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To Claim Power is...
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On a grim day, bleak as ever, where the rain continues to fall outside, within his own Ion Star Way fortress, Dr. Kale relentlessly paces up and down, giving an impassioned rant to his robot associates Fidenzio Orsino, Mig, and Socket.

Robots who still serve him loyally, after somehow avoiding being scrapped for their efforts in his botched birthday celebration not too long ago.

Dr Kale: Alright, all of you, listen now, and listen well! For I, the great and nefarious Dr Kale have something important to say...and I want to say it before I forget it.

Pausing for a applause, but getting nothing other than cricket noises and blank staring, eventually Mig raises his hand and gives out a half-hearted.

Mig: Go...uh....team?

Which makes Dr Kale more pissed off for some reason, yet he doesn't seem to scold the machine, and instead just acts as though nothing was said at all, almost as if the scheduled pause did not exist.

As spooky as that may be, Dr Kale continues.

Dr Kale: Ahem! Let the record show that today, the finest of days is our golden chance! The day we become kings among men...with me being the most kingy of them all, of course, so there's no delusions about power structures and succession. We will bring that damned Neko down by knocking out a main power grid in Heartlight Square!

The robots, clearly being taken in by the power-hungry delusions they were told not to feed off of all bob their heads with keen anticipation. Allowing Dr Kale to press on.

Dr Kale: Here's how we'll roll on this one, gang. I'll drop you guys like hot potatoes into this manhole situated to my left, which just so happens to lead to our mission target in the Candescent Hemisphere... You can trust me on this...I know it leads there for sure, because I've been complaining non-stop about them running a sewer line full of nuclear sewage through my base. But their stinking mayor just laughs at me and says “You don't have anything important here anyway, so what's the big deal”...Pencil pushing, bureaucratic ass-hat that he is...

Fidenzio Orsino: Did he really say all of those horrible things to your face?

Dr Kale: Not so much to my face, it was all over the telephone. And if I'm being honest I'm lying to make me sound like the good guy, because I hate him, and I want other people to feel the same way.

Fidenzio Orsino: I see, well...what else can you do? If you hate someone, then they must suffer.

Dr Kale: Getting straight to the meat of the product, as usual, my friend. It's not about whether you're right or wrong, it's about how loud you scream your accusations at the opposition.

Socket: Can I get that printed on a commemorative mug that I can drink from when I'm feeling sad and lonely, Dr Kale?

Dr Kale: LATER! Maybe...Not now, though. Right now we're concerned with me, my feelings and everything I want. So stop trying to talk about anything else or I will have you reprogrammed to be more painfully loyal to the point that you want to cry.

Socket: Understood, sir. I won't complain anymore.

Dr Kale: Ugh, enough about you! It's all “I I I I I I I I I I-FUCKING-I!!!”...No more talking unless I say so, understood!?

Socket: ...

Dr Kale: I asked you if you understood, answer me!?!

Socket: I do understand, sir. I will follow your orders to the letter.

Dr Kale: Oh sweet merciful Christ. Why is he talking when I just told him not to? Mig...?

Mig: Yes, sir?

Dr Kale: Slap this ungrateful sack of shit in the face, will you?

Mig: Of course, sir!

Mig slaps Socket so hard in the face that his head is left spinning, for 6778 rotations, which almost causes his head to dislodge, but instead, all that happens is that Socket falls to his hands and knees coughing and choking as he struggles to make sense of what's going on around him.

In spite of this confusion, there is still enough cognitive awareness within the machine to hear Dr Kale maintain an ongoing communication with him...in the form of a mocking lecture, where every word drips with contempt and disdain.

Dr Kale: See, rejoice, you complete and utter fool! For now we stand and bear witness to the tangible proof that not all hope is lost! Amidst the glamour of ignorance and defiance, Mig's slap can enlighten you to embrace the basic fucking concept of obedience and order! I call for a slap, and he gives a slap! Next time I tell you to do something!? I expect you to fucking do it! Well!?! Do you now understand!?!?

Socket pukes a pile of oil on to the floor and coughs instead of answering, bringing a warm smile to Dr Kale's face as he weirdly likes this development.

Dr Kale: Ah, interesting choice. I offer you partial credit, Socket. Now moving swiftly along, Fidenzio Orsino.

Fidenzio Orsino: Yes, Dr Kale?

Dr Kale: Given that the security systems in the power station we'll be infiltrating will be simple to say the least, I'm going to trust you all to split up to dive and conquer to allow me access to the control panel. Meaning you'll be sub commander. All the while Mig will be sub sub commander. While Socket... well... you'll just hang around and be entertaining if nothing else.

Socket: I can't feel the left side of my body...

Dr Kale: That’s the spirit! We're all laughing on the inside. Now then, let’s show the Candescent Hemisphere what we're made of, team! The city isn't gonna black out by itself!

As the Doctor's speech reaches its crescendo, his profound wisdom and unwavering resolve ignite a fierce fire within the robots' souls, fuelling their courageous spirits with an unquenchable thirst for victory, forsaking their own safety, they unhesitatingly plunge into the gaping maw of the ominous manhole, a chasm that leads only to darkness and peril.

Unperturbed by the hazardous reality lurking within, Fidenzio Orsino, Mig and Socket ignore the spectre of the toxic nuclear sludge that lies below and march through the sewers with unbroken progress leading the way as Dr Kale follows whistling marching songs as if they were on some kind of boy scout trip.

The doctor and the trio of automatons wade through the murky water, until they finally zero-in on a junction box that serves as their marker, leading Dr Kale to smirk psychotically as he says.

Dr Kale: We're here! Game faces, everyone!

Even though it is raining on this side of the Nimbus Ark too, it's clear that it's currently midnight here given the fact that the night shift crew are working hard, keeping their eyes locked on to their screens to keep the electricity flow in check for the entire Candescent Hemisphere.

This peaceful work atmosphere only continues on for so long, however, before the room suddenly trembles, and a blast of smoke fills the air as a hole bursts open through the wall.

From here, Dr. Kale and his loyal robotic gang stroll in like they own the place, making quite the spectacular entrance as the doctor throws his hands up in the air and talks the staff down in an effort to make them submit without even having to throw a single punch (knowing that, deep down, all in this universe would be foolish to challenge him when he wants something).

Dr Kale: Muhahaha!!! Give up your precious power station, feeble peasant scum! And maybe, just maybe, I will consider sparing your lives as workers in my new empire!

Naturally, in response, the workers' faces turn livid as panic sets into their eyes.

And with the heavens calling upon him, their fearless supervisor Clint, strong as a rusted boiler, steps out of his comfort zone and defies this oppression.

Clint: You want power!? Then you have to take it from those who wield it, doctor! That is the law of the Nimbus Ark Power Station Training Manual! It's a six week course, and our teachings are unbreakable! We'll put up a fight before we'll let you rule, Kale!

Without wasting a heartbeat, Fidenzio Orsino ensnares Clint with his arms while Socket unpacks a mallet from his internal storage and bops Clint playfully on his head as a form of intimidation.

Socket: Care to say that again, wise guy?

Determined not to go down without a fight, the rest of the workers storm at the robots. Mig the ultimate embodiment of bravery, stands up against the menacing horde with his mighty sissy slaps, dropping them off their feet one-by-one like a fairy sprinkling magic dust to scorch the earth.

Meanwhile Fidenzio Orsino swings his arm around at the speed of light before landing a punch that has the miraculous ability to make a technician's brain explode.

Appreciating all that he is seeing, Dr Kale can only cheer on excitedly.

Dr Kale: Yes! Yes! Wreak havoc, my robots! Obliterate these puny humans!

But our hero, Clint, doesn’t give up so easily.

With strength founded from the potassium-loaded banana he had at his lunch break, he picks up a giant monkey wrench and charges forward bravely screaming.

Clint: For the Candescent Hemisphere power grid!!!

And as impressive as all of this is, it sadly fails to measure up to what is needed for the brave power station supervisor to fight the mad doctor.

As he is soon almost subjected to an attack from 100 robots who spawn from the sewer hatch, but is thrown back by his loyal staff who try to shield him in his stead as they all cheer.
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..."For Clint!!!!"...

Foolishly throwing their lives away as Dr Kale's reinforcements arrive with sinister intent.

These stock attack robots emerge from the grimy sewer drain, their emotionless eyes scanning the power station's layout for their victims, only to find the brave loyal staff standing in the way of the ever rebellious Clint.
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..."If you want Clint, you gotta go through us!!!"...
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One of the men cries, hoping Dr Kale will feel outmatched and call off his robots.

This doesn't work. Because...of course it doesn't.

And thus, out of nowhere, the attack robots launch an unprovoked assault on the innocent human workers, lending assistance to their three seniors Mig, Socket and Fidenzio Orsino.

Exhaling laser beams and spinning blades fiercely, the robot squad moves with an unhinged focus, slaughtering the workers as if they were butter... only this butter is ten times more mouth-wateringly enticing because it bursts out of humans, meaning it just tastes better.

﻿Chilling screams of agony and fear fill the power station as workers are mercilessly shredded to bits by the deadly robots.

Allowing Dr Kale to giggle like a young girl as he boots the butchered men who can no longer fight back, all while blood decorates the walls and dismembered body parts scatter around the skulls that are squashed like overripe melons in tandem.

﻿Packed with non-discriminatory wrath, the robots turn all before them into shredded meat, including any audacious worker who dares to stand side by side with their supervisor.

Leaving only Clint behind, who stands shedding a single tear amidst his fallen power station brethren as he asks Dr Kale.

Clint: Tell me something, doctor...

Dr Kale: Hmm...?

Clint: Does this kind of behaviour make you feel fulfilled!?

Dr Kale: Yes.

With this abrupt and concise response, Dr Kale snaps his fingers to send Mig, Socket, Fidenzio Orsino and all of his attack robots to clobber the shit out of Clint, punching, kicking, elbow dropping, and overall messing the guy up in a bad way before leaving him choking to death on his own blood.

Following this, they set the bastard on fire and then calmly walk away as if Clint never existed before they then shift their


[image: ]










d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MAM ARPEP






d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





