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​To my family, who tell betters stories then I ever could.
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​Evil is a parasite, not an original thing
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C.S. Lewis
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He Who Reigns had created a vast panorama of stars, comets, and gas that made a universe long ago. It was a parabola of noiseless beauty that stretched far beyond what the human mind could ever know. Near each of the stars in varying numbers, He had placed small balls of gas and dust that rotated at different angles and times. These balls of dust, He Who Reigns called planets.

​The people called the planet He Who Reigns was watching Abel. Abel was awash in bright blue waters with one long green and brown mass cutting right in the middle of the mighty seas. The design was roughly rectangular, with small portions jutting like spikes as if a great cataclysm had formed this mass with a mighty heave. Pale grey clouds hung around this planet that were repelled from the one landmass. A shimmering dome covered the whole of the landmass that regulated the temperature to a warm seventy-five degrees, no more, and no less.

​He Who Reigns stood by His golden throne, mighty hand on His celestial chin in thought. Though Abel looked quiet, He Who Reigns knew that the quiet was a lie. This lie was what He Who Reigns was contemplating as he watched. It’s time to begin again, He Who Reigns thought.

He Who Reigns nodded decisively. He sighed and turned towards a large, tanned- skinned man wearing golden armor from head to toe, leaning on a long silver spear. He walked over and touched the man on the shoulder lightly. “Amdiziel, my lad, I need you to go to Heaven’s Gate barracks and get Micazeal,” he ordered Amdiziel with a sharp nod of command.

Amdiziel nodded curtly and turned on a gold booted heel. His footsteps echoed across the endless hall as he walked away. Amdiziel’s steps quickly took him out of view of the throne.

The Heaven’s Gate Barracks was an odd anomaly in what seemed to be a place of tranquility. Literally placed around a set of two golden gates, it was tall and square-shaped, made of a thick brick-like material. The Barracks was a building that was built for war in a place of tranquility. It reminded everyone in Heaven of the war. He Who Reigns spun around quickly as Amdiziel appeared with a massive man with broad shoulders that seemed to fill the air. The man had dark brown hair that hung to his muscular shoulders, covered by a heavy white robe that reached to his massive brown boots. His wide brown eyes seemed filled with intelligence as they flicked left to right searchingly. He Who Reigns smirked widely; his brown beard split by the joy of seeing the man. “Hello, Micazeal, my friend!” He squeezed Micazeal's arms firmly.

Micazeal dipped his massive head, his cheeks barely moving in a thin smile. “My Lord,” he said, his deep voice rolling out like a river. “You sent for my presence again?”


He Who Reigns nodded. “Yes, my old friend. I have a mission that only you can do.”


​[image: image-0-1.jpg]
​River City was a bustling place today, as it was every day. It was Saturday by the calendar, and everyone had forgotten who had made it. That was the way of things in a city run by technology. The push of a button constantly met people’s needs. Oh, there were a few people who still clung to self-sufficiency, but they were few and far between. Streets made of a material the locals called mixacrete, concrete mixed with dirt, water, stone, and a green chemical that everyone forgot the name of, were busy hubs today. Flat-looking cigar-shaped hovering cars and boxy-looking high-trailer hovering trucks zipped past mixacrete sidewalks. No humans drove these cars and trucks; automation ran everything, as if there were one brain. Hustling and bustling people, both dressed in suits and casual clothing, were zipping around the sidewalks as they entered yellow checkerboard hover-taxis. The taxis were also computerized, zipping their passengers all about the vast city. This parabola of zipping vehicles and bustling people never stopped. There was no night in River City, as the swirling dome high above the city reflected the light of the star called Above. No one knew why the star was called Above. As with everything else in River City, it was just seen as something no one cared about.

To the people of River City, it was an artificial paradise. Yet, under this paradise waited a hungry mold ready to infect the world above, its tendrils already beginning to spread.
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​LATE AGAIN
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Jonah Angelese jerked out of bed as a loud screeching noise pierced the air. He rubbed his brown eyes, running a hand through his disheveled brown hair. His thin face was covered in red marks from his thick white pillow as he blinked away a sleepy haze. “What?” he mumbled in his deep voice. He looked around confusedly as his eyes started to come back into focus.

“Good morning, sir,” a small, squat, silvery robot said in a tinny voice, humanlike arms yanking the blanket off of Jonah. The robot’s angular face had black, rounded eyelike projections that flicked back and forth, looking at Jonah’s sleepy form over. A slit was placed in its face where the mouth would be, which is where the tinny voice came from. “When I tried to awaken you an hour earlier, you said, ‘Come back later, stupid.’” The robot clicked for a moment, then looked Jonah in the eyes. “It is now nine-forty-five A.M., sir. Is this ‘later’?”

Jonah gasped and jerked out of bed, brown eyes wide. “Yes, it’s ‘later,’ it’s too late! I’m almost an hour late for work, gah!” Jonah exclaimed as he tumbled out of bed in a jumble of blankets and sleep-stiff feet. A pair of brown dress shoes, a khaki long-sleeved shirt, a tie, and pants were flopped over a metallic dresser to Jonah’s right. He forced himself out of the jumble with a loud groan as he ran to a concave depression labeled “Shower.” He leaped into the depression as X-33 tried to follow him. “X-33, get my stuff together!” Jonah yelled in a reedy voice. His greasy short brown hair pointed in a mass of disarray about his thin head as he rubbed his itchy red brown eyes. He slapped a small square panel next to his right arm, making the depression slam shut behind him. He then pushed his body into a man-shaped area as water blasted him in the face from a nozzle in front of him. Steam rushed up around him as he yelled, as scalding hot water blasted him. Shampoo squirted out of a small nozzle over Jonah’s head onto his sopping wet hair, a second nozzle blasting Jonah all over his body with blue soap.

​Two more tiny nozzles blasted water at Jonah from both sides, washing the soap and shampoo off him. The residue dropped into a small alcove with a slush! noise. The depression’s door slammed open, letting in a waft of cool air that chilled his whole body. His skin turned red from the hot water, then purple, then slowly returned to a pale whiteness.

There was a loud buzz as the robot appeared again. X-33 stated, “Your work clothes are pressed and ready, sir. Here is your drying implement, sir.” X-33 raised a massive blue towel in both of its small arms. Its little legs pumped back and forth as it walked quickly toward Jonah.

Jonah nodded gratefully and pulled the towel into his arms. Jonah threw the towel around himself, pulling the moisture off him. He ran towards his clothes like he was on fire.

Jonah’s clothes were laid out neatly on the bed, pants on top, with a pair of black dress socks next to the pile of clothes. Jonah yanked on the socks, his right big toe poking through the sock. “Oh, terrific!” Jonah exclaimed in frustration. He didn’t have time to get another pair, so he ignored it and yanked on his pants, struggling to pull them up as he bounced on his heels. He struggled to get his shirt on, misbuttoning it twice before finally getting it right.

As Jonah struggled into his dress shoes, feeling his big toe rub against the inside, he ignored it and struggled to tie his tie. “Crud, crud, crud! Oh man, oh man, I am so gonna get fired for this!” Jonah grabbed a brown belt on his bed, flailing as he tried to push the belt through his pants loops. He stormed down the carpeted hall out the round door of his alcove apartment, X-33 waddling behind him. “We gotta go!” his baritone voice screamed.

X-33 bleeped and bleated behind Jonah. “Sir, would you like me to call a hovicab? That would save approximately one point seven five minutes on our route,” X-33 offered helpfully. Also, sir, I scanned your vitals. Your heart is far higher than is normal for a human of your c-“

​Jonah stopped trying to tie his tie and jabbed his left index finger into X-33’s metallic face, stopping the little robot dead in its tracks. “Listen, you hunk of metal,” Jonah said angrily, his voice dropping into an icy flat tone as he pointed at X-33. “You didn’t wake me up. It doesn’t matter why that was your job. So, if I get fired, guess what, Mr. ‘Assigned Lifebot’?” He waved a hand over X-33, who stared at him. “You go to the scrap heap, hunk of junk!”

Jonah barely noticed X-33 sullenly stepping back as he finally got his tie tied in a loose knot. He finally reached the red circular door at the end of the carpeted hallway, and a blue beam swept over him from a small alcove over the door. The door rolled aside to the left, and three red-painted metal steps attached to the wall outside the door came into view. Jonah sweated through his khaki dress shirt as he ran down the stairs, sweat grinding in his armpits.

Jonah tuned and yelled back over his shoulder, “Hurry up, X!” As he watched the little robot waddle across the carpet towards the open door, he reflected on how he ended up with his little companion in the first place. The government of River City required that all adults at age twenty-six be assigned a robot for the rest of their lives to keep them healthy and care for their needs. No one could remember why twenty-six was the age; it just simply was.

X-33 walked towards the door, trying to keep up with Jonah’s frenetic pace as its little servos whined in its legs. X-33 finally reached the edge of the door, bleeping and bleating as it reached the door lip that led to the stairs. It looked at the stairs and scanned them, then looked up at Jonah. “Sir, I apologize, but may I have a moment to prepare stair protocols?” X-33 said as he looked at the stairs. “This is an abnormal procedure,” X-33 explained apologetically.

​Jonah sighed angrily. He quickly grabbed X-33 by its rounded midsection and pulled it to the metallic floor. Jonah was surprised by how heavy X-33 was, his unexercised muscles painfully straining as he lowered the robot to the carpet. He stretched his arms and back as X-33’s servitors whined as the robot centered itself. “Man, you weigh a ton!” Jonah said, breathing heavily as he felt the heat inside the long metal hallway outside of his apartment make him sweat heavily. He wiped his forehead, saying, “All this fancy tech and they can’t even keep the A/C on?” Jonah complained. He adjusted his tie as he sweated bullets. His sweaty underarms scraped painfully as he shook his strained arms. I hurt everywhere! But I’m not gonna give that hunk of wires and circuits the satisfaction of admitting pain! Jonah thought stubbornly.

X-33 took Jonah’s angry question as a command. A small, round dish popped out of the top of its head that spun slowly. A few seconds later, the dish stopped spinning and dropped back into its head. “Sir, the air conditioning is inoperable, but perhaps, if you would allow-“

Jonah raised his hand to cut X-33 off. “Yeah, ok, it’s broken. Let’s go, junkpile!” He felt his right big toe rub against his shoe as he hobbled down the metal hallway. Around him, other circular red doors embedded into the metal walls to his right and left shot open. People in various dress, from jumpsuits and suits to casual clothing, calmly walked out of their alcove apartments. Jonah, however, was anything but calm. He ran, or somewhat hobbled, as fast as his strained muscles would let him. “Hurry up, tin can!” he yelled at X-33, the little robot’s legs whined as it tried to follow him. Jonah maneuvered rudely through the crowd of people, bumping them aside. The crowd angrily let Jonah know how much they “appreciated” Jonah.

“My apologies. My apologies,” X-33 bleeped continually to his fellow Lifebots as Jonah forced a path through the crowd. “Sir, I see the exit door is operating,” X-33 declared.

Jonah breathed heavily as he ignored X-33. “Why is this hallway so long?” he wheezed breathlessly as he felt his armpits filling up with sweat. His exposed toe kept rubbing against the wall of his shoe, but he pushed himself forward. He was forced to come to an abrupt halt as he nearly smacked into a massive square red metal door fifty feet high. He put his hands on his knees and wheezed as the door slowly pushed. The stream of people around Jonah walked through the door as hot air rushed inside. The weather dome was still keeping everything a steady seventy-five degrees, bright and artificially sunny. Jonah realized he’d left his sunglasses back in his apartment. “Blast-it-“ he wheezed as he forced himself back up to his full six-foot height. His brown hair was soaked with sweat like he’d taken another shower. He could smell the musk coming from the damp paint outside the building. He forced his burning, cramped legs forward, X-33 hanging on his right. He finally reached the exit and walked through the open door. Jonah’s sweaty armpits had rubbed his skin raw under his shirt. His knees cramped painfully as the sweat poured over his body, and his knees began to wobble.

As X-33 walked beside Jonah, its robotic eyes flicked back and forth as it scanned Jonah. “Sir, your core body temperature is rising. Would you care for a cooling beverage, sir?”

​Jonah once again ignored his unwanted companion as he forced himself to walk forward. Oh. Man...I shoulda...worked...out. He struggled to keep up his frenetic pace as the tons of sodas he drank in a day made his heart pound. He could taste metal as the bile rose in his mouth as
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