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    AUTHOR’S NOTE


    

    

    So I’ve become a big anime nerd lately. Don’t ask me how it happened. I think it started with the Samurai 7 anime, which I only watched because I’ll watch anything Seven Samurai related. I was never into anime when I was younger, outside of a short period in high school when the novelty of cartoon sex was still appealing. But I watch anime all the time now. There’s something about the plotting in anime that’s really unique to that medium. You just don’t see writing like it in American television, books, or movies. Unfortunately, the big drawback of becoming an anime nerd is that I have developed a fondness for J-pop and cute fluffy talking pink things. It’s kind of creepy.


    I wrote Morbidly Obese Ninja a few years ago, about the same time I wrote Cybernetrix. It was during a time when I was particularly obsessed with anime and thought it would be interesting to write a book set within an anime-like reality. So that’s what I set out to do. This book was an experiment in creating anime in prose form. I won’t be returning to the world of Morbidly Obese Ninja, but I will likely return to the style at some point in time.


    Besides creating an anime novel, the other purpose of this book was to celebrate obesity. I think it’s about time we acknowledge the awesomeness of the morbidly obese. It’s not a medical condition. It’s a super power.


    So here it is. My 31st book release (I think). I hope you enjoy it. Tacos!

    

    - Carlton Mellick III 4/13/2011 9:12 pm
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    The ninja hadn’t always been morbidly obese. He was once a firm, muscled warrior with the agility of a cat. But something happened to his eating habits that changed him. He started eating triple-triple cheeseburgers, glazed crème-filled donuts by the dozens, meat lovers deep-dish pizzas with garlic butter dipping sauce, goat cheese quesadillas wrapped around meatball sandwiches, chili-cheese tater tots topped with avocado egg rolls and ranch dressing, corndogs, candy bars, sausages, and mayonnaise. He ate everything with mayonnaise.


    They called him Basu.
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    He was like a large black blimp overshadowing the moon as he dove from the sky onto the city of Neo Tokyo, California. His massive belly spilled out of his shinobi shozoku ninja outfit. Folds of fat rippled through the wind as he drew his iKatana from its scabbard and pointed it down at the rooftop of the Kakera Corporation building.


    Five ninjas waited for him there. They jumped out from windows and from behind potted plants, swords in hand. They wore business suits beneath their black hoods, the Kakera company logo centered their ties.


    Basu landed like a meteor, crushing a twenty-foot crater into the roof of the building. Two of the Kakera ninjas wavered in the impact, giving Basu an opening. His electronic katana left a blue trail of light as it sliced through their heads.


    As the blood showered across the rooftop, the other three ninjas leapt into the air and flew at Basu from different directions. Basu deflected two of their attacks, then slammed them with his titanic belly, knocking them backward. His mass of flesh rumbled the building.


    The third ninja struck him from behind, but Basu caught the blade between two rolls of fat. The ninja couldn’t pull his sword free. Basu turned his head and glared at him. He shifted his weight, breaking the Kakera’s iKatana in half, and then he split him down the middle. A geyser of blood sprayed into the moonlight.


    Basu eyed the remaining two ninjas. He flipped through function modes on his iKatana, rolling the mouse ball on the handle with his thumb and right-clicking to get into information extraction mode.


    The ninjas nodded at each other and then attacked. As Basu defended their strikes, his iKatana hacked into the CPUs of their swords, spider-crawling their databanks. The Kakeras attempted to hack Basu’s iKatana as well, but they were unable to get past his iron-tight firewall.


    As soon as he had sufficiently hacked each of the ninjas, Basu put all of his weight into a single attack. The Kakeras quickly switched their swords into full shield mode, but it was of no use to them. Even though they blocked his attack, Basu’s blow was so powerful that it knocked them clear across the rooftop. Their bodies smashed into a brick wall. One of them went limp and fell to the ground. The other hit the wall so hard he became embedded in the brick.


    Blood streamed out of the Kakera’s broken body as the obese ninja shuffled toward him. The wounded man tapped at a mini-keyboard on his iKatana, trying to relay information back to his boss via email, but before he could click send Basu’s blade stabbed him through the heart. The morbidly obese ninja stared into his enemy’s eyes as the life drained from him, and twisted the sword slowly between his ribs.

  


  
    Before Basu gained all the weight, he was the deadliest corporate ninja in the electronics industry. After his weight went over 700 pounds, he also became the meanest.
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    Basu viewed the little screen on his iKatana and scrolled through the information he had retrieved from the dead ninjas.


    Something wasn’t right. Of the data he had extracted, there was very little information on the Kakera Corporation. Basu figured these security ninjas would at least have security codes and maps of the building, but there was no sign of data. In fact, Basu had more information on Kakera than these employees did.


    After decrypting a couple of emails from their sentbox, Basu figured it out. He grunted as he leaned over a dead body and ripped a sleeve from its shoulder, revealing a tattoo of a smiley-faced teardrop. It was the Gomen company logo. These ninjas he had just killed were not employees of the Kakera Corporation. They were Gomen corporate ninjas in disguise.


    Basu switched his iKatana to camera mode and took a digital photo of the tattoo. Then he went inside.


    The top floor of the building was filled with dead bodies. There were twenty, perhaps thirty, dead Kakera ninjas littering the hallway. It was as if they had had their last stand here. Their iKatanas were all fried. The Kakeras probably knew they had no chance of winning and set the CPUs on their swords to self-destruct mode before their final battle began. Basu didn’t see any Gomen corpses, so it must have been total annihilation.


    Basu shifted his massive weight from side to side. He took three packets of mayonnaise out of a pouch on his uniform and squirted them through his thick crusty lips. As he rolled the white goop on his tongue, he put his iKatana on phone mode and called his employer at the Oekai corporate headquarters.


    The phone picked up after one ring.


    “Moshi moshi,” said a raspy voice on the other end.


    Basu swallowed the mayonnaise.


    “We’ve got a problem,” Basu said. His voice was deep and soft. He didn’t speak very much, so his vocal cords were tender and smooth.


    “Tell me,” said his boss.


    “The Gomen knew about the piggy bank,” said Basu. “They beat me here.”


    There was a pause.


    “Go after it,” said his employer. There was no emotion to his tone at all. “This is a Class A mission. If you fail to retrieve the piggy bank you will be fired.”


    Fired was another word for executed.


    Basu grunted into the phone. Then he turned it off.
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    Basu slid a small coin-sized disc from the bottom of the handle of his iKatana. The disc read iPet. When he turned it on, a plump green holographic frog appeared in his hand. It flicked its webbed feet and blinked its buggy eyes.


    Kero-kero, croaked the cyber-frog.


    Basu lifted the iPet to his face and frowned at it as if it were a fly that had landed on his cheeseburger. The cyber-frog stared back at Basu with a big cartoon smile.


    Kero-kero, croaked the cyber-frog.


    On the iKatana, Basu entered in the specs of the piggy bank, and then set the frog on the ground. The cyber-frog kero-keroed, spun around, and then hopped as fast as lightning down the hall.


    Basu flew after it. He passed through blood-splattered hallways, hopping over several dead ninjas. All of the bodies were ninja. No other employees were in the building. It was against corporate ninja code to kill the daytime employees, which was why the ninjas worked night shift.


    The cyber-frog hopped against walls and against the ceiling as it went. It hopped into a stairwell, and spiraled down twenty flights of stairs. Basu hopped after it, jumping down each flight, cracking the concrete under his heels every landing.


    They soared across a sky bridge and went into the next building over. On the bridge, Basu looked over the edge, down into the abyss below. It stretched dozens of miles down. He could not see the bottom.


    The next building was empty. There were no dead bodies here. This section of building belonged to a company that did not have a ninja staff, and therefore all employees had gone home for the evening.


    The cyber-frog stopped in a wide-open lobby with gray plastic couches and kidney-shaped coffee tables. It hopped slowly up and down, waiting for Basu to retrieve it. As he sucked the holographic frog back into its disc, he saw a familiar face. He slid the disc into a pocket and squinted his eyes to be sure.


    Across the room, through a glass wall, in a conference room, there was a man in a black suit surrounded by six Gomen ninjas.


    The Gomen ninjas were not dressed like Kakeras. They were in their usual Gomen uniforms: brown leather shoes, a tan face mask, and a grayish-blue collared business-casual polo shirt tucked into khaki pants.


    The man in the black suit stood taller than the others. He was as thin as a stickbug and had the head of a black bird.


    He went by the name of Crow, but Basu knew him by his true name.
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    Cosmetic surgery had reached the point where humans could alter their appearance to look like anything their imaginations desired. People could change their genders with 100% accuracy, they could change their race, and they could change their age, even to that of a child’s. Ten years ago, a trend popped up where people started getting cosmetic surgery to resemble animals. They altered their skin to look like snake scales, stretched their necks as long as those of giraffes, got extra limbs attached, and even got operations that turned them into actual swimming mermaids.


    Crow had the operation to make himself look like a black bird. Although his entire body was human-shaped, he was covered in feathers. He had black beady eyes, a long hooked beak, and thin black claws at the ends of his fingers. Not a part of his operation, Crow also had a long scar running down the side of his face and through one of his eyes.


    Basu and Crow had known each other for a long time. As he saw Crow blinking his black marble eyes, Basu wished he had permission to kill him. He squeezed his sausage fingers into a fist so hard the veins popped out of the back of his hand. There was nothing Basu wanted more on the planet than to kill this man, but it was something he could not do.


    Two years ago, Crow had been promoted from ninja to an executive position in the Gomen Corporation. It was against ninja code to kill an executive of a company unless given explicit instructions from a CEO. No matter how much he wanted it, Basu could not kill Crow unless he was sent on an assassination mission explicitly calling for his head. Since there were fewer and fewer assassinations assigned, Basu had given up hope of ever getting a chance to kill him.


    Crow was going to be a problem. When he was a ninja, he was the only man in the industry as deadly as Basu. But that was before Basu gained all the weight and before Crow became untouchable. Now, Crow would definitely have the upper hand in a fight.


    Basu glared at his old rival. He watched his smug little crow head pacing the conference room, squawking at his men.


    Crow dug his bird-like fingers into his suit and pulled out a small black sickle attached to a chain. He swung the sickle in a circle as he paced. Basu recognized the weapon. It was Crow’s weapon of choice. When he was a ninja, he used to fight with it in addition to his iKatana. Basu could see that Crow no longer had a need for an iKatana, though. He had implanted an iPalm into his left hand, a common implant among executives.


    After Basu’s fingers eased out of his fist, he went in for a closer look.
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    Being morbidly obese made it difficult for Basu to use his stealth ability. He had to find shadows large enough to hide his size. The largest shadow in the room was only a few feet wide and only became thinner the closer it got to the conference room.


    Only part of his body was concealed by shadow. His large round belly was sticking out in the light as he inched his way toward the conference room. The Gomen ninjas were too distracted by Crow’s intimidating chain sickle to notice him, and Crow was too absorbed in his own squawking. That’s what Basu was counting on. He hoped it would last.


    Once he got a clear view of the conference room, Basu scanned the area for the piggy bank. He was looking for something made of iron, something that was about seventy pounds.


    There wasn’t anything like that in the room. There was only Crow, his six ninjas, and the usual things one would find in a conference room. Basu examined more carefully. Then, as Crow paced away from the table, two new people came into view. There was another man in a suit. He had purple tentacles for hair and held a small device. There was also a little boy sitting next to him.


    Basu wondered if the device the man held was the piggy bank. It was the size of a brick and had a small computer on its front. Then Basu realized what the device was. It wasn’t the piggy bank. It was a mechanism for opening the piggy bank.


    He watched what the tentacle man was doing with the device. He was putting it on the boy’s chest, then taking it off of his chest and examining it, then typing on its keyboard.


    Basu looked closer at the boy. He was about eight years old, wearing yellow shorts, tennis shoes, and a blue baseball cap. His Hawaiian shirt was pulled up and held in his teeth. The flesh underneath the boy’s shirt was exposed. It wasn’t flesh. It was iron. The boy was made of wrought iron. The little boy was the piggy bank.


    Basu was close enough to turn the volume up on his iKatana so that he could hear inside of the conference room. He watched the man with the tentacles as he fidgeted desperately with the device.


    “Is it ready yet?” squawked Crow, swinging the sickle over his head as though threatening the tentacled man with it.


    “Almost,” Tentacles said.


    Basu could hear a ticking noise. It was coming from the boy. After a minute, the ticking began to slow.


    “I need a wind-up,” said the boy.


    Tentacles slapped the boy across his cheek, then lowered his hand down to the metal section of his body and twisted the key on his hip until he was ticking at full pace again.


    The boy sniffled. He did his best to stop himself from crying. His hands were tied behind his back. He wasn’t able to wipe the tear of snot about to drip out of his nose.


    “Okay,” Tentacles said, smiling with razor teeth, “It’s ready.”


    Crow put his sickle away.


    “Good,” he said. “Open him up.”
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    Basu knew it was his only shot. He charged from the shadows and smashed through the glass wall of the conference room, then decapitated the tentacle-haired man before he got a chance to open the piggy bank.


    Before the Gomen ninjas could react, Basu scooped up the machine boy and flew out of the room.


    “What the …” Crow squawked, then he turned to his men, who had not even drawn their iKatanas yet. “Go after him!”


    Basu flew through the building, the little boy dangling out of his flabby armpit. The boy stared up at him with wide eyes and a drooped open mouth.


    Two ninjas quickly caught up to him, swinging their blades like reapers. Basu defended sloppily. Besides holding the boy, he was also preoccupied with trying to type an email on his iKatana. He needed to message for back up.


    Before the email was sent, Basu’s sword began to flicker. He looked down at it. The monitor on the handle was showing dozens of programs opening and closing at once, spamming up the CPU usage so much that he couldn’t do anything with it.


    Basu cursed the ninjas as he realized what they had done. Their iKatanas had been tipped with a computer virus that had broken through his firewall and infected his CPU. Basu stopped running and spun around, letting one of the ninjas charge right into his sword.


    He wasn’t able to get his weapon out of the dead ninja in time to defend against the other attacker’s sword, so he caught the blade with his teeth and grabbed the ninja by the head. Basu’s belly jiggled as he snapped the man’s neck and tossed his corpse at the four ninjas flying toward him.


    Basu turned and went for the elevator. He kicked a hole in the doors and then pried them open. Sweat as thick as engine grease oozed out of his flesh.


    The machine boy raised his eyebrows as he looked over the edge. Then his blue cap fell off of his head and floated slowly down the elevator shaft. He couldn’t see the bottom. It went hundreds of stories down.


    Crow glided into the room like a locust and landed thirty feet away from Basu. His chain sickle spiraled in the air as he pitched it. The chain on the sickle stretched out of Crow’s sleeve, making it all thirty feet to Basu.


    But as the four ninjas arrived at the elevator, Basu tossed one of them in front of the chain sickle. It hooked into the man’s shoulder. As Crow pulled on the chain, the man flew backward like a fish being reeled out of the water. He went over Crow’s shoulder, smashed through the window behind him, and dropped into the abyss.
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    Basu picked up the boy and jumped down the elevator shaft. He fell like a cannon ball, his sweat droplets raining upward into the boy’s face.


    On the way down, Basu grabbed the blue baseball cap, floating like a parachute in midair. Then he put it back on the boy’s head and the boy smiled, patting the top of his hat.


    After about thirty floors, he pushed off the side of the wall and crashed through an elevator door. He flew out of the building, across another sky bridge, through a few more buildings and a few more sky bridges. Then they arrived in a crowded mall.


    The mall was old world. It was a large open room lined with rows and rows of vendors selling over-salted meats and curly vegetables. The people walked like zombies from booth to booth, buying random trinkets and bottles of soup.


    The machine boy grinned as Basu carried him through the mall like a football.


    Basu looked down and wondered what the heck the boy was smiling at. He frowned at him in the same way he frowned at the cyber-frog. Then he grunted.


    “You’re huge!” cried the boy, looking up at Basu with wide amazed eyes.


    Basu grunted.


    “You’re like the size of a bus!” said the boy.


    Basu squeezed him tightly in his armpit for saying that, but the squeezing only hurt Basu. The iron boy didn’t feel a thing.


    “That’s why they call me Basu,” he said. “It means bus.”


    “Oh,” said the boy, flicking the brim of his hat. “They call me Oki.”


    Crow and his remaining men entered the mall. Basu wasn’t surprised they were able to catch up with him. Crow was nearly impossible to escape. Basu knew he had to use a new trick, since Crow knew all of his old ones.


    Basu squeezed into a small space between booths. He squished the boy into his belly and climbed backward up the wall. His black outfit spread out until he looked like a black tarp connecting the two booths on his sides.


    Crow and his men split up and scanned the mall. One of the ninjas came up to the booth next to Basu, but he was looking behind the counter of the booth rather than above, as if he suspected the frizzy-haired vendor might have been hiding them. As the ninja stepped by, the machine boy started squirming against Basu’s gut. The sweat dripping onto the back of the boy’s neck was tickling him, making him giggle.


    Basu flexed his arms to hold the boy still and squeezed his breasts together to muffle his giggles. He hoped that the sound of the crowd was enough to cover up the sounds of the boy’s ticking mechanical body.


    The ninja didn’t notice. He lost interest and went back to the others.
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    Basu waited up there for another forty minutes. He wasn’t sure if Crow had left or if he had just pretended to leave and was really just waiting for Basu to come out of hiding. After forty minutes of holding the wiggling machine boy against his belly, Basu figured it was safe to get down. Once they were on the ground, the boy stretched and then wound himself up.


    “You’re greasy,” said the boy, drawing a smiley face in the sweat of a love handle sticking out of Basu’s suit.


    Basu grunted and swatted his finger away. Then he removed his hood and pushed a button on the neck of his shinobi shozoku ninja outfit. The ninja suit brightened and its colors transformed to appear as if he were wearing blue jeans and a white shirt. Even though Crow knew his true appearance, he figured he would have an easier time escaping the Gomen ninja if he blended in with the common citizens.


    He took the boy by the hand and walked him to a food cart that sold salami and sauerkraut tacos. He barged through the line, knocking furry-fleshed men and fish-eyed women out of the way. The other citizens didn’t stop him. Even though his ninja suit had been transformed, they could tell by his iKatana that he was ninja.


    The wrinkled bearded man at the stand was amazed at how many tacos Basu ordered. He ordered more than the man had. Basu ate the tacos as quickly as the man could make them. He squeezed mayonnaise from his pocket onto every bite.


    Oki stared up at the obese ninja with amazement as he watched him snort and grunt and swallow tacos whole.


    “Bus!” said the boy, tugging on his uniform. “Stop.”


    Basu looked down at the boy with one eye as he gorged on the food.


    “You can’t eat so much,” said the boy.


    The vendor tossed up two more tacos and Basu folded them together and stuffed them into his mouth.


    “Why?” Basu said with a full mouth, hairs of sauerkraut dangling over his lips.


    “If you eat so much there won’t be enough for anyone else,” Oki said, pointing to the long line of people behind them.


    Basu gave the other people in line a glance. They stepped back a little. Then Basu went back to eating.


    “I have to eat,” said the ninja.


    “But why?” said the boy. “No one eats that much.”


    “It’s important.”
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    Basu had to consume at least 45,000 calories every day. If he didn’t he would die. Three years ago he was stabbed with an iKatana that was laced with a nano-poison. The poison was completely impossible to extract once it got under the skin. Those poisoned with it would die in less than 48 hours after it hit the bloodstream. The only way to keep the poison from spreading was to consume 45,000 calories or more per day. The excess calories stunned the nanobots, and kept them from eating apart his body from the inside out.


    Although the poison could be survived this way, it was still widely used amongst corporate ninjas, because very few people were able to keep up with consuming 45,000 calories every day. And those who were able to eat so much food quickly became bedridden. They could no longer work and had to be taken care of by family members for the rest of their lives.


    Basu was the first ninja infected with the poison to ever continue working as a ninja. He exercised twice as hard every day to be able to move around his mass of flesh. He figured out ways to make his weight work for him as a ninja, rather than slow him down.


    He had to spend a lot of his day eating, but he grew to love the taste of greasy foods. He had had such a strict diet for most of his life, and now he was finally given a chance to indulge himself. The best part was that his company paid for everything he ate, so he could buy whatever his heart desired, as long as it was high in calories.


    There were times when Basu thought the nano-poison was the best thing that ever happened to him. But, other times, when his heart felt like a lump of rusted metal in his chest, he wished the poison would just finish him off and put him out of his misery.
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    After the taco cart was out of food, the other customers slinked away from the line. Oki saw their frowning faces and tugged on Basu’s uniform.


    “Look,” said the boy. “You made them all sad.”


    Basu grunted and walked the boy out of the mall. They went a few buildings down and then took an elevator up to a rooftop.


    “Where are we going?” Oki said.


    “I need to get you back to my company.” Basu looked down at his iKatana. The screen was frozen. He couldn’t even get it to reboot. “But we can’t go back until I get my sword cleaned of this virus.”


    “Oh,” said the boy.


    Then the boy said, “Why not?”


    “The Gomen will be waiting for us if we go back to my company.” Basu licked taco grease from the back of his hand. “They know who I work for.”


    “Oh,” said the boy, nodding his head.


    Then the boy said, “So where are we going?”


    “I know someone who can help,” Basu said. “She’s the only programmer I know who I can trust right now.”


    “Oh,” said the boy.


    Then the boy said, “Who is she?”


    “I’m not talking anymore,” Basu said. “You make my throat hurt.”
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    They went to the Japanese side of town. Basu didn’t know why they called it the Japanese side of town, since over 90% of the city was Japanese. Many of the Japanese people spread through the city weren’t born Japanese, though. A lot of people got cosmetic surgery to look Japanese. It was a popular racial trend. Everyone wanted to be Japanese to fit in. Nobody could tell the true Japanese from the modified Japanese, because the operations were so accurate and everyone was taught to speak fluent Japanese as children.


    The second most common race was a completely new race of human. They were called animese, which were people who got cosmetic surgery to look like anime characters.


    As they walked into a plaza of hover shops that floated in the space between four apartment buildings, Oki saw dozens of these anime-made-flesh people. They all had unrealistic curves and looked lighter than air. Their eyes were huge ovals and their mouths were tiny dots. Their flesh looked bleached of all color and texture.


    Some of the more traditional people were prejudiced against the animese. A hateful term for animese was bug-eye, because one undesirable effect of getting eye-enlargement surgery was that it caused the front of your eyeballs to hang nearly an inch out of the sockets.


    Oki had never seen anything like them before. He held Basu’s hand tightly as they passed a trio of anime girls. When the girls laughed, their giant eyes became thin slits and their tiny mouths turned into giant gaping holes that took up most of their faces. Their laughing faces made Oki shiver and hide behind the mammoth ninja.
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    Basu took him to a shop on the edge of the hovering plaza. The shop had a sign that read, Hollow World. Hollow was a cutesy way of spelling holo, as in holographic video games. There was another sign that read, closed.


    “No one’s here, Bus,” Oki said.


    “She’s here,” Basu said.


    After a few minutes of knocking, the door opened. Oki scooted behind Basu’s knees as he saw who was at the door. It was another anime girl. She had bright pink hair, and a white schoolgirl uniform with a blue skirt hiked up so high you could see part of her Hello Kitty panties. Unlike most of animese women, her breasts weren’t actually bigger than her head.


    She took a long look at Basu.


    “Chiya,” Basu said.


    “Basu,” the woman said.


    They glared at each other for a few minutes.


    Then the woman burst into the giggles of a hyperactive teenager.


    “Basu-Basu!” she cried, and then sprang into the air and landed on his chest.

  


  
    She wrapped her arms around his neck, her legs around his back, kissing his chubby forehead and bouncing her cartoonish butt on top of his belly.


    “Where have you been?” she cried with a wide-open mouth.


    Basu grunted.


    Then the anime woman saw Oki hiding behind him.


    “Oh, wow!” she said, jumping off of Basu’s stomach and approaching the boy.


    “Hi, there!” she said. “I’m Chiya Takahashi! It’s the greatest pleasure to meet you!”


    Then she cocked her head to the side and gave him a kawaii peace sign.


    “I’m Oki,” said the boy, and then buried his eyes in Basu’s hip.


    “I’m sure we’re going to be the greatest of friends!” she said.


    Then she scrambled them into her shop and closed the door.
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    Hollow World was a game shop as a front. Chiya made most of her money when the shop was closed. She was a specialist in creating programs for iKatanas and other computerized weaponry. Besides being a shop, Hollow World was also Chiya’s personal hover-bus and apartment.


    Once inside, Basu handed Chiya his sword.


    “It’s been hit with a nasty virus,” Basu said. “I think it’s something new.”


    “Hmmm …” Chiya examined the sword. “I doubt it. How many days do I got?”


    “I need it right now,” Basu said.


    “Of course,” Chiya said.


    She put the iKatana on a desk littered with tiny computers and purple teddybears dressed in little homemade leather bondage outfits. Then she noticed Oki was shaking.


    “Whoa,” she said with her mouth drooping to the bottom right corner of her face. “What’s wrong, little guy?”


    Oki wouldn’t speak.


    “He’s frightened,” Basu said. “He’s never seen an animese woman before.”


    The anime woman laughed with gyrating shoulders. “Where the heck has he been?”


    “He’s had a sheltered life,” Basu said.


    Then he lifted the child’s shirt to reveal his wrought iron body.


    Chiya leaned in for a closer look.


    “Oh!” she said. “A live piggy bank! Wow! I’ve never seen one before.”


    “What is he, exactly?” Basu said. “My boss never told me I was to retrieve a child.”


    “He probably didn’t know,” she said, talking out of the side of her mouth with one raised eyebrow. “Piggy banks are rarely children.”


    Chiya looked down and examined the boy’s body. Oki shuddered as she wiped her finger along his neck to where his flesh met with metal. Then she squeezed his arms and legs, feeling where his body connected with the machine. His entire torso was metal. His limbs and head were flesh. He didn’t have any sexual organs. Then her finger went to his hip. She grabbed his key and wound him up.


    As she listened to the ticking in his chest, she said, “They use piggy banks to save important information. They are mechanical rather than electronic so that it is completely impossible to hack into them and retrieve the information. If you try to break into them by force the information is destroyed.”


    Basu grunted.


    She looked over at him, her pupils widening across the whites of her eyes. “And the reason they call them piggy banks is because you can only open them once.”


    “Once?” Basu said.


    “You can put as much data as you want inside,” she said. “But to retrieve the information you have to break the bank that holds it.”


    Basu frowned at the mechanical boy.


    “I see,” Basu said. “If he is opened then he will die.”


    “Correctomundo,” she said, winking her giant eye at the mechanical boy.


    Basu frowned and then grunted.


    Oki pulled his shirt down over his metal chest and stepped away from the animese girl.
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    Basu was quite familiar with the Kakera Corporation. He knew they were something of an anomaly in the industry. Instead of putting most of their money into hiring the best ninja, they put their money into research. With a weak defense and a wealth of secrets, the Kakera Corporation made a prime target for the ninjas of other electronics companies. Especially for companies such as Gomen, who put all their money into ninjas and weaponry instead of research, relying solely on stealing the technology of their competitors.


    The anomaly of Kakera was that they have used their research to create new ways of keeping their information safe. They learned early on that a strong ninja defense was never strong enough. So they began inventing technologies, such as the piggy banks, that would protect their information even if it fell into the wrong hands.


    Oki was the ultimate piggy bank. In order to steal the information, a competitor would have to murder a child. Very few companies were cut-throat enough to kill children in order to steal secrets.


    Although Basu had not known that the piggy bank was going to be a young boy, he had known that it possessed an incredible wealth of information. It contained all of the new products that Kakera planned to put into development, but did not yet have the funds to move forward with. This was the curse of Kakera. They had brilliant ideas for products, but never had enough funding to move their projects forward. It would take a bigger company, such as Gomen or Oekai, to make them work.


    Oekai and Gomen were the two largest companies in the industry. Whichever one ended up with the piggy bank would get so far ahead in the game that it would bury the other in less than a year. Basu knew the Gomen were going to do whatever it took to get the piggy bank back.
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    Chiya got right to work on his iKatana. For safety purposes, Chiya put her store into hover-bus mode and detached from the plaza. She wanted to stay on the move to make it harder for the Gomen to find them. Basu agreed it was a good idea. Her plan was to move the bus once an hour to a different side of town.


    While Chiya worked, she gave Basu access to her kitchen and he made full use of it. He pulled every bit of meat she had out of the freezer: three packages of bacon, six tubes of sausage, a bag of meatballs, and some ahi tuna steaks. He fried them all up in the same skillet, draining the grease into a coffee can that he put in the refrigerator.


    Basu wasn’t sure why Chiya had so much meat in her freezer. She wasn’t much of a carnivore. It looked like it had been there for a long time, as if she had kept it in there just in case he came back.


    On the two-seat dining table, Basu shoveled the greasy meats into his mouth from a serving platter. He had a fork in each hand. Oki sat across from him, watching with bemusement. The machine boy leaned forward in his chair with his chin in his hands, hanging on the ninja’s every movement.


    “How do you fit it all in?” Oki asked.


    Basu grunted at him with a full mouth of chewed sausage.


    Oki’s stomach started to growl within his metal torso. He touched his cold hard belly.


    “Can I have some?” Oki asked.


    Basu stared up at him. He chewed for a while and then swallowed.


    “Do you even need to eat?” Basu asked.


    The boy nodded. “Of course I do.”


    Basu angrily stabbed down on his mountain of meat with a fork, splattering grease across the table like a small bomb had just gone off. The boy sat up straight in his chair, wondering what he had done wrong. Basu pulled his fork out of the pile. There was a meatball on the end of it. He handed the fork to Oki and then went right back to shoveling food into his mouth. With one fork missing, he used his bare hand to pick up sausages and squeeze them into the side of his mouth as he chewed.


    Oki smiled at the meatball on the fork. He twisted it around in his hand, spinning it in circles as he nibbled around the edges.


    After Basu had finished eating, he took the meat grease out of the fridge. It had congealed into a white paste that he scooped out with a butter knife and spread on four slices of toast. He added cinnamon and sugar and called it dessert.
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    After dinner, Oki and Basu sat on the couch together. Oki looked up at Basu. The size of Basu never ceased to amaze the boy.


    “What’s that for?” Oki asked, pointing at a hover-scooter in the corner of the room.


    Basu grunted.


    Oki kept staring at him, waiting for an answer.


    “It’s for flying,” Basu said.


    “Is it fun?” Oki asked.


    Basu grunted.


    They stared at the floor for a while.


    “So what do you do for fun?” Oki asked. “Besides fighting and eating.”


    Basu grunted.


    “Do you have any roboplex dolls?”


    Basu grunted.


    “What about turbo balls?”


    Basu grunted.


    “Holo-cards?”


    Basu let out a long grunt. Then a short one.


    “You know what your problem is?” Oki said. “You don’t know how to have fun.”


    Basu looked at him.


    Oki pointed at his metal chest. “I try to have at least a little bit of fun every single day. You should try it. If you had more fun things to do maybe you wouldn’t eat so much.”


    They sat in silence for a few minutes. Basu looked around the room. Then he pulled the iPet disc out of his pocket and turned it on. The cartoon cyber-frog caught Oki’s attention as it popped up into the air and landed on Basu’s lap.


    The plump cyber-frog looked at Oki with a big cartoon smile. It hopped up into the air and did a flip for him. Oki moved closer. The frog flipped again. Then again. It smiled every time it flipped.


    Oki looked up at the obese man.


    Basu winked at him. Then he looked down at the flipping frog, then back at Oki, and back at the frog. Then Basu smiled and grunted a little laugh.


    “What?” Oki said.


    Basu grunted and looked down at the frog. Then grunted a louder laugh.


    “What?” Oki repeated. “Is that supposed to be fun or something?”


    Basu stopped smiling.


    Oki laughed. “That is the dumbest toy I’ve ever seen. Look at it.”


    Oki pointed at the frog as it smiled and hopped.


    “That toy’s for babies!” Oki said.


    Oki burst into more laughter, pointing at Basu.


    Basu frowned.


    “You play with a baby toy!” Oki teased.


    Then Basu grunted angrily. He snatched the cyber-frog out of the air, flicked it off, and put the disc back into his pocket. Then he jumped off of the couch and stomped out of the room, while Oki lay on his back kicking his feet up in the air with laughter.


    


  


  [image: Screen shot 2011-06-30 at 4.21.54 PM]


  
    



    Basu ran into Chiya in the kitchen.


    “I need to get some sleep,” she said, rubbing her swollen eyelids.


    She yawned so wide her mouth became the size of a dinner plate.


    “Is it done?” he asked.


    “Not yet,” she said. “You’ll have to spend the night. I’ll finish in the morning.”


    “I needed it done by now,” he said. “Oekai is expecting me back tonight.”


    “You’re not getting it done tonight,” she said.


    Basu sighed. He didn’t feel comfortable out on the streets without a functioning CPU on his iKatana.


    “Okay,” Basu said.


    She stepped away from him and went to the counter to pour herself some sake.


    Basu looked out of the hover-bus window, examining the vast landscape of lights and buildings. He knew that Crow was out there somewhere, looking for him. He knew that before this mission was over, he was going to have to face him again.
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    Crow and Basu had known each other for years, back when they went by their real names, before Crow became birdlike and Basu became morbidly obese. Crow’s name was Susumu. Basu’s name was Keigo.


    They went through training together and both graduated at the top of their class. Both were recruited by the same company, Arashi Industries. They moved up the ranks together. They became Arashi Industries’s star employees and each became a general of his own small army. They wore the burgundy-red suits and red ties that were the signature uniform of the Arashi. They wore the white five-horned masks of the Arashi ninja.


    Although they thought of themselves as equals, Keigo was considered the company’s champion and Susumu was considered his understudy.


    Keigo was stronger and a little faster with a sword, but Susumu was smarter, cleverer, and quicker at working the computer functions on his iKatana, not to mention that he was proficiently ambidextrous and could fight with a chain sickle in his left hand while swinging a sword with his right. Susumu also had twice the number of kills over Keigo. But Keigo was still regarded as the deadliest ninja in the industry.


    Susumu resented the fact that his talents were not fully recognized by his employer. He resented Keigo for making more money. In time, Susumu grew tired of Arashi Industries, and eventually he grew tired of his friend Keigo.


    Their friendship ended the day Susumu became Crow. After a couple years in Keigo’s shadow, Susumu decided to show the world he was the industry’s true champion ninja. He broke his sworn oath to stay forever loyal to Arashi Industries. He sold company secrets to the Gomen Corporation and helped with a hostile takeover that resulted in the largest company war of the decade.

    One day, Keigo walked into a meeting and discovered the conference room filled with headless executives. They were sitting around the table in their red suits and red ties, their posture straight and alert, their hands folded neatly in front of them. But their heads weren’t attached to their necks. They were on the table in front of them, staring at each other with blank eyes.

  


  
    Aside from the dead executives, there were three men standing in the room. Two were Gomen in business-casual ninja outfits. The third was a man with a crow head wearing the Arashi Industries red suit and tie.


    Keigo raised his iKatana and pointed it at the black-feathered man.


    “I’m so happy you could get here on time, Keigo,” said the crow man.


    Keigo took off his mask. “How do you know who I am?”


    The crow man cocked his head and pointed the handle of his iKatana at him. “Everybody knows the great Keigo of the Arashi.”


    Keigo lifted his sword, ready to strike at any second. “Who are you? Why do you disgrace the Arashi by wearing that uniform?”


    The crow man hopped up onto the conference table and clicked across with his black bird feet.


    “You think you’re so strong, don’t you, Keigo?” said the crow man. “But you’re not the best. You’ve just made everybody think you’re the best.”


    The crow pulled a black chained-sickle out of his suit. Keigo recognized the weapon. He looked up at the crow man. Then he recognized the suit he was wearing. He recognized a tone in the crow’s voice.


    “Susumu?” Keigo said.


    The crow paused. It was as if he was smiling, but no smile could be seen with a beak on his face.


    Then the crow attacked. Clinking metal sounds ripped through the air as the chain sickle flew at Keigo. Jumping two feet back, Keigo knocked the sickle out of the air with his iKatana.


    “Susumu was a fool,” said the crow. “He no longer exists. I am Crow.”


    Crow struck again with his sword. Keigo dodged. The sword sliced less than an inch away from his throat.


    “Susumu,” Keigo said, dodging the attacks. “What have you done to our executives?”


    The sickle was reeled back toward Crow’s black claw fingers, cutting into Keigo’s shoulder.


    “They were fools, too, Keigo,” said Crow. “It is shameful to be a fool. I put them out of their misery.”


    The two Gomen ninja joined the fight, forcing Keigo to defend against all three men, but Keigo would not yet take the offensive.


    “Susumu, you are my closest friend,” Keigo said. “What have you done?”


    Crow twirled his sickle like a helicopter blade, holding it in front of him as if using it as a shield.


    “What have I done?” said Crow. “What have you done? I’m not the one responsible for turning these men into fools. It was you. You made them believe that you were the strongest ninja in the industry when we both know that you are not. You have disgraced yourself and Arashi Industries. Neither of you should be allowed to live.”


    Keigo composed himself. “I see. You could no longer advance with me in your way. I understand.”


    Then Keigo sliced the sword-arm off of one of the Gomen. Blood exploded onto Keigo’s red suit. The Gomen stood there, shrieking in agony, staring at the red fluid geysering out of his stump across the conference table.


    “If killing me is the only way you can prove your honor,” Keigo said, “then I must not deny you this fight. As my closest friend, I owe you this much.”


    Crow’s sickle stopped twirling and shot out of his hand at Keigo, wrapping around his sword arm.

  


  
    “Fuck honor,” Crow said. “This is about revenge.”


    Crow yanked on Keigo’s arm and pulled him closer. As Keigo was reeled into range, Crow swung his iKatana and carved a wedge of meat out of Keigo’s thigh. Blood mixed with his burgundy uniform.


    Keigo cried out and slashed at Crow with his iKatana, but Crow’s new body was faster than his old one. The sword passed over his feathered head and decapitated the screaming armless ninja beside him.


    Crow back-flipped onto the conference table and swept the room with his chain sickle. Keigo ducked, but the other Gomen ninja coming up behind him was not fast enough. The chain wrapped around the ninja’s neck three times and then the sickle stabbed into his throat. The Gomen wheezed and drooled blood, struggling to free himself from the metal noose.


    Keigo took the opportunity to lunge at Crow. He jumped up on the table and slashed at Crow’s chest. The red suit ripped open and black feathers spilled into the air. Crow’s red tie dropped to the ground. The front of his suit slid off like a slice of cheese.


    “You don’t deserve to wear that uniform,” Keigo said.


    “It doesn’t matter. I’m Gomen now.”


    With that, Crow yanked on his chain sickle, ripping the Gomen ninja’s head from his neck. Keigo dodged the severed head at the end of the sickle as it swung toward him, giving Crow a chance to click his iKatana into nano-poison mode.


    The head fell off the sickle and rolled down the table. Keigo saw an opening. He hacked down on the chain of Crow’s signature weapon in an attempt to render it useless. But Crow managed to spin the chain, wrapping Keigo’s iKatana, disabling Keigo’s weapon instead. Then Crow stabbed Keigo through the belly with his sword.


    Keigo fell to his knees.


    “It’s the end,” Crow said.


    Crow stepped away from his ex-friend as blood leaked out of his body and tiny nanobots began spreading through his bloodstream.


    Keigo could feel the poison. It was a sparkling sensation that crawled through his wound and up his spine.


    “You and Arashi Industries are a thing of the past,” Crow said, hopping off of the conference table and turning on a wall monitor.


    The monitor displayed a scene of the Arashi lobby. Two dozen ninjas in red suits were battling perhaps a hundred Gomen ninjas. The Arashi were falling quickly. They fought in three inches of blood.


    Crow went back to Keigo. “I wanted you to see this. Those are your men dying out there. All of the Arashi men who were loyal to me are now in Gomen uniforms, fighting against the Arashi.”


    Keigo tried to build up his strength, just enough strength to swing his sword one last time. If he could defeat Crow he would be able to die with honor. But his strength wasn’t coming back to him. He lay on his stomach, holding his iKatana tightly beneath him.


    Crow made him watch as the Gomen defeated his men. He waited until every last one of them was dead. Then he turned the monitor off. He went to Keigo.


    “It’s too bad it happened this way,” Keigo said, then coughed up a line of blood. “You were my closest friend. I wish circumstances never would have led you on such a dishonorable path.”

  


  
    Crow lifted his sword.


    “Honorable or dishonorable,” he said. “It’s still progress.”


    Then Crow swung his sword. Keigo push-upped off of the conference table, elevating his body three feet off the surface. Crow’s sword missed and gave Keigo an opening.


    Keigo’s iKatana swung out to his side, slicing across the right side of Crow’s face. It cut through his feathered cheek, through his forehead, through his beady black eye.


    Crow screeched and stepped back. Keigo ran. He didn’t have the strength to fight anymore. He just ran. He had the nano-poison running through his veins and he knew the only way he could survive was to eat. He had to eat as much high-calorie food as he possibly could.
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    Basu thrashed himself awake, clutching his chest. He threw off the sweat-stained covers and sat up on the edge of the octagon-shaped bed. He leaned over and took deep breaths, holding his heart to make sure it was still beating.


    Chiya sat up behind him and wrapped her arms around his neck. She pressed her naked breasts against his sweaty back and leaned her cheek on his shoulder.


    “You’re still having your attacks,” she said.


    Basu took a few more deep breaths before answering.


    “It’s just sleep apnea,” he said.


    She rubbed her fingers through his hair and down the folds on the back of his neck.


    “That’s what you always used to say,” she said, her voice like a hum against his left ear.


    Basu closed his eyes and fell backward in the bed, breaking free of her embrace.


    The anime woman laid her head on his chest and listened to his heart. “You can’t keep going like this. It’s going to kill you.”


    He placed his baseball-mitt-sized hand onto her back. “You know I’ll die if I stop.”


    “You just need to eat less cholesterol,” she said. “Eat more sugars. Cut out the saturated fats. Try eating foods with omega-3 fatty acids like salmon and tuna. I have some ahi tuna steaks in the freezer if you want some.”


    “I already ate them,” he said.


    “Yeah, with bacon and sausage …” she said.


    Basu let out a long sigh.


    “You used to be so sexy,” she said, rubbing the hairs on his chest. “I wish you didn’t make me call you Basu.”


    “That’s who I am now,” he said.


    “I’m still working on a way to extract the nanos,” she said.


    “Don’t bother,” he said. “I’ll be long dead before you can figure that one out.”


    “I’ll do it,” she said. “You know I will.”


    Her tone of voice told him she didn’t even believe the words herself.


    Basu grunted.


    “Why don’t you stay with me?” she said. “For good this time.”


    Basu slid his arm off of her back. She lifted her head from his chest and looked at him inches away from his face, eye to enormous eye.


    “That piggy bank we got there in the other room has to be worth a fortune,” she said. “We can sell it and retire. We can move to Hawaii or somewhere in the Caribbean. I’ll figure out how to extract the nanos and you’ll get thin again. We’ll live in paradise, just you and me.”


    Basu pushed her off of him and stepped out of the bed. Then he pulled his pants on.


    She blinked her wide eyes at him.


    “I can’t just sell him,” Basu said.


    “Why not?” she said, her eyebrows curled and her mouth stretched wider across her face. “He’s going to die anyway, no matter which company ends up with him.”

  


  
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “It would go against the ninja code. My code.”


    “Screw your fucking code,” she said, throwing a pillow into his face and pulling the covers over her head like a 5-year-old.


    


  


  [image: Screen shot 2011-06-30 at 4.21.54 PM]


  
    



    Basu put his shirt on and went into the other room. Oki wasn’t asleep on the couch where they had left him. The blanket was on the floor. The front door of the shop was wide open.


    The bus hovered in open space between two buildings, so Oki could not have run away. Basu walked through the front door out onto the porch. Oki was sitting on the edge, staring down at the abyss below.


    Basu sat next to him. His weight rocked the bus back and forth as he plopped down. He put his finger up to Oki’s cheek and wiped a tear away.


    “You heard us?” Basu said.


    The machine boy nodded his head, still glaring down into the abyss. Basu was surprised he had been able to hear them. He wondered if the Kakera Corporation supplied the boy with superior hearing, perhaps so he could hear danger when it was coming his way.


    “She wants to kill me,” Oki said in a croaky voice.


    Basu grunted. “I won’t let her.”


    “You want to kill me, too,” the boy said.


    Basu looked away.


    “I don’t want to kill you,” he said. “But I don’t have a choice. It’s my duty.”


    Oki’s watery eyes shivered at Basu. “But why? Why is your duty so important?”


    Basu slapped Oki across the cheek.


    Oki jerked with shock, then trembled beneath the ninja’s fat angry face.


    “Have some dignity,” Basu said to the scared little boy. “Just as my role in life is to follow my company’s orders without question, it is your role in life to be a piggy bank. You were born to hold information and you will die once that information is needed. Accept your fate. It is the honorable thing to do.”


    Oki took a breath and wiped tears from his eyes. Basu stared down into the abyss below, watching his plump feet dangling in space.


    “It’s a long away down, isn’t it?” Basu said.


    Oki nodded.


    “What’s down there?” Oki asked, his eyes still tearing.


    “Miles down are the old streets,” he said. “We don’t use them anymore, except for waste disposal. You can still see the streets in smaller towns, outside of California, where buildings are far apart and only thirty stories tall.”


    “Thirty stories tall?” Oki laughed through his tears. “You’re making fun of me.”


    “No,” Basu chuckled. “There are many buildings out there that are even shorter than that.”


    Oki smiles. “I wish I could be on a building less than thirty stories high.”


    “Why?” Basu said.


    “So I could see the ground,” Oki said.


    “There’s nothing great about seeing the ground,” Basu said.


    “I don’t know,” Oki said. “I’ve never seen it before.”


    Basu looked down into the abyss. After a hundred stories, all he could see was a single point. The ground was farther down than his eyes could see.


    “There are a lot of things I’ve never seen,” Oki said.


    Basu didn’t know what to say to him. He lifted his arm to put it around Oki’s back, but changed his mind at the last second and leaned it against the post that held up the green canopy over the shop.


    “Bus?” Oki said.


    Basu grunted.


    “If I have to die,” Oki said. “Can you make sure that I get to see the ground first?”


    Basu grunted.


    The boy smiled up at the giant ninja and leaned against his shoulder. Basu looked down at him and patted him awkwardly on the head. He noticed that the boy’s ticking was beginning to slow, so he wound him up as far as he could.
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    In the morning, Basu awoke on the floor next to the couch with a tiny blanket on his stomach that might as well have been the size of a washcloth. Oki was not on the couch next to him.


    Basu went into the storefront section of the hover-bus, but it was empty apart from the shelves of holo-games. In the front of the hover-bus, he found Chiya driving. She was steering between buildings, circling.


    “What’s going on?” Basu asked. “Where’s Oki?”


    Chiya looked over at him and blinked her cartoon eyes slowly. Then turned back. “Probably asleep.”


    “In the bedroom?” Basu asked. “He wasn’t on the couch.”


    Chiya shrugged, driving the bus slowly through the open space between companies. Basu looked out of a window. He could see people inside of the buildings, eating cereal, kissing each other on the cheek, chatting with their children. It was the life of the daytime employees. It was a life that Basu, Chiya, and Oki would never know.


    “Is my sword ready yet?” Basu asked.


    Chiya shook her head. “Not yet.”


    “Why aren’t you working on it?” he asked.


    “Looking for a good spot to park,” she said.


    She drove the bus in circles. There were plenty of places for her to park.


    “You’re stalling,” Basu said.


    Chiya giggled. “What?”


    Basu grunted.


    Then he said, “You’re not finishing my sword on purpose. You think you might be able to convince me to sell the boy and run away with you if you had some extra time.”


    “That’s ridiculous,” Chiya said, rubbing her fingers against the sweaty steering wheel. “I am a professional.”


    She looked at Basu with her wide black pupils and then looked back at the sky.


    Basu squinted at her. He saw something in that look. Something he hadn’t seen before.


    “Wait a minute …” Basu said. “You’re stalling for another reason, aren’t you?”


    Chiya didn’t say anything. She relaxed her shoulders. Basu knew he was right.


    “You sold us out,” he said. “How could you of all people sell me out?”


    “Look …” She exhaled with mock irritation, then looked at him with slits for eyes. “I wasn’t selling you out. I just wanted to sell the piggy bank, so that we would have enough money to run away together.”


    “Who did you call?” he said.


    “I know that you want to be with me,” she said. “If I can just get you away from your job, this city, I know you’ll be happier.”


    Basu slammed his fist into the side window and it shattered into a spiderweb of cracks.


    “Who did you call?” he said.


    “Gomen,” she said.


    “What?” he cried, shoving his face into hers.

  


  
    “They’re the biggest company,” she said. “I knew they’d pay the most money for it.”


    Basu yelled out until his voice became scratchy and raw. Then he turned away from her, rocking the bus back and forth.


    He said, “You stupid, stupid bug-eye.”


    “Don’t call me bug-eye, fatass!” she said.


    “You think they’re actually going to pay you?” he said in a raspy voice. “They’ll kill you without a second thought.”


    “But I did it for you,” she said.


    “Why?” he said. “Why do anything for me? You’re my emergency katana programmer that I occasionally sleep with. We mean nothing to each other.”


    “I love you,” she cried.


    “Big fucking deal,” he said.


    As Basu turned to leave the room, Chiya jumped from the driver’s seat and charged him. She pulled a switchblade out of her boot and drove it into his hip.


    “What do you mean big fucking deal?” she shrieked into his ear.


    She wrapped her arm around his neck, squeezed her legs around his back, and stabbed him again in the chubby shoulder. Basu thrashed as if he had a spider crawling on him. His baggy arms couldn’t reach her.


    With no one at the wheel, the bus spun out of control. It ground against the side of a building, heading in a downward slope.


    “I’ve been waiting years for you,” she said, piercing the blade through a fold of fat on his neck. “You promised me.”


    Basu grunted at her. “When?”


    “When you were Keigo,” she said.


    He jerked forward and slammed her into the wall headfirst. She hit it with a clunk and fell to the floor.


    “I’m not Keigo anymore,” he said.
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    Basu took control of the hover-bus, and pulled it to a stop on the side of a sky bridge. He held the wound on his hip, his blood trailing across the carpet as he staggered through the bus to make sure Oki was okay. He went into the bedroom. It was empty. He went upstairs into the loft. It was empty. The storefront was empty.


    He noticed that the front door was open. He went out onto the porch. It was crushed in on itself, ripped apart when the bus had collided with the building. The boy wasn’t there. He hoped Oki hadn’t been out there when the bus went out of control.


    When he went back inside, he noticed that the hover-scooter was missing. The boy must have escaped.


    “Chiya, you bitch,” he said.


    He took the iKatana off of Chiya’s desk and turned it on. It seemed to be working fine. He wondered if she had finished it last night but pretended it still needed work.


    Basu left red footprints as he staggered back to the front of the bus. Chiya was regaining consciousness, rubbing the top of her head. Basu picked her up by the elbow and tossed her out of the cockpit into the storefront area. Then he closed the door.


    He couldn’t fit his massive weight into the driver’s seat, so he ripped it out and tossed it through the window. Then he squatted down and drove off, back to the area where Chiya had been circling.


    He pulled some mayonnaise packets out of his pants and squirted them into his mouth. Then sucked down four more packets. Then four more. The white goo mixed with the red blood on his fingers. Pink globules rolled down his chin, splattering his belly like bird shit.


    Basu grunted. He pulled his iPet disc out of his pocket and it flipped on. The plump cyber-frog sat in his hand with languid eyes, as if it were half-asleep.


    Kero-kero, it croaked, as if asking what the hell do you want now?


    Basu entered the specs into his iKatana and then held the cyber-frog out of the window. It pushed off of Basu’s palm and flew in a downward direction. The bus followed.
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    There was a loud bang on the roof of the hover-bus. Then another bang. Basu looked up, wondering what was happening. Then he saw them. Gomen ninjas were raining out of the sky. They jumped from the surrounding windows and landed on top of the bus. First there were just a few, then a dozen.


    “We’re under attack,” Chiya shouted through the door, pounding on it with her tiny white fist.


    Basu grunted at the door.


    He tapped a message for Oekai into his iKatana and clicked send. The message had his coordinates and situation. He knew his company would send backup as soon as they could.


    A Gomen ninja burst through the side window and flipped into an attack stance. Before Basu could strike, the Gomen tossed three pulse-shuriken into the dashboard. The shuriken sent a wave of electricity that short-circuited all of the electrical components in the dash, including the controls.


    The hover-bus started going down.


    Basu sliced the ninja across the chest and then dropkicked him through the wall of the bus. As the ninja fell into the abyss, he launched a grappling hook at Basu. It caught onto a chunk of fat in his chest.


    The ninja reeled himself in at the speed of a dart, flying back inside through the hole. He pulled three more shuriken out of his belt, holding them in the spaces between his four fingers. Then Basu cut off his head, before the shuriken had a chance to do any more damage.


    He wobbled back to the controls, but they were burnt. He couldn’t work the steering wheel. He couldn’t work the brake. Peeking his head out the window, he saw more and more ninjas falling out of the sky onto the bus.
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    In the storefront area, Basu found Chiya taking on five Gomens all by herself. There were two others on the floor, already dead.


    Chiya’s lightweight body cartwheeled backward three times, slicing the throat of one of the ninjas on the way. She pulled a small knife out of her boot and tossed it into a Gomen’s chest, right through the pocket of his polo shirt.


    At first, Basu thought she was doing really well. She had killed two of them in under a minute. But then he saw the gashes on her belly and the stab wounds between her ribs under her arm. She had been hit several times. Two of them were fatal wounds.


    She was struck again across her tiny anime nose and she tottered back, breathing rapidly. The angle of the bus was becoming sharper, and she was having difficulty keeping herself upright. She looked over at Basu.


    “What are you waiting for?” she cried. “Help me.”


    Basu grunted at her. Then he twisted his hip to show her the wound she had given him. He folded his arms and watched her.


    “Asshole!” she said, as a ninja flew at her.


    She blocked his attack, then stabbed him in the eye. The Gomen screamed as she pulled his eye out like a meatball on a fork. She yanked the eyeball off of her switchblade with her teeth and spit it at Basu.


    The obese ninja looked down at the eyeball and then up at Chiya as she gutted the screaming one-eyed man from his ribs to his scrotum. Then Basu stepped away from them and looked out of a window. The bus was coming down fast. Basu had to balance at a seventy-degree angle to keep from falling backward.


    Chiya stabbed one of the ninjas in the face, through his cheek into the brain. Then she slipped on her own blood and wobbled. The last Gomen ninja took the opportunity to fly at her with his sword, pointing straight for her heart. Chiya shrieked.


    The blade only entered her skin one centimeter. Basu caught the Gomen’s iKatana with his bare hand, stopping it from going all the way in. His palm dripped blood down the Gomen’s blade. The Gomen found himself shaking as he looked into Basu’s cold ink eyes.


    Basu grunted at the man, then he disemboweled him with his own sword.
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    “Why are we going down?” Chiya yelled, holding onto a kitchen cabinet.


    “Pulse shuriken,” Basu said.


    Chiya kicked her refrigerator.


    “We need to put it into manual,” she said. “I can do it if we have enough time.”


    “We don’t,” Basu said.


    “I have to try,” she said.


    Basu nodded.


    They balanced their way through the plummeting bus back to the cockpit and Chiya went straight to work. She held her wounds as she took a toolkit out of the glove box and crawled under the dashboard to assess the situation.


    As she worked, Basu looked out of the window. The light outside was getting darker and darker as they went down. If the surrounding buildings were just a little closer and they weren’t falling so quickly he would have been able to jump to safety. But it would be impossible to even try. Everything counted on Chiya getting the controls fixed. He could see the ground beginning to come into view. It was getting bigger and bigger. They were going down fast.


    “Hurry,” Basu said.


    Chiya’s fingers were slippery with blood as she pulled out electrical components and rearranged wires. It didn’t seem to Basu that she was making any progress at all.


    “It’ll be just a second,” she said.


    Basu could see the details of the ground now. He could see the miles of garbage that had piled up. There were mountains of green garbage bags, crushed vehicles, building debris, and even dead bodies that had been tossed out of windows by uncaring family members.


    Basu grunted down at Chiya.


    “Got it,” she said.


    Chiya jumped up to the controls and pulled back on the wheel. Basu balanced himself as the hover-bus straightened out.


    “We’re not going to make it,” Chiya said as she saw the mountains of garbage coming at her.


    “Shut up,” Basu said.


    The hover-bus rammed through a peak of trash and they both jerked backward. The wheel slipped out of Chiya’s bloody fingers and she fell on her knees. Basu grabbed the wheel and tried to straighten the vehicle. It hit another mountain of garbage and then flipped onto its side.


    Chiya screamed as she was tossed against a wall, breaking her wrist and pulverizing three ribs.


    Basu was able to keep his balance as the hover-bus hit a level plateau of garbage. The trash was so compressed that it was as solid as concrete. The front of the bus hit first, crushing the hood on impact and launching it into a roll. Sparks flew into the air as the bus spiraled across the plateau. It fell off of the edge and tumbled down a jagged slope into a basin.
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    Basu pulled debris out of his folds of fat. The windshield had broken open and filled the cockpit with decades-old trash. His nostrils quivered with the scent of salty mold and tangy copper. He stood up and examined his iKatana, making sure that it was still working adequately.


    He saw Chiya laying in a mess of broken dinner plates and petrified diapers. She was crinkled like newspaper, bones broken in so many places that they looked saw-like. Her arms were twisted into a knot. Her chest was caved in.


    In order to make animese people more lightweight, cosmetic surgeons reduced the density of their bones. This made them lighter and more flexible, but it also made them a lot more fragile.


    Chiya only had a few minutes left. Basu put her ragdoll hand into his and kissed her on her forehead with his thick crusty lips.


    “I always thought I could change you,” she said, her voice rough and whispery. It sounded like she had butterfly wings in her vocal chords. “I always thought I could cure you, get you back into shape. I always thought I could be with my Keigo again.”


    Basu grunted at her.


    “If only I had my Keigo back …” she said. “He would have been willing to make a change and leave this city with me.”


    Basu grunted softly.


    “But there’s no changing Basu,” she said. “There’s no changing this fat piece of shit.”


    He held her crumpled hand and waited for her to die. As he stared into her big wet eyes, he wondered what she saw when she looked at him. They’d known each other for a long time, but they never really spoke to each other much. The rare occasions that they spent the night together, they mostly just sat in silence. It was as if Chiya had filled in her own conversations during those silent moments. It was as if Chiya had been in a serious relationship with him for years, but she was the only one who knew about it.


    As consciousness dripped out of her anime eyes, all Basu could do to comfort her was grunt.
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    Outside the wrecked hover-bus, the air was thick. Basu looked above him. The buildings stretched so far up that he couldn’t see any sky beyond them. The lighting was very dim, but Basu was still able to see everything clearly. There were many lights in the buildings three hundred feet up, but the buildings close to the ground were dark and empty. Deserted. It had been decades since anyone had lived this close to the ground.


    A wave of pressure rose inside of Basu’s guts, causing him to freeze in his tracks. He had to take a crap. Another major setback of eating so much food was that he had to shit constantly, and it almost always came on suddenly, when least expected.


    “Not now,” Basu told himself.


    But he knew he couldn’t hold it. It wasn’t the first time he had a bathroom emergency in the wrong place, at the wrong time. He thought about using the bathroom on the crashed hover-bus, but decided against it. The Gomen ninja would surely be surrounding the area at any moment. Nothing was more difficult than trying to defend attackers while glued to a toilet seat.


    Basu hobbled between the garbage hills until he found a hidden cavern within a mountain of trash. He watched for Gomen ninjas as he pulled down his pants, making sure they hadn’t arrived on the scene yet, not that he would have been able to stop even if they were.


    His bowels exploded across the ancient soda cans and broken electronics. When he looked back, he saw that half of what was coming out of him was blood. A thick bright red blood that splashed in such a way that it appeared to have been punched out of him. Although the blood was possibly from the stab wounds to his belly, bloody stool was not uncommon for Basu.


    Because his diet consisted of large quantities of unhealthy fattening foods with hardly any fiber, his colon and intestines were in horrible shape. They were full of hemorrhoids and polyps, which were often torn open by all the stool passing through him, causing rectal bleeding.


    As he finished shitting and wiped himself with an old dirt-caked hairpiece, he stood up and took a few steps, then had to go to the bathroom again. This time it wasn’t just shit and blood that came out of him; there was also a fishy yellow discharge oozing down the back of his thighs. The rancid slime was from an infection of the hemorrhoids, which he got from time to time. Open wounds in the intestines very easily became infected.


    Basu wiped the thick fluid off of his legs with a half-melted Frisbee, and recoiled at the rotten smell when he brought it up to his nose. Whenever the fishy goop came out of him, Basu was forced to recognize what his horrible diet was doing to his body. Eventually, it was going to kill him.
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    As Basu came out of the cavern and examined his surroundings, he saw a pink cyber-chickadee fly past him with a big cartoon smile on its face. He grunted with confusion. Then he looked up and saw Crow in the sky, flying overhead on a hover-bike, chasing after the chickadee. Basu then realized the chickadee was an iPet that was going after Oki.


    Basu leapt thirty feet into the air across a garbage ravine and went after the floppy pink chickadee. He landed knee-deep in refuse. Then he launched himself upward again, trying to ignore the pain within his intestines.


    Crow sliced through the sky above him, his black tie rippling over his shoulder. He pointed his beak downward at Basu and squawked at him.


    The obese ninja jumped into the air and swung his iKatana. Crow’s hover-bike tilted sideways to avoid it. As Basu fell back down, Crow tossed three mine-shuriken at him. The projectiles exploded at Basu’s feet. Rubbish burst into the air and a mountain of garbage avalanched on top of him.


    By the time Basu pulled himself out of the refuse, the pink chickadee was too far away for him to see, and Crow was out of his range of attack. Four more Gomen ninja flew overhead on hover-bikes, catching up with their leader.


    Basu got right back to his feet and jumped frantically through the garbage landscape after them. His breath was becoming heavy, his heart was feeling squeezed within his chest, and his intestines felt so rotten that he imagined they were ready to turn into mush and slide out of his rectum.
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    By the time he caught up to Crow and the Gomen ninja, Basu was ready to collapse. He was a powerful killing machine when fighting in quick bursts, but he didn’t have a lot of stamina. Running long distances took a lot out of him.


    When Crow saw the state of Basu, he squawked a laugh. “You’re not the warrior you used to be, Keigo.”


    When Basu looked up, he saw Oki was with Crow. The boy was backed against a wall of ancient washing machines. The wrecked hover-scooter he had used to make his escape was on the ground twenty feet away. He was holding Basu’s smiling cyber-frog in his arms like a teddybear, tears falling down his cheeks. When Oki saw the obese ninja, his face lit up.


    “Bus!” Oki cried.


    Crow held the struggling child still.


    Basu stood up and held out his iKatana in one hand, his other hand holding the stab wound on his hip. Even after he developed his weight problem, he had never failed a mission before. He would not let Crow get away with the piggy bank.


    “Kill him off before he catches his breath,” Crow told the four Gomen ninjas next to him.


    The Gomen came at him quickly. The way they weaved through each other, flying like jets in formation, Basu could tell these were not ordinary ninjas. They were elite assassins. One of them wore a blue hood tucked into his polo shirt, one wore a red hood, another wore yellow, and the last wore purple.


    Although he would have no trouble dispatching any elite assassin in single combat, Basu knew it would be suicide to fight a group of them while they were in formation. In any other circumstance he would have chosen to retreat and wait for backup to arrive, but this time he didn’t have any other option but to fight them head on. If he could kill just one of them, that would weaken their formation enough to give Basu a chance. This was the strategy he chose as they swooped in on him like vultures.


    The lead assassin with the red hood broke away from the group and darted toward Basu as the others circled around him. Once he was in range, Basu took his hand from his hip wound and splashed blood into Red Hood’s eyes. Then he swung his iKatana.


    As the iKatana was about to make contact with Red Hood, Basu’s heart began to pump hard in his chest, as if the organ was struggling to break free from his ribcage. The force of Basu’s attack weakened. It felt to Basu as if his arm had started moving in slow motion. His horrible blood pressure had finally caught up to him.


    As the blade came down toward Red Hood, the assassin’s body exploded into black smoke and disappeared. Basu’s sword fell through the smoke without making contact. Then Red Hood reappeared on the right side of Basu and drove his iKatana through the obese man’s sword arm. Basu cried out, pulling his arm off of the blade. Then he sloppily swung his sword at the assassin, breathing rapidly as his heart pounded. Red Hood disappeared again.


    Before Basu could see him reappearing on his left, the assassin knocked Basu’s iKatana out of his hand and then pierced the blade into his enormous belly.


    “Bus!” cried Oki, struggling in Crow’s arms as the morbidly obese ninja fell to the ground.
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    The assassins hovered over Basu as a pool of blood formed beneath his mountain of flesh. Once they agreed he was dead, they started back toward Crow. But Basu was not yet dead. He had so much fat on his body that even though the assassin’s sword went all the way into his body, the blade still wasn’t long enough to hit any major organs. The morbidly obese ninja pushed himself up onto his hands and knees.


    When Crow saw him struggling to stand, he found it amusing. “You still have fight in you, eh Keigo? How many times must I have you killed before you actually die, you fat piece of shit?”


    Basu grunted. It was a soft wheezing grunt. As his heart continued to pound, rivers of sweat poured down his mounds of flesh, mixing with his blood, drenching his clothing.


    Crow flicked his beak at his men and the elite assassins returned to finish the ninja.


    As the assassins closed in around him, Basu got to his feet, staggering like a fat drunk. Without a sword, he would have to fight them barehanded. The blue-hooded assassin whipped around him, crossing the yellow-hooded assassin who whipped around to the other side. They were spinning their swords like batons.


    It was Purple Hood who struck first. He went for a decapitation strike, aiming for his neck, but Basu bent his body all the way back in order to dodge it. As his head leaned back, Basu’s belly swung forward, slamming into the assassin’s chest, knocking him ten feet off the ground. When Purple Hood fell, he landed on his feet unfazed and charged back into action.


    Blue Hood spit glowing green sludge on the back of Basu’s head. Like acid, the radioactive spit melted through his hair, burning his flesh. Green smoke billowed out of the wound. Basu charged head-first into Yellow Hood, hoping to knock the assassin down and wipe the toxic sludge off on him at the same time. But just as he made impact, the yellow-hooded assassin’s skin turned a white color and became as hard as stone.


    When Basu’s head slammed into Yellow Hood’s rock flesh, blood sprayed from his forehead and he tottered backward, his vision spinning, his rolls of fat flopping and jiggling as he staggered. He wasn’t sure if his dizziness was due to concussion or because his heart was becoming tighter and tighter inside of his chest.


    Blue Hood slashed Basu across the back as he was falling. Then smoke exploded in front of him as Red Hood appeared, slashing Basu across the chest. The four assassins surrounded him, taking turns striking, slashing into his hundreds of pounds of blubber. They didn’t go for his head or heart, just for his rolls of fat, as if they were toying with him, making a game of it.


    Oki watched from the crow man’s clutches as gash after gash appeared on Basu’s body. The boy looked up at Crow, who was watching with wide-eyed pleasure, licking the edges of his black beak with his pink human tongue, savoring the demise of his old friend.
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    As he was being sliced to shreds, Basu felt the fishy yellow discharge oozing out of his rectum into his pants. That was the final straw. He finally felt utterly hopelessly pathetic. He thought about how much of a wreck he had become, how much of a grotesque pile of shit he was.


    While staggering between the assassins, Basu grunted at himself. He wondered if he was just kidding himself when he thought he could still be a great ninja after gaining over five hundred excess pounds. Being that freakishly obese was a serious handicap for a human being. Of course he couldn’t take on the likes of the Gomen Corporation. He didn’t have the stamina or the agility of a ninja anymore. He was nothing but a blob with a sword.


    But as Red Hood stuck him in the ass with his sword, Basu snapped out of it. He stopped feeling sorry for himself. He wasn’t an overweight pile of shit. He was Basu. He was seven hundred pounds of total destruction. Nobody could defeat Basu. Not Crow, not anyone.


    Once Basu became morbidly obese, he decided to turn his weakness into a strength. He understood putting seven hundred pounds behind an attack was an incredibly powerful blow. He understood that he could kill a man just by landing on top of him. There were things he could do that no other ninja could do. He refused to give up and die. He would not let the assassins defeat him, nor Crow, nor his lack of stamina or his pounding heart. He would not give up. He was ninja. He was Basu.


    At that moment, the four assassins dove forward to deal their final blows, but the morbidly obese ninja leapt high into the air. As their swords clacked together, the assassins looked up at the man-blimp in the air above them. Three of the assassins dodged out of the way as Basu came tumbling back toward the earth.


    The fourth assassin, Yellow Hood, didn’t notice Basu’s enormous body falling on him until the last second. Yellow Hood used his power to change his skin into rock, to protect him on impact. But as Basu landed on Yellow Hood, the rock skin was not enough. Basu’s massive weight crushed Yellow Hood’s rock body into the ground, his innards splattering out of cracks in his sides.


    When Basu stood, brushing guts and crumbles of rock skin from his belly, he stared down Crow. He wiped the green toxic sludge from the back of his head, pulling off a wad of his melted scalp and tossed it aside. The acid had burned all the way to the bone, exposing part of his skull. He paid it no mind.


    “Kill him,” Crow yelled.


    Red Hood hesitated. Without all four team members, the assassins felt lost, flawed.


    “I said kill him!


    Red Hood and Purple Hood charged the ninja. Blue Hood circled around his back. Red Hood disappeared into black smoke and then reappeared with his sword mere inches from Basu’s throat. But the sword stopped just before piercing the flesh. Red Hood was staring into Basu’s eyes. The morbidly obese ninja grunted at him. Seeing Basu’s hands resting on his waist, Red Hood wondered what had stopped his attack. He looked down to see that it was Basu’s flabby breasts that had caught the blade, reaching up like an extra set of limbs.

  


  
    Then, as if he had more sets of limbs, several rolls of fat launched like fists at Red Hood, punching him in the chest and stomach. The fat rolls pummeled him repeatedly until Basu’s breasts released the blade, wrapped around his throat, and snapped the assassin’s neck.


    As Blue Hood came up behind, Basu grabbed him by the mouth just as he was about to spit another glob of the green toxic sludge. With the acid trapped inside of Blue Hood’s mouth, it began eating through his cheeks and tongue. Basu glared at him, squeezed his face harder as the man struggled to break free. When the toxic fluid drained down the back of his mouth, Blue Hood’s throat melted open, releasing a river of blood down his chest. Basu left him writhing on the ground.


    The last assassin, Purple Hood, trembled beneath the mighty Basu. He used his secret assassin power. Purple Hood’s body multiplied into twelve different clones of himself that spread out and surrounded Basu. Only one of them was the real Purple Hood. The others were just illusions.


    But his illusions could not hide him from Basu. The obese ninja had grown an acute sense of smell ever since his brain became guided by his stomach. He could smell which one was the real purple-hooded assassin. Basu went straight up to him and picked him up in a bear hug.


    As Basu crushed the assassin’s ribcage, he smelled something appealing in the man’s sweat. Purple Hood, for some reason, smelled a bit like cheeseburgers to Basu. Realizing he was behind on his calorie intake for the day, Basu decided to indulge himself. He ripped open Purple Hood’s polo shirt and bit into the flesh on his arm.


    Purple Hood screamed as Basu began to eat him alive. Large round teeth ripped at the flesh on the assassin’s body, trying to find some delicious high calorie fats among the disgustingly lean meat. Basu had never resorted to cannibalism in the past, but now realized that it was a potential source of calories in an emergency situation.
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    When the last elite assassin fell dead in the ninja’s arms, Basu retrieved his iKatana and stumbled toward Crow. Bloody sweat poured down his massive frame. A chunk of human fat dangled from his lips.


    Although he knew Basu had won the battle, Crow had already lost interest in the fight and had turned his attention to Oki. He had the unlocking mechanism in his hand and was about to put it to the boy’s chest


    Crow looked over his shoulder and blinked his beady eyes at his old friend.


    “Stop,” Basu told him, while chewing on the chunk of fat.


    Crow stood up.


    “Or what?” Crow said.


    Basu swallowed the meat, then ran forward a few steps and raised his sword.


    Crow let out a birdlike chuckle.


    “You can’t kill me,” Crow said. “I’m an executive.”


    Then Crow went back to the device.


    Basu lunged at Crow and sliced his arm off. The severed arm fell to the ground, still holding the unlocking mechanism. Crow shrieked. Bird blood sprayed down his suit and feathers.


    “What the hell are you doing?” Crow squawked. “You’ll be executed for this!”


    Basu twirled his iKatana at Crow.


    “Not if I don’t kill you,” Basu said.


    Crow let out a shrill squawk and whipped out his chain sickle. He swung it over his head and then launched it at Basu.


    The obese ninja just stood there as the chain sickle wrapped around his body and then hooked into his hip. Crow shrieked a laugh and then tugged on his chain.


    Nothing happened. Crow’s laughter came to a halt. He put all of his strength into jerking on the chain, but Basu wouldn’t budge. Crow looked at Basu with confused beady eyes.


    Crow had always had the strength to toss around men twice his size after hooking them with his chain, but what Crow hadn’t calculated was that Basu wasn’t twice his size. He was over five times his size.


    Basu glanced down at the chain and then grunted at him.


    Crow quickly tried to pull the spool of chain out of the sleeve of his suit, but Basu was already wrapping his fingers around it.


    There was a loud squawking cry as Basu tugged the chain as hard as he could, reeling the one-armed bird man toward him. Crow landed on the end of Basu’s iKatana. It went through his belly in the same spot that Crow had stabbed Keigo three years ago. He coughed blood out of his black beak as he slid off of the blade.


    It was a painful, incapacitating wound, but the bird man would survive it.
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    As Basu untangled the chain from his flesh, Crow crawled with one arm back to the unlocking mechanism. Basu thought it was just like his old friend to never give up.


    Before Crow could get to his severed arm, Basu pried the device out of the fingers and curled it into his armpit.


    “Pathetic,” Basu said to Crow.


    Then he took Oki by the hand and walked him away from the wounded animal.


    “Pathetic?” Crow shrieked. “Look at you.”


    Basu kept walking.


    “All you can do is eat and destroy.” Crow’s beak leaned into a puddle of his blood as he yelled. “You’re the worst kind of human being there is. You act like you care. You pretend that you have honor. But the only thing you are good at is consuming and destroying everything around you.”


    The morbidly obese ninja grunted as he walked away.
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    Then Basu was surrounded by two dozen ninjas. They stood silently like grim reapers, wearing all black clothing. They were from the Oekai Corporation. Oki looked up at Basu and the obese ninja took his hand, held it tight.


    They stepped toward the lead ninja of the unit. The ninja stepped forward and unfolded a document. He held it up so that Basu could read it. The document was clearance to execute the Gomen executive, Crow. Basu looked down at the ninja and nodded his head, then he shoved him out of his way.


    The Oekai ninjas turned their attentions toward Crow, who squawked a whimper and tried to crawl to his feet with his single arm. They drew swords from their scabbards and closed in on him.


    Basu took Oki away from the scene. He held him close to his greasy flesh, and led him down a hill of garbage. They got far enough away that they didn’t hear Crow’s final screams.


    At the bottom of the hill, there was a patch of dirt twenty feet long. Basu let go of the boy’s hand so he could wander. He knew how much the boy wanted to see what the ground looked like.


    Oki stepped cautiously across the soil, the smiling holo-frog hopping casually behind him. Then he looked back at Basu.


    “This is it?” Oki said. “This is the ground?”


    Basu grunted.


    “It’s so boring,” Oki said.


    Basu approached the boy and knelt down to him.


    “I told you there was nothing special about it,” Basu said.


    Oki scanned the dirt, shaking his head. He was so unimpressed that he didn’t know what else to say about it. He looked up at the Oekai company ships hovering in the air above them and looked back at the ninjas coming down the hill from behind.


    “They are here to open you up,” said Basu.


    Oki nodded.


    “Are you going to allow them to do their duty?” Basu asked. “Will you die with dignity?”


    Oki nodded.


    Basu wiped a tear from the boy’s eye and grunted at him. Then he said, “I’m proud of you.”


    Oki nodded and took the unlocking mechanism from Basu. Then he grunted up at him.
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    Basu took the boy by the hand and led him up the garbage hill to a group of executives heading toward them. The head executive, an old man with a tall wrinkled forehead, waved at his men to take the boy. Then he went to Basu.


    “Excellent work, Basu,” his boss said.


    Basu grunted, paying more attention to Oki than his employer. The boy’s eyes were locked on Basu as the ninjas took him away.


    “With this information we will finally get ahead of the Gomen Corporation,” said the boss. “We owe it all to you.”


    A technician knelt down to Oki and put the unlocking mechanism to his chest. Oki tried to act as courageous as possible while the device was attached to his iron torso.


    “What is the information, anyway?” Basu asked.


    The executive frowned at Basu. “It’s not like you to ask such questions.”


    “Just curious.”


    “Well, since you did such a good job I’ll tell you this one time.” The executive looked over at Oki and smiled. “Inside of that piggy bank are designs for a program that will be the hot new iPalm app of the year.”


    “What kind of app?”


    The executive’s voice became giddy. “It allows the iPalm customer to instantly change the color of their fingernails. There are over 2,000 colors and patterns to choose from.”


    “That’s it?”


    “What do you mean that’s it? Do you know how popular that’s going to be with teenage girls? We are going to make a fortune!”


    Basu’s face was turning red. That was what he had been risking his life for? That was what the two companies were at war over? That was why so many ninjas had to die? That was the information Oki must die for? It was too absurd for Basu to accept.


    As the technician hovering over Oki fidgeted with the unlocking mechanism, the boy looked up at Basu with tears in his eyes. Basu could tell he didn’t want to die for the sake of duty and honor. Oki was only doing it for Basu, because it was what Basu wanted him to do. But Basu realized that he was wrong. It was not honorable to accept your fate. If Basu accepted his fate he never would have continued as a ninja after being infected with the nano-poison. He would have given up and died.


    Just before the technician found the right combination, Basu flew through the crowd of Oekai employees and sliced the unlocking mechanism in half. The technician fell backward in shock. Then he shoved the ninjas away from the boy, threatening them with his iKatana.


    Oki looked up at Basu with a big smile. Basu looked down at him and grunted.
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    “What do you think you’re doing, Basu?” said his boss.


    All of the Oekai ninjas followed after their boss. The technicians and other executives kept a safe distance.


    “I won’t let you kill him,” Basu said.


    “I never expected this from you,” said his boss. “In one day, you’ve actually become attached to this boy? You of all people would betray your company, of which you’ve sworn an oath to obey, for the sake of some worthless piggy bank?”


    Basu grunted.


    “Don’t be fooled by his appearance,” said his boss. “I know you think you’re doing the right thing, but he’s just a piggy bank. He doesn’t matter. He’s not even a real child.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “Piggy banks aren’t born,” said the boss. “They are grown in a lab. How old do you think this boy is? Seven years old? Eight years old?” He shook his head. “No, he’s been alive for less than four months. He can never grow older and probably won’t live for more than a year. He’s not worth throwing away your life.”


    Basu looked down at Oki. The boy stared up at him with watering eyes.


    “Hand him over and I’ll pretend this never happened,” said his boss. “Otherwise, you’ll be fired. Right here, right now.”


    When Basu looked at Oki, he couldn’t see a lab-grown four-month-old machine. All he saw was a boy who was frightened, who wanted to live.


    “Well, what will it be?”


    Basu grunted.


    “Is that a yes grunt or a no grunt?”


    Basu leaned in close. “It’s a fuck you grunt.”


    His boss rolled his eyes. “A pity, Basu. A real pity.” Then he stepped back and said, “Okay, then. You’re fired.”


    The ninjas surrounding them drew their swords and pointed them at Basu. The ninjas didn’t need their boss to spell out the fact that he had just ordered them to kill the obese ninja.


    “Back off,” Basu told the ninjas.


    They cowered around him, but didn’t lower their swords. All of them knew how strong Basu was. Every single one of them dreaded the idea of taking on the deadliest ninja their company had ever known. They knew that if they fought Basu he would kill the majority (or all) of them for sure, but if they disobeyed orders they would be executed. It was a no-win situation for them.


    “What are you all waiting for?” the executive yelled. “Kill him.”


    They did nothing.


    Basu smiled.


    Then he cut the executive’s head from his shoulders in one quick swipe.


    The ninjas still did nothing. They just watched as their boss’s body plopped on the ground next to them.


    Basu glared at the ninjas. They stepped back.


    “I’ve just killed your boss,” he told the ninjas. “He won’t be able to fire any of you now. All you have to do is walk away.”


    The ninjas hesitated. With their boss dead, they could quit their positions without risk of being executed by the board of directors. Quitting would be dishonorable and no company would ever hire them again, but they would still have their lives.


    “So what’s it going to be?” Basu said.


    One of the ninjas dropped his sword. The others looked at him. He pulled the hood off of his face, dropped it, and walked away. A second ninja dropped his sword and left. Then a third.

  


  
    “What are you doing?” said the other executives. “Are you all mad?”


    A fourth and a fifth dropped their swords and left.


    “Where’s your honor? Where’s your ninja code?”


    Then the rest of them dropped their swords. They all walked off, back toward the ship. The technicians followed after.


    “Cowards! Fucking cowards!” the executives cried. “He’s just one man!”


    Then the executives realized it was just them and Basu. They stopped yelling at the ninjas and began to inch backward. Basu took one step in their direction and they fled, running back to the ship to get a ride back with the recently retired ninjas.
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    It was just Oki and Basu left on the trash mountain, standing like grubby statues in the ocean of waste.


    The morbidly obese ninja stared up at the sky, the buildings so tall he could hardly see even a speck of blue. Oki looked up at him.


    “Are you okay?” Oki said, pointing at all the wounds on Basu’s body.


    Basu grunted and glanced down at the wounds for a second, then shrugged. Even though many of them were deep gashes with chunks of meat hanging from bloody gaping holes, Basu thought of them as nothing more than mere scratches.


    “So what do we do now?” Oki asked.


    Basu grunted, still looking up at the sky.


    “How are we going to get back up there?”


    Basu grunted, then squeezed a package of mayonnaise into his mouth.


    “Do you really want to go back up there?” Basu asked with a mouthful of white goop.


    Oki looked down at his metal chest.


    “No, I suppose not,” he said. “But where should we go instead?”


    Basu let out a long grunt. Then a short one.


    “Let’s just walk,” Basu said, “and see where it takes us.”


    Oki grunted at him. A high-pitched little boy grunt.


    The tiny metal boy and the enormous blob of a ninja walked hand in hand through the dimly lit valley of garbage. They didn’t know if the long-abandoned road would lead them out of the city or just go on forever, but they kept walking. Hopefully, eventually, it would lead them somewhere new, somewhere better, somewhere with all the high-calorie foods Basu could eat and all the fun Oki could have.


    Neither of them were going to live for much longer, but with the little time they had left, one thing was for sure: they were going to spend it together.
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    A Roald Dahlesque children’s story about two faggy vampires who partake in a mustache competition to find out which one is truly the faggiest.
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    What would you do if your normal everyday world was slowly mutating into the video game world from Tron?
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    “Battle Royale” meets “Return of the Living Dead”. Mellick’s bizarro tribute to the zombie genre.
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    All of the characters ever played by William Shatner are suddenly sucked into our world. Their mission: hunt down and destroy the real William Shatner!
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    It’s Monty Python meets Nazi Exploitation in a surreal nightmare as can only be imagined by bizarro author Cameron Pierce.
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