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Chapter 1




The Nu-Vaporwave Exorcists.
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Nu-Vaporwave, the city that was built on seclusion. It’s a central technological hub for all of humanity’s greatest scientific achievements. In this city, a great number of people spend almost their entire days glued to some kind of web-ready device, working, using some form of social media, even playing games and socialising, it’s kind of similar to the way it was at the turn of the twenty-first century, only now? Now it’s to a whole new level of intensity, where the simple act of leaving their homes becomes a completely implausible concept.

Not everyone is a shut-in though, it’s roughly a 50-50 split down the middle, there is a percentage of people who make use of the jobs that those who choose seclusion work so diligently on. The shut-in (referred to as node residents) perform system checking and maintain numerous amount of automated services to help those who abstain from web use to work their day-to-day, 9 to 5 (sometimes longer shifts) jobs, by keeping unmanned public transports operating, along with other useful services that contribute to electricity, water/food supplies, security systems and so on. These shut-ins are given the name Node Residents because they are, in truth, just mere nodes to serve the overseeing supercomputer that controls and regulates there tasks on a daily basis. A seemingly soulless job from an outside perspective, but it is one that these men and women are more than happy to do nonetheless, because it beats stepping outside...

What created this fear of the outside world, you ask? Well, aside from humanity in general, in the year 2274, humanity was subjected to the troubling discovery that, against all logical explanation, magical elements existed in the world around us. A gradual realisation that was only revealed from humanities ongoing progression of faster and faster information exchange, leaving no stone on Earth unturned. In trying to explain the improbable, a group of varying scientific experts in different fields began to realise that demons existed around us, and the fact alone was not only terrifying upon discovery, the demons themselves reacted negatively to said discovery, because in short, they simply did not want to be found.

There was no out-and-out conflict over the matter. Across the board it was more a series of chaotic riots in key cities around the world, which were quelled within a few short weeks. Despite not being considered a war, one man was dubbed something of a “war hero” for his unwavering efforts in saving as many lives, on both sides, as possible, to minimise casualties with a peaceful resolution. A man named Break Rheda.

Often considered by overzealous web communities as the greatest soldier who ever lived for his efforts in the riots. Japanese born, he worked for years as a police officer in his homeland until he was appointed to serve as the commanding officer in a specialist tactical police unit to ensure demons didn't use their powers to abuse their equal citizenship among humans, and of course to prevent hate crimes in the opposite respect.

The unit was referred to as The Nu-Vaporwave Exorcist Squadron or the N.V.E. Police for short, and its members were hand-picked by Break Rheda himself.  
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The members include...
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Strutter Cruise, an American-born sharpshooter, and Rheda’s best friend. Never been known to lose a one-on-one duel when shooting is involved. As a result, his handgun is often referred to God’s six-shooter, he dresses in all black, often preferring expensive suits, and speaks in a gravelly voice due to years of chain smoking on the job. He is often easily recognised by his black cowboy hat, that was given to him by his (now deceased) Italian uncle, when the man was on his deathbed. As a parting gift from someone deeply important to him, Strutter is naturally never seen without it.

Lieutenant Anthem Shine, a decorated British special forces agent with an impeccable record. Though not as openly friendly as the rest of the unit, he and Rheda respect each other enough to work alongside one another. Name a war in the last fifteen years, and he's likely to have fought in it, and done so by the book. Straight-laced doesn't even begin to describe this man, and he often in the past served as the voice of reason to contradict Rheda's reckless means of handling most cases.

The Grey Kiyotsuna, a Japanese Samurai, who is half angel on his mother's side, his name is a code name, and thus his real name is unknown, his greatest achievement that earned him a place on the unit, was when Rheda spotted him cutting a sea of lava in half with his sword to save a village from being eclipsed in the burning substance. Kiyotsuna himself is loyal to Rheda for saving his life on six separate occasions, all of which involved angry ex-girlfriends trying to kill him one way or another. Due to his poor skills in communicating with the opposite sex, Kiyotsuna is enterally grateful for Rheda's assistance in such matters, both as a wingman before such courting process takes place, and mediator in the aftermath.

Vertigo Vibe, referred to as The Vamp, his gender is ambiguous in nature, to the point that it is often difficult to tell, he claims to be a man, but is a master of disguising as a woman, to the point that he never wears anything but women’s clothing, and only his comrades can truly tell the difference. Vertigo typically prefers making his money scamming politicians by using his charm to lure them into various sex scandals for well-structured extortion opportunities, and only took the job on the N.V.E. because he is in love with Captain Rheda. Rheda is aware of his feelings, but has made it clear, in the nicest way possible, that he doesn’t feel the same way. Despite this, Vertigo claims he still maintains the ongoing assurance that he’ll follow him blindly until he changes his mind, because in his words “wandering through life in false hope, beats an existence without love any day”...

And finally, Lucille Histoire a half demon, half human, seemingly 100 percent human in appearance (aside from her red eyes), her understanding of demonic magic and alchemy extends further than most of the world’s foremost scientists. She was arranged to marry a demonic mage by the time she turned 18 by her (now deceased) demonic father, but ended up in a relationship with Break Rheda by the time it was to take place, as a result she ended up joining the unit as a consultant (because women aren’t allowed to become full-time members under the stations demon mitigating laws) a few years after it was established.

Now, in the year 2280, the city of Nu-Vaporwave is approaching a mayoral election. One of the campaigners happens to be the first openly demonic candidates to ever run for office, and because he’s popular among some citizens of all races, many demons have taken it upon themselves to start acting out of accordance with law once again, thinking that once a demon is in charge, the city will belong to them. As a Result, the N.V.E. police have had their workload tripled...

...It’s not something that bothers them however, because these men have been working together for so long, that when the proverbial shit hits the fan, it just feels like another day at the office for them...
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Chapter 2




Exorcists Rocking It.
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It’s only one week away from the upcoming election in Nu-Vaporwave, and with tensions starting to run high among voters, both humans, and demons alike, the police have to be on constant watch for citizens acting out of accordance with the city’s law.

This, of course, is no different for the Nu-Vaporwave Exorcist Squadron, who have also been called out to help with the more extreme cases of demon related crimes within the high-tech city, which is deceptively beautiful in itself to look at from a distance, due to its countless neon-lit buildings.

Pulling up outside one of said vibrantly lit buildings, Strutter Cruise, a sharp-dressed man with black hair who is typically measured at 5 ft 9 in height, pulls up in a sleek, equally as dark classic twentieth-century car to match his clothes. Sitting in the driver seat, he looks over the building after stopping for a few seconds, before turning to the passenger seat and relaying word of their arrival to his right side.

Strutter: OK Captain, this is the place...Bonk Melgure’s Jewellers...

In the passenger seat next to Strutter, there sits a handsome, long blue-haired man, wearing a short-sleeved black shirt, blue jeans, a belt with a holstered black custom handgun, combat boots, and a retro black twenty-first-century style bomber jacket. This man (who is not only Strutter's superior, but is also, in fact, the legendary hero Captain Break Rheda), sits casually smoking and taking in the sights at the moment he is given this update. Upon hearing word of their arrival though, he simply lowers his head to get a look through the windscreen at the store logo, and he then curiously asks.

Rheda: You sure this is the right place?

Strutter: The GPS doesn’t lie, and it says a node hermit just patched the thing’s city maps five seconds ago, so it’s clearly up to date...

Rheda: OK, so remind me again why they’re holding up this charming little jewellery store again?

Strutter: Supposedly it’s some aggressive fundraising for a last-minute campaign donation, they say every penny makes a difference.

Rheda: What a load of bullshit...

Strutter: I know, right? They’re clearly gonna pawn everything that isn’t nailed down in there, and maybe sprinkle a few coins towards the demonic mayoral candidate so they can post about it online for some virtual feel-good applause......

Rheda: (Sighs)...Oh well, guess we’ll just have to lock’em up until next week...

Strutter: Again? Hell... those prisons are so jam-packed, demons must be pouring out of the windows by now...

Rheda: Probably...it’s not my area. Unfortunately, if people don’t like the cramped circumstances, they can maybe fix that problem by not committing a crime once things go their way for five fucking minutes, they’re all doing what they want....thinking they’re on easy street or some shit.

Strutter: Yeah, demon pop idols, demon chefs, demon ballroom dancers, demon vloggers, no matter what the fuck comes out of the woodwork, it seems like they’re just waiting to scream rebellion once they’re given an inch...

Rheda: A shame for the talented demons who bust their asses off trying to live normal lives, I suppose. But what can you do? It’s a perpetual balancing act between the ripe and the rotten...cultural transition periods suck...

Strutter: Not half as much as using my freaking Friday night to stop jewellery store robbery...

Rheda: It’s not like it’s a big deal, I mean we do have work again tomorrow, you know?

Strutter: Oh, shit, yeah...I forgot, we’re on call all of election week...Oh well...worse shit happens at sea I guess...

Rheda: The sooner we get it done, the better. Come on, all we have left to do tonight is bust these guys. After that, I’ll buy everyone dinner when we clock out for the night...

Strutter: Sounds like a plan. Alright, you want the numbers?...

Rheda: I doubt they’ve got a fucking army in there, but sure, let’s play it by the book for a change, what’s the report say?

Strutter: Apparently we’re looking at least five demons inside, there’s a getaway-driver out back, but Kiyotsuna says he’s entering through the back window, so he might graciously take care of that for us in the most violent way possible...

Rheda: Bonus...

Strutter: They claim they’ve got a woman hostage, but let’s be honest, we know the score here, she’s not in any danger...

Strutter is interrupted in the middle of speaking as a young woman with white hair and red eyes sits up in the back seat, awakening from a prolonged slumber after completing a seemingly long mentally taxing task some time ago. This woman is Lucille Histoire, something of a mixed-race royal being, though she doesn’t act the part really, as she yawns and wraps her arms around Rheda’s neck and childishly asks.

Lucille: Rheda sweetie, did you say that we were going to get something to eat?

Rheda: Yeah, but eh...it’s after work, I’ve still got kind of a....robbery in progress here, ya know?

Lucille: Really? But you’re so relaxed about it? OK....whatever, just wake me up when the fighting’s done...

She then pointlessly shoves herself off of the seat to fall back into her own chair to pass out once again as Rheda stubs out his cigarette in the car’s ashtray, and Strutter looks on at the demi-human scientist and suddenly confesses.

Strutter: How that girl was ever conscious long enough to give you a first impression for any sort of hook up is beyond me, Captain...

Rheda: Yeah, I honestly have trouble figuring out how I got from then to now myself sometimes, the trick to life is always wear blinders...in my opinion at least...

Strutter: Shoot first and ask questions later...

Rheda: No matter how you word it, the end result always serves me well...Now come on, let’s do this...

Rheda and Strutter step out of the car and start to make their way inside the jewellery store to resolve the situation developing inside. Inside the store itself, the situation is your typical set-up, all customers (now hostages) are laying face down on the floor, because that’s where they were told to go the moment things kicked off. This is the same for every hostage aside from one of course, a woman who is currently being held in position by the lead demon (a beast named Grover), while three of his associates watch the exits on top of the other hostages, and the one remaining demon pressures the woman behind the counter to start filling bags with everything behind the display cases.

As this situation continues on schedule the lead demon, Grover, starts shouting out to all of the customers hoping to secure his affirmative control over the situation as he fires his gun once in the air and shouts.

Grover: I said nobody move dammit!

Nobody did, but he just felt like scaring them regardless. Of course in the midst of having his fun he does lower his voice to talk in something of a more coordinated manner, to try to extort more money from the hostages.

Grover: Alright, I know you humans all came here with money today, nobody walks into a place like this without a little green lining their pockets, so come on! Everyone start emptying your God damn pockets and leave the cash at your heads, then my boys will come and take it from you, one by one.....Remember though, if any of you try anything funny? Then BLAM!!!!!

Firing his gun once again as hits the word “blam” for double impact, it does in fact look like the petrified hostages are about to conform to his will, with one man even reaching into his pocket and proceeding to write them a cheque with his face down (impressive really since this means he can write cheques without even paying attention, a legit “big spender” incarnate).

However, seconds before anyone can lay any form of redeemable tender down on the floor for Grover and his men to obtain, Rheda shouts out over the heads of everyone inside the store, announcing his presence, as he casually stands by the doorway cracking his knuckles, where Strutter stands behind him (perpetually spinning his six-shooter on his finger as he waits for orders).

Rheda: Hold it!!! Nobodies giving you anything, Grover!

Grover: ...!?!?!

The demon is understandably surprised at first that Rheda knows his name (not being aware that they’re well-briefed police officers), but quickly collects himself as he realises that Rheda and Strutter have already begun moving towards his position. And Rather than waiting for the two of them to try to say anything more, he simply moves his gun away from the woman he has held hostage, and he instead aims it at Rheda, ready to take a shot. The legendary hero simply smirks response however, as he knows he’s already won this standoff before it even began. Before Grover can even take the shot a white line zips past him, and the demon subsequently screams in agony, as suddenly, as if by magic, his arm has been sliced in two at the elbow.

Wondering what caused this, as the limb peels apart and blood begins to spray from the wound, everyone looks to Grovers left to see the Japanese Angel Samurai, The Grey Kiyotsuna sheathing his blade as he says to Grover.

Kiyotsuna: It is as my Captain always says...idle hands get slicing...

Rheda not exactly remembering saying these words himself, sort of concurs with the sentiment, and proceeds to gingerly nod and shrug his shoulders in agreement with Strutter before Grover screams at them once again.

Grover: My hand!?! What have you done to my hand!?!

Not willing to go over this with him again, Grover’s hostage suddenly elbows him in the stomach and stuns him with an electrical taser, revealing himself not be an ordinary female customer at all, but in fact, the infamous Vamp of the Nu-Vaporwave Exorcist Squadron, Vertigo Vibe. After locking a set of handcuffs around Grover’s remaining wrist, and chaining him to a nearby pipe, he turns and playfully scolds Rheda for his time wasting.

Vertigo: Honestly Rheda honey, I almost got blood over my new shoes, what took you so long, you know if you lollygag around town, then Kiyotsuna is gonna go from “hello” to “slice n’dice” in no time flat...

Rheda: Hey I figured these jerks were small time...Come on guys, what do you say, you all want to just pack it in here and now, since your leader is in chains after all?

Rheda, of course, offering a branch to the demons in exchange for their unconditional surrender, gets met with nothing but a solid battery of gunshots in return, as both he and Strutter dive for cover at one side of the jewellery store, whilst Kiyotsuna and Vertigo do the same at the opposite side. As Strutter crouches, checking his gun behind cover (to make sure all six shots are loaded), he comments on the situation to Rheda, as the four demons blindly fire out in the open.

Strutter: Hey Captain...You ever notice when you do that, they almost never take the old “come quietly and surrender” deal you roll out to’em?

Rheda: Yeah...it totally sucks...

Strutter: Can I ask one simple question about that?

Rheda: Shoot from the hip Strutter, it’s always been your style...

Strutter: Why bother?

Rheda: Meh, it shuts up the rule-obsessed jerks back at the head office...

Strutter: Got’cha...so, are we over this yet?

Rheda: More than, let’s do it...Kiyotsuna!?

Kiyotsuna: Yes Captain!?

Rheda: Give these morons a show before we end this, will ya?

Kiyotsuna: Yes sir!....

Vertigo pats Kiyotsuna once on the back as he receives these instructions to give him the all clear, and the angel samurai then proceeds to leap out of cover drawing the full might of the demons shots, a mere test of his skills in the end, as he simply takes this as a challenge head-on, closing his eyes, he takes a deep breath and says to himself.

Kiyotsuna: Heavenly Father.....guide my blade!....

Subsequently drawing his sword, he then proceeds to start slicing bullets in half one by one, cutting them to shreds and rendering them useless somehow. In turn, this distraction keeps any of the hostages from getting hurt, and allows Strutter to leap out of cover to gun down two of the men with shots that strike faster than the eye can see, wounding the demons, but not killing them.

To avoid taking any chances beyond this Rheda keeps anyone from using any more weapons and jumps the barricade he was using for cover, as he runs towards the two remaining demons, and punches one so hard that the beast flies through the air and crashes through one of the display cases at the back of the store (far away from anyone who could’ve been hurt by the glass). With one down, Rheda finally turns and grabs the last demon by its arm. Holding the demon by said arm with both hands, Rheda then proceeds to twist the limb with one forceful move which snaps it in two leading the demon to drop his gun and scream as Rheda casts him the floor (far away from the beasts discarded weapon) and dusts his hands off whilst saying back to Vertigo.

Rheda: Alright, that’s a wrap, Vertigo? Tell the guys from the cleanup crew it’s their time to shine...

Already on the phone, Vertigo simply waves back in response as he calls the police commissioner with his cell phone to let him know everything is under control. Of course, this is one of many, successful small-scale jobs that come around whenever demons start overstepping their bounds in mass within the city of Nu-Vaporwave.

Rheda himself knows for a fact now, that over the course of the next week, things will almost certainly get even worse. Luckily, as promised, he opts to do something for his team in lieu of their weekend getting sacrificed as a result, by taking them all out to dinner, to any place of their choosing. Shockingly, when he put it to the vote, they didn’t choose any kind of overpriced, high-class restaurant, and instead opted for some form of pizza place. A quaint little establishment just two blocks down from the police station (simply named Jokovs), that Strutter and Kiyotsuna supposedly frequently visit on Saturday nights off.

Not being a fan of pizza himself, Rheda simply sits (not partaking) at the booth within the restaurant that they are all seated at, watching the news on the TV. Also at this table, Strutter and Kiyotsuna sit at the left side, and Rheda and Lucille sit at the right (Lucille hanging off of Rheda in an overly affectionate manner the entire time), Vertigo being the first to sit down sits on the inside next to Rheda and Lucille, not eating, but instead checking his makeup, not willing to let his disguise ever slip for a single minute.

After taking a brief minute to look at the news himself, Strutter rolls his eyes at the political stuff taking centre stage, yet again, and he instead proceeds to focus on Vertigo’s diligent efforts, and simply has to satisfy his curiosity in the man’s vain obsession with his appearance.

Strutter: So level with me here Vertigo, what’s the deal with you checking your looks all the time, even now? We’re done for the day, don’t you feel like kicking back?

Vertigo: Maybe work for you is done, but trust me when I say this Strutter, my work is never done, keeping up appearances is the most important thing I do, especially when I’m working to impress a certain legendary hero...

Lucille: Seconds...

Strutter: What the hell does that mean, you want more pizza?

Lucille: No, it means I agree with Vertigo...appearances are important, it’s a statistical fact that a high percentage of humans not only judge through their eyes, but also with them.

Kiyotsuna: Meaning what, that eyes are a person’s most attractive quality?

Vertigo: Perhaps....but I think a better way of articulating the girl’s point is that we all wear masks really. Every human isn’t one hundred percent themselves in public, unlike the way we are here with one another. You’re always wearing a front, even if you don’t realise it. And you could be doing so to either be overly nice to get ahead, or overly crude to push others away...I hear even reclusive node residents use false usernames and pretend avatars to hide who they are online, the virtual world they perceive as their “public space”...In the end, people can’t change what they are really. But there’s no harm in having a well-polished mask to wear...right?

Strutter: Your point made even less sense to me...

Rheda: Hey Strutter, how about this one...You ever wondered why they put artistic designs on the back of playing cards?

Strutter: ...?

Rheda: So they’ll still look good while you hold them close to your chest...

Kiyotsuna: Humanity is indeed good at hiding its secrets within beauty...

Strutter: Yeah, yeah, can we drop this cryptic crap, I spent all day fighting the supernatural elements, now I just want to grab a slice and catch the basketball scores to know where my guys are on the tables...

Vertigo: Well, good luck with that...they said a few minutes ago that Arch Duke West-Grimm is doing an interview next, so he’ll probably be talking for a few hours...

Kiyotsuna: The man loves to speak...

Vertigo: And that’s about all he does, I heard someone on the news say he had the gift of the silver tongue, but more realistically, I’d say his tongue is flat, and moves on its own in the wind...words come out, but they don’t make any sense, I sometimes think politicians like him only get a job because they can, at the very least, afford to rent a suit...

Rheda: That and supporting demons in politics is “in” right now, because a human politician gets accused of everything these days, and the corrupt things they’re actually doing don’t really help in their pleas of innocence...

Strutter: A media mudslinging three-ring circus, where everyone gets a say, but nothing really gets said......Aw shit, now you’ve got me doing it too....

Lucille: To be fair, I can vouch for the fact that the Arch Duke is not all that great...

Strutter: You can?

Lucille: Yeah, he was the demon I was going to marry before I met Rheda...

Vertigo: And looking at the Captain’s eyes alone is enough to explain why the decision to act on that change of heart was a no brainer...

Lucille: While I will admit, Rheda’s eyes are gorgeous, I have to say there’s way more to it than that...not that you’d need me to explain that Vertigo, but...West-Grimm...he’s got a lot of problems, like serious problems...particularly, he had a major disgust with my cross-medium research between science and magic prior to me joining the N.V.E...

Kiyotsuna: What was it you were researching back then that angered him?

Rheda: It was more a matter of what wasn’t she researching, Lucille essentially grew up in a weapons lab and was constantly immersed in her mother’s countless projects for years, then the Arch Duke decided he wanted to find a way to push up his wedding date, so in hopes that he could make her scared and desperate, he used his limitless wealth to power to make his selfish goals a reality...

Strutter: So he was bribing up a storm, huh?

Vertigo: How economical...

Rheda: Yeah, well..what he didn’t realise was that his efforts only served to alert me to the fact that she was a free agent at the time, ahead of the far off wedding date...So, naturally, I extended an offer for her to join us...

Strutter: And now you two are shackin up to boot, man Captain, you really get shit done...

Lucille: Though I probably would’ve used a more refined term to describe our relationship than “shacking up”...I agree that Rheda’s efficient nature probably helped me at just the right time....I’d never want to spend five more minutes alone with West Grimm, let alone the rest of my life...

Strutter: So I take it you won’t be voting for him?

Vertigo: I don’t think anyone at THIS table will...

Strutter: What makes you say that?

Rheda: Look at the TV...

Strutter and Lucille being the only two who hadn’t noticed up until now, turn and see the Arch Duke West-Grimm clearly naming all the members of their unit (Lieutenant Anthem Shine omitted), as a group of hate-filled murderers abusing their powers, singling out today’s incident, as a supposed prime example. Apparently once Rheda and the others departed, the ambulances sent to take the demons for medical care before incarceration all crashed off of a highway, and into a mountain, where they were all left to die in a burning wreck in clear sight for the news outlets to cover the situation. On top of this, the Arch Duke himself is now even going on to accuse them of being the ones who rammed the demons off of the road.

Only watching this for a few seconds more, Kiyotsuna grabs a toothpick and uses his adept skill set to nonchalantly toss it at one of the buttons at the front of the TV set to change the channel, just as the Arch Duke screams “Mark my words! I WILL HAVE VENGEANCE FOR THE LIVES LOST DAMMIT”...upon the toothpick’s moment of impact, the channel changes to number 231, which is actually displaying the basketball results, something Strutter raises his glass to in approval of as he says.

Strutter: Oh hey, thanks Kiyotsuna...

Kiyotsuna: Two birds, one stone.....

Vertigo: As impressive as that was...I seriously don’t think this is one of those things we can simply walk away from, and ignore...

Rheda: Hey it’s only the news, I feel bad that, whoever was responsible, went ahead and killed those idiots, since they were small fries and all. Let’s be real here, this is election week, there’s gonna be so much crap going on, that not one single person is going to even remember the names of those demons come Monday...

Vertigo: Yes, that is true, I almost forgot, that our 24-hour news cycle, gives the secluded minds of our young, the equal memory retention of a goldfish when it comes to the news...

Strutter: Hey, point me to a news station that gives me something I can use outside of sports, and I’ll be right there judging the hermits with you...but let’s face it, without the vicious stockpile of crap you fill your head with from those propaganda peddlers, you’d probably be able to learn yourself a course in quantum physics..I don’t know if that’s hard, or even useful, but it’d sure beat watching Arch Duke What’s-His-Name getting on his high horse, before glad handing even more bull shit to a bunch of yes men on a home turf venue, which does nothing more than make him look good to a bunch of drones who where probably already set on voting for his sorry ass because of “what he is”, not “who he is”, regardless of what he said....

Kiyotsuna: Human politics is indeed confusing...

Strutter: It’s why I hate election season with a fucking passion. I want to be talking about Jokov’s kick ass pizza, and miracle 3 point shots on the highlight reel, but instead, you can’t go five seconds without someone bugging you for you’re voting for...

Vertigo: And you are you voting for?

Strutter: Are you just trying to piss me off now?

Vertigo winks once suggestively at Strutter to let him he’s joking, before he goes on to say.

Vertigo: Maybe a little, but come on honey, you know you ask for it sometimes...

Strutter: Look, if I even remember to do it, I’ll vote for the human guy every time. To be honest, with the bias that comes with our job? I’m surprised we’re even allowed to vote, but hey...if that’s the way the cookie has to fucking crumble, we’ll just try to maintain the status quo. We all know the second a guy like him gets in power, we’ll all be either busted down to beat cops, or more likely unemployed...

Rheda: I wouldn’t lose too much sleep over it. You guys would all find work, I didn’t pick you out for no reason...

Vertigo: It wouldn’t be any fun if we weren’t working for you though...

Strutter: Says the male harlot who moonlights by scamming old politicians out of some cheap and easy hush money...

Vertigo: And you watch basketball for fun, I fail to see what either has to do with real work?

Strutter: Well when you put it like that...I suppose, he has a point Captain, it’d be meaningless if we didn’t work for you...

Rheda: Hey guys, I’m touched, seriously, but I don’t think being a dishwasher at Jokvo’s pays all that well, let alone deputy dishwashers for the rest of my team...

Kiyotsuna: Lieutenant Anthem would be fine, he probably wouldn’t even come join us...

Rheda: Well, you have a point there, the guy likes his high-class deals, that’s for sure...

Strutter: Where is Lieutenant Autumn Bottom anyway? It’s the Exorcist’s biggest week of the year, and he’s A.W.O.L.

Kiyotsuna: He told me he was getting an honour from the British royals, but...I was told I wasn’t privileged to any further details than that...Though he did go on to say he’d be back in time for official work...I assume this means, for lack of a better term...he was simply saying he won’t work the overtime...

Strutter: Typical....he’s probably getting loaded on some kind of British cuisine that he’ll be cocked and loaded to brag about by the time he comes back...

Rheda: (Laughs) Alright, and tell me Strutter, what kind of British cuisine do you think our man would “load up on” supposedly?...

Strutter: I have no idea...hedgehog pie? I dunno what crap they eat over there, but if they’ve got royalty in the place they’re bound to have something in the ballpark for snooty la-de-da epicurean types, right?...

Vertigo: Part of me feels like we should start archiving the nonsensical ideas you have about other countries, and just post the results online. If we do become unemployed we could get work as reclusive web content providers...

Rheda: I don’t think people would pay to listen to Strutter simply speculate blindly...no offence buddy...

Strutter: None taken, I don’t want to be an endless source of entertainment for this city’s node population, that’s a job for goofy looking cat’s and shit...

Kiyotsuna: Cat’s, naked women, and people with opinions I believe...

Strutter: All three are things I’m not interested in sharing with anybody...I mean, I don’t have a cat, but...if I did, he’d sure as hell not be on the internet...

Vertigo: My my, when did you become such a technophobe?...

Strutter: Maybe when the rest of the outside world did? I’ve never been a fan of computers, smartphones, VR novels, and all that other crap...I prefer my stories given to me, my equipment to be straight to the point e.g. classic cars and equally as classic guns, and I, above all else, like my world to be real...I sometimes worry about those kids who get locked deep in some of that virtual crap...I mean seriously...Do you ever think about whether it’s OK to leave’em plugged in like that, while the rest of us just walk around living our lives at their expense?...

Rheda: Yeah...I get that feeling sometimes...

Vertigo: Same here...but as far as I know, they don’t really see it as being “plugged in” in a confined sense...

Strutter: You think?

Rheda: I’d say, from what I gather from delivery guys I talk to at least...that these people do spend almost all their time confined to their homes, sure...but...ironically they actually see our situation to be equally as tragic as what we perceive their’s to be...They think we’re slaving outside endlessly to satisfy their every need, whereas all we see our work as is “normal living” in the end. Sure, it’s hard work, but it’s not exactly prison. Part of the reason this divide exists is that both sides well and truly don’t understand one another, and the longer it goes on the more dependent we become on that lack of understanding, because one hand rubs the other, and we’re both enabling one another’s lifestyles.

Vertigo: The part about it all, that honestly tickles me the most, is that they just can’t stomach the idea of walking in amongst a society filled with demons, yet they’d just as easily communicate with one online without giving it a second thought...

Strutter: Yeah, sounds like a good way to catch something if you ask me...

Lucille: I’m not exactly offended, but that did sound a little racist there Strutter....just warning you for future reference...

Strutter: No, I didn’t mean it like that...I was talking about one of those things....those computer sicknesses that you see the protection junk for that’s advertised on the TV?

Kiyotsuna: A virus, I believe that’s what they call it...

Vertigo: Although none of us here, Lucille excluded of course, really know how to operate a full access computer, I’m pretty sure from what I’ve been told from those who do, the word “virus” is just a general term, and those dear node children have beyond a million different names for specific ones, all depending on what they do to damage a machine...

Lucille: Most citizens walking the streets these days don’t have to use computers for anything, because the secluded node residents do everything for us in that regard, so I doubt anyone on the outside would actually know how to defend against a software attack these days...not that they’d need to...since most restricted terminals used by regular citizens are only used for select purposes, and are 100 percent monitored by the government, if a virus attacked it, the terminal would be purged and replaced at the taxpayers expense...

Strutter: It’d be some real scary shit if the demons found a way to apply their magic to computers somehow, and made a more powerful type of computer bug though, right? I mean, we’ve seen’em use their powers to make guns stronger, so why couldn’t they do that?

Rheda: Thankfully most demons don’t use computers, since they’re offended by humanities use of them to distance themselves from their species in fear of them and what they can do...

Lucille: Not to mention that the overwhelming amount of time it takes to become proficient enough to use a web-ready device that has full administrative control in this day and age, would disallow anyone the time to become proficient enough to apply magic to any form of hacking or related software manipulation...there’s a reason most people who use web-ready devices are secluded...because it’s all they’re trained to do for the most part...

Strutter: Is that right? Then how the hell did you get so good at both?

Lucille: I was the over-privileged child of two wealthy families, one demonic and the other human, so naturally I was given a full course in various fields of magical and alchemic studies, but had access to a great deal of top-of-the-line equipment in humanity’s arms industry. Most of the human influence in various fields of scientific study was due to my mother being an accomplished weapons developer, and me spending a great deal of my time in her lab. The existence of any being fitting my description, human or demon, could only be considered an astoundingly rare occurrence, and would most likely get written off as an irregularity...

Strutter: Is that your roundabout way of telling us that we’re lucky to have you on our side?

Lucille: In a manner of speaking. I guess I do have all the right tools to be considered a liable threat to society if I wanted to be...but...

Vertigo: But you fall flat when it comes to practical magic, right?

Lucille: Yes, I understand the ins and outs of it perfectly, I know how it works, what you need to make it work, and I’ve been more privileged than any other human over the course of history in the field of study...but...

Kiyotsuna: Your market value tanks at application?

Lucille: Yeah, my father wanted me to be this great demonic mage...but...I simply don’t have enough of the demonic cells that are necessary within my body to make it work, I’ve got enough for most alchemical transmutation procedures, turning rock into gold and such... but the out-and-out jaw-dropping stuff that mages are capable of? That’s out of my reach.

Strutter: Shame to...though if I ever need silver bullets in a pinch, I know who I can call...

Rheda: If anything, I’m just glad Lucille’s knowledge about demonic biology paid off, all those severed limbs Kiyotsuna was responsible for was really starting to bug me, I wondered how demons kept surviving that shit...

Kiyotsuna: And then I was told their arms, and sometimes even their legs, can grow back.....an interesting fact to learn, even after the point of doing it a dozen times...

Rheda: Hey, it’s water under the bridge in my opinion. Once we found out how durable the bastards were, it sure made arresting them easier...

Strutter: Especially if they can stomach a torso shot from my gun and survive...

Rheda: Yeah well those things pack a hell of a punch, I should know, remember that time you almost blew my head off in the crossfire when we arrested that demon in Baghdad?

Strutter: ALMOST, being the keyword, I adjusted my aim quickly enough...

Rheda: Believe me, I know...my brains would’ve hit the sand before I stopped running if it were anyone else taking the shot...

Kiyotsuna: All’s well that ends well, as they say...

Rheda: Speaking of which, if that’s all she wrote for the sports results, I’m gonna step out to the bathroom.

Strutter: Yeah, what was that she said before?...Seconds? I’m gonna head there too, especially before the drinks get here...

As Rheda and Strutter both stand to head for the restroom, Vertigo takes a moment to briefly insert a light-hearted comment.

Vertigo: Don’t take too long now, absence only makes the heart grow fonder...

To which Strutter purposely mistakes for misplaced feelings.

Strutter: I’m flattered, but I’m not interested...

Vertigo: And I wasn’t talking to you, I’ve seen the women you sleep with, cheap, easy and distracted by bright and pretty colours, hardly my level honey, keep dreaming...

Rheda himself simply laughs this off as he and Strutter head to the bathroom where they are both somewhat impressed by the high quality set up within. Both men standing side-by-side, using the urinals in front of them, are shocked that instead of seeing mere brick or tiled wall before them, there is actually a row of LCD screens occupying the entire wall displaying the Nu-Vaporwave stock exchange. Something that is kept up to date with minute to minute updates, which Strutter takes keen notice of as he suddenly points out that interestingly enough...

Strutter: ..Hey: Looks like old man Bonk’s stock went up after that robbery tonight, it’s only once in a blue moon that shit happens, right Captain?...

Rheda: I guess, I still don’t really get why this stuff is here. Why did Jokov think anyone would want to talk finance while taking a slash?

Strutter: Come on, I’m pretty sure if Kiyotsuna was here with us he’d have one of those old-timey sayings for ya, you know, “Indeed, take a piss, check your stocks”...I think it was a Confucius classic...

Rheda: I somehow doubt the great philosopher himself ever thought the world would one day turn out like this... That we’d be waging war with a bunch of supernatural creatures in a vibrantly over simulating smart city, powered by fear-filled recluses, and a computer overlord, where a guy can’t even go to the freaking bathroom without getting stalked by a middle-aged, grey-haired demonic fucking bartender....

Strutter turns and looks to the back of the bathroom as both he and Rheda finish up with the urinals (and in checking the stock market apparently) and he eventually begins to comment on the sleazy looking demon himself, as he joins Rheda at the nearby sinks where they proceed to wash their hands.

Strutter: Wow, if looks could kill, I think that guys expression would just about cut your fucking head off Captain. Is he a friend of yours?

Rheda: I’ve never met him, but with my face getting plastered on the news tonight, I can’t say I blame him. I’d probably be pissed at any demon committing supposed hate crimes if I came into contact with him. The only difference is that I wouldn’t give the guy dagger eyes, but hey, we’re all different that way...

Strutter: Jerk, who the hell does he think he is?...

Rheda: A guy who works here at least, I assume. Which makes me glad I didn’t order anything like the rest of you.

Strutter: What do you mean?

Rheda: Well, I’m sure you all would be fine, but as for a guy like me, with an infamous name like mines? I’d sure as hell get spit filled pizzas to spare if a demon was working in the kitchen.

Strutter: Guess it’s lucky Jokov hires only family members for the most part. As far as I know, they’re all human.

Rheda: Hey, I wouldn’t worry about it, if a mean look is all the guys got, then I think I’m safe, I’ve built up more than suitable tolerance for that crap over the years...

Strutter: Yeah, you and me both...

They pause their conversation for a brief moment as they both dry their hands with air dryers which are much closer to the demons position, and once they are finished they head for the door that leads back into the restaurant. As they begin to pass the demon by, he suddenly stops them with a poorly worded question.

Bartender Demon: Captain Break Rheda, yes?....

Rheda and Strutter stop dead to exchange puzzled glares before Rheda simply answers the demon’s question (since his identity isn’t exactly a secret).

Rheda: Yeah, that’s me? What is it, do you need something?

Bartender Demon: There’s a lot of angry demons out there tonight Captain, if I were a mere human being, such as yourself? I’d watch my step carefully...

Strutter: Hey buddy, what’s the big idea, are you trying to threaten us or something!?

Strutter clearly more annoyed by this than his best friend is, Rheda simply rests his hand on Strutter's shoulder for a brief moment as if it were a simple signal to calm down, and the two then simply hear the cryptic demon out as he continues to speak.

Bartender Demon: Oh, I won’t do anything to hurt you, Captain, not directly anyway...I was just giving you some friendly advice...

Strutter: Listen, pal, people a whole lot less creepy than you have been run downtown for saying a hell of a lot less, I’d watch your tongue before you start going around saying that kind of shit, even half threats are considered serious in this sensitive society we live in today...

Bartender Demon: I’ve said my piece, enjoy your innocent night out with your co-workers Captain, if this city works the way we think it does, it could very well be your last...

The Bartender Demon says nothing more and heads back into the bar first, as Strutter reaches in his jacket, seemingly looking for his gun, as he asks his superior for permission to act on this incident.

Strutter: Come on Captain, let me slap cuffs on that guy, he’s begging to be locked up...A night in the slammer would clean up that mouth of his!?....

Of course, Rheda sees this as “just a threat” and nothing more. Knowing fine way more powerful beings have threatened him with much worse, rolling his eyes, and doing nothing else, Rheda simply heads back into the bar prompting Strutter to follow as he opens the restroom door.

Rheda: Let it go, he’s just pissed off, it’s like I said before, he’ll get over it when West-Grimm beats his drum about something else tomorrow.

Strutter: But!?.... But!?...(Sighs)...Fine...if you say so...

Clearly feeling slightly disheartened by this (since he detests the idea of anyone speaking ill of his Captain) Strutter does manage to move past it, as he and Rheda do proceed to enjoy the rest of their night, not because a demon told them to, but because that was there original intention all along.
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Chapter 3




Exorcists Dismantled.
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After a long night, of just hanging out and talking endlessly about everything and nothing, the Nu-Vaporwave Exorcist Squadron enjoyed themselves, not drinking anything intoxicating of sorts due to the fact that they had work the following morning, but still enjoying themselves nonetheless. They all shockingly had the sense to head home sometime before midnight, ironically when the pizza place closed.

The following morning, in one of the many identical looking towering buildings within the heart of the city, inside a self-cleaning, top of the line, smart apartment, the regularly maintained computer suddenly sounds a morning alarm call for both Break Rheda and Lucille Histoire to awaken.

The Apartment Computer: Attention! It is now 6:00 am, time to wake up Captain. Attention! It is now 6:00 am, time to wake up Captain. Attention! It is now 6:00 am, time to wak......

Sitting up sharply on the third call, Lucille grabs a remote off of the bedside table and hammers her thumb off it blindly until it stops as she shouts out.

Lucille: I’m up! I’m up! Stop complaining!!!

Slamming the remote back down on the bedside cabinet, she then leans back into the bed and says to herself.

Lucille: Now where was I......

Up until now, things were going just about normal for a daily routine for Rheda and Lucille, but Lucille herself now realises that something is very much wrong with this picture, because Rheda isn’t pestering her to get ready for work. In fact, Rheda isn’t saying anything. Assuming he’s probably already in the shower (or doing something else in the vein of his morning routine), she simply sits up and tries to pretend she’s a stable adult herself for five minutes, as she yawns, stretches and then says to herself.

Lucille: OK....maybe I can floor him with some impressive attempt at getting ready without being told to... This is gonna be so cool!....

She unfortunately fails in the “cool” aspect as she hooks her leg in the bedsheets in her initial attempt at getting out of bed, and subsequently face plants on the floor next to the double bed. Standing up seconds later, she dusts her clothes off as she yawns again and tries to reassure herself that she is “totally still in control” of this situation.

Lucille: I can so do this, one knock to the head won’t impact my IQ any, I’ve got brains to spare...I mean...

Just as she looks ready to continue on rambling to herself endlessly (along with stretching a second time), both sequences are instantly derailed as she notices movement in the bed behind her. Meaning Rheda has still yet to wake up. Impressed by herself for a moment, Lucille looks ready to jokingly get on her high horse about how Rheda has become reckless in staying out late to celebrate with his friends, of course, the words she does manage to speak aloud simply do enough to wake him up.

Lucille: Well, well
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