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The Distant Truth
BY STEPHEN IRESON
Chapter One: A fine line.

Trix woke up the same way he did every morning: Screaming. It was as sure as the fact that he would wake up at 6:43am. He lay there waiting for the next sure thing to happen – the drunken entrance of Bailing, his room mate.

Knock knock! The door slid open making a horrible cranking noise. The motor inside the door is just one thing on the list of thing’s that are horribly wrong with this apartment.

“Hey there, the suns are up” he then continues walking towards the door to go downstairs and loot the mail box him and Trix were forced to share with 6 other people living in the same run down apartment building. Some of them Purai addicts.
Purai is a drug that was invented by one Dr. Miles Andrew Turner to combat the common cold, which it does very well. Soon after testing started they realized there was a problem with the Buerenein aka Purai – it’s a drug that alters brain waves of human’s, it’s also extremely addictive. The addict’s, or rare users aren’t hard to spot; not exactly primal hunters – not exactly your common Torurth.
Back in the apartment Trix and Bailing sit across from each other Trix wearing a light blue vest and shirt with a tag on it spelling his name wrong as “Trix Juleo” when it was infact Trix Jules. And the attire of Bailing, his skin tight Y-Front’s that he had been wearing pretty much since he moved into the apartment. The atmosphere, however, was surprisingly pleasant since both Trix and Bailing have been friends for 12 years.
“Do you ever feel like your whole life is just like a repeat of your life on some sort of TV Show..as if your very existence in this distant Universe is insignificant and the meaning of you as a person, and everything you stand for to be laughable?” Trix verbalized.

Bailing looks up at Trix, he looks like he’s about to say something, then, looks back down at the news paper.

“I had that dream again…how the hell can Petit Blue Skinned Tribes Women, a bunch of cake and all the thing’s I could ever want turn into such a twisted horrible nightmare..” Trix continued.

Bailing looks up again.

“Twisted horrible nightmare?” he responded. “What are you, gay?”

“No. Of course not. It’s just that…” Trix said…well eventually got out of himself.
There’s an awkward silence between the two for a good few moments. Bailing does not look impressed.

“Look I’m sure you’d love to dwell around here all day feeling sorry for yourself…or rather goto work after boring me half to death on this, which is probably just you passing on your hatred and negativity from work onto me, an innocent but heroic working class man – the peoples sort of man.”

Bailing calms back down and looks back at the news paper.

“You wouldn’t understand. My life is horrible…I have nothing to live for.” Bailing states getting up from his chair, miserable and half there.
“There’s a 3 for 1 deal at T.G.I Eyeballs.”
That sentence was drilled into the head of Trix as he left the table. His long time friend Bailing seemed weird today. What exactly was it that Bailing did while he was out? This Trix did not know, or intend to find out, but one thing and one thing only was for sure: Trix had 8 minutes to get to work and it was atleast 20 minutes away – in a Speedurt, which he didn’t have since his had recently broken down due to the incompetence of Bailing, who had filled it with DN-9 instead of DN-4 – a fatal mistake. There seemed to be some sort of emergency in the road that he usually takes to work, also.

He stopped running – no matter how he got to work he was getting there slowly. The emergency was hectic and badly handled – the Authorities let through Speedurt’s but not people so there was no easy way through. Trix began to walk off towards another route.
Chapter Two: A Guard’s Tale

Cage Luther is an ex Bounty Hunter. Of course, his co-worker’s have no idea about his “dismissive” past. Two hundred and sixty hits, five hundred and twenty bullets, two per person, one to kill…one to make sure. He carries only one injury from his entire career as both a Bounty Hunter and Royal Guard. A scar on his face below his right eye.

The alarms sound. People rush everywhere and one man in particular running through with a suitcase makes the mistake of looking suspicious and running past Cage and his partner Karsh Aniville. He runs into a face crushing fist helmed by Luther, knocking him to the ground with a completely bust open face, nose demolished.
Karsh stands back then pulls up his Automatic Assault Rifle (The AKN-620) right between the terrified man’s eye’s.

“You move and you’ll of shit yourself in less than two seconds.”

Cage moves Karsh’s gun away from the man laying bloody on the floor.

“Let him go…look.”

The suitcase had bust open and clothes were the only thing that had been spilt out of it.

