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The following content is a low budget, slapdash, train-wreck of ideas, that was haphazardly thrown together by the inept stylings of the books author, and cunningly slipped past any potential forms of editing staff, and superior powers that would likely apply censorship....therefore it is our last-minute duty, at Liam Harper Media Arts, to insert the final warning here now...

If you are allergic, displeased, easily infuriated, sensitive, or even have a low tolerance to, the following listed items, then please put this down, and read a more intellectually sound title...
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Please pay attention to the irrelevant items listed below.
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Drugs.

Violence.

Sex.

Rock-and-Roll.

Polka Music.

Pizza.

Narcissistic Egotistical Self Insertion and Promotions from

Authoritative and Creative Powers (coughs).

Double-Glazed Windows.

An Objective Look at Sand.

God.

Rapture.

Cigarettes.

Murder.

Mittens (100% cotton ones!).

Eating Pomeranian Sandwiches (with hot sauce).

Life Lessons Involving Hamsters and Mallets.

Guest Stars.

Sex on TV (before they became too flat to balance on).

Nameless Made Up Locations in Real-World Settings.

Blue Egg Yolk.

Curry as a First Name.

Salamanders with Voting Rights.

Terminally Ill Vampires.

Humanised Dragons.

A Handyman's Dream.

A Handyman's Wet Dream.

Bulldozers with Feelings.

Carrier Pigeons Who Steal Pay Slips and Lottery Tickets

then Deliver Them as Messages.

Waking Up at 4AM to Only Find Poker on TV.

Dystopian Future Bowls of Chicken and Noodle Soup.

Fetch..

Stopping the list here for a coffee break...

Coming back because the supervisor caught me...

Closing the list off because I'm lazy, with the final thing being...

Cum jokes...(preferably canned).
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If any of these things (that may or may not have any relevance to the book) don't agree with you and your overall tastes in literary compositions...then eh....whoopsie daisy...we apologise in advance...

Enjoy!
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Thong 1
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It's Time to Turn This Story

In To The Big Budget Sequel Nobody Asked For!

(One That We're Sure Will Meet The

Non-Existent Demands Of The Masses).

Reggae Redblade, once an all-powerful dragon from an alternate dimension, known and feared for her senselessly destructive nature, continues to exist in Nameless City, in a shell of a human-like construct, more powerful than a human, however, she is a divine instrumental avatar...or more casually described as, an instrument of God.

Her story, which she shares with her comrades, Janiah, and Curry, is nothing short of a pointless one, focusing on the world's slow and certain demise. Since you're reading the second book now, we'll assume you know that much and cut right to the chase. Welcome to part 2, where we're beginning things at the police station! Enjoy!

It hadn't been long since Officer Daxter Daxon had made a name for himself, naming and shaming the political tyrants in Nameless city who'd been abusing their positions in office in more ways than one to satisfy their endless greed.

However, in the aftermath of his success, the police force itself took a beating as Erwin Evangelos (coming out of the scandal unscathed) extended his power reach through the state of disarray in the city's political system, and through a series of plots (both diabolical, and needlessly complicated) has assumed control of the city's police force. Putting Commissioner Doorstop out of the job permanently, along with any officers in the force who stood loyally by his side.

What does this mean for freelance officers like Daxter Daxon? Well, today he is about to find out, as Erwin Evangelos has summoned him to a meeting in the newly constructed Nameless City police station. Where he stares skyward valiantly as he says to himself.

Daxter: Alright this is it, let's face this guy head on!

His profound first words carrying him forward now, as he makes his way through the front door of the new station, followed by his pet robot dog Elroy, and his government mandated child slave Garnet, as the three head up to the top floor via an elevator. Storming out of the lift moments later they move towards the door of the main office within the building, where Daxter kicks down the door and barges straight in, looking to the back of the room as he shouts out.

Daxter: Alright Erwin! Play times over!

Of course, thinking he can pick this up from where he left off after (what he felt was) there heated verbal exchange in the old municipal building, however, what would've made these words more fundamental would be storming into the correct room, because right now? He is currently looking at a dozen half-naked women in front of lockers, as he has inadvertently stormed into the woman's changing room.

Garnet: HEHE! Somebody's a pervert...

His assistant playfully states to him before he has his block thoroughly knocked off by a woman throwing a water cooler at his head before screaming.

"Get out of here you deviant fuck!!!"

After taking a few moments of rest on the floor (where stars, chirping birds, neon bras and samba dancing water coolers spin around his head), Daxter is eventually helped back up to his feet where he dusts himself off and laments on the poor location of the women's locker room.

Daxter: I don't know why Erwin would place the women's locker room in the ideal spot for a corner office, but, it's fine I suppose, I needed a good sharp blow to the head in order to keep me on my game. This time we'll definitely find him, and we'll do so, by reading signs on the doors before barging in blindly!

Garnet: Yeah! That's using your noodle!

Elroy: Indeed...

After following the straightforward floor-plan of the building, the three of them find the office, much quicker than before. The very moment they arrive at Erwin's office, Daxter kicks down the door, shouting out dramatically to the back of the room.

Daxter: Time to finish this Erwin!!!

However, in something of a rather deflating turn of events, the moment he realises he isn't getting any sort of a response, he does a brief visual once-over look of the office from where he is standing, finding out that, much to his horror, Erwin isn't here, nor is anything... All that is laid out before him is an empty room, with nothing but a single sheet of paper on the middle of the floor.

Garnet: Oh boy! A clue!

Garnet shouts as she runs over to lift up the sheet of paper, only to have it snatched off of her as Daxter scolds her for her poor forensic etiquette.

Daxter: Are you out of your mind, this could be a crime scene, and if this WAS a clue, you'd have just gotten all your slimy DNA over it!

Garnet: My DNA isn't slimy, it's soft, and manageable, like an antiquinan marshmallow.

Daxter: More on your Marshmallow DNA later, you little brat, let me read this...

Garnet: What's it say!? Huh!? Huh!? Come'on, tell your favourite super-duper bestest slave!

Elroy: Is it about the current 3% tax hike on industry standard bolt screws? I hear that's meant to be a real controversial topic in the news right now?

Daxter: No!...

Garnet: Really? Then what in the spam heck can it be?...

Daxter: It's a handwritten letter from Erwin himself, telling us that he's our new boss, and wants us to attend a bonding seminar up north?

Garnet: Ooooo! Kinky!

Daxter: Oh can it, you! He said “bonding”, not “bondage!” Kids your age shouldn't even know about those kinds of words anyway! It's all that internet access you have these days, that's the problem. You should do what we did when we were younger...

Garnet: What was that?...

Daxter: Watch TV late into the night, and pray to Jesus that the network executives plan their broadcasts with child viewers in mind.

Elroy: Both sound irresponsible, and as though they are part of a grander social problem with humans lacking self-control and discipline.

Daxter and Garnet: Quiet you!!!

Elroy: Apologies...

Garnet: Well any-doodle-bees....ignoring all of Elroy's inappropriateness, what are you going to do Daxter?

Daxter: There's nothing I can do really, I need to go to this meeting, especially if the powers that be have made him the new head of the police force...

Garnet: Yay! We're going on a snow trip up north!!!

Though Garnet herself clearly seems excited for this industry mandated retreat, not everyone can be so enthusiastic about where their work takes them. This fact rings true for the divine instruments of God, as Reggae, Janiah, and Curry all stand before God in his throne room of the Celestial University above Nameless City, as the good lord begins to speak of what he wants from them in today's operation.

God: My dear instruments, please listen, and listen good, though your last mission was indeed probably the most reckless and destructive operation you've undertook to date, barring some plot holes we could be ignoring, it still proved to be a resounding success, in the sense that it got us one step closer to achieving our goals of a Rapture Sugar Free to be proud of...

Curry: So we're practically done, right?

God: Not even close! For there are still countless humans on Earth! Specifically, the most problematic ones that are dwelling within the cradle of Nameless city! Who are not only stubborn, but much too ignorant to be processed.

Reggae: Tell Reggae about it, she asked a hot dog vendor to put chocolate syrup on her dog, because it's Reggae's favourite condiment....however, he said no, so Reggae cut his head off.

Janiah: Well that's where the human ego is typically located, so that was a good call on your part...

God: But not good enough, you need to open your eyes and realise cutting the heads off of one or two hopeless mortals is simply not going to “cut it” in our grander plans.

Reggae: Indeed, Reggae is considering starting to carry her own bottle of chocolate syrup from here on out.

God: Not a bad idea, but I have a much better plan in mind...

Janiah: Is it perhaps that we should..eh..ugh...(coughs)...ARG!!!

Janiah stops dead and vomits a mound of blood on the floor of throne room as she proceeds to collapse in the centre of the crimson pool that is pouring out of her, leaving God to roll his eyes as he tosses a mop over to Curry so she can clean it up as he summarises his plan in a few words without giving any concrete details.

God: More or less, we're going to be taking the initiative by launching our own form of special attack, naturally this has to be done carefully, and with the right equipment, everything you'll need will be waiting for you in a cabin up north, have fun getting there, and please don't report back until there is a crater in the middle of Nameless City somewhere.

God nonchalantly reaches over to his left side and proceeds to snap his fingers to summon a chain. The very moment he pulls it with one fierce tug of the chain, the entire floor opens up like a trap door and sends Reggae, Janiah, and Curry, plummeting towards the mountainous region up north that God wishes for them to visit (in record time).

Heading up north also, Daxter Sits at the wheel on the driver's seat of a moving car, next to him Garnet sits looking at a map, whilst Elroy looks between the two as they speak from his position in the back seat. Watching on as Daxter gets more and more frustrated with the complex roads as he goes.

Daxter: Ugh...This is hopeless, why aren't we at this blasted training retreat yet?...

Garnet: Are you taking a dig at my navigation skills? I'll have you know, I have the clairvoyance of a Bolivian parfait.

Daxter: What does that even mean?

Garnet: That you really should stop pressuring me and let me read.

Daxter: Well your directions must be the problem, we've been driving these roads for 6 and a half hours!

Garnet: Oh...I see...

Daxter: What, what do you see?

Garnet: Yep, you're right, my directions are pretty bad, we should've taken that left you suggested six miles back? We should probably turn back...

Daxter: God dammit! Do you know how hard it is to turn around on a single track road you klutz!?

Garnet: Is it harder than deciding between chicken and fish at a restaurant? Because that's impossible.

Elroy: Indeed, even history's greatest lawnmower salesmen couldn't make such a decision without an hour of solid consideration.

Daxter: You'll both be wishing you had a job that was half as good as a lawnmower salesman soon if you keep up this inane chatter, because I'll be driven to fire you both!

Garnet: Oh silly, you cannot fire a court-mandated slave, even kicking me out would be against the law.

Elroy: And I am not an employee, but rather a robotic pet, your only option would be to send me back to the manufacturer, and have me reset to factory default settings, however, if you where to go down this route the resulting reset would delete all of your MP3 files saved within my hard drive, such an outcome would indeed be...dim....to say the least.

Daxter: Shut up! Just shut up!!! I'm heading back at the next turn we find, and when I do, I don't want to hear a peep from either one of you until we reach the left turn we were supposed to take. Not a word! Understand?...

Garnet:...

Elroy:...

Garnet:...

Elroy:...

Daxter: Well do you understand or not!?

Garnet: Well we do, but I thought you said you didn't want us to talk?...

Daxter realising he just blindly walked into this retort, proceeds to smash his head against the horn on the centre of the steering wheel a couple of times whilst continuing to drive, resigning himself to the idea this road-trip is indeed only going to get worse for him before it gets better.

Elsewhere in the northern region, Curry is currently in the middle of taking an almighty trek up a snow-covered mounting, fighting off the harsh colds of a blizzard, her teeth chattering, whilst lighting match after match from a box she has on hand, in a vain attempt to keep herself warm, the entire time she is climbing, she is spitefully cursing the names of Janiah and Reggae who are currently nowhere to be seen.

Curry: Stupid jerks, landing on their feet from that drop like fucking pro acrobats! I could've made that landing had I been given some warning that the floor was going to open up like a fucking trap door beneath me...

Taking a moment to sigh as she watches yet another match blow out, she proceeds to light another whilst continuing to brave the hill and rant.

Curry: Who am I kidding, there's no sane person alive or dead who could've made that drop, those two witches are just bat-shit crazy, that's all...(Sighs)...Here's hoping I do find them soon though...if I ran into a polar bear or a mammoth out here, I'd like to know Reggae was close enough to eat the thing alive...

In Curry's endless babbling and wandering, she has no idea just how close Reggae and Janiah are, as the two are currently standing in a log cabin, before the owner shouting out the official greeting proudly to him.

Reggae and Janiah: Instruments of our lordship, reporting for duty!

With a brief salute from the two instruments, the owner (a guest starring immortal soldier from another dimension named Colonel Michael Burton) looks them both up and down then proceeds to, in no uncertain terms, explain why he is disappointed with them.

Burton: You're late!

Reggae: Late?

Burton: Yeah, late...

Janiah: Late for what?

Reggae: Reggae doesn't know, but she is almost certain it's a misunderstanding, since instruments of God can't get pregnant.

Janiah: Thank the lord, I already lose enough blood daily...I don't need that hassle...

Burton: DO YOU TWO THINK I'M JOKING AROUND HERE!?!

Reggae and Janiah: No, sir...

Burton: Well then, if that's the case, will either of you care to tell me what the hell took you so long in getting here?

Janiah: The fall...

Reggae: Yep, the fall...

Burton: What do you mean, the fall?

Janiah One minute we were in a meeting with God...

Reggae: ...And then the next, Reggae and Co were falling down to this snowy and poorly populated slice of futile human urbanisation.

Burton: How did you fall, and what from?

Janiah: A trap door in the throne room of God's university...

Reggae: Reggae almost lost her gloves.

Burton: Do you to think I'm stupid or something?

Janiah: No, I've just met
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