Two-faced: Part III

<b>I.</b>

Ken Kaze found it fascinating that he could watch his breath as he trekked down the sidewalk. Miraculously, his shirt and pants were being worn correctly unlike earlier when he had been at the gay bar. The nine millimeter tucked into his pants was as cold as ice – perhaps it was ice, as cold as the night air was, at approximately five o’clock in the morning.

He hoped he wouldn’t need use of the pistol, but he couldn’t be too sure, and decided to take it with him as a safety precaution. He wasn’t exactly sure whom he was dealing with at the moment. He knew they were dangerous, and thus it would be stupid to even approach that individual unarmed.

After all, they had sent an armed assassin to murder him in cold blood in a bathroom at a local gay bar in town. The person in charge of this operation wasn’t someone to be taking lightly. Kaze was a fool, but he wasn’t <I>that</I> much of a fool.

======

<b>II.</b>

An anomalous whistling sound emitted from an alley not too far away from the gay bar. Lost in deep thought, Ken Kaze had assumed he was miles away from the tavern. In reality, he was merely fifty yards away. Deciding against his instinct gut-feeling, he investigated the area from which the screeching sound was produced.

The darkest, longest, most narrow alleyway he had ever seen in his life. He was scared, there was no denying that. He was always afraid of the dark, ever since his father told him about the boogeyman. And after watching movies like <I>Darkness Falls</I>, <I>Hide and Seek</I>, and <I>Boogeyman</I>, his beliefs of the boogeyman and a killer tooth fairy were confirmed.

His intestines began to churn as he slowly tiptoed pass cardboard boxes, dumpsters, and trashcans with their scattered trash. Shadows flickered in the distance as scant footsteps faded in the wind. There was definitely a mass movement of <I>something</I> up ahead, but what was it?

As he rounded on the end of the alley, he leaned completely flat against the wall, crouching slightly. Stealth mode. Peeking ever so slightly, the flickering shadows and scant footsteps were confirmed to be of a mass movement of troops.

A kingdom of the most hideous creatures known to man. With their wiggling antennae, enormous leap, and creaking legs.

Troops of . . . <I>crickets</I>. Giant, mutated crickets. And they were armed.

“The fuck?” was the simple query Kaze emitted, obviously bewildered at what he was seeing. “I fucking hate crickets!”

It seemed as if the troops of crickets were patrolling the area, making sure to guard a giant structure in the center. Another cricket. Only, this cricket was enormous in size, dwarfing the patrol troops in size.

And there, standing in all his glory, raised high above the empire of cricketdom on a scaffold, was Kaze’s best friend.

<b>George</b>.

What was he doing up there, though? Were they forcing him into being the man in charge of this procedure? Was he the brains of this operation? Of course. George was the smartest being alive. Naturally, they’d use George’s intelligence to build them an oversized cricket. But, for what purposes? Why would these mutated crickets want a gigantic cricket assembled?

“Damnit,” Kaze cursed under his breath. “How can I get to him from here?”

Scanning his remote area, he noticed a fire escape ladder leading to the rooftop of a parallel building. Still peeking around the corner, he made sure to bolt for the ladder at precisely the right time, as to avoid being detected by the enemy.

Once on the rooftop, he made sure to dodge the spotlight as he sprinted toward an elevator shaft located near George. An armed cricket guard was strolling around the rooftop, just on the other side of the elevator. Kaze felt his hand reaching into his pants uncontrollably. He grasped onto the nine millimeter pistol and pulled it up near his head.

Circling around the elevator shaft, Kaze quickly struck the guard in the back of the head with the pistol. The cricket dropped instantly.

“You just got pistol-whipped, beeeotch!” Kaze whispered, taunting the unconscious guard.

He pulled the cricket out of sight from the spotlight, behind the elevator shaft. His back pressed against the wall, he peeked around the corner, ready to make an attempt to communicate with George. There were no guards around to trigger an alert. He was in the clear, as long as he hid behind the elevator shaft to avoid detection from the spotlight.

“Pssst,” Kaze whispered. “George. George!”

There was no response.

“Damnit, George. I know you hear me. Look at me!”

A brisk, British voice boomed quietly. “What is it, Kaze?”

“Hey, bud! What’s going on? I’m here to save you.”

“Save me?” the apparent British voice of George sounded again. “How the hell did you even get here? The entrance void only opens on the sixty-ninth second of the forty-fifth minute of the twentieth hour of the day. Let me check my watch.”

George – yes, the nail studded, barbed wire coated, aluminum trashcan we all know and love – apparently <I>checked his watch</I>.

“Oh,” is the only word George manages to utter, evidently coming to the realization that it <b>is</b> the aforementioned time of the opening of the void.

“Umm . . . George?” Kaze queries cautiously. “Sorry to inform you, pal, but there’s no such thing as a sixty-ninth second.”

“Shut the fuck up!”

“S-Sooorrryyy!”

Kaze relaxes slightly, lowering his weapon.

“Anyway, I’m here to save you. Let’s get out of here.”

“Save me?” George repeated. “You’re here to <I>save</I> me? Ken — Kenneth . . . I’m sorry, friend, but I am currently beyond in need of saving.”

Cringing in confusion, Kaze is taken aback.

“What’chu talkin’ ‘bout George?!”

“Kaze, Kaze, Kaze. Don’t you see?”

“See what?”

Silence.

“Er . . . don’t you just see, period?! You moron, stop ruining my monologue!” demanded George.

“Oh, sorry.”

“Don’t you see?” George repeated once more. “To save someone would mean that the particular individual who is in need of saving would have to be in some sort of imminent danger. Otherwise, it’d be rather pointless to <I>save</I> someone, wouldn’t it?”

“I . . . er . . . yes? I dunno, George. You confused me with too many big words, you cockrocket.”

George ignored his friend’s reply. “But I’m not in any present danger. I’m not here against my will. I volunteered to be here. I oversee this production. This is <b>my</b> project.”

“But the note at your house . . . it asked for a ransom . . . it said you had been kidnapped.”

“Yes, yes it did. But last night, my informants notified me of your dispute with your landlord. They had told me you had been kicked out, and would definitely be needing a place to stay. Naturally, you’d come to my house.”

“Exactly. As soon as that cockmongler Synger kicked me out, I headed straight to your house!”

A malicious smirk formed across George’s circumference phenomenally.

“Thus, I initiated the first step of my plan to kill you, Kaze. For sometime I have been overseeing this development, watching it being built from the foundation up. And for sometime I realized you would haplessly stumble into my plans. Never did I expect you to actually stumble into the <I>location</I>, but I had a feeling you’d at least find out what I was doing. It was then I realized I would have to do the world a favor, and murder you.”

Kaze laughed. He didn’t take any of this seriously. He couldn’t. His best friend wanted to murder him? Psshaw. Yeah, right.

“You dare mock me, Kaze? When I could end your life within an instant at this moment? Think again, Kaze. I’m not playing games with you. My house being destroyed, with a ransom note intact, was a devious plan to set you up at the Promise Lands gay bar in town. It was there you should have been murdered. But it’s obvious my assassin failed me. Nevertheless, I will not fail, Kaze.”

Astonishingly, an AK-47 assault rifle appeared, strapped around George, pointing towards Kaze.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Kaze exclaimed, holding his hands in the air. “Calm down, Georgie. You’re taking this a little too far. If you’re truthfully going to kill me, at least tell me what’s with the got damned crickets.”

A chill crawled down his spine at the mere thought of the nasty insects.

“This giant robotic cricket is a plan to conquer the world. For too long the world has been separated by bullshit peace treaties, false alliances, and pointless wars. I have decided to self-appoint myself the title of Monarch, and I plan to unite the world under one single, democratic government once and for all. This robotic cricket is simply a housing system to launch a nuclear warhead from any location on the face of this planet, to target any strategic location on Earth. With this machinery, no one country nor government is safe. In due time, we’ll all live under the name of . . . George the Great, Monarch.”

On that note, an alarm triggered, blaring the entire vicinity. Not so coincidentally, the alarm happened to be a dozen or so crickets, rubbing their legs together to create that obnoxious creaking sound. Every troop on site stood at attention before laying their eyes on George, who stood tall amongst them.

Two silenced shots fired. The rounds caught both George and Kaze, respectively.

======

<b>III.</b>

Grogginess draining from him, Ken Kaze pushed himself up to his knees, blinking in an attempt to readjust his eyes. He was once again in a narrow passage, most likely the same alleyway he used to enter the clandestine facility he stumbled into earlier. Headlights flooded the street as cars passed by. Windshield wiper blades swung frantically, swiping the rain that was now pouring.

“Bur . . .” was all Kaze managed to mumble.

What’s going on? How long was I sleeping? I don’t remember it raining earlier . . .

His vision now coming back to him, he managed to pull himself up to his feet with use of a trashcan. He threw his body against the wall, panting heavily in an attempt to catch his breath. A sharp pain coursed through his left arm.

A bullet wound? No, it was a dart. A tranquilizing dart.

So, that’s what happened. Someone sniped both George and I with a tranq dart. Wait, George? Where is he, anyhow?

“George?” he asked considerably loudly, but not loud enough to be a shout. “Where are you?”

Click.

<I>Clack</I>.

Click.

<I>Clack</I>.

Footsteps echoed in the distance, splashing puddles aside. He craned his head toward the source. And to his horror and bewilderment, he saw a proud, cloaked individual . . .

. . . pointing a gun at George. Kaze rummaged his hands all throughout his body, hoping he still had his nine millimeter.

But it was gone. In the hands of the concealed captor.

“Who the hell are you?!” Kaze shouted hysterically.

He removed the tranquilizing dart, threw it to the ground, and began to hobble toward both the cloaked figure and George.

“What do you want?” he asked fearfully. “Let him go, please!”

This certain individual seemed oblivious to Kaze’s pleas.

<B><I>BANG!</I></B>

The resounding echo of the pistol firing was deafening, startling Kaze enough to drop to his knees.

The hidden enigma had just shot George. No tranquilizing rounds were in that gun.

“NOOOOOO!” Kaze screamed, weeping into his own hands. “WHY THE FUCK DID YOU DO THAT?! WHO ARE YOU?! WHAT DO YOU WANT?!”

The enigma approached Kaze, gun at his side.

“Kaze,” the masculine voice said. It sounded oddly familiar to Kaze. “I assume George told you of his <I>master</I> plan, did he not?”

Sobbing, Kaze ignored the question and punched a nearby dumpster for ventilation.

“And I assume George told you that he was the superintendent of this operation. He informed you of his plot to kill you.” The voice paused slightly. “To kill <b>me</b>.”

Confusion overwhelming him, Kaze was forced to stop mourning the loss of his friend. He stared into the darkness looming over the man’s face. Who was he?

“<b>I</b> am the true mastermind to this entire concoction. I hired George as my assistant, to aid me in fields I may struggle to understand. But he wasn’t hired as my equal, and definitely not my superior. He simply assumed he was. And he knew he’d need to get rid of me in due time. He needed to get to me.” He paused, drawing in a deep breath. “Alas for him, I got to him first. Mwahaha.”

No longer in voluntary control of his actions, rage coursing through his veins, hatred pumping from his heart, Kaze lunged forward to tackle George’s assassin.

The murderer was too quick though. Before Kaze could even lay a hand on him, he already had the pistol pointed directly in Kaze’s face. Cowering, Kaze raised his hands into the air and backed up slowly, devising a plan in his head.

“Don’t try anything stupid, Kaze. I’d hate to kill you by blowing your brains out. I’d much rather snap your neck in two.” The killer laughed maniacally. “And fortunately for me, that chance has come. Only one of us can go on, Kaze. Only one of us can live, and prosper, and grow old to die. It must be decided tonight which of us carries on our own legacy.”

“Who — who are you?”

“I’ve ended your best friend, and now I’ll end you. Call me the Ender.”

The Ender pulled back the hood of his cloak to reveal his face.

Kaze’s jaw unhinged immediately. His knees began to buckle as he fell into the appropriate prayer position.

Those piercing, emerald green eyes, encased by a golden yellow glow.

“You — you’re — you’re . . . me?” asked Kaze, perplexed.

The Ender was an exact replica of Ken Kaze himself.

“B — But how? How is this possible?” Kaze queried.

Kaze’s clone, the Ender, merely smiled. He dropped the pistol to his feet and swung recklessly at Kaze. The straight right punch connected with Kaze’s jaw, causing him to fall into a pile of cardboard boxes. The Ender loomed over him.

“The <b>end</b> is here, Kaze . . .”

The Ender wrenched Kaze into a headlock out of the pile of rubbish, and began twisting his neck, waiting to hear it snap. But the snap never came, as Kaze backpedaled into the wall. The Ender’s grip was broken, and Kaze made a dive for the pistol.

“You pussy!” the Ender shouted.

With the nine grasped firmly in his hand, Kaze aimed it at his wicked counterpart. Hesitation wasn’t a factor. He pulled the trigger . . . once, twice, three times. The Ender’s body convulsed as two bullets punctured his neck, and the third penetrated his forehead. His lifeless body flew against the wall before crashing down into the pile of debris.

“Why did you have to kill George?” Kaze sobbed one last time, before placing the pistol into his mouth.

He pulled the trigger.

======

<b>IV.</b>

“AAHHHHH!”

Ken Kaze bolted from his bed, staring blankly into the darkness of the hotel room he had rented. Sweat dispensed from every pore on his body as he threw the bed sheets off of him. Standing to his feet, he quickly flicked the light switch on.

Tucked safely into the second bed was George, wearing his rubber ducky pajamas, a frequent reminder of his good friend Ducky, of the EDH variety.

Kaze smiled as he turned the light back off.

It was all a dream.

Well, more like a nightmare.

======

<B>FINISHED.</B>

