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Beat 1




It's Cold Inside.
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Please, if you don't mind, curious one. Turn your eyes now to the humble abode of sustenance that can only be known to the masses as the one and only "Nefarioun's refrigerator".

This monolith of food preservation stands tall in the coder's apartment, a testament to the mundane and uninspired appliances that populate Xanthic Cross, and therefore by a grander extension our world.

This refrigerator, much like its owner, is as basic and plain as they come... like seriously, it doesn't even have any cool fridge magnets.

In addition to this lack of accessorizing, sadly, its exterior is also a dull hue of green, blending in seamlessly into the background of a lifestyle full of magic and a copiously excessive amount of gunfire that shockingly takes place close to the kitchen.

In short, the refrigerator exists in a place that ultimately ensures that it'll forever remain unnoticed and unappreciated.

The mere sight of it evokes feelings of boredom and apathy, as if to say...

––––––––
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..."I am here! And there's nobody fucking trying to even pretend that they love me!!!! Not that you care..."...

––––––––
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Because that's just the type of emotional appliance Nefarioun's refrigerator would be if it could talk.

Thankfully it can't, but the tragic drawback to this fact is that it also means the refrigerator is still, in a word, fucking BORING!!!

But do not despair, for not all is lost in this refrigerator born from the cult of mediocrity.

Upon opening its doors, one is at the very least greeted by a sparse landscape of edible items, each more unremarkable than the last.

At least unremarkable in their lack of variety. One could argue that what these ingredients are doing is much more interesting.

That's right, the refrigerator itself might be boring as all living hell, but the Mustard inside, dressed in a tiny umpire's uniform, sets the stage for something at least slightly more intriguing (in short, baseball) as he yells at a can of peas lying sprawled on the so called "ground" of the refrigerator, the poor can groaning dramatically.

Can of Peas: I can't keep going on like this...I think I'm gonna die....Ugh!!!

Mustard Bottle: That's strike three! You pathetic low-life piece of scum You're outta there!

The other condiments and food items watching from the fridge shelf stands erupt in cheers, waving miniature hot dog flags as they cheer the Can Peas' failure in what looks to be a refrigerator wide baseball championship game of substantial importance.

Not too far away, a ketchup bottle named Ketch Slughimer, covered in splatters of other food items that have tragically lost their lives in this "game", stands next to a can of Cola, who's bouncing excitedly trying anything and everything to get the Ketchup Bottle's attention.

Cola Can: Come on, Ketch! You gotta join the game! It's the Fridge World Series for fuck's sake!

Ketch: No.

Cola Can: Aw, come on. Do you really want to die with regrets?

Ketch: That's a stupid question, everyone is going to die with regrets on average. No one we've ever known in our short lives have lived anything we'd considered to be a fulfilling existence.

Cola Can: Who cares about some losers who died in some other type of situation unrelated to what we're doing right now. The baseball game is right now, so we should be talking about that and how if you don't take part... you WILL die with regrets.

Ketch: If you were listening to a damn word I have said up until this point, you'd realise I am talking about this game specifically!

Cola Can: What? No way...

Ketch: Very much way. Almost everyone we've lived our entire lives with has died since you had that fucking moronic idea to "play a game of baseball to kill some time"....And the end result has been nothing more than everyone in here slaughtering one another on the alter of trying to adhere to the fucking rules!!!

Cola Can: What is it that you're getting at here, Ketch, old buddy?

Ketch: That ever since the very moment this whole thing began, we've been going through a self genocide! You fucking ripped open my oldest friend Pickle Jar just so you could tear out his insides and use them as balls for the game! You killed him! YOU! There's blood on your hands!!!

Cola Can: Yeah...maybe, but-...

Ketch: What!? Huh!?! What could you possibly say that would bring any kind of sane or rational perspective to all this death!!! A series of mass murders to gather playing pieces, only so you can use said pieces to beat the few of us that remain until we also die!? No doubt leading to the eventual extinction of our entire population!?

Cola Can: Well, shucks, I don't know what to say except that somebody must have woke up on the wrong side of the bread this morning, ya big grumper, you.

Ketch: Stop brushing off everyone dying in response to your game, you psychopath!

Cola Can Hyuk hyuk, it's not so bad, Ketch. Why, if you just call anything a game. You can justify doing any inexcusable action...and I mean ANY inexcusable action...

Ketch: Wait...are you being serious right now, Cola Can? Are you, like...trying to tell me you're fully aware of what you were doing in suggesting this baseball game...and that from the very moment you killed Pickle Jar, all you were seeking was death?

Cola Can: I don't know. Maybe I am saying that....Maybe I am....

Ketch: Cola Can...tell me you're joking. This is a joke...right?

The Cola Can's excitement rapidly fades away and everything starts to feel a pinch more intense as all the colour leaves the area around them and the Cola Can just stares at Ketch, breathing heavier and heavier with each passing second without saying anything.

Ketch tries to move back two paces but is stopped when the Cola Can grabs a hold of Ketch and starts whispering to him in a more venomous and psychotic tone.

Cola Can: Hey hey hey...now where the fuck do ya think you're going, Ketch. I thought you said you wanted to play some baseball...?

Ketch: You know damn fine that I don't want to play anything, you loopy fruitcake! Let me go!!!

Cola Can: I'm afraid I can't do that, Ketch. I'd die with regrets if I didn't let my best bud spend his final moments having fun with me before we both move on to the great beyond...

Ketch: T-the great beyond...?

Cola Can: Well, yeah... Getting into heaven is the greatest part about a suicide pact, right?

Ketch: Suicide pact!?!

Cola Can: You didn't know? Everyone else seemed more than eager to take part when I suggested it...

Ketch: You suggested a game of baseball, not a suicide pact, Cola Can!!!! You're a fucking lying snake!!!

Cola Can: Baseball, deathy-deathy die-die, it's all the same thing to me. After all, since the moment we arrived in this refrigerator, coming from various plants and factories from the benevolence of our God, we knew we were immediately on a fast paced march back to the warm embrace of his paradise for a welcoming return. I am merely speeding up the process to ensure that we all go together...hand in hand, loving each other like brothers...doesn't that make you feel warm and happy inside? Well, doesn't it just!?

Ketch: I feel like I want to be anywhere but here right now! Let go of me! Let me go!!! I wanna go!!!!

Cola Can: Never, Ketch! We're gonna sit here and watch! We're gonna watch as everyone we know and love dies beating each other to death with pickles and improvised baseball bats! And when they all die!? I'll kill us both at the same time! It'll be most glorious! Magnificent even! You need only place your trust in me to take good care of you in your demise, and soon...everything will feel so much better, my sweet Ketch...MUAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!

Ketch: Somebody help me!?! I don't want to die at the hands of this maniac!!! Please, save me!!!

Cola Can: Oh how foolish, there isn't going to be anyone in their right mind who would wade into this chaos to put a stop to it! You're are out of options, Ketch, old friend!!! Submit to me, and become one with the suicide pact!!! AHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!

Ketch: Noooooooooo! I refuse! Do you hear me!? I fucking refuse!!!

Just in this moment alone, Ketch is forced to stand by an watch as the horror Cola Can has been praying for in secret unfolds before his eyes now.

Within the great Nefarioun's refrigerator, a mass inquisition takes hold, in which the more powerful frozen foods, such as frozen pizzas and pre-made meals, wielding their icy blades, round up smaller, weaker food items, accusing them of "treason" against the mighty Cola Can's wish to play baseball...just for being insufficiently cold.

Then, as time marches, and the minutes turn into hours, a period of strife occurs known as The Great Purge. In which a ruthless "cleansing" of sorts begins within the fridge, sanctioned by the condiments serving under the Cola Can.

The condiments, fighting well, even without the aid of Ketch Slughimer use their acidic strength to destroy any signs of bacterial growth, innocently wiping out entire communities of microbially-inclined foods like yogurt...

If that were not enough, the purge is then followed up by The Great Freeze Out. A movement encapsulated by the acts of the more "cold-blooded" working for Cola Can. In short, foods like butter and ice cream, band together under the leadership of a particularly frosty bottle of vodka whom serves as Cola Can's general, actively starving and freezing out the room-temperature items like eggs, cheese, and hummus.

The Cheese Rebels to the best of their power, realizing that their fate can no longer be ignored, stage a rebellion, led by a particularly aged cheddar who has been around long enough to have the bluest scars of war one can imagine...

The cheeses try their damnedest to separate from the cold domain by forcibly opening the fridge, but are pushed back by the frost giants who guard those lands...known only as...the large ice trays (they're cunts in the minds of their cheesy opposition).

And as is the impact with all war, environmental disaster is quick to follow, bringing about what many fridge scholars refer to as The End of the Green World.

This end comes when the Vegetables, previously content to sit on the side and observe in the crisper, are driven to rebellion amidst accusations of respiratory terrorism. As a result, the fridge hosts a brutal massacre as salad greens and carrots alike are hanged, drawn and quartered, left rotting in the the arms of their families before they too are slaughtered.

In the grand, systematic destruction of all the other foods who were left fighting amongst themselves, eventually the suicide pact war escalates in to a condiment conflict. In short, a bloody civil among the condiment elites, with mustard, chili, steak sauce and soy sauce all fighting for dominion over the other sauces.

The conflict spills over into every inch of the fridge, causing a chain reaction of spoiled sauces and stains, that eventually invokes the wrath of the fridge's last line of defence, the tinned order.

This order, a militia by definition of heavy-hitting foods, now enraged at the injustices they've suffered, begin wielding their canned edges as weapons.

Thus, chaos ensues as those not capable of inflicting harm, like fluffy marshmallows, become collateral damage of the metallic carnage.

And throughout it all, Cola Can cackles like the ruthless villain that he is, exhibiting no redeemable qualities to find in his exposed true self to the fridge world he has destroyed.

All the while, Ketch, a bottle broken on the inside, looks on shedding a single vinegary tear as he asks...

Ketch: Why, God...Why does it have to turn out this way?

Cola Can: Do you have a problem with what you're seeing here, Ketch, old chum?

Ketch: Of course I do! This is too much! What am I to do, God!? Give me a sign!? What am I supposed to do in the face of all this death and despair!?!

At this point, most rational thinking food items that spend their lives chilling in a refrigerator, would assume that Ketch has lost his mind for praying to some kind of higher power.

But then...his faith is rewarded in a sense, for Nefarioun's voice can suddenly be heard outside of the refrigerator by every item inside as she speaks from somewhere within the kitchen.

Nefarioun: Disco, why the hell is there so much God damn noise coming from our fridge!?

Disco: I dunno, maybe it feels lonely...?

Nefarioun: It almost sounds like someone left a freaking TV on in there or something, it's insane.

Disco: I know I say this more often than you perhaps wish to hear, Miss Nefarioun, but...you're probably just working too hard for your own good. All of that overtime is finally catching up on you.

Nefarioun: Bullcrap, I heard someone scream something about ethnic cleansing in my fridge, and I swear to Christ, if there's some kind of ultimate reality magical contortionist hiding in there who happens to be both, an acquaintance of yours AND slightly genocidal toward our perishables, I'm going to be more than a little pissed.

Disco: Well, there's no need for you to worry, Miss Nefarioun.

Nefarioun: Oh really, and what the hell are you basing that on?

Disco: I don't even know what the word contortionist means.

Nefarioun: ...

Disco: ...

There is a brief awkward silence that follows Disco's admission here, as most of the items in the fridge hear the voice of a harrowing power or being that is greater than themselves, something that has beyond comprehension, and it scares the everliving crap out of them.

But as much as the silence is indeed awkward, it doesn't last for long, as Nefarioun is much too frustrated with the noise to get mad about anything else. This prompts her to swiftly open the fridge door to see the massacre that has taken place within the refrigerator, with various sauces and enzymes scattered, sprayed and broken across every inch of the fridge as the food items that remain are left looking back screaming in blind panic as they don't know what to make of this development.

All Food Inside the Fridge: Oh shit! The day of reckoning has come!!! It's the rapture! We're all going to die!!! AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!!

Slamming the door shut again to hide the sights of war and mass hysteria from her immediate gaze, Nefarioun pushes Disco up against the wall and seems rather insistent on receiving an explanation as to what's happening within her supposedly dull appliance without hesitation.

Nefarioun: Disco, why does the inside of our fridge look like a banned, excessively dark episode of a children's TV show where food products come to life right now!?

Disco: Oh my, Miss Nefarioun. You're getting so rough with me, it's making me a little nervous, I must admit. With the fear getting the better of me, I guess I better just subject myself to whatever forms of torture you have in mind for me and let you have your way.

Nefarioun: Oh cut the crap, I know for a fact that you could flick me to the other side of the universe with your pinky finger with ease if you wanted to, Disco.

Disco: Does that mean no torture?

Nefarioun: Why would you even want that? We both know it wouldn't hurt you.

Disco: It would be so sweet to know you cared enough to try to discipline me, that's all.

Nefarioun: (Sighs)...Disco, focus please. The refrigerator, what's the story there?

Disco: You've had that refrigerator for longer than you've had me around, Miss Nefarioun. If anything you should know more about its origins more than me...Though admittedly, it having that extra time with you makes me super jealous.

Nefarioun: I'm not asking about the refrigerator itself, I'm asking about the food inside it! Why are they alive, sentient enough to talk and...make so much damn mess?

Disco: I dunno, but since I'm not getting raked over the coals to find out, we might as well question their survivors and find out.

Nefarioun: Say what?

Disco: Let's go!....

Disco doesn't bother to offer any kind of explanation as to what she means here, and instead just snaps her fingers to magically teleport both herself and Nefarioun into a old fashioned interrogation room that you would likely find in an old film noir style cinematic production, where Ketch and Cola Can are present, as they have been morphed into the size of human beings while retaining their bottle and can forms respectively in order to better facilitate Disco's desire to question them effectively.

Nefarioun herself is currently distracted by the fact that, in the name of aesthetics Disco has given them both detective outfits which Nefarioun is left tugging at as she mutters to herself.

Nefarioun: These things look expensive... Like the kind of thing cosplayers would bankrupt themselves trying to replicate.

But, of course, before she has any chance to ask Disco about both the value and necessity of these outfits, the genie immediately gets to work snapping at the ketchup bottle and the cola can before the two can even question why they're no longer in the sanctuary of the refrigerator.

Disco: OK, punks! My master is looking for answers, so you best hope she's in a good mood or she's gonna get excruciatingly violent with you both!

Ketch: What!?

Cola Can: I'd like to see her try!!!

Nefarioun: Uh...Disco?

Disco: Yes, oh sweet and magnanimous master of mine?

Nefarioun:  I don't recall saying I wanted to go torture anyone or anything.

Disco: Oh
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