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Zone 1.




Cheats and Consequences.
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On another calm and peaceful day within the Candescent Hemisphere capital Heartlight Square, high above the rooftops, an anthropomorphic seagull flies through the skies with a jet pack (of all things) as he scans the streets with a set of binoculars.

His reason for doing this is currently unknown, but judging from the feverish nature in which he's looking, it seems his current task is rather urgent. A matter he speaks out to himself as he soars through the air.

V.P.Gull: Oh dear, oh golly, go gish gosh and gishilton! What in the Ark's name am I going to do if I cannot find Neko Con Carne.

At least shedding some light on to what he's doing here, V.P.Gull (as he is known) is given something of a setback as he inadvertently tears up two kites and a building strung washing line in his ongoing flightpath which has a pair of knickers blocking the lenses of his binoculars as he screams.

V.P.Gull: Oh shit! I've gone blind!!! Mayday! Mayday!!!

Unable to shake the knickers and clear his vision, V.P.Gull is left swaying from left to right in the air, crashing through street signs, lights and billboards as he tries (but fails) to search for Neko Con Carne.

The heroine herself is currently not too busy at the moment, and if indeed summoned? Could spare the time for a chat. As she is doing nothing more than sleeping on her desk, business as usual.

Neko: Zzzz...Zzzz...Zzzz...

Her office isn't as eerily silent as it normally is however, as not far away from her desk, the always lively, and upbeat Aoi is currently in the middle of "exercising" with a motion-control game console game of sorts. One that uses a remote controller as a handheld pointing device for detecting movements.

The game reading Aoi's movements is essential in respect to the dance moves it's asking her to perform, along with the high energy bubble gum pop music it's piping out. Filling the room with an overbearing amount of light from the TV screen that the console is plugged into as it bombards Aoi with a sensory overload of score achieving buzz words.
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..."Good!"...

..."Great!"....

..."Tight"....

..."Jammin"....

..."Radical"....

..."Perfect"....

..."Please be my God"....

..."You are a true Dance Warrior of the Global Circuit, BABY!!!"....

––––––––
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...And beyond that, the praise just gets a little too extreme and silly to narrate, but Aoi still has a blast playing it regardless, dancing through the soles of her shoes in a feeble attempt to keep up with the game's "Super Mega Stega Hard Mode".

After finishing up dancing to the track she is currently in the middle of trying to get a perfect score on, she literally falls just short of the mark by 100 points.

It's literally the bane of her existence these days, and everyone who knows her is aware of how much trouble it is causing her (barring Neko, who is always too tired to listen most of the time).

With the game returning to the main menu after the song's completion, Aoi runs over to the desk where Neko is currently fast asleep, and like a giddily excited child on Christmas eve, she starts trying her best to convince Neko to join in on all of the fun, waving her motion controller back and forth, making game avatars on the main menu do the same thing as her as she barters for the heroine's involvement in the game.

Aoi: Hey Neko! You wanna play my game with me? Huh? Huh? Huh? Huh? Huh? Huh? Huh? Huh?

Neko: ...

Aoi: Still sleeping? I guess sleep is fun for those people who like to regenerate cells and have their brain sort itself out after turning itself into a goopy mess from overthinking after being awake for too long. But that's just a really dull way of looking at it, I say we as a species should evolve, and learn to stay awake forever and ever and ever, you know what I mean?

Neko: ...

Aoi: Right, it's settled then, you and I are going to drink 40,000,000 litres of coffee and then we're going to stay up all night and day for three years playing this game until I get the high scores on every track on both single player and co-op mode! You wait there, and I'll go turn on the coffee maker!!!

Aoi looking set to dash through to the kitchen like an amphetamine-loaded cheetah, she is raked back by the collar and left almost shooting her tongue out to the ceiling as Neko holds her in place to bluntly tell her.

Neko: Don't bother...

To which, Aoi is somewhat confused, and has to inquire in a mature and sophisticated matter as to why Neko would be against such a proposition.

Aoi: Awwwwwww, but why?

Neko sits up and yawns at this moment, letting go of Aoi's collar so that she can stretch before answering what perhaps should be an obvious question.

Neko: I could give you like, a billion reasons why you shouldn't go charging ahead with half the things you just said to me right now, but I think I can at least bring your antics back down into normal parameters if I tell you one cold hard truth that'll throw a spanner into the works of it all.

Aoi: What's that?

Neko: We don't have any coffee left, so you won't even be able to make 1 litre, let alone whatever the hell number you just came at me with right now.

Aoi: But you're still up for three whole years of killing it on Bust-A-Dance Rebellion, right?

Neko: No...

Aoi: OMG! Are you trying to tell me you don't have a boogie fever any more?

Neko: I have a lot of problems, but a terminal illness related to non-stop dancing isn't one of them.

Aoi: Then are you like, immune to the fever?

Neko: I thought you were literally kidding for a second, but now I'm starting to wonder, has any doctor actually diagnosed you as having a boogie fever?

Aoi: Two, they were brothers though, so I think they might have been sharing my files and just copying one another's diagnosis.

Neko: Or they were just pulling your leg.

Aoi: Don't say that!

Neko: Woah, any reason why I shouldn't exactly?

Aoi: Because if they were both pulling a leg each, I'd get torn in half from my pelvis to my head, and I don't want to die that way. I already have my method of death planned out for when the time comes.

Neko: I can't believe I'm going to ask this, but how are you going to die, in your well-educated opinion?

Aoi: I'm going to get enveloped by a swarm of magical doves, and lifted into heaven...I saw it in a movie once, and it looked super sweet. It's better dying that way than of something boring, like falling into a giant food processor and having your remains juiced into a protein shake for Martians.

Neko: Fist of all, I can respect the level of effort you put into that choice, well done.

Aoi: Gee, thanks, it's nice to know my effort is appreciated.

Neko: No problem. Second of all, that's a really stupid way to die, practically speaking, since it likely won't happen. You're actually more like to die of going into cardiac arrest from playing that damn game too long if you keep going at it the way you do now up into your twilight years.

Aoi: Hmmm...now that you mention it, dying playing a computer game sounds kind of fun.

Neko: How so?

Aoi: Because if I don't get the high score then I can blame it on my sudden death, it's the perfect excuse. You're actually a freaking genius Neko, no fooling.

Neko: That's not the reason you wanted me to play this thing with you for three years solid, is it?

Aoi: Nope, I'm just thinking that's how long it'll take me to beat the thing, and unlock all the super secret dance avatars.

Neko: Why don't you just cheat to unlock them?

Aoi: Holy fucking shit! Keep your voice down...

Neko: Huh?

Aoi: Are you out of your freaking mind?

Neko: I've had my sanity questioned for a lot of reasons over the years, but said reasons for people doubting me always vary. So...you're gonna have to be a bit more specific on why your asking me such a question right now before I give you an answer.

Aoi: You're looking pretty crazy right now, because only a suicidal cheater face would speak openly about cheating when the Anti-Cheater Guild are walking the streets of Heartlight Square.

Neko: Do I even want to know what the Anti Cheater Guild is?...If they're mad at me for saying what I want and that's the reason I'm supposedly loopy then I guess you best colour me crazy.

Aoi: You'd have to be out of your mind to question them, they take a hard stance on game cheaters, and they go around killing anyone who tries to cheat at computer games on their turf.

Neko: They literally kill people over such a thing? That's a little extreme.

Aoi: You try telling them that, the last guy who tried was beaten to death by their toughest members over the course of 56 days.

Neko: That's a long time to be kicking someone's ass before you hit something fatal. What the fuck were they fighting with, sponges and marshmallows?

Aoi: No, their heavy hitters just don't hit too heavily.

Neko: They could've just used a knife to stab the fucker if killing was really their objective from the offset. I mean if you're going to do something wrong, you may as well do it right without fucking around.

Aoi: That in itself would be cheating, you really don't get how these guys operate, Neko. They're tougher than tough.

Neko: OK, so what are they then, like some kind of street gang who go around policing gaming tournaments or something?

Aoi: No, they're hard-headed, overly aggressive activists who police all of gaming, you don't even have to be online, and if they find out you've used an infinite health cheat code? They'll raid your home, smash your game console to pieces, murder all of your relatives, and then set your house on fire before running away to their long boats to flee the scene.

Neko: Long boats?

Aoi: They took a lot of their operational procedures from the Viking's handbook, so raping and pillaging used to be a part of the whole deal. But the actual boats they used crashed and sank because none of them knew how to operate it, so now they just walk around town wearing a long cardboard box costume made to look like a Viking long boat, that's also decorated with papier-mâché...they're really classy with their arts and crafts I'm told.

Neko: Really? They sound like a shower of entitled assholes to me.

Aoi: Neko, would you shhh! We could end up in a whole bunch of trouble if you keep pushing their buttons.

Neko: How would they hear what I'm saying, unless they're spying on me, or have my house bugged with equipment of similar intent?

Aoi: They have eyes and ears everywhere, and if you don't want to be the next target on their radar, then you'll know what's good for you, stay quiet about cheats, and above all else?...Never witness the final cutscene to a game without blistering your thumbs to the point of bleeding and depriving yourself of sleep for days to get there...that's the way God intended humans to play games.

Neko: (Yawns)...Yeah, fuck that, I'm too busy to be playing games for THAT long. I'm not gonna judge people who do, but most of my days consist of thwarting bank robberies and fighting robotic werewolves, I don't like to come home and
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