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Preface

 


Chapter 1

 

I was working the drive through at Taco Bell on the last day of school. It was – of course – Tammy, Keith, and I.

And it was packed….

While I was taking someone's order, I heard someone yell at me. 

Now, the Franchise made a rule just for me…if they call me gay, I have full permission to tell them off.

AFTER they made me a manager!

That’s right bitches!

I’m a fucking manager!

And not just any manager!

An assistant!

Gotta love them!

“Hey! Can I have a waffle?” he asked.

I looked at him, and looked back.

“I’m, talking to you!”

“Three fifty please full forward.” I said in the speaker and sent the order. 

I walked over to the guy, and faced him. “If you want a waffle, you can go get one at the waffle house. We don’t serve them anymore.”

He looked offended. He was only 15, so he was probably just joking.

“What’s up with you? Uncut dick up your ass?”

Well, that’s a new one!

He talked like a creep! Like he was trying to hit on me, but failing miserably.

“No?” I asked. “Aren’t those for fuckboys?”

“No, they’re for fags like you.”

OK, now I know he's starting shit…

“Sir, you’re speaking to a manager here.” I said and showed him my name tag that said “Gary Heckerson, assistant manager”

“Wow! Can fagboy get me some free tacos?” he asked.

“No, but you can get me your receipt.” He said.

 Keith took the hint, so he took over drive through.

“No.”

I fiddled around with the computer, and pulled up his order, and issued a refund. I handed him the money, and said, “Have a good day.”

“Man, I want my food!” he companied.

“Well, you’re not going to get your food with an attitude like that. Now will you?”

“You seem like the type that fucks men.”

“If I do, at least I could consider myself sexually active. And no, your hand doesn't count. Now, get the fuck out of my restaurant.”

The customer started to go behind the counter. This was a HUGE safety threat, because he had a pocket knife.

Keith saw this, and paused said to the next customer in his ear, “Please hold.”

I heard the customer complain, but I didn't care.

I pressed a button under the register, and that instantly locked all the doors.

Not only does it lock doors…

It also notifies the police to get here ASAP.

“Fuck with me faggot and you die!” he said and started to walk towards me.

“GET AWAY FROM HIM YOU BASTARD!”

I thought that was a customer…

But no…

It was TAMMY! Walking up to him with a PICO KNIFE!

Damn…talk about releasing her inner serial killer! 

Have you seen those things?

They’re HUGE!

 The boy started to walk towards her, with the knife facing outwards. Even though his knife was smaller, his was a LOT Sharper!

That thing looked like it could give the air more than just a slice!

Tammy backed off a little, but he kept going.

I started to go after him, but when he pointed her to a wall, I could feel myself be shoved out of the way, and I could hear bodies clomp to the floor…

Multiple…bodies…








Chapter 2

 

 

It made news.

“15 year old robs Taco Bell”

And yeah, he tried to ROB us! He confessed to it to authorities…

And he stated, “I offended him”

Bitch!

If you’re offended, then leave! Don’t go on a fucking killing spree for some free tacos!

I was watching the full media coverage on the news with my sister, and mom that same day, and they looked shocked. Not only that they interviewed me, but also that I almost got killed.

“As long as you're safe.” Mom said and started to cry a little.

Before I could say anything, there was a news interruption…this was not any new interruption…

It was from the President.

Jarmen McMiller.

I do not like him at all…I mean, he’s just a snotty republican disguised as a communist that wants to ban LGBT rights, raise taxes, and make us gay people’s rights revoked.

I like what former Democratic President Sanya Comdisk did…

She made anything related with LGBT rights LEGAL in all 50 states!

I didn’t want to even look at that man’s face. He was a shame to the LGBT community...he vowed to protect us, and now he’s destroying us.

I’m just glad of one thing…

The 2016 election is coming up soon.

“I think that this is just a sad situation. I mean, why you even rob a TACO BELL? Rob something good!” president Jarmen asked. “What a shame”

And before he could say anything, the TV shut off.

“I can’t stand that fucker!” Mom complained and got up. “He’s a disgrace to our party.”

OUR party?

I’m an independent!

I want the government out of our lives, out of our taxes, and out of our bedrooms.

But then again, I don’t care for politics, so I don’t do my research…

Is what I believe an ACTUAL party?

Who knows…

Jenny and I both got up, and headed to our rooms. 

“Hey, at least his term is almost up.” Jenny said and sat down on her bed. “The RNC and DNC are coming up.”

Yeah…

We’ll probably have two shitty candidates…

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


 

 

 

 

 

Part one

One year later





Chapter 3

 

It was the first day of our school newspaper meetings before school officially starts. I wanted to be here SO badly...

Even though it is four days until it starts…

I was getting bored with the life of “home”.

I didn’t have class until two, so I headed to the newsroom to relax.

Let me rephrase that….

Relax!

And not be worried about Connor coming in and making my heart race.

He moved to bigger and better things.

I forgot what university he went to – It was somewhere in New York – But knowing him…he probably enrolled in Bust-A-Nut university.

When I walked in, I sat my backpack in my seat, and sat down on the couch.

“Hey Gary,” I heard a voice announce.

It was our new Editor-in-chief, Roman. 

When I say Roman is probably going to be trouble, believe me.

Roman is Connor’s twin brother.

He doesn’t know about me.

And I hope he never gets the chance to know the truth…

“Hey Roman.” I replied and walked up to me. Roman was hot…but I would never give into him.

He handed me a piece of paper, and said, “We need someone to report on this. It would be perfect for the first issue!”

I took a look at the piece of paper, and the title bored me.

 

** Libertarian National Convention held in the gym **

 

Eww…

Politics…

But I do have one question…

How is our leader chosen?

I could do this and
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