street and just as Chaos Llama said, the Hax were coming down in three of their squad vans or Hammers as they were called.  They looked like big white bricks floating off of the ground with “The Central’s Finest” slapped on the right and left sides.  In front of each Hammer were small, square carts with two Hax in each of them.  Each cart was chained to the Hammer.  Thankfully, they were too far away to spot Eggy and without hesitating, he dashed to the side of the café and pressed against the wall and then peaked around the corner.
The three vans stopped and landed on the ground right next to the café.  Slots on the left side of the Hammers slid up and then ten Hax stepped out of each one and then two Hax from each of the carts.  One of them stood out from the rest- the captain.  “Oh great, Anti-Hero,” Eggy sighed.  The hacker was a head shorter than the other Hax.  His armor smooth, all black, and on his helmet, where his face would be, was a big, red, glass circle.  Eggy turned away, took out his console, and then pressed one of the tabs to bring up the touch keyboard and typed to Chaos Llama, “Llama, Anti-Hero is here.  Get down here as quickly and as quietly as you can.  Remember; don’t call me because he picks up audio frequencies.”
   Eggy put his console back in his cloak.  He peaked around the corner again and saw that the Hax were getting their assault rifles out of the Hammers and passing one to another.  The rifles were long, almost completely flat, and at the end of each was a slot that could shot three bolts at once.  In the middle of the rifle was a circle, cut through, the size of a skull, and in the circle was a handle that one could grab and then mount the rifle on their shoulder.  All the dream would have to do is then squeeze the handle, pull back, and then three short bolts would fly out at blinding speed with a loud clapping noise.  Eggy knew these as T-DKs.  
“Squad One,” Anti-Hero called in his robotic, lifeless voice.  

“Sir,” nine of the small crowd of Hax responded as they lined up.   
“Make sure that no one leaves this town until we get those two convicts,” he said, “and watch the Hammers, I don’t want anyone messing with them.” He and the rest of the Hax marched back through the city.  “Shoot anything or anyone that moves,” he yelled to the Hax that he was with.

 Eggy watched as Anti-Hero lead his group away from Squad One.  After a minute or so, the squad disbanded and sat around the café.  Eggy looked around the area and then noticed the three Hammers that a couple of the Hax were guarding.  He turned back and sat down.  He took out his console and then typed to Chaos Llama, “Llama, get down to the café in five minutes and try to not draw any attention.  We’ve got to get out of here as fast as we can.”  

Eggy got up and peaked around the corner.  The Hax were just standing around, as he had expected.  Eggy turned and ran from the side of the café, to the back of the café.  He looked up and eyed the ledge at the top of the back wall.  “This might actually work,” he said.  Eggy opened his mouth and then his narrow, brown, pointed tongue stretched out slowly.  It kept stretching upward until it reached the ledge.  The tongue then pressed on the ledge, lifting Eggy up on the roof.  As soon as Eggy was on the roof, his tongue snapped back into his mouth.  He smiled as he said to himself, “Strongest muscle.”  

Eggy looked over the arch of the roof and saw that the Hax were still standing around, while two of them were standing by the Hammers.  “Why did I have to leave the good bombs in the car?” he thought.  Eggy felt in his cloak and pulled out a black, marble-sized ball.  “Only good if Llama is around,” he said as he put it back in his cloak.  He then pulled a grey rectangle.  “Too loud,” he said as he put it back in his cloak.  Eggy felt in his side pocket and pulled out a silver cube about the size of a die.  “This could work,” he said with a grin.  
Eggy held the cube by two sides, pressed in, and then threw it down where the Hax were.  The cube lit up blue as soon as it hit the ground.  “What is that?” a hacker shouted.  The cube hopped into the air a second later.  “Someone stop it!” the hacker shouted again.  A couple Hax ran to the cube, but then a flash was emitted through the cube.  All of the Hax were pulled at the cube and then they were stuck together.  “That’s the problem when you’re coated with metal,” Eggy laughed.  He jumped down off of the roof to where the Hax were all stuck together. 

 “I can’t move,” one of them groaned.  
“Yeah, you won’t be able to for a while.  Flash Magnets last for a long time,” said Eggy.  

“Once I get out of this I’m going to rip your shell piece-by-piece.”

“Yeah, I’m sure you will.”

Eggy’s tongue came out and wrapped around the nine Hax’s legs.  Ignoring their rude comments and reactions, he dragged them across the ground and then came up to one of the Hammers.  Eggy saw that on the bottom of side that the Hax came out of was a green, square button.  Without thinking too much about it, Eggy pressed the button and then a section of the Hammer slid open.  Eggy effortlessly lifted the Hax in the air with his tongue and then threw them in the Hammer.  He pressed the button again and the door closed.  “They need to at least lock the doors or something, I at least need a challenge,” he said as he leaned against the Hammer.  

  Eggy saw a black spec coming from down the street.  It was coming quite fast.  As it got closer, he could tell that it was a familiar car.  It slightly hovered above the ground and flew recklessly fast, swerving every second or so.  “That animal cannot drive,” Eggy said to himself.  The car was V-shaped; the inner section of the shape was filled with a black, metal covered, four-seat cab.  The back of the car was a silver circle that would propel the car forward at such a fast speed with a blue flame.  The powerful engine, which it had, shrieked through the area.  It was a car that someone Eggy knew made for him a long time ago, the Horizon.  

The Horizon slowed down and wheels popped out from the underside and it rolled down the road with its speed incredibly dropping every second.  It stopped by the third Hammer, two away from Eggy.  The top half of the car folded backwards, revealing the four-seat cab and a very unique driver, Chaos Llama.  


“I thought I told you to be quiet!” Eggy yelled.


“And I thought I told you to not go out of the room!” Chaos Llama yelled back.


“I was bored!” Eggy said.


“Oh right, silly me, I forgot that boredom is a fate worse than death!”

“It IS!”


Chaos Llama groaned.  He got out of the Horizon and walked on his long two legs up to the Hammer that Eggy was at.  Chaos Llama was very tall.  The tallest spryte around would lucky to reach his shoulder.  He wore a purple blazer and a white undershirt, with dark green slacks, and a brown top-hat on his long necked hoisted head.  His fur was a very faint grey, with his face of a darker shade, and his eyes just dark.  Since he had no shoes, his hooves would make a clopping noise every time he walked on hard ground.  “Oh wait,” he said as he walked back to the car.  He reached in and pulled out his cane.  The cane was long enough for it to touch the ground while he held it at his waist, black, and on the top was a white ball.  He held the cane with just his hands, which one might call fore hooves.  His hands started to glow with a light blue shade. 

 “Llama, we need to get you some new horse gloves,” Eggy suggested.

“I know, but I like these ones.  They’re the first pair I didn’t have to break into,” Chaos Llama told Eggy.


“Well, if we don’t get you a pair in a couple days, you won’t be able to hold anything,” Eggy reminded him.


“Yeah, we should head to the Central soon so we can get to Hiro’s shop.”


“What about the horse shoes?”  


“Oh, they’ll last me another year or so, but it couldn’t hurt to get a new pair if we can afford it.” 


“I suppose so.”


“Alright, Eggy, let’s get out of this place, I think Anti-Hero will come any minute,” Chaos Llama told him.


“Nah, I’m a little faster than that,” someone said…
Chapter Eleven: Evacuation
Eggy and Chaos Llama turned around.  Behind them were Anti-Hero and twenty-six other Hax, all pointing their guns at them both.   


“How’d you all get behind us without us noticing anything?” Chaos Llama asked.


“Hacks,” Anti-Hero said and then he threw his head back and laughed.  Soon all of his subordinates joined in, but after a moment of their laughter, Anti-Hero stopped laughing and screamed, “WHAT’S SO FUNNY?”  Each hacker became silent either by fear or more fear of their commander.  After a minute, a hacker raised his hand and said, “Sir, it was just that they asked how we got so quietly and it’s obvious why because we’re Hax and we can hack things like sound.  It was just ironic to ask.”

There was a pause and then Anti-Hero said, “That’s not funny…”  A slot slid opened on his back, where a small, arms length, narrow cannon, which snapped over his shoulder.  As soon as it clicked in place on his shoulder, the cannon fired, and the hacker’s head that he shot was probably flying into the next down.  “Now that’s what I call funny,” he said.  All of the Hax forced themselves to laugh for fear of being shot.

Suddenly they all heard the high scream of an engine and a bleat of sheer joy mixed with a shriek of amusement.  They all stopped what they were doing and turned around.  The Horizon was speeding off.  “Get them!” Anti-Hero ordered.  The Hax gathered around the three Hammers and got inside the first two and sped off after Eggy and Chaos Llama.  The third Hammer was stuffed with Squad One, all stuck to each other.  “Flash magnet,” Anti-Hero mumbled.  He turned to the three Hax before him, “Take these guys to the medicenter with this Hammer through the nearest outlet,” he said.  Each of the three bowed as they said, “Sir…” and drove off in the Hammer.  

Anti-Hero looked down at the hidden speaker on his wrist, which had started ringing and said, “Hello?”  Noises of static screamed out of the speaker.  Anti-Hero responded, “Yes sir, I’ll use the HUB right now.”  He then became enveloped in a white circle and vanished.  


“Come on Eggy!  You have to!” Chaos Llama yelled at him.


“No!  I cannot live without this thing, it’s my family!” Eggy cried, gripping on the steering stick.  The Horizon shook violently as it was hit again by another bolt from a T-DK.  “Eggy, if you don’t do it now, your ‘familly’ will die with you in it!  Let’s go, I don’t know how long will be until they realize the streamer routes are open!”  

Eggy sighed, “Alright, but they’re not getting this thing in one piece!”  He reached in the back seat and pulled out a fist-sized, blue ball. 

 “Oh, that’s mean,” Chaos Llama said.  


“They deserve it,” Eggy said.


Eggy pressed a button on the ball and then it glowed.  Chaos Llama put his arm around him and then pressed the button on his console (which is made specifically for dreams with hoof hands like him) and they vanished through the white circle.  The Horizon came to a stop in the middle of the road then exploded in the biggest blue blast anyone could ever witness.  

Eggy sat down on one of the empty seats on the streamer.  Chaos Llama sat next to him.  “So what is our balance anyway?”  Chaos Llama asked him.


Eggy looked at his console and told Chaos Llama, “Not enough to get another Horizon.”


“But enough to get the horse gloves and a room somewhere right?” 


“Yeah, yeah…”


“It’s amazing how much you can make selling armor fragments of Hax.”


“Yeah, it’s weird how many dreams want their guns or armor.”

Eggy sighed.  He looked out the window, with a sad expression on his face.  “Come on Eggy, we can get another car like the Horizon or something better.  You’ll just have to save up for one again.”

“Alright, another sixteen years of saving,” Eggy said sarcastically with arm in the air, “Woohoo,” he cheered…

