Chapter I:

Tensions During Skinny Dipping

The year is 2013; the city Xanan, which is in the state Carnipolus, is a haven for “inferiors” and fascists.  Xanan is surrounded by many other cities and states that are all on Slyvan Island.  One of the cities is Vlandercore. 

In the middle of the afternoon of January, a female news reporter for SIN – Slyvan Island News - was reporting that people all over the world were cheering over the recent death of the insane criminal Redstain, who died earlier that day in Arkham Asylum at the age of eighty-two.  Also she reported that there had been a few vague reports of teenagers and talks of some secret cult, but there had been no witnesses to the crimes.  Then she finished up by wishing everyone a Happy New Year.

Chad Streggo, clad all in black, was twenty-three years old and had white skin.  His hair was short and black and his eyes were green.  He did smoke and drink and he hated his sister Natalie and was rebellious of their parents’ ways, unlike his sister, even though he wore the swastika on his right shoulder.  Lastly had slicked back hair and knew German.

The white skin, black hair and green eyes were all the required characteristics for a Type One – the Master Race.  For a Type Two – the Servant Race – the required characteristics were white skin, blond hair and hazel eyes.

Chad had always thought the reason they hated him because they always wanted a daughter, but the real reason, which was unknown to him, was that his parents were members of the White Supremacists and wore the swastika on their right shoulders.  His parents were now dead, but when Natalie and Chad were young, the swastika had been tattooed on their shoulders.  Now here was a question which the Italian could never answer: if his parents always wanted a daughter, then why was he born?  After all, he was younger than her.

Shrugging the unanswered question off, Chad spat out his cigarette and quickly lit another one.  Soon it was night and the full moon rose high above him and the Italian knew that he needed to stop somewhere to spend the night, so he pulled into an abandoned building.

The next day, Chad drove along the highway once again at top speed.  He had been kicked out of his house by his parents and had been living in an old abandoned building.  His parents had been neglecting their son ever since he was seven or eight.

Chad Streggo continued driving along the road.  When he finally got to his destination, there was no one in sight.  The Italian shouted a greeting, but no one answered him.  He was about to call out again when Sly Walker and Vicky Segur, both clad all in black, returned from their camping trip.  Sly walking behind Vicky for what he considered to be protection against the Italian.  He did not like his girlfriend’s idea at all.  One month ago, the German female had told the Italian to meet her and her friends at Sly’s mansion.  Chad had agreed at once and the plan had been set.

Sly Walker was twenty-one years old.  His skin color was white and he had short, black hair.  He also had green eyes and did not smoke, but did drink.  He also had a seizure disorder.  He had a brain injury at birth and by the age of fifteen, which was the same age he started his friendship with Vicky Segur, who was now his girlfriend, he knew about it.  Also, Sly spoke Russian because he was raised by Professor Ray Korenev and not his biological parents, who abandoned him soon after he was born.  Chad’s older sister Natalie gave him a lot of trouble for she loved to pick on people and took the alias of “Mr. X” when she teamed up with the insane serial killer Redstain.

Vicky Segur was twenty-five years old and she was a redhead with long hair.  Her eye color was also green and she did not smoke.  Vicky knew ninjitsu, which she practiced daily.  Her worst enemy was Chad’s older sister Natalie Streggo, but she was an ally to the rebellious Italian male.  Lastly, she ran a bar and was a vegetarian.  Two years ago, she had taken a class at a community college on massage.  Then next year, she departed for Japan to learn Japanese.  Now she was back and fluent in the language for she, like Sly, could pick up languages very fast if she was in a place where people spoke it.

After the two males shook hands, (somewhat reluclently on Sly’s part), Sly and Vicky necked each other in a very suggestive manor.

“So Chad,” Vicky asked, “what have you been doing?”

“Staying out of my sister’s way, but she’s been a pain in the ass.”

“I can imagine.”

Natalie Streggo, who was about thirteen years older than her brother, did not know about Sly’s seizure disorder, but she did like to rough people up who she despised.  Chad explained why he had been neglected by his mother.

“What an asshole,” Vicky said.  “I feel sorry for you.”

“I don’t,” muttered Sly under his breath.

“Don’t be; they hated me,” the Italian replied bitterly just as William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster, both clad all in black, arrived on the scene.

William “Spike” Atkinson was nineteen years old and had white skin.  His hair was blond, yet spiky, and was short.  The young adult had green eyes, did not smoke and had a scar above his right eyebrow that was given to him when someone tried to rob him when he was thirteen and was a close friend of Sly and Vicky.  Only his friends referred to him as Spike which was due to him having spiky hair.  Spike’s was studying to become a writer and his girlfriend was Drusilla Buckminster.

Drusilla Buckminster was twenty-one years old and was white.  Her hair length and color was long and brown.  She did not smoke and her eye color was blue.  The British young adult was a close friend of Sly and Vicky.  Her boyfriend was named Spike and she was studying to become an artist.

“What’s up,” Spike asked.

“My boyfriend is acting nervous,” Vicky said as Sly scowled, but did not say anything.  He just kept his hands in his pockets.

“We heard you had a midnight swimming party,” Drusilla said.  “We’d like to come.”

“Is that so,” Sly asked raising an eyebrow and looking at his old friends.  He and Vicky had known the two British young adults since Sly had a seizure in his freshman year.  The two had offered a helping hand, but Vicky as she had it under control.

“So would I,” Chad said.

Sly looked uncomfortable.  He knew about Natalie Streggo, who followed her parents’ belief in White Supremacy.  Natalie had a reputation for terrible violence, whereas Sly despised violence.  He was nervous that Chad followed he sister’s beliefs.

Chad saw Sly’s discomfort and realized the cause.  Lots of people he met assumed he was like his sister and he was used to dealing with it.  He looked at Sly and said: “I’m not like my sister, you know.  I despise fascism, in all its forms, and consider my sister my arch adversary.”

Sly Walker was speechless for several minutes.  Finally he said, “So you’re telling me that you don’t believe in all that fascism, in the teachings of Hitler or Mussolini, or in discriminating against people with disabilities?”

“That’s right.”

Sly eyed Vicky, who eyed him right back, before he looked at Chad again and asked, “And why not?”

“I just never believed in any of that bullshit.  My goddamn parents tried to manipulate me and fill my head with racist crap, but I told them to fuck off.  Anyway Sly, you probably don’t want to be judged by the rest of your family either.  So stop making assumptions about me.  It pisses me off!”

“Hey, Sly, aren’t you dating a German,” Vicky asked.

“She’s got a point,” Spike agreed.

“Well Sly,” Drusilla asked, “what do you have to say to that?

“You’ve all made your points,” Sly said and turned to Chad.  “Very well Chad, I’ll cease assuming the worst.  But we’re not friends yet.”

 “Fine with me,” said Chad, “I have all the friends I need.  I’d still like to come to your pool party, though, since Vicky and I have a lot to talk about.”

***

At midnight on the dot, Chad, Spike and Drusilla appeared clad all in black at the pool which was located at Sly Walker’s mansion. 

“Hello Sly,” Spike said in his authentic British accent.

“Welcome,” shouted Sly as he and his girlfriend Vicky walked out of the pool clad only in their birthday suits.  “Even the new guy!”  The American male and the German female were in the nude, as Sly necked Vicky in an extremely suggestive manner on their way to the new arrivals.

“We’re dressed informally as you can see,” Vicky joked as she and her boyfriend walked out to greet the threesome.  The duo was not concerned that the trio could see them fully nude and they did not bother to cover up.  After shaking hands, Sly walked off to pet his two Golden Retrievers who was lying nearby.  They were each named Furball – one was male and one was female.

Spike and Drusilla looked around at the empty pool as they rolled their eyes in question before turning to Chad and asking, “You game?”

“There’s no one else here,” Chad said, looking around then he poured himself a drink and sipped it, looking coolly at the other three.  “But personally, I’m not sure Sly wants to get to know me that well.”

Vicky just smiled at him and said, “If you want to stay, there are rules.”

“Yeah,” Spike said, “so we can all get to know each other better.  You up for it?”

“Sure,” Chad said, determined not to back down from a challenge.

“Well you have to get undressed up there on the diving board so everyone can see you,” Drusilla told him, pointing at the diving board.  “That’s the rule.”

“We all do it the first time,” her boyfriend said.

“So be it,” the Italian said dryly.

“Alright, everyone out for the strip show,” Vicky shouted as Sly brought his two assistance dogs over to the group as Chad removed his watch and put it in his pants.

Everyone turned to see the Italian undress and the girls commented on how attractive his body was.  Chad stood on top of the diving board, removing each piece of clothing in turn, but not striking any poses.  

“Nice muscles,” commented Drusilla, in her authentic British accent.  “Do you work out?”

“Hey,” said Spike, “I have big muscles too.”  Then he took another look at the Italian.  “Okay, maybe not that big.”

“Have no fear, Spike.  You’re my only love.  But Chad is quite muscular you’ll have to admit that.”

“True.  And Dru, that’s good that I’m the only one.”

Then Chad turned to put his folded pants behind him, and everyone saw what was on his right shoulder – the swastika, the insignia of the Nazi empire – and gasped, even Vicky.

“What,” Chad asked, turning back and looking at them while he stood in his boxers.  “What’s wrong?”  Then he remembered the swastika.  “Oh that.  My parents were White Supremacists, and they tattooed it on me.  It’s not very pleasant is it?”

Sly stood up angrily.  “I thought you said you didn’t believe in all that shit!”

“I don’t,” Chad said.  “Weren’t you listening?  My parents did it to me when I was a kid.  I can’t afford to get it removed.  Besides, it reminds me of all the shit I’ve been through.  With this on my body, I’m never going to stop fighting what my parents believed in and what my sister is.”

Sly thought about this for several minutes long and hard, before looking at the Italian directly in the eye.  “Okay,” he said finally, “But it’s hard to believe you when I see that on your shoulder.  When I see that symbol, I just think about everything it represents and about the people who have used it.  It’s hard not to think you must be one of them.”

 “I’m not,” Chad said, “but I understand.  I’ll make you a deal: I give you my help to get Natalie and you don’t throw me out of your club.”

There was no talking and all eyes had turned to Sly Walker, waiting for his response.  Finally he said, thoughtfully, “It seams I have very little choice.  Natalie is very strong, even by herself.”

“So does that mean Chad’s in,” Vicky asked.

“I suppose it does.”

The other three grinned, and Vicky restored the light-hearted mood by shouting: “Come on Chad!  Take it all off!”

Chad stripped off the rest of his clothes, the jumped into the pool.  Spike and Drusilla had also taken off their clothes and the whole group went swimming.

Later, Sly left the others soaking in the hot tub, which they had all moved into to warm up, got dressed and departed to go for a late night walk to cool off with his dogs, while Vicky asked if Spike and Drusilla wanted a drink.  Vicky was a bartender.

“I’ll take a glass,” Spike said.

“Shouldn’t we follow Sly,” Drusilla asked, but Vicky shook her head and said, “He just needs some time to think things over.  He’ll be back later.”  Vicky paused as if in thought.

“What is it,” Spike asked.

“I don’t think Sly took his medicine.  He was supposed to take it at eight and it’s already after midnight.”

“Oh shit.  We’d better get it to him.”

“Yeah, I’ll drive.  Let’s go get dressed.”

Chapter II:
Enter Natalie Streggo


Natalie Streggo, clad all in black, surveyed the dark streets of Xanan that were only lit by a few street lights. Smoke blew came from several pipes which blew out of the ground and filled the streets in steam.  Once, when she was twenty-five, she had teamed up with Redstain to eliminate all the freaks, but now the insane serial killer was dead which created a huge disadvantage for Chad’s older sister.  She was thirty-one years old and had long, black hair.  She also had green eyes and smoked.  Natalie was the favored child in the Streggo family.  She was still enemies with her brother.  Also, back in the year 2002, which was the year she began her fascist cult, Natalie found an unidentified alloy in Roswell.  Also, she secretly ran the Police Department.
Just then, a pair of German twins appeared from an alleyway and began talking to her.  They were both clad in black.

The twins were thirty-five years old and had white skin.  They had shaved heads and their eye color was brown.  They also did smoke but did not drink.  Natalie knew which twin was which since she had known them for years.

“We should fan out looking for prey,” she said as Sly Walker walked past holding his left hand and muttering about his seizures.

"Wie steht's mit ihm," Kyle asked. What about him
"Er wird arbeiten." He’ll work

"Bekommen Sie ihn gehen wir." Let’s go get him

“Hello Sly,” said Natalie nastily.  “Is something wrong with your hand?”

“Just leave me alone Natalie,” said Sly, trying to remain calm.  He knew she did not know about his seizure disorder.

“Why, this is much more fun.”

And with that said, the Italian punched the American male in the jaw, knocking him to the ground.  His lip was bleeding and immediately, Natalie began pounding Sly, shouting, “I should just stick you in the Initiative or Streggus!”

“There he is,” Spike said, pointing in the direction of Natalie and the Germans.  “Vicky, slow down.”

Spike’s also caught the attention of Natalie who challenged, “William Atkinson, come over and fight.  I bet you won’t stand a chance through all this smoke and steam!”

The streets were getting pretty thick with smoke and steam from the pipes as Spike said icily, “Leave my friend alone.”

“Nice scar,” Natalie said cruelly, which made Spike lunge at her, but Drusilla held him back.  It was amazing that Natalie could see Spike’s scar due to the smoke.

“Don’t do it,” Drusilla said.  “She just wants to bloody piss you off.”

Sly was now down on the ground, squeezing his hand, completely concerned now about going into a full grand maul seizure as the full moon shone down high above.  Sly’s voice was breaky as his body shook.  It felt as if he had trouble breathing due to his voice being breaky.  He was uttering his girlfriend’s name as he tried to gain control of himself again.  Sly was already bruised and bleeding as he went into a full grand maul seizure.  Vicky looked at her boyfriend worried and that was when Kevin punched her in the jaw making it bleed.  She reacted immediately by whipping out her Sais.

“Kyle and Kevin,” Natalie said, menacingly, “get Vicky and Drusilla.  I’ll handle William.  Do your worst.”

“With pleasure,” answered Kyle nastily, leering at his friend as the two twins headed towards the women as Furball and Furball lay down by Sly to offer him support.

***

Meanwhile Spike was fighting Natalie Streggo and winning just barely just as while Sly Walker was getting beaten by Natalie, while he was coming out of his seizure.

On the outskirts, her brother, who was about to get on his motorcycle and drive away, saw just barely what was going on and noticed that Sly had gone into a full grand maul seizure.  Without a second thought, he ran over to help, but caught both Kyle and Kevin Schultz’s attention.

“So whose side are you on,” Kyle asked, spitting out his cigarette.

“The side that kicks your ass,” the twenty-three year-old male replied.

“This has got to be a joke,” replied Kyle.  “What about the swastika on your right shoulder?”

Chad shrugged and asked calmly, “What about it?”

“Join us and your sister,” Kevin said, extending his hand in offering, “and together we will win this fight.”

“No.”

“Okay,” replied Kyle, annoyed.  “This is stupid.  Let’s go kick his ass.”

Chad raised his left eyebrow and said, calmly, “Try it.”

The German twins leapt at Chad who leapt out of the way and towards the direction of his motorcycle.

“Inferior lover,” Kyle shouted.  “Come on my twin brother, let’s go kill him!”

The thirty-five year-old twin brothers raced over to attack the Italian, who used his motorcycle in an attempt to knock down the two Germans, but instead ends up breaking the locked cage that imprisoned Vicky, Spike and Drusilla.  Now free, the three attacked Natalie Streggo, as Chad fought the Germans, who were still in shock.  He kicked Kyle Schultz into a door and his brother into a wall, knocking the latter out.  Kyle then painfully became erect once again, grabbed his brother and retreated as Chad Streggo raced over to where his sister was.  By the time he got there, she had defeated both British students and was winning against Vicky Segur, who had gotten quite a beating.

“You can’t win against me Vicky,” she snarled.  “I am the strongest.”

“We shall see about that,” Vicky replied as Sly was regaining consciousness.  His seizure was over, but he still needed time to get his muscles working again.  Chad noticed this and ran over to where the American male was trying to get up and said, “Don’t move.  You just had a seizure.”

“I know,” muttered Sly, as he was struggling to get up.  “I’m more or less fully away of everything that happened.”  He rested his hand on one Furball, while petting the other Furball with his other hand.

Vicky threw one of her Sais at Natalie but she caught it.  The former gasped, but before she could say anything the latter had walked up to her and stabbed her mercilessly in the gut saying, “If there’s one thing I hate more than an inferior, it’s an inferior supporter.”

“No,” shouted Sly, which distracted Natalie, who was about to kill his girlfriend, enough so Vicky could escape and Chad to leap at her.

As Vicky fell bleeding onto the pavement next to her boyfriend, Chad began duking it out with his sister, who was real scratched up from her fight with Vicky.  The two were hissing and snarling at each other like a couple of rabid dogs.

“You never believed in what our parents stood for, Chad.”

“That why we’re different, Natalie.  I wish I never got the swastika tattooed on me.”

The fight carried on for several minutes before the two were interrupted by Sly who said calmly, “You know, I never really believed violence to be the answer.”

Both Italians stopped fighting and turned to look at Sly, clad all in black, lying on the sidewalk with Vicky, who was also clad all in black, stroking his hair, soothingly.

“Sly Walker,” gasped the Streggos in amazement and in unison, “I thought that you were down for the count.”

“He always bounces back,” the German female said.

“I’ll take it from here, sweetheart,” her boyfriend said, as he looked at his girlfriend before turning back to the Italians and saying, “The only reason I’m lying here is because I don’t have the strength to stand.”  Sly cocked his head to one side and raised his right eyebrow as he looked at the two Italians.  “But then again, maybe I do after all.”

The Streggos watched in amazement as Sly Walker, a young man who just recently had a seizure, got to his feet and walked towards them.  He stepped over the two bodies of Spike and Drusilla as walked right up to Natalie Streggo and asked her one question – one simple question, - which was, “Why are you doing this?  Why?”  The American male walked around the fascist Italian like a hawk stalking its prey as Natalie eyed him not making a move.  “Is it to resurrect the Holocaust?  I would say that’s pretty pathetic.”

Natalie raised an arm to punch Sly as Vicky shouted a warning to her boyfriend.  The attack was blocked by Chad, who gave his sister a glare that said, “Don’t even think about it.”

“You’re all alone,” Sly said, trying to reason with her.  “Your cohorts have left, but still you fight.  Why?”

“Because,” Natalie said finally lighting a cigarette, “I’m a White Supremacist and you’re a low-life inferior.”

Sly sighed and said, “Yeah, well at least I’ve got friends.  You don’t even have family.”

By this time, Spike and Drusilla had gotten up and crowded around Vicky asking what was going on but she told them to keep quiet.  Finally, Natalie spoke.  She said, “I’ve got friends and I have family,” the Italian said after a while.  “Chad Streggo is my younger brother.  Kyle and Kevin Schultz are my friends.”

“Then I’ve been cursed,” Chad snarled walking away from her and adjusting his coat as he stood next to Sly, who was standing next to Vicky.  The two British college students stood on either side of them just the sound of police sirens was heard.

“Someone must have called the police,” said Sly as a police car pulled up and two police officers got out.  Sly was about to report what happened but one of them, who looked like she was in charge, told him rudely to be quiet.

“Come on, ma’am,” the other one said, “let’s get the three and leave!”

“Right, Alicia,” said Chief Lucy Shreck, as she lit a cigarette and drank a beer.

Chief Lucy Shreck was fifty years old and had white skin and was bald.  Her eye color was short and she did not drink but she did smoke.  Although she was the Chief of Police, she did take orders from Natalie Streggo and looked like a Type Two – the Servant Race.

Deputy Chief Alicia Yamane was forty-five years old and was Asian and had long, blond hair.  Her eye color was short and she drank and smoked.  Although she was the Deputy Chief of Police, she did take orders from Natalie Streggo and looked like a Type Two – the Servant Race.  Lastly, she had a tattoo of a dead Chinese man with the Japanese flag above him.

Natalie Streggo and the twins were picked up by the two police officers and drove off with Natalie shouting, “I’ll be back!”

Once she was gone, Chad Streggo turned to the others and asked if there was any way his tattoo could be removed and Sly Walker replied that there were some machines in his company to do it.  The Italian was amazed.

“You have your own company?”

“Sure.  It’s known as Sly Enterprises.  Vicky’s my manager and Professor Korenev’s my advisor.”

“Is that’s because it’s so sly,” Chad asked, lighting a cigarette and drinking a beer and everyone laughed as the Italian mounted his motorcycle.  Then he grew serious ands asked, “So what are you going to do now,” and Sly shrugged.

“Good luck.  Well, so long?  Perhaps we’ll meet again.”

Chad Streggo took off on his motorcycle without another word and Sly Walker decided it was time to make another appointment with Doctor Samantha Segur.

***

“I’m here to see Doctor Segur.”

“And your name is,” the female secretary asked.

“Sly Walker.”

“Sign this form,” she said.  Sly took it and sat in a chair without a word.  Shortly afterwards, he handed the completed form to a male secretary.  Within a few minutes, he was sent into Doctor Segur’s office.

“And how are you today,” Doctor Segur asked, looking over the form.

“Fine except for the recent seizure I had.  Natalie was there.” 

“That bitch,” the doctor said.  “Who else was there?”

“Just Vicky, Spike, Drusilla and my dogs.  Isn’t that right Furball and Furball?”  The dogs who were curled up in two furry balls did not respond.  “There was also her brother Chad.”

“I see.”

It was finally decided that he would get a slight increase on his medication.  Then the American male departed.

Chapter III:

Mike Scully

Two months later, Chad Streggo pulled up into a bar named Metamorphosis and ordered a beer and sat down to enjoy it.  Shortly after two Germans, both clad in black, walked in and sat down next to the Italian after ordering some beers.  Their names were Vinnie Rieker and Jenny Germain and they were close friends of his.

Vinnie Rieker was thirty-five years old and had white skin.  His hair was blond and short and his eyes were hazel.  The man drank and smoked.  Vinnie was a Conservative Jew and had been circumcised and wore the Star of David around his neck that no one, except his parents, knew about.  Also he knew English, German, Italian, French and Hebrew.  Lastly, he went to the Synagogue to celebrate Chanukah and did not eat pig meat.

Jenny Germain was forty-five years old and had white skin.  Her hair was blond and long.  Her eyes were brown and she smoked and drank.  Jenny was a lesbian who worked for NASA.  NASA had been trying to get a manned spaceship to the Red Planet by the year 2040.

“Sie haben einen anderen Kampf mit Ihrer Schwester, tat nicht Sie,” Vinnie asked, noticing his friend’s wounds.  You had another fight with your sister, didn’t you?
“Yeah,” replied Chad, “and not just her.  The Schultz brothers were there.”

“Scheiße,” swore Jenny.  “Wie tat, vereiteln Sie sie?”  Shit.  How did you defeat them?
“Ich erhob gerade eine Augenbraue und sagte ihnen, es zu versuchen,” he explained.  “Ich hasse die Prahlerei.”  He paused and then said, “Oh, wer ich das Verkohlen sind; ich liebe zu prahlen. Ich vereitelte sie einhändig. Ich kickte beide der Brüder durch eine Tür, indem ich über ungefähr fünf von sechs Fuß in der Luft sprang, und gab später in einem wilden Duell, gab Natalie zwei blaue Augen und eine gebrochene Nase.”  I just raised an eyebrow and told them to try it.  I hate bragging.  Oh who am I kidding; I love to brag.  I defeated them single-handedly.  I kicked both of the brothers through a door by leaping about five of six feet in the air and gave afterwards in a fierce duel, gave Natalie two black eyes and a broken nose.
“You couldn’t have done all that,” Vinnie interrupted.  “Why don’t you tell us what really happened?”

“Fine, I stretched it a little,” admitted Chad.  “Oh hell, I stretched it a lot.”

Then he told his friends what really happened.

Vinnie Rieker scratched his blond hair and asked his friend where he was going.

“I’m not sure,” Chad Streggo replied.  “Maybe I’ll pay a visit to my friend Mike Scully.”

“He’s the kingpin of the Firebirds, isn’t he,” Jenny Germain asked.

“Was the kingpin,” Chad’s icy voice corrected as he smoked his cigarette.  “Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to pay him a visit.”

***

Mike Scully was seventy-six and lived in Smallville, Kansas in a retirement castle.  Just like Chad had corrected Jenny on, Mike had been the former kingpin of the Firebirds.  

When the Italian got there, Mike Scully, clad all in black, was talking to a woman named Beth Winters, who was seventy-five and was also clad all in black.

Beth had been a lieutenant in the Police Department ever since she was thirty and had been an ex-friend of Jessie Fuller ever since her friend abandoned her on the date of June of 1966.  She had hated Mike Scully for being mean to her years ago, but when she heard that he had reformed, she decided to give him another chance.  Mike did not know what had happened to her since their last encounter over thirty years ago.  Beth had moved from Vlandercore to Xanan and Mike had decided to visit Slyvan Island again during Winter Break.  Soon the woman departed and the two men began to talk.  

“I thought she hated your guts,” Chad asked, “and you didn’t know what happened to her after June of 1966.”

“Not anymore, Chad,” Mike replied, greeting his friend which he had known for about ten years.  “We’ve worked out our differences.”  Mike Scully looked at his friend and asked, “Jesus Christ, have you been in another fight with Natalie?”

“Yes, I have.  She and twins escaped with the police.”

“The police?”

“She’s powerful in that area.”

“I see,” Mike said.  “In that case, there’s not a damn thing I can do.”

“Well thank you for your time.”

“Of course.  And stay out of Natalie’s way.”

“I’ll fucking try,” Chad snarled and departed.

***

Chad was headed towards the mansion and night had fallen.  Suddenly there was the screeching of tires and he saw Natalie drive by in a police car and shoot at his friend Vinnie.  The Jew fell to the ground and did not move and Chad heard the sound of Natalie and her cohorts’ laughter as they drove away.

“Oh my God,” he said as he rushed to his friend’s side and lifted his upper half in his arms.  A tear dripped from his face as he thought it was such a pointless death.  As the Italian ran his hand over the German’s clothes he did not feel any blood and thought it was strange.  Then he heard a groan.

“Damn that fascist Italian,” Vinnie said getting up and brushing himself off.

“How . . .”

“Can you keep a secret?”

“Sure.”

Vinnie held out an object that was wrapped around his chest – obviously a necklace – and let his friend feel it.

“The Star of David,” Chad said, impressed, upon seeing what it was.  The object, which was made out of bronze, had been hidden from view entirely - even from Vinnie’s most trusted friends.  It was the Star of David and it was something that he kept on his body at all times – even when he was asleep.  The object was given to him by his parents as a Bar Mitzvah present.

 “That star protected you!  If my sister found out about that, she would sure be pissed!”

“So let’s make sure she doesn’t,” the German said putting the object back in and zipping his jacket back up.

“Now you listen to me and you listen good,” said the Italian.  “Don’t ever be ashamed of your heritage; it’s something you should be proud of.”

“I am proud of it and I never take this thing off.”

“It’s a good thing too.  Now let’s get too the mansion.”

“You know Chad,” the German Jew said, “Cain talked with his brother Abel while they were in a field.  Finally the former rose up against the latter and slew him.  The grave that was dug for Abel was the first grave ever.”

“That’s a good story.”

“Yes it is.  Now let’s get back to the fucking mansion.”

***

Once they got there, they saw it was on fire and an injured woman was crawling towards them.  When the got to her, they found it was Jenny Germain.

“The Schultz brothers attacked me,” was all the lesbian said before she died.
***

When Chad Streggo and Vinnie Rieker arrived at the mansion, they found Sly Walker impatiently walking back and forth in his mansion.  He had absolutely enough of Natalie Streggo and decided to leave.

“Where’s the transporter,” he shouted impatiently.

“Were are you going to go?”

“The Dyrass Isles.”

This immediately caught Spike and Drusilla’s attention and they snapped, “No one goes there!  It’s a terrible place!”

“How would you know,” Sly asked.

“That’s not important,” Spike snarled.

“Was für,” Vinnie muttered.  “Ich gehe zur Jerusalemer Synagoge jetzt.”  Whatever.  I’m going to Jerusalem Synagogue now.

“Oh you’re Jewish,” Sly said.  Oh you’re Jewish

“Ja.”  Yeah.

“Welcher Typ, wenn Sie mich das Fragen nicht merke?”  What type if you don’t mind me asking?

“Konservativer.”  Conservative.

“Vicky,” Sly whispered, “es ist Zeit für uns, um abzureisen, bevor Natalie wieder angreift.”  Vicky, it’s time for us to leave before Natalie attacks again.

“Ja, meine Liebe,” Vicky Segur said, as her boyfriend began to pet his excited dogs.  “Ich werde den anderen erzählen.  Dann werde ich Praxis meine ninjitsu Sachkenntnisse gehen.”  Yes, my love.  I’ll tell the others.  Then I’ll go practice my ninjitsu skills.
“Eine gute Idee, mein Haustier,” Sly Walker said, pouring himself some wine.  A good idea, my pet.

Chapter IV:

Two Journeys – Same Destination

Late that night, once the others had gone to sleep, Spike and Drusilla were in their own bedroom talking quietly.

“So Sly’s planning to go to the bloody Dyrass Isles,” Spike said, bitterly.

“Yes, he is,” Drusilla replied.  “That’s bad for he must not find out about our past.  He may be similar to us in one way, but in another, he’s quite different.”

“We should go there ourselves.  Just a second, Dru, there’s one more thing.”

“What is it, my love?”

“At least we managed to get rid of those fucking tattoos they gave us.”

“Yes, we should be thankful of that.”

“Let’s get one of the bloody transformers,” her boyfriend said, raising his scared eyebrow.

“But isn’t that stealing,” his girlfriend asked.

“True, but maybe he’ll understand if leaving a note.  Don’t worry, my love, I’ve got it all under control.  Trust me.”

***

The lovers boarded a transformer that was presently in the shape of a boat that was entitled Sly Enterprises with food and supplies and headed of to the Dyrass Isles.


“Start the engine,” commanded Spike and Drusilla responded by pulling the anchor as her boyfriend began steering the helm.  “Okay, do we have the map?”


“Yes, my love.”


The two lovers continued traveling through the night, using the stars as a guide until Spike got a bit irritated and decided to go into the captain’s cabin to transform the boat into a helicopter.  He told his girlfriend to take the helm.


“Right,” she answered and the two switched places.


Spike when into the captain’s cabin and began pressing buttons on the control panel which released the sails.  A diagram appeared on the main screen.


“Damn it,” said Spike.  “The bloody Dyrass Isles are not on this map.  Shit.”


Just then Drusilla Buckminster’s voice radioed over the intercom that a fierce storm was approaching.


“What direction is it coming from?  Over!”


“Northeast and is approaching about fifty to seventy knots.”


‘Fuck,’ he thought.  Then the British adolescent radioed that he was going to attempt to transform the ship into a helicopter as the wind and rain pounded at the transformer and the British young adults fell on the mettle ground.


“Drusilla,” shouted Spike, “get down here!  The whether is too strong!”


Quickly the young adult raced below and within minutes the transformer had run aground on a reef and water was spilling in from the enormous hole that was just torn.


“Bail out and get into the lifeboat!”


As Drusilla dropped the lifeboat, Spike desperately held on.  Once the lifeboat was ready, he prepared to jump.


“Kiss me,” he said.


“What.”


“Just do it.  In case I don’t make it I’ll have something to remember you by.”


Quickly, Drusilla kissed her boyfriend, who leapt overboard and landed on the lifeboat safely.


“Hurry,” William “Spike” Atkinson shouted over the terrible wind as thunder roared and lightning lit up the sky which was now cloudy.  He was shaking and shivering badly as the lifeboat began roaring away on its powerful motors just as the transformer exploded.


“Well that’s the end of that transformer,” Drusilla Buckminster remarked, as she watched Sly Enterprises go down in flames.


The fierce storm whipped the lifeboat around for several hours and finally William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster were all washed up on a beach on a set of isles.  Their lifeboat was destroyed and they fell asleep immediately, due to being so exhausted.

***


The next day, Spike took out the map and looked at it and at their surroundings.  Drusilla walked up to her boyfriend to look at it too.


“Where are we,” she asked as she tried to dry her wet hair as best she could.


“Interestingly we made it to our destination.  If I’m correct, we have landed on Beach Island.  Northeast is Tropical Island and northwest is Rocky Island.  We need to get to the latter, but we have just one problem and that is we don’t have the means to do it.”


“Can’t we just repair the lifeboat,” Drusilla asked, necking her boyfriend in a suggestive manor.  He shook his head, necked her back and replied that the lifeboat was damaged beyond repair.  He also mentioned that even though the storm had passed, the water could still be dangerous.


“What the bloody hell do we do now,” shouted Drusilla.  “We can’t just stay here!”


“Don’t you think I bloody well know that,” Spike snapped, punching her to the ground.  “But what the hell else are we going to do?”


She interrupted him by saying, “How could you do that?  I’m your girlfriend!”


“I’m sorry, my love, but our lifeboat’s destroyed and we can’t repair it.  What we have to do is figure out a way to get rescued.  What supplies do we have?”


Drusilla did not respond for she was looking up at the sky.  The noise of a helicopter was indicated that the machine was arriving.


“Maybe we can ask whoever is coming for assistance,” Spike said, assisting his girlfriend to her feet.  Four officers were being let down by repel lines.


“Hello Androids XY and XX,” replied a female officer, who seamed to be in charge.  “I hope you’ve not forgotten about us.”

Chapter V:

The Initiative’s 1980s Experiment


William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster sat tied to chairs facing a man and a woman.  The room was almost in complete darkness for it was lit only by a few lamps that shown partially down on a man and a woman, who were both clad all in black.


“Welcome to the Initiative,” said the man, smiling sinisterly.  “I am Doctor Jack Atkinson, in case you have forgotten me.  I am William’s father, so to speak.”  He smiled slimily continued, “Actually, since we are here in the Initiative, let’s call you two by your old identification letters.  William will be referred to as Android XY and Drusilla will be referred to as Android XX.  There are many types of androids.  You are one kind and Gabriel, who was King Christopher’s clone, was another.  Now, although both of you and Gabriel were artificially created, the real difference is that he was bloody cloned while you two created in a fucking test tube.  Then there were, of course, Gabriel’s genetic flaws.  He had several.  We also don’t know exactly how he aged so quickly.  And then there are your bar codes, which I see you have removed.”


“So, my children,” the woman asked smiling sinisterly, “do you remember this place in any way?”


“It’s a place I bloody would rather forget,” Spike said bitterly.


“Then why did you return,” she asked.


“That’s none of your damn business,” Drusilla snapped.  “And yes, we did remove our fucking bar codes as soon as possible.”


“Now Android XY, that’s no way to talk to your mother.”


“You’re not my mother.”


“Oh but I am, so to speak.”


After Doctor Annie Buckminster gave instructions for two soldiers – one male and one female - to guard the androids, she turned to Doctor Atkinson and told him that she wanted to talk to him privately.


Doctor Jack Atkinson forty-five years old and had white skin.  His hair color was blond and his hair length was short.   Doctor Atkinson’s eye color was blue and he smoked and drank heavily.


Doctor Buckminster was forty-eight years old and had white skin.  Her hair color was Burnett and her hair length was short, for that was the requirement for all members of the Initiative, which was a secret operation run by fascists which created androids.


“Even if they escape the grounds, which is impossible,” said Doctor Buckminster, “they would sill couldn’t escape the coastline of Rocky Island.”


“There’s no denying that,” Doctor Atkinson agreed, “but we must not let them escape for we must not show any signs of weakness.”


“Of course,” Doctor Atkinson agreed.  “Now let’s go back to check on them.”


The two doctors walked back from where they were talking to Spike and Drusilla only to discover that they were gone.


“Sound the alarm,” Doctor Atkinson ordered.


Soon a red alert was sounded for the capture of Spike and Drusilla who were now being referred to as Android XY and Android XX respectively.


“This is Doctor Atkinson; I want them taken alive,” the male Doctor ordered.  “I repeat do whatever it takes to capture them!  I want them alive!  Any one who kills them will have to answer to me!”


Spike and Drusilla raced from corridor to corridor trying to escape from the two doctors’ cohorts just as the phone rang.  A secretary answered it and said, “Doctor Atkinson, Mr. X is on Line Three.”


Doctor Atkinson answered it with a greeting.


“What is the report,” Mr. X asked, getting right down to business.  She was in charge of the Initiative after her parents died.  They were the founders.


“Some androids have escaped.”


“Well find them you fucking idiot, or I’ll kill you myself!”


“Yes, Mr. X,” Doctor Atkinson said and hung up.

***

Meanwhile, Spike and Drusilla were running around throwing various objects at personnel that attacked them.  Finally they reached the Fertilization Room and rushed inside, locking the door after them.

“Surprise,” Doctor Atkinson and Doctor Buckminster said.  “Notice anything familiar?  Annie and I do.”

“Fucking fascists,” muttered Spike as he and Drusilla looked around at the laboratory, which had hundreds of thousands of test tubes, computers test tubes and other ancient equipment.  Doctor Buckminster was about to jump at him, but the other doctor held her back and continued by saying, “Welcome back to the 1980s Experiment, Android XY and Android XX.  This room should look familiar to you.  Let me refresh your memory.  In 1945, the Initiative was formed in order to create androids.  Until 1980, the project was a failure.  Throughout the Cold War, the Initiative was trying many experiments to get ahead of the United States and the Soviet Union.  Only the highest personnel knew about it.  We hoped to create a whole army of androids, but, with the exception of you two, none got passed the prototype stage, which, for a ‘normal’ human would be known as a fetus.  You see, since we are scientists dealing with test tubes, we refer to the pre-creation as a prototype.  You understand what I mean.”

The two British young adults eyed each other as Doctor Atkinson smoked and Doctor Buckminster said, “And that’s all there is to the story.  Any questions?”

“So in other words, what you’re saying is none of the androids were born except for us; instead, they all remained prototypes?”

“Precisely.”

Through more questions Spike and Drusilla found out how many people knew about the experiment and how many were left, which were two – Doctor Jack Atkinson and Doctor Annie Buckminster.

“Why do we have names if we were the only ones,” Drusilla asked.

“There were so many of you to begin with,” Doctor Buckminster answered.  “We had to keep track of you in some way, so we gave you names, but once the project was a failure, we could address you by your letters which made things so much simpler; right Android XY and Android XX?”

“You sick bastards,” Spike said, spitting on the ground near the doctors’ feet.

“You two are scum,” Drusilla snarled.

There was a long pause before anyone said anything and then just before Spike and Drusilla were ordered to be taken away.  The doctors laughed cruelly before calling for a group of guards – nine male and nine female – to appear and lock up the British young adults in the dungeon of the Initiative.  The two lovers resisted but it was no use.

***

Later, Doctor Buckminster arrived at their cell and shouted, “Android XY and Android XX, time to get up!  It’s dinner time!”

William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster groaned as they got up off their rusted mettle chairs and walked up to her.

“Now say please,” the woman said, tauntingly as Spike and Drusilla made a grab for it.  “My you two have got a real temper.”

“Let us out,” Spike commanded icily.  “You have no right to keep us hostage!”

“Oh but I do, my artificial children,” she said wickedly and slid the food under the door after first spitting on it.

The nineteen year-old male and the twenty-one year-old female scowled after her as she departed.  The British adolescent scratched his short, blond hair, while the British young adult ran her fingers through her long black hair.  They two were filthy and smelled terrible.  The two moved closer together and tried to comfort each other in a cell that smelled of old rotten food.  The food and drinks that Doctor Buckminster left had spilled onto the floor.

Chapter VI:

Stranded On Tropical Island
Sly Walker, who was presently residing in his company now that his mansion was destroyed, decided to have his advisor Professor Ray Korenev take care of Sly Enterprises while he, his girlfriend and his two dogs went to search for William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster.

Professor Ray Korenev was fifty years old and was Russian.  He had short brown hair and brown eyes.  He did not smoke or drink and was a professor of business.  Also, he was Sly’s advisor and former guardian.

“So when are you going to buy another house,” the Professor asked.

“As soon as possible,” Sly answered.  “Spike and Drusilla should have never stolen one of my transformers!”

“That does seam strange,” Vicky agreed.  “When we find them, we can ask them why they took it without permission.”

“I would be okay if they just asked you, but did they?  No.”

“Come on sweetheart.  We can’t waste precious time.”

“Right,” Sly agreed, walking in the direction of his transformers.  The machines were built and stored in a room of the business simply marked “Transformers.”  Sly opened the door and the two walked in to the enormous room which had transformers in all forms from boats to helicopters to limousines.  Sly Walker’s plans were to one day build a transformer which could be powerful enough to go past the Moon.  He had been planning the idea since he had won the lottery at the age of eighteen – his birthday and the day he became wealthy.  He was playing it for fun and he just happened, by chance, to win.  Turning to eye his girlfriend and then at his choice of transformer he said, “I thought a helicopter would be in good taste.”

“Very well,” Vicky Segur replied, assuming the controls.  Actually it did not matter which one they took for all the transformers operated the same.  It just would save time if they chose one that was already a helicopter that to transform a machine into one.

“I have the map,” her boyfriend said, strapping himself in, “so we can leave.”

***

The journey took weeks and entered on into June.  The two celebrated their birthdays which were, coincidently, in the same month; it was only the years that separated them.  The day Sly had his next seizure began as any day and today the American male had just finished his lunch.  He had taken his morning medication earlier that day in his bedroom.  The young adult figured that all the shaking was only seizure activity, which was normal for he commonly got them one to a few times a day.  But before he could shout for his girlfriend, he had crashed to the floor in an instant and had gone into a full grand maul seizure.  Sly’s voice was breaky as his body shook and it felt as if he had trouble breathing.  He was uttering his girlfriend’s name as he tried to gain control of himself again.  

Sly had gone into a full grand maul seizure.  He called out his girlfriend’s name with a breaking voice.  This time, he did not have the opportunity to slide himself down safely.  Sly tried to call for his girlfriend in his breaky voice but to no avail for his door was closed.  His voice was once again low and breaky as he tried desperately to reach the door.  Sly Walker’s vision was blurry, burry, but he did not blank out.  Finally, he gave up and waited until it was over.

***

When Sly Walker opened his eyes, Vicky Segur was kneeling over him and one of the Furballs was lying down next to him, while the other was hovering over him.  Both looked concerned.

“How long did it last,” Sly asked, not moving.

“Don’t know,” Vicky replied as she stroked his black hair soothingly and lovingly while he admired her red hair.  “I missed it, but my guess is half a minute to a minute.”

“I took my medicine this morning.  I might now want to see my neurologist, though I don’t know how I’m going to do that.  Your mother and the Professor are way off on business trips.  Which reminds me, perhaps I should call him and find out what’s going on?”

“You could, but later, if you think those would be best things to do.  Which brings to mind another question and that is how many pills do you have left?”

“Let’s see,” her boyfriend replied, thinking hard.  “If I remember correctly I’m doing fine with the depakote, but I’m not sure on the kepra.  I took the pills on time, though.”

“That’s good,” said the German female.  “I’ll check it out if you think you’re going to be fine.”

“That I will,” the American male replied, as he continued petting his dogs.  “Now why don’t you check it for me?”

Vicky Segur nodded and departed as Sly Walker began to gain control of himself again and, with some help from his girlfriend, eased himself into a chair, for he was still too weak to do things independently.
***

Later at dinner, the two lovers were seated at the heads of a long table and were talking about which direction to go next.  Their green eyes met and locked for a few minutes before the conversation continued.  Sly Walker was eating fish and chips while Vicky Segur, being a vegetarian, was eating pasta.

“Furball out,” Sly commanded to one of his dogs, pointing in the direction of another room.  Vicky used the same command on the other Furball and the two Golden Retrievers departed.  Now that the small disturbance was over, the two lovers began to talk about where to go next.

“Wollen wir sehen,” her boyfriend said, pulling out the map.  “Gemäß der Karte sind wir 400 Meilen weg von den Dyrass Inseln.”  Let’s see.  According to the map we are 400 miles away from the Dyrass Isles.
“Schade zu unterbrechen,” Vicky said, “aber die Hunde sind gefüttert worden?”  Sorry to interrupt, but have the dogs been fed

“Ja, lassen Sie sie nicht Sie zum Narren halten. Konnten Sie das Huhn passieren?"  Yes, don’t let them fool you.  Could you pass the chicken?

Vicky passed the bird and Sly cut himself a second drumstick.  After taking a bit out of it, he continued by saying, “Leider wissen wir nicht, auf welcher Insel sie landeten. Sie sehen, dass es drei gibt, und sie sind Felsige Insel, Strandinsel und Tropische Insel.”  Unfortunately, we don’t know which island they landed on.  You see there are three and they are Rocky Island, Beach Island and Tropical Island.

"Ich glaube, dass wir nach ihnen auf allen drei werden suchen müssen."  I guess we’ll have to look for them on all three.

"Ich denke so."  I suppose so.

Just then the engine ran out of fuel and an alarm sounded that was red alert.

“Hurry,” Sly Walker shouted.  “We must transform the helicopter into a glider!”

Vicky Segur wasted no time operating the controls and began pushing buttons to transform the transformer, but to no avail.

“Daiben,” she shouted, frustrated.  Shit
“Speak English or German,” Sly said, calming down.  He knew that the language Vicky just spoke was alien to him, which meant it was probably Japanese.

“The controls are jammed!  It’s no use!  I can’t get them stuck!  We’re going to die!”  

“Vicky, my dear, calm down.  There’s no need to worry.  I’ve come prepared.”  He pulled out a small remote control that had a microphone-like device on it.  “This will override the controls.  I’m sure of it.”  Then Sly spoke into the machine and ordered the helicopter to transform into a glider.  Slowly the parts began to move.

“It’s working,” Vicky shouted.  “Sly you saved us!  

“We still could crash though so let’s take all the supplies we need to survive!  Remember we can always hunt for food!”

“Don’t forget your medicine!”

“Right; that’s one, if not the most important possession I need to take.  For you it will probably be your Sais!”

Furball and Furball kept the two lovers company throughout the voyage and, like they had just demonstrated, were very good at assisting Sly with seizures.  The glider was heading towards Tropical Island.

***

Meanwhile in the middle of the night, Natalie Streggo, clad all in black, was holding Sly Enterprises hostage.  She was demanding the Professor to come up unarmed or else she should set fire to the entire building.  She was still irritated over the Initiative not stopping Spike and Drusilla, which was the company she inherited from her parents. 

 “If the boss comes out,” she shouted, “no one else will be hurt!”  The Italian laughed nastily and drank an enormous amount of pig’s blood, before continuing.  “Sly Walker wasn’t my first victim.  It was a meteor freak by the name of Ryan James, who someday I’m going to hunt down and slaughter.  You have one minute to come out unarmed before I set fire to the whole building.”

“You can’t trust her,” two employees – one was male and one was female – said in one after the other.

“I know,” the Professor replied, solemnly before turning back to the microphone and replied that Natalie had a deal.

“Excellent,” the Italian replied, turning off her microphone.

Professor Ray Korenev departed from the building and walked up to Natalie and challenged the Italian fascist dictator by saying, “Well here I am.  Come and get me, if you want me.”

“It will be my pleasure,” Natalie replied, setting fire to Sly Enterprises.  People screamed and ran as fast as they could to the fire stairs.

“Oh my God,” the Professor shouted and then he turned to her and agreed to the deal.

“I lied,” she said, laughing nastily and drinking more pig’s blood.  “And by the way, I hear that you are Sly Walker’s advisor.”

“Stay away from him,” the Professor said sternly.

“Or you’ll do what,” Natalie said, wickedly, smoking a cigarette.  She blew a dog’s whistle and two snarling Rotweillers – one male and one female - appeared from the shadows.  “Tear the inferior supporter to shreds!”

The two dogs took off at once in search of the Professor, who raced into the darkness of the city.  As he ran, the man heard the howls and snarls of Natalie’s Rotweillers and knew he must continue on with only the moonlight as his guide and keep to the shadows.

Chapter VII:

Instinctual Romance

Three years later, the two lovers had gotten accustomed to their new surroundings.  They were now wearing loincloths made out of mountain lion skins for protection against the rocks and trees on the Island.  They had run out of their belongings from the transformer that crashed on the Island, but the lovers found new resources for both food and shelter when a sailboat crashed there many years ago.  The boat carried nine axes, five hammers, sixty pieces of lumber and one-hundred nails.  Since there were no bodies, Sly and Vicky assumed that the crew escaped in the lifeboats.  After finding out the supplies in it was still useful, the two lovers had build their tree house.
Also now due to not having any food, Vicky had now started to eat meat after being finally talked into it by her boyfriend.  One resource was an unknown plant that Sly had eaten one day when he was starving.  In the aftermath, he discovered that it was a new form of seizure medication which combined the two medications he had run out of into one.  Sly had named the plant deprepra – a combination of deprecate and kepra.  There was a spring nearby, which was how they got their water.  For their food, they would travel together.  Vicky would be the one who actually made the kill, while Sly would watch from a tree for danger.  Once he had made a comment about her body having to adjust to eating meat and she replied that she needed to do whatever it took to survive.  Because Tropical Island was so sunny, the two lovers could easily find a spot to get a full body tan when they were not working.  When they built their tree house, they had made it possible for them to sunbathe next to it.  The stretch of land was about fifteen feet and had no trees except for the one that had their tree house in it.
One day Sly Walker emerged from the water after a morning swim only to discover his girlfriend roasting fish and breadfruit on the fire while sunbathing.  She had a swim earlier in the day.  Since she was also fully nude, he did not even bother to pick up his loincloth that had been hanging on a tree.  Instead, he lay down next to her in order to sunbathe and asked, “What are you cooking?”
Vicky Segur answered her boyfriend’s question and then told him that he needed to go off and hunt before asking how long they been on Tropical Island.
“I have no idea,” Sly responded, picking up a spear, “but my guess is three years.  Here sit and eat some breakfast.”
“Suppose I might as well.  We’ll toss the pig on too.”
So far all of their attempts to get rescued had failed and they were starting to lose hope.

Vicky Segur was eying her boyfriend in a very suggestive way and he noticed it and asked, “Was Sie ist, darauf schauend?”  What are you looking at?
“Ihre Muskeln,” she said, smiling suggestively.  Your muscles.
“Netter Versuch, der sieht, dass ich keinen habe.”  Nice try seeing that I don’t have any.
Sly grinned and Vicky turned towards her boyfriend and asked suggestively, “Well stud, how about I give you a very sensational massage?”

Sly Walker stared at her wide-eyed for several minutes, giving the matter a lot of thought before thinking, ‘Well, we’ll just need to keep an eye on me in case I go into a seizure, but other than that we could at least make out.’  Then he addressed his girlfriend and made it very clear that there would be no intercourse, but they could have a serious make out session.

“That suits me,” his girlfriend said, shrugging.  “We should wait until we are ready to lose our virginity.  Come on; let’s go to the tree house and make out.”
Sly followed his girlfriend without a word as the two climbed the bamboo ladder that was tied with vines.  Once they got inside, they gave each other a long kiss before necking like crazy.  They began licking all the uncovered erotic parts of each other’s body before Vicky pushed her boyfriend down on the enormous hammock that was made by vines.  Her breasts were revealed to him, but she did not care.  There was a pause and all movement stopped.  The two lovers looked deep within each other’s eyes as if studying each other.  The German female had a hand on the American male’s chest and slowly, after cracking his knuckles, he touched her breasts and inched his way suggestively put his hand down her bottom.  She noticed his hands shaking slightly and asked concerned if there was a problem.

“If there was,” he replied, “I’d tell you immediately.  Now kiss me.”

Vicky smiled and removed his hand from where it was placed and kissing him like he had asked.
“Now remember,” Sly said, “there will be no intercourse, but, as far as I’m concerned, anything else goes.”

Sly, whose hands had now stopped shaking, rested for several minutes with Vicky looming over him.  In no time, the two lovers immediately began making out before the German female pulled back.
“What’s wrong,” the American male asked.

“Nothing; just relax.”

Vicky grabbed an orange and squeezing the juice onto her boyfriend’s face and neck.

“I take it that we’re continuing?”
“Yes; do you want a massage?”
“Sure,” Sly answered as the two lovers looked deep within each other’s eyes smiling suggestively.

“Turn over.”

Vicky Segur washed her hands in some water, before she placed her hand on her boyfriend’s back and began rubbing the orange juice on her hands and rubbing them together.
“You know I like hard pressure,” Sly said, turning over.

“I know,” Vicky said soothingly, since she was trying to reassure her boyfriend and put his mind at ease for once.  “Now just relax.”

“Can you get more juice?  Maybe even some of your own.”

Vicky noticed her boyfriend’s sly smile and realized what was going on.

“Your cock is fully erect, isn’t it,” she asked, suggestively.  

Sly denied it immediately, but Vicky told him to prove it.  Finally after some thought, the former decided that the latter had won and said, “Alright, you win.  My prick is erect.”

“Show me it.  Don’t hide your manhood.”

There was a pause and then Sly said, “Finish my back first using your sweet pussy juice.”
There was a pause and his twenty-eight year-old girlfriend answered him by saying, “As you wish, stud,” and starting fingering her vagina.

When it was moist, she placed her right hand on it and starting rubbing.  Sly had his eyes closed the entire time as he waited for her.  Once the palm of her hand was moist enough she rubbed her hands together she began once more to use circular strokes.

Just then Sly’s hand really began to shake.  He grabbed it and squeezed hard.  When Vicky tried to continue the massage, he resisted, so she stopped and that is when she figured out what was going on.  Her boyfriend’s left hand was noticeably shaking so she climbed off him and slid off the hammock and onto the wooden floor.

“Are you okay,” Vicky asked, concerned.

“I’m fine,” Sly answered as the shaking stopped.  “It was only seizure activity, nothing more.”

“I could stop if you want.”

“No, I’m fine.  You can continue doing my back.”

Vicky Segur climbed back on Sly Walker extra carefully and began once again to use the circular strokes on her boyfriend.  She finished up using the circular motions with the neck to ease the strain and had also finished up on the shoulders.  Now Vicky started to massage Sly’s right arm as he cracked his left knuckles.

At one point in her life, she had taken a class at a community college on massage.  While she was in Japan, most of what she ate was sushi.  By the time Vicky returned, she was also fluent in the language, for she, like Sly, could pick up languages very fast if she was in a place where people spoke it.

She went right down to the fingertips with the right arm and then did the same to the left.  Sly stopped cracking his knuckles when she starting to work on the second arm.

Sly Walker was eccentrically taking a nap by the time Vicky Segur was working on his back.  He uttered that he wanted stronger pressure and she complied.

Vicky began working on her boyfriend’s butt admiring it as she massaged it.  When Sly sensed this he said, “You admiring my ass aren’t you?”

Vicky denied it, but she was so bad at doing it she simply burst out laughing and had to admit it.

“Do you mind,” she asked.

“Not at all.  It’s good to have a second opinion.”

The two laughed and the talking seamed to stop for a while.  Vicky finished working on her boyfriend’s butt and moved onto the right leg.  However, by that time, she had discovered she was out of pussy juice, so she told him that she would be back soon and shortly, she returned with a coconut.

“Close your eyes,” she said soothingly and Sly complied and soon his right leg was being worked on.  Using her fingers and thumbs, Vicky went up to the ankle and stopped.  She repeated the same movement with the other leg.

“Turn over,” she commanded and Sly flipped himself over and upon close examination, Vicky discovered that he had ejaculated.  When she noticed this, she licked the serum off and said, seductively, “That half must have been really good, you gorgeous stud.”

“You’re a saucy bitch,” he said, suggestively.  “And in case you didn’t notice, your tits are erect.  Also, I wouldn’t be surprised if your pussy has swollen up.”

His girlfriend did not reply for she was looking at her boyfriend’s erect penis and touched at it like this was the first penis she ever saw.

When Sly Walker figured this out, he caressed her breasts.  As he slowly moved his hand down to her vagina, he said, “This is the first prick you’ve seen, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“Interesting.  Now stand up.”
Vicky stood up and placed her hands on her hips and said, flirtatiously, “There, you can now get a good look at me.”
“You sure do have a beautiful pussy and rock hard tits,” Sly said in a suggestive voice, smiling flirtatiously as he starred at her naked body while he smelled them.  Then he scratched at his chin, which he had just recently shaved with a rock as the German female, smiling flirtatiously, walked over to the American male and leaned clover.
“You know,” Sly said suggestively to his girlfriend as he licked her erect nipples, while she stroked his erect penis, “I find the most erotic part of a chick to be her tits.”
“I’m sure you do.”
Vicky Segur continued Sly Walker’s massage by lightly covering the chest and abdomen with circular motions.  She avoided touching his genitals and in fact, did not go near the pubic region at all.  That is until she asked him suggestively if he wanted her to give him the corkscrew.  Sly asked Vicky what it was and she explained.  Sly agreed saying that it would be a pleasure if she could do that to him, so using more pussy juice, Vicky placed one hand on each side of her boyfriend’s penis shaft and slid them around in opposite directions at the same time as if she was trying to twist his penis in half and then slid back again.  She repeated this ten times and even time he moaned loudly.  Finally, he collapsed into a soothing state of relaxation and held out one arm briefly as an invitation to snuggle.  Vicky decided to give in, after licking his ear and the two lovers were soon fast asleep with one hand on the other one’s genitals.  The two, however, were also wrapped in each other’s arms.

While they were asleep, Sly massaged his girlfriend’s vagina and thought, ‘My God, her pussy is so swollen.’

They slept silently and without much movement, if any, as they waited for the next day when they would hunt and gather supplies again.  And since there was no penetration, Sly Walker and Vicky Segur did not consider what they did intercourse, which, to them, made them virgins.
Chapter VIII:
Sibling Rivalry

Chad Streggo and Vinnie Rieker were now hiding in an abandoned building that was on a far away from the inland of Beach Island.  They had managed to get there by requesting one of Sly’s transformers, which they had gotten before Natalie had taken the place hostage.  Of course, they did not know that Spike and Drusilla were on Rocky Island and that Sly and Vicky were on Tropical Island.

One sunny day, Vinnie Rieker was outside talking to himself while Chad Streggo was flexing his muscles.  First the Jew decided that he should contact the others somehow, but then changed his mind and said, “Nein, ich muss meinen Glauben unter einem Decknamen verbergen.   Wenn Jenny hier war, könnte sie eine Idee haben.”  No, I must hide my faith under an alias.  If Jenny was here, she might have an idea.  He paused to remember the horrifying death and then said solemnly, “Können Sie Frieden ist mit Ihnen, mein Freund.”  May peace be with you, my friend.  Then the Jew turned dark and grumbled something that sounded like, “Verrotten Sie in Hölle Adolf Hitler.  Sie und Benito Mussolini haben eine tödliche Kombination zurück während des Zweiten Weltkriegs gemacht, als das so genannte minderwertig unter den Kommunisten und den fickenen Nazis verstecken musste.”  Rot in Hell Adolf Hitler.  You and Benito Mussolini made a lethal combination back during the Second World War when the so-called inferiors had to hide amongst the Communists and the fucking Nazis.
Since Chad knew German, he asked, as he put his shirt back on, “Und welcher Deckname Sie sind dabei seiend zu gebrauchen?  Auf die Weise sehe ich es, das Gehen von Natalie, Sie jeder Weg zu beflecken.”  And what alias are you going to use?  The way I see it, Natalie’s going to spot you either way.

“Sie wissen den Tschad Sie können recht haben.  Natalie Streggo würde mich wahrscheinlich, aber ein Ding sicher anerkennen - der Tod von Jenny Germain soll nicht vergebens sein.”  You know Chad you may be right.  Natalie Streggo would probably recognize me, but one thing’s for sure - Jenny Germain’s death shall not be in vain.

And then he raced towards the transformer before his friend could stop him.

“Vinnie nein,” Chad shouted.  “Sie ist stärker als Sie, und was wichtiger ist - brauchen Sie einen Plan! Sie brauchen einen Plan.”  Vinnie no!  She’s stronger than you and what’s more important – you need a plan!  You need a plan!”  Vinnie Rieker did not seam to hear his friend and simply vanished into the night as the Italian swore under his breath since there was nothing he could do to stop his friend.

The Italian and the Jew’s transformer was the only one of the three which landed safely more or less.  It had only some slight engine trouble, but the two males and managed to land the helicopter (for that was its shape) without much damage.

‘Das kann nicht gut sein,’ Chad thought as he watched Vinnie disappear into the distance.  ‘Wo ist Schlauer Spaziergänger, wenn Sie ihn brauchen?  Und jetzt muss ich eine Art Schwimmen-Plan für mich selbst oder Schwimmen bauen.’  This can’t be good.  Where’s Sly Walker when you need him?  And now I have to build some sort of floatation device for myself or swim.
***

Unknowingly, Vinnie Rieker passed over William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster who were in their cage on Rocky Island and Sly Walker and Vicky Segur, who were in enjoying the sunshine under a palm tree on Tropical Island.  Yet he never made it to his destination.  The transformer ran out of fuel and the Jew crashed on Rocky Island and was captured by the Initiative and brought in to where Spike and Drusilla were.

“Doctor Atkinson and Doctor Buckminster,” two guards of opposite sexes said in unison, “we found another which we searched.  Upon examination, we discovered that he was wearing the Star of David and judging from that, we would say he’s a Jew.”

“Well of course he’s a fucking Jew you stupid assholes,” Doctor Annie Buckminster snapped.  “What the hell else would he be; a Christian?”

“Was this all you found,” Doctor Jack Atkinson asked and the guards nodded.  “In that case, your work here is finished.”  The doctor then pulled out a gun and shooting them.

“That wasn’t necessary,” she said and he turned to her and asked, “Are you complaining?”

“No, but we should throw the inferior into a cell and if he starts to get hungry to feed him bacon.”

“You’re brilliant.  It’s the perfect food for a Jew.”

“I know,” Doctor Buckminster said, departing.  “Quite ironic, isn’t it?  I’m going to phone Mr. X right now and give our leader the wonderful news.”

In the next room, the female doctor was talking on the phone to his boss.

“Brilliant, Doctor Buckminster,” “Mr. X” said.  “Torture him as you please.”
“That I will, my boss.”

From their cell, Spike and Drusilla heard the doctor talking on the phone and they snarled in disgust – Spike especially.

“His body won’t be able to handle it,” the twenty-two year-old young man said.  “He’s never eaten a piece of that type of food in his life.”

“But what do we do?  We can’t escape from this cell.”

“True, and to make matters worse, the toilet has stopped working, which means when the smell gets so bad, they’ll have to do something about that.  Even Doctor Atkinson and Doctor Buckminster won’t be able to stand it.”

“Oh Christ,” his twenty-four year-old girlfriend said.  “Can it get any worse?”

“Actually it can.  I’ve been overhearing the guards talking about us fighting to the death.

“As in Ancient Rome in the arena!”

“Exactly.”


“I don’t want to hurt you Spike, in any way.”  Tears were dripping down her face and even off of his as he tried to comfort each other.

“I know.  That’s why we need to think up a plan.  And goddamn it I wish Sly was here!  He’s the only one who can come up with plans!”

“Hey you two, shut the fuck up!”

***

The next night, Natalie Streggo, emerged from a bath of pig’s blood and got herself dressed.  The blood came from Beach Island were a group of pigs lived.  She would take enjoyment out of hunting them for this purpose.  Now clad all in black, the Italian fascist dictator walked under the full moon during the month of May of 2016 and headed towards a balcony where she raised her right hand in the Hail “Mr. X” salute.  The other members, which included the Schultz brothers, Chief Lucy Shreck and Deputy Chief Alicia Yamane, followed suit and then they all sat down and she shouted, “Bring out the inferiors!  Bring out the Rotweillers!”


The six Rotweillers – three male and three female - emerged from their cage as Natalie drank in and circled Vinnie Rieker and the British young adults snarling viciously as Natalie Streggo looked down fiendishly from above.  She had the best seat of anyone in the crowd – up close and low down.  Unarmed, the three individuals did not stand much off a chance, if any, against the Rotweillers.  Natalie had eighteen Rotweillers – nine male and nine female.  Two of them had been killed by Professor Ray Korenev who had escaped from their clutches.  Also on the sidelines of the arena were members of the Streggo Youth.  For the Youth, the age range was between the ages of thirteen and twenty-five.

“You don’t stand a chance,” the Italian shouted, pointing her thumb out – the single for her dogs to tear the victims to shreds – yet from another angle, it looked like she was pointed her thumb down, which was why in movies the gesture had been misinterpreted.  The circling stopped and then the chasing started.  That went on for a while, probably twenty or thirty minutes, before two shots rang out.  Natalie Streggo looked to see where it had come from after seeing two dead dogs – one male and one female.  The shooting had come from her brother, who had swum from Beach Island to Rocky Island.  To Natalie’s knowledge, there was no Tropical Island, and she even though she knew about Beach Island, she did not go there except to hunt pigs for their blood.  Her place of operations, outside Xanan, was Rocky Island and that was where the Initiative was.

“Try messing with me,” he challenged.  “Alone, just like in the streets of Xanan three years ago and in the arena itself.”

“Very well then,” his sister said, not backing away from the challenge.

She knew that Chad equaled her in strength, so it was no guarantee that she would win the fight, but there was no guarantee that she would lose it either.  They had fought multiple times over the years with sometimes Natalie coming out the winner and other times it was Chad, but very often their fights ended in stalemates.  She lit a cigarette and drank a beer under the full moon.

Natalie singled for the dogs to depart and then the two Italians departed into the arena.

“Are you nuts,” Vinnie asked.

“I’m saving your life,” Chad hissed.  “I’m the only one who can match her.  Now leave – all three of you!”

As soon as the arena was cleared, Chad Streggo attacked his sister and the two were soon weaseling with neither getting the upper hand.  Soon they were speaking Italian.

“Siamo uniformemente uguagliati il fratello ed insieme noi’il ll è due volte come forte. Potremmo conquistare il mondo e siamo i governatori della Razza di Padrone – la nostra Razza di Padrone!”  We are evenly matched brother and together we’ll be twice as strong.  We could conquer the world and be the rulers of the Master Race – our Master Race!

“Non l'unirò mai, lei i malati hanno attorcigliato il fascista,” Chad shouted, leaping backwards.  “Non l'unirò mai, lei i malati hanno attorcigliato il fascista!  Lei beve e fa il bagno nel maiale’s il sangue circondato dallo swastikas!  Ciò’s si rivoltando!  I will never join you, you sick twisted fascist!  You drink and bathe in pig’s blood surrounded by swastikas!  That’s revolting!

“Lo swastika sulla sua spalla giusta è il marchio dei suoi antenati.  Imbarazzare il suo destino mio fratello!”  The swastika on your right shoulder is the mark of your ancestors.  Embarrass your destiny my brother!

“Non mai,” Chad Streggo shouted pinning his older sister to the ground.  Adesso dove i miei amici sono?  Io’m non andando chiedere ancora!”  Never!  Now where are my friends?  I’m not going to ask again!

Natalie Streggo wrenched free of her younger brother and attempted to kick him in the crotch, but instead struck his stomach and he fell backward, groaning in pain.

“Never underestimate your enemy,” she said, nastily, “but always let your enemy underestimate you.”

Chad got up angrily, rubbing his stomach in pain and said, “You know Natalie, for once I agree with you.”  Then the Italians lunged at each other, trying to tear each others throats out as the crowd pointed their thumbs out roaring for blood.  Natalie got the upper hand and defended herself by kicked Chad hard in the crotch.  He stumbled backwards in pain as Vinnie, Spike and Drusilla escaped from the arena and raced along the rocky shore.  A red alert sounded and several guards came to capture them.  They sent eight Rotweillers – four male and four female - after them.  As it turned out, Vinnie, Spike and Drusilla were tremendously good at fighting and guard after guard – half of which were male and half of which were female – perished when Vinnie Rieker, William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster threw equipment onto them.

“You fools,” shouted a guard.  “You have sent the entire building to an apocalypse!  The Initiative is doomed!”

The three friends looked at each other in horror and then ran to escape.

Red lights flashed on and off quickly along with a loud siren which stopped the fight and the screaming crowd which was manipulated to want more blood.  The Streggos were all beat up with black eyes, bruises and bloody noses.

“We are of the same blood, Chad,” Natalie shouted.  “We should not fight but join forces!”

“I’ll never join your sick twisted dream,” Chad spat.

Just as the younger brother was about to strike his older sister, she retreated with the sinister words, “Don’t forget to die!”

Chad, whipped his face, pondering over what she was talking about and then he figured out what the red lights and the loud siren was all about – the Initiative was going to explode!  Natalie vanished into the crowd as her brother looked around for his friends and then realized that he could not go into the building for them.

‘I hope you get out of there safely, my friends,’ he thought as he raced up the stars and through the Initiative.  He had hid the transformer behind an enormous sandy hill so all he needed to do was get to it before the place exploded.

Vinnie Rieker, William “Spike” Atkinson, Drusilla Buckminster and Chad Streggo finally managed to find the transformer and take off only minutes before the Initiative exploded.  Chad was angry and the others could not really blame him.  The Italian was very badly hurt and had difficulty flying, but he refused to let the others take over.

“You idiots,” he finally shouted to them.  “You almost got yourself killed and Natalie Streggo may still be out there!”

“Doctor Atkinson and Doctor Buckminster are dead,” Spike said.  “We killed them in battle.”

“Were you even paying attention to me, Spike,” Chad Streggo snapped throwing his empty beer bottle across the room and it smashed to smithereens.  “No!”

“We can explain,” said Drusilla quickly.

“Make it good.  I almost got myself killed.”  Chad’s voice was icy and cold and his jaw was firmly set as Spike and Drusilla began explaining to the Italian that they were androids and were created by the Initiative to do horrible things and they needed to reach the place before Sly and Vicky did.

“Well you certainly got to it first,” Chad Streggo said, his icy voice never leaving.

“Well,” Spike asked, “What do you think?”

“Wait under Sly and Vicky here about this.  They are going to be pissed!”
“Do you know where they are,” Vinnie asked.

“No I do not!  Now everyone shut up for the rest of the fucking voyage!  I don’t want to hear any more out of any of you!”

‘It’s time to find my parents,’ Vinnie Rieker thought.

***

When the four finally got to their destination, they met with Professor Ray Korenev.
“Where’s Sly and Vicky,” Chad asked.  “And who the fuck are you?”

“Don’t you know,” the man asked, calmly.  “I’m Professor Ray Korenev.  I’m Sly Walker’s advisor.”

“Oh, you are?”  Chad’s voice became a little lighter.

“Yes, that’s right.  Now who are you?”

“I’m Chad Streggo.  I’m a friend of Sly and Vicky.”

“Aren’t you Natalie’s sister,” the Professor asked and the Italian nodded and gritted his teeth bitterly.

“These three almost got themselves killed for breaking into the Initiative!  They stole from the company as well.”

“In that case, Vinnie, Spike and Drusilla must leave.”

“Very well,” Spike said, solemnly, “We shall go, but don’t ask for our help if you run into Natalie again.”

“We won’t,” Chad said, bitterly. fasist
After William “Spike Atkinson, Drusilla Buckminster and Vinnie Rieker had departed, Professor Ray Korenev turned to Chad Streggo and offered him to be his right-hand until Sly Walker and Vicky Segur returned.  The Italian immediately accepted the Professor’s offer and thought to himself that he was finally getting the respect he deserved all his life and maybe even more.

“Now all we have to do is find Sly and Vicky,” the Professor said.

Chapter IX:
Departing Tropical Island
A week later, Sly Walker and Vicky Segur were taking a shower together nude under a waterfall which was under two species of giant palm trees and every so often, one of them would catch the other looking at them and flash a sexy smile.  Sly saw lots of Vicky’s bare breasts and flashed a sexy smile.  Sly saw lots of Vicky’s bare breasts and he caressed the nipples whenever possible.  The lovers saw lots of each other bare butts and even their thick genital regions with they sniffed at “hungrily” whenever possible as they necked suggestively.  Sly’s chin was slightly cut up from the rough shaving job he did over the years, but neither one of them took no notice of it.  Instead, he saw the water run down his girlfriend’s cleavage and said suggestively, “Too bad that isn’t apple juice running down you, otherwise, I’d lick it off.”

“Oh Sly,” Vicky said suggestively, “you’re only interested in one thing.”

“Well, cutie, so are you?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well you say that boys are only interested in sex which is an acceptable stereotype.  I say girls are only interested in romance which is also an acceptable stereotype.  That is, if you know what I mean.”

“Smart thinking; you’re right.  Society commonly judges the sexes through stereotypes.”

“Sly, smart thinking; you’re right.  Society commonly judges the sexes through stereotypes.”

“That’s why, I’m the brains and you’re the muscles  in this duo.”

The waterfall was located to the South of the Island where the two lovers had been stranded.  In this waterfall, the water ran right down the two species of palm trees thus creating a tropical rainforest.  The area had crossing bubbling streams, passing several lakes which ran right into the ocean.

Tropical Island fed a vast variety of at least 3,000 exotic and rare animals from the red wolf to the California condor to the silver shark.  Also, the Island was inhabited by many tropical plants.  Many of the plants could be used for cooking which was exactly what Sly and Vicky used them for.
Vicky shook her hair out of her eyes before trying to give her boyfriend a hickey, but he moved away.

“What’s wrong,” she asked.

“This is not a good time,” he said squeezing his hand hard and Vicky realized what was going on.  The plant that made him immune to seizures was now not working on him.  If it was going to, he would probably need to increase the amount of it he took.  The German female tried to reach out to the American male, but he fell into the water.  She dived in after him and a soon after, a fin was spotted in the distance.  Furball and Furball gave low, threatening growls as they jumped in after the silver shark, who mistook the humans for dolphins.  They snapped and barked at it, not letting it near Sly and Vicky.  The shark bit back, wounding the dogs’ legs, but finally it had to retreat.  Unfortunately, Sly was still underwater and he was both shaking and drowning.  Both he and Vicky had suffered damage from the shark and were bleeding, but finally, the latter managed to pull them ashore.  Sly was unconscious and not breathing, so Vicky gave him CPR.

“Come on,” she said, pressing down hard on his heart, “don’t die on me, now.”

Nothing happened for several minutes, perhaps moments, since, of course, the two could not keep track of time on the Island, before Sly Walker woke up and blinked as his girlfriend moved his wet hair out of his eyes.

“Sly, sweetheart,” Vicky asked, “are you alright?  Come on, say something.”

Sly gave a sly smile as he looked at his girlfriend and said, “Hello, cutie.”

Relieved, she gave a sigh of relief as the dogs licked her boyfriend, who began slowly to pet them, but then he saw the blood on his fingers – it was his dogs’ blood.

‘They risked their lives for me,’ he thought, looking at the blood and then he noticed his girlfriend and how hurt she was.

“Are you alright?”

“I’ll live,” she replied.  “I was more concerned about you.”

“If you cut off that section of the area, we can still use the waterfall.  I’ll watch out for danger.”

Vicky was about to ask if Sly was sure if he was okay, but then decided that he probably was.

“I can't believe you don't know how beautiful you are,” Sly said, as he watched his girlfriend fix up a net made out of tree branches, while he kept an eye out for danger.

“Don’t you feel naked?”

“I am naked my love and so are you.”

Sly and Vicky smiled suggestively at each other.  For several moments, neither of them spoke as they gazed into each other’s eyes.  From the former’s point of view, he could see the latter’s breasts.  She noticed this, but shrugged it off and continued to lye there with her breasts exposed, looking defiant as possible.  Sly also looked as defiant as he possible, but she can see that he was actually vulnerable.

Sly lay under Vicky, vulnerable since his body had not “re-grouped” yet, as he said, “The plant was working.  This wasn’t supposed to happen and now, without your mother and the Professor, we can’t get off the fucking Island.”

“Don’t worry,” Vicky Segur said, tenderly, stroking her boyfriend’s hair, “and don’t lose hope.”

Just then, one of Sly Walker’s transformers approached in the form of a helicopter.  It carried two passengers and a pilot.  Onboard were Professor Ray Korenev, who was driving, Chad Streggo, who was ridding in shotgun and Doctor Samantha Segur.

Doctor Samantha Segur was fifty-eight years old and had white skin and long red hair like her daughter.  Unlike her daughter, however, her eye color was blue and she did smoke.  But like Vicky, she did drink.  Also, Doctor Segur is divorced and neither she, nor her daughter, kept in contact with her husband.  After Doctor Segur got a divorce, both she and her daughter moved from Vlandercore to Xanan.  That was when her daughter was a freshman.

“So we are getting rescued after all,” Sly said, singling for the transformer.  The transformer obviously could not land on Tropical Island, so it had to be placed in hover mode.  The Italian himself, then had to be strapped in to a harness and be let down by the doctor.

As soon as the Italian was close enough, the German female grabbed onto his right leg while her boyfriend signaled for his dogs.  Once Chad was free, he shouted for Sly to get on.

“Quickly,” Chad, who had gotten his tattoo removed, shouted, “There isn’t much time!  We’ve got to leave now!”

Sly Walker understood as he gripped the handles with all his “strength” and was hoisted up.

“Hang on,” the Professor shouted.  “Don’t look down!”  His shouting was, of course, drowned out by the noise of the transformer as Sly reached the open door and was quickly pulled inside.

“Now it’s your turn Vicky,” Chad Streggo shouted as she was placed into the harness and lifted up in the same manor.  Sly was given some black clothes, which he put on in the next room after he dried off with a towel.

With only Chad and the Furballs left, the winds had gotten difficult and the Professor worried that they may not be able to keep their position for long, so in great haste, the Italian was lifted up and the harness almost broke half way up which would have sent Chad to his death.

“My dogs,” Sly asked when he realized his dogs were not with him.  “Where are my dogs?”

The dogs barked from below probably wondering why they were not being taken along.

“I’ll go get them,” Vicky said.  “Release the harnesses.”

“Right,” the Professor answered.

Once Vicky had landed, she gave the dogs each a quick pat and then put one Furball into a harness as the Professor hoisted the two back up.  Once that operation was complete and Sly was petting his dog, Vicky and Professor Korenev repeated the processor with the other dog.

“Did they get hurt,” Chad asked.

“Shark attack,” Sly replied.

“I’m sorry,” the Professor said and the American male just shrugged.

As soon as the Furballs had been put into the transformer, the door closed and the machine flew away, never to go to Tropical Island again.  Just like her boyfriend, Vicky was given some black clothes, which she put on in the next room while she thought it was great she could return to being a vegetarian.  When Sly asked the date, Chad, who was still wounded from his battle with Natalie, told him.

Chapter X:
The Future Transformer

Chad Streggo and Professor Ray Korenev, who were in a newly bought mansion, brought Sly Walker and Vicky Segur up to date after the American male had shaved off his beard.

“Where’s Spike, Drusilla and Vinnie,” Sly asked.

“They stole one of your transformers to go off to the Dyrass Isles themselves,” Chad explained.  “That nearly cost me my life.”

“What about Natalie?”

“If she’s not dead, then she’s escaped from the Initiative.”

“The Initiative,” Vicky asked.

“Spike and Drusilla are androids.  They did not want you to know . . .”

“. . . So they stole a transformer to get there first,” finished Sly.  “A lot has been happening while Vicky and I where away.  And here I thought they would understand I tolerate diversity.”

“Pretty much,” Vicky said and Sly knew she was talking about him and Chad during the skinny dipping party.

“They’re not invited here,” Professor Korenev said.

“What,” shouted Sly Walker and Vicky Segur in unison.  They could not believe what they just heard.

“I told you they stole from the company.”

“You idiot; we need them!  Remember I give the orders in this company, Professor!  Stand aside!”

“So be it,” the Professor answered, coldly as the twenty-two year-old took command.

“Sly, you’re in no condition to call,” Vicky said.  “I’ll do it.”

“No, I will,” he insisted, getting his medicine from Doctor Samantha Segur, taking it, and then making the call.

“Hello,’ said a low voice.

“Spike, I want you back.”

“Who is this?”

“Sly.”

“What you want?”

“I want you and Drusilla to return to the company.  I want you to become employees once more.” 

“Did you know that the Professor threw me, Dru and Vinnie out?”

“Well I want the three of you in.  And I override the Professor.”

“We’ll call you back in an hour.  Dru and I will have to discuss it.”

“Who was that,” Drusilla asked as she entered from the next room after showering.  She was drying her hair.

“Sly Walker,” Spike said, giving his girlfriend a hickey.

“Oh,” she said, uninterested and ran her fingers through his short, spiky blond hair.  “What exactly did he want?”

“He wants to hire us.”

“That’s nice.”

William “Spike” Atkinson shrugged and turned on the television to SIN where a male news reporter was reporting over the news that Rabbi Chip Rieker and his wife Tina, who was also a Rabbi, were talking about how they were separated from their son.  All three individuals were clad all in black.

Rabbi Chip Rieker was sixty years old and had white skin.  He also had short, light grey hair and hazel eyes.  The man did not smoke or drink and was very committed to his faith.  Lastly, he was separated from his son when the latter was thirteen.

Rabbi Tina Rieker was seventy years old and had white skin.  The woman resembled her husband remarkably except her hair was long, not short.  She had the same light grey hair and hazel eyes.  The woman also did not smoke or drink and was very committed to her faith.  Lastly, she was separated from her son when the latter was thirteen.

From the television the reporter was asking when exactly the two were separated from their son, which interested Spike greatly.

 “The year was 2003 and it was during Chanukah,” began Chip.  “That year, the holiday fell in late December.  Vinnie was thirteen at that time and had just received his Bar Mitzvah – a Star of David made out of bronze.”

“Oh so that’s where he got it,” Spike said.  “I wonder why he didn’t tell me.”

“We all have our secrets,” Drusilla said.  “Like you and I being androids.”

“Yes, androids,” her boyfriend said bitterly as his girlfriend put a loving arm around and kissed him on the cheek.  

The two lovers turned their attention back on the television, where Tina was talking about how the present was the most valuable possession her son had.

“Vinnie,” Tina said, pleadingly; “if you’re watching this we really want a reunion!”

***

Vinnie Rieker, who was seated in a black leather chair, picked up his black remote and turned off the television.

“So you want a reunion,” said Vinnie, thoughtfully, cracking his knuckles.  “We’ll see.”

***

“So the two want a reunion with their son,” Spike said, thoughtfully.  “The question is, does he?”

“He’s an adult,” said Drusilla.  “It’s his choice.”

“Yes it is.  I’m going to contact Sly Walker immediately.”

“If you wish, my love.”

***

It was June when Sly, Vicky, Spike and Drusilla finally reunited.  Sly was hosting a party at Sly Enterprises, which had been re-built after Natalie’s attack on it, to celebrate his new improved transformer.  He was to give a speech later on.  The model for the new transformer was thirteen feet, by thirteen feet, by thirteen feet.  The press had shown up for the party and Sly Walker was in his best suit and Vicky Segur was in her best dress.  Everyone at the presentation was clad all in black.

“Oh look,” shouted a female reporter; “it’s Xanan’s most elite couple!  The newspaper must know!”

Her male photographer was about to snap a picture, but Sly and Vicky moved out of the way too quickly.

“Shit,” he said.

“If you want to take a picture,” Sly said, “then snap one of the new transformers.”

“Sly,” Spike said, “come have a drink.”

“Might as well.”

“Yeah,” Vicky agreed, “might as well.  Just watch yourself Sly.  You know what the effects of alcohol can do to you.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“So Mr. Walker,” the reporter asked, “when do you think the transformer will be ready to go into orbit?”

“You’ll see.”

When it was finally time for Sly Walker speech, he and Vicky Segur walked to the podium.  The former had a miniature of the model in his hand.

“Testing, testing,” Vicky said, before handing the microphone over to her boyfriend.

“Ladies and gentleman,” Sly began, “as you know, we can already fly manned spaceships to the Moon.  That was quite an accomplishment.  The United States finally won the Space Race, but now with my new invention, a second one with start and the question will be who will win this time.  Will it be the United States, Britain, or perhaps some obscure place like Slyvan Island?”

Just then he had a tremor in his hand and had to pause and that is, of course, when the photographer snapped a picture.

“Make sure that image doesn’t get published,” Sly whispered to his girlfriend, who nodded subtly.  Obviously, he had noticed it, but had not made it obvious to the audience.  In fact, he covered it up by cracking his knuckles.

Sly Walker continued his speech by saying, “Today we start the dawn of a new era.  Today the Moon, tomorrow Mars!”  The crowd went into an uproar and he had to raise a hand for silence.  “Tonight we have a special guest Admiral Xavier LaForce.  Now you may be wondering why we have invited a member of the armed forces and I will answer you that question.  Admiral LaForce is going to retire within one to three years and is thinking of going into space technology.  In order to make a decision, I invited him to this presentation to look at what he would be going into.  You’re on Admiral.”


The thirty-four year-old Admiral had won five metals during various successful missions he was on.


“Thank you Mr. Walker,” he replied taking the microphone.  “Now I am a man of reason.  And I think the reasoning behind this project is lovely.  For years, humans have wondered if intelligent life exists on other planets and with Mr. Walker’s technology that may be possible.”


“Thank you Admiral LaForce,” Sly said, taking the microphone once again and raising the model high in the air.  “This machine will inhabit every company on Slyvan Island and one day the world!  I think we can go to questions now.”

“Mr. Walker,” the reporter asked, “when do you think the transformer will be able to go into the depths of outer space?

“I predict the year 2040.”

Sly Walker’s answer was smooth and without a moment’s hesitation.

“What is your opinion Ms. Segur?”

“Definitely no later,” she said, “but I will add that due to the advances in technology, we may get it up even as much as ten years sooner.”

There were several minutes of loud clapping and then more questions were asked.  Finally the event was over and the curtain closed.

‘I really need some rest,’ Sly thought.

Chapter XI:

The Daughter Of The Fuehrer

Three months later, Linda Krause walked through the gothic streets of Xanan at night as steam filled the streets to meet with Natalie Streggo.  She was clad all in black and was sixteen years old with white skin.  She was also had a shaved head and did not smoke and drink.  Linda was an Anti-Semitic and unlike the Italian, she has nothing against the other “inferiors.”  Although the German female was not able to get a tattoo, the German wore the insignia – the swastika - on the sleeves of her jacket.  Also she owned four huskies.

“Ah Linda,” Natalie said, armed with a gun, “how good it is to meet you.  Come on in.”

The Italian put her gun back in her pocket and offered the German a drink, which she declined saying, “Hitler did not allow his followers to drink and since I am the Daughter of the Fuehrer, I can’t drink.”  She told her four dogs – two male and two female – to lye down.  The dogs were huskies.

“So be it, but remember one thing: I am the leader of the Master Race,” whispered Natalie in her ally’s ear.  “Don’t forget it.”

“I wouldn’t count on it.”  She glared at her ally as the two disputed over Hitler and Mussolini.  The tension in the room between the two allies was hot and building as they smoked several packs of cigarettes.  Finally Natalie mentioned the Streggo Youth, which had been on the news a few years ago.
 “The Streggo Youth,” Linda scoffed.  “You rip off the Fuehrer and I am the Daughter of the Fuehrer.”

“And I am Mr. X.  Anyway they cease to exist now that the Initiative has been destroyed by no good inferiors.”

“There’s always someone younger and hungrier to take over.  Don’t forget that Natalie.”

“But the strong always rise above the weak.  Don’t forget that my Anti-Semitic German ally.”

Linda scowled and said, “All you are is a cold-blooded killer.”

“And you’re not?”  Natalie was interested in what the Nazi was saying.

“That’s correct,” the Daughter of the Fuehrer replied, snarling at the Italian.  “Unlike you I don’t kill.”

And with their conversation over, Linda Krause exited the building, but not before Sly Walker turned off his microphone.  He had been listening in to the entire conversation and said, “If I can get enough evidence on Natalie, then I can have the SIA arrest her.”

***

“There’s another,” Professor Korenev and Doctor Segur said in unison.  They were both worried as Vicky scowled.

“That’s correct,” Sly said.  “Her name is Linda Krause.  She calls herself the Daughter of the Fuehrer.”

“Jesus Christ,” Spike shouted.

“And from what it sounded there was going to be some hostility between the two.”

“Oh good,” Chad said, pleased.  “With any luck, they’ll kill each other.”

***

Meanwhile, Vinnie Rieker was taking a stroll late at night when he stopped to tie his shoe and his necklace fell off.  He did not notice it until a woman, clad entirely in black, picked it up and said, “Excuse me, is this yours?”

“Yes it is,” the Jew replied, taking the necklace back.  “It’s of great importance to me.”

“It must be,” her husband, clad entirely in black, said, “and I gather you’re a Conservative Jew.”

Several minutes of silence followed after the two indivisibles introduced themselves as Luke and Lois Krause and said that they wanted to help him.

Luke Krause was fourty-five years old and had white skin.  He also had short, grey hair and hazel eyes.  He did not smoke or drink and, like his wife, was a member of a group that assisted people who have been targeted by groups like the Nazis.
Lois Krause was fifty-five years old and had white skin.  She also had long, grey hair and hazel eyes.  She did not smoke or drink and, like her husband, was a member of a group that assisted people who have been targeted by groups like the Nazis.
“Help me,” Vinnie shouted.  “You don’t know anything about me!”

“We know that you are Jewish,” Lois said, calmly.

“If we have found you,” Luke said, solemnly, “then our daughter will find you.  She is an Anti-Semitic.”

Vinnie looked at the two adults before finally asked, “Another Natalie Streggo.”

“Yeah, except she’s only after everyone; our daughter is only after Jews.”

“So what do we do?”

“Well it might help if you got rid of your Star of David,” Luke said.

Vinnie Rieker did not answer right away and simply looked at his Bar Mitzvah present.  It never had left his neck since his parents gave it to him.  The bronze object was slightly dented from various bullets that had been fired at him from the guns of fascists.

“Think about it,” Lois said and she and her husband walked away leaving Vinnie alone on the darkened streets of Xanan.

***

Meanwhile, Natalie Streggo, clad all in black, looked up at the full moon.  As she surveyed the landscape and swished her long black hair through the air with her right hand, she lit a cigarette and drank from a bottle of pig’s blood.  Then she noticed her younger brother, Chad Streggo, clad all in black, sitting on his motorcycle smoking a cigarette and drinking a beer.  Even through there was smoke and steam everywhere that filled the entire streets, he noticed his sister, Natalie Streggo.  In fact, this time is was so think that you almost could not see anything.  Natalie was lucky that she saw the full moon earlier, but soon no one would be able to see anything.
“Join me willingly, or not,” Natalie shouted.  “Either way I win!”

“Yeah right, you fucking fascist,” Chad shouted, spitting out his cigarette.  “All you care about is continuing the so-called ‘Master Race!’  Well let me tell you something; there’s no such thing!  Also your health is degrading with all that fucking pig’s blood you drink!”

“You want to bet?”

“Oh, now that sounds like a challenge.”

“I know you like challenges,” Natalie said, which was true.  Chad never backed down from a challenge and Natalie knew that.  Her brother got off his motorcycle to do battle with her and immediately the two began punching and kicking each other hard.  They threw various hard objects at each other like pipes and lashed out hissing with old whips that were lying around in the area.  With blood poring out of each of their noses and the smoke and steam making it impossible to see, they still continued to fight.  They probably knocked out a few of Natalie’s followers as they fought.

Natalie licked up her own blood slimily and the noise that she did, made her brother shutter in disgust.  Thinking that he may have taken a short break, Natalie decided to see if she could get the upper hand, which she did.  Because of all the confusion the battle had been going on for about half an hour to an hour.


“In 1921, when Franklin D. Roosevelt was thirty-nine, he was stricken with poliomyelitis,” Natalie said.  “He became another inferior.”

“Yet, he demonstrated indomitable courage and he fought to regain the use of his legs, particularly through swimming,” Chad replied.  “He also became president for four terms – well three and a couple of months.”

Vicky Segur happened to be in the area and although, she wanted to save her friend, she could not.  Chad got shot thrice by his sister, which was amazing considering no one could see anything.  All the twenty-eight year-old woman could do was hold her two Sais as she heard Chad Streggo’s screams of agony as he got shot thrice again.  Now six bullets were simply just too much for him to handle and he crumpled up onto the sidewalk in a bloody mess.  Upon inspecting her twenty-six year-old brother, she discovered that he had the swastika removed and spat on him.

Vicky ran off, disgusted and Natalie and her followers escaped by helicopter several minutes later.  The former arrived at her boyfriend’s house and told them that Chad was dead which shocked and stunned them.

“Дерьмо,” said Sly; “Какая ужасная потеря.”  Shit; what a terrible loss.

Outside Vinnie Rieker was very sad and decided that it would be time to head towards the Jerusalem Synagogue, like he always did.  The Synagogue was not really in Jerusalem, but the parts had been shipped from there.

Chapter XII:

Reunions

As usual, Vinnie Rieker walked into the Synagogue and thought about how his friend Chad Streggo taught him to be proud of his heritage.

“I will never forget you for that, my friend,” said the Jew and then he turned to see his parents Chip and Tina, clad all in black, praying.  After they were finished in the Synagogue, the parents met with their son.  Astonishingly, he actually agreed to a group therapy meeting.  When he showed up an hour after his parents, he saw more then three dozen people in the room.

There were two leaders of the session were named Bob Tusuzov and Emily Vertinskaya.  Everyone in the room was clad all in black.

Bob Tusuzov was twenty-five years old and had white skin and short, brown hair.  He had blue eyes and did not smoke or drink.
Emily Vertinskaya was thirty-five years old and had white skin and long, brown hair.  She had hazel eyes and did not smoke or drink.
After introducing himself and the other leader, Bob introduced the three new members of the group and suggested that they tell the group a little about themselves.  Emily suggested that they could also just tell the group why they were here if they were not conferrable with Bob’s option.

The three German Jews all looked at each other as if daring one another to go first.  Finally Rabbi Chip Rieker broke the ice and said, “Well we really only met our son a few days ago.”

“Oh that’s not true dear,” his wife said and explained that they had been separated from their son sine his Bar Mitzvah in 2003 due to a Nazi attack.  The audience listened with solemn and understanding looks on their faces, particularly from Bob and Emily.  The former even suggested to Vinnie that he tell his side of the story.

The Jew cracked his knuckles before asking, “You really want to hear it?”  Bob nodded.  “So be it.”

“My grandparents (my mother's parents) and great-grandparents were making plans to leave Germany.  Although they did not know how bad the war was going to be, they had realized that, as Jews in Germany, they were no longer safe.  One night, my grandparents went out to buy tickets for their boat trip to New York.  While they were out, Nazi soldiers raided the house and took my great-grandparents into custody.  My grandparents delayed their escape and tried to find out what had happened, but could not find out anything.  After two weeks, friends and neighbors told them they had to go.  They left their grandparent's tickets with a neighbor, hoping they would somehow get free, and boarded the ship the next day.  My grandparents never heard from my great-grandparents again.

“At that time, my grandparents were very young.  My grandmother was nineteen, my grandfather was twenty, and they had only recently gotten married.  They would probably have stayed in Germany and kept trying to rescue their parents, but his grandmother was pregnant and they were afraid that if they did not leave quickly they might not be able to escape later.  My uncle was born one month after they arrived in New York.  My mother wasn't born until ten years after the war was over.

“My mother's parents were very traumatized by their experiences, and didn't like to talk about it much.  My mother, Tina, grew up with a great curiosity about her family.  But her own mother would not tell her anything.  So, when she was a teenager, she became friends with her mother's friend and her husband, who were also Jews from Germany who had fled the Holocaust, and my mother had told her many things that she had not been able to tell her daughter.  So my mother’s friend told Tina about the history of the Holocaust and of the two families.  The former came to seem like a second mother to Tina.  And in addition to getting to know her, Tina got to know her son, Chip, my father.

“Tina and Chip dated a little in high school, much to their parent's delight, but decided to go to different colleges.  For several years they kept in touch by writing, but they thought their romance was over.  Each of them, separately, decided to become Rabbis.  This was probably because both of them had been so influenced by their parent's experiences of fleeing the Holocaust, and by their shared interest in history.  To make a long story shorter, in 1985 Chip's parents celebrated their fiftieth wedding anniversary.  Tina flew in from Israel, where she had been living, to attend the party.  There she met Chip again - the first time they had seen each other in eight years.  They discovered again how much they had in common, and were married two years later.

“I was born in 1990.  His parents were already almost forty, and were a little surprised to have a child at last.  One year after I was born, my parents were invited to live and work in Germany for a while.  They discussed it, and despite their parent's objections, decided to move.  They lived in Germany for the rest of their lives, discovering that they liked it much more than they would have expected.  I lived there too, until I was eighteen.  Then I decided to return to the United States to go to college where I learned French and Italian.  While living in Germany, I learned German and English.  My two roommates, who became my friends, helped me.  There names were Alex Green and Joey De Luca.”

 “Vinnie Rieker,” Bob asked, “would you say something to us; in German, perhaps.”

Vinnie thought for a few minutes before finally saying, “Adolf Hitler kann in Hölle verrotten, während die Juden zu Reichtum und Größe klettern.”  Adolf Hitler can rot in Hell while the Jews climb to wealth and greatness.

“And what does that mean?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

“Well,” asked Bob Tusuzov, “does anyone else have anything they want to discuss?”  No one answered.  “Well then, meeting adjourned.”

***

Later that night, Vinnie made a call to his friends Alex Green and Joey De Luca.  He called the former first.

“Bonjour,” Alex said.  Hello.
“Bonjour, Alex,” said Vinnie.  “Vous pourriez vous souvenir d'un certain camarade de chambre votre juif.”  You might remember a certain Jewish roommate of yours.

Alex Green was thirty-five years old and had white skin and short brown hair.  His eye color was also brown and he did smoke and drink.  Lastly, he was Vinnie Rieker’s gay friend and roommate while the two was in college and had assisted him with his French although he did know English too.
“Hé Vinnie; ce qui est en haut?”  Hey Vinnie; what’s up?

“Rien beaucoup sauf les morts du Tchad et plus de problème avec Nataliet,” Vinnie replied.  Nothing much except Chad’s dead and more trouble with Natalie.

“Je suis désolé.”  I’m sorry.
“Ce n'est pas votre faute.”  It’s not your fault.

“Il y avait ce qui essayait la séduction que vous m'avez donnée mon premier jour ou semaine là.  Fortuné vous avez appris que j'étais juif.”  There was that attempted seduction you gave me on my first day or week there.  Lucky you found out I was Jewish.

“Vraiment, désolé de cela, mais l'orientation sexuelle n'est pas un choix.”  Yeah, sorry about that, but sexual orientation isn’t a choice.
“C'est pas mal.  Il est dans le passé. En tout cas, je dois aller..”  It’s okay.  It’s in the past.  Anyway, I’ve got to go.

Before Vinnie hung up, he found out his friend was headed to France.  Then he dialed Joey De Luca, his Italian friend.  

Joey De Luca was thirty-eight years old and had white skin and long, blond hair.  She had brown eyes and did not smoke and drink.  She was a friend of Vinnie Rieker’s and had been his roommate in college.  Lastly she had helped him with his Italian while he was there.

“Ciao Joey, questo è il vostro amico anziano Vinnie Rieker.”  Hello Joey, this is your old friend Vinnie Rieker.
“Hi, Vinnie; Non li ho riconosciuti inizialmente.  Come è che va?”  Hi, Vinnie; I didn’t recognize you at first.  How’s it going?
“Ha potuto essere migliore,” he answered and explained about Chad and Natalie Streggo.  Could be better.
“Quello succhia. Sono spiacente circa il vostro amico.”  That sucks.  I’m sorry about your friend.
“Così che cosa li hanno che fate?”  So what have you been doing?

“Niente troppo.  Ho ottenuto un lavoro come un ballerino ad un randello della striscia.”  Nothing too much.  I got a job as a dancer at a strip club.

“Vedo.  Quale se posso chiedere?”  I see.  Which one if I may ask?

“Il Randello Erotic.”  The Erotic Club.
They chatted for a while before Vinnie finally hung up.  He found out that she was headed to Italy.

Chapter XIII:

Linda Krause Reforms


One evening in November, while Vinnie Rieker was out for a walk, Sly Walker, Vicky Segur, William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster walked into the shower stalls to get clean.  Sly got some seizure activity which went away as quickly as it came, but he whispered to his girlfriend to be in the stall next to him and she nodded understandingly.  Interestingly, although none of them commented on it since it was unimportant, Sly Walker and Vicky Segur ended up undressing from the waist up, while William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster undressed from the waist down.


As Sly reached for the shampoo, his girlfriend noticed his genitals as he emerged from behind the shower stall.  When he saw what she was doing, he turned his back to her and pulled himself back into his stall.  “Maybe I should just nibble your saucy tits, particularly in the cleavage, and lick your sweet pussy.”


There was an “Oooh,” from the British young adults Vicky countered by saying, “Try it, stud.”


Once again, there was that “Oooh,” from the British young adults.  Once things calmed down a little, Sly asked Spike if he was writing anything these days.


“Actually yes,” Spike answered.  “I’m writing a book about the supernaturals.  The book is currently entitled ‘Vampenthrope: The Legendary Hybrid.’  Of course that’s only a working title.”

“And I’m illustrating it,” Drusilla replied, as she necked her boyfriend suggestively.

 “So it’s a joint project,” Vicky said.  “That’s very interesting.”

 “And a very good use of combining your skills,” the American male said.  “It’s the writer and the artist together.”

Then Sly and Vicky asked each other at the exact same time if they wanted to get married.  As soon as they said that, everyone burst out laughing.

“Well I guess that answers that,” Sly Walker joked.  “But we should have a date.”

“I agree,” Vicky Segur said and suggested later this month.

“How formal do you want it to be,” Spike asked.

“Probably not very formal,” Sly replied.  “Right, Vicky?”

“Yes,” Vicky agreed, “we should have it informal.”
“Well in that case,” Drusilla said, “just get married at City Hall.”

“Not a bad idea,” Sly said.  “But we’ll need a marriage license,” Spike said, “which we’ll need to get a few days before the wedding, but that shouldn’t be too hard.”

“Spike and Drusilla, will you be our witnesses,” Vicky asked.

“Of course,” Drusilla replied. 

After everything was in order the only thing left was to create the guest lists then wait.

***

Meanwhile, Professor Ray Korenev and Doctor Samantha Segur were taking in the living room while Vicky, clad entirely in black, was practicing her ninjitsu skills in the gymnasium.  She practiced daily so to always be on her guard in case of any attack.  When Sly Walker, clad entirely in black, entered the living room and asked where Vicky was, Doctor Segur told him.

“Vicky,” he shouted and accidentally got a Sai thrown at him and had to duck.  Vicky apologized immediately when she realized what she did.  “I see you’re on you guard.”

“I am,” she replied.  “Now what is it that you want?”

“I was wondering if we could go over the guest list.”

“Sure.  Why the hell not?  Can I still practice as we go over it?”

“If you can manage,” her fiancé said, “then by all means do so.”

“Great,” she replied doing a flip and landing on the matt.

The guest list consisted of the Professor, Doctor Segur and Vinnie Rieker.

“That sounds good to me,” his fiancé replied.

“Great,” Sly replied.  “Now don’t you think it’s time to practice with another person?”

“Like you?”  Sly nodded very subtly and went to get his armor.  “Well then get your protection.”

Vicky Segur had already positioned herself on the mat and was waiting for her fiancé’s attack, but none came.  Thinking that was a little peculiar, she continued to wait.  Finally it came.  Sly lunged at her and she stabbed him in the stomach.  The armor protected him and the Sai did not penetrate.

“Why did you wait,” she asked and the reply she got was, “The cunning warrior plans his attack before attacking.”

“A good piece of advice.”

“Now someone like Natalie will just attack you without thinking.  Like this.”  He leapt at her and she easily flipped him over onto the mat.  “You see that takes only muscles.  The mind plays no part in it other than maybe habit.”

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.  Now let’s see how many rounds on the punching bags you strike in an hour?  I’m going for a walk.”

Sly set a timer on the counter before leaving.

***

Meanwhile, Vinnie Rieker was still out for his walk.  It was late at night when he came face-to-face with Linda Krause.  Steam and smoke were blowing out of pipes everywhere and it filled the streets making it fairly, but not real hard to see.  Not even the full moon helped.

“Hello inferior,” Linda Krause said nastily.  “You will now be tortured by the Daughter of the Fuehrer.  Have you ever tasted bacon?”  She uttered another laugh which could be heard through the smoke and steam.

“That voice you have is so young,” Vinnie, who was clad all in black, shouted.  “How old are you?”

“Sixteen, like it makes any difference.”  She threw a piece of bacon at him and missed due to the smoke and steam.  “I’d give my life to the Fuehrer!  He remains immortal!”

“It’s impossible to have a fight in this type of whether.  The smoke and steam are so bad.”

“Vinnie,” Sly Walker asked, approaching from his transformer, which was presently in the form of a helicopter, “Who are you talking to?”

“Linda Krause!  I’m trying to stall her!”

 “Smart idea!  I’ll lend you a hand!”

“I think I’ve got it,” the Jew shouted as the transformer’s motor stopped.

Just then, the Daughter of the Fuehrer, who was clad all in black, managed by sheer chance, to grab the Jew and hiss into his ear, “I answer only to Natalie Streggo and you will be thrown into one of the concentration camps where you’ll be fed pig’s meat all the time while I re-populate the world with pure bread Germans!”

The twenty-four year-old young adult, who was clad all in black, sighed and tried to reason with the sixteen year-old teenager by said, “Natalie Streggo uses you.  She doesn’t care about anyone of anything as long as you do what she desires.  You’re just being brainwashed and manipulated by her.”

“No one controls me,” Linda snarled.  “And there is something you forgot inferior!”

“And what is that?”

“I don’t kill!”

“So there is a difference between you and Natalie after all,” Vinnie said.

The bald teenager heard the noise of a helicopter and the sound of Natalie Streggo’s laughter through the smoke and steam.  Turning back to Sly Walker and Vinnie Rieker she said simply, “Run,” and they took off without a second thought.

***

When Natalie Streggo landed, it took her a while to find the teenager.  When Natalie found Linda, the latter kept calm by asking, “How is everything going?”

“I was hoping you could tell me Linda.  Did I just hear two people running away from you and you didn’t do anything about it?”

“No, you sure didn’t.”

“And you call yourself the Daughter of the Fuehrer!  I am the leader of the Master Race!”

 “Natalie, my ally,” Linda said.  “I’m sure there has been a mistake.  What’s the problem?”

“The problem, you idiot, is that you let two inferiors go without killing them!”

“But I don’t kill.  You know that.”

“And you call yourself the Daughter of the Fuehrer?  Well listen up, whoever you are!  The Initiative has been destroyed and the Youth cease to exist.  Therefore we don’t have any business to discuss!  Now get the fuck out of here!  You are not my ally anymore!  You’re a traitor!  You hear that; a fucking traitor!”  Linda figured out that things could get more intense so she ran away with her former ally watching her and shouting after her, “You’re a fool!  I offered you power and you betrayed me!  Now die as you deserve to!”

Linda Krause barely had enough time to get away from Natalie Streggo’s gun with her huskies following her.  If there was one thing that made Linda better than Natalie, it was that she did not kill animals.  In fact, she owned four huskies.

 As she was running she ran into Vinnie Rieker and asked, “What are you doing here?  You need to get away from here.  Natalie’s coming.”

“I was,” he admitted.  “And call me Vinnie Rieker.  If you do, I’ll call you Linda Krause.”

“That’s fair.  Now let’s go.”

“Sly has radioed for a transformer.”

Just then, Sly Walker approached in a transformer that he was controlling by a small remote control that had a microphone-like device on it.  It was the same device that he used when he and his girlfriend were having trouble on one of the transformers.  He had ordered the machine to turn itself from a helicopter into a glider.  Now this time, Sly was using it to drive along a motorcycle (for that what this transformer was at the time) and to finally come to a halt.  He was wearing a helmet and when he looked up, he noticed Linda who explained about the Initiative being destroyed and the Youth ceasing to exist.

“I knew about the Initiative being destroyed,” Sly replied, “but I had no idea of the condition the Youth was in despite what research I did on them.”

Just then he got some shaking in his left hand and had to squeeze it.

“Sly,” Linda asked, but Vinnie told her he would take care of it as he saw his friend lye down on the ground with a shaking hand.  The American male had not gone into a full seizure and when asked he said he did not think he was going to.  Within a few seconds, the seizure activity had ended.

“I’ll drive,” Vinnie said and Sly nodded.  Sly ended up in the sidecar and Linda was in back of the Jew as they drove to Sly’s mansion.

When Sly looked back, he said, “Natalie’s chasing us.”

“I’ll handle it,” Linda replied and immediately looked around for a weapon.

“Quickly, she’s gaining.”  Then a mettle pipe fell off a truck and Linda grabbed it and threw it at her former ally.  Natalie screamed and had to do a 180 degree turn and go onto a cross road and the pipe fell onto the side of the road.  Driving away she yelled several curse words while pounding on the dashboard.

“We heard the racket,” Kyle Schultz said as he and his twin brother rushed in.  “What’s going on?”

“Linda’s not a part of us anymore,” replied Natalie Streggo.

“Then she will die,” said Kevin Schultz.

Chapter XIV:

More Join The Club

“Hey Vicky,” shouted Spike and the German female turned from where she had been talking to Drusilla.  The group was having another of Sly’s midnight skinny dipping parties.

“Welcome, Romeo and Juliet,” shouted Vicky Segur as she walked out of the pool.  The German female was in the nude, as she walked towards the new arrivals.  “We’re dressed informally as you can see.”

“You want to join the club,” Sly asked.

“Sure,” Linda agreed.

“What about you Vinnie?  Are you game?”

“Damn right.”

“Well you have to get undressed up there on the diving board so everyone can see you,” Sly told them, pointing at the diving board.  “That’s the rule.  We all do it the first time.”

“Very well then,” Vinnie Rieker and Linda Krause said in unison.

“Alright, everyone out for the strip show,” Sly shouted enthusiastically undressing and sitting down on the sidelines as Vinnie and Linda walked towards the diving board to get undressed.

“I hope I don’t fall of this thing,” Linda said, nervously.

“If you do, my dogs will fish you out.”  Furball and Furball were curled up on the sidelines taking a nap.  Everyone laughed.  Linda removed her shirt and then her pants.  Now standing in only her underwear, she heard the Jew snicker behind her as he put her hands in back of her to unhook her bra, “Do you want me to help you with that,” and Sly, Vicky, Spike and Drusilla all laughed.

“No, Vinnie, I’m fine,” Linda replied, before slipping and having the Jew grab her by her bra which ripped.

“Quick, pull me up,” she shouted.  “I’m slipping.”

Vinnie Rieker pulled her up.  Now standing only in her panties, Linda Krause just wanted to get it over with, so she dropped them, gave them to the Jew and dived into the water.  When she surfaced, she saw her former enemy holding her panties and ripped bra.  Everyone laughed.

Vinnie was next and he took great care in undressing.  He removed his watch and put it in his pants pocket.  After cracking his knuckles, he continued by removing his shoes and socks.  Then the Jew pulled off both his shirts exposing his muscles s and chest hair.

“So I guess you don’t shave your chest hair,” Sly asked.

“That’s correct.  I don’t shave it off.”

“I hear you can hit on more chicks that way,” Spike said and all the guys whistled.

Vinnie Rieker continued undressing by removing his pants and finally his boxers.  Then he covered his testicles and dived into the swimming pool.  Unfortunately, when he rose to the surface, he was met with light-hearted laughs.

“What,” he said.

“Missing something,” Sly said and it was then that Vinnie figured out his necklace had fallen off when he had dived into the pool.  Swimming down, he had to fell his way and, by the third time, he had retrieved it.

“It never leaves me,” Vinnie Rieker replied.

“I think I’ll warm up in the hot tub,” Sly Walker replied.

“I’m going with you,” Vicky Segur said, following her fiancé.

“We come to,” Spike said.  “Right Dru?”

“Right, Spike,” Drusilla answered, running her hand through his wet, spiky hair as he sniffed at her right breast with interest and then licked it suggestively.  To counter what he did, she stroked his penis suggestively making him shoot a small amount of serum into her hand, which she licked suggestively as the two slid into the hot tub.  Drusilla looked at her boyfriend’s penis and could see his erection.  She smiled suggestively.  Sly had one too, but he managed to keep it from view of his fiancé.

 William “Spike” Atkinson got out of the pool to pour himself a drink.  While doing so, he shouted, “Sly, do you want a drink?”

“Sure.  Give me wine.”  The American male, due to his seizure disorder, sipped the drink slowly while in the background, Furball and Furball were getting acquainted with Linda’s huskies and Vinnie was drinking kosher wine.

“There is someone I want you to know about,” Doctor Samantha Segur said, as she walked towards the group.  “His name is Jeff Revnik-Serizawa and he’s a Communist-ninja.  You might find him useful but be warned for he’s dangerous.”

Sly did not need to ask why.  He had figured the whole thing out – the enemy of your enemy is your friend.  He only said, “I’ll leave after the wedding.”

“Just remember Sly, Jeff can be very hard to find.”

Chapter XV:
The Rites Of Passage

A week later, Sly Walker was pacing down his office when he decided that he was ready for sex.  He re-called that back in high school when he was a fifteen year-old freshman and she was a nineteen year-old senior, they befriended each other.  When Sly reached the age of eighteen and Vicky reached the age of twenty-one, their relationship became sexual and was probably frowned on, but neither of them, especially Sly, cared.  He just thought that the six years of friendship followed later by the mature decision of a sexual relationship was interesting; that decision was made somewhere between 2007, when they first met, and 2013.


Sly Walker asked his fiancé if she wanted to have intercourse.  At first Vicky Segur was surprised over her fiancé’s proposition, but then she accepted once the American male mentioned that he had condoms.  The German female mentioned that she had been on the pill for three months and had a backup supply of condoms for herself.
The two walked into the bedroom and locked the door.  On one side of the bedroom, lay Sly’s massage table.  For a while, the two spent several minutes in somewhat awkward silence looking at each other; after all, they both were still virgins.  Finally Vicky asked her fiancé if he wanted to go first and he suggested they flip a coin.  She agreed and it was decided that heads would make it Sly and tails would make it Vicky.  When the coin landed, Sly joked, “Well, looks like you lost,” and Vicky smiled as she removed her shoes.  Sly followed by sneakily removing one shoe and his fiancé began to remove her socks, but once she noticed her fiancé with one shoe on, she pulled her socks back up.  It took her a couple of minutes to notice Sly’s trick.


“Almost got me,” she said.


“Well it did show a subtle sign that I’m smarter than you.”


“I suppose so.” 


Caught, Sly removed his other shoe and she removed her socks.  He followed with both socks and not the one-at-a-time scenario he was doing last time.


After removing her shirt, she waited for him to do the same and he says, jokingly, “Well cutie, looks like you have an advantage.”  It took a few seconds, maybe a minute, for Vicky to catch on and when she did she replied, suggestively, “Yes I do.”


Sly removed his shirt and Vicky followed by unlocking her bra.  While she removed that article of clothing, she said, suggestively, “I bet you have a great hard-on under there.  I hope the condom will fit.”


“Yes I do,” her fiancé replied, dropping his boxers.


“I thought so,” she replied, slipping out of her panties.


She was admiring his entire body, particularly his chest hair and erect penis, while he was admiring her entire body particularly her breasts and vagina.  They were both completely naked as they eye each other as if daring the other to step forward and continue.  Finally Sly said, “It looks as if I’m coming down with lycanthrope.”


“Excuse me,” the German female asked.


“We’ll I do have chest hair.”


“I see what you mean, Mr. Werewolf.”


“And your breasts are something is something I would like to sink my teeth into.”


“That’s great, Mr. Vampire.”


“I’m half vampire and half werewolf, but sexier than both,” the American male said, smiling suggestively at his fiancé.


“Oh you are.”


“For males it’s chest hair with werewolves and sex with vampires, but for females it’s the menstrual cycle with werewolves and sex with vampires.”


“Don’t forget that witches and female empowerment go hand-in-hand,” Vicky Segur said.


“Ah yes,” Sly Walker replied, “the last of the metaphors.”  


You’re absolutely right.  How do you know the metaphors, may I ask?”


“I looked them up on the internet.  Everything’s on the internet now days.”


The two laughed and then there was silence for several minutes.  Then the German female said, “Come closer, my love.  I want that prick of yours inside my pussy.”


The American male walked towards her with his erect penis looking at her breasts and vagina as he circled his wife and whispered in her ear, “Are you sure, my love.  Because once it’s done, there is no going back.  Your virginity will be lost forever.”


“I’m ready.”


“Is the pill still working?”


“Yes,” she replied, eying her fiancé.  “Do you have a condom?”


“I have several just in case one breaks.”


“Then we’re set.”

“Yeah, just as soon as I check my medicine,” Sly replied.  He came back a few minutes later and asked Vicky how she wanted to do it.


“Perhaps the missionary position will do.”


“Ah, the classic way,” the American male said, as his eyes lit up.  “I’ll be dominant.”


“Yeah,” the German female said, “until I flip you.”


“I’ll flip you right back over.”


“Oh will you?”


“Oh I will.  You can count on that.”


“I seriously dought that,” Vicky replied, lying on the bed and waiting for her fiancé, but he did not move.  “What’s the problem?”


“My heart’s beating so fast.”


“Mine too.  It’s normal.  Now slip that condom on and come closer.”


Slowly and cautiously, Sly Walker moved closer towards Vicky Segur as he put the condom on his fully erect penis.


“You do realize this will not necessarily bring you to climax.”


“I know, but so what.  It’s not the most important thing right now.”


“So be it, my dear,” Sly said, as he layed down on top of his wife and began to give her lots to clitoral stimulation before he penetrated her.  She closed her eyes and moaned loudly as he swung his right leg over her, but he did not penetrate her – not yet.  Finally she opened them up and said, “I guess it’s time for foreplay.”


“I guess it is,” he replied kissing her gently on the lips.  She kissed him back as he uttered a low growl, but she continued to kiss him.  Soon moved his head away from her and started necking her.  The passion was heating up and soon he “bit” his partner’s neck.


“What do you think you are doing,” Vicky asked.


“Nothing,” Sly replied.


“Whatever, just don’t bite too hard.  Do you want some wine?”


He accepted and she poured some for him and then herself.  Then the two lovers sat quietly gently stroking each other’s hair.


“We’ll start with the man on top,” Sly said.


“Alright, my love, but don’t be surprised when things change during while we fuck.”


”There is my medical condition we have to take into account, but I also hear that people who do have seizures have normal sex lives and do not suffer from sexual difficulties.  In short, I don’t think it’s anything to worry about, but we should keep an eye on me just in case I start to shake.”


“Of course,” the German female replied.  “Also, screwing is all about having fun.”


“That’s correct Vicky.  It’s not simply animal lust though I’m sure eons ago, it started out that way.”


The two lovers entered the mansion and walked into the bedroom as Sly Walker got out a new condom just to be on the safe side.  He was about to put it on when his wife suggested that it would be more erotic if she did it.  He agreed and she got up to put the condom on her husband.


Vicky Segur layed back down and as he climbed on top of her Sly Walker said, “I need you to do is to guide my cock into your pussy.”


“Sure thing, stud,” his wife replied slowly moved her hands along her fiancé’s chest until she found his erect penis.  Grabbing it gently in both hands, she carefully moved it into position making sure she did not remove or break the condom.


Knowing that Sly had already given her lots of clitoral stimulation, Vicky decided to do some close body contact.  She put her legs out and close together as soon as the intercourse had begun, which was immediately, in order to gain maximum stimulation.  The two lovers moaned loudly as Sly Walker began his thrusts.  To take a more active role, the German female decided to wrap her legs around the American male, thus helping to control the tempo and depths of his thrusts.


“Are you alright,” Sly asked as he moaned.


“Yeah,” Vicky replied, moaning herself.  “Do you still have the condom working?”


“I believe so.”


“Good.  Then let’s continue.”


They continued for a few seconds before Sly ejaculated, but the condom stopped his semen from getting to his wife.


As they were finishing up, the German female was keeping her legs open but having them flat on the bed and managed to enable her lover to focus with her on intimacy, gentle stroking and face-to-face contact rather than frenetic sexual activity.


“Well that was sex,” Sly Walker finally said.


“Yeah,” Vicky Segur said, unsure of what to make it of it and neither did her fiancé.  For a while, neither of them moved from under the covers.


“So do you want to relax in the hot tub?”


“Okay.”


The two lovers headed out to the hot tub and climbed in.  The full moon shown down from a window in the mansion as the lovers necked each other, suggestively.  Within minutes, the two lovers were snuggling comfortably in each other’s arms, fast asleep.

***


The next day, Sly walked up to the Professor and said, “I think it’s time we had the Talk.”


“That goes for us too,” Vicky said to her mother when the former entered.


“Now,” the Professor and Doctor Segur asked in unison.


“Now; believe me,” the two lovers said in unison, “it’s going to be as hard for me as it will be for you.”


The Professor led Sly to his office and locked the door behind them, while Doctor Segur led Vicky into Vicky’s bedroom and locked the door behind them.

***


In the Professor’s office, Sly Walker and Professor Ray Korenev were seated at a desk and were absolute silence as if each one dared the other to start.  Finally the Professor managed to ask, “Хорошо, сделал Вы используете презерватив?”  Well, did you use a condom?


“О Бог, да,” Sly said, grabbing his head.  “Я не могу полагать, что Вы спросили меня это.”  Oh God, yes.  I can’t believe you asked me that.

“Хорошо я сожалею, но я имел к. Если Вы собираетесь иметь общение, то Вы должны сделать это сейф. Что относительно Викай?”  Well I’m sorry, but I had to.  If you’re going to have intercourse, then you’ve got to do it safe.  What about Vicky?


“Она принимала противозачаточные таблетки.”  She was on the pill.


“О Бог спасибо.  Вы должны быть осторожными относительно незапланированных беременностей.  Даже кто - то ваш возраст не хотел бы поднять девочку.”  Oh thank God.  You have to be careful about unplanned pregnancies.  Even someone your age wouldn’t want to knock up a girl.

“Особенно в первый раз,” Sly agreed.  Especially the first time.

“Вы шикарны Sly,” the Professor said.  “Вы знаете, чтобы перехитрить вашего противника, а не использовать мидию.”  You’re smart Sly.  You know to outsmart your opponent rather than to use muscles.


“Я делаю,” replied Sly and exited.  I do.
***


Back in Vicky’s bedroom, the two finished up their talk by Doctor Samantha Segur saying, “Erinnern Sie sich, diese Pille zu behalten. Es wird Ihre Chancen reduzieren, gesättigt zu werden und einen STD zu haben.”  Remember to keep on that pill.  It will reduce your chances of getting impregnated and having an STD.



“Ich,” her daughter replied before exiting.  “Sie brauchen sich nicht über Schlau und ich zu sorgen.  Ich denke nicht, dass wir der Typ von Leuten sind, die auf einander betrügen würden.”  I will.  You don’t need to worry about Sly and I.  I don’t think we’re the type of people who would cheat on each other.
***

The wedding finally arrived and Sly Walker and Vicky Segur arrived informally, but in nice black clothes at City Hall.

There was a female judge to wed the two couples named Max Staradumov.  She was thirty-nine years old and had white skin.  Max had long, Burnett hair and blue eyes.  She also smoked and drank and was very tall.  She might have been a foot taller than Sly.


William “Spike” Atkinson, Drusilla Buckminster, Vinnie Rieker, Professor Ray Korenev and Doctor Samantha Segur were there as guests.  The four guests, along with the judge, were clad all in black, just like Sly, Vicky, Spike and Drusilla.  Upon request, the couple had requested to be referred to as husband and wife.

“Everyone,” Max said, “we are here to join Sly Walker and Vicky Segur in holy matrimony.  Does anyone object to these two couples getting married?”

“We do,” Spike, Drusilla, Vinnie, the Professor and Doctor Segur said waving their hands wildly and Sly and Vicky turned to eye them.

“Oh, what’s your reason,” the judge asked.

“No we were just joking.”

“Well, in that case, I’ll just need two signatures.”

“Oh we’ll sign,” Spike and Drusilla said in unison and got up.

Once the signatures had been written the judge said, “I now pronounce you husband and wife.  You may . . .”

But the couple interrupted her when they “lunged” at each other and began necking each other.  Sly and Vicky took turns on each other.  The only thing the judge said was, “Well, that works too,” and thought to herself while smiling, ‘Неистовые гормоны.’  Raging hormones.
Chapter XVI:

The Communist-Ninja
It was February of 2019 and a masked Communist-ninja stood clad all in black with his ninja weapons.

Jeff Revnik-Serizawa – for that was his name - was twenty-seven years old and was both white and Asian.  He had green eyes and his hair was short and red.  The Communist-ninja did smoke and drink and believed in the way of Joseph Stalin.  He was very rude and he had many weapons.  One was a sword - a United Cutlery's ninja 3000 to be exact.   Another was his stars.  They were made from sharpened, stainless steel and had three five-pointed stars which were about two and a half inches.  Lastly there was a sharpened stainless steel knife with a rubber handle and it included a black nylon sheath.  That object was nine and a half inches overall.  The Communist-ninja was clad all in black and had a hood but no gloves.  Also, he was very good at the art of invisibility.

“Я нуждаусь в вашей помощи,” Sly said.   “Мертвые Чада и Викай не могут бить Натали.”  I need your help.  Chad’s dead and Vicky can’t beat Natalie.

“Что - то, что добралось, чтобы сделать со мной,” the Communist-ninja asked.  What’s that got to do with me?

“Коммунисты ненавидят фашистов, и так называемые подчиненные ненавидят фашистов, так поэтому, враг вашего врага - ваш друг.”  Communists hate fascists and the so-called inferiors hate fascists, so therefore the enemy of your enemy is your friend.
The Communist-ninja thought about this.  He switched to English before asking, “Do you know why I used the Communist methods?”

“It wouldn’t have to do something with the non-aggressive pack between Joseph Stalin and Emperor Hirohito, would it?”

“You’re good.”

“So good, in fact, that I know your name.”  The Communist-ninja raised his left eyebrow – a signal for Sly to continue.

“You’re Jeff Revnik-Serizawa.”

“So you know who I am,” the Communist-ninja said, removing his mask.  Since he was unmasked now, he decided to smoke a cigarette and blew the smoke right into the American male’s face.  Sly coughed as the Communist-ninja took a sip of his beer.  “Natalie’s gaining press and the United States and the Soviet Union were enemies during the Cold War.”

Sly could already tell that this man was not only rude, but was also going to be someone he was going to have a very shaky alliance with.  The Communist-ninja said he would join forces with the American male though on one condition and that was that he wanted no one to get in his way.

As Sly Walker began to walk away, Jeff Revnik-Serizawa asked, “Have you ever heard of a man named Vladimir Lenin?”

“Yes,” Sly replied, stopping at turning around.  “In March, 1921, Vladimir Lenin announced details of his New Economic Policy (NEP).  Farmers were now allowed to sell food on the open market and could employ people to work for them.  Those farmers who expanded the size of their farms became known as kulaks.  The NEP also allowed some freedom of internal trade, permitted some private commerce and re-established state banks.  Factories employing less than twenty people were denationalized and could be claimed back by former owners.  The NEP did improve the efficiency of food distribution and especially benefited the peasants.  However, many urban workers resented the profits made by private traders.”

“That’s right, but then on January of 1929, Joseph Stalin announced the abolition of the NEP in January, 1929 and replaced it with the first of his Five Year Plans.  Stalin's advisers told him that with the modernization of farming the Soviet Union would require two-hundred-and-fifty-thousand more tractors.  As well as tractors there was also a need to develop the oil fields to provide the necessary petrol to drive the machines.  Power stations also had to be built to supply the farms with electricity.  Since the October Revolution industrial progress had been slow. It was not until 1927 that production had reached the levels achieved before the start of the First World War.  Stalin decided that he would use his control over the country to increase production.   The first Five Year Plan introduced in 1928, concentrated on the development of iron and steel, machine-tools, electric power and transport.  Joseph Stalin set the workers high targets.  He demanded a one-thousand-one-hundred-and-fifteen increase in coal production, two-hundred percent increase in iron production and three-hundred-and-thirty-five percent increase in electric power.  He justified these demands by claiming that if rapid industrialization did not take place, the Soviet Union would not be able to defend itself against an invasion from capitalist countries in the west.  Every factory had large display boards erected that showed the output of workers.  Those that failed to reach the required targets were publicity criticized and humiliated.  Some workers could not cope with this pressure and absenteeism increased.  This led to even more repressive measures being introduced. Records were kept of workers' lateness, absenteeism and bad workmanship.  If the worker's record was poor, he was accused of trying to sabotage the Five Year Plan and if found guilty could be shot or sent to work as forced labor on the Baltic Sea Canal or the Siberian Railway.  With the introduction of the Five Year Plan, Stalin argued that it was necessary to pay higher wages to certain workers in order to encourage increased output.  His left-wing opponents claimed that this inequality was a betrayal of socialism and would create a new class system in the Soviet Union.  Stalin had his way and during the 1930s, the gap between the wages of the laborers and the skilled workers increased.”

“What exactly is your point, Jeff?”

“My point is you should not under estimate me.  Natalie might be stupid, but I’m not.”

***

When Sly returned to his mansion, he told everyone what was agreed upon and then said that he would be going into Natalie’s camp to get information in person.

“I’ll be going there in person incognito.  That way, I can gather more evidence to give to the SIA.  Also, I’m not going alone.” 
His eyes, and soon everyone’s eyes, drifted to Vinnie, who understood exactly what his friend was planning.  The SIA stood for the Slyvan Island Agency.

“We need their uniform,” he said, gritting his teeth and Sly, who was frowning, nodded in agreement.

“Take my jacket,” Linda said, who overheard them.  “It has what you need on it.”

By this time, Linda Krause had grown a set of long black hair.  No longer did she look like a Nazi.

“Right, the Nazi’s fucking insignia,” the American male said, bitterly.  “Oh well, you’ve got to do whatever you can to survive.  Vicky, as you know, you will automatically take command and the Professor will become your right-hand.  He will give you advice if you need or request it.”

The two individuals understood.  The company policy stated that whenever Sly Walker needed to leave the company for any reason, Vicky Segur, being his right-hand, would take command and Professor Ray Korenev, being third-in-command, would become her right-hand.

“Just be careful.  You’ll be directly in Natalie’s path.”

“I know,” Sly replied giving his wife a kiss on the lips and said, “Erinnern Sie sich Meinung über die Miesmuschel.”  Remember, mind over muscles 
 “Ich, meine Liebe.”  I will, my love

“Vinnie, gehen wir.”  Vinnie, let’s go.
***

“Do you swear eternal loyalty to ‘Mr. X’ and will sacrifice your life for the prosperity of the race,” a female guard asked.

“I do,” Sly Walker, who was using the alias of Kale Abendroth, lied and then he switched over to telling the truth and said that he did not know any Italian, but did know Russian.

Sly raised his right hand to give the Hail “Mr. X” salute.  The uniform was the one Linda gave him and throughout this whole procedure, he pretended to give his eternal loyalty to Natalie Streggo.  It seamed as if the lies were working and Sly Walker was very careful when dealing with the members of Natalie’s dying cult.  It was found out that Vinnie, who was using the alias of Bob Weissmuller, could not be in the Youth, but due to his interpretation skills, they designated him as one of the interpreters due to him knowing German, Italian, English and French.  As of now, Sly was almost twenty-seven and Vinnie was forty-one.  A few days later, the two had gotten their heads shaved.

“We must be careful in this place and walk about like we were them even if it means pretending to be one of them,” Sly whispered to his friend after the guards had departed.

“Just remember Sly, you can pass as one of them easily.  I can’t.”

It was true.  Sly Walker had verisimilitude for posing as a Type One – the Master Race, - while Vinnie Rieker had verisimilitude for posing as a Type Two - the Servant Race.  The required features for the Master Race were white skin, black hair and green eyes, while the required features for the Servant Race were white skin, blond hair and hazel eyes.

Chapter XVII:

Like Lab Rats

It was now April of 2019 and William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster were taking a walk together at night.

“Hormones still raging,” Spike asked suggestively, as Drusilla necked her boyfriend and then stroked his short, spiky blond hair gently.

“Yeah, stud,” she replied, as he gently rested on her breast.

Just then, members of the Streggo Youth – nine male and nine female – leaped out and kidnapped by the British young adults before they could resist.  They were knocked unconcious with a tazer.

***

“Greetings Androids XY and XX,” Natalie Streggo said, who was dripping pigs blood from a recent bath she had.

“Oh, it’s you,” Spike scoffed and was slapped by a man who said, “Don’t talk to Mr. X like that!”

“Alright, Natalie,” Drusilla asked, “what do you want?”

“You’ll soon find out.”

Natalie Streggo laughed insanely and had William “Spike” Atkinson and Drusilla Buckminster strapped to a table where she pulled out a nettle and began injecting steroids into the androids’ necks.  The two androids were already stripped of their clothes as they screamed and pleaded, but she had simply turned a deaf ear to them.  They would have expected that anyway.  The nettle went pierced through the skin of the neck and was soon in the bloodstream as the fascists saw on the monitor.  Spike and Drusilla were out cold and their heart rates were slowing down.

“Is the laser ready,” Natalie asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” said a woman.

Everything’s working to plan.  Perfectly.  And now it’s time for Stage Two.”

“Stage Two!  You mean there’s more!”

“We’re transforming them into lethal killers,” Natalie said, smiling maliciously and turning to face the man.  “It’s a big job.”  After giving the order, her scientists burned bar codes on the necks of Spike and Drusilla.  Spike’s said XY and Drusilla’s said XX.  “Now place the exoskeleton on!”


The concept behind the exoskeleton idea was a simple one; a suit worn externally that would increase the physical strength of the wearer, and possibly grant a measure of protection as well.  This increase in strength would prove beneficial in any activity.  When wearing such a suit, the person could theoretically run faster, jump farther, and handle larger payloads for longer durations.  People using these suits would save on manpower, and will conceivably perform tasks more effectively as well.  Variants could be specifically designed to further improve efficiency in performing specific tasks which was exactly what Natalie had in mind.


“It will bring us artificial muscles s that would be very beneficial if utilized in the exoskeleton designs,” she said.


“At least two ‘sets’ of artificial muscles will be required at each joint: one to bend the joint, and the other to straighten it again for each exoskeleton,” a man said.


“Shut the fuck up,” Natalie snapped, pulling out her revolver.  “You here to work, not think.  Leave the plans to me.”


“Yes, ma’am,” he replied and there was silence.  Natalie sat on a chair and propped her feet up on a desk while she watch the scientists work like slaves.  She had her hand on her gun calmly in case there were anymore talking.


“Ma’am,” a woman said, “controlling the movement of the exoskeletons may prove difficult since you want very fine control.”


Natalie was about to shoot the woman, but then realized she was right.  Human motion was too random to be programmed, so she said, “Go on and explain further.”  The woman was speechless.  “Go on!”


“As I was saying,” the woman said, “since human movement is so random, other methods, like pressure sensors have to be employed.  Basically, brainwave signals are read and interpreted in order to generate triggering signals to the appropriate joints so that the exoskeleton moves in time with the user’s own limbs.  The exoskeleton would essentially be reading the user’s mind . . .”


“That’s not possible,” Natalie shouted.  “I’ll erase their memories when I turn them into cyborgs.  Now get back to work!”


“Can I say something briefly,” said a man and the other scientists turned astonished like he was out of his mind.


“Make it good,” was Natalie’s cold reply.  “And fast.”


“Artificial muscles continuously improve over time, and by furthering our understanding of their potential, we gain further insights into how we can increase the capabilities of exoskeletons.”


“So what?”


“So we can build better ones that are more powerful.”


Now this interested the Italian who told the man to continue.


“Looking back at all the advantages inherent in artificial muscles, it is obvious that artificial muscles are and will continue to be a major component in, if not the main force behind, the design of powered exoskeletons.”  He walked directly up to her and looked her directly in the eye, which everyone, including Natalie, thought to be very brave and said, “In time, Mr. X, we will build the ultimate killing machine.”

Chapter XVIII:
Slipping?

Jeff Revnik-Serizawa, clad all in black, stood erect directly below the full moon with his sword ready for action.  He had decided to spy on Natalie Streggo to keep on good terms with Sly Walker.  Strapped to his body were his knife and stars.  As he surveyed the dark landscape, he noticed Sly talking to Natalie.  Both were clad all in black and wearing their uniforms with the swastika on it.


‘So Mr. Walker, you have become a traitor and joined the fascists,’ Jeff thought.  ‘That was a mistake you’ll come to regret.  I will kill you with my United Cutlery's ninja 3000 sword.  Long live Emperor Hirohito for he reluclently supported the war against China between 1931 and 1932!’


“Wir werden Götter unter Sterblichem Herrn Abendroth sein,” Natalie whispered to Sly.  “Die ganze Welt wird gegen uns zittern.”   We will be gods among mortals Mr. Abendroth.  The whole world will tremble against us.

“Natürlich, Frau Streggo,” Sly answered.  Of course, Ms. Streggo.


“Und erinnern Sie sich Grünkohl, Sie sind mein Die Nummer ein.”  And remember, Kale, you are my Number One.


“Ja, Frau.”  Yes, ma’am.


Sly Walker gave the Hail “Mr. X” salute before departing and Natalie Streggo returned it.  The former had gotten to speak both Italian quite well since he “gave his loyalty” to the cult.  Even the latter was impressed, which was why Sly was placed as Natalie’s right-hand.  He had access to all of the restricted areas of the cult.  And also, Sly, unlike Vinnie, looked like a member of the Master Race.


‘Arrivederci bastardo.  Vi otterrò la volta prossima,’ thought Jeff Renvik-Serizawa before departing.  Goodbye bastard.  I will get you next time.

***


Later, in the evening, Sly Walker and Natalie Streggo, both clad all in black, were out at the Chosen One having a drink.  Surveying the tavern, he saw a white man with short brown hair who looked like he was in his mid-thirties enter the room using another door.  He was also clad entirely in black.


“Fascists,” the mid-thirty year-old man snarled, bitterly under his breath.  “And what’s worse, ethnic Type Ones.”  He decided to sit a different table that was far away from them.  Both Sly and Natalie were making rude jokes about “inferiors.”  To be more specific, they were jokes about Jews, homosexuals and disabled people.  After about an hour, Sly suggested that the leave separately in order to not draw attention, but the real reason was to talk to the mid-thirty year-old, who he had spotted out of the corner of his eye glaring at them with hatred.  Natalie agreed to this as long as she left first and Sly had no problem with it; in fact, it would work out better.


Once Natalie had departed, Sly stood up, scratched his bald head and departed to use the restroom, but on the way ran into the middle aged man, who said, “There is one thing I hate more than a fascist and that’s a lying fascist!”


And with that he punched Sly Walker in the nose, making it bleed.  As the American male fell to the floor, he realized that this might be the end of him.  The man, who was French, circled around his foe with hatred in his eyes.  Sly whipped the blood from his left hand and then noticed that it was starting to shake.  ‘Oh no,’ he thought, but then he realized that this may be his only chance.


“Hey take it outside,” snapped the Russian bartender, who was clad entirely in black, and called for her male bouncer who was French and clad entirely in black.


“Les fascistes sont faibles,” the Frenchman shouted grabbing him by the jacket and tearing off one of the swastikas.  Then he noticed that Sly had crashed to the floor and was shaking.  “Les fascistes sont faibles!  Et ce qui est plus mauvais, est quand ils font semblant d'être soi-disant inferiors!  J'ai arraché un de vos insignes; maintenant que diriez-vous de l'autre!”  Fascists are weak!  And what’s worse, is when they pretend to be the so-called inferiors!  I tore off one of your insignias; now how about the other!

“Oh fuck,” said the latter breathing heavily.  Saliva was drooling from his mouth as the Frenchman watched nastily as Sly Walker, who lay helpless against the floor.  When the bouncer appeared the Frenchman knocked him out with a chair.  By this time, the “ethnic German’s” seizure had lasted a good thirty seconds.  Soon he may stand a chance against his antagonist, but right then the Frenchman leapt on him to murder the American male, who could hear the his antagonist’s threatening voice and understand it as he collapsed on the ground in exhaustion.  Since Sly was out of options at this point, the only thing he could do was wait for the seizure to pass and within another thirty seconds, it had.  The seizure had lasted one full minute.  The American male blinked and then became fully aware of what was going on.  Freaking out, Sly tried to move out of the way, but he had not regained his strength and lay as helpless as an injured or dead animal as he looked at the Frenchman, as the bouncer was getting back up while Sly was breathing heavily.  The American male tried to get his strength back, but every time he did, he collapsed back down in exhaustion.


The gay Frenchman was looking at him curiously and then asked, “You really weren’t faking that seizure?” 


Sly slowly turned his face towards the homosexual as a tear dripped from his face and said, “Of course not.  I never fake seizures.”  Then it dawned on the American male that he had just slipped up.  If anyone in the bar was really a fascist, he would be reported and the word would soon get to Natalie.


Knowing that Sly had made a very serious mistake and figuring out that it intimidated the American male, the Frenchman introduced himself as Alex Green and said, “I’m sorry about what I did.”


“Great, now what’s your story?  Why are you here?”


“I got separated from my friend Joey De Luca.  We had been captured by Natalie Streggo while attempting to go to our native countries and the only languages I know are English and French.”


“Okay, now we’re getting somewhere.  And now that you know that I have a seizure disorder you can help me out.  By the way, my name’s Sly Walker.”


“You’re the owner of Sly Enterprises.”


“I see that you’ve heard of me,” Sly said.


“Yeah; now what’s with the jacket?”


“You have to understand that I have to convince Natalie Streggo that I’m an ethnic Type One German just like Solomon Perel did back in the Second World War.”


Just then a German Jew, clad entirely in black, entered the bar.  He had been sent by Natalie to check up on Sly and when he saw Alex, he said his name.


“Vinnie,” said Alex.  “What are you doing here?”


“The same thing you are doing here,” Vinnie replied as Sly got up and said, “I see the two of you know each other.”


“Yes,” the Conservative German Jew replied.  “We were roommates in college.”


“Oh that’s excellent.  Okay, take a seat.  I’ll be right back.”


Vinnie could tell by Sly’s tone of voice that he was obviously board as the latter headed for the restroom to wash up all the blood from his nose.  When the American male returned, the Frenchman got right down to business and asked, “What’s your plan,” as the three sat down.


“My plan is that since I’ve run out of deprecate and kepra and, of course, Natalie won’t keep it around.  I need Vinnie to get it for me.  Do it for me and I’ll guarantee both of your safety.”


“Natalie’s dangerous.”


“True, but I’m her right-hand, which actually makes matters worse since it means I can’t leave the grounds without attracting her attention.  Even Natalie would notice that despite her brain being the size of a pea.  Which reminds me; I should be heading back.”


Alex thought the situation before asking, “You’re in a better position than I am and even you can’t leave, so how to you expect me to get your medicine?”


“Who said anything about you?”  Everyone turned to look at Vinnie, who said, “Why me?  I’m a Type Two.”


“Exactly, for you see Natalie will want to see that her right-hand stays by her side at all times in case of an emergency, but why would she care about a Type Two?  It’s the Master Race she cares about, not the Servant Race.”


“Alex, where’s Joey?”


”She’s been captured too.”


“Shit.”


“We’ll find Joey later,” Sly said, scratching his bald head.  “Right now, it’s time to get back before Natalie starts looking even though I have access to all of the restricted areas of the cult, she’ll still be suspicious if I don’t come back.”


“Come on Sly,” said Vinnie after Alex had left.  “Let’s go or you’ll know what will happen.”

***


Later that night, Sly lay back down on his bed, but soon he began to have a terrifying nightmare.


“You disappoint me Sly,” the Professor shouted.  “You are no longer my son!”


“And I’m going to file for divorce,” Vicky said.  “Fascism is not the answer!”


“And with you as Natalie’s right-hand we too disgusted to say anything,” Spike said.


“Go rot in Hell,” Drusilla replied.


And then Sly was pounded by the words “Rot in Hell fascist,” that were shouted from the Professor, Vicky, Spike and Drusilla.  The next thing he re-called was Vinnie shaking him roughly as he babbled in Russian.  He blinked and asked what was going on.  Sweat was streaming down his face.


“You were having a nightmare and then babbling in Russian,” Vinnie replied, handing him a towel to wipe his face of the sweat.  “I came back to check on you.”


“They said I was a fascist,” Sly said wiping off the sweat.


“Who?”  The Jew ran his hand over his bald head where hair use to be.


“Vicky, Spike, Drusilla and the Professor,” Sly replied.  “I’m slipping Vinnie.  If Natalie finds out . . .”


“She won’t.  All you have to do is keep calm.”


“I’m going insane!”


“What you need is to get some rest.  And Sly, try not to have any seizures around Natalie.”


Then the Jew departed and the American male was alone.

Chapter XIX:

The Cyborg-Androids


“Welcome,” Natalie shouted after everyone greeted her with the Hail “Mr. X” salute.  “Tonight there comes a new era!  A new machine built to conquer the word!  Everyone meet Android XY and Android XX!”


‘Oh my God,’ though Sly and Vinnie when they saw Spike and Drusilla as what they were now.  Everyone, including the two cyborg-androids, was clad entirely in black.  Even the exoskeletons Android XY and Android XX wore were black.  Natalie turned them around to show off their bar codes.


“There was an explosion at a chemical plant that ate away at their bodies before the chemicals vanish into the air.  Now knowing they were obviously dying, but still could be useful, my scientists turned them into cyborgs and coated the exoskeletons with titanium that is enhanced with a green meteor rock that they found in Smallville.  The meteor rocks are the cyborg-androids’ fuel.”

Spike and Drusilla ended up each with a half eaten brain, a half eaten heart, one lung, one kidney and one red laser which was on the mechanical side.  Just to be on the safe side, Natalie had given them an extra dose of steroids and put a layer of skin on them as well as giving them each a pair of sunglasses so they could hide in public.  Spike still had his scar, though.


Two scientists – one male and one female - explained that Spike’s mechanical side is on the left so his scar would show and Drusilla’s was on the right.  They also explained that the two now wore full exoskeleton suits that had the increased physical strength as well as a great measure of protection.  The increase in strength still provided the two to run faster, jump farther, and handle larger payloads for longer durations.  What they did not explain, was that even as cyborg-androids, controlling the movement of the exoskeleton may prove difficult for Natalie since human motion is too random to be programmed and Spike and Drusilla were still part human.  They also left out the fact that there was the possibility that the exoskeletons may just respond using Spike and Drusilla’s dysfunctional brains which would cause interference in controlling them, not to mention what might be going on with their dysfunctional hearts.  The two scientists did not want to make their boss angry.


“And now Part Two of the plan,” Natalie said, pulling out her machine gun and began firing.  Everyone ran and the place was covered with dead bodies.  Some were teenagers and some twenty to twenty-five years old, but the bodies were split evenly between male and female.  Sly Walker, Vinnie Rieker, Alex Green and Joey De Luca were some of the few that made it out.  Vinnie, Alex and Joey scaled the fence easily, but it was Sly, who after climbing a few feet up, found himself out of breath and without the strength.


“Grab my hand,” Vinnie shouted and Sly made a grab for it before losing his balance and falling.  His jacket ripped and fell off and then he was cornered by the Streggo Youth.


“Sly Walker,” a teenager, who looked about eighteen, gasped.  “I’ve never would have guessed!”


‘Oh fuck,’ he though as they pulled out their revolvers.


“He’s dead,” Alex said.


“He’ll think of something,” Vinnie said more hopefully than reassuringly.


“Who’s going to be the one who takes down,” a teenager, who looked about twenty-one, gasped.


“You’re slaves you do realize that,” Sly said, knowing that his cover was blown.


“We have a loyalty to Mr. X!”


“Excuse me, but did you say loyalty?  She attempted to kill you in a fucking bloodbath!  That’s what you call loyalty!  What you call ‘loyalty’ is manipulation.”  Sly Walker sighed as Vinnie Rieker, Alex Green and Joey De Luca looked at each other, unsure of what was going to happen.  “Now let me tell you something.  You all talk big, but who has the guts to actually go through with it?”


All the members of the Streggo Youth looked at each other, unsure now of what to do.  Several even took a few steps back and others aimed their weapons away.


“That’s what I though.  Go, lead normal lives.”


“That’s exactly what I’ve been telling people since I reformed,” said a new voice and they all turned to see Mike Scully walk towards them.


“Mike Scully,” Sly Walker said, “perhaps you could be of some assistance here.”


“I’ll be glad to,” the seventy-nine year-old man replied and turned to address the Streggo Youth.  “Natalie Streggo doesn’t care which type of so-called inferior you kill or hurt as long as you do what she desires.  If you leave her now, you can redeem yourselves.  I was so full of hatred against Former Governor Fuller that if I just left him alone, he would have probably died sooner either from the other rival gangs or from natural causes.”


“And Natalie’s heath is degrading rapidly,” Sly added.  “I’ve seen her have multiple heart attacks, or at least, heart problems.  She’s not going to live much longer.”


The remaining members of the Streggo Youth talked it over and what ended up happening is that the twenty to twenty-five year-olds decided to attack Sly Walker and Mike Scully.


The teenage members of the Streggo Youth just stared as Mike Scully, an elderly man, who was actually killing the older members of the Streggo Youth off with his switchblade and revolver while Sly Walker ran for cover.  Within several minutes, the former kingpin of the Firebirds was surrounded by dead bodies of thirty members of the Streggo Youth – fifteen male and fifteen female.  Afterwards, Mike gave Sly a boast over the fence while Vinnie, Alex and Joey pulled him up from the other side.


“Come on,” Sly Walker said.  “Let’s go home.”


As the group left, they overheard the howl of Natalie’s Rotweillers and gunshots and from then on knew that Natalie was mistreating the Rotweillers.  From then on, they could not help but to feel sorry for them.

***


Back where Natalie was, she was attempting to bring the cyborg-androids into action immediately, but they somehow malfunctioned during take off and they crashed on the ground.


“What the hell is wrong,” she asked, obviously annoyed.


“Malfunction ma’am,” the male scientist responded.  “We have to hold them here for repairs.”


“Ma’am,” the female scientist informed her, “Android XY and Android XX will probably not be repaired until late December; the holiday season.”


“Ma’am,” the male scientist said, “that would be, in other words, Chanukah.”


Now this interested Natalie, who gave the order for them not to be released until Chanukah.


“I have something special planned,” was her sinister reply.

***


Meanwhile back in the mansion, Professor Ray Korenev and Doctor Samantha Segur decided to depart and leave Sly Walker and Vicky Segur on their own.  Even so, they would still keep in contact with the two lovers just in case of an emergency.

Chapter XX:
Caught Between Two Nationalities


It was now July and Jeff was considering getting revenge on Sly Walker.  He had seen the American male in the Nazi uniform talking to the fascist Italian dictator and assumed that the former had become a fascist himself and a traitor to him.  Jeff had decided to kill Sly with his United Cutlery's ninja 3000 sword.


As he paced back and forth, the Communist-ninja thought about both his blood lines.  First he thought about his Soviet ancestry and what had happened during the Second World War.  He remembered that Germany betrayed the Soviet Union after signing a non-aggressive treaty with them to divide Poland.  In June 1941, Hitler broke the treaty and all the Polish lands came under control of the Third Reich, whose occupation policies became even more bloodthirsty as the War continued.


“Fucking traitor,” Jeff said, referring to Hitler.  “But he was finally defeated by the combined strength of Stalin and Roosevelt.  That’s good.”


Next the Communist-ninja lit a cigarette thought about his Japanese ancestry.

 
“Germany, Italy and Japan were once allies and they signed a non-aggressive pact known as the Axis Alliance.  In Article Three, they further undertook to assist one another with all political, economic and military means when one of the three contracting powers got attacked by a power at present not involved in the European war or in the Chinese-Japanese conflict.”


Then in agony, Jeff Revnik-Serizawa grabbed his masked head and cried out “Ara nan Hon'in!”  Oh what do I do!

Chapter XXI:

Natalie’s Meeting

One month later, Sly Walker and Vinnie Rieker were driving along the street when the former noticed some parrots and made a comment about them.  It was then that the latter remembered a joke and asked if his friend wanted to hear it.  Sly nodded.  Both individuals hair had grown back.  It had been shaved off for the Sly’s incognito idea.


“A woman approached her rabbi and told him, ‘Rabbi, I have a problem.  I have two female talking parrots, but they only know how to say one thing.’


“‘What do they say?’ the rabbi inquired.


“‘They only know how to say, ‘Hi, we're prostitutes.  Do you want to have some fun?’’


“‘That's terrible,’ the rabbi exclaimed, ‘but I have a solution to your problem.  Bring your two female parrots over to my house tomorrow and I will put them with my two male talking parrots.  I taught to pray and read Hebrew.  My parrots will teach your parrots to stop saying that terrible phrase and your female parrots will learn to praise and worship.’


“The woman thanked the rabbi and the next day returned with her female parrots to the rabbi's house.  His two male parrots were wearing tiny yamulkes and praying in their cage.  The woman put her two female parrots in with the male parrots and the female parrots said, ‘Hi, we're prostitutes, do you want to have some fun?’


“One male parrot looked over at the other male parrot and exclaimed, ‘Put away the siddurs!  Our prayers have been answered!’”


The two friends laughed at the joke and continued to drive along the road.

***


Meanwhile, Natalie Streggo was talking to a Frenchwoman and an American named Molly D'Arnot and Josh Singleton, respectively.


Molly D'Arnot was fifty-two years old and had white skin and long, grayish-blond hair.  Her eye color was blue and she smoked and drank a lot.  Molly was an extremely fascist Frenchwoman who was also extremely rude.

Josh Singleton was forty-five years old and had white skin and short, grayish-blond hair.  His eye color was blue and he smoked and drank a lot.  Jack was also an extremely fascist American and a sexist White Supremacist.


Natalie glared at her two associates, practically at Jack.  Since he was a sexist White Supremacist, the two had quite a lot of hostile tension between each other.  Upon their way in, the fascist American slapped the Frenchwoman on her butt.  She slapped him across the face, but did not say anything else.


“Well, what is your plan,” the Frenchwoman asked.  “Why did you bring us here?”


“Ah, not beating around the bush,” the Italian said.  “I like that trait in a person.  Well as you know, I have two war machines named Android XY and Android XX.  Unfortunately their mechanics still aren’t working and I was hoping you could give me the expertise.”


“So you want our scientific assistance,” the American male asked.


The Frenchwoman scowled – a sign of annoyance and said, “Warum nicht tun, prügeln Sie gerade Ihren Klotz bis Ihren, Sie Sohn an einem Weibchen sterben.”  Why don’t you just flog your log until your die you son of a bitch.


None of the three individuals got along, but none wanted to rough up the others, except maybe for Natalie.  They all thought about it, though.


“Okay,” said Natalie, getting back to business by sitting in a chair around a circular table.  “According to my scientists, Android XY and Android XX will be operational in December, but I want them in action sooner.”


Molly D'Arnot and Josh Singleton looked at each other and finally the latter asked, “And what do we get out of this?”


“One million dollars each and one hundred more for every inferior you kill.”


“We’ll get back to you,” the Frenchwoman said and she and the American male exited the building.


“Just remember that I’ve offered you greatness,” Natalie shouted after them.  “And I suggest you take it!”

Chapter XXII:

Betrayed


On a dark night under the full moon, Jeff Revnik-Serizawa, clad all in black, saw Sly Walker walking along a street in Xanan while taking to his wife Vicky Segur and his friends, Vinnie Rieker, Alex Green, Joey De Luca and Linda Krause.  They were all clad all in black.  The leaves off fall were blowing in the wind when without warning Sly shouted, “Drop me!”  He began to have his seizure before being set gently onto the ground.


‘Dakara Sly Walker, ato oushuu funkyuu,’ thought Jeff.  

So, Sly Walker has a seizure disorder.

Now knowing this, Jeff thought he could use to possibly expose Sly as he silently departed.


Meanwhile, Sly’s voice had gotten low and it felt like he was having trouble breathing, but Vicky seamed to know what she was doing and so the others followed her.


“Vicky,” breathed Sly.


“I’m right here, my love,” she replied as she told Vinnie to get Sly away from the pipe.  It was too late and he hit his head while having a firm grip on his wife.  After blanking out, Sly could hear Vinnie’s soothing voice asking him if he could hear him.


“He hears,” Vicky responded.  “He just can’t communicate.  There’s no need to call an ambulance.”


“We’ve got company,” said Alex.  “And I don’t think it’s good.”


And he was right.  Linda Krause got shot and then Vicky Segur before Josh Singleton got knocked unconscious by Alex Green.  Both females were shot in the stomach.


“They’re dead, Molly,” said a man’s voice.


“Great, Josh,” she replied.  “Now let’s take the inferiors.”


They managed to knock Alex and Vinnie unconscious and decided to take them to Natalie.


“Hey I think he’s a fruit,” Josh said, gesturing to Alex, who then panned his eyes away from his kidnapper.

“Well this one’s a kike,” Molly replied, noticing his necklace which had the Star of David on it.

***


About an hour later, an ambulance called by Sly came to take Vicky and Linda to the Xanan Medical Hospital.


“Maybe I should come to.”


“Excuse me,” the male first responder asked, “but are you family?”


“I’m her husband,” Sly replied, gesturing to Vicky.


“Alright, then,” the female first responder replied.  “Get in.”

***


When the ambulance finally reached Xanan Medical Center, Sly Walker was the first to get out.  He followed the two first responders and let them get Vicky and Linda situated.  He called Doctor Segur to let her know and then asked Linda for her number.  The female first responder gave it to him after searching Linda.  Once Sly called her parents, Luke and Lois, he departed to go back into Natalie Streggo’s camp a second time to rescue his friends from being killed, but unfortunately, he did not have the uniform.  And then there was his mental condition, which was basically very bad stress.  Finally, he just decided to steal an old one from the Second World War that was located in a museum.


 ‘I hope Natalie accepts this,’ he thought.

***


“No please no,” screamed the Jew as Natalie Streggo herself forced bacon down his throat while he was chained to a wall in Streggus, which was underneath Natalie’s camp.  Vinnie Rieker nearly chocked to death, which was something that pleased Natalie greatly.  She even said, “Enjoy the food kike.”


The fascist moved on to Alex Green who spat in her face.  She slapped him across the face, whipped off the spit and said, “Homosexuality is perverse and a sick disease you fruit.”


“Hello Natalie,” said a voice and she turned to see Sly Walker in the uniform.


“Kale,” said Natalie, “how nice of you to drop in.  These are our prisoners.”


“So I see.”


“Feel free to torture them as much as you please.  After all, you are my right-hand.  By the way, where were you all this time?”


“You fired me,” Sly replied coolly.


“Oh that right.  I forgot.  Well Mr. Abendroth, you’re re-instated.”


“Thank you, Ms. Streggo,” Sly replied, smoothly and coolly.


“Just get Android XY and Android XX into action.”


“I will, ma’am.”


These words horrified Vinnie Rieker and Alex Green who were even more intimidated by Sly’s glare at them.  The last time friend was in Natalie’s camp, the effect on him had certainly been negative.


“From what I hear,” Natalie said, “your parents disowned you when they found out you were a fruit.”


“How did you know,” Alex asked, angry and hurt over what the fascist dictator was saying.


“I have my recourses.”


She laughed cruelly and said to Sly, “Kommen Sie Herr Abendroth, gehen wir.”  Come Mr. Abendroth, let’s go.


Sly Walker, who still was bald, reluclently followed Natalie Streggo out after giving his friends a sympathetic look.

***


One week later, Jeff Revnik-Serizawa saw Sly Walker standing next to Natalie Streggo in the uniform.  He decided to get revenge on him for what he considered to be betrayal and hoping to join Natalie to finish off the Axis Alliance.  Since he could not kill Sly, (and maybe he did not want to, anyway,) the Communist-ninja pointed to the American male and shouted, “That man standing next to Natalie Streggo is Sly Walker and he’s disabled!”


Natalie turned questionably to Sly who quickly denied what Jeff said while fearing the worse and astonishingly, she believed him.  While the American male breathed a sigh of relief, the fascist Italian dictator ordered the Communist-ninja into Streggus, but the man resisted.


“Wait a second,” Sly ordered.  “Hold him.”


The scientists held Jeff, while Sly walked up to him and asked solemnly, “Почему сделал Вы говорите это?”  Why did you say that?


Before the Communist-ninja could answer, though, he broke free of his captors in an instant and escaped.

Chapter XXIII:
Unwanted Sexual Acts


It was September and Sly Walker took his medication, which he got by sneaking off to a pharmacy.  When he returned, he headed off towards the shower, but was stopped dead in his tracks by a naked Natalie Streggo, wrapped in a towel, drinking a bottle of pig’s blood.  Quickly, Sly hid his medicine in his pocket.


“Hello, Sly,” Natalie said seductively.  “Do you want to have a shower?”


“No,” said the American male after a moment as the fascist Italian dictator walked closer to him, very slowly and very seductively while dripping blood along the way.  After whipping it with her arm, she discovered that she had a bloody nose and licked her own blood up, which completely revolted the “ethnic German.”


“What’s wrong my fellow Type One,” Natalie Streggo asked, placing a hand on his thigh as he backed up against the wall.  She let the towel drop and then began unzipping his pants.  Lurching back in surprise, Sly tried to get his foe off.  Now, for the first time, it seamed as if Natalie was becoming suspicious and one wrong move could be his last.  “Kale, are you a fruit?”


“Absolutely not; it’s just that I need to check on the cyborg-androids.  After all I’m sure that you want them operational as soon as possible.”


“I do,” Natalie Streggo said and as Sly Walker departed, she thought, ‘I’ll get him next time.’

***


Meanwhile, Sly who thought his encounter with Natalie was too close, decided to see how Spike and Drusilla were in case Natalie came looking for him.


“How’s the process of the cyborg-androids,” Sly asked upon entering the laboratory.


“Good, Mr. Abendroth, sir.  In fact, they are nearly completed and should be ready by the end of this month.”

“Excellent,” Sly replied.  “See that they are done by the end of this month.”  And then he walked away thinking, ‘And then you won’t be needed anymore.’

***


“Good,” replied Natalie when Sly gave her the report.  “This is a major improvement over what my scientists told me.”


Sly checked the time and saw that it was getting late, so he headed off to bed.  An hour later, after falling asleep, he was awakened by his left hand shaking and he thought, ‘Not again.’  Soon he was in Sly had gone into a full blown seizure.  His voice got low and it felt like he was having trouble breathing, but he could still tell almost exactly what was going on for just then he blanked out.  Once his consciousness was back, the American male was still be too weak to do anything and would need assistance in such things as getting into a chair.  When Natalie entered to find out what was going on, Sly lied to her by saying he tripped while going to bed.


“That’s nice,” replied Natalie undressing and then leaping on him in an attempted rape.  She was starting to pull his pants down when he managed to grab a lamp that was on the bedside table and knock her unconscious.  Now, with his clothes stained from her blood, Sly dragged Natalie’s body out of his room and deposited her in the hallway.  Pulling up his pants, Sly muttered, “I really need to get the fuck out of here.”
Chapter XXIV:

Hearts Of Steel 
Spike and Drusilla, who had ended up each with a half eaten brain, a half eaten heart, one lung, one kidney and one red x-ray vision eye, which was on the mechanical side, stood erect and ready for action.  Just to be on the safe side, the scientists gave them another dose of steroids and checked the layer of skin.  Spike’s scar was still visible and Sly thought that it might be the only piece of humanity left in him.  Since Drusilla did not have any features like that, the American male had no idea if she had any humanity left in her.  The two cyborg-androids had on their full exoskeleton suits.

Sly wondered if the exoskeletons may just respond using Spike and Drusilla’s dysfunctional brains which would cause interference in controlling them, not to mention what might be going on with their dysfunctional hearts.

“How are they,” Sly asked, covering up the fact that his voice was sympathetic.

“They’re ready anytime you are, sir.”

“Good and now for the first part of the training session.  Bring out the Rotweillers!”

The doors opened and six snarling Rotweillers – three male and three female - came charging out at Spike and Drusilla, who were ordered to attack the dogs.  At once, the cyborg-androids turned to face their attackers, but moved out of the way.

“Fight,” Natalie shouted.  “I command you to fight!”

‘Could it be that they have humanity after all,’ Sly thought, but did not say anything.

When the Rotweillers attacked again, Spike and Drusilla were ready and knocked the dogs back threw the dogs after spinning them around by the tail.

‘Or not,’ Sly thought sadly.

“That’s better,” Natalie said.  “Now finish them Android XY and Android XX!”

Spike picked up a piece of machinery that weighed a ton and killed two dogs – one male and one female.  Drusilla did the same, much as it sickened Sly and delighted Natalie.

Finally the remaining two Rotweillers fled in defeat with everyone, but Sly’s laughter soaring threw the air.

“Let’s go,” monotone Spike in a metallic voice that had no emotion in it.

“Leave the Rotweillers to their misery,” monotone Drusilla in an equally flat metallic voice.

 Meanwhile, Sly wondered how he was going to rescue his friends, which was going to be difficult.  That was something Sly knew for certain as he watched the six of the Rotweillers die.

***

Three days later, Sly was called into Natalie’s office.  He gave the salute as he entered, but this time she did not return it.  She just sat in her black leather chair as he asked, “What do you want, Ms. Streggo?”

“I want Israel destroyed!  I want all inferiors to be whipped from the face of the world!  And I want it done with those cyborg-androids of yours!”

Sly nodded as he sat down in a black leather chair, opposite Natalie.  After a moment of thinking, he said, “I’m glad you like the machines, but we can’t ruin our most powerful weapons.”

“True.”

The American male eyed the fascist dictator.  “And on a side note, are you absolutely sure the cyborg-androids have no feelings?”

Natalie leaned close and said in a sinister dark voice, “There is no such thing as humanity in a machine.  A machine is just a machine.  It has no emotions.  It is only programmed to follow orders.”  She then smiled maliciously as she leaned back in her chair.

Chapter XXV:
Split Personality


It was now October and Vicky and Linda had been released from Xanan Medical Center.  They had heard the news of what had been going on in Natalie’s camp so therefore there was no need for explanation, yet there was a need for a meeting.  The people at the meeting were Vicky Segur, Professor Ray Korenev, Doctor Samantha Segur, Joey De Luca, Rabi Chip Rieker and Rabi Tina Rieker.  Linda Krause and her parents had left Xanan to get away from Natalie Streggo.

“Thank you all for coming on such short notice,” Vicky began.  “Now let’s get down to business.  As you know, Sly has been hanging out at Natalie’s camp.  We need to – no I need to convince Sly to join us.”


“And how do you propose we do that,” the Professor asked, crossing his arms.


“I don’t know, but I want to speak with Sly personally no matter how fucked up he may be.”


“And what about our son,” Rabi Chip Rieker asked.


“And my friend Alex,” Joey asked.  “He was disowned by his parents for being homosexual.”


“That’s horrible,” Doctor Segur said sympathetically.  “Sly had a very similar case.”


“If I get Sly to cooperate,” Vicky said, “then perhaps we can get them back.”


The German female boarded one of the transformers, which was in the form of a helicopter while wearing a fascist uniform she stole from a museum and headed to Natalie Streggo’s camp.  There she encountered Sly Walker in an empty hallway.  He recognized her and grabbed her roughly by both arms ripping the uniform in the process.  Vicky broke free quickly and upon looking at the “ethnic German” – mostly at his uniform and less at his shaved head, which was noticeably grown back some hair, - she asked, “Jesus Christ, Sly, how can you wear that?  Do you know what it means to your people?”


“Yeah,” Sly said.  Then suddenly he was talking to himself.


“People who have a seizure disorder are inferior,” said Kale Abendroth.  “They always were and they always will be.”


“What are you;” asked Sly Walker; “man or super man?”


His two identities battled against each other for about an hour before saying, “The two of us have made a decision.  We must find Spike and Drusilla before Natalie destroys us all.”  When he heard Natalie’s voice talking to Molly and Jack, he told her to leave immediately and she disappeared without a second’s delay.

“Mr. Abendroth,” Natalie Streggo said upon entering, “you’re going to be giving a speech in an hour.”

***


Natalie led Sly to a podium which he stepped on to.  Once there, he held up his seizure medication in front of the crowd of fascists, who included Natalie Streggo, the Schultz brothers, Molly D’Arnot and Jack Singleton, and asked if anyone could tell him what it was.  No one knew.  Finally Molly D’Arnot shouted rudely, “How about you tell us you pathetic genius!”


“Seizure medication,” Sly replied.  “Now can anyone tell me why I would have a bottle of seizure medication with me?”


“Because you have a seizure disorder you stupid inferior,” Josh Singleton shouted rudely and the crowd laughed again.


Sly stood perfectly calm and subtly nodded his head as he replied, “That could be one reason.  What’s another?”  No one answered, but the twins did scratch their bald heads as they eyed each other’s hazel eyes.  “Let me put it this way; who wants to destroy the inferiors?  Who wants to grind their bones into dust and see them rise again more powerful, more cultured and more intelligent than ever before?  The Holocaust was a financial disaster for Germany when Germany and Italy lost the Second World War.  Remember, Egyptian slavery made them a nation, the progroms hardened them and Auschwitz gave birth to the State of Israel.  Those three statements give the Jews their strength for the more they’re punished, the angrier they become.  Fascism isn’t an issue anymore.  There is no real point in pursuing the killings of Jews along with homosexuals and disabled people.  And these ‘inferiors’ as we call them are nothing if not clever and will see through hypocrisy and condescension.  Lastly, this last statement is directly solely at Natalie: while you’re in this ‘cult’, as outsiders call it, remember that you have absolutely no power outside of it.”


“Eat shit, Kale,” snarled Natalie, but the American male stayed perfectly calm as he finished up by saying, “I’m very surprised the governments of Slyvan Island haven’t already annihilated us.  That is all I have to say.”


‘Shows what you know Kale Abendroth,’ Natalie Streggo thought.  ‘You obviously don’t know how I got into this position.’

As soon as he stepped off the podium, the fascist Italian dictator grabbed him roughly and snapped, “Che cosa la scopata voi ha pensato stavate facendo in su là?  Siete dalla vostra mente maledetta?”  What the fuck did you think you were doing up there?  Are you out of your damn mind?  


“Ich war gerecht, einen Punkt bildend,” the “ethnic German” said calmly.  I was just making a point.


 “Che punto?”  What point?  Natalie looked at Sly with cold, hard eyes as he replied, “Der Punkt is . . .”  The point is . . .”


“Shut up,” Natalie Streggo snapped, grabbing Sly Walker and shook him roughly as she snarled, “You’re no better than my brother Chad Streggo!  In fact, you’re just like him!”


“Am I,” snarled Sly looking at Natalie right in the eye darkly.  “Then let me ask you a question: what good is it to desecrate the Torah if you don’t know what it is?”


“And I take it that you do?”


“No, but I know someone who would.”


“And who would that be?”

“Vinnie Rieker; he’s one of your prisoners.”


Natalie thought about this for quite a while.  Finally she said, “Alright Kale, but don’t try anything funny with me or you’re a dead man.  And you’re hair looks terrible.”


As Sly led the way, Natalie kept a close eye on him.  Finally they reached the cells where Vinnie and Alex were being kept.  The two were still chained and looked like they had been there for years for they stunk, had bad breath, dirty hair, filthy fingernails, and were practically starving.  At the sight of them, Sly turned away in disgust and wrinkled his nose as he spat on the ground.  By now, both Sly and Vicky had a full set of short hair.  The former’s was black and the latter’s was blond.


“Alright you fucking kike,” snapped Natalie, “I take it that you know Hebrew?  Now translate the fucking Torah!  If you don’t I’ll torture the fruit!”


Natalie took out a burning hot rod and it was then that Sly noticed a canister on the ground.  Picking it up, he surprised the fascist dictator by striking her on the back of her head.  As she fell, the mettle rod she was holding dropped and burned her hand.  She snarled in pain, but did not move.


“Let us out before reinforcements come,” Alex said.  


“It will take a few minutes,” Sly replied as he searched Natalie for a skeleton key.  Upon finding one, he quickly released both of his friends and instructed them to swim through the sewers saying that it was their only chance of any possible escape.


“What will you do,” Vinnie asked.


“I think the life you should be worrying about is your own.  Now go!”


Vinnie and Alex took off in a flash while Sly headed in another direction.  It was quite clear that there was something more to his agenda.

Chapter XXVI:
The Escape


Vinnie Rieker and Alex Green walked through the stinky and filthy sewers trying to make as little noise as possible; however, the water was up to their knees.  The tunnel was so dark and both of males were tense with fear.  Vinnie, however, may have covered it up better, but that was uncertain, even to him.


“Quiet,” whispered Vinnie.  “We don’t want anyone to hear us, especially Natalie.”


The mere mention of her name sent shivers up both of the males’ spines, particularly Alex’s.  As the two continued on, a rat shook itself and then scampered away into the darkness.


“What was that,” Alex asked, shaking with fear.


Vinnie listened and then replied, “Sounded like a rat to me,” just before the gay Frenchman stumbled and fell onto the hard ground that was covered by water and shouted for his friend to help him.


“I’m coming,” the German Jew said, turning around.


“Hurry, Vinnie, I can’t hold on and my foot’s caught!”


“Oh Jesus Christ; where are you?”


“Over here!”


Feeling his way around, Vinnie Rieker began looking for his friend while calling out his name.  Alex Green shouted back as a rat scampered across a pipe.  Finally it leapt from the pipe onto a rotted pig and began biting and clawing at the corpse.  The very smell of that pig caused Vinnie to vomit.  After a couple of seconds, the man continued on his way searching for his friend.  When he finally found him, the Frenchman was soaked in dirty, smelly water.


“Quick, release me foot!”


“I can’t do that unless I know where it fucking is, you idiot,” Vinnie said, slightly annoyed.


“What’s wrong,” Vicky asked.


“Vicky Segur,” Vinnie said, relieved, “I’m glad you’re here.  Alex has his foot caught.  He’s down there.”


“Let the American male go down there,” said a new voice, but when the three turned and looked around they saw no one, not even each other.  “She destroyed Hiroshima and Nagasaki by dropping the bombs!  I hate you fucking Americans for that!  I should never trust you!  Now my allegiance lies with the Soviets!”  


“Help,” Alex Green shouted again, as Jeff – for that whose voice it was - raced off into the darkness of the sewers, “My foot’s still stuck!”


Vinnie Rieker turned to feel his way to his friend, calling out his name.  When they finally found him a half hour later, he had almost drowned.


“Thanks,” Vinnie asked.  “Now what were you doing down here?”


“I was headed back to the transformer,” Vicky explained, “when I was cornered by four fascists.  Anyway, they tried to kill me and I fought back.  I killed two who were identified as Molly and Jack.  Although I’m not sure, I think the other two were the Schultz brothers.”  The German female paused for a long time.  “I’ve never killed anyone before.  Oh God, the thought of seeing all that blood just makes me want to vomit.”


“Don’t worry, we won’t look.”


Then the three overheard Natalie Streggo saying if she caught any imposter entering her territory, she would shoot them personally and she would find out the identity of whoever hit her over the head with the canister and Vicky, Vinnie and Alex stood paralyzed with fear for they knew who that was – Sly Walker.


Finally, Vicky started moving again and was soon feeling around.  Eventually she said, “I think I’ve found a latter.”

“Great,” Vinnie replied.  “Now can you climb it?”

“Yes.”

“Alright, just be careful,” Alex warned.  “This place is dark.”

“I will.”

As soon as the German female began climbing, the latter made a noise.”

“Shhh,” whispered Vinnie from below.  Vicky stopped and waited and when she did not hear anything from above, she continued upwards until she finally got to the manhole and opened it.  The brightness made the Jew and the Frenchman jump back and Vicky to lose her grip and fall into the dirty water.


“Shit,” she said, groaning, but wasted no time in getting up.  After rubbing her back, she began climbing again and this time, the brightness was not a problem and she, with difficulty, managed to scramble onto the ground.


“Vicky,” Sly said, “we need to go.  “I just called the Professor and he’s sending a transformer over.” 

“Oh thank God!  But what about Spike and Drusilla?”


“Looking for us,” the cyborg-androids said in unison as they leapt down from a balcony.  Each was carrying a large flamethrower.


Spike fired his flamethrower at Sly who immediately leapt out of the way, while Drusilla fired her flamethrower at Vicky who ducked.  The flame landed near a knife, which caught their attention.  For a minute all action stopped and everyone was looking at the knife.  There was no talking from anyone for a while.  Finally Spike could not stand the silence anymore.  He grabbed the sharp knife, which was made out of at least part of the alloy found in Roswell by Natalie in the year 2002, and cut his arm with it.  Amazingly the alloy could cut right through the exoskeleton.  Then pealed the skin off revealing his mechanical arm and yelled, “Just fucking look at me!”


Drusilla did something similar.  Using the knife, she cut off half of the skin on her face and pealed it off revealing her mechanical face.  

Everyone was speechless as they watched in horror.  A tear role down each of their human halves – a sure sign of humanity – and it was greatly moving.

“Natalie thinks our sole purpose is to follow orders,” Spike said, looking first at Drusilla and then at Sly.  “Those orders are generally to kill, but occasionally we have carried large payloads for her.”


“Alright look,” Sly said.  “The Professor is coming with a transformer.  We’ll sort everything out at the mansion.”


“Alright,” the cyborg-androids agreed simultaneously.

***


When the Professor and Doctor Segur arrived, everyone boarded into the transformer, which looked like a helicopter, hoping never to return to Natalie’s camp again.
Chapter XXVII:

The Mutants

It was now December and Joey De Luca had moved away from Slyvan Island.  Meanwhile, Natalie’s scientists had been killed while fighting a mutant named Michelle Yoshi at night while Natalie watched and her army of Rotweillers get reduced from eight to two – one male and one female – who fled in retreat and the Natalie and the twins were commenting.  Although Natalie thought the mutant was impressive and that they must make her an ally, the Schultz brothers disagreed and pointed out that she could be a very deadly enemy.  They were ignored saying that if she needed the mutant dealt with she could just have Chief Lucy Shreck or Deputy Chief Alicia Yamane say that the mutant is a menace to society.


Michelle Yoshi was twenty-five years old and was Asian.  Her hair was long and black and her eyes were hazel.  She did smoke and drink.  Also she had the ability to crawl on and stick to walls and had four fifteen-foot tentacles.  This was all due to atomic testing.  Although, she did have human arms and hands, a hit and run accident had made them useless.  She did not kill except in self-defense and was a master at disarming atomic weapons.  Lastly, she is very protective of her “brother” during the times he has been insulted for any knock at him is a knock at her.


Michelle, clad entirely in black, jumped like a spider from building to building around the city until she spotted her “brother” Danny Saki, who was also clad all in black, walking along the street below and decided to pay him a visit.



Danny Saki was twenty-five years old and was Asian.  Also, he had short, black hair and green eyes.  He did not smoke, but he did drink.  He has the ability to shoot out nine-inch steel claws from the backs of his hands, either one at a time or all three together, but every time, it hurt.  He could not use his ice breath or activate his protective ice shield without a supply of cold food.  He was a man of few words who hated atomic power as much as his “sister” Michelle Yoshi and was a lawyer.  Lastly, he did not kill except in self-defense and was very sensitive.

After she landed, the two eyed each other for a while as if daring the other to make the first move, but finally Danny replied threateningly, “Sasae auto waga houto.”  Stay out of my way.

“Hon’in nou temae kirai ukabun heiki mama ooini mama Hon’in, Danny!”  I know you hate atomic weapons as much as I do, Danny!


“Are zen, Michelle!”  That is right, Michelle!

“Don’t forget that I assist you when you are being ridiculed by humans!  Humans hate and fear us, you know that!”

“I know,” Danny Saki said.

There was a moment of silence as the two thought about the 1980s incident where the United States and the Soviet Union were conducting secret experiments with radiation.  An experiment conducted by the United States malfunctioned causing an atomic missile to be released.  At the same time, a Soviet Union’ experiment also malfunctioned causing a missile to be released.  The two missiles went into outer space where they collided.  The radiation was thrice as powerful as Hiroshima and Nagasaki combined and the explosion affected four astronauts – two male and two female – who were the ancestors of Danny Saki and Michelle Yoshi.  The astronauts were far enough away so they did not die.

“Luckily, we can stay hidden, which I strongly would advise you to do.  We must move on and forget what happened.”

“You idiot,” screamed Michelle.  “How can I do that?  Just look at what I am!”  The Japanese female was close to tears and the Japanese male could feel her pain.  He, at least, could hide his mutation for he could choose to revile his mutant abilities, but he knew she could not and thus felt terrible about that.  Although, she did have human arms and hands, the hit and run accident had made them practically useless.

“Michelle, I’m sorry.”

“Just shut up, Danny; we’re like brother and sister, yet still so different!  You do what you need to survive and so will I!”

“Just don’t be like Natalie Streggo.  She kills our kind.  And if you do become like her, I will never help you again and you know what that will mean to our species.”

Michelle knew.  The two were the last of their race, so she was forced to agree, but she said, “I will still be protective of you, Danny.”

“That’s understandable,” the Japanese male replied as he watched his sister depart by leaping for building to building like a spider as he stood alone in the streets of Xanan.
Chapter XXVIII:
Erotic Showering
Sly and Vicky necked each other suggestively.  Both of them were charismatic leaders each in their own right, but the American male was better leader, which was why the German female and the others followed his lead.  Sly desperately needed his lover in order to shed light on him since he had been away from her in Natalie’s camp for three months and the fascist dictator had tried to seduce and rape him.  Vicky, on the other hand, was simply relieved and overjoyed to have her husband back at home and wanted to make sure that he stayed out of Natalie’s camp forever.

“I can’t believe you’re still yourself after being in Natalie’s camp, Sly,” the German female said.  “The conditions must have been awful.  I just hate to imagine all the terrible things you would have had to do to keep yourself alive in that place.”

“True,” Sly replied, remembering the Rottweiller incident, “but I managed to rise through the ranks to Natalie’s right-hand due to my interpretation skills and the fact that I look like a Type One.  Of course, there were problems which I rather not talk about.  Remember, Vicky, in life the road to darkness is a journey, not a light switch.  You should remember that, always.”

And with that the two stroked each other’s hair in a loving and understanding way.  Slowly Vicky turned up the face of her lover by holding onto his head and chin, before kissing him.  Soon the lovers began to express feelings of tenderness and they soon closed their eyes.  Sly was startled for a second when his wife’s tounge suddenly, without warning touched his lip and he arched back, but soon relaxed and closed his eyes again.  They stayed in this kiss for a few minutes before Sly decided he wanted revenge and clasped Vicky’s lips in his own.  His lover was startled and they lost the kiss for a few minutes.  Then without talking, they tried it again – both clasping the other one’s lips in their own.  Then they both fought each other for possession of the French kiss, which got to be so much trouble that they laughed and had to break apart.  They were soon at it again, though, with their heads bent towards each other and were deeply and passionately kissing each other.  This, however, soon turned into the art of biting for the passion had really headed up.  Within minutes, the two lovers were sinking their teeth into one another, but they were very careful to not bite too hard. 

They finally broke apart after a few minutes and raised their heads while exhaling like vampires after feeding.  Then Vicky turned to face her husband and asked, “Do you want to take a shower together?”

“Hell, yes,” he replied, smiling seductively.

“Then follow me, stud.”

The German female led the way, stripping off her clothing as she went.  The American male decided to follow his wife’s lead and do the same.  The two lovers placed their clothes directly outside of the shower stalls just as the Furballs entered the room.  Sly told his dogs to leave, which they did after scratching their ears.

While they turned on the water and waited to get in, Sly looked at his lover and the two smiled suggestively at each other.  Finally, the water was warm enough, but before she entered her stall, Sly pulled her in to his – an invitation to share.

“Just a second,” she replied and turned off the water in her stall.

After several minutes, they stated washing themselves with soap.  As he watched her clean herself, he said, seductively, “You know, you’re so beautiful when you’re soapy and in your birthday suit.”

“And you’re so irresistible when you’re soapy and in your birthday suit,” she replied, seductively.

“Thanks, cutie,” Sly said, smiling seductively.


Both of them took excellent care of themselves and it was very obvious to anyone who looked at them that Sly Walker was very slender, maybe even physically weak, and Vicky Segur was very able-bodied, which might give them the idea that she was quite athletic.  However what the former lacked in strength, he made up for in intellect and what the latter lacked in intelligence, she made up for in brute force.  It was his skilled wits and her courageous fortitude that made them commanding and influential characteristic leaders.


Sly Walker scanned his wife all over looking at her whole anatomy from her head to her feet, pausing to look at her breasts, vagina and butt.  She caught him and asked, suggestively, “Do you like what you see?”


“Damn right!”


“Well then, it would only seam fair for me to look at your anatomy.”


“Be my guest,” her husband replied, suggestively, and she looked him all over from his head to his feet, pausing to look at his penis, butt and chest hair.


“You have a very sensational body, you erogenous stud.”


“Yes I do, you saucy flirt.”

The two lovers eventually finished their shower and, after turning off the water, winded up using the same towel to dry off simply because there was only one towel in the room right then.


“Why is there only one towel here,” Sly asked and Vicky simply shrugged.


Since they decided to dry off together, the decision proved rather difficult but they did not mind since it ended up making them more intimate.


“I’m hungry,” Vicky replied.  “Let’s have a sexual banquet.”


“A fine idea,” Sly replied and soon they had gathered an array of foods – green grapes, honey, whipped cream, strawberries, jams, chocolate ice cream, syrup and Champaign – that were put onto a silver platter.


The two lovers became so distracted in looking at the each other while they ate that they became very sticky.


“I think you need a bath,” Sly said seductively.


“So could you,” Vicky said seductively.  “How about we clean each other off?”


They began to “bathe” each other by licking the food and Champaign off.


“This stuff is really fucking sticky!”


“Do you have any body paint, you gorgeous stud!”


“I don’t know.  I’ll check.”  The American male make departed, but soon he was back with two colors of body paint – black and red.  “These were all I could find.”


“They’ll do,” the German female replied.


The two lovers sat on the floor and were soon painting each other with body paint.  As Sly began painting his wife’s breasts, she began to paint her husband’s chest running her hand down his chest hair.  They paused occasionally to kiss each other on the lips.


As they began moving down to paint each other’s stomach, they began to get a strong desire to smell each other’s wet hair and as they did so, within minutes, the smelling soon turned into gnawing and eventually grinding it with their teeth.


Finally they showered – separately this time – before finishing up with a sensational bath in the hot tub together and fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Chapter XXIX:
The Interrogation


“Greetings you two,” said a new voice and the two looked to see a Japanese male walking towards them.


“Who are you,” Sly asked.


“Danny Saki.  I’ve come to warn you about someone.”


“Who is it,” Sly asked.


“A woman named Michelle Yoshi; she’s a mutant.  And it will be you two Americans she’ll be after along with Jeff Revnik-Serizawa.”


“Naze,” asked Vicky.  Why.

“Kanojo kirai Americans soshite Soviets seitou dzuki Fukabun isei.”  She hates Americans and Soveits due to atomic power.

Then Danny switched back to English and began to explain the incident that created him and his “sister” in the 1980s.  He finished up by saying, “Michelle and I are the offspring of those astronauts.”


Just as the Japanese lawyer was departing, two SIA agents – one male and one female – walked over to Sly Walker.  It was the man who spoke.


“Sly Walker, you’re under arrest for doing business with Natalie Streggo.  You have the right to remain silent . . .”


“I know my rights!  Now I just need to get the DVD.”


“Okay,” the female agent said, “then you know that you will need an attorney.  If you can’t afford one, one will be assigned to you.”


“Hell, I can have a dozen attorneys!  Now I just need to get that DVD!”

***


Three hours later, Sly Walker was sitting at a desk in the Interrogation Room being questioned by the two SIA agents.


“We have the DVD,” the male SIA agent said.  “Tell us where Natalie is now and the courts will go easy on you.”


“I don’t know where she is.”


“Listen, Mr. Walker,” the female SIA agent said.  “We can play this interrogation two ways – the hard way or the easy way.  It’s your choice.”


“I told you I don’t know where she is.”


“The hard way it is then.”


Just then there was a knock on the door.  The female SIA agent answered and in walked Danny Saki.  He introduced himself.  Danny then turned to Sly and said, “I am a lawyer and I was hired by Professor Ray Korenev offer represent you.”


“Great, you’re hired.  I’ll pay you later.”


“Fine,” replied the Japanese male.  “Now I would like a minute alone with my client.”


“This interrogation is over until I talk to him,” Sly said, firmly.


“Very well,” the male SIA agent replied.  “But you’ll have to talk in the Attorney Room.”


“Fair enough,” replied Sly and he and Danny were taken to the Room.  As the American male and the Japanese lawyer quickly realized, all the rooms were like a labyrinth in the building.

***


Once they were alone in the Attorney Room seated in chairs, Danny Saki asked Sly Walker if he told them anything and the latter shook his head but said, “They don’t believe me, though.”


“From the data I found you rose to be second-in-command.  It would seem likely that they wouldn’t believe you.”


“What’s the chance this will go to trial?”


“There’s no way they would pass it up.  You’re though of as Natalie’s right-hand by them.”


“Shit.”  Sly got up to stretch his legs and walked around the room.  Then Danny told Sly that every month he had to rejuvenate himself in a refrigerator, so it could be that he might miss part of the trial.


“Then what shall I do,” Sly asked.  “I don’t know anything about the law.  I’m not a lawyer!  You are!  I create transformers.”


“Here are my notes.  Look them over and Sly, I’ll try to get back in time for the trial.”


And then the Japanese lawyer departed without another word leaving the American male to be escorted to his cell.

Chapter XXX:
Arresting Kevin Schultz

A few days later, Natalie Streggo was back on Beach Island where she hunted pigs for their blood.  Northeast of Beach Island was Tropical Island and Northwest of Beach Island was Rocky Island.  With her were all the police officers as well as the Schultz brothers.  They all waited for her single as she stood under the full moon with her two remaining Rotweillers.  Everyone was clad all in black.


“If they don’t arrive soon Natalie,” Chief Lucy Shreck said, “I’m going to have to kill you.”


“Try it,” snapped Natalie.  “Without me, you wouldn’t have gotten to where you are.  That goes for you two Deputy.”


Natalie laughed nastily as Deputy Chief Alicia Yamane scowled and released the grip she had on her gun.  At that moment a stomping of hooves were heard and Natalie looked across the horizon to see a herd of pigs – half male and half female – run towards them.  Her two Rotweillers pulled at their leashes and she released them, which was the command to attack.  Gunfire blasted through the night as pigs screamed out in pain and fell to the ground.


“Fan out,” Natalie Streggo ordered.  “Shoot them all!”


The Rotweillers ripped the throats off of many pigs.  Due to the size of the heard, many officers got trampled to death.  Among them were Chief Shreck and Deputy Chief Yamane and it was then that the two Rotweillers retreated much to the disproval of Natalie who fired a few shot at them before getting knocked down by the herd.  The Rotweillers, in retaliation, leapt upon her and started biting ferociously while the Schultz brothers watched.


“I was wondering when they would mutiny against her,” Kyle said, lighting a cigarette and exhaling.  “I didn’t think it would be this long, though.”


“I would agree with you there, brother,” Kevin said


“Kyle and Kevin,” Natalie shouted, while screaming in pain, “help me!”


Instead of assisting, the Nazi German twins turned a deaf ear on her plea and departed on one of the helicopters and when the brothers got back to Xanan, it was still night.  The two were looking around the gothic street searching for inferiors to beat up when the two SIA agents ran out from behind Jerusalem Synagogue.  The male agent grabbed Kevin Schultz while Kyle tried to save his brother, but the female agent pulled a gun on him.


“Don’t try anything foolish Kyle Schultz,” she said.  Now keep your hands where I can see them.”  The Nazi German did as he was told.  “Good.  Now tell us where Natalie Streggo is.”


“Release my brother and I will.”


“The Sylvan Island Agency doesn’t make deals with Nazis.”


“Then I guess you won’t be getting Natalie, for only I know where she is.”


The male SIA agent shook his head and then looked at Kyle Schultz and said, “We don’t trust you.”


“I can already see that,” Kyle said.  “Now you answer me this one question: How else are you going to bring Natalie in?”


Not wanting the Nazi to know about their deal with Sly Walker, the agents said nothing.  Then the male SIA agent tired to snap handcuffs on Kyle, which was tricky for he had Kevin as a hostage.  The female SIA agent held Kyle at gunpoint and at the same time, Kevin managed to break free.


“Seize him,” the male shouted, lunging at Kevin.  He managed to grab him while he partner cuffed the Nazi who cursed and struggled.  The commotion had brought Danny Saki to the scene and when the chaos had ended, the SIA only found Kevin.


“Where’s his brother,” the male SIA agent asked.  “Where the fuck is his brother and where the hell is my gun!”


“If you grab for more, you may lose what you already have,” the Japanese lawyer replied calmly raising his right pointer finger as he looked at their angry faces before departing leaving the two SIA agents with the Nazi German.

***


Kyle Schultz ran into the night until he was out of breath.  He stopped to catch it again while looking around carefully to see if the two agents followed.  He did not see them, but did see Vicky Segur.  Recognizing her from the fight they had years ago, the Nazi German walked up to her, but she threw him a punch and he fell onto the snow.


“Fuck,” he said, wiping off the blood from his nose.  “I don’t want to fight you.”


“You really think I’m going to fall for that,” replied Vicky Segur, whipping out her Sais.  The two were both clad entirely in black.  “You’ve got to be real stupid.”


“So you want to fight,” Kyle Schultz said, becoming erect once again.  Pulling out the gun he stole from the SIA agent, he cocked in and pointed it directly in her face.  Vicky took a few steps back and put away her weapons.  “I would kill you right now if I felt I could handle Natalie by myself.”


“But you can’t.”


“No, I can’t.  Only she, Kale, my brother and I are all of what remains of that ancient cult.  We need to recruit more people.”


Vicky could not stand it anymore.  She had to save her husband somehow even if it was through Kyle, so she shouted, “Sly Walker is Kale Abendroth!”


Instantly Vicky stopped talking.  She was now horrified by what she had done.  Kyle looked at her, now suspicious, but also amazed and asked, “You mean to tell me that Sly Walker is Kale Abendroth?  He’s been in hiding in the camp?”


“Yes,” the German female said in a weak voice.


“I don’t believe it!  Natalie kills people like him!”


“He managed to stay incognito quite well.”


“Well he does look like a Type One, while I look like a Type Two,” the Nazi German said, lighting a cigarette and exhaling it before he looked at Vicky.  “Alright, due to me wanting to save my brother it looks like we’ll have to become allies and play things a little differently.  After all, you don’t want Natalie to find out about Sly, do you?”


Vicky, knowing what Kyle just said was blackmail, asked, “So, what’s your plan?”


“Follow me and don’t ask questions.”


The Nazi German put away the gun and began walking with the German female following reluclently behind him.  Finally he had to yell extra loud due to a hard wind that suddenly came up, “This goddamn winter is really nasty and no thanks to you, my nose bled!”


“Yeah,” Vicky snapped.  “Well excuse me for not trusting a Nazi!”


“Unless you want me to tell Natalie about Sly being incognito in her camp, you better shut the fuck up!  Come on, let’s move!”


The two continued on through the snow unaware that Danny Saki was not far off.  Finally they noticed him and Kyle said, “Has that man been spying on us?”

 
Danny, realizing he been seen, started to move away, but Kyle chased after him and began firing, but the Japanese lawyer turned himself instantly into a block of ice and the bullets, which would have pierced a normal person’s skin, now bounced off him.


‘It’s lunch time,’ Danny thought, realizing what was going to happen.  ‘Oh no.’


“Just what type of freak are you,” screamed Kyle and began running away.  In retaliation for Kyle’s attack, Danny used his icy breath and blew the Nazi German into a tree injuring him badly.  However, he was too insulted to kill the man for it so instead, he simply turned away, his feelings hurt and it was then that he was struck by a fifteen-foot tentacle directly in his empty stomach.


“Michelle,” he shouted, falling down, “what the fuck are you doing?”  The Japanese lawyer was also forced out of his protective icy hide, which is what would happen to him eventually when his stomach needed cold food.


“Sorry Danny,” Michelle replied, “I was aiming for the Nazi.  Oh my God, you don’t look well.  You really need some food.”


“I haven’t eaten lunch yet and as you know, I can’t use my ice breath or protective shield without a supply of cold food and drinks.”


“Then let’s got get some but in Vlandercore, not Xanan.  It could be a little safer there.”


As soon as the two mutants walked in to a bar, which was next to the ruins of the Great Cathedral where Mike Scully and Mr. Fuller had their final battle, the bartender, who was a man, said to Michelle, “Get out of my bar, freak,” and pointing his shotgun at her.


Michelle’s tentacles were connected to the back of her spine and they lashed out at him.  A female bouncer appeared and asked if there was a problem.


“Just this freak,” the bartender answered.  His gun never left the Japanese female.


“You’re not just dealing with one, you’re dealing with two,” said a voice and Kyle Schultz walked in the door.  “The one that came in with her is also a freak.  He just can hide it better.”


The Japanese male turned away even more hurt then before and then changed his mind and flashed out all six of his nine-inch steel claws from the backs of his hands.


“Seize the other freak,” shouted the bartender and his bouncer leapt at the Japanese lawyer, hitting him repeatedly.  He retaliated, cutting her with his claws.  Both of them got bloody.


“I’m coming to help you with that freak,” Kyle said, but he was grabbed by one of Michelle’s tentacles and thrown into the wall where he was knocked unconscious.


“Retreat,” commanded the bartender, before getting knocked down by Michelle and his gun spun away from him.  His bouncer rolled away from the Japanese lawyer and ran off towards the restroom to wash up.


All was silent with Michelle Yoshi’s cold eyes fixed on the cowering bartender.  Finally she spat, “We don’t want to be served in your shitty bar anyway.  Come on Danny, let’s go.”  But when she looked at Danny, he lay still and motionless with blood dripping from him.  Her cold eyes once again traveled to the bartender before she turned back to her “brother” scooped him up gently in her tentacles and walked out the door of the bar.  No one said a word.
Chapter XXXI:
The Trial Begins

As Michelle Yoshi began to nurse her “brother” back to health using cold food and drinks, she cleaned his wounds tenderly using her tentacles since her hands were immobile as he lay motionless in a giant refrigerator deep underground.  Danny Saki finally regained consciousness at the beginning of the second week of December.


“Is Natalie still alive,” Danny asked.


“Yes.  I’ve received a tip from Sly Enterprises that she’s still alive.”


“Where’s Sly now?”


“I have no idea,” Michelle replied said soothingly, gliding a tentacle suggestively over his naked body.  “Rest now and I’ll return with more cold food and drinks.”


The refrigerator was located deep underground and was a designed specifically for storing large animals, such as deer, to keep them fresh.  It was slightly larger so it could fit a person.  One might suspect Michelle and Danny designed it themselves.


“‘Sister’,” Danny said, “I understand that you want to continue our species so we don’t go extinct.  I agree with you on that.  But this isn’t the way to do it – trying to seduce them.  It must be consensual otherwise you’ll be like Natalie.”


Michelle drew back instantly, never lingering on any part of his body, but she said, “When you’re ready, I’ll be waiting.”


Meanwhile Sly Walker was escorted by two guards – one male and one female – to the Visiting Room where he met his wife and the Professor.  It was right next door to the Interrogation Room and the Attorney Room.


“Where’s Danny,” Sly asked.


“No one’s seen him since the start of the month,” Vicky replied, “so, unfortunately, it might be that you’ll have to represent yourself in court.”


“Damn it,” Sly replied, sighing, but he remember what Danny had said to him when he was in the Interrogation Room.  “I know nothing about the law.  I need him!  How’s the company holding up?”


“We’re handling it just fine,” the Professor responded.


“Good.”


 “And how are you holding up,” Vicky asked.


“Alright.  You don’t have to worry about me.  I’m a survivor.”


“But we do worry.”


Once Vicky and the Professor departed, the former turned to the latter and said, “Contact the others immediately.  I want them to be present at Sly’s trial.”


“It shall be done.”


The trial began five days later and Sly was escorted into the courtroom by two guards – one male and one female.



“All rise for the Honorable Judge Rolland Takahashi,” District Attorney Roxanne Fleischer.

Rolland Takahashi was thirty-five years old and had Asian skin.  He had short blond hair and blue eyes.  Also, he smoked and drank and was the only Japanese judge in Xanan.

Roxanne Fleischer was thirty-five years old and had white skin.  She had long red hair and hazel eyes.  Also, she smoked and drank and was the only German District Attorney in Xanan.

“Be seated,” said the judge, who was clad all in black, and everyone sat down.  The jury had nine males and nine females in it.  They were all clad all in black.

“The court is now in session,” the judge said in a commanding voice.  “The State of Carnipolus is accusing Sly Walker of attempted murder, gang activity, hate crimes, being an accessory to torture and an accomplice to other crimes Natalie Streggo committed.  How do you plead?”

“Not guilty, Your Honor.”

“That’s very interesting considering we have a DVD with footage of you and Natalie,” the District Attorney, who was clad all in black, said.   Your Honor, may I present this as evidence?”

“You may.”

The DVD showed footage of various things Sly did in the camp including the Rottweiller incident and footage of Natalie being cruel to Vinnie and Alex.

“I believe I made my point, Your Honor,” Roxanne Fleischer said.

“Well, what do you have to say now, Mr. Walker,” Rolland Takahashi asked.  “You can state your defense.”

“All I can say Your Honor,” Sly, who was clad all in black, said, standing up, “is that I was working with the SIA and Natalie forced me to do everything in that footage that she didn’t do herself.  And I will request that the footage including Vinnie and Alex in chains, which I did not actually do, be disregarded.”

“I’ll take that under consideration,” the judge replied.  “This court is adjourned until further notice.”

As everyone departed, the District Attorney whispered into Sly Walker’s ear, “I would love to put you away.”

“I’ll bet,” Sly whispered back to her.  “You want to weaken Natalie and putting me away would look great for your career.  You’re quite an ambitious woman, but let me tell you something: I am very powerful in my own right.”

Chapter XXXII:
The Lawyer & His Client

Three days later Danny Saki emerged from his giant refrigerator.

“How are you feeling,” Michelle asked.

“Fine,” her “brother” replied.  “Could you just hand me my clothes?”

He did not feel awkward being around his “sister” in his birthday suit, for he was mostly used to it.  The only aspect of this “incest” he did not like was when she tried to seduce him.  It was that that their relationship became a problem.

As Michelle watched Danny get dressed, she seamed to enjoy looking at him and it got her aroused.  Finally, he said, “Michelle, one day, when we’re both ready, I’ll impregnant you so our species doesn’t do extinct.  You just have to wait until I’m ready.”


Michelle nodded.  She was still enjoying seeing her “brother” in his birthday suit as she said, suggestively, “I’ll be waiting.”


Danny Saki scowled, but did not say anything.  He just straightened his collar and headed from Vlandercore to Xanan to the building where Sly Walker was imprisoned.

“Sly Walker,” a guard said, “your attorney is here.”

Sly was escorted from his cell by two guards – one male and one female – to the Attorney Room.

“How did you do in court,” Danny asked.

“Pretty good actually,” Sly replied.  

Then they ran though the fact that Sly asked for some footage to be disregarded as inefficient evidence and that he pleaded “not guilty.”

 “Alright you did well.  And now that I’m back, we can start looking over the evidence.  I’m three days behind you.”

“I know.”

The Japanese lawyer scratched his head and asked, “Are you going to bring any witnesses to your trial.”

“Hopefully,” the American male replied.  “Let’s see who will be a good candidate.  Well there’s Vinnie.”

“It would help if I had the full name.”

“Vinnie Rieker, then; he was also in Natalie’s camp posing as a Type Two – the Servant Race.  Alex Green was also there.  He was neither a Type One nor Type Two, so he was tortured by Natalie.  Finally there’s Spike and Drusilla.  They may or may not be reliable due to the fact that they each have half a brain.  They’re not crazy but they could be dangerous.”

“Sounds like Michelle,” Danny Saki muttered.

“What?”

“Never mind.  Look, this is very good evidence.  Let’s see if we can get each one to produce a testimony against Natalie.”

“But I’m on trial, not Natalie.”

“That’s true, but the District Attorney links you with Natalie.”

“That’s true,” Sly Walker replied, remembering what he and Roxanne Fleischer said to each other after the first day of the trial.

“They have pretty good solid evidence on you with the DVD.”

“I asked for it to be disregarded.”

“You may have verisimilitude in Natalie’s camp, but Judge Rolland Takahashi may not disregard that evidence.”

“You have a good point,” Sly replied, thoughtfully.  “And you’re right; I do have verisimilitude.  Now find everyone you can to testify.  I’m going to need an army.”

“Of course,” Danny replied and departed.  Sly was once again lead back by the same two guards to his cell.

Danny returned home to see his “sister” walking casually around the kitchen naked.  When she saw him, she lashed out with one of her tentacles wrapping it around him.

“Jesus Christ,” Danny shouted and Michelle immediately let go of him, apologizing and saying that she was startled.

“It’s alright,” Danny said, gasping for breath.  The two ate lunch in silence and then Danny said, “Kiss me.”

“Excuse me,” his “sister” asked.

“Kiss me.  We need to begin reproduction.”

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?  We won’t be virgins anymore.”

“I know, but it’s important to make sure our species continues.  Now kiss me ‘sister.’”

“Oh that’s so erotic,” Michelle said, leaping upon him and within minutes he too was nude.

Even though, it was controversial that what the mutants did was truly incest, the fact was incest was completely legal on Slyvan Island as long as it was consensual.  It did not matter how closely related the individuals were.

“Something’s wrong,” Danny finally said after a few minutes.

“What is it,” Michelle asked, worried.

“I think I might be sterile.”

“Shit!  I think I am too.”

The two went to two doctors to check – one was male and one was female.  The results that the doctors concluded were that the mutants were sterile.

“How do we prolong the species then,” Michelle asked.

“I don’t know,” Danny replied, “unless we find others like us.”

Chapter XXXIII:
The Trial Ends


Three days later Sly was once again escorted into the courtroom by two guards – one male and one female.



“All rise for the Honorable Judge Rolland Takahashi,” District Attorney Roxanne Fleischer.

 “Be seated,” said the judge and everyone sat down.  It was the same jury as before with its nine males and nine females.

“The court is now in session,” the judge said in a commanding voice.  “The State of Carnipolus is accusing Sly Walker of attempted murder, gang activity, hate crimes, being an accessory to torture and an accomplice to other crimes Natalie Streggo committed.  How do you plead?”

“Not guilty, Your Honor.”

“I see you brought your attorney Mr. Walker,” the District Attorney said, smirking a little, for she thought she had him trapped and the judge would overrule his request for the evidence to be ruled out.

“Yes, I did,” Sly replied.  His voice, just like the last time he was in court, was calm.

“I have made my decision about that evidence you asked me to disregard,” the judge said.  “It will be used against you.”

“You’re out of options Sly Walker,” the District Attorney said.  “I have won!”

“No you haven’t,” Sly said.  “Danny, bring them in.”

Danny, without a word, walked towards the door and opened it.  In walked Vicky Segur, William “Spike” Atkinson, Drusilla Buckminster, Vinnie Rieker and Alex Green.  Everyone in the courtroom was clad all in black.

“What’s going on here,” demanded Judge Rolland Takahashi.

“Your Honor,” Sly said, “these people will support me in this trial.”

The judge said absolutely nothing.  He and the District Attorney just starred at Spike and Drusilla, particularly at the pealed skin which revealing Spike’s mechanical arm and Drusilla’s mechanical face.

Vicky was the first of the witnesses.  After taking the oath, she said, “Sly Walker entered Natalie Streggo’s camp in order to defeat her.  I think that whatever he did in there was simply for survival purposes.  He is sane and I have been in close contact with him literally to tell you that.”

“Can anyone verify that,” District Attorney Roxanne Fleischer asked.

“Professor Ray Korenev might.  Maybe even my mother.”

“And who is your mother?”

“Doctor Samantha Segur.  She’s Sly’s neurologist.”

“I see.  And what is your relationship with Mr. Walker?”

“I’m his wife and right-hand.”
“Your Honor, I would her to be released from the courtroom because she’s bias!  She’s his wife.  Sly Walker obviously made her his right-hand because of that.”

“Request denied,” the judge said.

“Shit,” the District Attorney said and the judge asked Vicky to continue.

“That’s all I have to say, Your Honor,” Vicky said and stood up.

Next was Spike.  After giving his oath, he said, “Sly manipulated us . . .”

“No,” interrupted Drusilla.  “It was Natalie!”

“Wait, maybe it was.”  Spike looked uncertain and the judge was beginning to think he was not fit for the trial.

“Your Honor,” the District Attorney said, pointing towards Spike, “I would like him to be removed from the courtroom on the charge of being not very component.”

“Granted,” the judge said and two guards – one male and one female – rose to escort him out.  He resisted and there was a struggle.  The guards were thrown into the wall.

“Let me try,” Sly said, getting up.  “Spike, you’ll have to leave.  Take Drusilla with you and go.  Natalie can’t take her away from you.”

Spike scowled and turned look at Drusilla before eying Sly.  Finally he said, “Let’s go Dru.  It seams he doesn’t like us anymore.”

Sly and Vicky could not help but to feel sorry for them but there was nothing they could do.  Before the judge was able to speak, Sly said, “Get those two into Xanan Psychiatrics Ward.”

“It shall be done,” the District Attorney said, “for society’s sake and theirs.”

“Right,” agreed the judge.  “Now will they next witness be seated.”

Vinnie was the next one up.  After taking the oath, he said, “Sly Walker is a good friend of mine.  He did not torture me or Alex; that was Natalie.  I was his right-hand in the camp.  I posed as a Type Two – the Servant Race.  In August of 2019, Alex and I were captured by Natalie’s cohorts and tortured and insulted while strapped in chains.  Finally, in October, Sly assisted us in escaping.  We went through the sewers and eventually met up with Vicky.”

Sly and Vicky looked at each other briefly before Danny said, “I’m the only one you can trust right now Sly.”

The last of the witnesses was Alex.  After taking his oath, he basically repeated what his friend said.

“Mr. Green,” the District Attorney interrupted.  “We’ve already heard this.  If you want to second Mr. Rieker’s testimony then just say so and we’ll move on.

“Alright, I second it.  That’s all I have to say.”

Then the District Attorney walked over to Alex Green to ask him a few questions.

“So you’re saying Sly’s assisted you despite the fact that he did nothing to assist you while you were in those chains?”

Alex did not reply.

“Answer the question,” commanded the Japanese judge.

“Well what could he do?  He would have blown his cover and all three of us would be dead and you would not be trying to prosecute him today.”

The courtroom was silent.  Finally the German District Attorney said, “I have no further questions, Your Honor.”

“The jury will now make its decision,” the judge said and the jury went into the next room to decide.  An hour later they were back with the verdict – innocent.

Judge Rolland Takahashi then dismissed the case and said that the courtroom was adjourned as District Attorney Roxanne Fleischer cursed and departed.  Sly Walker’s friends applauded and Vicky Segur even ran up to him and kissed him on the lips.

Chapter XXXIV:
The First Night Of Chanukah

“It’s Chanukah once again,” said Vinnie Rieker sadly on the first day of Chanukah.  

“I take it you don’t think this is a good thing,” Sly Walker said solemnly.

“Yeah; I’m even worried to go to the Synagogue.”

“You think Natalie is still alive?”

“Well no one’s seen here, which is unusual considering her activities,” the Conservative German Jew said.

“You’re right,” the American male agreed, just before departing.  “It is.  I’ll tell everyone to keep their guard up.”

***

That first night of Chanukah, Vinnie Rieker lit the shamus and one of the Chanukah candles.  Since it was the first night, he and his parents recited, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe, who has kept us alive, sustained us, and enabled us to reach this season.  Amen.”

Then, over the candles, they recited, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe, who has sanctified us with His commandments and commanded us to light the candles of Chanukah.  Amen.”

Finally they recited, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe who performed miracles for our ancestors in those days at this time.  Amen.”

***

Kyle Schultz, clad all in black, walked the deserted streets without his twin brother Kevin.  The streets were only lit by a few street lights of Xanan.  Smoke came from several pipes which blew out of the ground and filled the streets in steam.

Without warning, a hand grabbed him and pushed him up against a brick wall.

“Miss me,” said the hand of the voice.

“Natalie Streggo,” exclaimed Kyle, recognizing the voice.  “I though you were . . .”

“Dead,” Natalie finished sharply, but sinisterly at the same time.  “No Kyle, I very much alive.  Now get in the fucking helicopter!  We can pick up your brother and deal with Sly Walker once and for all.”

Her voice made his skin crawl, but he said nothing more.  By far, Natalie was the stronger of the two, and neither he, nor his brother would fight her, either alone or together.  Although it could not be seen, Natalie was all scratched up and bloody due to being bitten ferociously by her two remaining Rotweillers.

***

“Hurry,” commanded Natalie as she kept an eye out for guards, “they could come any minute.”

“I’m going as fast as I can,” snapped Kyle as he continued to burn the lock off.  “I’m only human.”

Finally the lock was off and Kyle Schultz kicked the door open.

“Stop,” shouted two guards – one male and one female – pulling out their guns.

The female guard was killed and the male guard was wounded by Natalie’s machine gun.  Just before he was also killed, Kyle shouted, “Just torture him, or his partner.  I want my brother!  This will be the first and last time we will ever be separated!”

“Very well,” replied Natalie and pinned the guard against the wall, while Kyle questioned him.  Finally the guard gave in and led them to the cell.  There, Kevin Schultz was hunched over.  When he saw his twin brother, he looked at him and said, “Get me the fuck out of here.”

“Release him,” commanded Kyle and the guard obeyed and then was shot by Kyle Schultz’s shotgun.

It was then that the two SIA agents followed by several guards – nine male and nine female – appeared and everyone began firing.  This time there was no warning.  The first to be killed were the SIA agents as the guards ran for cover as Kevin picked up two of the guards guns.  They were handguns.

Natalie threw a grenade causing part of the building to be destroyed and all but six guars – three male and three female – to be killed.

“Come on Natalie, let’s go,” Kevin shouted and the three fascists ran out of the building.  Once outside, Natalie threw another grenade and destroyed the building completely.
***

One hour later, Sly Walker was notified about Natalie Streggo’s return and immediately called a meeting.  His first words were, “The psycho’s back!”

“Natalie,” asked Vicky, horrified; “that manipulative bitch!”

“Yes, and she’s also seductive.”

“Of course,” Vinnie said.  “Chanukah: the perfect time to launch an attack.”

“Yes, unfortunately it is,” Sly agreed.  “Presently Natalie is weak.”

“Well that’s good, isn’t it,” the Professor asked.

“Yes, it is, unless she forms an army.”
“Who would join Natalie,” Vicky asked.

“People who are real stupid.  Meeting adjourned.”
Chapter XXXV:

A Word Of Advice

On the fourth day of Chanukah, - half way through the holiday – Sly was meeting only with Vicky and the Professor.

  “Alright,” the American male asked, “what shall we do about Natalie?”

“Get the SIA to arrest her,” the German female said, darkly.  “We need to make her pay.”

“I agree with Vicky on this one,” the Professor said.

“What about Jeff,” Sly asked.  “I should confront him.”

“Are you crazy,” Vicky said.  “You’re no match for him!”

“You have forgotten the most important organ of the human body, my love – the brain.  I’m safer dealing with Jeff, for he has morals.  Natalie, however, has no morals whatsoever.”

And then he departed without another word.

***

Sly Walker found Jeff Revnik-Serizawa with his mask off, smoking a cigarette.

“What do you want you disabled Nazi,” Jeff asked, rudely.

“I came to form an alliance.  You do realize that Natalie will kill both of us.”

“I thought she couldn’t recognize you when you had that damn jacket on.”

“That’s true.  It’s my only defense.  But if I had a seizure around her which luckily I haven’t, so far, then I would be killed.”

The Communist-ninja thought about and replied, “I’m still not convinced.”

“Which side are you on; the Soviet Union’s or Japan’s?”

“I don’t know.  Maybe I’m on both.”

“That’s interesting.  If that’s true then you’re both a foe and an ally to me.”

“I suppose so.”

“There’s just one difference between you and Natalie, Jeff.”

“And what is that, exactly?”

“It’s the fact that you seam to use the Cold War and not the Second World War as your outlook on life.”

Jeff sighed and asked what Sly’s point was.

“The point that I’m trying to make is you’re caught up in two nationalities – one is Russian and the other is Japanese.  You can’t make up your mind about certain issues.”

“True,” Jeff agreed.  “I can’t make up my mind about certain issues – atomic power, for instance.”

“And might I add the Cold War is over.”

“Yeah, your side won,” Jeff said bitterly.

“Alright enough of this shit.  I’ll get right down to the big question: do you really want to be compared to Natalie, because that’s where you’re headed?  Natalie kills.  If you really want to be on her side, you better kill.”

And with those words said, Sly walked up to Jeff who unsheathed his stainless steel knife and held it on Sly’s neck who clenched his teeth in pain.  The Communist-ninja hesitated and the American male said, “You see, you’re not as bad as that fucking bitch.  However, trying to expose me was unforgivable, so I would consider you the lesser of two evils.  At least you have morals.  For example, you don’t brutally slaughter people otherwise you would have killed me without hesitation.”

“Alright you have made you point,” Jeff said, taking his knife away from Sly’s neck which left a bleeding wound.  “I’ll think about it.”

“Glad to hear that,” Sly said, clutching his bleeding neck in pain.

As the Communist-ninja began to walk away, he stopped and eyed the American male and said, “Слово совета Sly: чем больше времени, которое Вы тратите с Натали, тем больше Вы собираетесь проигрывать.”  A word of advice Sly: the more time you spend with Natalie, the more you're going to lose.
Chapter XXXVI:

Ninjitsu Fight

That night, Vinnie and his parents got back from Jerusalem Synagogue to celebrate the fourth night of Chanukah.
Like the first three nights, they lit a fourth candle on the menorah and recited over the candles, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe, who has sanctified us with His commandments and commanded us to light the candles of Chanukah.  Amen.”

Finally they recited, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe who performed miracles for our ancestors in those days at this time.  Amen.”

Alex had appeared.  He had been waiting for his friend to finish so he could talk to him.

“Vinnie,” the Frenchman asked, “pourrais-je vous voir depuis une minute?”  Vinnie, could I see you for a minute?

“Sûr,” the Jew replied and departed with his friend to speak privately in a room.  “Qu'est-ce que c'est?”  Sure.  What is it?

“Bien comme vous savez que nous lutterons finalement contre Natalie et certains d'entre nous ne le feront pas. Je me demandais si vous pourriez me faire une faveur.”  Well as you know we will be eventually fighting Natalie and some of us won’t make it.  I was wondering if you could do me a favor.

“N'importe quoi pour un ami.”  Anything for a friend.

“Pourriez vous m'embrasser sur les lèvres?”  Could you kiss me on the lips?

Vinnie Rieker without a second thought kissed Alex Green on the lips for a full minute.  Once the kiss broke, he asked, “Était ce bien?”  Was that good?

“Cela fera parfait, le merci.  Maintenant si je meurs, ma dernière mémoire sera une heureuse.  Souvenez-vous, peu importe sur lequel, la Résistance doit vivre.”  That will do fine, thank you.  Now if I die, my last memory will be a happy one.  Remember, no matter what, the Resistance must live on.
Then the Frenchman gave the Conservative German Jew a friendly and innocent pat on the back and walked away.

***

Later that same night, Jeff Revnik-Serizawa was still walking along the deserted street when he ran into Vicky Segur.  Both were clad all in black.
“Nan temae ketsubou?  What do you want?

“Hon'in ketsubou temae dzuki sasae sakini kara Sly,” Vicky said, fiercely.  I want you to stay away from Sly!

“No,” said the Communist-ninja, unleashing his sword.  “My Communist government will reign supreme.”
“Your totalitarian government will never rule,” Vicky said, whipping out her Sais and countering Jeff’s blow.

“The Soviet Union was around long after Germany’s defeat,” shouted Jeff, blocking Vicky’s attack. 
Both the German female and the Communist-ninja were quite good at offence and defense so they managed to block each other’s blows quite well.  Finally, Vicky had to jump backwards otherwise Jeff would have impaled her on his United Cutlery's ninja 3000.  The blade of the sword cut her shirt instead exposing her stomach and only created an insignificant wound that would bleed for a short period of time before stopping.
The two foes moved around a street light carefully watching the other.  Vicky kicked Jeff in the leg causing him stumble and allowing for him to be vulnerable.  He got kicked again and this time he fell onto the sidewalk and lost his weapon, which spun away into the darkness.
“Bitch,” he said as Vicky took to the rooftops, which she began to call for a transformer on her cell phone.

Having lost one weapon, the Communist-ninja took out another – his ninja stars – and began throwing them.  He presumed that Vicky would leap away from them, but that was not the case.  To his surprise, she jumped foreword, Sais in hand, so the star missed its target and went sailing off into the distance.

“An interesting move,” Jeff said, not quite sure what to make of it.

Vicky landed on the next building over, which was not as tall.  When Jeff threw his next star, she leapt back to the first building so to not get hit.  This failed and the star grazed her cheek and created a miniature wound even though she landed safely on the building.

“Fast, but not fast enough.”

“I don’t want to fight you Jeff,” Vicky said.

“Too late,” the Communist-ninja replied, throwing the third and last star.

That final star was the one that the German female tried to block it, but it sliced her left hip.  She fell onto the rooftop and that was when Jeff climbed up the building himself to finish her, unsheathed his knife along the way.

‘This is it,’ Vicky thought, as Jeff was about to give her two cuts on the cheek to remember him by when a bright light from one of Sly’s transformers struck his eyes making him blind.  He covered his eyes with his free hand, which gave Vicky the chance to kick him, causing him to stumble backwards.  Jeff Revnik-Serizawa tried to save himself by grabbing onto anything.  He even tried to fall onto the flat rooftop, but instead he fell off the building and plunged to his death.

Vicky Segur looked up to see Sly Walker and the Professor.

‘Oh thank God,’ she thought as the Professor landed and Sly opened the door and assisted his wife in climbing in and buckling up.
“Пойдем,” said Sly and the transformer departed.  Let’s go.
Chapter XXXVII:
On Ice
The fifth day of Chanukah, the American male walked up to the German female and asked, “Vicky, do you want to go skinny dipping alone with me?”

“Can’t you come up with something a little more original,” Vicky asked.

The American male thought for several minutes.  Finally he suggested that they go ice skating together and the German female agreed to it.

***
The two lovers walked into the ice skating rink about mid-afternoon and got some ice skates.  It was snowing lightly outside.
“It will be about five or ten minutes,” the woman who handed them their skates said.  “He’s still cleaning the rink.”

Once the rink was smooth again, Sly Walker and Vicky Segur walked carefully onto it.  It was a little difficult, since they had not been ice skating since they began dating, but within minutes they had once again gotten the hang of it and were skating around each other peacefully.
“Es ist wie wir fingen zuerst an zu datieren,” Sly said, as he spun around his wife clockwise.  It’s like we first started dating.
“Tatsächlich,” Vicky replied, as he spun around her husband counter-clockwise.  Indeed.
“Fangen Sie mich, wenn Sie können.”  Catch me, if you can.
And at once he began skating away from his wife who immediately gave chase.

“Sie sind nicht dabei, mit mir dass leicht zu entkommen.”  You’re not going to get away from me that easy.
Right then and there the chase was on.  Sly Walker circled around his lover, but keeping a safe distance from her so to not get caught.  Whenever she could, Vicky Segur tried to grab her lover.  Finally, just before she reached him, he started shaking.

“Vicky,” the American male said, but by that time she had grabbed him and had carefully laid him down on the cold ice.  Without even asking, the German female could tell that her husband was going into another seizure, but there was not much to be done about it.  All she could do was to keep him from hurting himself.  He already had a few scrapes and one ice skate was already pushing against her leg.  She ignored the pain and thought, ‘Sly, you forgot your medicine, didn’t you?  And since it’s already night out and I’m alone with you, I can’t do anything about that.’
***

That night, Vinnie and his parents got back from Jerusalem Synagogue to celebrate the fifth night of Chanukah.

Like the first four nights, they lit a fifth candle on the menorah and recited over the candles, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe, who has sanctified us with His commandments and commanded us to light the candles of Chanukah.  Amen.”

Finally they recited, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe who performed miracles for our ancestors in those days at this time.  Amen.”

***

Meanwhile back at the ice rink, the familiar voice of Kyle Schultz said nastily, “Gut ist nicht dieser Romantiker,”.  Well isn’t this romantic.
The German female turned to see the Schultz brothers skating onto the ice rink and said, “Kyle and Kevin Schultz, what an unpleasant surprise.”
“Das Vergnügen alle unser,” Kevin said nastily.  The pleasure’s all ours.
Then the real chase was on with the Schultz brothers firing at Vicky.

“I’ll take Sly, while you take Vicky.”

“No problem.”

As Kyle advanced on Vicky firing bullets out of his revolver, his twin brother grabbed Sly and began choking him.  The American male was still in a seizure even though it was almost over as the Nazi German twin thought, ‘Won’t Natalie be surprised when I bring her your corpse.’  And then he pulled out his revolver.

By now Kyle had only three bullets left.  The three he used had now fallen onto the ice and Sly was just starting to come out of his seizure.  As he battled desperately for his own life, he managed to say, “Vicky, your skate.”

A few seconds later, Vicky caught on, although Sly had already one bullet in his chest.  The German female raised her skate and kicked Kyle Schultz in the face.  The man screamed and stumbled backwards.  As he fell onto the ice, he accidentally fired and shot his brother in the back just before Kevin was able to finish off Sly.  Blood streamed down his face as he screamed in pain.  Kevin Schultz lay far away on the ice in a pool in blood and Vicky Segur’s skate was lined with it.

“Finish me off,” he yelled, “just like you had me do with my brother!”
Vicky turned to Sly coming out of his seizure with a bullet in his chest.  He limped up to her and put his weight on her.  The two looked down at Kyle for a while before Sly said, “You’re the cause of your own suffering.  You’re just going to have to live with that.”
“Come on Sly, let’s go,” Vicky said and the two skated off the rink.

Once alone, Kyle painfully became erect once again by crawling to the sidelines and using the railing.  Vicky’s attack on him had been quite severe and he was losing a lot of blood.  Finally it was too much for him and he collapsed next to his dead twin brother and that was where he died.
***

When Sly Walker and Vicky Segur got back to the mansion, they received emergency medical attention at once.
Chapter XXXVII:
The Last Night Of Chanukah
“It’s the last day of Chanukah,” said Vinnie Rieker.

“Is that a good thing, or a bad thing,” Sly Walker asked.
“I don’t know.  I’m worried to go to Jerusalem Synagogue.  So far Natalie has left it alone . . .”

“But you think tonight’s the night she’s going to destroy it.  Am I right?”

“Yeah, you’re right.”
***
That night while a blizzard whistled outside, Vinnie and his parents returned from Jerusalem Synagogue to celebrate the eighth night of Chanukah.  Just before lighting them, they ran into Sly, who asked, “So, how did it go?”
“Natalie was there,” Vinnie replied.  “She created a huge disturbance.”

“What did she do?”
“She knocked people’s hats off while drinking pig’s blood.  Also, she did the salute and burned the Torah.  And that’s not all; she also destroyed the Synagogue with a grenade.”

“Shit,” Sly replied.  “Now try to spend the final night of Chanukah peacefully.  I know that’s not an easy task.”

“Fine,” Vinnie replied and left with his parents.

Like the first seven nights, they lit a eighth candle on the menorah and recited over the candles, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe, who has sanctified us with His commandments and commanded us to light the candles of Chanukah.  Amen.”

Finally they recited, “Blessed are you, Lord, our God, king of the universe who performed miracles for our ancestors in those days at this time.  Amen.”

“Come here,” Vicky shouted and quickly, everyone rushed into the living room.  Looking where the German female pointed, everyone looked at the television which reported that an atomic bomb had been bought by Natalie from two Russians – one male and one female – and two Japanese people – one male and one female - on the Black Market.
“She’s going to nuke Xanan,” Sly said.  The American male despised violence and never believed it to be the answer.
“What do we do?”

“Contact someone who knows how to disarm an atomic bomb.”
“That would be Michelle Yoshi,” replied Danny Saki upon entering.

“Can you contact her,” Sly asked.

“I can try.  Since we’re talking about atomic power, I’m sure she will agree.”

***

Danny found Michelle in the shivering cold.  The temperature was so cold, she was barely alive.

“Danny,” she said with chattering teeth.

“Don’t worry, Michelle, I’ve got you.  Let’s get you to some place warm.  Since he could freeze himself, the Japanese lawyer was immune to the cold.
As Danny Saki began to nurse his “sister” back to health, he told her about Natalie Streggo’s atomic bomb.  Michelle Yoshi finally stopped shivering a few hours later and asked her “brother” about the bomb.
“Well we need to know exactly where she’s going to detonate it,” the Japanese lawyer replied.

“Try contacting Sly,” Michelle said.  “Perhaps he can be of some assistance.”

“Very well,” Danny replied and contacted the American male at once.  Sly agreed to fight Natalie, but it would be on his own terms.  There was no complaining from either mutant on that statement.
“Where’s the bomb,” Michelle asked and Sly replied that it was over Jerusalem Synagogue.  “I know where that is.”

***

Michelle could cover a lot of ground and she had brought Danny so he could clear the Synagogue.  Danny rushed into the Synagogue disrupting the entire gathering.

“What the fuck’s going on,” Vinnie asked as people turned towards Danny.
“There’s an atomic bomb in your area.  You have to get out of the Synagogue now.”

As the room panicked, Vinnie and his parents rushed towards the Japanese lawyer and asked who was going to remove the detonator.

“Michelle,” was the reply.  “Now go!”

Danny and the Jews managed to take the back exit, while Natalie’s fifteen-foot tentacles lashed out at the atomic bomb.

“It’s too fucking high,” she shouted.

“Leap like a spider,” Danny instructed as the bomb shot downwards.  Michelle leapt into the air and landed on the bomb, whose counter was counting down rapidly.
***

Meanwhile, Natalie Streggo reclined in a black leather chair in Streggus, her last consentration camp which was designed to be resistant to radiation.  While smoking a ciggerette and drinking a beer, she said, “In nur dreizehn Stunden, die komplette Stadt von Xanan wird annulated sein.” In only thirteen hours, the entire city of Xanan will be annulated.
“I take it you enjoy this,” said a new voice and the fascist Italian dictator turned to see Sly Walker in a Nazi uniform.

“You grew hair,” she said.
“I haven’t had a chance to shave it off,” the American male replied.

“Well, Kale, we can do it right now.”

“I don’t think so.”

Natalie Streggo did not have anything to say about that, so she remained silent.  As for Sly Walker, he was very calm through the entire conversation and even walked around Natalie Streggo a couple of times.  Finally he stopped and said, slowly and solemnly, “Natalie Streggo, we met face-to-face for many years now.  Sometimes it was without your knowledge.  Sometimes it was.  But what you don’t know Natalie is that there’s a group of us, who have designated me as their leader.  Some have said that persistence is stronger than force, but I say mind is stronger than muscle, for you see, I’ve been outsmarting you all this time and you never caught on.  Jeff did and he tried to betray me by telling you.  You tried to have him killed, but he escaped.  Natalie tonight is the night.  We and my fellow homo superiors have all decided to call it quits.  You’ve attacked us over the past six years, but now we will come out of hiding.  It's been a long hard road for them and they have a lot of wounds.  They've lost people . . . people that were close to them including your younger brother Chad.  But tonight, that's all coming to an end.  From now on, I will now concentrate on who I really am, for there is no use in hiding anymore and let fate take care of the rest.  I, Sly Walker, Xanan’s most respected citizen, defy you Natalie Streggo.  I may have a seizure disorder, but I have a brain much larger than a pea.”
“Sly Walker,” Natalie said, surprised and angry, “you are Kale Abendroth?”

“Well obviously,” Sly said, removing the Nazi jacket.
“You bastard; I’ll kill you!”

“Natalie, if you are indeed the strongest, why don’t you just hit me?”  The American male was planning to use the fascist Italian dictator’s weaknesses to his advantage and he figured she would probably not catch on.
 “No problem.” Natalie replied, pulling back her fist and punching her foe.  But instead of falling over, he remained still and Natalie clenched her fist in pain.
“You’re weak, Natalie,” Sly said, calmly.  “I bet it’s too much pig’s blood.”
Angered, Natalie punched Sly again; this time, with her other hand.  Now with both hands sore she fell to the ground.

“And you’re not very bright either.”

Sly took the time to give Danny a call about the atomic bomb.

“Michelle has the detonator almost removed.  She’s having a bit of trouble, but it should be fine within another hour.”

“How much time do we have left?”

“Three hours.”

“Good.”

“How was it possible,” Natalie asked, as Sly picked up the remote control for the detonator and put it in his pocket.  “How could you hide from me in plain sight?”
“Easy.  You have the brain the size of a pea and you take anyone who looks like you or the Schultz brothers who’s German or Italian.  All they have to have is the uniform and, if they’re German, they have to have a shaved head.”

Just then Sly Walker received a phone call from Danny Saki telling him that the detonator had been removed.

“Can you kick it into outer space?”
“Sure.”

“Do it.”

And then Danny froze himself and kicked the object into outer space.  The rest of the atomic bomb was also kicked into outer space.

“Now,” said Sly Walker turning his attention back to Natalie Streggo, “it looks as if your plan failed.”
“You bastard,” snarled the fascist Italian dictator before dying of an overdose of pig’s blood, but not before tossing a grenade which landed in the room.  The American male turned and ran from the room, which exploded behind him.  The explosion went right up into Natalie’s camp and within a few hours, her entire fascist empire was destroyed.  No trace of the camp remained.
Chapter XXXVIII:
Off To A Romantic Vacation
It was New Year’s Eve and the snow had melted.  Also, all of Sly Walker and Vicky Segur’s friends had left.  Vinnie Rieker had gone to Jerusalem with his parents to learn how to be a rabbi.  Alex Green had found Joey De Luca and the two were living in an apartment together.  Linda Krause and her parents had completely left Slyvan Island had were never heard from again.

Danny Saki and Michelle Yoshi’s whereabouts are currently unknown.  Some people have said they moved to Tokyo, Japan, while others say they moved to Roswell, New Mexico.

Sly Walker, Vicky Segur, Professor Ray Korenev and Doctor Samantha Segur had decided to stay on Slyvan Island.
While walking along a beach with Furball and Furball, the two lovers were talking.

“Well,” Sly, who was clad all in black, said, “now that’s Natalie’s finally dead I can re-build Sly Enterprises.”

“True,” Vicky, who was clad all in black, replied.  “And you also might need some therapy for what happened to you in Natalie’s camp.”

“Possibly, but I think I can do fine without it just as long as we leave Xanan.”

“You want to leave Slyvan Island?”

“Yes,” Sly Walker replied, “the Professor can handle everything while I get cured.  After all, when I’m with you my mind doesn’t go nuts.”

“Alright,” Vicky Segur agreed, sternly, “but if anything goes wrong, you’re going to a hospital and no questions asked.”

The American male was forced to agree.  The weather got warmer quicker in Xanan then on other parts of Slyvan Island due to being further south of most places.  Furball and Furball lay down on the sandy beach and curled up into two furry balls.
“You’re so hot,” he said, subtly.  “Do you want to go skinny dipping after we sunbathe?”

The German female caught on to the double meaning within a few minutes and answered, “Damn right,” before she kissed the American male on the lips while the sun set.  She raised her hand and touched his cheek, while he put his hand on her waist.  Then the two closed their eyes.  For at least five minutes, everything else was forgotten as they enjoyed the moisture of each other’s lips.
When the kiss finally broke, they looked deep into each others eyes for a moment and then Vicky asked, “Do you want to go to the Nude Spa?”

“Only if we bring the dogs,” Sly answered.

“That shouldn’t be a problem.  After all, they are assistance dogs.”
“Well then, what are we waiting for?  Let’s go get tickets.”

And then the two lovers walked back to the mansion hand-in-hand to book reservations.
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