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Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready

Chapter One - Hungry Ghosts

Akiharbara District, Tokyo Japan:there midst the light
and hidden in its darkness, galvanic, gameplay and gadgets,
Manga-wired and all fired up, it was streaming - online,
uploading and downloading, chattering inside their social
networks, this Dragon that had befallen upon them, of a
strangeness and of its own beingness. What else would of
there had been then? The game? Yes. To win the game, vanquish
with slaughter? Searching, there were screams. The was the
blood of children that flowed among... This, was an only one.
There must of had been many. Yes, there was this boss. Ah,
there it was, searching - found “Honor unto death.”

From gadget to Manga novel, from those obsessed, yes
forced by an uncontrollable passion to play those games, it
lifts off and was online. Yet, for whatever it was then,
invisible, it was a stillness there, saturating and becoming
part of this district, its nest, its mother’s womb, this
hungry ghost that had come from the gates of hell.

“Akiba?” Was that my name? I could here them then, there
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spatter, but I had to have splatter. What was this,
Akiharbara, “A Field of Autumn Leaves?” No, this was an
“electric town,” and I, it, this ghost, this hungry ghost had
to find its family. Searching: “Otaku,” now here was a term.
Yes, I was an extreme fan, so what was my particular theme,
topic, or hobby? No, no - this was no hobby. Cosplay Otaku
and Manga Otaku, yes! I was a fan of Japanese comic books,
and here, yes! A Pasokon Otaku, a personal computer geek.
Now, there - a boss! A Gemu Otaku, a player of video games,
and a Wota, an extreme singing girl. And, here, at
Tanegashima - at my mother mother's breasts, Gunji Otaku,
military geeks!

Not the big-city telephone books that were coming out
weekly, but comics with their individual stories or
storylines that had stood out and above the crowd, for one
reason or the other, it came to Hong Kong, to a public
housing district. It was plain, simply novel. There was death
that had lasted, and cloths were draped over their lines that
had shown of where the revived sales figures would pop up.

Sooner or later, the simple economics here, away from the
densely populated country of Japan would of had taken in
these stories too.

Japanese children had grown up, yet they were reading
comics. These would rattle their world-view in a gameplay,
reflecting their own culture and times. Big-eyed children and

fluffy animals that had influenced the Japanese had come to
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this Hong Kong public housing project with another
preoccupation which was of its hard-to-shake entertainment
that had been caught in a comic saturation with computer
software.

The off-white building had been found in their cartoons,
and there was a comic spatial there. Its point of view was a
strip drawn by another architect. She was drawing there with
a perspective that had its matter of space which had caught
cartoon discrepancies between its views of several "schools"
or styles. Her technique which was of a same drawing that was
in time with the clear lines of this public housing district
in Hong Kong was a contrast that had been deformed by a
demonic architect online. It was on the same track with her.

In her room there was an anime series that had become
this relationship to its space. It was of a gameplay, and it
had been traveling at where there had been this villainous
face, an unconscious pipleline for the bad circumstances that
would become her conscious state. There were many against
one, and she was the one.

This was a furnished bedroom. One small bed opposite a
wall at where there was a rod which was hung with the latest
cost-effective fashion a young Chinese sketch artist would of
had been wearing. Over the window was a Yu-Gi-Oh poster, yet
there was a blurring of its boundaries, and its realm had a
Hanya Demon face, ghostly and a haunted illusion of an online

information. There was a large map of Japan on the wall
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opposite the bed and behind an easel, which had many pages
flipped over from its pad, yet there was a drawing: alien,
ninja and a woman on its pad - Manga.

Could it of had been her bio-diversity, of those
implications of her work that was in another climate? There
was a change in the world, something remarkably evil and
productive and with a pervasive influence to conceptualize a
social movement. They were measuring their successes at where
their propositions of an alternative image would change
consciousness across a wide spectrum, but there was a turn, a
re-imaginative environmentalism that had brought life beyond
the grave. Its animation in an everlasting life-cycle was
adapting to what it was of itself, which was of this
reality at where nothing would matter.

There it was, this long low stretch of land. In 1543,
the Portuguese explorer Mendes Pinto found his way there. He
introduced firearms to the Japanese. They had even called
rifles tanegashima. Blast off, there after: it was at
Tanegashima Space Center, JAXA's main spaceport. There, right
on its ocean's edge was Ai, a Japanese schoolgirl. She gave
him her spread, snow-white panties left on her thigh of one
of those delicate chops. Her white blouse was roused, and her
grey skirt was raised up on her waist.

Honshi wasted no time other than for Ai - submissive for
him, pulling his trousers down below his ass to slide his

cock into Ai's ever so sweet, tight-wet Japanese schoolgirl
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pussy. It was hot and heavy. They were in the middle of Manga
magazines and books. It was Ai's idea. She relished

them first. They made her pussy drip. She used them to

roast Honshi's cum for her, yet Honshi froze up in a thrust,
stiffly resigning and not climaxing for her nor him.

"Don't stop. Cum inside." Ai had him trained as if he
were a little puppy, slapping Honshi lightly on his white ass
full of pink schoolboy butt-hole. These were teens, and this
was sex, unadulterated free-fucking. Rudely, Honshi
manhandled Ai's breasts, and what was once a sweet rhythmic
moaning that would fire Honshi's wad had now become a
repulsing scream. Ai's instincts set her into a raging
scramble to get to her feet, disheveled and glaring at Honshi
on his knees with his pecker still pointing north.

"You've destroyed everything!" Ai's plans, the Manga,
the sex and the magic of her imagination was devastated by
Honshi's uncouth and vulgar treatment of her at the most
precious moment.

"I'm fucking hungry." Honshi's eyes were wild, his hair
flayed with slobber running out of his mouth. Ai wanted the
hell out of there, so she backed away from Honshi and
towards the ocean.

Honshi had not deflowered his virgin, and the spawning
of a witchery had come from what was the plumb depths of her
boyfriend. Ai was sucked into another dimension. An

alternative, its crucifix was a door to hell.
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"You're not hungry for me like that!" Ai wasn't going to
be raped by this devil, and there was a huge storm whipping
up, engulfing the blood of virgins which were in the Manga
tossed in its whirlwinds. Honshi mutated into a purplish red,
on his feet with a goat's gate.

"The ghosts are hungry." Honshi's voice was hoarse and
demonic, and his eyes were irradiating with no irises. Ai was
horror-struck. Wind whipped at the agitated ocean -
lightening cracked. Two horns erected through Honshi's
skull:a pus, bloody-boil busting twelve foot demon!

"No!" Ai thought of how she was not a witch, and "harm
none, do as thou will" was not an opening for any evildoer,
but Honshi had become more than the "oath breaker," not a
Warlock or a horned God. When Ai made it into the discomposed
ocean, there were children somewhere that had already been
taken into damnation, and their spell-craft exercises with
Raidon had brought Satan's demon and the foulest of spirits
that had snatched up Ai by the hair. Ai flayed, kicked and
screamed while that it was that she was being raised to
Honshi's hideous face, demonic - eyes aglow with a techno
energy.

"No!" Al shrieked at the personification of evil.

Honshi Demon pierced Ai's straddled legs.
"Honshi nooo!"
Ai's blood gushed into the boiling ocean, and fire

reigned in the sky, lightening struck; meteorites burned into
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the atmosphere and exploded. Honshi was delivered from his
spirit of stress, demon possessed and crying out from what
was a crusade program.

"Feeding Time! Feed! Feed the Dragon!" Honshi was dis-
associated as the super warrior, demon raping Ai within an
alien mind control, genetically engineering in a lone and
dangerous wolf for an unknown participant that would enter
its dark side for the black project that was being initiated
at Tanegashima Space Center.

Ravenously consuming Ai, worshiping her images and
gaining his demon-possession, though blind, an evil
human state of being had killed children in a virtual
reality, so an alien entity had sought those fallen angels.
Their Incorporeal beings with no mass had become a raging
bull for the intelligent agent that had went from instructor
to the victim, for their lives were shattered and
devastated by a child murderer.

Outer-space, dark and cold yet launched with the
Japanese Kizuna Satellite, it had this ability to provide
high-speed internet access at speeds of 1.2Gbps. It allowed
the data transfer to occur, but this antenna installed to
receive a signal was of flesh. Japan Aerospace Exploration
Agency, JAXA, this project was not intended yet spearheaded
by the Mitsubishi Heavy Industries, Ltd.

The atrocities that would provide the paranormal

experience for the alien abductions and violent violations
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had acquired a multiple personality disorder. An alien
predator and hybrid offspring had come online, an Alien Ninja
Akuma;Japan's Kizuna Satellite had solar paddles on each
side, wings and two large round Ka-band multi-beam antenna's
on the top of its squared body.

It had a technology of conscience, a neuro-active
chemical mixture that was supposed to of had been extremely
useful in interrogation, and space-like particles were
traveling faster than light. Tachyons, superliminal
loopholes, anti-gravity, wormholes, quantum tunneling, and
curved space had undergone what was a suspended animation
that had come from a death that was now a life, let alone a
pseudoscience violation of physics.

Its signal transduction and imagery analysis was seeking
urban growth, El Nino impacts and sea level data. There was a
photographic appetite for the environmental changes: dynamic
Earth processes such as flooding, coastal vegetation and its
land, but the droughts and the urban growth around the world
that had been put into an imagery, a global perspective for
the rhythms and spatial scales that were of the important
natural and human-induced events had been gripped with porn.
Retro-futuristic comic books were created for housewives. It
synthesized vending machines that carried schoolgirls' used
panties. This evil brain that had come from outer space was a
hellish chimera. Hello Kitty was soaked up there - Japan.

In a synchronous transmission network, an alarm
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relativity had been put into this diagram image, data on
Tanegashima Island in the Kagoshima Prefecture, and the
combination of those observational bands that would near an
infrared light was part of the ghost imagery that was taking
place at Tanegashima Space Center, a large rocket-launch
facility. There was a data-collapse, and the calculations of
the critical parameters of the Space Center's mapping model
had found an entity that was eliminating a duplication
relationship with their software, isolating itself as a
correlated alien type.

It was in an endless installation, and the forays into
software that had been rendered in this reflective sphere had
found Frank Lloyd Wright's statement that "Space is the
breath of Art," yet the souped-up internet signal's concept
of space was sent into an intensive research at where a new
space was to of had been opened. Its association with
computers, narratives and weird abstract theories were
floating at where a species was in a world that was in a
perpetual state of war, so a society outcast had come online.
Their sci-fi brutalism was redefined into another ghost

story.

"Warning." It resounded in its computer voice. An alarm
was ignited along with its fire-lights at Tanegashima. This
was the voice recognition of the satellite architecture that

had been defined as an Alien Totalitarian God.

At Tanegashima Space Center on Tanegashima Island, 115
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kilometers south of Kyushu, on this 8.6 million square
meter complex, 7 kilometers from the launch site,
underground, was command and control. The fire-lights
flashed, and on the main-screen and all the computer
terminals and in their respective rows, there was a bloody
collage, a media event that news-flashed of the Osaka School

Massacre.

"Warning." The emergency broadcast, a technological
response system of the command and control's software
suddenly stopped, dousing the fire-lights and wiping all
computer technology into a JAXA tour that was in process.
Atsushi was on all computers, in his white jacket with JAXA
inscribed in blue just below his should blade.

Communicating with the dead, the Kizuna Satellite's
Internet connected psychically with the afterlife, yet their
Manga dreams was an unprocessed and overactive imagination, a
bereaving one that was caught in darkness. Nightmares came
online from the evil spirit, thought forms, curses at where
there was no light. There were others, and they had prayed
for assistance, for angles to shield them from his attack.
Again, there was an alarm and fire lights electronically
flashed;on the computers and the main screen, the horrid
images of the stabbed and bloodied Japanese School Children
superimposed the media reporting the atrocious incident.

"Warning." The techno voice of the computer system was

almost over-riding Atushi who was above ground explaining to
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his group about the infrastructure of Tanegashima Space
Center.

"This building that looks like a tent is the Yoshinobu
Block House." His voice crackled through the static.

Meaning "six trees," the numerous bars, nightclubs,
strip clubs, restaurants, hostess clubs, cabarets, Roppongi
Japan hosted the Akuma where the relentless black-suited,
black-haired crowds gave way to the white heads and
foreigners, and inside the younger crowd mixed with business
people, students and off-duty US military personnel, Taro
Yamamoto was "mapping" tonight for a Yakuza boss. Tokusatsu,
special effects, night swallowed the club go'ers in their
Kiaju, strange beast, costumes at the Matrix Roppong Bar in
Tokyo Japan. Taro's long black hair, mustache and a pointed
goatee, although twenty, his sheltered conversation at the
corner of the bar into his blue-tooth had not dissuaded his
Manga Zombie cosplay - smart phone, laptop in front of him

and while thumbing a PSP.
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Chapter Two - Feeding Time

"She's the mod extension for the antisocial network
that's in the ebook. We've overwritten her for a whole new
game." Taro hammered out the map, the deal, the game and its
play to Mai, but confusion existed at where there was going
to be a conversion of spoken words that would be put into
their machine-readable input which would be using the binary
codes for a string of character codes. Who it was and what
was being said had caused in enigma in the gameplay that they
were developing by pirating the Kizuna Satellite frequencies.

Previously occupied by the Sumitomo Metal Industries and
at where that they had buried over seven hundred tons of
materials laced with PCB's, heavy metals and other
carcinogens was Universal Studios Japan, located in the
Konohana waterfront district. The Hard Rock Cafe Osaka was
built there in honor of an Emperor. Osaka Castle - the
largest resting place of its kind in the world; tradition and
history permeated the hollowed spot - pink Cadillac above the

front doors, Universal City Walk, Universal Studios, modern
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architecture - pristine.

"Theirs? Hers? Or is it ours?" Vice recognition was
there, but Mai's speech was inside the Cafe - not out front.

The young Japanese woman removed her battery, returned
it - reboots. She was in her early twenties, Japanese cute,
and the innovative plug-and-play technology that offered her
a way to control her digital phone by her voice commands had
her in its haunted mansion. Her tedious typing and endless
scrolling had brought her before the Hard Rock Cafe.

"She sings for our game mode. We'll get a total
conversion. Weapons, characters, enemies, models, textures,
levels- Story line's about that music." Taro was not there
either. He was still at the Matrix bar. Mai, his chick,
was inside the Hard Rock Cafe in Osaka.

Without her rocket science headsets, the power network
line, this visitor equipment data reduction saw her punching
in the numbers on the portable device. She was seen by the
communication protocol, visible from and only by the hand-
set. Its frequency signal, a high-speed internet was observed
in its control room, and the graphical development of their
instantaneous values were updated in her real time. Future
was a software acquisition, and its virtual distribution had
a parallel supervising application development. Different
quantities were being calculated for the user extensions of
the Kizuna Satellite's high-speed internet transmission.

Outer space had a look at an inner space. The Kizuna
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Satellite was accelerating its future. Paradigm changing of
the most complex object, the human brain generated a new and
bizarre voraciousness that had exhausted its universe. Space-
time, its energy and mass had moved solid matter at the speed
light, so the Kizuna Satellite took on a reversible
computation, merging with two computation paths: structures
of any kind, parallel universes inhabited by demons, evil
inclinations, straddling good and evil with duel masters,
different armor in a mortal realm, the Kizuna Satellite
distorted into a face of an angry demon. It eyes were lit by
supernovas, and its mouth was a black hole that swallowed
itself.

Mai Suzuki was twenty. A jet-set cool that knew the
Osaka labyrinth. She had the latest salon cut, just above her
shoulders on her well conditioned dark-brown hair. Her grey
cotton dress was bought at the high-end, and the snow-white
stockings and platforms gave her the divine right to keep
Taro's blood-pressure directed below his waist.

Mai was still on her cell with Taro. The place was
empty, permeating the fabric of an ancient city, yet high-
tech. The flat-screens and computer monitors were blank with
no media. However, an unseen removal technique had scattered
in with its different world view, hidden, unrecognized and
with an invisible presence that had become her out-put data.
A flow injection had set off an alarm and the fire-lights

flashed.
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"Look, let - I'll call you back. I think? I don't know.
There's a fire or something." Mai ended the call,
sheltering her cell-phone - pissed that somebody would of had
been playing with the fire alarm on her take in this hustle.

She came in with an instantaneous exchange, right from
the slick floors, neon glare and the polished decor; the
Japanese waitress was a beginningless eternity that had
contacted Mai with an impersonal manifestation.

"Shi-ni?" She held a rice bowl with chop-sticks stuck
upright in it. Japanese meaning to “die too,” with the chop-
sticks done that way, nope - Mai was not dead, now
ever so cynical and more aware that she was alone in the Hard
Rock Café in Osaka with an event that was being derived from
her reality. "Are we having a fire?" Mai wanted to avoid a
confrontation, so she tried to take herself off any insult in
an attempt to avoid injury. "Forty-two. It's what you
ordered." The empty-headed Japanese waitress replied, setting
the rice bowl in front of Mai who was appalled and stalled in
a fire-1lit room with an alarm throbbing its tempo. "I'm not
going to a funeral. I haven't even ordered yet." Mai snapped
past her "hello kitty."

Their online gaming, its social interaction and their
multi-player communities, the computer games had now come
between Mai's speech and the Japanese waitress who had bowed
and left her with the fire-lights a-blaze and in the thick of

its alarm. Then, and again, the Japanese Young Woman, now,
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was right across from her. She was part of their formation,
yet she wasn't for Mai's lasting group. Mai would not allow
her to keep video-tapping her with the cell-phone that was
aimed at her. Mai expelled the chop-sticks, slapping them
onto the table in an effort to ring this women's bell. "Okay.
Whatever? Where is it?" Mai sensed that there was a lack of a
face-to-face processing with the observation data that was
collected. "Raidom's space center data?" Mai continued to try
to break through. "Hello? Anyone there?" Two people, text,
image and sound had been technologically mediated with what
was of this simultaneous play that had enabled them to
communicate.

Mai started gaming and was up for the score. She was
directed with the energies that had come from the economic
incentives that would follow. Unacceptable risks in the
wireless space with the pirated satellite technology could
establish technological barriers, which could evolve in
errant cellular GPRS networks. "No videos. Just the hard
drive." Mai wasn't across from the Japanese woman for a
funfest, yet she kept at it, unmoved. "It was God. She
downloaded him. She's his little angel." She explained this
to Mai from a technological back-end, as there was a
transparent architecture in the social element of their
gaming system. "Raidom paid for the source codes on the hard-
drive. Plain and simple. I pick up the hard-drive. You

deliver it. Everybody's happy." Mai came off as the opposing
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player in their real-time multi-player experience.

The replication of fewer things was coming from the
concentration gradient of the cellular-phone's geometric
progression. Mai was its prey in a sub-threshold of its
microbial relationship modeling of a rectangular hyperbolic
function that was the predictor of the pirated satellite
communications.

"The ghosts are hungry." She hid behind her focus, cell-
phone still video-taping Mai - without agitation, yet with a
delirium. Mai saw it. She was severely impaired, a
retard that was in a perpetual period of psychosis.
Devastating consequences made Mai risk being attacked by her
mania; Mai tried to break through her mental alienation.

"The rice and chop-sticks, was that you're idea?" Mai
knew that animals could sense a fight or flight. Her heart
fluttered with a dread that brought in an impeding doom, so
an evil flourished from the Japanese Women's face that
changed into hothouse of boils that seethed out and onto Mai.
The appalling euphemism, rapes, torture and ethnic cleansing
with their latent hostilities, a spontaneous eruption, a
rebellion had come from pervasive and evil ideas. It was an
incorporeal spirit that had become a boogeyman, an incubus in
Mai's virtual existence. "Blue devils with freakin' forsaken
organ transplants, you're givin' me the screaming meemies!"
Mai screamed. She was not her technological sorceress, and

Taro, her wizard, was not there.
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The Japanese Woman was a ghoul, half human and half
fiend. Mai couldn't rid off its fresh and blood. Neither was

it techno night in Roppongi. Mai had been lured as its
traveler. She would bare its demonic children. They

were the carriers of his plagues. The Japanese Waitress, an
illegitimate child of the demonic and lustful species had
oozed out of Mai's techno mirage as a Ninja. A samurai sword
was up and over her shoulder, readied to cut Mai down. She
came in wearing all black, adorned with a red dragon and
devil.

Mai was there at the center of an attraction. There was
something that had promoted her into a spaceflight, but she
had not gone anywhere. The fire-lights stopped - its side-
kick alarm, null. The Japanese Woman had now taken it upon
herself in a demonic interactive hosting of its possession -
a space mission and an online game. "She’s jumped onto the
hard-drive for some hack and slash combat." Mai was caught in
an unstructured environment - behind the scenes in a space
mission and at where the software had crashed, blurring their
preliminary designs and collaborations with an evil second
life.

The demonic interaction with Yu’s anime-style graphics
had upped the ante for Mai, for she found herself in a
fighting game. "Feeding time! Feed! Feed the dragon!" The
Japanese Ninja Waitress shrieked with her part as the

ritualistic sacrifice, for she was trapped as a demon for the
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raving madman that was online with them. Tanegashima’s
nanomachines could not escape his fate. He came back at where
the disaster struck, at where the blood feuds had left the
slaughtered children, and at where its nature abhorred their
vacuum.

Mai’'s overwhelming loneliness had not replenished into
her any energy. She had become the human vessel that had
taken the Japanese Ninja Waitress’s ninja star to her left
shoulder. "Ike ike!" Mai called at her for the bitch it was,
a gameplay frame that had executed itself, yet Mai was
rooting for an abortion and not opting for the trial version.
Gameplay sounds now were interwoven with the fire alarm and
fire-lights that were flashing. Mai'’s shoulder was held limp,
paining a numbness, soothed by her warm blood which was
streaming down along her left side. Mai backed away
from the haunted haunt. "Shi-ni?" The Japanese Ninja Waitress

wickedly asked Mai again.
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Chapter Three - Gates 0Of Hell

Mai went for the fundamental laws of her nature,
denouncing the error that she was in with a fright and flight
- an escape from her present state of existence, but the
electricity-working on her physical and untra-physical design
in the gameplay was helping a retarded enemy. The Demonic
Japanese Woman leaped without a jack-hammer, blocking Mai’s
route out, spoiling her disposition in an attempt to seal
Mai’s doom.

Mai’s avoidance that was undermined poured a constancy
into her mind, as the Demonic Woman snarled of miserable
lies, flicking her blood-red tongue. "I gotta- I- I have
fuckin’ gun!" Mai’'s belief in safety would rely upon the
destruction of the cause of this mischief - honor now due.

Electricity and magnetism, molecules were wondering back
and forth in Mai’s virtual reality. She wanted the brains to
bounce them off the Demonic Japanese Woman, a beast faster
than her that would not return from where she had come.

Maxwell’s Demon, his perpetual motion machine had the
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Japanese Ninja Waitress as its pedigree, which was in Mai’s
gaming architecture, for she made precise cuts at Mai with
her taunting sword, leaking no energy in its fixed supply.

The phenomenon at where metal objects stuck to ones skin
was what Mai reasoned for when she had brought out her pearl-
handled 25 caliber pistol, leveling it - back and forth.

"Stay the fuck away from me. I mean it. Both of you.
Stay the fuck away from me." Mai was freaked, hushed and
determined, for this operation was not going on with her
forever.

Excluding high-speed molecules from the room and
admitting only low-speed molecules had cursed their average
speed;the Demonic Japanese Woman and the Japanese Ninja
Waitress squeezed in on Mai, violating the Second law. Mai
was confronted with an impossible beast. The room temperature
had dropped. "I fuckin’ mean it! I’ll shoot! Stay the fuck
away from me!" Mai’s eyesight shuttered, readied to shoot and
herd the brainless, demonic molecules into an oblivion with
her speeded reflexes that were possessed to kill enemy
bosses.

Mai was desperate when she had shot her 25 caliber, yet
the sudden consciousness, its goals, her passions had become
bottled up in a chaos that had no harmony. Yu’s lyrical
testimony that was going into their mind to heart framework
was a planetary, net-based descent into a profane world with

the pirated wireless satellite transmissions that had stopped
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the gameplay sounds. The day to day living elements that were
in their fields of knowledge had stopped the alarm and fire-
lights.

Nothing spewed forth from that Japanese Waitress'’s
mouth. Her eyes would not blink. The dedicated computer
circuits, their nerve-like constellation of wires had
traveled electronically; a magnum opus, the rice bowl, its
curvature had become an illumination of the facts,
tangential, a touchstone and between 0s and 1ls on the Hard
Rock Café’s floor.

The Japanese Waitress had been a cosmic convergence, an
electromagnetic phenomenon that was a virtual life, so Mai
was beset by her set-back, gore oozing from out of the
waitress’s forehead. She was no longer demonic, nor the
Japanese Woman who was there an ancient creature. She had
thrown her cellular phone at Mai from the table at where she
was sitting. Her neurons were in a significant phase of the
divine insight that was without the forces of life. "Why?"
She cried into the vast and pulsating direction at where Mai
was bedazzled with as to why she had no injury to her
shoulder, as to why she had just shot a Japanese Waitress
point-blank in her forehead.

Mai had thought that the cell-phone that was lying near
the café’s entryway was some sort of dimensional
technology."She- You! You were video taping me!" Mai diverted

for the cell, yet at that moment, sensing the movements of
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the Japanese Woman, Mai had turned at where the Japanese
Woman had raised her arms in fright - stymied in her escape.
"It's yours. You can have it." She negotiated with Mai who
had picked her cell. "No! I saw you! You were a demon!" Mai's
perplexed complexity gave out its graveness - waving the 25
caliber during the argument. "Please. Please don’t shoot me."
It was all that she had wanted, the break-out that was past
Mai’s delusion - out of the café.

Mai’s realization was a nightmare, a platform
at where his mysterious reappearance had come online for the
warfare of their action horror that they were creating at
Tanegashima. The two Police Offices were part of its pithy
desertion, group-based and navigated in a control
system that had an inherent mind altering hell’'s rage that
was seeking their flesh. "Lets Go." One of the two Japanese
Police Officers had said, both meandering away from Mai as
the unwilling slaves that were in the servitude of a
merciless slaughter that had taken place for the mongers
that had bound his past and death to them.

The speedy informal exchange of ideas that had
penetrated them with their technological connections had
become a new consciousness. It was fathomed from the context
of the destination that had traversed what had been growing
in Mai'’s psychic resonance in Osaka. Absorbed, Yu Wing Chun,
a twenty-year-old actress was on stage during the Hungry

Ghost Festivals. Hong Kong meant a “fragrant harbor” no
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matter what Asian dialect. Operas were performed to

appease their wandering ghosts; the gates of hell was to

open on through the seventh month in Hong Kong. During this
time, their various rites were performed - not a

public holiday.

The preponderance, percussion music came to a crescendo;
Chinese more Cantonese, Yu was playing a warrior that had
just decapitated a demon. There were two operatic
singers hitting their high-notes in this native art,
historically intense: war trauma, poverty, population
inflation, and housing shortages, yet the translation, its
realistic nature had made a sudden impact to the delight of
all the operatic enthusiasts this night. The electronic
media from the stage had went from three into its two
dimensions that had been reduced at where the flesh and
blood: Yu and her two fellow stage actors were making their
final bows.

Outer space had an access and control with a particular
entity, so the electronic key management of the Kizuna
Satellite had been generating its alarm in its net-workable
web-based integration with the alternative that had been
allowed to enter and exit, which was now being received as
progressive heavy metal Japanese Rock and Roll.

Statistical behavior, its plausible set of assumptions
were a large fluctuation which had come from the microscopic

to the macroscopic interaction that was taking place at the
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Tanegashima Command and Control room. Atsushi was there,
interacting in with the dynamics of the exchange that was an
abstract model of this emergent behavior that was a virtual
theory of an everything. Atsushi logged on and into its
adaptation of the empirical power laws he was programming
into the errant satellite technology. One of the computers
was showing the events of the Hungry Ghost Festivals in Hong
Kong, burnt offerings, chanting, burning incense, and the
Chinese that were offering paper-made gifts to their would be
ghosts.

Baffled, new surroundings - a topsy-turvy culture shock
had taken place - online with the same data transfer that
Atsushi had accessed at Tanegashima Command and Control.
Although, there was phenomenal nightlife for the fashionable
and the trendy in Hong Kong, this underground establishment
with its state-of-the-art-sound, lighting, projection was a
spacious Visual Kei head-banger. The crowd was a cosmopolitan
cosplay. "Gates of Hell" in neon was above the Visual Kei
Japanese Rock band, all dressed as ninja demons: lead singer,
guitar, bass player and drums. Pyrotechnics were going off on
stage, and shit had hit their fans. "Hell! Hell! Hades!
Hades! Hell! Hell! Hell! Demons! Devils! Gates of Hell!
Hades!" The lead singer was in a punk-ass dumb-fuck frenzy,
blowing fucking heads while his band pounded them with their

rites to black heavy metal music.
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Chapter Four - Many Against One
Robots and robotics with computer anime and otaku goods, the
tools, electrical parts, wires, microsized cameras and
similar items, they were found in their computer games. Why
should not Akihabara not harbor a brilliance that would of
had been meticulously synchronized with these human
characters. Yes, there could of had been these explosive
personalities in this society of a contemporary usefulness. A
conversion with the finite, an alienation, it had become this
presence as a monastic scheme for an Alien Totalitarian God.
It must of been the lights, as the gadgets that had shown
through the dark as miniature fluctuations, they had spoken
of those stars that could of had been in its night. "She'’s
fucked by the devil and begotten by the dragon’s breath.
Chapter one. A Lost Dream."

She had been immersed into the virtual reality system
for this personalization, yet the functionality, it was
intended to facilitate these complex, abstract concepts
with an interplay of a scientific model that would of had
been based upon the multivariate interactions in the

gameplay. The manipulate abstract multidimensional
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information spaces, they would of had been against her. They
would play for the Devil, yet they would of had gotten an
Alien.

Yu's long hair was tied down by a skull and cross-boned
bandanna. Postulating in this system of brotherhood, she
would alter the gangster figure's scheme. Yu's short black
mini had made her feel nasty enough, and her skin-tight
leather boots, they had given her an elevation of
consciousness with this criminal or its otherwise.

The leaking pipes, cobwebs in a hierarchy of these
theatre productions, Yu was in the underground - cultural
elite in Hong Kong. Teaching in Japan, especially to
Japanese elementary students - art, this thought had bought
on her black gloves. Yu was on the finishing touches, for she
would belt the techno jazz rap at the concert with "The
Gate's of Hell" heavy j-rock band.

There was this Chinese puppet on a wooden shelf just
above her eye-sight, and it scared her for an instant. Yu
had pulled back from the mirror at that same time, as her
shadow, it was just perfected enough - strangely animated yet
dead?

Out of nowhere, an extra awareness, there was an
existence. The pole weapon was stuck snug between the Chinese
Puppet's legs, and there was a trickling of what was supposed
to of had been blood. Yu wasn't amused to the prank, for

there was always some weirdo trying to peak through
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the cracks from this somewhere. Yu felt the indignation and
turned her back to the mirror to study this foolishness. The
Puppet was about nine inches tall, and the pole weapon had
been taken from a statue of Kuan Kung on the opposite side of
this shelf.

Was it the God of War that had emanated in the mirror at
her backside? Yu's cellphone started to chime while the
ancient Chinese General watched on through that mirror
without Yu knowing, his face and lips red and eyes afire.
Pathetic notions came upon Yu. “Ni meiyou langun” (you have
no dick). Yu wanted to shoot Abi down on this one, yet Abi
was in the game too. “Da shou giang” (masterbate). Yu only
reverted to the mirror to double-check and back to study
the plight of the puppet while talking to Abi on her cell-

phone.

"You want them to be without a song?" Yu had the voice
recognition element for the satellite piracy, so she had
taken Abi down another peg. Carefully, Yu had removed the
pole weapon that was stuck in the crotch of this Chinese
Puppet. Returning it into the hand of the Kuan Kung statue on
the opposite side of the wooden shelf, Abi continues his
pitch to Yu. "The ghosts are hungry." Abi had said it in a
provocative way. "Are they ill-bred, crude and full
of anger?" Yu's tease was without a tail nor near a cat's

paw. "Hurry. Hades waits for you to enter the cyberspace
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black hole." Yu was in for the ride and would play the game,
yet she felt Abi's otaku was ill-concieved and distrusted
him. "Raidom gets his Internet cafe code, I get my drawings
considered for the gameplay?" Yu drove in a bargain.

" Substitute teaching. Osaka. Have you brushed up on

your Japanese?" Abi's questioned had angered Yu, for she

had wanted nothing more than to of had done just that.

"Show me the okane" (money). Yu said with a persuasive
authority.

Gravitational attraction from the simplest orbit to
complicated galaxy crashes, the paths of rockets were leaving
the Earth at Tanegashima Space center, and a see-saw probe
would enter into this space while gaining speed from
virtual planets. It was ejected from this system and captured
at the space center's command and control room. It had
interfered with the satellite's Internet beam, and the
modeling of multiple bodies, they had become this
fundamental physical phenomenon. Curriculum at elementary
and secondary schools in Japan, Atsushi was in their cock-
pit. The glow of the command and control room computers at
this late hour, it would coalesce with all these studies.

The coding that was necessary, it had to match certain
tones, so Atsushi was hearing them in his headset. The
download was completed, and Atsushi had quickly linked his

coding with a game console to achieve an application.
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Taro's father had disappeared from public life, yet he would
come forth with the usual paternal appearances. Taro had
spent his days submerged into the lower levels of anime and
otaku while gaming for the higher levels for the spatial
organization of his interlocking passion for electronics.
Smuggling and pirating cellular tech, storage devices and
software, Taro's spatial intelligence would manifest in a
variety of ways. Transforming mental images for the spatial
skill that gaming engineers and designers would depend on
for the intelligent perception of an Alien Ninja Gameplay had
lain the foundation for his tree of life.

Submerged in the unconsciouness, Taro was playing the
virtual space where atoms had become one with AI solar
systems. Taro was in a black waistcoat, studded bracelet
and designer jeans. The "Alien Ninja Gameplay" room was a
360 degree gaming environment. Blasting away at the Demons
that would materialize, Taro was energized and jolted with
this interlocking of his mind and its images, yet the
gameplay had stopped, leaving Taro midst a room full of
mirrors. "Lets call it Demonic Mania." Taro reminisced,
wishing that it would last forever. Taro could of had done
without the lectures of what gaming was as an influence on
Japan's culture, for in the game, he was an essential leader.
Even-though the clans would come, they had started to broaden
their power with massive multiplayer online gaming before the

power struggle had begun.
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Raidom Yoshiyuki was at the entrance of the gameplay
room. Always well-dressed and in his early sixties, Raidom
was a man of honor - cool, up to the thing that had went on
and around Osaka. He usually wore designer shades, short
black hair with some grey mixed into his goatee. "Alien
Totalitarian God?" Raidom had asked Taro while holding up a
smart phone. Taro quickly holstered the first person shooter
weapon to take the smart-phone from Raidom, meeting him at
the gameplay room’s small entrance, which was shielded by
mirrors when the door was closed.

"We’'ve uploaded ‘Shan Hia Jing.’" Taro had said, as he
had the smart-phone in hand and was deciphering his text
messages. "The Classic Mountain and Seas." Raidom was
starting a conjecture, for the errant data uploaded into the
Kizuna Satellite, a satellite that would have one of the
fastest internet beams in the world, it would download into
his Alien Ninja Gameplay. "Hei An Zhuan." Taro went on with
his head still buried into the smart-phone. "Epic of
Darkness." Raidom continued to keep Taro focused for an
explanation.

"Downloaded all of it into that digital book. An
archetype for the malevolent spirits in our game content
design. The ebook’s about an antisocial network." Taro could
sense the Raidom’s query was not without skepticism, so he
emphasized their forecast. Military dictatorship was what

they had wanted at Tanegashima, so Raidom would enjoy
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stability with his indigenous gaming culture as a regional
power with the Alien Ninja Gameplay. "Alien Ninja Akuma. A

fighting game." Taro had made a certain statement - full of
Japanese discipline and simplicity, which Taro quickly bowed
to, as they were about to engage themselves in a full-scale
invasion of Global virtual online gaming for the economic
power that would control their Universe.

Microwave ovens, showers and free soft drinks with
Internet access, Taro wanted to take his café from renting a
reclining chair to a Global infrastructure with virtual
gaming. There were plenty of cubical, tons of Manga and
magazines on gaming and software about. Today was different,
The Internet cafe was closed and empty, so Taro and Raidom
had the whole play-pen for themselves. “Nano-warriors.
Military technology and comic books- That’s it. A Demonic
Mania.” Taro said with a tone to get Raidom in the mood of
the play, but Raidom stayed calm, reeking wise with a cup
tea had poured for himself. “Gameplay travelers between
fiction and real science. Akuma.” Raidom was now relaxed and
sitting at the small tea table - relishing his first sip.
Taro took his gesture as an invitation and sat, helping
himself to some of Raidom’s tea. “Players then. Gamers that
are transferring words and graphic images into our virtual
gameplay.” Raidom had went on, relishing his tea with Taro
drinking his with nods and bows. “Is there a test for this

hungry dragon?” Raidom asked the poignant point, as Taro
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nodded and punched in sequenced numbers on his smart-phone.

Taro was checking the uplink which would pick up on the
errant data signals. Tanegashima would get the weaker
signals, as Atsushi had to connect their spacecraft and feed
it into the Alien Ninja Gameplay. Therefore, in an alien
cyberspace, their virtual gameplay environment would go
online. Taro had Atsushi in plain view on his smart-phone
"Abi’s codes downloaded into the online black hole. I used
the bullet train’s mainframe. Accessed it with the hard-
drive. Feedback pipeline’s from Tokyo." Raidom could hear it,
and Atsushi was responsive too - fervently coding for this
deep space vehicle.

Net data protocols to link spacecraft to the web had
been tested with terrestrial techniques, so Raidom had
decided to pitch in to route data to an extraterrestrial
space and time while utilizing the off-planet resources of
Tanegashima’s satellite launch facility to make this venture
easier to manage.

Atsushi was gaming with a console - codes. They had
wanted to give technology a life form, but it evolved into
its own species, which was what Raidom had perceived. With
Global devices and software programs connected to hardware -
laptops, netwbooks, digital readers - all of it transformed
into a pirated Internet beam for his Alien Ninja Gameplay,
Raidom’s Alien Cybercafe could communicate an outsourcing of

a massive multiplayer virtual entertainment environment
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controlled by him and his gadgets.

Atsushi was gaming with a console, and he could hear
Raidom while he was sitting in the Tanegashima Space Center
Command and Control room talking in Osaka. His head-sets were
nearly sound-proof. "Will he feed her back into Osaka
as our mermaid’s head?" Atsushi quickly coded in what he had
fathomed as a request from Raidom, as he was in on the
conversation such a way. "Virtually supernatural. Genetic
mutations. Whatever his bio space occupation is with our
alien data- Their satellite technology. Our reverse
engineering with their futuristic online warriors. Who
knows?" Atsushi jerked back, horror-struck as to what he
might have had done after hearing Taro speak to Raidom
through his head set. "The dragon’s tail meets an online
God’'s ninja assassin." Raidom confused Atsushi even more, as
he was still listening to Raidom and Taro converse while he
had written code to synchronize their virtual gameplay
reaction with the data. What troubled Atsushi was it was him
that would experience the virtual spatial transformation in
the game. "Misinformation. Extraterrestrial annihilation.
Then, add its crossover. A virtual synthesis of its
totalitarian self." Taro topped Raidom, so Atsushi waited -
curiously wondering what might entail in his near experience

with his recent coding and linking of the errant data.
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Atsushi’s head was with its sudden realization, as it
was as if he had passed out. The new version wasn’'t a classic
arcade game, and this wasn’t these viruses nor the
surrounding firewall of the data that he had salvaged for
Raidom. The classroom was Japanese, and it was elementary in
its presentation. Something had been damaged, and the failure
could be heard. "Madoshi." The Hannya'’'s voice was with its
approach. Atsushi could not see what was corrupted and
inaccessible to reality, as he had entered into its virtual
space at where media was not accessed normally.

The was no recovery technique, and all he could think of
was the invisible images of elementary Japanese
schoolchildren darting between the rows of these crowded
desks. Atsushi whirled at where he had sensed the great
malice and their sublime emotions, and there before him was
the cosmos and its anticosmos. Atsushi wanted scream with
tears wailing into an emptiness, as he was being tormented by
the complexity of the human emotions which was before him and
at the doorway of the classroom. It was Hannya, dangerous and
demonic as a vengeful woman.

Atsushi’s soul had been torn from his sanity and tossed
into a virtual madness that was full of an intensity of
anger. A bloody butcher knife was dangling from the Hannya's
hand. "I'm no sorcerer." Atsushi explained, yet the open door

at the Hannya'’s back slammed shut. There was no escape.
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Atsushi had received these division problems, and the
number of days it would take to kill children had been
presented to him by this man. He looked like Mamoru, as he
had seen his pictures in the paper. The noose was still
hanging on his neck, and he was wearing the cloths that they
would of had sent one off with before they were hanged in
Japan. "Am I an apparition?" Mamoru waved the bloody butcher
knife as if he were an Italian soldier intimidating his
counterpart, yet his voice was hers - the same, Hannya.
"Masaka!" Atsushi’s scientific mind had taken over, surveying
the room for an opportunity to return to the command and
control room.

Mamoru scraped the butcher knife on floor, and then was
up and slashing it out violently. Atsushi was acutely
isolated, and there was no community. There was no support
from Tanegashima, and Tokyo wasn’t this virtual reality in a
massive multiplayer online game. The data was driven to kill,
as 1t was governed by these harsh, cruel and severe laws.

Atsushi backed, full of remorse, as this wasn’t his family.

"Yakail!" This time, it was a different voice, and it had
occupied Mamoru. Spoken words were being converted, and the
recognition software that was defined by the errant data with
its speech-to-text linking with computer code and engineered
by Atsushi, it was in a fluctuation background, as these
sounds were presented with this level in of virtual space.

The firelights went off, and an emergency broadcast
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system had connected to Tanegashima space center. It had
kicked in as a computer voice. "Warning..oni..oni..." Atsushi
had no escape, so he continued to retreat from the maddened
Mamoru who was slashing out with a bloody butcher knife.

Mutating into a Human Demonoid, Mamoru was absorbed into
the computer network at Tanegashima. Two horns were erect
from out of his head, and blood pus spewed from his open
gangrene wounds. Bashing desks out of the way with a large
club with spikes, the Human Demonoid had cornered Atsushi.
"Iie wakarimasen!" Making a plea for his life with hands
raised to protect his head, Atsushi couldn’t break this curse
and could only hope to be resurrected back at Tanegashima
before his computer in the command and control room. At this
point, it was Mamoru as the demon that had raised kanabo-
jutsu, and its thwack had blood splattered Atsushi in a mish-
mash in the corner of this virtual classroom.

The Ghosts were hungry, and they would have had been
well fed in these business and entertainment areas. The Osaka
Hilton was linked to one of Osaka’s largest shopping malls,
and Japanese manners mixed with a western hotel chain that
was imbued with its years of practice, it would have had been
a portal for the availability of these ancient ancestors.

The Osaka Hilton was a towering high-rise of an
ultramodern building, so there was a transition crisis
between two technological waves. This was not the

technological change that could have been the springboard out
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of Atsushi’s current crisis, as the associated new
technologies, they were lying in this structural and
behavioural inflexibility, and they would be bent to produce
a displaced image of this distant object. Emanating off this
hue, a wraith shadow of the Osaka Hilton, it was faint form.
It was Kuan Yin, a Chinese goddess, or was it an optical
illusion? An atmospheric refraction by a layer of hot air
could distort or invert a reflection of distant object - the
Osaka Hilton.

The Alien Ninja Warrior Woman had to appear from out of
the ultrasound devices that were used in conjunction with
magnetic resonance imaging (MRI), so the Internet beam had
allowed its neurosurgical malfunction to be retrieved as this
space vehicle. Orbiting in this virtual gameplay, it was born
from deep space, so there was this data protocol, and it was

there to help.
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Chapter Five - Alien Ninja Akuma

Basking near this 15 meter indoor pool, Mai was in a
designer bikini. Her laptop and hand-held was nearby. She had
on a black eye mask, as she had kept visualizing the
kaleidoscope event that had happened at the Hard Rock cafe.
She thought that maybe the computer code had made her
experience a psychedelic gameplay, so she would take in this
weird trip. She would bring it all down on Taro when he
finally had showed up with his smart ass.

Mai had left college and was into self discovery as an
entrepreneur, for she had figured that she would scoop it up
as the gameplay played out. Putting the pieces together for
her benefit, this would sustain her, and she had a nice ass
with plenty of cute that Taro and his type had wanted to
fuck. “Spread legs.” Mai knew it was Taro’s voice, but she
played dead. This way she could get him over. At that point,
she would sink her nails into him.

With Hollywood looks, Mai had never smoked, drank and
would never take drugs. Even though Taro would and had done

all of the above, she had made him important to her.
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Yeah, she was in her early twenties, but Mai had come from
The teenage clubbing. Anime, Manga and video game clubs

were her modus operandi. She had met Taro online in a video
game called “Alien Ninja Gameplay.” Getting offline and into
some tasty food and Karoake turned them into friends from
online strangers. She had went from public to private as his
subservient. Thereafter, Mai had dominated Taro.

Mai had brought herself up off the pool-side lounge
just a bit. She was far from an computer. Taro was never
going fuck a plastic doll that was for sure, yet even she
wasn’'t a computer. She full of blood-seething passion that
could only be soothed by his strong and deliberate discipline
to fuck her into an obedience. Mai returned her eye mask and
dropped back down. “Abi’s code’s messing with our heads.”
Taro sits on the next lounge chair alongside Mai in
preparation to sit and beg for a bone as her toy poodle.
“You prefer the hand-held version?” Taro had asked Mai with
an heir as with its massive modernization for the sense of
well-being that could of had been their interactive forces
in this phenomena, for their bound states were supposed
to be the mathematical method for Raidom’s Internet Cafe
and its Alien Ninja Gameplay. This nothing out of its
something could not be cancelled out. It had its own
gravity. Taro knew that his force had to be attractive, so
it was expected and planned that there would be electric

forces in the sequences of the programming of the virtual
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game that could and or would go awry, so now would not of had
been a good time to piss Mai off, but still, he had his duty,
now full of his steam and ready to blow into her. The
gravitational masses of this virtual space was already in
game and on its level. They were players, so Taro made his
play in its massive multiplayer structure of this virtually
simulated universe. Mai leaned up again and peaked out from
under her eye-mask again. “Shot some bitch right in the
forehead.” Mai had found her social outlet with Taro in an
effect that she would isolate him in the gameplay. Mai had
felt the aggression, the addiction of the massive multiplayer
role playing game of Alien Ninja Gameplay, and the female
gamer, it was growing. Whatever that was of her, Mai had
demanded a resolution to her social inadequacy and anxiety,
yet Taro had intercepted Mai before she could lie back down
and cover her eyes. “Whoa, weapons check.” Taro spoke with
deep concern as he had peeled the eye-mask off Mai’s eyes so
she could she him.

“Tell me about your fighting game.” Taro had asked
with a careful concern. Mai sensed it while meeting Taro in
the pipeline of the gameplay - eye to eye. “A duo attack.
«...I think?” Mai’s spirit had sunk into an oblivious dread,
and a deep fear had come upon Mai. She could not of had flown
away, so she grabbed her handbag and held it out for Taro to
take. She could feel the weighted weapon that was supposed to

be carried as the a simulation index in the patterns, so the
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architecture would define its function, yet the freak-out
other stuff with the waitress - her blasting and having
unintentional nightmares in real-time, that was not part of
the gameplay. She had just blacked it out of her mind, for
she wouldn’t shoot some bitch in the head, right?

May it was the first to fight, the first to strike with
their squadrons along with what could destroy enemy aircraft,
as what would establish and maintain air superiority and
deliver ordinance was there. They were on target and that was
Tanegashima Space Station. They would be on time, and this
was the first pass. It was there off the coast of Japan, and
it had come in with their beckon and call. It also was in
these waters for the simulation. The USS Nimitz as a nuclear
powered aircraft carrier, it would use its nuclear components
to coordinate the design for their nanotech soldier, for the
prototypes were to engage the errant data. Raidom’s black
project deal, it was in gameplay.

The CH-46 Sea Knight Helicopter was onboard for its
transport of the weaponry, and they were in the form of a
Marine assault team. Onward and away with this lift-off, in
full-tilt gameplay, this bird was 84 feet long with a range
of 620 nautical miles, and its two GE T58-GE-16 turboshaft
engines, they would take it up to its speed of 166 miles per
hour. Its tandem rotor configuration, they were also part of
this combat team.

Strapped up, inside, it was high-tech combat on



43.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready
Superbowl Sunday, and Snake and Jerry, they were both
African Americans. In their thirties, they were career
U.S. Marine Cor, yet Dale and Dave were, they were the
freshly trained combat troops out of bootcamp. Now, Jack and
Doug, they would be their flanks as these elders for what was
not jail bait. "What if its got green blood and it’'s bullet
proof?" Jerry had little patients for shooting demons in
Japan. She had been advised that the data wasn’t normal, yet
she hadn’t much fear as to what that might be. Things had no
weapons, and she was well armed to blow things a new shit-
hole. “Probably not a vegetarian then.” Doug knew killing was
same where-ever you go, and he had more of an inclination to
of had been the warrior of men. There was plenty of country
from his parts to blow the horizontal away. Unknown
verticals, that thought was troubling him. When he was
a kid, he ducked shadows in the barn, and he had carried
branches in the woods to fend for himself against the wild.
Now, he was onboard to create a weaponry while containing an
experiment that had gone bad at Tanegashima Space Center?
This was weird like the science fiction horror movies that he
had watched.

“You gonna kill a monster Snake?” Jerry wouldn't
acknowledge Doug, for he was lower in rank and too fresh.
She had been there and done that, and she was going to cover
her ass. “Killed lots of monsters.” Snake was in focus for

the kill. Sitting opposite of Jerry, Snake just looked
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through her. Doug and Dale were on Jerry'’s right, both
smirking at what Snake had quipped, yet Snake had caught the
corners of their mouths, so he had gave them a mean eye while
his other had stayed a steady on Jerry. Jack was alongside
Snake, the brains and the command of this operation. Opened
up, there was an industrial strength military laptop, and he
had affixed it around his neck. Entering the gameplay, Jack
had typed in some code, and there were some points and
clicks. “Nanotechnology simulation’s for the enhancement of
soldier survivability.” Jack started to call the play as

if its was goal to goal.

Jack was they’'re Drill Sergeant, yet this view of the
future changes that he was in charge of wasn’t the typical
structure as would have had been per usual as a commander
office of elite forces in the U.S. Military. He had been in
long enough, wasn’t larger, meaner nor even louder, and he
could hear a pin drop an a feather’s ass before it landed.

The was something out there though, and the bird’s could
hear it screaming within this infrastructure of high-tech
satellites, drones and what else but the M16A2 Rifle? The
Military Laptop was unbreakable, not wussy stuff. Jack loved
the handheld gadgets, the kind a tech designed for civilian
emergency-response teams as well as soldiers in the field. On
its monitor was a gameplay map. It was walk-though diagram of
a skeleton of the human body. Coordinate points of

cosmology were meshed together with all these satellite codes
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and panels. Could of been a set-up for a graphic designer
that was drawing radar. "Game’s in a high-tech battle-field.
Our opponent is a chameleon of cosmological graphics and
comics that are in an online black-hole. We’'re going in its
vacuum space at Tanegashima Space Center." Jack was eye-
balling the Laptop while he did the Drill Sergeant.

Dave were about to drop and give him twenty, yet Doug
was on a horse that wouldn’t jump. "Interweaving our bio with
electronic components. Wearable computer stuff?" Doug needed
to get further on in the parade. "We’ll be on the nano
inside. Virtual nano-warriors. We’ll secure the techno-
science on Tanegashima Island." Jack came up to stab Doug
through and through - meeting eye to eye, which was a no no.

Doug had been cued and readied to fire.

Yuudia Akakuro was this sleepy-eyes scientist in his
thirties. He specialized in system scanners and memory
upgrades as Tanegashima’s Space Center’s computer tech, yet
this time he was combining x-ray equipment with sophisticated
computers to produce multiple images and pictures of the
inside of these bodies, and they were in a virtual gameplay
environment. With their skeletal structures transmitting as
moving images inside this game, his geek’s toolkit was to
remove the malware once it was detected for this Black
Project.

Yuudia would provide the installation required for an

amazing website, and Raidom would utilize these system
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scanner tools, and they would detect his errant data in the
memory of its Internet Beam for an Alien Ninja Gameplay.
Yuudia was in a lab-coat. Fists balled in its packets, he
could see that he was way past being a strategic software
engineer at this point. Tom Bertram was right alongside, an
African Amercian point man on the Joint’s Chief of Staff’s
website development. In charge of an operational mode on this
one - cyber-warfare, he was in his forties. Opting out of the
trench for the more ethical yet higher-paying tighter lip
part of Military combat and their teams, he would always be a
U.S. Marine. "Content was Western akuma." Yuudia started to
define the viral control of the virtual computer
infrastructure that was presented in its bloodied chaos.

It could have been a triggered knife and or even
gunplay. Sure, attempted murder, assault, criminal mischief
and weapon possession, it would all mesh with digital art,
skin art, themes, wallpaper art, traditional art, and
photography for Tanegashima’s robust file checks that would
have had been in place to prevent it, yet there was a human
error before them in a pool of bits and bytes. Tom knew he
had to prevent this from happening again, for what if it
could happen to millions? He knew the answer to that one.
That was why he was there, so it had to happen again - only
differently next time.

"Pirates? Reprogrammed our nano-technological comic book

collision simulations?" Tom went into his level play while
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questioning Yuudia. They both came in closer, as there was a
valley forged for them to walk. "They'’ve added a narrative
connection that stimulates an online evil." Yuudia had
replied while Tom took in the damage. Computers were blood-
splattered and smashed, and Atsushi was a mangled pool of
gore in the corner of the room. "Package overheats online and
then explodes here?"

Tom asked. "Blunt force." Yuudia pointed it out too, as
Atsushi was mashed meat that had spread outward. "Comics
bashed his head in?" Tom wanted laugh madly for a moment
after he had asked that. "The first online installment of its
fighting game." Yuudia had went on. "The multidimensional
reading on our prisoner- ...We’ll get some game-scores
there." Tom had said with his charge and control.

Atmospheric chemistry would be dissolved into its
substances to become their solids on this surface, so these
physical forces, they were in the gameplay. Rayn Dirth was at
the shoreline of Tanegashima Island, and JAXA, Japan'’'s
Aerospace Exploration Agency, all its data and efficiency was
to be capture with these virtual molecules or atoms that
would collide with this errant data. Getting past aerosol
particles and cloud droplets and their various chemical
species, there would be a form for this agglomeration, so a
spectral irradiance would be this energy arrival at levels in
the game. Within its platforms, there were on these flat

surfaces, as virtual time-lines for their fixed spatial
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orientations, they would be a concentration of its kinds.
These other substances, they would be presented, and they
would be in his charge at the Space Center. Their launch
activities for these Japanese rockets with their wvarious
payloads, they would be circumvented for his launch-related
operations.

Ryan’s London Fog flapped its fringes as the CH-46E
Seaknight Helicopter had flown on by and over head. He
straightened his tie while swallowing in this physics that
had been fried into a Saturn and part of him as one of its
distant moons hidden in this daylight haze.

Tanegashima’s rich culture and history was a major
appeal to Ryan too. Actually, in his mind, he was online
surfing these clear waters. He was still at his computer
studying these sandy beaches. Summer would come soon, and
this project would be resolved. He would roll one then and do
some surfing - kick it for while before he tightened his
ass for the company again. This situation was miniscule -
part of the game was what he had fathomed. It was high-tide.
Too bad, he had to go.

The Boeing 747-400 was a first class extract, transform
and load vehicle for Abi. With Yu along for the ride, the
cabin crew could turn their seats into beds, as with the down-
filled mattress and large pillow, a pampering would take
place in this cyberspace travel. Abi Chang was 20 with short

brown hair on a soft face with dark eyes. His dark v-necked
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shirt, jeans - sneakers, and expensive classic watch, they
were adorning this professional Chinese hacker. He had
skirted Communist China’s three hot’s and no cot with the
inside deals to get him out of what might have had come, so
he knew how to adapt and fit into whatever operational need
that may be presented at any particular level. Yu was deep
into her magazines, bouncing off its content to see herself
in Japan teaching elementary school children digital arts.
She was stylish, and her sportswear made this a nice ride.

Abi was in to extract the data from the errant sources.
Afterward, he was to transform it into Tanegashima Space
Center’s unstructured data sources, which had come from the
binaries of the ebook that was uploaded into the Kizuna
Satellite’s Internet Beam. He kept his head buried and was
focused on the concept of its title of "Alien Totalitarian
God Akuma Sutra Abduction ."

Raidom was betraying Tanegashima with a conversion for
the software format that would be this source data for his
"Alien Ninja Gameplay" in Tokyo. "Temporal gaming strata.
That’s all." Abi knew the gameplay was a many against one,
but Yu kept the pressure on to seal any leaks that might of
had been present in this deal. "My drawings are for comic
books. They didn’t simulate that. Gameplay characters. That'’'s
all." Yu argued with Abi, as what had happened at that
underground club with the Gate’s of Hell Visual Kei rock and

roll concert was beyond explanation.
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Manipulatory illusions of mime and stillness, they were
pushing and pulling in with its undefined object, and the
dynamic of its past, it was present in an underpinning of the
construction of her, as the artist with the designer in this
gameplay, the event at where her collaboration with music and
image was an inter-operation of this U.S federal photographic
project, it was manifesting with a focus that was of a
violent wilderness. She couldn’t at present put her physical
and metaphysical device in perspective with this connection
between a space-race with a historically constituted culture
with the Hungry Ghost Festivals in Hong Kong. The LCD'’s on
the entertainment media had started to glow, and passengers
were confused as to their transmission.

Yu could see through the haze and irradiance, as the
face of the Hannya had burned through. "Ecchi" The
transmission of fuck in Japanese could be heard from the
audio. Abi went after the naughty code while Yu had pondered
his next move. "Oni." Yu’s realization was hushed and blown
from a thick and fangless tongue.

Passengers were getting agitated, complaining as to what
so obviously wasn’'t presented as an in-flight entertainment.
In a sudden change of venue, the Gates of Hell’s visual kei
concert had started playing on the LCDs. A Japanese
Stewardess was now in the aisle, all smiles - perfect manners
at where none could scathe a composure. "Please remain

seated. We’ll be on the ground soon."
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The oxygen masks fell, and the Gates of Hell’s heavy
metal music was at a crescendo. Passengers had started to
panic - grabbing masks, putting them on their faces. Parents
were helping their children. "Remain calm. The masks are not
necessary." The Stewardess wasn’t as yet fazed as to what was
going on, actually inadvertently trying to check what was up
on the head banger instead, but a Japanese Man in his
thirties, some guy two sakes short of sushi for the day, he
had lost it. Sprouting up from his seat, he had fetched a
small luggage from an overhead rack. "They’re trying to kill
us!"

Abi couldn’t crack the present data stream, so he had
went for the oxygen mask. Yu just glared off into a lost
sunshine while wanting to say good-night. "Yu. Put on the
mask." Abi was trying not to sound too panicky. “It’s here."
Yu had said with a seething internal combustion ready to
that was ready to blast off. Pushing Abi’s hand away, as it
was holding out the oxygen mask. Then, Yu had reached up and
tore it from the ceiling to fling it aside. "No Abi! It’s
evil. It’s herel!"

The land of peace and harmony had been betrayed by an
Akuma, as the Hannya Mask had become intertwined with a
hierarchy of evil code. This Japanese man, whatever business
he had in Japan, that was over, for he had lost all face.
Holding the small carry-on luggage with a pounce for the

Japanese Stewardess in the aisle, he was unaware of the other
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two sneaking up and in close behind him.

Yu’s small Hong Kong apartment was of empty, yet the
Manga poster of her as the popular comic-book action figure,
it was superimposed with an evil ghost image. It had come
from an inspiration of what was dead. Roaming the cosmos and
preying on worlds of what had brought fear into mortals, its
phenomenal power had started the pages of her comic books to
flip. In this search engine, realizing itself, it was from
an alien cyberspace outer-space. It had been transformed by
what was ounce mortal beings. Yes, these children, elementary
school children, they could not escape this time and space,
and it would deprive them of their freedom, as it was an
Alien Totalitarian God. "Chapter Two. The ghosts are hungry"
It's voice had echoed in the empty room, and the walls had
started to bleed with its blood soaked kanji. There had been
a reincarnation, and it had originated from this demon that
was of its extended evil data. Perpetually operating for a
cause of the destruction of this world, it had been led into
Yu’s small Hong Kong apartment. It was there to promote its

irreligious activities while having its way with Yu.
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Chapter Six - The Hannya Mask

The comparisons were in its between, as this observed
abundance, they were of these decay products. Tanegashima'’s
speculative mathematical models were exhibiting faster than
light features, yet the contraction of light had put the
Pilots into the errant data’s warp bubble. Inside the cockpit
of the Boeing, the exotic matter had demonized the two
Pilots. Their faces were red with pointed ears and teeth, and
their eyes had burned as stars lit from far away galaxies.

The Japanese Stewardess kept banging on the cabin door
and jimmying its latch to enter, but the two possessed Pilots
were in an improbable and outlandish expansion. Dark energy
had taken control, and their bodies were being driven as well
from this gravitational warp drive. The technological
opposition from the virtual expansion and contraction of
spacetime was propelling the Airliner into an Alien
Cyberspace.

"Captain! We have an emergency!" The Japanese Stewardess
had screamed with a fretful voice. One of the Pilots had
looked back at the door and snarled in an interest, so the

cabin door unlocked itself. The Japanese Stewardress came



54.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready
flying forward to land face first in the cabin. Getting
herself together in a horror-struck panic, she could see that
the Pilots were demonic, hideous and dangerously interested
in her flesh and blood. She could sense their intentions, and
her blood curdling scream was moments before the airline
Pilot had leapt at her neck to tear in open in a swipe.
Mauling into the Stewardess, the Pilot had ravished her as a
meal. Chewing off pieces of her neck, ripping her with his
claws, the Pilot was digging into her.

Intersecting these electromagnetic forces for the
cosmological expansion velocity of this virtual universe at
this level, the other Demon Pilot was self contained in this
parallel alternate reality that was coexisting with them, as
Kansai International Airport before them would have had been
on an island. It had changed into a geometrical spatial as an
outer space.

They were flying into a region of space from which
nothing could escape, and light was the interaction of a
virtual reality. An unknown mechanism had collapsed into the
Boeing 747-400 Singapore Airline. Flying into this
cosmological multiverse schema where infinite identical
copies would exist in these levels of the Alien Ninja
Gameplay, these fictional characters were existing as these
entities in this perpetual massive multiplayer game. Kansai
International Airport was now architecturally the same as

this other place and of its island in that outer space.
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The emulation in an outer space was an artificial
gravity, and the passengers were floating proportionately to
their distorted sounds. Even then, the two Stewardess were
dodging the Japanese man still with a small luggage as a
weapon. Abi and Yu were holding on to the back of their seats
with their feet airborne during this nuasea-inducing free
fall into this level of the game. Abi’s eyes had widened. and
determination encompassed his gander. "Kill the demon! Kill
it." Abi had yelled. Distorted warp of sound had made Abi
pointing for Yu to get a fix on their chaotic forefront.

In the back computer room in Hong Kong there were these
radio waves, as they had been transmitted into a
communication as a space exploration in this game. Abi was a
wraith there, and these frequencies were coming in as this
piece meal cache of Abi’'s past, present and future patterns
in this computer code. His ghost was in front of the computer
screen that was aglow with its strange radioactive haze. The
over head light was flickering, and kanji was smeared on the
walls. They were feeding these leeches that were crawling on
it. Larger devilish serpents were slithering about in a
hunger too.

The demonic transference had taken over the mortal body
of this Pilot. There were no pigs for it to of had been cast
into, nor a remembrance of this something that might have had
happened. From one passenger to the next, the Demon Pilot was

clawing gaping marks into the floating passengers. Mayhem and
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murder. There was nothing there to stop the absorption of
this anger, yet Yu was not listening to this Alien
Totalitarian God. There was this other voice that was of its
heartfelt fashion that could have had brought its heaven to
their earth. Yu had become this divine and powerful
manifestation, so she had flown forward in the weightlessness
- fists first! Somersaulting just before she had reached the
Demon Pilot, Yu horse kicked him with such a force that he
was sent head-first through an airline window!

Clarity was back, and everything had returned to a
calmness of the moment before the chaos. It was centered and
relaxed while the Stewardess was making a final check to see
if all had followed the fasten seat-belt instructions. It was
so sudden, this change, so the reflection of the previous
experience, it had no negative emotion during this landing
approach of the Boeing Airliner.

Kansai International Airport was readied for the Boeing
747-400. It taxied in for the developing applications that
Abi had been interacting with for these unique problems that
were presented at Tanegashima Space Center. It was somewhat
frustrating to him, for the experience was of the bug effect.
This coding would be difficult to track down, so Yu would
have to network within the Internet’s beam to establish
the formats that were within the gameplay. More options could
be utilized be when there was jeopardy for all. Their

critical survival needs would be supplied by Yu's effective
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responses in this gameplay, as there would b protracted and
sudden emergency. "You’'re the source code. Your bio-feedback
is in their virtual cosmological cyberspace gameplay." Abi’s
voice had rung of its true command then for the recognition,
and the emergency response teams were in play and await on
this tarmac. The chances of events happening would be
determined by calculating the results of Yu’s gaming, so the
winning of the gameplay was a one against all that were
playing. They would be in game at many levels for the
totality of the Alien Ninja Gameplay.

At Tanegashima Space Center’s Command Control room Tom
was at the main screen to lead the expedition into where the
fabrication of soldiers into the physically strong in an
online game would take place. Ryan was right there with Tom
to oversee the advanced performance materials that would be
programmed into the gameplay with this next generation code
as an online body armor. Yuudia’s nano-technological research
was pursued by the military, so the integration of their
military nanotech programs had to be put into a game theory
environment at Tanegashima Space Center.

Space Center Staff were about their business for the
intricate injections of code, as the engineering of these
applications, they had become this virtual artificial blood.
Nanotech soldiers in this gameplay, they could be enhanced,

and their performances would be taken beyond what it would of
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normally been of their bio breakdowns. "Program the kill."
Tom had made the order with this human to human interaction
in these communications that were being re-calibrated as
itself, as human beings were being leveraged for their new
connectivity. Ryan had grabbed a hold of his head-set so as
to not of had been on the sidelines in this play.

"Prepare for combat motion." Ryan had said with a small
talk enjoyment. Ryan would get sexual enjoyment from
torturing another, so he would speak with this subdued
emotion. Ryan had worked hard to have power over what it
would been of these victims.

"Ready to engage." That was Snake, and his broadcast
into the Command and Control Center had programmed the
environmental quantities into the Internet beam. Smart
weapons that were robotic could reach an intelligence at this
level of the gameplay, so it would be seeking the
Combat Team and their ammunition. There was no reliable
remote for an off-switch when the unexpected was to appear.
It would make its presence to cause injury as combatant. The
Combat Team would be these receptor-enhancers that would
protect possible civilians. Destruction to the infrastructure
with an environmental pollution was in this design, so
Tanegashima would increase alertness of the gameplay while
reducing the reaction times of them as players.

Yuudia had started typing into his computer, so these
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nanoparticles, they were evading the natural defenses of
the Combat Team for the likelihood of these nanomaterials.
The Space Center Staff were in a spellbound observation when
the emergency broadcast system had went off. The Countdown
was in a computer voice. "Warning thirty seconds." The
nanoparticles had entered this food chain, so this Alien
Totalitarian God data had become this post-battlefield of an
Internet beam in its perpetual gameplay.

Tom had held his space, as this was supposed to be a
cakewalk, and there was need at this point to provide
some relief to everyone, yet this countdown that was taking
place, it would be the disturbing side of the video game
industry. There was a ticking time bomb inside this game
fandom, and the technical glitch that was explained, it had
unnerved some of the Space center Staff. The were there to
foster a new and vibrant space economy, yet to witness the
destruction, this an after-effect with the several computers
that were removed and replaced, that had caused a great deal
of suspicion. Yuudia was midst the Space Center Staff, and
all eyes where peeled on the main screen. The count down
continued in its computer voice. Intensifying, the warning
and fire-light had caused a vibration, and it had become this
Internet beam. The errant data was realizing itself. Techno-
gameplay sounds were starting to pipe in, as there was a
locomotion of code and programming data that was trying to

define itself at this level. The main screen uploaded and had
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lit up.

In the launch tower, the Combat Team was there to
contribute and update this information which was of its
consensual hallucination that they would experience.
Mathematical concepts were filtered in as these graphic
representations of data that was abstracted from this errant
data. They were in the unthinkable of complexity, as lines of
light were of this nonspace of their minds. Clusters and
constellations had made them essentially meaningless. Re-
packaged into an alternative format for the suitable
distribution of the level, Snake, Jerry, Dave, Dale, Jack and
Doug were in an empty space that was irradiating with this
virtual wraith mirage as a techno fog.

"Chicago street-lamps do this." Jerry had put in some
input to justify the manifestation of their cyberspace, as
they were their to tap into this information that would be
embodied in this virtual reality. Demonic groans and strange
warpings of sound were becoming part of this level, and all
Combat Team members had ignited their laser guided rifles.
Their stocks were now pulsating to release these
electromagnetic charges. "Extraterrestrial data’s
simulating." Jack had spoke into his head-set while on this
playing field, as their navigation in this synthetic 3D
space, it would be difficult for them in this near-instant
access of the requisite data. Tanegashima’s capacity to

generate a detailed immersion of interactive visuals on the
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fly would come soon. "Can you observe?" Ryan had been
transmitted into Jack’s head-gear with the question, as their
neural net models, they would need to be optimized for the
recognition of these tasks at this level of the game.

This Cyberspace was for human consumption, yet the
streams of binary code in this cyberspace had become this
visualization tool that was designed by a machine. This
information was entrusted into an Internet beam with errant
data. However, the seamless transition had become a gameplay
environment. It was a non-real time simulation. A virtual
spatial change had put Snake, Jerry, Dave, Dale, Jack and
Doug in a multi-player combat. There were irradiating brick
walls, and the floor and ceiling were of this artistic inward
spawn of these vast voids. These inhomogeneous scales that
would be rejecting contemporary values in this shoot them up
level had become these materializations of the Alien Demons,
and they had attacked with their mouths open to their ears.
They had horns, fangs and long claws, yet the Combat Team'’s
firepower had inundated these gameplay combatants. The Combat
Team spewed their green blood that had steamed of its hideous
pus, so the Alien Demons vaporized with Snake on point and
While leading them through this maze of this Alien Cyberspace
gameplay architecture.

"That wasn’t unpredictable sequential art." Snake had
said. "But. They did have green blood." Jerry had it right

from the beginning - tight with Snake as his battle buddy.
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"The ebook’s an alien cave, right?" Dale had asked. "Yeah.
And we're the graphic novel part." Dave had replied with a
satirical reminisce. “Not exactly- ebook’s just words.
Concepts as graphics. So, if we’re online with the Space
Center’s virtual nano-gameplay, that makes us its comic book
characters." Dale could be intelligent. "Scratach Dungeons
and Dragons for some role-playing to kill demonic armies.
Dittos of virtual assassins. Bet they’ve invited us here to
keep things antisocially networked." Snake had known of the
shit. "War-gaming status?" Ryan had come on and into Jack'’s
ears through the head-set he was wearing. "Game flow'’s
achieved its score." Jack had told Ryan of the tally.
"Entering real-time strategies." Ryan had communicated back
from Tanegashima. Jack then had quickly responded into his
head set. "Is it safe to cross plat-forms?" Jack had waited
for a reply from Tanegashima, and its instance had seemed
like forever. "We're structurally mapping your navigation
during the game." Ryan had come on in thereafter, so Jack
had been instructed from Tanegashima.

The virtual application had ceased, yet they were caught
in its environment where the simulation was forthcoming into
a physical existence. They were aware of its presence, so its
appearance was an impending doom. Snake hadn’t gave it much
thought, as he was a soldier - a robot who had done that and
was there. This time, though, they were controlled by an

Akuma which had come from this pirated internet beam of the
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Kizuna Satellite. Jerry chanced to grace Snake for a move in
the game-plan. "I-Go-You-Go? Or is this We-Go?" Snake had
made his query in a liaison, as Jerry was on the frontline in
this combat role of the pay. Jerry had tried to keep her
distance. If someone would wipe her brain for a clean slate,
she could have had been programmed to kill her hunk. Sure,
Snake could play for the altered state of consciousness, make
Jerry sweet and pure, yet this gameplay was speaking in
tongues. They were the telerobots controlled by an internet
bean from a deep space network. Tanegashima would have their
robot-assisted consoles wired to them. Demonomancy with
Satellite technology, it would manipulate them as these arms,
for the Akuma was the surgeon’s movements that had come
during this theater of war, and it had cast doubt as a shadow
of an existence. It was with them.

The demon rape on the beach from the past was becoming a
divination pipeline into their present, so the project at
Tanegashima could foretell the future of its application.
Going to the dwelling at where there may of had been
technological gods had Tom on edge, yet Ryan was his stoic
CIA sidekick, as they were both licking the mainscreen for
the military gameplay of their mission. Ryan was deep into
ancient Greece, and even they had the belief that demons were
deified heroes. Socrates himself claimed to of had been
guided by demons. Yuuddia was behind and midst the space

center staff, as he had the navigational coordination to
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define the application of the mystic dimensions that would
soon become an embodiment of their field space.

"Random combat?" Tom had wanted to know from Ryan as to
what he had thought about the unsettling issues that could
lead to war or even terrorism. Tom was a master of combat
techniques, yet his deeply ingrained skills were slowing into
what was a fast-pace confrontation with a techno-demon. "We
have to do it." Ryan had answered in a way that would prepare
Tom for a worst case scenario. "Combating unconscious data?"
Tom knew that there was no guarantees in any liklihood of
war, and combat was dangerous. It was his responsibility to
keep his team safe, and that was his top priority. "Too
unrealistic to be true?" Ryan kept the dialogue quick-witted,
so Tom was between the possibility of danger and the
probability of an attack from a demonic overload of the
internet beam. "Sending my team into a disordered, mixed
online future isn’t lying." Tom had to maintain a routine
with Ryan, as he would have to spread his team out as a
spectrum to reduce any multipath interference in a random
accessed network.

"A good dog’s our asset." Ryan extrapolated with the

fore notion at where there could be another capture effect.

"Does this enemy boss have two or four legs?" Tom wanted to
focus on his ass and annualize his strengths. "His God’s our
dog." Ryan gave into Tom with a gradual reply that could have

had been loaded with a turbulent history. "Top-down shooting



65.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready
at us like we’'re dogs?" Tom asked in an indignant memory at
where he had weathered many a crises. "With elements that are
either favorable or unfavorable." Ryan had shot back, as Tom
wouldn’t of had been the one to ridicule the CIA’s ideas
because they were different than his. "God or dog? In an
online war? Combining the spirit with a beast. I doubt we get
Betty Crocker." Tom’s response was tinged with anger, yet
Ryan was also aware that they were threatened. That was why
Tom was there.

Space combat techniques would flow through the main
screen which was a visual of the launch tower’s internal
application of Tanegashima’'s sensors. They were programmed
into their architecture from a holding cell. The Combat team
could be seen awaiting their next move. It would come from
command and control, as Army Fighting would have had been
uploaded, yet suddenly there was an automatic pilot from deep
space that had wiped on the main screen. A visual of stellar
means had made Ryan reach for his head-set. Jockeying it to

his lips. This was game time. "We're between levels."

The underlying modes of spatialisation were inside the
launch tower. "Still on stand by. No demonic possessions or
aliens." Jack came in through the static. Ryan gawked back at
where Yuudia was trying to crack into the beam and break its
code. "Fire-wall'’s dissociating with the gaming hard-drive."
Yuudia was losing a grip. Tom’s toes curled with a whip of

his weapon, and he had put one in its chamber. "An alien
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menace with an identity disorder?" An irradiating hyperbola
was appearing before the main-screen. "The demon’s gate has
been opened." The computer voice echoed with a vibration. It
gave them a pleasure, yet it rattled their asses. Ready to
shit their pants, a hologram, it materialized. Chi Chi was no
more than twenty-five. She was as an inside mantis yet of
long skinned legs that were made in with her porno red: plat-
forms, mini, brown hair that was held with red diamond
chopsticks and a red forked tail.

"What’s this observational data?" Ryan was captivated
and on a pole of polarity, as he could of had been equipped
with a pogo stick for Chi Chi, which would of had gone
haywire for its liquefaction. "Onmyodo" Chi Chi was wickedly
sexy at where a venom could snuff a man with a gasp, as it
would have had come from the thought of her bite. "Japanese
esoteric cosmology." Yuudia was spellbound and obedient.

"Planes of alien existence." Chi Chi was his helper now.
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Chapter Seven - An Alien Beam

Interstellar communications networks had come together
for the alien signals that were being sent into the Osaka
Hilton Hotel room. A vast distance was interacting with other
forms of matter, and waves were absorbed and scattered into
an interstellar dust that had become the straight through
line of an alien beam. Yu and Abi were sitting side by side
on the hotel bed and sharing headphones, yet the Gates of
Hell rock band that was streaming on their cellular device
had broadcast information that was part of another galaxy.
The tiny particles were replicated from the Big Bang.
Vibrating within the Kizuna Satellite’s internet beam with
another microwave radiation on a cosmic background, they had
permeated their online existences.

Extraterrestrial data had become the messages of their
pirated perspective of an artificial energy that was an
interstellar communication in the gameplay. Its technological
imagination was an intergalactic version that had
demonstrated itself as an intelligent alien, as there was
this control of the human spirit that had come from a demonic

realm. Energizing of its own, it had become an artificial
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soul at where its flesh wanted control as a demonic spirit
that would bridge itself into their human souls. Reconfigured
as its neutrino appearance, it had rejected the background of
Tanegashima’s black project. Taking on an upgrade as an
optimal beam setting, it had configured as a new target in
the game.

Traveling along its calculated trajectory, it wasn’'t
visiting the stars, as it had found the backstage theater
where Yu had been as its habitable world. The mirror glowed
of its multidimensional Universe, as it was in a system on
the edge of a deep space exploration. As a robot probe, it
needed its players with their difficulties that would have
had been in a replay ability within its infinite other
worlds. Mai and Toro were seen in the hotel from the
reactions in the mirror that had occurred within the sun, as
astrophysics and cosmology, these weak interactions with
other matter, it had allowed them to escape from its core.

Not stopped by matter in a terrestrial realm, they had
become these particles that were to of had been the preserved
information, as powerful weapons and defensive systems, they
would have had been developed at Tanegashima. "Okay, so what
mode’s their cutting of skin without surgery?" Mai wanted to
blow the aliens away, as the space-time symmetry flavors in
Osaka had oscillated into another flavor. Taro had pulled the
twenty five caliber’s clip out to show its bullet-loaded end

to Mai, as dark matter and dark energy with their geometrical
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representations, it had held them in its extra dimensional
world. They were in its new space-time. "Every slug’s there."
Taro had shown Mai as if she wasn’t sober. Mai would take in
few drinks occasionally. Taro kept it so as he was much the
same as a match up. "They put’em back. Paranormal online
blinks of that God." Mai pressed on as to what had happened.
"Bullet leaping? Then reappearing somewhere else?" Taro was
thinking that he would let her win this one. "Is she alive or
dead?" Mia wouldn’'t let it ride, as what had happened was way
beyond her usual shareware. She simply wanted Taro to
uninstall it. "The Gameplay reconstructs her in the sequences
of her dimensional gaming memories. Whatever happens there
happens at their levels-" Taro had felt uneasy at this point,
for he could understand that as a mysterious spy ware
program, it would keep re-writing itself. "She feeds it. The
hungry ghosts into a satellite with Abi’s voice command
software codes." Mai had made an affirmation where the start-
up was in its boot. "Yu’s voice is the phantom energy forces
for Raidom’s gameplay." Taro had made rapport.

Meandering around yet not dipping its toes in the China
Sea, without the pollution and noise, it had was hidden in an
elementary school classroom in Osaka Japan, and yet this was
Yu’s small apartment in Hong Kong. Anomalies had supported an
ancient alien theory at where there was a sketch of Yu’s
Alien Ninja Warrior Woman on an easel. Beams of light were

shining down upon infants that were shown by ancient art, and
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subterranean cave systems were displaying weird letters

etched on their walls. Unwritten rules with no headgear, no
antenna had become a modern day space suit, as it was flying
through the air as Mia’s voice in Yu’s empty room. " It’'s
weird. Making her voice software that’s in a virtual alien
Cyberspace." Phantoms, forms, beasts and reptiles with
gigantic bodies could have had been the prophesy foretold of
things that would come in the gameplay, and Taro was no flame-
breathing dragon.

He had not appeared to behold as a likeness of a being
with slanted eyes out of a luminous sphere. "Irascible data
input. We control their computers without us ever even
touching them. Taro was heard yet not seen, for there was a
reality platform. Emerging as an alien art form with media
technology, there was the cutting-edge artists, software
developers, gaming specialists, sociologists and social
historians that were interacting in an interlacing with this
real-world environment. "Hungry ghosts feeding back on Osaka
from Tokyo’s software? The computer-generation of Mai’s voice
filled the room with a mating of her conversation with Taro.
"Organized online reality in an Alien Ninja Akuma gameplay."
The sound of Taro was there again as an emptiness and a ghost
of him. Milling machines were in a collaborative workshop
environment, so the survival and militaristic population of
an ambitious agenda by Tanegashima had become flawed from the

rebellious plan of the intelligent non-human being that had
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made an astral contact. Manifesting with its demonology in an
encounter with an internet beam, there was an occult of an
alien online.

The data port at the Hilton in Osaka was an end that had
come from the spatial reality of these layers within the
satellite mapping from the Kizuna internet beam, and with the
electronic door locks, let alone an express checkout, Mai and
Taro were on their side of the doubled bedded room. Sure,
with a design as the comfortable accommodations that were fit
for business and leisure, Yu and Abi would ride this lunatic
into these semantic geo-targets. They had been wrapped into
this vision of their future. With the Gates of Hell rock
concert on this smartphone’s video, Yu and Abi were on the
edge of their bed. The Akuma was as an interlacing with them,
and it was simultaneously displayed from these virtual GPS
systems that had come from Yu’s user-submitted voice
recognition.

They could see Yu there at the Gates of Hell concert, as
she was in this social-based geo-tagging game that was
streaming on their smart-phone. The Akuma was planning with
her in a gameplay system that had accessed the people at that
location. "Sky'’s been beating minds with hearts apart-" Yu
had sun, as she was in her short, black leather mini, skull
and cross boned bandana on her head, gloves and calf-high

boots. The artificial intelligence had to access the physical



72.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready

narrative from a kill time, as Yu was in the hotel room. Yu’s
brain wasn’t a mirror of its spatial reality, so the Internet
beam as an Akuma. It became her, for its conceptual distance

was this visual attention that was manifesting in its

location based game.

The errant multimedia was coming from the smartphone
from an evaluation of the behavior data that was interacting
with Yu, as she was mouthing the words, her vocals were piped
in from the device. "Who is fair and what was there when her
life was so short." The simultaneous data was analyzing the
risk for its contamination, as it would have had been put
into their keystroke sequences. This input was for the
Akuma’s food processing that had become an instant data
access from the speech recognition alternative. Raidom had

conjured it into this game with Tanegashima.

Yu was the paranormal researcher. "It was in the mirror
when she had looked upon it there." Yu’s lips had moved in
synch, for they were externally reacting from the effects of
the game-simulation. The intelligent processing was being
dealt into their background noise. Thus, there was a
parallel reality of a quantum science. It had come from their
high-speed digital communications. With its
personification of evil, there could have had been entities,
yet they would have had separate and distinct with this

lighting that had fallen from heaven.
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Between an inherent multidimensionality, there was a
rebellion against the most high, as they were cast out along
with Satan. The perception of those with obsessed interests,
they were on the smartphone, and it was streaming the Gates
of Hell Visual Kei underground concert. Demons as
personalities, they had their reinforcements: manga, anime,
tokusatsu, comic books, graphic novels, video games, and
hentai, so the Akuma had been in this recognition with an
inability to re-enter as a costumed variation of behavior for
the role playing linkages that would have had been between
otaku constraints. The interactive geocoding of an
alternative gameplay environment had been engaged into this
cosplay geographical location for its procedural errors, so
this missing information was relevant to itself as the
respondent.

Yu was on stage, passable and awesome with what had
leapt from the electronic fields for its supernatural
activity at the Gates of Hell concert. They were flanking
Yu. Ripping the fabric apart with their music, there was
an inextricable link in their static backdrop of this
internet beam. The control of the congestion with its
quantum theories were in a heterogeneous randomness, so
there had come this lattice model. With a distribution

density at zero, there came a rise of this space-time chaos.

"It flew in why. A Diablo’s across the sky." Yu had sung

into its dark matter and energy, as there was a Big Bang.
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Nearing that horizon at where black holes were dense

with their gravitational fields, its mirage was deluging in
on this underground concert. Yu was enwrapped in its sinking
feeling which was coming from its past while driving her
into its future. "So, she sucked in the dragon’s

Blood." Yu kept the song, as the Demonic Oni, they had come
into beingness. They were in the crowd and a birth from the

kaleidoscope infusion.

She had wanted to run, yet there was an attempt to make
her a servitude to what was these hungry demons. The Gates
of Hell group behind her seem to be gone into their
Possession. Feeding into their power, the cosplay crowd had
gone Satantic, as their horned fingers were blinding Yu
without a flash of light. There was no chorus of heavenly
voices there, as the ominous heavy metal music had brought
on these sounds of ravaging tigers. Overlapping the
unmusical screams, Yu was was humming without the power
within, as she was between the two lion dog statues that had
become demonically alive, snarling a salvo. "Emm Good." Yu
had sung as if she had hit the demon control key, for the
Cosplay crowd were inundated with this demonic oni
kaleidoscope superimposition, and they had broke into the
chorus with her. "Alien Totalitarian God. With

compassion’s attire. Eyes of sun or fire." Yu had seen that

there was a catatonic freak of hell rising from these demons
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within the Cosplay crown. The floor had shook, and the walls
were wrenching and buckling while the lion dogs shown of
their faces as ferocious demonic realities. "Ninja's way.
Lin Keiu. Dim Mak!" Yu exploded with this song as if she
were casting spells with her voice in the gameplay.

The Demonic lion dogs stormed the Gates of Hell rock
band. Wild-cutting them into crimson pieces, Yu was stunned
with no panic button and at front stage. "Everybody! Stop!
Everything stop!" Yu had screamed with a terror-struck
desperation, as the demonic oni were also savaging the
Cosplay crowd. Suddenly it was as she was standing in an
ancient shrine at where a massacre had taken place. Blood
was flowing with the band members left mauled and dead
behind her while the Cosplay crowd swam in their pools of
gore. Yu could only think of the camera that was mounted on
a tripod. It was on the edge of the stage. Yu lunged in and
had taken it as a fireball.

Mysteriously and in the midst of all this mayhem, the
death metal had spawned Li Li. She had come from the dreams
that must have been at where there were dark gods in this
community of complexity that had been gaming within the
Kizuna Satellite’s internet beam. Li Li was in her early
thirties. She had come online with dark hair, wearing jeans
and a leather jacket. The knee-high boots could have had been
worn by a black metal band member with a inkling for the

third Reich. Space and time had come together as one entity,
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as a collection of these parametric specifications, they had
made their specific point in this continuum. The mass of that
data was in going against itself as a real time artificial
intelligence. There were coroners bagging bodies, as Li Li
and the Police Captain had made their way through the carnage
that had taken place in at where there had been an
underground rock concert in Hong Kong. "Ni dui ci zen ma
kan?" The Chinese Police captain had asked Li Li. He could
have had spoke English and of had asked what to you think
about it? "I've never taken a bloodbath." Li Li might have
had a zero memory at the moment, not able to detect the time,
yet she had a linear perception that had walked her off and
away from the Chinese Police Captain. "Obu ming bai." The
Police Captain retorted as if he had seen the world as flat,
wary of having had fallen off the edge, which could of echoed
it as I do not understand. Li Li had perceived it from
without. Detecting a macroscopic in order to determine a
form, Li Li had kicked upon a door just off the stage and to

its left.

The infinite was not calculable, so an existence had
begun in this back computer room. There was a nature that
that was treating her as an external object. There even was
an intent that was animating it as the creation of the
analogy of the artifacts that were online with it, so Li Li’s
coordinates was enabling its consciousness. It was

broadcasting its essence, and it had become this pure
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intelligence of her physical world. Li Li booted up the
computer, as it was sitting in the center of a table that was
adorned with software programs and coding books. The nature
of the computer had a fundamental predefinition of Li Li's
existence. It had drawn Li Li into its historical situation,
as Li Li had sat before this computer. Abstract points
without volume as its discontinuous space-time continuum,
they were exchanging spatial energy and information. They had
become Abi’s wraith ghost, and it was superimposing Li Li.
Fervently working his computer code and gaming, his
translucent appearance was a fusion parallel with the
infinite forces that had been absorbed into the Kizuna
Satellite’s internet beam. “Alien Totalitarian God.
Tanegashima Space Center. Gates of Hell, nano-gameplay and
comics.” Li Li was reading out loud, deciphering the
information on the computer. "I don’t think we’re at the
deadly end of this game. It’s- It’s an alien beginning." Li
Li had responded, as she had been surfing the data and
clicking the pop-ups, but this time the "OK" button had sent
up its hour-glass graphic that had froze.

Combat funds could have had been running low, so the
inner energy and information in this series of systems,
structures and its discontinuous points, they might have had
breached these insurmountable boundaries, yet there was these
borders within an inner informative singularity that had

become the reproductive super organism that had confined the
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physiological networks on this artificial background
radiation. Dropped and enslaved into this perpetual gameplay,
they would have had been these wild animals that were to of
had been reprogrammed in this tracking system, as they were
integrated into this application at Tanegashima Island.
Sucking their brains out with this surveillance tool, its
backup, restore, remove, install and update as a device
drivers within an errant Internet beam, it had sent a leech,
and it had landed on the computer screen in front of Li Li.
Up and at them, Li Li was cutting air at the speed of sound,
with a one eighty whirl, she had leveled her piece right out.
Al that was there was this blood soaked wall where the word
demon had been written in Kanji. The extraterrestrial had
cloned itself inside as an Akuma to prevent Li Li from
fraternizing with the recent genetic leftovers, for its
infestation was in this protocol to thrive. Hatching its
weird program from the drone course on nanotechnology, shape-
shifting into this psychic warfare, it was bio-sensing Li Li
as an artificial bug.

There had come a collective recovery from trauma, yet it
had and returned to a normality which was in a program to
copy itself from replicating executables in its own binary
platform of an Osaka Elementary School Massacre. Li Li turned
into the tragedy that was playing out in media on the

computer. Holstering her gun, she powers off the computer.

"Nani mo kamo iya ni natta. Nankai mo jisatsu wo hakatta ga
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shi ni kirenai. Tsukamaete shikei ni shite hoshikatta."

The computer kept on broadcasting with the Japanese words
that had come from a headless reminder at where blood had
spurted out of those that were cut and stabbed to death. Li
Li yanked the computer cord out or the wall. Turning to where
Marc Henderson was at the door, she saw he was in a tweed
jacket, khaki pants and leather shoes. They were the same
age. Locked in a silence that had been programmed into their
empty space, the Alien Totalitarian God, its data was in the
infrastructure of this internet beam that had been
duplicating the computer code for its self recognition
systems at Tanegashima Island. "I’'ll translate it for you.
Ready? Okay, here it is. I've become disgusted with
everything. I've tried to kill myself several times, but
couldn’t. Give me the death sentence. It’s our level of
difficulty. Yes, It’s chapter three. ‘A Risen Lord.’" The
computer voice had vibrated off space-time strings that were
written in an artificial intelligence. It was creating itself
as an Akuma. "Mamoru Takuma’s her interaction with the game."
Marc had went on. "Osaka Japan’s elementary school massacre.
A serial child killer?" Li Li had asked. "Considering the
complexity and level of this environment-" Marc contemplated
a reason, yet Li Li came back too quick. "I’'d lean toward
mass murder." Marc had went on thereafter. "Kill theories.
Their media’s uploaded into a pirated cyberspace black-hole

in conjunction with the nano-tech gameplay at Tanegashima."
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Kowloon Hong Kong was at where the data feed had become
an online universe for Yu, and it was craving for
entertainment. The restless spirits of the people who had not
of had their funeral visited by those at these drinking
holes, they were part of this hopping into a lively scene.
There were Chinese people who were paying their respects to
these spirits of the underworld while others simply had
spelled out and to the street at where the burnt offerings
were being made. Yu was strutting through the food offerings,
paper clothing and at where spirit money was being burnt. A
Taoist priest here or there, a bamboo alter or two - passages
were recited from sacred books for these hungry ghosts in a
carnival-like atmosphere. Clubs from one range to the other,
as it was feeding time, and the ghosts were hungry. Yu had
flagged a Red Taxi into her service at where this data had
consumed her with this information that would have had been

her future, as Yu had went into its production environment.

The taxi driver had shaken Yu, as he was crouched from
what would have had been from his bone dry circulation.
Without a vampire master and in the futility of his human
life, he was facing the facts, unshaven - worn baseball cap,
as his sunken eyes had shown no bright guy. It was an unsafe
world, and Yu was in its twisted streets that could have had
been a cyberspace concept. Stuck in its underground, computer

generated, romantic yet in the rebelliousness of her
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streetwise and symbolic extension of the gameplay, Yu had

answered her cell-phone.

"Oni infestation killed everyone. It opened the gates of
Hades." She had told Abi of the push into where the shake-up
had drove her into this bad dream. "The software’s working

off your voice frequencies." Abi knew that there was a mental
process at where the information was intercepted by their
pirated frequency, and he wanted to get Yu into the game with
the mathematical ability that would lead her way past logical-
mathematical organization. "No Abi. I'm something else. I'm
not what happened." Yu answered back while taking to Abi and
her cell, as there was ths malfunction of their spatial
intelligence. "When you and the Gates of Hell were at a peak
crescendo, I uploaded the code into the cyberspace black-
hole. Then, I took my bike to the cybercafe. Our tickets and
passports were delivered." Abi had told her, and Yu could
hear him on her cell. Displaced in this order, Yu wanted to
manipulated his comparisons and find a solution with what
would help them coincide with one another. "I'm not a puppet
for an alien satellite that kills people." Yu replied with a
sense of strict logic, as there was this visual stimuli, and
it had performed the transformations and modifications. They
were a mental manipulation for murder and mayhem. "The
cyberspace blackhole’s the puppeteer. Not you." Abi was
absent then when the repellent and relevant complicated

algorithm had recreated Yu’'s visual experience, so he could
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only interrelate to her through a cell-phone conversation, as
her internal displacement would be configured differently.

This would have had been a solution yo her problem.

There was a large black cat that had peeped over the
seat, and its nature was at where apes were using rocks to
crock open coconuts. The hissing of the cat was at where this
whole intelligence with the pirated technological internet
beam had become an existence and a blueprint that was from
Tanegashima’s varied structure of a human being, so a there
was nanotech soldier within its computer technology. The Taxi
Driver could have had been polluted and dumped into a toxic
river. Reprogrammed for the physical labor as an individual
fingerprint for this gameplay application, he might have been
the gameplay driver at this level. "They'’re button pushing
demons on us. The visual kei concert was a zombie bash. I
have a video." Yu had sternly warned Abi, as biological life
was effected. She wouldn’t become the design to replace the
tests that were done on mice and guinea pigs. Yu had then
hung up to pocket her cell-phone, so the black cat had
withdrew to crawl in the Taxi Driver'’s lap. "Hen hoa". He had
replied as to let Yu know that her call had disturbed his
cat. Yu knew that it was very good, so she immediately had
said. "Dui bugi." The taxi driver had eyed a nod through his
review mirror, for Yu had said I'm sorry.

Kansai International Airport, Li Li and Marc were

waiting on this artificial Island in the middle of Osaka Bay.
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They would catch the next cab to retain the configurations
for the biological computers that would be modeled for their
complex black phenomenological approach at Tanegashima
Island. "Get your battle-load to play?" Marc had asked.

"It paid." Li Li was learning the game. "What was it
offering?" Marc pried. "Quantum software applications for
satellite launchers and intercontinental ballistic

missiles, guidance systems-" Li Li had a good one.

"I entered the online portal to implement the simulation
technology for Tanegashima for all that? Ambitious." Marc was
surprised his Chinese counter part risked so much.

"I'm the gamer. You’'re the coder." Li Li had set Marc
straight. "Ah ha. Absolutes. Two in. One out. Conflict’s
decided." Marc had felt a bit a snipe from Li Li.

"Yep. A one on one fighting game." Li Li had confirmed.

"All for one and one for all? That makes her the game’s one
on one strategy. She’d be the instrument for their final
killing blows." Marc wanted to get the target right. "Their
space-holder. That’s all." Li Li had answered coldly. "Okay,
so we game her in that virtual black-hole reality. Adding
Tanegashima’s multi-player progressive fights. She’ll be in-
game. There. With us and in those killer game-modes." Marc
started strategy. "Tanegashima moves objects, destroys them.
Voila, pirates add an alien for its demonic possessions. So,
am I suffering from its techno delusions? Is there gameplay

simuli going on between my ears? I don’'t know. An alien
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cyberspace feedback pipeline with what, my blackouts?" Li Li
had made a kinder move just at when the taxi had pulled up,

so Marc and Li Li had made haste and were in game.

In the Osaka Hilton Hotel room, there were fast-food
containers that had been strewn. Abi was there coding, for he
was developing the technology that would of have had been
implementing these solutions. The AI had become complicated
and self motivated with a self interest that had come from
the conflict of the data that was uploaded into the internet
beam, and they had been unsuccessful in keeping the dangerous
nanotechnology from creating itself within individuals that
would of hand been caught in its quantum revolution. With Abi
at a table, Taro and Maili were on their bed of this double
occupancy room, and they were in this for today’s world.
There was no care as to what would of have had remained past
their lifetimes, and Yu was in it for the stuff of dreams.

She was in her cross-legged meditation on the other bed,
as this science of inspiration, it had her struggling between
ideologies. Infinite possibilities of Tanegashima’s space
exploration, they were expanding form an initial explosion.
With the internet beam carrying them outward and into a
stargate conspiracy, there was an Akuma, as this
pseudoscience, they were its demons. These evil and heinous
impostors, they would come into their fieldspace. Exploiting
the public's curiosity with this sheer madness in the Alien

Ninja Gameplay, Yu had gotten up. Entering the bathroom with
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this energy source that had her in this velocity of its
electric fields, Tanegashima had wanted to wipe all their
competitors from this field transport on the Island, yet
their monopoly had a superimposition that had been
corresponding with these multi-values that were captured
through common zeros, as there were these two level set
functions.

Yu’'s physical-manifestation with this mind-system and
its constructs, it was there within the memory of the
physical demons that would embody her consciousness. Checking
for slit ends, the essence and substance of this enslaved
mind, it had manifested instantaneously, as there was a drop
of blood on her hand that had come from these
interdimensional explorers of space, time, parallel
Universes, Multiverses, and Omniverses, so beyond and into
the great Macroverse and within this mind of their original
God, she had existed within these fundamental quantum forces
of their Universe. She could see the elementary school
classroom in the mirror, for she was now the traveler of this
afterlife. The children had been conceived after death, so
they were not biological. In the crunch, their thermodynamics
were organized into the internet beam’s complexity with this
stored energy as this living organization of their space-time
structure. Their coherence was of these coupled cycles, as
these categories as a priori, they had cascaded with these

biochemical reactions. The second law could not be applied to
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them as living systems, for the internet beam’s crunch within
that expansion as this deep space-time structure of this
stored energy, it was what Tanegashima had wanted to convert
into another stored energy. The equilibrium was reversible at
a level of resolution of time and space, so there was a
biochemical reaction. An apparition of a Japanese Elemenatry
Schoolgirl had come forth from where she had been thrown into
this turmoil. She had the Manga drawing held out for Yu, as
it was uncovered by the Japanese Schoolgirl. She was there to

reveal it to Yu, so Yu knew that there was a secret.

In the elementary school classroom in Osaka Japan, there
were these nanopatterns that had been generated as this
sketch. It was of this Alien Ninja Warrior Woman, and it was
fabricated at the front of this classroom on an easel from
the microphase transition. It was within the complex
geometries of the gameplay. Yu was there as a ghost image,
for the internet beam was erasing and rewriting itself in
this process at where Tanegashima had their electronic
devices. They were in their defense-research structures, as
their nanotechnology-based materials and systems for military
use, they would of had been for this technological
superiority. Both for injury treatment and performance
enhancement, Yu was helping them engineer the biological and
chemical sensors, as they were for the nanomaterials that
would be developing their nanotech applications.

Incorporating these nanotechnology applications,
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Tanegashima’s sensors had started to degrade at where these
engineered nanoparticles had went into the Kizuna Satellite’s
internet bean. They had leaked into another autonomous
fighting system and at where the Alien Ninja Gampeplay
internet café was Tokyo. Raidom had no need for an ethical
implication that would of had come with the non-medical
implants that would of had been place into these soldiers, so
Tanegashima’s visionary applications and materials for such
as performance-enhancing nanoengineered protheses and their
bio-engineered weapons, they were more conceptually feasible
at where a participant would be part of their non-existent
product.

Raidom then had put together this nanotech subnetwork
for this global network of their Internet data that would be
stored in the recycling of these atoms, as they were in this
level of access of the Alien Ninja Gameplay. They would be
able to look into another world from their virtual inset with
these incomprehensible external forces, and they were of
these elements that would be there for their power and of its
power for its power’s sake that would of had been turned into
its physical reality as an Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay.

On the other side of the bathroom door, the fire alarm
and lights were flashing. Mai had her twenty-fiver ready, and

Taro had set his nine mili’s barrel up against his shoulder.

"Online teleportation?" Taro had called out for an

explanation, as he could see the outline of the lighted
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insides of what may of had been in their hotel’s bathroom.
"Abi? She can’'t be reassembling herself in the toilet." Mai
had made a jester with a concerned tone, but Abi would not
break from his coding to observe anything. "She makes the
reconstructions in the alien cyberspace. She’s the

original cause for their online particle programming. She’s
the nano-tech codes that are for their simulation games." Abi
exclaimed. "Okay. Okay. Everything stops with

her, right? Then, we're indefinitely wired. She’s whatever
then. Like afterwards we win?" Mai asked in a panic, as the
bathroom door was cracking open with a radiance that had
gotten Abi’s on his feet. "We're online with an instantaneous
travel at this gameplay level." Abi had said with a bright
resolve. Mai hastened off the bed - not wanting to shoot
anyone. "I'm not playing with her in the demon gate levels."
When the bathroom door had opened, there was a heated

electromagnetic radiance that had been emitted.
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Chapter Eight - Alien Cyberspace.

Units of consciousness had been overridden at where the
psychosomatic minds had gone wrong, for they had been
downloaded at where there were hungry ghosts. They were dead,
as they had needed the energy of other brains to maintain
these hierarchies of this Alien Ninja Gamplay. Entering the
Alien Cyberspace as the anchor points in the warfare at this
level, they were the living dead that were written into these
higher areas. An Akuma, as a telepathic imagination, it had
been coded into the errant internet beam. The AI's physical
universe, it had collapsed, and they were replaced by
something more dynamic. It was this virtual multi-player
combat in the gameplay, and they were surrounded by
irradiating silver bricked walls and floor. The ceiling was
checkered with lighted squares. Mai’s silver metallic mini
had matched her platforms - sleek samurai sword in hand, and
Taro and Abi, they were transported in silver metallic,
meshed tight-fitting shirts, and their groins were in a

diaper. They looked as if they were space cadet gladiators,
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and they had on silver sandals that were laced to the bottom
of their knees, also holding modern and high-tech samurai
swords. "Feeding Time" Chi Chi’s voice had 1lit up the virtual
gameplay, as she was part of one of these lost dimensions.
Mai, Taro and Abi, they had become the programmable genes
that were being programmed into the gameplay for its
dimensional memory, so Tanegashima could have their co-
ordinate remote viewing in the infrastructure of the psychic
entity that had infected all their hardware. It was writing
itself into a military program with their nanotechnological
codes. Chi Chi’s forked tail had wagged a witchery. Possessed
with a crouched tiger, I could have had been crawling
somewhere up her spine. "She has to be my lust for blood and
bosoms." Taro’s passion had went beyond their mission, as Chi
Chi’'s irradiating eyes had sucked Taro into her heated
soulessness. Cunningly, she had come from mere inches from
Taro’s face for a sniff. She was reading Taro’s mind at where
Raidom was the underpin of this subconscious memory that
could of had been Chi Chi’s bloodless ancestors. "You desire
her for human degradation. Sexual extremism too." Chi Chi had
asked Taro, as she had wanted to offend the near parties so
that they would wager with these graves that were of the
dead. "Yu’s Taro’s hot lunch!" Mai had screamed, as she had
wanted Taro to bond with her during this interlude. Chi Chi
was this psychic entity in the Gameplay. "Tanegashima’s

occult. She’s a querent bleed. An online fortune teller." Abi
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noticed that Mai had caught onto his coding, so he had

extrapolated on her response.

In the elementary school classroom, Yu was meditating on
top of a desk. She was trying to get to the accurate place at
where her remote viewing would alert her to where she would
of had gone in this time and space. The internet beam was not
a crystal ball, and there were no tarot cards, yet the signal
line would unfold for her to take it inward. The analysis for
the accurate data that she would obtain for a virtual
imagination, it had infiltrated in and out of its matrix, as
there was a ghost image at the doorway of the classroom. It
was in its disturbance variation, and it had transferred
itself as this energy with a medium of a jealous female
demon. The complexity of its human emotions, dangerous and
demonic, it had presented the Hannya. She was filled with
anger, and it had consumed her. She had pointed horns with
eyes a-gleam, and a hideous silent hiss, it had come from her
mouth full of fang-like teeth.

Yu’s imagination had touched upon this nonmaterial data,
for she had been at where everything was nonmaterial. Her
eyes blinked open in this framework, as it would of had been
pertaining to the data. The information that she had
received, it was from this physical and its non-physical
universe. Rushing to the elementary school classroom’s
doorway, Yu had flung it open, yet the flash of this complex

and instantaneous data, it had only executed an outer space
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on this other side. The threshold areas of her consciousness,
they were duty-bound and assigned to a coherence, so all she
had seen was the Kizuna Satellite. It was floating in an
outer space on the other side of the doorway. Yu then had
shut the door. "Your ideal warrior’s over here." Yu had went
around, right round, and she had found her demon. The Hannya
was there with a butcher knife dangling from her hand. They
were on opposite sides of the classroom. Yu had filled with
ire, and she had balled her fists. "I’'ll avenge her death."
Yu then settled and slid her wrists that had been of their
kung fu, as they had greased her into a combat poster.
Oushikoso! The Hannya had spited. "Leave! You are dead!" Yu
had shouted loudly, which was of its before the fight, as she
wasn’t bullshit.

Back at the Osaka hotel room, they were in this
multicast connection, as it had been developed from the alien
ninja gameplay application. There was a communication network
that had them in its recovery. All their related destination
nodes, they were decoded as these comparable packets, and
their measurements, they were sent in by Abi’s source code.
The network failure, it was without this need of
retransmission or rerouting, for their algorithms, they were
controlled by Raidom’s combinatorial properties. They were
in their communication infrastructure. Thus, their network
recovery mechanisms with these multicast connections, they

were cross plat-formed into this pirated communication
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network with the Kizuna Satellite’s Internet beam, and it had
put them into this failure scenario for these non-uniform
edge capacities of the gameplay. Mai and Taro were back at
their bedside, and Abi had been placed before his laptop.
When the bathroom door had opened, Yu had come out as the
made-to-measure power station that was generating this energy
from the fusion of this internet beam’s computing and
telecommunications infrastructure, yet she was inherently
fragile and of an enhanced internet. Tanegashima was
organizing this data and storing it at where it could of had

been retrieved in an instant.

The underground club in Osaka was this sophisticated
simulation, as then two Sumo wrestlers, they were
indistinguishable from the technology. They were of this
magic hyper simulation. Marc and Li Li had rediscovered this
absolute level, and they were in its staging of its illusion.
These self-referential images, they were evoking their
emotions, so these reactions were from the Sumo wrestling
match that was taking place on this smart phone. Grabbing at
each other’s miwashi and trying to shove each other out of
this ring, their minds were generated in the new concepts
that would come forth with these speedy and efficient
transmission patterns, as they were in an underground

detection network of this pirated internet beam.

It was techno night at this club, and Marc and Li Li had
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landed from this online intellectual leap, for they were
ahead of the common knowledge. "Rules are simple. Knock an
opponent down or out of the ring." Marc explained the video
on their smart phone. "Tanegashima’'s sensors measure these
physical qualities for our application in this gameplay
environment. Okay. But this game is many against one." Li Li
had distinguished what it was of their professional rites.
"That one’s an infinite cyberspace portal. Online and in real-
time." Marc had said, as he was no misinformed player. He
wasn’t online for any humorous antics. "Digitally annihilated
into a game." Li Li had held it together. "Her voice
vibrations and our behavior patterns are networked with the
existing online space center’s computers." Marc was
debriefing LI Li, as things could spiral out of control.
"You’ve played us into the virtual misinformation." Li Li had
bit back, as she had sensed that she could of had been
dispersed into chaos. "Multidimensional codes are coming from
Tokyo's software architecture." Marc had manned up. "She’s an
operational outsider. The alien boss is for her to have a
virtual fourth dimensional bound in Osaka. Not us." Li Li
wouldn’t lose herself in the context, as Yu was supposed to
of had been the content of the pirated internet beam. "She'’s
been accessed as the enemy boss’s higher being. Those
cyberspace planes. Chapter levels. Gaming existences with the
ebook." Marc had continued. "Linking our psyches in a virtual

nano-tech gameplay?" Li Li warily asked. "Extraterrestrial
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data management." Marc was accountable. "Which is the darker
side of human nature." Li Li knew they were on the brink of
information revolution. "She’s just waves of sound
interconnected with an online holographic grid. A virtual
gameplay simulation at Tanegashima." Marc went on. The
nonlinear parallel processing and the nature of

this gameplay abstraction had precluded Marc and Li Li’'s
consciousness, so they were collected information in an Akuma
processing, and it had produced an imaginary situation. The
music had stopped, and the alarm and fire lights had went
off. They were immersed into an altered state, as their
awareness was in an organization of a cyberspace. The
imaginary people were these two Sumo Wrestlers, yet one was
female and the other male. They were stamping in this ritual
and throwing these salts, so Marc and Li Li launched afoot to
escape. Their minds had been converged with the Akuma’s
words, so these images of this new reality, they had
transcended into this virtual space. The children’s screams
were as 1f they had come from a heavy metal backup
soundtrack, yet there was on all red floor below the two
Sumo’s. The children were covered in gore, no arms, faces and
no legs, for there was a slaughterhouse mess on the dance

floor.

"Mass murdering of children!" Li Li had screamed of the
chaos, as the two bloody Sumo Wrestlers were facing each

other off. Wrestling in the midst of these massacred
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children, the male Sumo had gotten behind the thighs of the
female Sumo, and he had started fucking her right in the
middle of this bloodbath. "She’s bout fixing it!" Marc
explained, as he had figured Yu'’s voice recognition had
transcended the laws of space and physics. The Sumo wrestlers
had demonized while they were rapt in their ass bang.
Growling and growing horns with red faces and claws, they
were up with leopard speed. Their mouths were open with a

thousand words of this savageness.

"Exit strategy!" Marc had yelled, but the female Sumo
was too quick, as Marc was its far flung piece of meat, body
slamming Marc out cold. Li Li gave it all, several different
forms, cuts, kicks and punches, but the male Sumo was a
freight train. Marc'’s pants were ripped off, and the female
Suma had scooped Marc up. She shoved him in between her
thighs. The male Sumo had slapped Li Li dumb. Whipping Li-Li
with a lash, he had held her at where her bleeding and barely
conscious face was inches from the floor. Then, he had

mounted Li Li.

The spontaneous generation had appeared out of nowhere,
as the music was back on. Techno lights were flashing in this
gameplay experience at where there was a derivative that had
been changing size and shape. The dance was on with the club
goers, but in this lounge, this suspension of time, it had

been unique to Marc and Li Li’'s cyberspace. They were totally
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absorbed as to what they were doing. They could hear the
giggling, the Japanese chatter, for there was this entourage
of club goers with their camera phones and video cams that
were out. They were hording this entrance and recording what
was going on, for Li Li and Marc were on the floor before

them.

Li-Li was in an orgasmic tremor, as her mouth was open.
Convulsing on her back, she had been spread for Marc who was
rapt and clinging to Li-Li. Boxers and panties were strewn,
and Marc and Li-Li were boiling down. Li Li came out at where
she could see Chi Chi above her in her porno red, and her
forked tail had wound about. "It was the sins of his father."
Chi Chi seductively had said. Li-Li pushed Marc off. "Li-Li?
You're- You're not a female sumo." Marc confusedly tried
while covering his private parts. Li Li was back in her
panties, and Marc had hopped back into his boxers. "Don't
blame that on a holograph." Li Li had barked while Chi Chi
had meandered about, provocative and wickedly seducing them.

"It was feeding time. The dragon was hungry." Her voice
cracked its smile. Marc’s legs had found his trousers. "She
thinks it was oral sex." Li Li had bitched. "Not real. Female
sumo’s Not real." Marc jibed. Chi Chi then had filtered out
of their spatial. The young Japanese men and women were
comparing the videos and phone picks when Li Li had cocked a

bullet into her weapon. Li Li leveled it out while waving

with her left hand and with its palm down. "Arigato.



98.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready
Arigato." Li Li had said thank you while Marc went in to take
their phones and video cams. "Gomen. Gomen nasai. Gomen.

Gomen nasai." Marc had replied that he was sorry, very sorry.

In this bloodless outer space, the dimensional vibrating
objects were set up within the frequencies of this high-speed
Japanese bullet train. They were of the observational
constraints of the illustrations that would appear. The
quadratic reconciliation of Japan’s main Island was
superimposed as these special properties, as there was these
electromagnetic wave patterns of relativity. The colored
lines that could have had been seen over this cosmology, they
were of their string theory, and they were time-dependent for
this physical theory. It would have had been of this
multiverse hypothesis of Raidom’s in Tokyo. The potentially
realistic dynamic entity of the this radiant window, it had
shown of its cosmic history, so the distribution of space on
this background microwave, it had its arrangement with
Tanegashima. The Akuma was now a dynamic entity in an
infinite space, and its matter had given away to this dull
uniformity.

The Shinkansen was a network of high-speed railway lines
in Japan, and it was on Automatic Train Control when the
internet beam had consumed it. It was computed into its
probabilities, so these distributions for the mathematical
structure of the gameplay, it was the sun as their central

body of this solar system. It was changing its position
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relative to this earth’s axis, as its light and energy, it
had been inhabited by a sophisticated computer simulation.
Supporting this life with its dangerous and hostile
mathematical equations, it was a light-travel-time
difficulty, and its respective transformation of this time-
domain, it had held the big-bangers in their state-space
forms. The mirage over the green flatland as the bullet
trained had whizzed on by was that of a woman.

"Kunoichi" Yu had said, as she was pseudo-time stepping
for the solutions that could have had been presented in this
gameplay. She was staring out the bullet train’s window with
Mai alongside. "Ameratsu" Mai had interjected. The input
functions of their formed surface was in an unsteady
aerodynamic response, so there were these input functions.
They were these algorithms, for its zone boundaries were of
their deflected computations. "A warrior goddess?" Yu asked,
as they were the battlefield army. Modeled as these chemical
forms that would have had made their impact on nanotech with
Tanegashima, they were to help them achieve these military
capabilities in the gameplay. Automated or remote-controlled
weapons, they would of had been involved in the molecular
manufacturing of these powerful new weapons. "How's our
hostage girl?" Taro was in the seat in front of Yu with Abi
alongside of him, and he had asked Mai about Yu’s many-world
interpretation of their objective reality. Alternative

histories as their futures, they could have had been
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represented in this actual world. It would not of had
collapsed at a wavefuntion. Abi’s coding would make it
certain that the gameplay would fail to recognize any of them
except Yu. "She'’s having demonic ninja dreams." Mai explained
with an indignant tone. "Maybe she’s seen a samurai waitress?
Taro had ribbed to Mai, as there would be an intention,
irrelevant yet an observable complex system that was less
orderly. With the timing of the random input of energy in the
gameplay with them as these individual pieces, this would
benefit Raidom’s Alien Ninja Gameplay in Tokyo, yet
Tanegashima would have had to demonstrate their processes so
that the indication of Yu’s random generation could become a

likelihood as game character.

Taro had held up the portable hard-drive for Mai to see,
as there was a compromising application written into the
internet beam’s gameplay. Its empty space was put into this
mechanical verse of Abi’s coding, so they were
intercommunicated with Yu’s voice recognition programming of
the errant data that was manifesting with the magic of
quantum theories. The Alien Ninja Gameplay would become a
perpetual motion machine. "She’d be right in there. Ready to

pop-up and go online in our virtual alien cyberspace."

Mai had made a whimsical statement about Yu, for she
could perceive her as this chunk of universe that was weirdly

empty. With a physical form that was mirrored without no
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galaxies, clouds of gas as a nothing, Yu would have had been
in the gameplay as these microwaves that were emitted by a
supercomputer’s Bing Bang, and it was reflecting Yu as its

nature.

"Demons, witches, warriors. Fairies. ...Sorcerers." Yu had
whispered in a farfetched mindset. Space-time with its
transverse waves, they were becoming a personalized version
that Yu could manipulate, as she was with the Akuma.

Coupling between mass and spacetime, they were interacting
with itself. Inducing propulsive forces without any
propellant, Yu was clothed with this inflationary universe as
this technology for a futuristic camouflage of the Alien
Ninja Gameplay. She could look through its time, for she had
seen the mirage holding the rocket that had launched the
Kizuna Satellite that was of its mask upon her face. "I'1ll
achieve access. I’ll control my ninja in the game." Yu had
said with a hushed and spacey voice. "Alien Ninja Akuma."
Taro had replied. "Tarochan wants to kill demons." Mai had
sent in the gamer’s spirit with her deviousness, so Taro
instantly had flashed his gravity knife. Flipping it about as
its metal butterfly, Taro was digitally transferring his
handheld movements into the computer generation sequences of
Tanegashima’s clothing codes. "The way of the warrior." Taro
had said ruefully. "Tanegashima’s online with us." Abi jumped
in with an excited voice.

The predictive coding with its temporary-ness, and it
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had been gaining its accessibility, so there would be demons
as the enslaved creatures that would come into these
individual zones. The outer characteristics of the gameplay’s
universe would be in direct proportion to their paths, as
they would of had been lead into its data reduction. Yu would
need mods of special abilities to maintain the forbidden
knowledge as this Alien Ninja Warrior Woman. She would become
the add-on as the game-collector, and Yu would make a save
point. This would enable a partial rollback, yet she had the
deleting options with the language patterns that had created
another personality in the gameplay. Yu would be two
personalities in the Alien Ninja Gameplay. By comparing her
two realities in the Alien Ninja Gameplay, she could win

levels and win the game.

The virtual worlds had come into Tanegashima’s command
and control room, as it was full of these neural networks.
They were creating this cognitive map from the spatial
representations that they were putting in their computation
models. There was a human computer interaction as the
survival skills for their players, and they would of had
needed to adapt to and find these codes. They were stored in
the online internet beam. The Alien Ninja Gameplay was
recalling and decoding this information from the geographical
space and processes of Tanegashima, yet there was limited
information about the errant data. Raidom had arranged the

computational resources, and Yu would be in a route-finding
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and relative-positioning of its neural network. She would be
their instrument to implement a cognitive map that could have
had been this representation of an outer space environment.
Tanegashima had their team of specially trained soldiers that
would enter the alien cyberspace, for they would invest their
exploratory behavior into this lattice.

Tom and Ryan were at the main screen. On it was this
maze of techno images, as the potential continuity of this
gameplay space, it had this path integration with the stimuli
that was unfolding inside the virtual reality of the internet
beam. Fast transitions between brain states with robust
pattern recognitions, these were these bi-directional
reciprocols that would bring in this temporal, yet there were
these orientation patterns. Demonic manifestations as the
self-organizing dynamics within the internet beam had created
a coherent activity in the form of these virtual wave
packets. Building and updating themselves in a hierarchical
representation of their space, a working memory as an Alien
Ninja Gameplay, it would have had been used for its path
planning of a motor system that was translated at Tanegashima
Space Center.

Yuudia was in further back with the Space Center Staff.
He was interacting between these control systems that were
being defined with their localizations. The cognitive mapping
would have had been overlapped on the internet beam’s data

transfer, so a motor system environment as the Alien Ninja



104.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready
Gameplay, it could execute its environment. The spatial
knowledge with its connection between these objects, they
would demonstrate as a computational theory for these
cognitive maps. They would be this artificial intelligence
system, as the Alien Ninja Gameplay was this destination
place that was a result from its source code. "Astrometry,
photometry, and redshift." Yuudia had remarked, as the common
framework from the errant data had need of a virtual
manipulation. "Download it all as our massive multi-player
online game file." Tom had commanded. He wanted to maintain
the integrity of his input and grab onto this aspect of what
had become a constant adaptation to a technological
application.

"Can’'t. Bio-mapping simulation is conflicting with the
uploaded extraterrestrial data." Yuudia explained with a deep
sense of calculated reserve. He couldn’t conceive what the
fast running procedures would be, as they were cloaked into
an interface that could have had been their virtual space.
With them in its real time artificial intelligence, they
would not of had been able to convert any alien formats, so
they would have had been in jeopardy if the manifestation of
the errant codes were not user friendly.

The irradiation that was spilling off the main screen
was light that had been scattered by the Kizuna Satellite’s
internet beam. The object reconstructed would have had been

from the data manifestation as a hologram. "Mainframe’s free-



105.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready
forming." Tom had barked. "Level’s electromagnetic spectrum
has entered our fighting system." Ryan analyzed. This was no
tactical accessory that was online, for its internet resource
was tampered with for the precision weapons that would have
had been for the regeneration of Yu’'s combat skills. The
military applications that she would write by her bio-field-
space occupation of the gameplay would have had been
implanted by the errant data.

"I'm not ready to split virtual prisms here?" Tom had
said with a voice of concern, for psychotropic weapons with
their totality of means had not set well with him before this
mission. Forced influences of the psyche with their military
applications had sustained the irradiation. It kept Tom and
Ryan captivated, as Yuudia and the Space Center Staff had
quietly tried to decipher its computer code. "Chapter four.
Coercion. There will be multi-levels, futures and fights.
Torture even." The voice of the internet beam was an internal
one of the errant data. "Your resume said habitual military
gameplay. That doesn’t make you a spectator." Tom had griped,
as the thought of a mind control energy materializing into
their environment had made him feel like he was losing
control. "...Some sort of a sub-weapon." Tom replied with
distracted mind.

The irradiation had become more dense, and it was
hovering just above the floor and while still connected and

spilling off the main screen. "I get holograms for missiles.



106.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready
Try me for virtual silos." Ryan fathomed an interjector. All
computers were showing the specter. "You’ve already got my
multilevel values as fighting players." Tom had said
nervously, as they were on the computers too. "Hologram'’s
giving out artificial electromagnetic readings." Ryan had
determined, as the structure of the contact was becoming more
definable. "Not another alien bitch with a radiocactive

pussy." Tom had copped an arrogant attitude.

Static had entered the communications network of this
level, as there were pop-ups, spam, porno and gameplay
inundating the command and control. Some of the computers
were booting on and off. The Space Center Staff were
flabbergasted and waiting a consolidation of the intrusion.
"Our mission like structure’s generating a computer bug.
...1t’s? It’s a boss character!" Ryan had seen it. As Tom had
leveled his weapon, Ryan had stepped back. "Virtual wave
particle dualities- It’s a relative of the combat team’s
multilevel simulations." Ryan kept his command, as there was
this Demon before them. It was about nine feet tall, and its
mouth was open to its ears. With horns, means eyes and
looking part reptile, it had exterior veins that were pumping
its luminous blood. With long arms and large hands, it had
six inch claws. "I'm playable. First-person-shooter." Tom had
then shot at the Demon, but the bullets just bounced off of
what had appeared to of had been an invisible field. "You

have opened the demon gate." The Demon’s voice was strange
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and faraway, as if it had been piped in from a far galaxy.

Doug’ was on watch inside the launch tower, as they had
transported these astronauts for their space travel. Doug was
part of this human spaceflight. It would take him into the
gameplay, yet the cosmological comparison in this virtual
processing mode of the source code that was developing this
Akuma, it had modeled and eruption of gas on the sun. It was
ionized. One or more virtual electrons within the internet
beam had been ripped away from its atoms, so the plasma with
these strong magnetic forces, they had been sent to Earth as
this ballistic trajectory of virtual information. Doug was in
its system for this habitation and propulsion, as the deep
black of space had brought to him these scary dreams of
floating. There was a space inhabitant, and it would bring
the grisly severed limbs and blood-soaked bones. "Feeding
Time" The demon’s voice was a dose of astronomy, as Doug had
armed his automatic weapon in an interstellar travel. The
faster-then-light spaceship with its simulated starways would
become this gameplay platform, as the wavelength of this
demonic sound was in its reproduction of these synergistic
galactic neighborhoods. They were irradiating within the
architecture of the launch tower. "I don’t have an
instruction manual in here. Is Game mechanics hungry? Copy
that?" Dough had asked from his head-set.

Doug’s virtual space had been plotted from this input

datathat had come from its many sources. Dimensional
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snapshots were run through computer monitors from this
enormous simulation of a cosmic perspective of him as this
species that had been received as a distress signal. Doug'’s
combat attire had been changed with the material that had
manifested into his physical reality. Dressed as this techno
gladiator with a silver metallic and meshed shirt, sandals,
and a wrap around as a diaper for his groin, Doug was in this
dissertated experience. These reoccurring images of this
something that was unseen, it had come from his
unconsciousness, as his haunted house in space was at its
quantum level. These biological physical fields were
controlled by the intensity of Doug’s thoughts, and he was
interacting with what he had thought was an alien violence.
"Feed! Feed the dragon!" It was the seething voice of this

Hannya.

There had to be evil within this internet beam in which
to maintain the mathematical balance of the gameplay, as Doug
was there, in the Osaka classroom and put into another level.
This was where someone could have had been murdered
senselessly. This universe was unpredictable, and there would
have had been a shock value. The dire situation was at where
Hannya was on the other side of this classroom with a butcher
knife to this Japanese Schoolgirl’s throat. Murderous robots
in their wartime situations with these synthetic life forms,
they had brought in the demon for the spatter punk, yet the

Japanese Schoogirl was holding this Manga comic book about
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the Alien Ninja Warrior Woman. The levels of violence had
been prepared then, as there was an action plan within this
Alien Ninja Gameplay. Yu would contact this Demon, and
mankind had been searching for an extraterrestrial life. The
fetal injuries, those agonies, they would not of had been
imagined by Yu, yet these demon entities had come online in
the alien cyberspace. The Hannya was manifest before Doug who
was on the other side of the classroom. He was in the
gladiator attire and weaponless. Somehow, he had popped up on
a level where these evil energies and spirits would have had
been where the programming was set in a frozen window, so
there would have had been a level for the prolonged torture

and gore.

The command and control center was where that everyone
was glued to the mainscreen. The Akuma was online swapping
genes, chromosomes for the entirety of these virtual
organisms, as there was a reproduction of this internet
beam’s brand of new mixtures of the alien genes. Sub-living
parasites from interplanetary comets were in their biosphere,
as this feed forward network was evolving into itself. Its
oscillatory behavior was completely absent in their
evolutionary feedback at this point in the game. Doug could
be seen on the main screen, as he was stalking in on the
Demon that was holding a knife to the Japanese Schoolgirl’s
throat. Violence was imparted into this metaphysics for these

interpretations at this level’s spatial-ordering with the



110.

Alien Ninja Akuma E.C. McCready
archaeological records of the occupants of the command and
control room. With its increasing complexity for a through
time evolution of its illusory drive, a mathematical model of
an accumulation had been a reintroduction of this space and
time, so these random and local processes had captured them

in their biological complexity.

Tom was at front with Ryan, and they both had their head-
sets on. They were in game while Yuudia was behind them tens
of feet, as he was gameplaying into this level for the code
that would control the Akuma. "What’s our interception time?"
Tom had asked. His voice was urgent yet controlled and stern.
Tom had figured it was the demon that could not of had
escaped this labyrinth that was this miniaturization of their
terrestrial world view, for the inhabitant’s proportions
would have had been redesigned as an existence with an extra-
planetary speed of their virtual lives. With their
metaphysical models, these non-random patterns could have had
brought online their machine vision to eliminate spatial
noise and time-redundancy of these integer combinations of
the molecular reactions that had brought an existence of an
absolute space and absolute time of this physics phenomena of
an Akuma, as its interactions were embedded into the Kizuna
Satellite’s internet beam’s source code. "Combat team. ETA?"
Ryan quickly asked by speaking into his head-set. "One
minute." Jack had responded, for him with his combat team,

they were in route to engage the demon in its virtual
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reality. It was taking place in the launch tower, as entropy
of this Akuma, it had manifest on this virtual cosmic
background of the microwave radiation. Their retina’s at the
back of their eyes, it was between the pupil and the optic
nerve of these multiple layers, and these neurons, they had
to be placed into their non-random and predictable magnetic
and electric applications of the Alien Ninja Gameplay.
Imaginations could have had run wild at where this
exclusive evidence was in this Osaka elementary school
classroom, for the demonic possession had been there to scare
the hell out of Doug. With the threat of its sudden injury to
the Japanese Schoolgirl, there could have had been a violent
revulsion, so Doug stalked the Hannya. The butcher knife was
still on the Schoolgirl’s throat, and a rupture of what could
have had been a satanic plan, it would had brought in a
diabolical infestation. There were no armies from the high
place, and the combat team was still in route. "The ghosts
are hungry." The Hannya had said, for it had introduced
itself as the time at where its evil was emerging in this
phase space with its forms of psychosis. Initiating a cross-
disciplinary collaboration that was between the Alien Ninja
Gameplay'’s generalized diffusion for the trajectories that
were a bottom up approach, the butcher knife’s violent
change, it was in this processing system of the Akuma. The
Japanese School screamed as the knife’s signals had cut into

her in half hidden spectrum, and it was giving Doug’s brain
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incomplete information.

Shifting for the dynamic region that had existed within
this chaotic boundary that had needed a diagnosis, Doug was
oscillating with the gamplay’s synchronization. "Stop!
Whatever you want. Just, let the little girl go." Doug had
made a desparate plea in an effort to desynchronize it in the
spectrum at where the demonic sub harmonics were populating
into this game level. With its spatiotemporal evolution of
this Hannya, a slashing of the J-Schoolgirl’s throat, Doug
was shell-shocked into this slow crossover process. The
Hannya lashed out with its butcher knife in a technique that
would bring into the errant internet beam these logarithmic
scales, so there would have had been this disordered chain of
these alien demons. They would appear online as its
nonlinearity and of an evolution of the gameplay, so at its
multiple-site excitations, they would be derived at
Tanegashima. Kuso shinezo! The Hannya had snarled, yet Doug
had no intention to of had died shitting in the game.

Throughout their deployment, the combat team was
supposed to of had been the cyber warriors that would be
engaging the Akuma in the gameplay, as their warfights would
define the intelligence with the cyber infrastructure of the
controlled environment that was being developed by
Tanegshima. Raidom was the element that had manufactured the
errant technological data that they would of have had for the

replication of their operational environments and levels of
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the gameplay. They would run into these threats, and they
would have had present within the internet beam, so these
battlefield memories that would take place online, they would
revolutionize how the military would use this social
networking with Tokyo.

Snake, Jerry, Dave, Dale and Jack, they had come
swooping in on their high-tech bikes, yet there was an
intelligence game that they would have to content with as
their targeted position. The launch tower had been before
them, and Doug was inside awaiting their muscle that would
become this muscle of a squadron. "Lets go! Go! Go!" Snake
yelled the lead, as they all had dismounted, They had headed
toward the launch tower to save Doug’s ass. They had kept
their bikes at a distance in an effort to avoid any high-tech
lynching of them by this internet beam, as they were online
in the latticework of that gameplay. The flow of the
information was being defined at this level by this
misinformation, and they had been in this distribution of
that cyber espionage. It was inside the tower. They would be
the pre-emptive strike against the Hannya, as it had breached
their security.

Their empty space was filled with these fluid ghostly
particles, and they had gone down its virtual cosmic drain,
Dark energy and matter were now the driver of this artificial
intelligent internet beam, and their universe was being

pushed apart for the weird physics that would be this
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empty space. Disconnected by this deliberate timeline
alteration, there had been a separation between time and
space. They had traveled to where that they were between two
universes in this gameplay. Between Tanegashima and Tokyo,
their space coordinates, it had opened a cyberspace portal
window. It was about fifteen feet tall and ten feet wide, and
its radiation radiance was blocking the combat team. "Ghost
hole!" Jerry had bellowed, as the team all had hit there
bellies. Before them, there was a replication as if it was a
clear window into the launch tower, as it had become a
transparent window for them to of had seen through to the
other side.

The high level of demonic activity was presented before
Doug in its high-end aim to mislead him, and this was one on
one with an unclean spirit that had taken on a virtual
reality within an internet beam that he was programmed into.
This time it was a man, Mamoru. He had been hung sometime in
that past, for he had committed a heinous crime if murdering
several Japanese School children. Brandishing the butcher
knife against Doug, Mamoru was wandering in this wilderness
of the Alien Ninja Gameplay's source code. Doug was no longer
in an exploration mood, and he had wanted to take this guy
out before the level had turned into a shooter game. With the
Hannya out on its bits and bytes, Doug could have had gone in
and attacked. With the overwhelming odds of the Hannya's

space ship enemies that could pop out, he though that it was
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time to take Mamoru out, but just as Doug had made his move
on Mamoru, there had come in Mamoru’s place, a nine foot
demon. The social media offspring as the combat team, they
had cut lose in and endless stream. as these multiplayers,
their bullets could not penetrate the ghost hole. Doug had no
powerhouse of an innovation that was promised by Tanegashima,
as he was torn to shreds by the demon. The combat team’s
rapid-fire on the outside of launch tower had just ricocheted

off the portal’s transparent barrier.

The combat team’s multiple signals were being sent into
the launch tower, as the analyzing of the feedback loop, it
had closed the ghost hole. With the combat team as these
clients for the beamfroming that was coming from their
bullet’s paths, the radio frequencies were picked up by these
multiple antennas of the Kizuna Satellite. They could only
censor the smoke and sparks. The launch tower had been this
access point within the infrastructure of the gameplay, yet
the best path at where Tanegashima could traverse the
physical space into the virtual teleportation of the
transmitted information had not been yet controlled and or
defined by the command center. The duplication and re-
creation of the combat team would be placed into the
gameplay, so there would come these physical objects that
would be reconstructed for a destination. There would be an
entanglement with the light beams in their gquantum state, so

the delivery that was transmitted could be had in Tokyo with
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the Alien Ninja Gameplay. With its hosted services, Raidom
had an objective to dominate virtual reality gaming in Tokyo,
so he had set up the deal with Tanegashima. They would be
developing a set of software and product development tools
together, yet the hosting of the software-as-a-service, it
would be a cloud model phenomenon. These classical double
radio sources, with their meaningful images, there would be
separate topological discovery techniques within their
specific end points, as the Alien Ninja Game would be the
network of their data routes. The could reconfigure into
repelling forces.

Doug’s mutilated body in the launch tower was seen on
main-screen by everybody in the command and control room. The
complex consciousness of what was integrated with these
fields were in the diversity of this level of the gameplay,
as they had sent the combat team racing into the launch
tower. The command and control was watching the after effects
in an after life of this electromagnetic expansion of these
sophisticated information systems , and they had been coded
into the game play. There could be multileveled ecological
systems, and Tom would be on their battle fields. His head
shook in a disgust, as they were one down. Losing a real time
soldier in an online virtual reality wasn’t part of the plan,
as the coherent processing and communication of the
information, it was in this probabilistic interpretation of

this artificial manifold. It was predicting their future, yet
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the qualitative differences with their extended states, they
were in a cosmic evolution of the gameplay, This had Ryan’s
face twitching, as Rayn was full of dread. He had despised
any loss. Yuudia was in the backdrop with the Space Center
Staff, and their was a sense of exasperation. They were on
the front lines, for the massless particles with their
interior and exterior boundaries, they had become a virtual
reality in the game. The visible accumulation points would be
mapped on a cosmological comparison for these wave functions,
which would be the kill zones on a human body. Jack had come
up on the main screen now, for he had been connected to the
quantum mechanical wave field. He was to explain the recent
chaotic trajectories that had taken Doug out with its space-
like slices. "He’'s dead." Jack had said while speaking into
his head-set and taking up most the visual on the mainscreen.
The supernova explosion was of the artificial star that
had burst. It would outshine galaxies and radiate more energy
then the sun. Simulating a supernoval blast within the
internet beam, it had accelerated with this repulsive energy,
as there would be strange forms of background energy. The
nature of this observable energy had come in the form of
demons, and they were in a self of this higher-order with the
errant data. The Alien Ninja Gameplay had become the
fundamental parameters of this space, time and matter, and it
was inherently integrated as this metaphysical operation of

its theoretical unification. The fatal paradoxes with their
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mind-body problems, they had been these electromagnetic wave
propagations, as this infocognitive spacetime was Raidom’s
key. There had been these metaphysical self-extensions, and
they were connected to these kinds of mathematics at
Tanegashima. A quantum nonlocality of their measurable cosmic
expansion within the computational syntax of the self-
filtration that was from a realm of this syntactic potential,
it had been run backwards, so the internet beam was
regressing through time into Tokyo for its progressively-
requantized layers that would be distributed for this
spacetime potential.

Raidom would make himself the target at where the model
had not been able to withstand the force of its own gravity,
and a gravitational collapse would occur. Afterwards, the
virtual space would be coded with this simulation of these
hot gasses, and they would be dispersed as these remaining
particles into the Alien Ninja Gameplay. Astronomical
distances with their layers of gas and dust, Abi’s coding of
their heat and energy, he would recreate their swirling
rings, loops and tendrils of matter. Glowing and expanding
for thousands of years, Raidom would become this virtual
device for their game boss. He would be placed into the
system configuration of this programmable logic, and it was
controlled by the Akuma. With the robots that would be
executing this logic within the memory of the game, Riadom

would be able to trigger his commands from his Tokyo base.
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There would be an external output with this coupling that was
in the layout evaluation at Tenagashima, and the blueprint
for the design would be the implementation of the Alien Ninja
Akuma Gameplay. The alternative, a simulation to real life,
it was in its concept of a virtual reality, as Raidom was
moving from its point to point. He wasn’t obeying the law of
the universe. He had become this propagating speed, and with
its optical pulses within this internet beam, he was faster
than light. Two space dimensions had become one with this
existence of these higher dimensions in the Alien Ninja Akuma
Gameplay. The application of the internet beam’s code had
automatically changed its position, as Raidom was the
shortest distance between its two points. This had caused
time to lapse, so its coordinates was changed to Tokyo.

In the Alien Ninja Gameplay internet café, there was a
technical language that was being processed by Raidom’s crew,
and they had been placed into these levels. This monster
data, it was being processed. He was seeking its high
currency rate, for he would reap these profits from this
traditional warehouse in Tokyo. Its brick and motor location
was of its unstructured data, and it would have had come
online with this networking of these fellow architects. They
would have had been interconnected with Yu’s voice
recognition patterns in the gameplay, and Abi was
recollecting her experiences at these levels. She had been at

them during these interims, as the Akuma would have had been
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introduced by this errant data. Constructing a dimensional
model for Tanegashima with these wireless services through-
out the world, they would have had defined the errant data
within the processes of these consumer demands, and they
would have had been proposed at certain levels in the game.
Yu would have had to personalize herself within these
communication devices, for they were being utilized at
Tanegashima. Her predictive techniques would have had been in
this configuration of their temporal patterns, and they were
brought into the gameplay with this data storage system. This
was of its own absolute existence, as this delivery
infrastructure of an end-to-end through-put, it had been
creating its higher-level operations as this auto-regression
of the total transfer time of the temporal windows that had
manifested within the virtual code of this game.

The three hundred sixty degree virtual gameplay room had
captured this collapsing sun, as these polymerizations were
forming from a higher-dimensional string. Its membrane had
been leaping from its black hole, as the gravitational
repulsion that was at this level was gathering its negative
energy in the gameplay. Culminating in an interactive
complexity and sending out their microscopic detail inside
the pipeline of this internet beam, the cosmic scale of what
Raidom had wanted to represent was becoming this universe of
information as the Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay in Tokyo. The

harsh conditions of outer space were now within the
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architecture of the gameplay room, and it had been in its
higher-order molecular structuring with Tanegashima. These
interactions were merging with Raidom’s kinetic energies, and
these biological temperatures, they had become an index for
the chemical origins of their lives. They would have had been
sharing this informational paradox, as the symmetry-breaking,
it was coding itself as this selection of these bioelements.
The Akuma was to interfere with their interactions, and
Raidom wanted to of had been the cosmological manifestation
of this divergence. It would have had been from the four
fundamental forces. With a non-linear inverse-square, Raindom
had been connected to the virtual electromagnetic charges
that were coding into the gameplay from this errant data
feed.

Yu, Abi, Mai and Taro, they would gravitate into these
similar biological elements, as Raidom was unchecked with an
uncertain power for this biocosmological form as this
gameplay boss. Raidom’s heart, it was pulsating within these
molecular environments, as the video game industry had become
this window for his biological similarities. They were in
this post-human theme of the Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay.
Pulsating beats were a pump, pump-pump.. Cyber-bodies would
have had been emerged into a whole new universe. Raidom was
there in the three hundred sixty degree gameplay room, and it
was winding down to wake up nor even to sober up, for he was

in the game as this illumination model.
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Raidom was personifying the universe with the awareness that
he had occupied during the levels of this gameplay, as
Tanegashima was in its self-protecting reflex for this
reference of these patterns of behavior that would have had
existed from one mind to another. They were isolating a
technological singularity for this nanotech soldier, and it
would have had been placed in their data banks with its
techno capital renaissance of that rationalization. This was
between Raidom and them. Together, they would have had been
manufacturing an artificial intelligence, for they would have
had been upgrading it from this lurching crisis of this
online Akuma. Tanegashima was coding in its dissipating
entropy, and it would have had defined their techno-capital
planetary system.

The top-down solutions were meandering down, as Raidom’s
pupil had become arranged for the composite access cord. It
was at where these individuals would have had been self-
assembling from this virtual circuitry in the internet beam’s
nano-engineering. There would be nothing human in the game,
as these multiplicities, they had been captured by these
singularities. They would have had been interconnected as
these pseudo-universal machine-codes, and they were in this
cyber-sensitive control that was without the real shit-and-
blood-stains. Raidom would have had been their despotic
commander, and this axiomatic nano-tech, it had been recycled

from this primitive accumulation. Yu, Abi, Mai and Taro, they
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were these dissociated consumers that were destined to of had
been in this top-down prediction of these last dreams.
Raidom’s face was above this worker body, as it was in
its cost control. His heart beat was a fading of this level.
The gameplay was over, so the computer based non-equilibrium
heart beat had dissipated into its sub-optimal solutions. The
imperfect information, it would come as these artificial
agencies of pornographic, abusive and terrorist convergences
of an anti-authoritarian and artificial meltdown of the
gameplay with Tanegashima. Raidom was standing in the lotus
position mid the mirrored 360 degree room. It was no longer
in its play. His palms were together, as he would have had
been this cyber invasion that was placed within the
engineering of these pre-specified databases. They were of
their opportunistic errant data file sharing and processing
routines. He wore only a black thong, and there were tattoos
that were covering his body. A tattoo of this Devil was
intertwined with a Dragon on his back, and the genetics of
these non-technics, they were in the play from this analyses.
This relativity with his biocosmoloical comparison in the
game, it was an emergent intelligence, and it was initiating
itself from these linear pathways. They were these
intelligent infections within this errant data, as this
continuous simulation of this military intelligence, it had
become this fighting game. There was a war with the Akuma,

and its cyberspace was implemented outside reality. Human
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kind wasn’t insulated from it, for it was real with these
transcendent evaluations of these neutral particles and
signals.

Elucidating the logical difficulty, they were in its
assigned network with this usage time of an Akuma. Their
independent decisions were based upon the environmental
stimuli that was taking place during the development of this
gameplay. Tanegashima was seeking its optimal strategies to
minimize its losses. Tom was at the main screen with Ryan, He
had peeled his shirt off. Next to Ryan in only a t-shirt, he
was contemplating the algorithmic information that was
presented to him at the command and control. Ryan had
loosened his tie, as this programmer’s complexity was in an
Alien Ninja Akuma gameplay message. The virtual time and
space that they had occupied during the levels of this game,
they had become a dimensionless production schedule, and
there was this interparticle distance of these computer
simulations that had become the disruption strategies of the
gameplay. Unfeasible disturbances were in this information
flow, as Yuudia was in the backdrop with the Space Center
Staff. He was coding into the Akuma for these successive
choices, for they had seen the vaporization of the data that
was in this accelerated expansion. Their gquantum approaches
had brought in the intuitive and imaginable gameplay boss.
Forcefully trying to self regulate the entropic related

entropy, this Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay was a manufacturing
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system that had sought its own equilibrium for the entropic

changes in this application.

"Player’s continuation and dimensional input has many
fighter group levels." Yuudia had said in this decision-
making process, for he was trying to find the game boss’s
payoff matrix. He would play into him with a domination
strategy for Tanegashima’s human physical objects. During the
random variables of this coding processes with the pipeline
of this internet beam, the probability distributions would
achieve their phase space positions.

With the game outcomes achieved at each level during the
developmental instances of this Akuma, Yuudia would have had
been coupling these equations to input this loss function
with Tokyo, yet Raidom had played in his team for their
replicated dynamics. There was a mixed strategy with the
Alien Ninja Akuma gameplay. "Get control of this opponent’s
offensive moves. Inject them into our fighting game. This is
an ultimate simuli. It’l]l create our nano-tech soldier in the
game." Ryan had ordered the distribution of the reenactment
of the uncertainty, for there was this utility of the
information with their players. They were in a non-
cooperative game, as he was making the strategic decisions.
He was this focal point player of a gamer rationality. Ryan
had to formulate the probability for the modeling aspects
that would be presented within these multi-agent systems. The

strategic situations, they would have had been presented at
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each level, and they were for this predictive behavior of
these likelihoods of this real-world application. The optimal
relative probabilities from the predictive player strategies,
they would become these level specifications and applications
of the gameplay’s mechanism and design.

The modeler was in its uncertainty of the data at where
there was this multiple equilibria. The pounding of a
heartbeat, it was bouncing off this manifold, as it had been
devised in an artificial environment. Its negative entity was
of these computational complexities, and there was a myriad
of proportional alternatives. Tanegashima would have had to
of reproduced their intelligent equals in the game, or Raidom
would have had achieved a gravitational bound with an
infinite amount of consequence with the virtual laws of the
internet beam’s thermodynamics. With his wider contextual
application, a coevolutionary domain of interactions would
have had been achieved for an observable entity. The sound of
his internal state, it was in its cyclic processes. They were
as a cardiovascular environment, yet his heart was of this
non-physical interaction. Between the functional states of
Tanegashima and Tokyo, the recurrence of his beating heart,
it was in a spatio-temporal configuration of this game.
Raidom was training his impulses with the transfer functions
that were coming online and within this internet beam’s
points of excitations.

"I’'l]l need to established his gameplay speed." Yuudia
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replied, as the effect of this shock-wave turbulence that was
at the core of this heart beat had reproduced a supernova
collapse. Raidom’s heart beat was modeled by the outward
shock of what was coded into the internet beam, as his heart
was the dominate component. With Tanegashima’s dark matter
detectors, they were trying to re-optimize the application of
this level within the energy and density of their curvatures.
Tanegashima had to have these images in this decay of the
virtual particle field. They had to of had been sharpened as
their contribution to this gameplay, yet the vacuum energy
with its observable cosmology, it had these objects
integrated with this Akuma’s identical luminosities. There
would have had been differences between their cosmic
microwave definitions on the background of this game.

The main screen was displaying an illustrated supernova,
and these computer graphics were presented to the command and
control center with these well-posed statistical problems.
They were in their relative frequency approach with the
astrophysical inheritance of the errant data. The command and
control had become a platform for the direct manipulation of
this online Akuma, and its statistics, they were of its self
development. Complete with its own mathematical language,
there was an estimation of its permanent models, and it was
with the parameters of this expanding of the incomplete
knowledge of the internet beam’s observational errors and

calculations of itself. With these degrees of plausibility,
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Tanegashima would have had to develop their random and
repeated experiments to win this game. "For power of all the
secrets in the universe, are we fighting the corrupt
mastermind of our cosmos?" Tom had asked with a distracted
mind, as he was not all there. "This in-game enemy boss is
varying our virtual fighting simulations. He’s unlocking our
data for an extra weapon feature." Yuudia had answered, for
there was need of this description with the states of
knowledge that were within the internet beam’s statistical
construction. The Akuma was becoming a observable assignment
of the probabilities that were presented within the
infrastructure of its own criteria. It was of a deterministic
fashion as these properties of its own nature. Yuudia wanted
to unravel its structure with an inference of its physics for
the quantum theories of their nanotech applications at
Tanehashima.

At Tanegashima, the secret holding cell was underground,
and it was put into a field-space-based level for these set
methods. They would have had been computing this data for
these multi-valued solutions, as there would have had been
many applications that were formulating in this augmented
space. Honshi was in white coveralls, and it was a high-tech
enclosure. The field transport equation of the internet
beam’s errant data would of had become these field equations.
On the opposite side of this thick and transparent partition,

Larry Hacker was in his fifties. He was in his proverbial lab
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coat. Its pockets were weighted with this superposition of
all these multi-valued densities. Althea Sands, she was in
her forties - another scientist in a lab coat. Both were
astrophysicists. They worked fervently with their tablet
computers, as they were trying to get a fixed field space
application with Honshi. There would have had been a cross
proportional field shape, and it would have had been
demagnetized with the internet beam’'s space requirement. It
was its curvature in Hanshi’s cell.

The buzzing of this path, it was at where Ryan was let in for
this invisible thread. He would have had been there to of had
been part of the programming of this writing beam. With its
zero-field space waveform, the field emissions would have had
been in Honshi’s cell, so there could have had been waveform
glitches. An acceleration potential would have had been this
pattern, and it would have had been of this parallel thread.
Honshi was pacing and running his hands through his hair, as
he had seen Ryan enter on the other side. Ryan had seen but
not heard Honshi, as he was pleading at him. "Can he provide
strategic and tactical warfare mapping?" Ryand had asked, as
Honshi had lunged and kicked the thick soundproof but
transparent partition. Ryan had flinched in a dismayed
wonder, for there was demonized incident on Tanegashima
beach. "We’ll need to mix his tech skills with our chance
strategy. Then, we can determine what his aspects of our nano-

reality will simulate." Larry had answered. "We’ll get him as
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a mechanical device replication in our gameplay." Althea had
added with an intelligence of a tactician.

Ryan moved up close to watch down his predator.
"Position fixing. Our cosmological line-of-sight propagation.
Okay. Absorb him with our bio-kill-points in the simulation
matrix." Ryan contemplated a bit, and then had had made the
orders. "Propagate him in free-space?" Larry wondered, as
this buzzing, it had sent in Tom. Now, Ryan and Tom were
together for the application scenario. "A call for
biomechanics and close Combat?" Tom had laid it out. "It'’s
time for an autonomous robotic overlap." Ryan responded, as
Tom had kept a peal eye on Honshi. They had already discussed
this. Honshi saw them, yet he was alone and helpless as a
laboratory rat being readied for an experiment. He could only
keep trying, hoping that someone on the other side could hear
him. "His brain wave scans. Vocal connections state that he
was pirating internet satellite technology to access an
online window with misinformation." Tom had filled Ryan in on
his analysis, as he had done what he had needed to do before
Ryan would of had gotten to him. "Our divine Demiurge." Ryan
had deciphered the titles of the content that was uploaded
into the internet beam, so he had said it with an awareness
of this possible outcome. "Greek? A Hieros Gamos maker." Tom
stated. "A holy wedding as a design strategy? Ancient sexual
ritual- Medium-ship. Online channeling too." Ryan discussed.

"For a virtual gameplay interaction with an alien
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totalitarian god." Tom held it. "Demonically dominating the
gameplay." Ryan replied with a finality.

"Unwittingly or wittingly, those data unions will be
interpreted." Larry reminded them, as he was still doing his
calculations of what was to come. "Co-constructions with our
bio sensors will cause his comparative." Althea affirmed.

"A one-to-one mapping. Balancing his vital points in their
nano-other-worldly economic order." Larry confirmed.

"What about his greed, ignorance and lust?" Ryan had voiced a
concern. "Should be an encouraging formative Evaluation."
Larry analyzed. "Anti-social order and a cosmological
incarnation of a supernova’s consciousness? ...Computer
generated- Graphics?" Tom was trying to reassure himself. "We
wouldn’t- Couldn’t? Connect him to the supernova radiation."
Larry was rethinking it out loud. "Oh. Please. Don’t
misinterpret our theoretical model." Tom had mentioned with
an arrogance. "Cosmological theories." Althea had quipped.
"Wasn’t theories streaming in the launch tower." Tom had then
stated, as Honshi had kicked and punched the partition.

"We’ll get a self-contained match." Larry reacted, as
there was a hot button flashing on Larry'’s tablet laptop. He
was holding it out for Tom. "For physical close quarters
battle." Ryan encouraged, as Larry had brought the tablet
laptop closer for Tom. "It'’s cyber-touch." Larry had
informed, so Tom had touched its screen. The Internet beam’s

sound then had swooped into their architecture, as Althea was
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manning her tablet computer to catch its transfer rates.
"Modifications and manipulation. Environment’s at risk.
Organisms." Althea warily reported, as Honshi could only of
had seen these demonic techno parasites. They were
materializing from these sensors of the cell’s walls, and
they had razor claws. "What’s his fighting experience?" Tom
asked with an awe. "There’s a perilous intrusion." Larry had
said with a hasted realization, as the demonic parasites were
seen by Honshi, but they were unseen by everyone else. They
went on the offensive. Althea, Larry, Ryan and Tom had only
seen Honshi tearing himself to pieces, yet this digging of
bloody holes into his body was a lonely terror at where only
Honshi could have had seen the razor clawed parasites cutting
him to shreds.

"Delusional parasitosis?" Tom had wondered. "High-level
interface with a biotechnological consumption." Larry had
said with a scientific coldness, as the internet beam was
increasing in its pitch and intensity. Everyone on the other
side of the partition, they had their hands over their ears,
as Honshi had thrashed and then exploded into these body
parts. He had sloshed of its mess. The internet beam slowly
subsided. "...Starved to death by misinformation." Tom had
mused. "Metaphysical confusion?" Ryan wasn’t so sure.

"I'm getting demonic possessions. The control of the human
form. Multi-dimensional universes as a multi-player." Larry

was responding to the data on his tablet laptop. "That was an
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offensive move. Extraterrestrial techno channeling." Althea
warned. "Virtual sorcery?" Tom asked. "As war games? Maybe
that’s its virtual reality." Larry had tried to manage in the
confusion. "I'1ll call it techno-arrogance." Althea had said.
"As a battle or a deathtrap?" Ryan had wanted to know.
"Gameplay bondage. Online mankind in an enemy boss racket."
Larry had made his assessment. "Making our combat engineer
Faceless." Again, Althea had warned. "Flanked himself. He'’s
his own foe. This is one rebelled." Larry had figured. "And
the great dragon was cast out, that old serpent, called the
Devil, and Satan, which deceiveth the whole world: he was
cast out into the earth and his angels were cast out with

him. Revelation 12:9" Tom then had quoted.
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Chapter Nine - Goodbot Badbot

The accuracy of the plasma that had been coming into the
command and control room, it was of this momentum, as the
launch tower had inverted the data transfer in a pendulum
flux. An exhaust flume was of a resolution of the impacting
forces, and they had been colliding into each other. Within
these indications and of this Akuma saturation, this internet
beam, its normality was of these physics, and they would have
had been infinitesimally insignificant, yet the network with
Tanegashima and Tokyo, it was integrated into an
interconnectedness. It was at where this virtual world-
engulfing mishap wasn’t halted. It was spreading as a
disease, as this gray-goo, their brains were put into its
plague of their cognitive awareness. They were at this border
of a virtual atmosphere. Space-qualified and from its
electric propulsion thruster, it had originated in the launch
tower. It was of its previous level, as this translational
stage, it had made the command and control at Tanegashima
this discharge chamber. It was searching outward with this
thrust-on and thrust-off reconnaissance, as it would have had

to recombine within and of these system parameters of the
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command and control room.

Reaching beyond its original limits of the main screen
and of its data transfer from the launch tower, it had become
this vision. This was telescopic relativity of itself. The
brand new extremes, they had been seen as an objective of a
counter-balancing of good and evil. Yuudia and the Space
Center Staff’s faces were blurred into the internet beam’s
potential darkness, for this future face, had taken the
extreme risk. Yu would have had been of its evolving
kindness, for this compassion and love, it would of have had
to of been moved forward via the gameplay as this brand
machine augmentation. Nanobots would have had swarmed into
their globally charged brain-structures, and Yu would have
had to develop a high-level functioning of a society that was
interacting within the internet beam’s architecture, yet
these immortal horrors and or an everlasting splendor, it was
a plume of errant centerline energy distribution. During the
gameplay, these incident particles, they were sending out
their self realizing codes for an application of its quantum
existence, as these trajectories, their charge-exchange
fractions were between Tanegashima and Tokyo. The flowing
plasma and its electric propulsion, it had a program at where
the perfection of and evil was an empowerment, as Raidom had
taken this on a this extreme individual. Communities that
would have had been integrated into this Transhumanist

arrival of the internet beam’s destabilizing risks, they
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were beginning in an application and at where Yu would have
had this future ability. This global positive influence with
technology, it had augmented into a human goodness, so the
blur of Yuudia and the Space Center Staff'’s faces, they had
advanced into their social networking platforms. With a
clarity of facial features from this data mining evolution of
this evil, there could have had been this virtually connected
influence of kindness and compassion. Yu could have had sent
the nanobots into their virtual brains with an augmented
capacity for this human love, so there was this other future
for the technologies that were within this internet beam’s
Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay. There would have had been a
beginning of this individual’s future, as she would have had
a global positive influence using this errant technology. The
main screen was illuminating the launch tower. "Warfare'’'s
force design is now playable." Yuudia had spoken into his
head-set with a dead on directive.

In the launch tower, they were manipulating the bio-
matter on the combat team, as these virtual atomic and
molecular scales, they were placed into this nanotech
application of this internet beam in and effect to reshape
the human organism. From medicine to international security,
the nano-devices would have had become these machines, and
they would have had been replicating within the internet
beam’s architecture of this gameplay application. Yu was the

part that would have had been programmed to eat up these
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impurities, and Tanegashima would have had made their
quantitative and technical analyses. With a catastrophic
scenario of these self-replicating nanorobots as this Akuma,
Tanegashima had wanted to permanently incorporate tiny
machines into the bodies of the combat team, so they would
have had gone online and within the internet beam’s Akuma.
They would be fixing things as these transhumanists. They
would exist in a virtual reality of this gameplay, and they
would have had ceased too of had been human. Neuroprotheses
that were these applications, they were reanimated into the
neurons of this computer processing system at Tanegashima.
Snake, Jerry, Dave, Dale and Jack’s heads, they were
connected to electrodes, as they were lying on their backs in
medical chairs. When the launch doors had cracked open, Tom
and Ryan had entered, as these out-of-control nanotech
replicators, they were online and within this internet beam’s
mission to wipe out all life. "Operational maneuver is
online. Virtually mobile." Yuudia could be heard by Tom and
Ryan, as he was in the command and control room monitoring
these complex specifications and operational challenges of
these recombinant nanobots. When Tom and Ryan had arrived at
this tech-table, Ryan had given Tom a nod, as this
maliciously programmed nanocarbon, it had made Snake, Jerry,
Dave, Dale and Jack’s eyes flutter. "Chapter Five. Sinners.
They can use my joystick. Fuck with it at this level." The

Alien Totalitarian God had been dispersed in with its
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velocity, as it was into this spatial recognition. Its
badbots would have had been introduced to these good bots, as
this tactical advantage for a nanorobot population on a non-
scaled and technological blood-brain barrier with a long term
impact as itself, it would have had served itself as these
nano-enhanced humans, and they would have had been online in
an existing virtual pipeline of this internet beam. Their
supercomputing brains with powerful machine-enhanced bodies,
they would have had become these enhancement technologies,
and they would had come from this disturbing fiction. This
was the reason that Raidom had the internet beam’s data
pirated, for he had Abi upload it. These cognitive endowments
as an Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay, it would have had been fed
into a pipeline that was to Tokyo. The Alien Ninja Gameplay
internet café would have had been at where Raidom was
infringed upon as an abstract existence, for he had no longer
wanted to of had been a human.

The Alien Ninja Gameplay in Osaka Japan, it had become
this automatic intuition of the Akuma, as it was these user-
after-free vulnerabilities of the exploitations that had been
taking place at Tanegashima’s launch tower. There were these
code pointers in this Internet Bean’s pipleline that had de-
allocating the objects that were in the gameplay, so the
arbitrary execution that had been clinging to the self
replicating machine address of this errant data, it had

become as an alien abductor. Tangashima had their programs in
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place with a design to thwart this attack, yet Raidom was
vying for an address space at his Tokyo internet café. There
were Japanese Customers that had been lined up into these
mechanical procedures at this virtual three-sixty degree
first-person shooter gameplay. Aliens and demons were in
their reproductive gameplay environment, as the deeply
disturbing experiments were an ongoing source of this code
from this errant data of an ebook called "Alien Totalitarian
God." They would have had been coming from another planet
during this gameplay that was of a perpetual virtual terror.
It was as this source of another God. The emotion-
extinguishing devices that were being developed by the Akuma,
they were of an intermediary of itself, and it had become a
platform for these human beings. They would have had become
this modern resource of these that were of its address space,
and it would have had reused in its expansion comparison of
this virtual cosmos.

Mai, Taro, Abi, Yu and Raidom were at a quaint table,
and Abi was at his open laptop. The virtual function of the
dispatched code that had been coming out of Tanegashima,
it would have had been allocated for the programs that would
have had been integrated into the Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay.
Abi had crafted inputs, and they would have had been
manipulating the programs that were being created by Larry
and Althea at the Space Center. Tom and Ryan would have had

been accessing these pointers with the memory that had been
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dangling from this Kizuna Satellite’s double identity, and
they would have had been competing with Raidom for this post-
abduction transformation of this Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay.
A overwhelming sense of dread that was of itself, it had been
occupying the memories of Yu, Mai, Taro and Abi, so there
would have had been need of this spatial memory for the
safety violations of these code executions that had come from
Tanegashima. Abi with his team, they would have had been the
elements that were put into this perpetual virtual online
space, and they would have been these code executions.
Sophisticated control mechanisms, they could implement these
reliable attacks, and they would have had been a manual
memory management of their real time existence. There was a
notoriously error prone application of this Akuma, and it had
been online with them.

A morphology as this creature, it had become this
programmer’s eyes, and they were looking at Abi. He was

fervently integrating this state-of-the-art memory

with a quantum compiler that was allocated with this errant
source code modification. It was pervasive and temporal.
"Tanegashima’s portable." Abi had dictated, for the dangerous
spatial memory of the gameplay had put them into this corrupt

memory of this gameplay, an unintended memory,

it had been written in this program access memory at where

they had been put into the Alien Village. Taro, Mai, Yu and
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Abi, they were stacked into its assumption values, and they
were of this limited address. This space had been interpreted
at where there would have had been these

paranormal and complex patterns, yet they could have had
been called into this level. There were these stacks at where
mental illnesses, they had been misinterpreted as the
supernatural. With a matrixing of this sleep deprivation and
at while there would have had been these waking dreams, they
had these visual hallucinations of this diverted program
control that had come from Tanegashima, so Abi had to hijack
this data field with an uninitiated memory access. He had to
exploit this level for the heap spraying of this demonized

gameplay.

Leftover as this attack data, Mai had lacked the
sufficient control that was of her multiple inheritance in
this gameplay, as this level was something that one would of
had seen out of the corner of their eye. "Player mode’s a
special attack." Mai was there as what she and the others had
seen in many of their gameplays, so she had said it into this
ignition objective. Mai had then lit her gravity rifle, for
they were all loaded with the tools of this level. They were
there from what had been this analysis of this Akuma, and
they had to travel in this pipeline of this Internet beam’s
white light that would have had been an end at this tunnel.
There were these geographical domes, and Mai had pointed her

weapon at them, as she was in this dream and at while that
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she had been awake. "The modules are for Tanegashima’s bio-
sensors." Taro had said, as they were on these wire circuited
floors. They were below an endless cosmological sky with
several suns, moons and other planets. Abi had picked up on
this data, for he had his navigational device replicating the
code streams that were in this level. "Boss is coming. Abi
had warned. "Splitting, limb splicing, and decapitation is
ninja." Yu quickly complained. Mai, Taro, Abi and Yu had then
fanned out with their gravity rifles lit. "Plain and simple
nano-tech simuli for Tanegashima. Kill the boss." Abi had

ordered.

Out of their retinas that were hyper-sensitive to the
light that was traversing through them as this perpetual
virtual gameplay replicating as a cosmological constant, this
byproduct had become this Alien Robotic Demon, as it had
decloaked with these horns and fire-lit eyes. It claws were
of its clutching weaponry. Immediately it had fired its
electromagnetic charge that had missed, and Mai, Taro, Abi
and Yu had returned a synchronous and rapid fire-power from
their gravity rifles. They had caused this Alien Robotic
Demon to explode. Instantly and out of this waking dream
delusion of this demonic Internet Beam'’s possession of them,
they were aware that they were at this internet café. Raidom,
Mai, Taro, Abi and Yu, they were sitting at the same table
after the outer-space mind control. "Robotic alien

civilizations?" Mai nervously had asked. "My home-game
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translation. The techno dark side of Tanegashima’s

fighting game." Raidom had said with confidence. "Shooting
demonic robots-" Taro had then quipped.

There were these intense emotional needs, and they had
come online with Yu in Hong Kong. Sentient beings with their
different intellectual abilities other than the humans that
were occupying this internet beam’s pipeline, they were also
suffering in this virtual spatial. They had a different
intellectual ability at where the dead were reborn as these
artificial relatives. Slaughtered for their bodies, the
internet beam had brought them online in a virtual rebirth,
so they would have had been these dead relatives. Acting with
the Akuma’s primary instinct and at where there would have
had been this distinction between what was these moral rules,
an application of these animals as their demonic implication,
it had become part of the Tanegashima black project.

The Akuma had interconnected with Yu in this online
perpetual space, as there was this virtual world that had
become a state of its own mind. There was a fusion of this
rage, and it was of this desire of itself. An uncovering,
this terrible emptiness, it was within the developmental
process of this Akuma, as it would have had become an online
entity. It would have had been seeking its endless self ends.
Among what it had perceived as the living and within the
architecture of this internet beam’s fundamental existence,

an everything would have had been needed to survive, as the
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internet beam’s afterlife, it was of this high-performance
software based load of Yu. She was strutting up the street
during these Hungry Ghost Festivals, as there was the
chanting and praying for the ones that were lost. Yu was in
this pipeline, and this application, it had been seeking its
load and balance as this content that would have had been
optimized from these performance problems.

The cloud computing would have had been delivering this
Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay, for there was this sharing of
resources between Raidom and Tanegashima. The self
developmental software was this information that was being
fed into these computer applications, so technological
devices, they would have had been able to access the data in
this virtual cloud environment. They were becoming a gameplay
application. Yu would have had provided this flexibility to
access this data, and its recovery for the restoration of a
disaster, it was for this around the clock succession of
these gameplay relationships. The software would have had
been fantasizing about its next luminary presence, and it
would have had entered into this online life. Illusory,
physical desires, Yu, Abi, Mai and Taro, they would have had
been online in this gameplay to perform these rituals, as
spirits of this greedy, selfish and impious online entities,
they would have had been cursed within this virtual
existence. They would have had been seeking to eat Raidom’s

team, and they would have had been vying for a superiority
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with what would have had been perceived as these offerings -
the killing of the demons.

Yu was set down in this field of paranormal
investigation, and she was occupying a cyberspace with these
effective methods. There was this ghost imagery, and it would
have had been for Tanegashima’s research. These Electronic
Voice Phenomena (EVP), they were of this elementary school
massacre, so the Akuma, it had become these recordings. Its
spirits, they were of the ones that had passed on through
these processed of an online death. Their electrical
energies, they were implanting these messages within the
internet beam as the Akuma’s media, and it could have had
been heard with this playback application of the
developmental implications of the Alien Ninja Akuma Gameplay.
In an effort to capture messages within the pipeline of this
internet beam, Yu would have had been creating this
background noise, and it would have had been detected in her
present virtual reality environment.

There would have had been squeals of this gameplay
feedback, as the Akuma, it would have had been this
electronic interference. The mechanism of Tanegashima’s
software architecture, it would have had been contacting
these spirit entities, as they were trapped in the gameplay
environment. Their violent and unnatural death, they were
drowning out the purpose of Tanegashima'’'s electromagnetic

field processes, so these power lines of the gameplay’s
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transfer systems, they were in an overwhelming hum of this
Akuma’s existence within the realm of each level of the play.
Yu had become this target to interject a mortal energy, as
this nanotech soldier, it would have had been in this
identity management. Playthings for the amusement of this
gameplay, Yu would have had been part of these ghost hunting
teams, as Abi was coding for these standards that could have
had been part of this identity management. There were these
standards within the architecture of this gameplay design,
and existences as these apparitions. They were trained within
this blur of light for the quantum ghost imaging that was
taking place at Tanegashima. From the realms of scientific
realities to a practical gameplay reality, the internet beam
had become a replication of what would have had been this
high-resolution camera, so within this Alien Ninja Akuma
Gameplay, there were these images that were produced at where
the naked eye could not of had seen. The virtual

sensors, they were pointed in different directions, so the
Akuma, it had come online as these future applications.
Computer graphics and their programs, there were placed into
their image manipulation quadrants for the Alien Ninja Akuma

Gameplay.

The Akuma could have been as if it was this school bus,
as this size, it could have had been an architectural
metamorphous of the Kizuna Satellite. Yu, Abi, Mai and Taro,

they could have had been touched by its falling debris. The
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red taxis that Yu was trying to flag down, they might have
had been interpreted as these fiery reentries. Impacted by
this re-entering debris, its radiological materials in a
virtual pipeline of the gameplay, they were coded into these
applications of an enduring spacecraft, for it was going to
be distributed across multiple modules. Yu was interacting
within one of them, so she the red taxi that she had flagged
and entered, it was interacting in a subsystem of this
gameplay, and it was interconnect between Tenagashima and at

where Raidom was in Tokyo.
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Yu flags a Red Taxi. Yu’s in quickly.
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