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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...

And Even More Cum jokes...(preferably scented).
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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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It's Time to Turn This Into a Trilogy A.S.A.P.

Before Someone Finally Finds Out What We Up To!

(I Mean It's Not Like It's Anything Bad, But Let's Be Real

Here This Whole Gig Probably Doesn't Pass Muster).
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P.S. Prologue Attempt...
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In the heart of the perpetually doomed, sin drenched, Nameless City, Detective Daxter Daxon is being awoken to the sounds of an ear rupturing buzzing as his alarm clock rings to help him brave another day of loyal service for the Nameless City Police force.

However, the moment he sits up to stretch and yawn, he smells the alarming scent of burning within his apartment/office, leading him to leap out of bed and run through to the kitchen right away, only to see Garnet (much to his horror) standing over a flaming frying pan, wearing a protective welders mask and gloves, as she jabs (whatever it is she is preparing) with a spatula, to try to flip to cook it evenly on both sides.

After taking a moment to collect his drastically scattered thoughts, Daxter runs to stand close by Garnet at the stove as he screams down the girl's ear to try to get her to step away from the flames.

Daxter: What in God's name are you doing, you total nut bar! Have you lost your freaking mind!?!

Garnet, clearly not processing the problems with the flames that are starting to cook the curtains behind the stove, she turns to face the detective in order to exchange a humble morning’s greeting with him.

Garnet: Oh hey there Daxter, tell me, how do you like your eggs?...

Daxter: What!? Who the hell cares!? My kitchen is on fire!!!

Garnet; Uh-huh, just as I thought, you always did look like a sunny side up kinda guy...

Daxter: Does that really mean you needed to try to recreate the literal SUN in my apartment!?

Garnet: Huh? What does that mean?

Daxter: Fire! Fire! There is an honest-to-God fucking fire burning in front of you right now!!!

Garnet finally stopping to look at the rapidly expanding blaze, takes a moment to laugh at her incompetence as she playfully jabs Daxter in the stomach and goes on to say.

Garnet: Oh jeez, what in the name of the Blue Swish-Swashing Tramp Duck caused this mess, I didn't even notice it? I really am one special case, aren't I? Ha!

Daxter: Stop laughing and help me put it out, where the hell has the fire extinguisher gone!?

Garnet: Oh that? We got rid of that when Elroy claimed it conflicted with his religious beliefs...

Daxter: What beliefs!? He's a fucking robot!!!

Garnet: A robot who happens to put faith in Blue Blue Shabadoo, and might I say you should really try to be sensitive to other people’s cultures Daxter...

Daxter: Shut the fuck up and tell me where I can find a fire extinguisher!!!...

Garnet: I don't have a fire extinguisher, but I do have an overabundance of these oxygen canisters lying around, and they LOOK kind of similar...

Daxter: Oxygen canisters!?!

Garnet: Yeah, I'll just toss a few on the grill and then we'll be a-OK!

Daxter: NOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!

Try as he may Daxter cannot stop Garnet from tossing a frightfully well placed wall mounted oxygen canister at the stove, landing on the ring to get set ablaze, the follow up blast extends to the point that it takes out the windows of the apartment, leaving (the now returning) Elroy to watch the shards fly for moment, as he drags a sarcophagus (with their address written on it) up the stairs with him.

Leaning around the sarcophagus from the back end, Erwin Evangelos (revealing himself as an assistant to this mysterious transport) curiously inquires about the troubling sounds of peril in up ahead.

Erwin: What the devil was that my good boy, I thought you said this was a safe neighbourhood?...

Elroy: I do believe that both my master and myself have stated, on many occasions, that this is NOT a safe neighbourhood. As for the sudden explosion? I am not 100% certain, but I can perhaps hazard a few guesses, since it seems that the blast originated from my master's apartment.

Erwin: Egads man, hurry! We must make haste and see if he is faring well!

Elroy: Very well...

Speedily charging up the rest of the steps with the sarcophagus, Erwin and Elroy leave it at the side as they proceed to look around and in to the blown off front door of the apartment, to get a clear view of a soot-covered Daxter and Garnet, who both simultaneously cough out puffs of smoke as they raise their hands to wave, and politely greet the two, only to have Erwin talk over them as he proudly marches in to the apartment and starts taking full charge of the conversation.

Erwin: Right! I think it's about high time you told me what you've been up to, my dear boy. However do plan to explain this mess to me, hmmm!? What happened here!?

Daxter: (Coughs) Eggs sir.....Eggs happened...

Garnet: Lots of eggs....and booms to....

Erwin: That....is not a satisfactory explanation, but! It will have to do, because today we are really busy...

Daxter: Busy sir?

Daxter quickly dusting himself off and collecting himself, takes a reinvested interest in the conversation as he now knows there's work to be done.

Erwin: Yes, I have new technology I wish for you to field test for me, if you do not mind?...

Daxter: Is it something a little less dangerous than the last of your RnD teams breakthroughs that had us carrying around that ludicrously dangerous handgun with the sentient bullets?

Garnet: Yeah, because carrying that thing around was dangerous, that is to say, until we all forgot about its existence and left it on a train a while back...

Erwin: Oh, I see, you're talking about the Check-off-Gun?...Yes, we forgot about that, who knows where they went with it, it probably doesn't matter, the point is, this new weapon is far superior...Bring it in my good boy....

Erwin is of course calling out to Elroy who wastes no time in dragging the sarcophagus in to the apartment before Daxter and Garnet, who both look over it curiously for a few moments before two fists come punching out of it and reveal inside, that there is what appears to be a living, breathing female of impressively good strength.

This woman who breaks out from within, stands up and gets out of the sarcophagus, revealing her slender yet toned build, her camouflage apparel, and her spiked blue hair to the detective, who indeed starts to get curious about the elaborate transportation methods of what he assumes is just another mere employee.

Daxter: Correct me if I'm wrong here Mr Evangelos, but isn't a carpool traditionally how people without easy access to transport should get to work?...Instead of....you know, this?

Erwin: True perhaps for those who don't have a car, or are indeed human, but this one here, typically referred to as Pure Seven, or just Seven for short, is different...

Seven: Indeed, I am different...

This woman speaks these words in an eerily digitised voice, leading Daxter to get somewhat suspicious about this woman, beginning to wonder if she doesn't have any work references to speak of at all.

Daxter: OK, I'll bite, what the hell is the deal with her, something tells me you didn't pick her up fresh out of university, and I don't recognise her from any of the existing divisions of the force, so where did she come from exactly?

Erwin: She is in fact, more of an “it”, in many respects, as she was built by our RnD department, as I said before, this is our NEW weapon.

Seven: Yes, I am a weapon...

Daxter: You might need to clear this up a little more for me, I'm still not quite getting it?

Erwin: Fine, very well, this woman here is an experimental combat robot, made to resemble the human form perfectly.

Daxter: What do you mean perfectly?

Erwin: They built her with machine-based substitutes for everything, from a fully working robotic heart, to liver, there's brains, lungs, everything in there, even an artificial womb in case of the need to carry a baby in the event of an emergency?

Garnet: On the spot fetal transfer, how is that even possible?...

Daxter: What did I tell you about reading that kind of shit on the internet, Garnet!?!

Erwin: ...

Daxter: Ahem, I mean...She has a point, how would that even work exactly?...

Erwin: It's not for you to worry yourselves about, after all, none of you are pregnant, so it's fine. The point is she is a jack of all trades...

Seven: I believe you mean Jill...

Erwin: Hush, your name is Seven, own it!...Now as I was saying I want you to take the initiative in housing the
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