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Disclaimer!!!
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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 book's 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 Promotion 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 4 AM 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...

Kale...(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




Employment Opportunities.
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Nameless City...it is a city without a name, why doesn't it have a name you ask? Because every name it's had before was offensive for one reason or another. So to conform with the rules and regulations of “the people versus everything act of the year 2XXX”, the local government of Nameless City decided to bend over backwards to come up with something inoffensive that pleased no one...the end result?... We have another cyberpunk city, that's only key difference is that it's crippled with a really lame name...

Don't judge the city too harshly however...it's doing the best it can with what it's got.

Within the bustling streets of Nameless city, trapped in the sea of humanity existing amongst the rapidly exchanging digital streams of information and lights, a young salaryman enters a cafe to meet with his final client for the day.

This young man, whose face is masked by the dim purple lighting within the cafe, casually walks past the counter and places an order for a drink with the robot bartender (who is in the middle of smoking a cigarette for aesthetics). After the promise of a waitress likely finding him, to bring him his beverage in a few moments, the young man turns and looks around the cafe in search of his client.

???: Alright, she said she'd be holding a table for her father, didn't she?... Let's see...

Scanning the area for a young woman who matches the description he was given on the phone, he soon spots a female patron, with mint green hair, sitting at a smokers booth in the back. At first, he thinks this is a choice made for his benefit, but once he approaches the table, he soon realises that this is not the case, as the young woman herself is in fact smoking.

???: You look a little young...are you sure you should be smoking little lady?

This "little lady", is not so young however, and is in fact a few countless hundred years older than him. What this young salaryman doesn't know however, is that the person sitting before him now is a legendary Italian Vampire from another realm, Major Janiah Thirlestan. Of course, she doesn't take offence, since she has been working for God longer than this man's soul has been in existence, and as such she shockingly speaks a vague truth on the matter.

Janiah: It comes with the job, my father likes his instruments to remain perfect in appearance...therefore I've yet to look a day over 20 once in my life...

???: Your father...?

Janiah: You'll know soon enough...you are wanting to work for him after all, aren't you?....

???: Yeah...I was meaning to ask him about that...how did he get my contact information?

Janiah: Your information?

???: Normally my companies policy is that we extend an olive branch to their PR department, and open up a channel of communication before we start getting down to brass tacks on the business side of things...but your old man suddenly just calls me out of nowhere and offers me what he describes as the biggest contract of my life? I had to meet him myself...you know...just to confirm what his past relationship was with our company...

Janiah: My father is responsible for a lot of stuff, you'd need to be specific if you wanted to know about your company's history with him, as for policies? Our company policy is...If we want something? We'll take it...

???: I see...So you're aggressive in marketing?

Janiah: That's....not what I meant...but...my partner should be able to explain everything else much easier...she is my father's ace, as far as most things are concerned...

???: Your father’s....ace?...

Janiah: Did I say something wrong?

???: No, it's just...I have to wonder, if she's so important, then what is it that you're required to do here?

Janiah: Aside from holding a table? I guess you could say...from your terminology...I'm a supervisor...I'll make sure everything in this deal goes as it should...

???: So how long are we going to need to wait for this....partner of yours?

Janiah: She should drop in any minute now.....

???: ....

The young man can only wonder what this means at this stage as the young-looking vampire is soon subjected to a tale of the tape from his career in marketing thus far, which leads to her rolling her eyes and looking out the nearby window, to leave him spilling words the entire time as she waits.

The person she is waiting on however, is nowhere even remotely close. This so-called ace they're waiting on is Reggae Redblade, the ruthless destructive dragon, turned cute, soft-voiced, sword-wielding, angel, is currently hard at work.....sleeping...in a corridor. This corridor is located in the main building within the sky-bound, university campus HQ, that has been made for God's recent operations, that can only be seen (by divine creatures alone), where it floats above the city on an unending cycle.

Most people would assume that the good lord himself would be appalled if he knew that the legendary instrument of his will was sleeping on his time, and of course, most people would be right, as God makes his way through the corridor, on route to his throne room (after picking up a doughnut from the break room), he catches a glimpse of Reggae abandoning her job and simply sleeping in the middle of the hallway, and as such, is visibly infuriated (so much so he crushes his small fried ring-shaped cake of sweet dough in anger, prior to dishing out scoldings).

God: Reggae my dear!? Shouldn't you be working right now?...

Reggae, of course, is pretty relaxed, despite the uncomfortable and unsanitary venue in which she has chosen for her slumber, and in response, she simply claws the air twice like a lazy cat, and speaks half-heartedly in a drowsy tone.

Reggae: Reggae sleep now, God go bye-bye....come back......a little later.....

God: Dammit! That is it!!!

Screaming these words out loud, God, in something of a furious fit of anger, snaps his fingers to bend the universe to his well to show this disobedient instrument his wrath. Using his powers as a deity, he creates a chain fitted to the ceiling, one which he pulls and causes the entire floor of the corridor to flush out beneath them, leading the entire area to be cleaned by the rapid flow of water into the floor below, which sends Reggae falling out of the HQ, and down towards the city below.

Waking up mid-fall (by a flock of seagulls flying past her and squawking), the white-haired angel tries to spawn a set of wings to fly, but isn't fast enough to do so, and instead she ends up crashing through the ceiling of the cafe where she was supposed to meet with Major Janiah Thirlestan and the faceless salaryman.

Shockingly, after crashing through the ceiling, Reggae still hasn't drawn all that much attention to herself, aside from the focus of the now horrified salaryman who stares at her, with his jaw gaping wide, as he looks on at Reggae's unharmed body, up and down, whilst the former dragon stands to collect herself.

???: Christ little lady! Are you alright!?

After casting off the remaining feathers of her wings, and dusting away a few roof tiles, splinters and brick fragments from her coat, Reggae simply looks at him with a cold stare and says in a calm manner.

Reggae: Reggae is fine, you should not concern yourself with the feelings of mere instruments...

???: Instruments? What the hell does that even mean?

Janiah: Ugh...look, we don't have the time to keep going over this right now, and as for you Reggae, you're already late as it is, stop wasting time and get down to business!...

Reggae: Reggae is sorry Major, she will make amends for the trouble she has caused. Prepare yourself for ascension mortal, you've been drafted...

???: Mortal!? Ar-are you talking to me?....

Reggae: Reggae asks that you remain silent for the next few moments, she'd hate to damage your soul whilst taking care of this delicate matter...

???: My soul, what the heck are you girls talking about?.... You wanna stop playing around with me and tell me when your father’s gonna get here!?...

Janiah: Our father is here in a sense...He's technically all around us...

Reggae: And doesn't let Reggae sleep in, when she wants to!....

Janiah: So like I said, he's already here...but....he's also a busy deity. So that's why we have to handle employment offers on his behalf...

Reggae: Offers which are non-negotiable...

Reggae speaks these words as she draws her glowing red sword, the celestial weapon referred to as The Reggae Blade...upon seeing the glowing sword which emits a dragon's roar as it is initially being unsheathed from a scabbard within her coat, the young salaryman screams, points, and still shockingly doesn't pull much focus to himself from the surrounding patrons in his feverish fit to grasp what is going on around him.

???: Holy shit! This girl’s got a piece! Somebody save me!?!

Reggae: Reggae asked you nicely, to be quiet!!!

Having had enough of his feverish whines, the former dragon looks ready to finally strike him down. At the same time, the young man looks just as ready to stand and run for the exit, however, before he can move, Reggae proceeds to slice his throat wide open in a singular, swift, spinning motion, before then turning and impaling him sixteen times in the stomach. She then kicks him off of her blade, letting the (seemingly innocent) salaryman fly and collapse onto the table, where the waitress arrives to sit his previously ordered drink next to him, as if he were actually likely to take it at this stage.

This is the untimely end of the young salaryman, who wasn't even asked to introduce himself once...At least...this is what he assumes is the end, as he lies on the table, staring at the ceiling whilst drowning to death, choking on in his own blood...

..However, once all is said and done, and his life is through flashing before his eyes, he strangely feels as though he is being carried out of the building by one of the strange mysterious women, as he watches his dead corpse get left in the table behind them.

Unable to connect the dots, in figuring out how he can see, without his body's eyes, the shock becomes too much, and he once again loses consciousness, leaving whatever is left of him, in the hands of the two supposed “instruments” of God.
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It's Time to End This Story

(Wait!...Already!? OK..?).
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After the successful execution of the nameless, faceless, salaryman, that apparently attracted the interest of the all-powerful, God Almighty, for one reason or another, Reggae Redblade, and Major Janiah Thirlestan, quickly made their swift return back to the good lords flying fortress that is currently in patrol of Nameless City.

With the two serving as God's main ground troops in his (yet to be explained) grand plan for the human race, the two imported supernatural beings naturally get a lot of the wet work from heaven dropped on to their laps, and now, at this very moment, their circumstances are no different, as God carefully instructed them to maintain diligent watch over the so-called harvested element that they took from young salary man's body when killing him the previous night before.

So what this means for the two of them is that, since their return, they have both been seated on two steel folding chairs in a room within The Celestial University HQ morgue, where Reggae and Janiah stare vacantly at a bed that has a white sheet draped over it.

The two of them both, feeling rather bored at this stage, Janiah sits playing with a yo-yo, perpetually flicking her wrist to send the toy down and up again by its weight and momentum, as the string unwinds and rewinds. All whilst occasionally stopping to yawn and wipe trickling blood away from her mouth, in a manner so casual, it's clear her unhealed internal injuries, from decades gone by, are not even considered to be a reason for concern at this stage, and it is more apt to describe it as an inconvenience.

Reggae (equally as bored) of course, looks back occasionally, hearing her Major cough up blood here and there, and doesn't seem that alarmed herself, so much so that she taps her sheathed sword off of the ground faster and faster in her ever-growing boredom. At the peak of this incessant scabbard tapping, she eventually stops and turns to the Major, breaking the silence within the room to vocalise an extremely urgent question of the utmost importance.

Reggae: Major?

Janiah: Yes Reggae?

Reggae: You wanna have sex with Reggae?

Janiah: Normally, I would....but we've been in here for quite a few hours, we totally don't have the time any more...

Reggae: Aw....but Reggae wants sex.....

Janiah: Yeah, but God wants us to do a hell of a lot more in terms of work first...but I promise, I'll ring your bell later, after we've finished here...Given that this is one of my worse days though, I'm pretty sure I won't be able to keep myself from hurling blood on you while I have my way with you...

Reggae: That's OK, Reggae likes it when you're sick on her, Major...

Janiah: Oh sweetie...you're so pretty...but...your lingering lust for human blood from your days as a dragon really would creep the hell out of most mortals.

Reggae: Fuck the mortals, Reggae can't stand them, and their fragile bodies...

Janiah: Hey I wouldn't get so worked up over it, they'll all get what's coming to them soon enough...

Reggae: Speaking of what's coming, about Reggae’s bid for sex?.....

Janiah: Oh for crying out loud, no, not right now...

Reggae: Pleeeeeeeeaaaaaaassseeeeee?......Reggae will be your best friend....

Janiah: You are my best friend...

Reggae: More so?....

Janiah: Ugh....fine...

Finally caving to the humanised dragons borderline childish whining, Janiah grabs hold of Reggae's wrists and forcibly pins her on the floor, and proceeds to show her vampire fangs, looking ready to suck some of the magical dragon's blood from her partner's body to give her strength, to easily satisfy Reggae sexually, knowing she couldn't handle the arduous task with the lack of blood in her own system. However, just as she proceeds to try and passionately rip Reggae's top off, the two of them are abruptly interrupted by the sounds of coughing from the nearby bed beside them. A sound which leads Janiah to dust her hands off, stand up and regretfully inform Reggae that.

Janiah: ...Sorry Reggae... looks like we're gonna have to wait...it appears it's finally ready for use...

As Janiah moves to sit back on her seat again, Reggae sharply sits up and kicks a bedpan situated underneath the bed across the room in a mild tantrum, as she vocalises her distaste for the situation in a rather immature manner.

Reggae: Oh boo! Reggae was all hot and bothered!....

Janiah: Yeah, but what can you do...the former suit is waking up...

Reggae soon stands up herself, to return to her chair upon hearing this, knowing fine there orders from God do in fact take precedence over sexual escapades (though she still isn't thrilled about it). Upon returning to her seat, she sits looking over her sheathed blade once again, whilst allowing the major to take point in speaking to this "patient" laying in the bed before them, as "she" awakens.

As said patient sits up however, she is indeed alarmed by the sight of the two girls sitting before her, as she, in fact, recognises them as the very people who murdered her the night before, leading her to scream out at them in a much more feminine manner.

???: Wow! What the crap!? You two again!?! Please don't kill me!!!

Reggae: Been there...

Janiah: Done that...

Reggae: Your blood stained Reggae’s t-shirt.....

Calming down upon hearing their nonchalant response, the former salaryman can't help but take a moment to readjust her stance as she tries her best to get a firm grasp on the situation.

???: Wait! What!?.... Could you two maybe explain to me what the hell that means, and maybe tell me what in the world you two psychopaths want?....

Janiah stops to lift the bedpan Reggae kicked across the floor which she takes a brief moment to cough an organ and some blood up into it before she nonchalantly tosses it to the side again. Janiah then draws and lights a cigarette for herself, as she goes on to explain the situation to this young woman before her (who is in fact, without question, the same soul who was once the salaryman Reggae killed last night).

Janiah: OK, you need to stop screaming and panicking, we're not trying to hide anything from you, and even if we were, you bitching about it wouldn't make us tell you.....luckily for you, the Boss-man wants us to tell you what's going on here.

???: He does?... Why?...

Janiah: Because you've been drafted....don't you remember that part from last night?

Reggae: Reggae would assume you would, since she brutally murdered you in cold blood....unless of course you're pretty slow, then Reggae will understand your inability to grasp the concept of throat slitting and impalement...

???: Wait a minute!? That's right!?

The former salaryman is all of a sudden bombarded with memories of the previous nights execution, via the cruel edge of The Reggae Blade, at the moment of blood spraying impact she quickly comes back to the here and now in the medical room, where she presses her hand against her own throat and feels around her neck to check and see if she's still bleeding (out of fear alone), only to be surprised by the rather different (in texture) neck she does feel.

???: Man that's smooth...did you ladies shave my neck during the night?

Janiah: Did we do what?....

Reggae: Reggae’s skin, aside from her head hair, is kept perfectly smooth through divine intervention....because God doesn't trust Reggae to delicately shave anything...due to how recklessly she brandishes The Reggae Blade...so she most certainly would not have gotten permission to get close to your flesh a second time...

Janiah: Yeah, that's the thing about when your soul gets implanted into one of God's instrumental avatars, those bodies work on a different set of rules...when we work for God, we don't have time to worry about cosmetics and aesthetics, so he decides on a form for us to take, and then he makes it so as our bodies stay that way permanently...if we make alterations ourselves, or even receive damages, it'll revert back to the way it was naturally, almost like your former human healing...only much more superior...

???: God? Instruments? Avatars? No need to shave!? What the hell kind of fucked up company is this!? Because I seriously think you've got the wrong guy if you're trying to win me over with this pitch!

Janiah: OK, real talk....we're not a company, we're divine soldiers in the service of God, and as for you? You're no longer a guy, you've been turned into one of the lords avatars.

???: What does that mean?....

Janiah: Ugh...this!....

Janiah lifts the bedpan off of the floor once again, in order to use its reflective surface to show the former salaryman what she looks like right now. Displaying her reflection in the bottom of the pan she can now see, that much like Reggae and Janiah, her form has been adjusted to be much similar in size, and stature to theirs, though not identical, the thing that is staggering her the most is the fact she is now a woman.

???: What the hell!? I didn't agree to this!?

Janiah: I don't recall a point when asking for your approval was ever important in that area?...

???: But seriously, what the hell...this guy thinks he's God, so he assumes it's OK to decide peoples gender!

Janiah: Why not, he did it when you were put on Earth in the first place...

Reggae: Though he has to decide the gender for all of the people who are currently “alive”, last time Reggae counted she figured it was around 7 or 8 billion.......So Reggae assumes very little thought goes into gender selection when it comes to mortal souls at birth...otherwise he'd never get anything else done...

???: But still, how did he perform such a....thorough...surgery overnight?

Janiah: It wasn't him, and it wasn't a surgery, we literally took your soul out of your feeble mortal frame, we brought it back with us, and Dr Ramen Bonesman over there, placed it into the new body he constructed, as per God's instructions...

Janiah says this as she points to a living, breathing, Jamaican, skeleton, in a white lab coat, who is standing in the back of the room, that is in the middle of sorting papers in a filing cabinet. Dr Ramen stops briefly to wave and give a mere "how ya doin" in response to his name being mentioned, but just as soon returns to his work, as Janiah continues to speak.

Janiah: Your...Earth world concept....of this being a mere sex change operation, is not accurate, your soul has been taken and recycled for another, much more divine, purpose...

???: If it's not an Earth world medical procedure, then why are you keeping me in what is clearly a wardroom, and why was the "person" responsible a "doctor"....?

Janiah: Ugh...what do you want me to say, that we didn't want to make a whole lexicon of confusing terms to appease your misconceptions and personal beliefs about the afterlife? I don't know everything about this place, I just work here....and so do you now...Agent Curry.

Curry: Curry....what?....

Janiah: That's what you're called now, your old name couldn't be pronounced by the guy at the front gate of the HQ when we were filling out the paperwork to bring you in, so I said just put down whatever, and that's what Reggae wrote down...

Reggae: ...Because Reggae wanted curry at the time...

Janiah: And she then went on to have curry too....in case you were wondering about that part?....

Curry: I wasn't wondering about that!? I don't want to walk around for the rest of my days as a woman named Curry! What the hell is the matter with you two!?

Janiah: Me? I suffer from a perpetual lack of blood...

Reggae: And Reggae wants sex...

Janiah: See...it could've been worse, a couple of hours later and that would've been your name...she's very hot and cold about these things...

Curry: Enough! I want to speak with your boss about this! I wanna know what he wants out of me and this creepy little game he's playing!

Janiah: Like I said, it's no secret. We just needed an accountant...

Curry: Say what?...

Janiah: Yeah, God normally trust's me and Reggae to do most jobs for him, but bookkeeping? That is something we're both terrible at, we needed a numbers guy...

Curry: Who you then proceeded to turn into a girl?

Janiah: Nothing personal...it's just company policy...

Curry: (Sighs) Look, I've had enough, just take me to see your boss already...

Janiah: OK...if you feel up to moving.....then come follow me...

Janiah stands to her feet at this time, and makes her way to the nearest exit, followed swiftly by Reggae who gleefully skips after her as they make their way into the corridor. Naturally, nervous at first, Curry tries to leap off of the bed, and is startled by the drastic difference in height as she drops down on the floor (given that she was much taller in her mortal form).

Curry: Oh man...now I'm going to need to stand on a stack of phone books to reach the key hook in my apartment.

Suddenly, amidst this abstract concern that
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