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------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Prologue - The 2nd Golden Age of Buttrock and the Buttrockalypse

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
In the year 2018, buttrock experienced a huge revival. The huge boom in top quality glam buttrock shred caused a much needed relief to the slowly dwindling economies of the world. Makeup and hairspray sales skyrocketed, the stock market was booming, and the rate of unemployed dropped to nearly 0. At the center of the great buttrock revival, stood the greatest band of them all, the Purple Ponies. Having 30+ albums under their belts, with the last of them selling as many as 3 billion copies, the Purple Ponies were the undisputed kings of buttrock. Buttrock became the voice of planet earth and humans lived in peace once again, but the shadow government puppetmasters that were working behind the scenes were continuing to suck the world dry of all of it's resources. 
By 2025, the world was no better off than it was before the great buttrock revival. Once again,  people began to protest and riot. In an act of desperation, the united governments of the world planned for a worldwide buttrock concert with the Purple Ponies as the final act. The bands would play up in space, projected as 3d holograms in major cities all around the world. The 

biggest and baddest buttrock bands playing around the world created many jobs, and would help alleviate the stress of the worldwide economy. The lineup was unforgettable...
The Purple Ponies

Archie Stiffbone

Wyld Stallyns 

Buttrock Wizard

Glam Commander

Full Metal Buttrock

Depths of Loneliness

Snakefist

Steel Panther

Extropic Hairspray

2 Faced

Glamweed

Buttrock Supremacy

Stomprocket

Riggs

Glamrock Archon

Journey

Def Leppard

AHSTYN

Poison

Warrant

Glamwizard

Nirvana

Buttrock 4 Breakfast

Twisted Sister

Cinderella

and about 20 other bands
These bands rocked the baddest show earth had ever seen. They rocked for 2 days straight, and all conflicts in the world seemed to cease for the moment. It was in that moment, the world united as one under the power of buttrock. But when the Purple Pwnies came on to headline, disaster struck. In the middle of their set, in the middle of their biggest hit single "Baby I love you so don't ever leave me", there was a satellite malfunction, and the show stream was lost all around the world. A worldwide riot erupted, and the governments of the world didn't have the power to stop it. 
Billions died in the massacres. Taking advantage of this situation, giant spider robot aliens came down from the sky and began kidnapping people for unknown experiments. 80% of Earth's population was either killed in the massacres, or kidnapped by giant alien robot spiders. What remained of the world government gathered in the shadows to control what little population was left. They placed bounties upon all buttrockers. Any rocker wearing hair spray or makeup was shot on sight. The bands playing Buttrockfest 2025 received the highest bounties, with the 4 members of the Purple Pwnies having the highest bounties. The highest of them all was the Purple Ponies vocalist and keys player, and protagonist of our story, Sharp Shooter Scotty "Scooter" Magoo.
5 years later...
--------------------------------------------------

Chapter 1 - Live and Die for Buttrock

--------------------------------------------------
Silence took over the bar as our shadowy protagonist enters the scene lookin like a gruff asian Clint Eastwood. But the shifty eyes from all directions didn't bother him. The bartender was an old bald Irish dude with a smug look on his face. "What'll ya have?" he asked. "Anything with booze in it" Scooter replied as he put a $1000 bill on the table, the bartender's eyes widened. "And a round for everyone else in the house." The silence turned to cheers as everyone in the bar rushed towards their free drinks. Scooter approached the shady looking man in the corner. 
"I'm lookin for Jimbo." he said to the man. "I don't know any Jimbo, leave me alone." "Look pal," Scooter insisted, "I'm an old friend, and I've come a long way, so don't waste my time, take me to Jimbo." Scooter handed the man a $100 bill. the stranger grabbed Scooter by the throat and drew his gun. The cheering turned back into uncomfortable silence. "I told you I-" he hesitated, and stared deeply into Scooters eyes for a brief moment. "It's.... It's you..." and slowly let him go. "I'm so sorry, I never meant to-" "It's fine." Scooter cut him off. "Just take me to Jimbo." "yes right away." The shady man led him around the corner of the bar to a locked door, pulled a key out and unlocked it. Inside, Jimbo was kicking back, smoking a cigar, playing his guitar with his feet on his amp. He had an almost empty Jameson bottle on the counter. Jimbo is an old scruffy black man that always wears those ozzy lookin shades. Nobody knows exactly how old he is, but he's definitely the oldest member of the Purple Ponies. 
"Ah Lou perfect timing, I was just about to finish this bottle, grab me another will ya?" "Sir, you have a visitor..." "What? A visitor? I told you absolutely not to-" Scooter stepped out from behind the door and cut him off. "Not even for an old friend?" Jimbos facial expression went from worried to a bit bitter looking. "What do you want?" "Lets have a talk." "Lets not... get out of here." Jimbo swigged the rest of the Jameson. But Scooter didn't go away. "Fine, whatever, you got 5 minutes. Lou, fetch me another Jameson will ya?" "We're out of Jameson sir." "Well fetch me something, anything, I'm gonna need another drink." Lou gave a nod, and left the room. "Lock the door will ya?" Scooter locked the door as he closed it behind him. 
Jimbo let out a large sigh as he sat down on his sofa chair and puffed his cigar. "Alright, whaddya want?" Jimbo asked. "Michael Jimmy Jameson, how long have we know each other?" "Too long, and never call me by that name again." "Cmon, you don't still blame yourself for what happened do you?" "I blame all of us Scooter... I... Blame all of us. We made this world into the hell that it is today, the human race might have had a chance if it wasn't for buttrock." "YOU'RE WRONG!" Scooter blurted, "The world was already dying, we were trying to save it, and we made a good effort, it's just that the-" "Oh here we go again with the roadie. Get over it already, even if it was the roadies fault, he's dead, Tommy and Deuce are probably dead, the world we lived in is dead, and what's done is done." 
Jimbo tried desperately to get another drop out of the empty Jameson bottle, getting nothing, he threw it against the wall in frustration. Scooter flinched a bit when glass shattered. "Easy there Jimbo." "Where the hell is Lou?" a bit of awkward silence followed. "So, again, what do you want from me?" "Come with me" Scooter replied. "I have knowledge that the Buttrock Wizard still lives." "The Buttrock Wizard? HAH! That fairy tale, are you serious? That's an old wives tale and you know it." "But he played with us at Buttrockfest 2025!" Jimbo took a drag from his cigar. "SOMEONE played with us at Buttrockfest 2025, for all we know, it was just some dude in a cloak playing Buttrock Wizard songs." "No way man, it WAS the Buttrock Wizard, no one else can shred like that." "You want me believe that some three thousand year old magician roams the earth, playing buttrock and casting spells?" Scooter was about to respond, but gunshots interrupted the conversation. 

"The fuck was that?" Jimbo said as he ran for his shotgun. They both looked towards the door as it made the sound that doors make when they unlock. "Lou that better be you out there!" "Master run! It's a tra-" BANG! (that's the sound that guns make) "Fucking useless" a voice outside said as the door was kicked down. A small gun battle ensued. The men entering the room were immediately gunned down. Scooter hiding behind the door, Jimbo hiding behind his bullet proof office desk. They gunned down all of the grunts until no more came into the room. A voice on a loud speaker began talking, "This will be remembered as a historic day, the day where we catch not one, but TWO of those cursed Purple Ponies. Mankind will finally get a bit of vengeance for it's down fall." The man turned off the megaphone, they could hear him say "Alright boys go get em." 
Scooter dove behind the bulletproof desk just in time. A storm of bullets flooded the little side office of the bar. "God damn bounty hunters, I can never catch a break." Scooter complained as he dove under the desk with Jimbo. "You stupid-ass! You brought bounty hunters to my hiding spot!" "I didn't do it on purpose asshole, how was I supposed to know they were stalking me?" "Just shut up and help me grab this blast shield, we'll argue about it later." Jimbo said as he grabbed a giant plate of metal with handles that was leaning up against the wall. A couple of grenades flew in, and blew the place to bits, but they managed to get the blast shield over them in time. "Woah there boys," the voice from outside said, "We can't be blowin em to smithereens, we gotta save at least save their scalps to bring to the boss." 
"Boss? These guys aren't bounty hunters?" Scooter asked, "Hell if I know, my life was just peaches and cream until you showed up, and now my office is ruined!" Jimbo complained. A gas can broke through the window and landed on the ground behind the desk. "Cry about it later, we gotta get outta here, is there another way out?" They kicked the blast shield aside. Jimbo pointed to the back corner of the room. They covered their mouths as they ran across the room, Jimbo revealed a ladder behind the wall that went up to the attic. "There's no use trying to escape, we've got the place surrounded!" the voice on the megaphone shouted. Still they were crawilng through the attic trying not to breathe in the smoke, crawling towards the hatch in the roof. The sound of incoming vehicles, followed by more gunshots, they both cowered for a second, thinking it to be the end, until they heard a familiar voice. 
"Scooter! Jimbo! You guys still alive in there?" Scooter and Jimbo burst through the roof hatch gasping for fresh air. "Mick! Is that you?" Scooter tried to yell, breathing heavily. There were bodies everywhere, bodies of the bar employees, the drunks, the swat team outside, some buttrockers too. There in front of them amidst all of the bodies was the Glam Commander himself, Mickey Magoo, Scooter's older brother. Mick commanded a small battalion of buttrockers that continues to fight against the shadow government to this day. 
"Mick, it's been awhile," Jimbo said, "What brings you to this part of town?" "Saving your ass from the usual bad guys." "Hmmmph" Jimbo said, quite racistly, "If you Magoos would have just left me alone I wouldn't need no saving." Mick smirked. "Jimbo, they were hot on your trail, they would have found you within a matter of days, I sent Scotty over here to come get you out of here." "Don't call me Scotty" Scooter frumpled. "Well anyways," Mick continued, "You two have a journey to embark on, I've been busy keeping the feds on their toes, I need you guys to track down the Buttrock Wizard for me." Jimbo let out a heavy sigh. "Again with this Buttrock Wizard, I'm telling you he doesn't really exist. That name has probably been passed down since 500 BC, whatever magic that might have been is no more. And furthermore, I really don't care about your 'mission' to revive the world, I don't care about buttrock anymore. All I want to do is live the rest of my life in peace and solitude with some whiskey and my guitar, and there's nothing you can do to change my mind."
Jimbo turned his head and started to walk away, when Mick muttered the name "Bobby-Sue". "What did you say?" Jimbo turned around, with an angry expression on his face. He walked back over to Mick and grabbed him by the collar of his sleeveless denim jacket. "I don't ever want to hear her name coming out of your mouth!" Micks troops aimed their weapons. "Down boys, down," Mick said to Jimbo and his troops. "She's still alive you know." Jimbo loosened his grip and let go of Mick. Thought it about it for a few seconds... "What makes you think I still care about her?" The silence after he said that was enough to make Jimbo feel kinda dumb for saying it. "She was spotted a few towns down a few days ago, she left before the feds came in looking for you." Jimbo let this all sink in for a while. "Where-" "She went North, looking for the Buttrock Wizard." Jimbo stared at the ground for a minute, he clenched his fist. "God damnit I hate you guys."
They were about to walk away when Mick interrupted, "Before you go, you better take this" Mick handed Scooter a rusty old dagger. "What is this?" Scooter inquired. "You're gonna need more than a gun to survive out there," Mick explained, "This dagger was said to have been used by the Buttrock Wizard himself. Don't forget to equip it, to equip weapons, go into the menu and select "equip" and from there select secondary weap-" "I KNOW I KNOW GAWD." Scooter lamented as he quickly tapped the A button. "Alright then, you best be on your way, the Buttrock Wizard is rumored to be up North, living in a cave with his people. The first town you'll come to-" "Yeah yeah I know, go north to the town of Luin and speak to the village cheiftan I KNOW." Scooter complained as he continued to tap the A button." "We're preparing to head to the government headquarters for a final assault in a week, please report this to the Buttrock Wizard, and godspeed!" Mick said as he and his crew headed off. Jimbo grabbed his guitar. "What a dick" He said as they rode off into the sunset.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Chapter 2 - Gotta go to Luin to find the Buttrock Wizard's whereabouts n stuff

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
"Damn I don't know if this car can handle this road man." Jimbo said with a lack of enthusiasm. It was obvious that he was loathing the fact that his comfortable life had been swept away on a journey to reclaim his long lost lover that he thought was dead but turned out wasn't and searching for a long lost legend that probably doesn't exist. That and it was and the really really bumpy road didn't raise his hopes. "it'll be fine, this car doesn't have much gas anyways, we'll go as far we can with this and do the rest of the trek on foot." Scooter replied. You should have seen Jimbo's face "SAY WHAT!?" It was clear that Jimbo resented the thought of having walk all the way to Luin on foot. "Hahaha" Scooter laughed with assurance, "Don't worry, if we can just get the car to the top of the mountain, we can just coast all the way down to Luin, that is if we have the gas to make it up there. If not we might have to do a little pushing, or we could just walk it. We'll see how far this gas tank will get us." 
Jimbo slouched and let out a sigh. "God damnit Scooter, ever since I first met you, you've always got yourself in over your head, and you're always dragging me with you. Like, 'hey Jimbo, lets start a Buttrock band', or, 'hey Jimbo, I found this bag of pills, lets take them and find out what they are' or 'hey Jimbo, lets go on a buttrock journey to regenerate the earth'. You're always pulling me into some crazy ass shit, and I'm usually the guy who has to clean up the mess!" Jimbo ranted. "Ah dude cmon, it's not about whether you win or lose, it's about the journey, and having fun, you gotta enjoy the good times while they last man." Jimbo let out another large sigh. What a drama queen. "Whatever man, you do what you gotta do." He knows logic won't work on a silly stubborn guy like Scooter Magoo. 
A road block up ahead. Too late to turn back, a car is now behind them, blocking their exit. Scooter stopped the car as soon as he noticed the roadblock. "Damn, bounty hunters. If they see that we're buttrockers, we're dead." Jimbo said. "I got this." Scooter said with confidence. "Whater you..." Jimbo trailed off as Scooter grabbed a grenade, pulled the pin, and tossed him at the car behind him while putting the pedal to the metal. The car tires screeched, the rickety old rice rocket was taking this bumpy mountain road waaaay too fast, heading straight towards the poorly constructed road block. Reinforcements hiding behind it began firing their handguns at the car. Jimbo was holding on to the oh shit handle on the side door as he ducked down. The tires popped. "It's a trap!" Jimbo shouted. "No shit!" Scooter responded, still with a heavy foot on the accelerator. They bust through the shitty road block but cracked the window. Unable to see, Scooter drove them right of the cliff and they died. Hah just kidding, they survived and were pretty ok. 
They stumbled out of the wreck of their car, a bit disoreintated. “WOOOOHOOO!!” Scooter yelled, “Lets do that again!” "You crazy bastard." Jimbo said as he tried to maintain his balance. He grabbed his guitar from the wreckage, it was unscathed. "You ok?" Scooter said as he sat down on a rock. "Yeah, I think so, you?" "I'm fine... hey look!" Scooter pointed to the city in the distance. "That's Luin, we're almost there!" Jimbo let out another sigh. "We have to walk all the way there? That'll take us all day!" "Not with that attitude!" Scooter said with a cheeful delight. Jimbo hates when Scooter says that, and is looking forward to the day where he could turn that phrase around on him Scooter seems pretty naive as always about the task that is before him, but Jimbo has hung around him enough to know exactly the kind of shit he gets himself into. 
"Might as well get started then." Jimbo said climbing through the brush towards the road. "If we take the road, the bounty hunters might find us." Scooter called, "We drove off a cliff, I don't think they'll come looking for us. Besides we killed most of them." Jimbo responded, still trying to find a way through the thicket. "And what if they do come for us?" Scooter questioned. Jimbo reloaded his gun. "We'll deal with em then." and so they climbed through the thicket and up to the road, and traveled for about 10 minutes before they spotted water coming from up the mountain. "A spring! Hell yeah!" Scooter said as he scrambled up through the bushes. "We gotta keep moving, or they might catch up with us." Jimbo said, almost moving on ahead of him. "Dude we don't know when we'll find another source of water, might as well at least get a little for the canteen." Scooter said, continuing to climb. Jimbo sees a car coming down the road. "SHIT! They're here!" he said as he climbed up there to the spring there. 
They hid on the slope from the car. As it was about to drive by, Scooter slipped a little and caused some rocks to fall onto the road. The occupants got out. These weren't just any bounty hunters, they were crabcore ninjas. The first clue was the chugga chugga music coming from their raised suv. As the crabcore ninjas scuttled about and looked around, Scooter and Jimbo ducked down lower. Scooter grabbed another grenade, and tossed it over to the center of them. By the time they realized it, it was too late. The car exploded, they all died, it was good times. "Well that was easy." Scooter said as a mountain lion came out of nowhere and started mauling Jimbo. Jimbo screamed as Scooter got out his gun and shot it. He shot it dead. 
Jimbo got a pretty bad scar on his shoulder. "Ahhh shit, aaaaah shit. Why does this shit always happen to me?" Jimbo moaned. "Don't worry, everything is gonna be all right, the bounty hunters are all dead now, and we can get you to the resistance force in Luin and heal your wounds." Scooter said trying to make him feel better. "Here." Scooter took off of his cowboy hat. Glorious black buttrock hair flowed out of it, perfectly styled with hair spray. "Put this hat on your shoulder, it'll make it feel better, but we gotta get going before the sun goes down, that's when bad stuff happens." GULP.
-----------------------------------------

Chapter 3 - Black Forest Ham

-----------------------------------------
The sun was setting as they walked on the horribly kept mountain road. “Damn, I was really hoping to make it to Luin before nightfall, bad things happen in these woods at night.” Scooter said as he scoped the surroundings. “What kind of bad stuff?” Jimbo asked inquisitively. “I’m not sure, this forest has some local folklore to it, saying those that go in at night are never seen again, nobody knows exactly why.” Jimbo shivered at the thought, still covering his mountain lion wound with Scooter’s hat. Scooter continued, “Some say demons live in this forest that drag you into the depths of hell, some say that creatures long forgotten by man crawl out from deep inside the earth to roam the land looking for food, some say-” Jimbo cut him off. “Man why you always gotta get me into this shit? It’s just one thing after another, now we’re in a haunted forest and we might not make it out alive. Only you, Scooter Magoo, only you.” Scooter had enough of his shit. “You know what Jimbo? For once, could you not be such a buzzkill negative nancy? For like 5 minutes?” Jimbo yelled back. “First of all, after all of the shit you’ve dragged me through, I’m pretty sure I have every right to complain at this point. Second of all, that’s my role in this story, you’re the happy-go-lucky dumbass who always gets in over his head, and I’m the more realistic, normal person, point-of-view that readers can more closely identify with and come to understand the situation. I’ll do my job and you do yours, bitching and walking are about all I can do at this point.”
“Well you-” Scooter was about to retort, but they both stopped dead in their tracks. A distant tune of haunting echoes carried by the wind chilled their very souls. Neither of them could respond, being both bewildered and perplexed by the awesome yet creepy tune. Eventually Scooter started slowly walking towards the noise. “Whater you doing?” Jimbo asked. “Lets go check it out.” Scooter said with a bit of hesitation in his voice. “You hear ominous music coming from a supposedly haunted forest, and you wanna go check it out? See, this is why you always get yourself into these situations, and I am NOT letting you drag me into this one.” Jimbo stood his ground. “Suit yourself. Nice South Park reference by the way.” Scooter said as he continued into the thick of it. Jimbo almost started continuing down the road, when he stopped and turned around. “God damnit.” he said as he clenched his guitar in his hand and followed Scooter into the dark forest. 
As they got closer, they saw a large bonfire in the distance. They were creeping as stealthily as they could. The music was something they had never heard before, it was beautiful and haunting, with strange inhuman noises accompanying it. They got close enough to see through the dense jungle, there were shadowy figures dancing around the fire. They soon noticed the ghouls, demons, witches and other indescribable creatures dancing and flying about. The two were moving about without a sound, until Scooter stepped on a tree branch, making a bit of noise. The music came to a sudden halt. Fear and anxiety consumed them, as something reached out from behind them, and pushed them into the clearing.
All forms of abomination gathered with their indescribable instruments, their gazes pierced their souls. “Well well well, looks like we got ourselves some fresh flesh!” They howled in excitement. “Wait,” Scooter insisted, “Before you kill us, could you teach us how to play that awesome song?” Laughter surrounded them. One of the witches spoke, “You mortals want to learn the songs of the damned? HEHEHEHEHE.” The cackle sent shivers down their spines. A demon spoke up, “This unholy night forest jam is not for mere mortals, we will take your flesh and offer your soul to Satan!” Laughter continued to fill the air. Scooter knew his buttrock folklore, and it gave him a great idea.
“How about this,” Scooter began, the laughter quieted down, they knew something serious was about to go down. “We challenge Satan to a guitar duel.” Laughter erupted once again. A banshee whooshed past them, “you really think your mortal music can stand up to the great red one?” It cackled as it whooshed up into the air. Jimbo had been silent this whole time, but finally he spoke up. “Scooter what the hell are you thinking? There’s no way we can beat the devil in a guitar duel, we should just get the fuck outta here as fast as we can and never look back.” He whispered. “THERE IS NO ESCAPE, you’re in our world now!” one of the shadow creatures howled, “Satan wouldn’t waste his time on you, we will take what is rightfully ours and-”

“SILENCE!!” a great voice boomed, and Satan himself rose out of the flames of the unholy bonfire. Even the unspeakable horrors cowered in fear. “If it is a duel you want, I cannot decline. State your terms.” Scooter timidly rose up, “If we can out rock you, and out shred you, you will let us join your unholy jam, and when the sun rises, you will let us be on our way to Luin.” “HAHAHAHAHAHA” Satan laughed. “THE CONTRACT IS SEALED, LET US BEGIN.”
A guitar of unfathomable design rises from the ground into Satans hand. Unholy amplifiers as tall as trees, also of unfathomable design, rose up next to them. “Scooter what the hell? Are you crazy? You can’t outshred the devil!” Jimbo said quite worriedly. “No, but you can.” Scooter said as he looked at Jimbo in confidence. Jimbos jaw dropped to the floor, he was speechless. “Shall we begin?” Satan said as his guitar let out a mighty roar. “Scooter, if we make it out of this, I-” “Scooter interrupted Jimbo, “Here take this.” he said as he handed Jimbo a small bottle of yellow liquid. “What’s this?” “A gift that the Buttrock Wizard once gave to Michael Angelo Batio, it’s said that it will give you powers of unfathomable shred.” (I really like that word unfathomable, I won’t stop using it anytime soon, sorry.). Boner. 
Jimbo took the cork off and took a whiff. You should have seen his face hahahaha. “THIS IS PISS!” He said, disgusted. “Well of course it is stupid, you gotta drink the Buttrock Wizards pee in order to temporarily gain his unfathomable powers of shred.” Scooter responded. “Ugh, why does this shit always happen to me?” Jimbo said as he moved the bottle closer to his lips. “Well, here goes, down the hatch.” 

He gagged so much while drinking it. Scooter was trying his hardest not to laugh. “Guuuhhh, aaaaaah, brrbrbrbrbrbrbrbbbb, pppfffftptptptptp.” Jimbo finished the whole thing in less than a minute. “I’m still waiting.” Satan said impatiently, the night forest creatures were laughing their asses off at Jimbo drinking the piss. “This better work.” Jimbo said still choking on the piss as he plugged his guitar into the unholy amplifier that seemed to be alive. Jimbo let out a screaming harmonic as he dive bombed on his tremolo. The laughter stopped. Jimbos hands felt like pure lightning, as it glided so quickly yet gracefully upon the silky smooth fretboard. Satan’s jaw dropped to the floor. Jimbo finished his little guitar solo with a high note guitargasm that made the witches moist. 
Everybody turned to Satan in anticipation. “Uh… Oh… Oh yeah?” Satan said, trying to build up confidence. He was not expecting much of a fight. His guitar roared as he weedled and deedled all over the fretboard. The night creatures roared with cheer as it seemed that Satan had played something that no mere mortal could play. Jimbo copied his solo note for note, and raised his eyebrow at him. Satan began sweating. “What are you doing you cretins? GIVE ME SOME BACKGROUND MUSIC!” The demons began playing their unholy song, with Satan shredding over it, but no matter how much he shredded, Jimbo was always one step ahead of him. 
A shredfest of epic proportions ensued, it was the most jamtastic, face melting, orgasmic music that had ever been heard by human ears. “Fuck yeah Jimbo! You show that poser how it’s done!” Scooter shouted. “POSER!?!?!?” That pissed Satan right the fuck off. “Nobody... NOBODY CALLS SATAN A POSER!!!!!” Satan yelled quite furiously as his guitar sprouted 5 more necks. Arms came out of Satan’s back and began playing all 6 necks at the same time. “Uh oh.” Scooter said worryingly, but Jimbo wasn’t even phased. He waited for Satan to finish his furious shredding. The crowd turned to Jimbo. His hands were moving so fast that they became a blur, until you couldn’t even see them at all. “AAAAAAAAAAAAH FUUUUCK!!” The daemons cried (if you spell demon with an A in it it looks cooler). 
Some heads began to explode. But Jimbo wasn’t finished yet, the shred just kept getting faster, and faster, and faster and faster and faster “ALRIGHT!!!” Satan finally said, falling to his knees, “You win, I can’t top that.” He started crying like a little bitch. The music stopped, Jimbo stopped playing, he stood over Satan, and bent over. “Kiss it.” Satan looked up, horrified. “Wha?” “Kiss it.” Satan threw a little bitch fit and fled back into the fire. “Hey! You’re supposed to teach us that song!” Scooter cried. “It’s ok Scooter,” Jimbo said putting his hand on Scooters shoulder. “Let him go, we’ve crushed his spirits enough for one day.”
The creatures of the night cowered before them. Scooter went over and picked up Satans guitar. “Come on you chumps, lets have a jam!” A roar of cheer filled the air, as they partied the night away. Eventually, Satan came out and apologized, and he too joined the jam fest. It was good times, and they drank and partied and rocked out until the break of dawn. As the sun rose into the morning sky, Scooter and Jimbo bid their new friends farewell, and walked back towards the road. Totally rad!
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Chapter 4: This seems like a good spot to do some flashbacks

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Our heroes finally got back to the road. Good times. It was still a long road to Luin though, Scooter was regretting crashing the car. He let out a large sigh. “I was hoping we could get to Luin on time to tell the resistance about my brother’s raid on the government headquarters before my brother leaves so that the resistance could have time to prepare and join them in their final assault, but at this rate we won’t make it on time to tell them about it!” Scooter complained. “Not with that attitude.” Jimbo said as he slowly turned his head to reveal the biggest smirk you could ever see Jimbo wearing. He had waited his whole life for this moment. 
--------

2006

--------
There was a knock Jimbo’s door at 8 at night. “Who could it be?” he thought to himself as he put pants on. He opened the door to see a small asian kid of 9 years old with a small crappy casio keyboard clutched in his hands. “Can I help you?” Jimbo asked in his deep bluesman voice as he scratched his ass. At this point in time he still had a bit of hair left on his head, still no idea how old he is though. “I saw your ad in the newspaper about starting a buttrock band, are you still interested?” Jimbo frumpled. “Have you kids come to tease me again? Get out of here!” He slammed the door. The kid knocked as soon as he slammed it. Jimbo sighed and opened up. “Please mister, it’s not a prank, I saw your ad in the newspaper about wanting to start a jammin 80’s themed buttrock band with original music, I want to help write music.” Jimbo frumpled again. “Look, I gave that up, I’m just trying to live a normal life now, you should do the same while you still can.” He closed the door behind him. 
He walked over to the shelf with his pictures and picked one up. It was his band from the 80’s, Skeletons in the Closet. Jimbo was the drummer then, right before their rise to fame, their lead guitar player overdosed on heroin. The band breakup devastated Jimbo, and he picked up his guitar and began riffing harder than most humans ever could. He swore he would make a comeback, but over the years, people just stopped caring about buttrock. His band Kiss of Death never did so well, always switching out members, playing for a small handful of people. Kiss of Death never did get anywhere, and the band disbanded when the singer died of a heroin overdose. Jimbo was devastated, he locked himself in his mother’s attic for over a month. He lost his band, his job, his girlfriend, and his home. 
Eventually when Jimbo crawled out of his seclusion, he decided to give it one more go. He put an ad out in the paper looking for a band. Next thing he knew, kids were coming by dressed like buttrockers, teasing him. How could they understand Jimbo’s dream of buttrock-blues fusion? Eventually Jimbo got a job as a security guard at a car wash, it was miserable, but his constantly improving guitar skills and dreams of stardom kept him going day by day. Eventually he had a breakdown though after that he lost his job. That was 2 days ago, and now some kid comes knocking at the door, saying he wants to co-write some serious buttrock? Jimbo didn’t even know what to make of it. The kid knocked again.
Jimbo opened the door in frustration. “Now look here kid-” he started before he was cut off. “No you listen to me, I came here to start a serious buttrock band, and I hear you’re the best. If you’re serious about this I would like to partner up, if not, then I’ll quit wasting your time.” Jimbo was stunned, he gathered himself for a moment then said, “look, I’m an old man, I’m way past my prime, and you haven’t even hit puberty yet. Even if we managed to write some great music, it just wouldn’t work you know?” The kid scowled, “Not with that attitude.” Jimbo was shocked, this kid is serious. “Look, you’re under 21, so until you are over 21, we won’t be able to play any of the bars, no bars means no buttrockers.” Jimbo explained. “Who said anything about playing shows? I just want to write and record some music.” the kid replied. “Alright,” Jimbo gave in, “Come on in. What’s your name kid?” “Scooter, Scooter Magoo.” “Nice to meet you Scooter, I’m Jimbo.” 
It was that day that they recorded their hit “Baby I love you so don’t ever leave me” that topped the charts. The newly formed band “the Purple Ponies” was all over the radio. Their album “One giant leap for buttrock” sold relatively well, but since Scooter was only 9, they were unable to tour, or even play very many shows. The duo split up after a year, with Jimbo returning to the working mans life, and Scooter going on to do solo albums which didn’t do too bad. But the shit didn’t even hit the fan until 2018, when Scooter turned 21. 
-------

2018

-------
Jimbo was sleeping on his couch in his work clothes when he heard a knock at the door at midnight. Stumbling out of a drunken slumber, Jimbo made his way towards the door. He peed himself a little when he opened the door. There was Scooter, older, with tight leather pants, shirtless with his rippling abs, and a glorious mane of black hair held up with massive amounts of hair spray. He had a keytar made of lightning and the wind was blowing through his hair making him look really really awesome. “How about now? I’m 21 tonight, and I want the world in the palm of my hands. Whaddya say Jimbo? Will you join me?”
The rest is history. The duo met up with bassist Tommy Lamboni and drummer Deuce Loosely from craigslist ads, got signed to Warner Bros records, and together with other aspiring buttrock bands, started the 2nd golden age of buttrock. At the top of buttrock mountain was the Glam Commander, and Scooter was determined to claim the number 1 spot. In his jealous fury, Scooter wrote and co-wrote some of the most amazing songs in the history of buttrock, but eventually the band became concerned with his unhealthy obsession with overcoming the Glam Commander. 
-------

2020

-------
He finally snapped in 2020 when Glam Commander headlined over the Purple Ponies at Carnegie Hall. When Scooter found out he flipped out of control on the tour bus. “How could he headline over ME!? My last album sold way more copies than ANY of his ever did, where does he get off thinking that HE CAN STILL HEADLINE OVER ME!?” Tommy interviened, “Look man, Glam Commander is a household name, we should be happy that we got even close to as successful as your brother did.” Scooter was blind with rage, “SHUT UP TOMMY, MAYBE IF YOUR BASSLINES WEREN’T SO SLOPPY WE WOULD BE PLAYING LAST TONIGHT.” Tommy started crying. 
“Woah woah woah” Deuce stepped into the tour bus not expecting this level of drama. “Scooter calm yourself, there’s no need to take your anger out on other people. Tommy your basslines are fine, he didn’t mean it. Here I brought you some beer and smokes, just pace yourself. “YAY!” Tommy springed out from his depression and snatched the beer n smokes and headed outside without a second thought. The sound of a can opening and lighter flicking in the distance. “Fuck you Deuce, you know it all son of a bitch. Why don’t you just take your infinite wisdom, go outside into the bushes, and go fuck yourself!” Deuce was indifferent to his rage. Jimbo walks into the van. “The fuck’s goin on in here? Scooter get some sand in his vagina again?” “Eat a dick Jimbo, you know why I’m pissed. You know I have every right to be mad right now.” Jimbo looks at Deuce. “How much has he had to drink?” “Dunno, I just walked in right before you did.” “HEY” Scooter said stumbling, “I’m EXACTLY as drunk as I want to be right now.” zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz

zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz

zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz
“Look Scooter,” Jimbo said as he took control of the situation. “So what if your brother is more famous than us? WERE MULTIMILLIONAIRES. WE’RE FAMOUS. Do you remember why we named the band the Purple Ponies in the first place? Because it was the dumbest name we could possibly think of, and now we're stuck with it, always there to remind us not to take ourselves too seriously. You should be happy with what you have so far. Look, you might wanna accept the fact that you’ll never best your brother.” Scooter had stumbled onto the couch. He slowly stood up and looked Jimbo dead in the eyes. A split second took place beforehand where Jimbo knew exactly what was coming. “Not with that attitude.” 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Back to 2035, which is the present time for those of you who aren’t paying attention

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Jimbo’s grin of victory burned into Scooter’s soul, it had reminded him of that one time he said that to Jimbo after they crashed their car, and probably a few times before that. He wasn’t about to let Jimbo get one up on him. “You’re absolutely right! We should pick up the pace a bit!” He said as he started jogging. “Woah woah what the hell wait up!” Jimbo said not expecting the reacharound. “Oh by the way, that wasn’t some magical ancient wizard piss, THAT WAS MY PISS! AHAHAHAHA!!” Scooter said as he booked it out of there. “I’M GOING TO FUCKING KILL YOU!” Jimbo yelled, kinda gasping for air. He tried to catch up to Scooter. “I’m too old for this shit!” (HAAAAAAAAAAAAA that phrase is just so funny) and so they got some good exercise and they eventually made it to Luin. That’s in the next chapter though. 
--------

2020

--------
The band was severely intoxicated that night, the crowd was uneasy as Scooter stumbled over to the mic. “Hey, hi, we’re gonna play some songs.” The crowd cheer was awkward and unsure. He turned to his band mates “Hey what song are we playing first?” Jimbo shook his head and sighed. “The new song, ‘Danger in the Night’. Unless you guys wanna save that for next time when we’re more sober.” “Fuck it.” Scooter said. “We’re doing it live!” he turned his head back to a bewildered crowd. “Hey, uh, this is a song we’ve never played before, it’s off of our album that’s coming next month, and it’s called…” Scooter activated star mode. “DANGER IN THE NIIIIIIIIEGHT!!” The crowd roared!
In their fury that night, the band rocked harder than they ever had before. Scooter’s bandmates then learned to share his fury, and together, they began writing music so amazing that it changed the face of the earth. LITTERALLY. (Sorry, I had to throw that in there, I couldn’t resist).
----------------------------------

Chapter 25: Luin, finally. 

----------------------------------
After their victory over the prehistoric sea dragon, the ocean king allowed our 3 heroes to pass through their domain, upon which they emerged upon the island of Luin. “Wooowie! That was some adventure!” Tommy said as he tapped the water out of his ears. They walked up the beach to the city of Luin. “So Jimbo,” Scooter began, “Are you really going to marry the ocean king’s daughter after the journey?” “Hell naw, you know I ain’t down for that.” Jimbo said quite racistly. Scooter and Tommy Snickered. “I dunno man, you two seemed to be hitting it off pretty well.” “huhuhuh” Scooter laughed. “Yeah, you two were having a squid of a time.” “Hey, she cute n all,” Jimbo started saying, “the upper half of her is anyways, but the tentacles, I can’t get behind that. “hehe I always imagined she would be the one behind.” Tommy said with a grin on his face. Scooter and Tommy started laughing. “Ha ha very funny.” Jimbo said. “Look, let’s just get to Luin already, the reader is probably bored as shit waiting for the next exciting plot point, this is dumb and pointless.” “All right, fine.”
SUDDENLY A BANDIT APPEARED. “MWAHAHAHA! I'm here to delay the story just a little bit longer!” Said the bandit. “What do you want from us?” Scooter said with determination or something.  “I came here for YOU Scooter Magoo! And your friends too!” “What did I do?” “If only you knew! I was just a boy of 2, when my father Blue left my mother to join your zoo! Then what did she do? She went out to find YOU! Leaving little old me to cry, piss and poo. I came of age and learned the truth, you see I was raised by-” Scooter pulled out his gun and shot him in the chest. Gargling blood, the bandit fell to the ground. He gargled his last words, “Fuck you Scooter Magoo! Fuck you and your hair too! I may have met my doom, but you have not seen the last of Chet Chagoo's Blues Crew!” Scooter shot him in the head and put him out of his misery. “I wonder who that was.” he said as he put his gun back inside his poncho somewhere. “Just another freak tryinna blame others for his problems.” Said Jimbo as they headed towards Luin.
----------------------------------------------------

Chapter 5: Luin, for serious this time.

----------------------------------------------------
When Luin came up on the horizon, it was in ruins. “Is that smoke in the distance?” Tommy questioned, “Oh shit what happened!?” Scooter exclaimed. He began running towards Luin. Tommy tried to stop him. “Woah dude whatever caused this destruction might still be waiting around there, lets be careful.” Scooter turned around. “If there are any survivors, then time is of the essence, we have to find out where the Buttrock Wizard is.” He continued sprinting to the city. “Scooter wait!” Tommy reached out. “Just let him be, he’ll be fine.” Jimbo said as he pointed out the cabin hidden in the woods in the distance, “That cabin up there looks like it’s untouched, if anyone’s in there they might be able to tell us what happened here.” Tommy nodded. As they began walking over to the cabin, they heard ominous quacking in the distance. “What the…” Jimbo began before Tommy was all like “RUN!” So they started running. “What are we running from?” Jimbo said as he ran. “death mallards” Tommy said as he turned his head back to Jimbo. Booking it at max speed to the cabin, Tommy left Jimbo in his dust, cause Jimbo was being all like “I’m too old for this shit.” and stuff. Jimbo was like “HEY! DON’T LEAVE ME TO DIE!” and turned around to see an army of death mallards flying towards him, quacking angrily. Jimbo peed a little as he picked up his pace, Tommy was already picking the lock of the cabin, he got it open just in time for him and Jimbo to dive inside and close the door. 
“AAAAH!” Jimbo screamed as he turned around. “GET IT OFF ME!” a death mallard had a firm grip on his ass, and was wriggling about with all of his might. Timmy stomped on it until it let go of Jimbo, both of them still holding back the army of death mallard trying to get in. There was an old man in the cabin. “Who the hell are you guys?” he asked? as he pushed a large button on the wall. Bob Dylan music started playing loudly, and it scared away the death mallards.
“Quackeroos of the seventh hour of the sacred song they sung to me didn’t fly so high. My oh my. Take the leaves of the yesteryears and the memories of what’s in between don’t matter. We only get sadder. Find the one who took the sun, you'll come to find that it's undone, you know that I'm the only one who's listening.” Sang Bob Dylan. The old man hit the button and the music stopped playing. Tommy and Jimbo tried to catch their breath. “Are you Octagon?” He asked as he pointed his gun. “No we’re resistance. What’s going on here?” The old man put his gun down. He had a forlorn look on his face. “Jimbo?” Jimbo looked bewildered. “Jimbo, it’s me, Bobby-Joe.” Jimbo became more bewildered. Bobby-Joe was Jimbo’s old wife, until Jimbo found out she was the biggest buttrock groupie in the world. He threw her out and they never saw each other again, but deep down inside he still loved her, even to this day. But who’s this old man? 
“Bobby-Joe? Is that really you?” Jimbo said bewilderingly. “Why are you so… uh…” “A lot has happened since you dumped me. It’s a long story I’m afraid, first lets tend to that scar on your ass before you bleed to death. BJ reached up into the cupboard and grabbed a can of infected disinfectant. She sprayed the shit out of him and his wound was fine. “Is it permanent?” Jimbo asked. “I’m afraid you’re scarred for life.” BJ said she bandaged the wound. “I mean that” Jimbo said as he pointed to her dick. BJ made a creepy face, “Do you want it to be?” “Ok, now I’m scarred for life.” Jimbo said as his dick retreated inward. BJ laughed. “Naw, it’s not permanent, in fact, I’m just waiting for all of the commotion to die down in the city so I can go get my body back and get the hell out of here.” Jimbo farted. “Where you goin?” “Dunno, gotta find out where the Buttrock Wizard went.” BJ said as she opened the window to let out the smell of Jimbo’s fart. Jimbo noticed all of the packed suitcases. “Don’t tell me you believe all of this nonsense of Buttrock Wizardry too.” BJ rolled her eyes. “It’s up to you if you wanna come with me, or if I’m not good enough for you-” 
Tommy walked back in from pooping in the back yard and cut her off. “I’m gonna head to Luin to find an armor shop and track down Scooter, you two look like you have some catching up to do. I’ll meet you guys at Riskey Witchards.” BJ reached in the closet and pulled out a horse. “Here, take this, it’ll help you get past the death mallards.” “Much thanks.” he said as he flew away on his horse. “Be careful!” BJ yelled! Jimbo continued. “We’re actually heading to the Buttrock Wizard ourselves, Scooter went ahead to find the whereabouts of the Buttrock Wizard.” BJ looked concerned. “I hope he’s alright, he was supposed to arrive in Luin today, when…” Jimbo farted again. “What happened? Was it Octagon?” “I don’t think so, whatever happened, happened fast. I walked outside after hearing noises, and everything was in ruins.” “My god…” Jimbo said. “What could have happened?” 
Scooter searched around the city for survivors. Death was all around him, people with blood coming out of their ears and eyes, what happened? He eventually found the resistance headquarters. He found one guy alive cringing on the floor, crawling around blind, hitting his head. “Hey! Are you alright? What happened here?” Scooter says as he helps the guy up. “The noise! Make it stop!” He fell to the floor squeezing his brain. He squeezed it so hard it just popped, just like Oberyn Martel.  Brains and blood splattered all over Scooter’s poncho. “Awwww man not on the poncho.” Scooter looked around, he found a computer that was still on, there was a small window with a play button, so he clicked on it. It was an audio message in Michaeljackonspeak, but good thing Scooter can understand Michaeljacksonspeak. “Jagetcha las messeaaahg gon be onna eas sida tomorrow town. mpotant infemetion cant sayova phoneah shamonah. I’ll catchya lata hee hee.” Click. Was that the Buttrock Wizard? If the window was open, did whoever did this hear the message? If whoever did this can decipher the message, the Buttrock Wizard might be in trouble. Scooter deleted the message. Gotta head to the east side of town to search for clues. 
Tommy broke into the deserted armor shop. He turned on the flashlight to see free goods ripe for the taking. He picked up some armor upgrades for the other party members and started to head out. “Now I just need to stop by the weapon shop and find Scooter.” he said out loud for some reason. A noise behind him made him turn around in serious pants mode. It was just a rat knocking hammer off the table. Tommy relaxed and dropped his guard. Bad call Tommy. Shadowy figures grabbed him from behind, and he passed out. Oh no!
“I’m sorry, it’s not that I don’t love you, it’s just that I don’t want to kiss old man face.” Jimbo said apologizing. “You always were a shallow cunt.” BJ said quite unrestrained. “Jimbo laughed, “well, it’s about time we head into town, get you switched back, and then meet up with the others. We can talk about sexytime once you get that booty back.” And so they headed back into town on their hover car, over to the body exchange. Everybody there was dead, but since the bodies in stasis are in stasis, they’re ok. They went all the way down to the bottom level where the bodies are stored. 
Cool, it’s switch time. Jimbo flipped the switch, and BJ was back in her old body. She was as beautiful as the day she left him. “Alrighty then,” BJ said, “Lets go meet the others at Riskey Witchards and get out of this creepy town.” “Hold on a minute” Jimbo said, “the others can wait a bit longer know what I’m sayin?” “Awwwwwww yeaaaaaah” BJ said as her clothes flew off. bow chicka wow wow. 
Meanwhile, at the east base, Scooter hopped in through the secret tunnel and turned the lights on. Empty, totally empty. That’s probably a good thing. He explored the place until he found a message on the wall of the back room written in purple glitter makeup. 
TO THOSE WHO WOULD STAND IN OUR WAY 

YOU WILL NOT PREVAIL

BUTTROCK WILL LIVE FOREVER
AND YOU CANNOT DESTROY OUR FREE SPIRITS

TO THOSE WHO WERE LEFT BEHIND
YOU MUST GO TO WHERE IT ALL BEGAN

WHERE SHADOWS CONGREGATE
BENEATH THE LAND OF FADED MEMORIES

FOLLOW THE SHY ONE THERE
Scooter felt perplexed by the puzzle, could they be talking about the legendary underground buttrock venue? Even a buttrocker as prestigious as Scooter does not know exactly where it is. Rumors say it exists somewhere below sunset blvd. He had heard his brother mention it once. “I met a passing buttrocker gypsy today, he played me a mesmerizingly sad buttrock song, said he was on his way to a top secret venue to play a gig with his band. I asked him where it was or what it was called, but he wouldn’t even tell me what his band name was, or even what his name was. I’m the god damn Glam Commander, I’m the best god damn buttrocker out there, but the song that this wandering bard played was the most glamtastic song I’ve ever heard. I must find out where this venue is.” He never did find out where the venue is. 
Scooter wrote down the riddle thing on the bottom of his hat with the rest of the makeup that was still on the floor next to the message. I don’t think anyone else has seen the message yet, otherwise it would have been erased by now. Scooter erased it just in case it got into the wrong hands. He looked around a little more, found nothing else, and headed out towards Whiskey Richards. 
Jimbo was smoking a cigarette as he put his pants back on. He put it out under his foot after taking one last satisfying drag. “Alright, we better get moving, they’re probably waiting for us.” He then began to notice a mist. “What the… we gotta get outta here. Move move move!” “Wait up!” BJ said as she was putting her shoes back on. The hallways of the body exchange were full of strange mist. It wasn’t poisonous or anything, but they stopped being able to hear. Lame. They hurried out of the building. Right before he opened the final door, Jimbo looked behind him, BJ was right behind him. He opened the door and ran to the car and hopped in and started it. Where did BJ go? She was just right behind him. “The fuck?” He said to himself as he left the car running and ran back inside. 
The mist was gone, Bobby-Jo was gone. There was a note on the ground that had a giant W W written in blood. “Uh oh.” Jimbo said as he ran back to the car and hauled ass over to Whiskey Witchards. He pulled up and got out but froze as soon as he saw PURPLE PONIES REUNION SHOW scrolling over the entrance of the bar. Some weird shit was about to go down. 
-----------------------------------------------------------------

Chapter something: Some weird shit goes down

-----------------------------------------------------------------
Jimbo walked into the Whiskey Witchards cautiously. Woah Jimbo watch your step! “WOAH!” Jimbo said as he jumped backwards as he almost fell into a pitfall trap. “That was close, thanks Mr. Narrator!” It’s all good, watch yourself out there. He walked past the bar to the stage area. It was completely dark until the lights got switched on. The sudden change of lighting made Jimbo cover his eyes which were already sporting his signature shades. 
There he saw Bobby-Sue tied up dangling over a pool of jellyfish and aids. Her mouth gagged, muffled screams for help. In front was a man in corpse paint wearing all black and pajama bottoms. “Ah Jimbo, I almost thought you weren’t gonna show up. Where is Scooter? We wouldn’t want him to miss our reunion.” he said. “Bedroom black metallers! I should have known! Let Bobby-Sue go! She doesn’t have anything to do with this!” The bedroom black metaller laughed. “She has more to do with this than you know. You see, once upon a time, I was in love with Bobby-Sue. Everything was perfect, until she left me for some washed up buttrocker. I’ve waited all of these years to kill you and prove to her that I am your superior. And if she won’t love me, then she won’t love anyone! MWAHAHAHAHAHA!!”

Jimbo was unamused. “You know she’s a slut right?” The bedroom black metaller stopped laughing. “What?” Bobby-Sue, mouth still gagged, tried to yell something. I’m sure it had something to do with Jimbo calling her a slut. “What did you say?” The bedroom black metaller inquired again. “She’s a slut, slept with just about every buttrocker, black metaller, headbanger, punk rocker, you name it, she’s been there.” Jimbo said smirking. The black metaller gave Jimbo an angry look and then turned his head to Bobby-Sue. She just shrugged her shoulders. He turned back to Jimbo. “How dare you make fun of my bride to be! I was gonna toy with you a little more, but I think it’s time we started the main event!”
The smirk left Jimbo’s face as several grindcore pig henchmen carried in his former bandmates, Tommy and Deuce. They both had a giant computer hat thing with a radar dish on their heads. “It’s time for the Purple Ponies final performance!” Said Theodore (I’m just gonna call him that) the bedroom black metaller as he pushed some buttons on a remote. The computer hat things lit up and Tommy and Deuce awakened with a blank stare in their eyes. 
A crowd of grindcore pig henchmen circled Jimbo as Tommy and Deuce drew machettes and started advancing towards Jimbo. “Whaddya think Jimbo? You either kill them, or they kill you! Either way we’re gonna kill you, so lets have a little fun shall we? Mwahahahaha!” said Theodore. Suddenly Scooter jumped through the window on a motorcycle and landed in the middle of the circle. “Looks like I’m missing out on all the fun. Oh hey Deuce you’re still alive!” Scooter said as he approached Deuce. “Scooter! No! Look out!” Jimbo said as Deuce swung his machette at Scooter. Scooter ducked and backflipped out of the way. Rad. “Woah Deuce what’s wrong?” “They’re being mind controlled or some shit, we gotta find a way to return em to normal and get the hell out of here.” Jimbo said with an urgent voice. “Easier said than done.” Said Scooter, “How about we break those computer things on their heads?” he suggested. Theodore laughed. “If you break the computer things you risk permanent damage to their brains, you might as well kill them MWAHAHAHAHAHA. HA.” Jimbo made a worried expression. “Shit, how we gonna get ourselves out of this one?”
Just then, a freight train crashed into the bar, with Michael Angelo Batio standing on top in the front playing his 4 neck guitar. Nitro’s song “Freight Train” being played live with MAB shredding on all 4 guitars at once. The bedroom black metallers were instantly filled with jealousy, and left to go home and brood. The awesome shred also destroyed the computer things that were controlling Tommy and Deuce, how convenient! Jimbo went to rescue Bobby-Joe. Scooter went to go help out Tommy and Deuce. Deuce was waking up confused. “Tommy? Scooter? Jimbo? Bobby-Joe? Wtf?” Scooter smiled, “DL long time no see!” “What happened?” Deuce asked, still kinda hazy. “Bedroom blackmetallers got you and Tommy all brainwashed and stuff.” “Ah, that makes sense,” Deuce said as got himself on his feet, “last thing I remembered was sneaking towards the resistance base with some valuable information, I started hearing some undiscernable noise that was hurting my ears, so I put in my hg earplugs, but then someone knocked me out from behind.” “You and Tommy were mind controlled and were going to kill us, but Mr. Michael Angelo Batio here showed up on his freight train and saved us from certain doom!”
Scooter approached MAB. “Mr. Batio! We owe you our lives!” “Don’t celebrate just yet, the hardest part of your journey has yet to come young Scooter, you must find Buttrock City beneath the heart of Sunset Blvd, there you must seek the whereabouts of the Buttrock Wizard.” “Buttrock City?” Scooter inquired, “Is that the secret Buttrock venue I’ve been hearing about all of these years?” MAB laughed. “Not a venue, but a city, with a giant stage in the center. They don’t let just anyone into Buttrock City, they’re not too fond of outsiders. I’ve never been there myself, but apparently it’s the last resort hiding spot for the resistance.” “Outsiders? What are you implying?” Scooter said, sure of himself. “They don’t like big name acts knowing about their secret location, they keep it limited to bands that only play Buttrock City, and once you leave and make a name for yourself, that’s it, you’re out.” “Woah.” Scooter now understood why none of the other prestigious buttrock bands knew where this place was. 
A crusty washed up old buttrocker once told him about a place beyond his wildest dreams, a place where buttrock reigned supreme and everyone lived in harmony, and the tunes never stopped. He said that once you leave, you can never again return. Scooter remembered vividly the tears in the old man’s eyes as he said in the saddest voice, “I can never return.” Scooter begged the old man to show him where it was, but the old man shook his head. “It wouldn’t make any difference, you can’t get in even if I could find the entrance.” Many tales circulated within the buttrock community, but no solid evidence was ever found. 
“How will I find Buttrock City if nobody can find the entrance?” Scooter asked MAB. “Legend has it that the shy one will guide you there.” “What does that mean?” “I don’t know, that’s just something I heard in passing, apparently she will guide you there, and that is the only way to get in. And that’s not all, she doesn’t just show up for anybody, only for those who have no name, and have the fire of buttrock in their hearts.” Scooter just stared at him bewilderingly. “Where did you hear all of this?” MAB sighed, “From a guy who heard it from a guy who heard it from another guy who heard it from a wandering bard.” At this point everyone else had gathered and listening, except for Tommy who was still passed out on the floor. Tommy made a loud snoring noise that startled everybody when we woke up yawning. “What time is it? Where’s my beer? Oh Deuce and Mr. Batio are here. What’s going on guys?” “Hey Tommy welcome to the party.” Jimbo finally cut in, “Do you guys really expect me to believe this mumbo jumbo about some magical buttrock city underneath los angeles? I’m not gonna go get myself killed chasing after some stupid legend. I came here to find Bobby-Joe and get the hell outta here.” Bobby-Joe interjected, “Sorry babe, I’m going with them to find the Buttrock Wizard.” Jimbo gave her a stern look. “If you’re really gonna choose them over me, then go ahead and go get yourself killed looking for something that doesn’t exist. I’m gonna go live, be drunk and carefree till the end of my days.” He said dramatically as he began to walk off. Deuce sighed as he walked over to Jimbo and picked him up. Jimbo is a big fellow, but Deuce is a panda (oooh yeah I probably should have mentioned that, Deuce is a talking panda bear, now you know). “URRRG PUT ME DOWN!” Jimbo shouted. “We don’t have time for your second guessing, so I’m just gonna do this the quick and easy way.” He said as he headed back towards the group.
“That info I was carrying back to the resistance, the location of the entrance to buttrock city.” Jimbo stopped struggling. Scooter says: “But I thought you had to be led there by some girl.” “Precisely,” Deuce said. “But there’s a specific room inside of the Whiskey a Go-Go that the girl would appear.” Scooter points out the obvious, “But that’s not there anymore, so how are we supposed to get there?” “Well, I had this theory,” Deuce began, with Jimbo still over his back. “that if I took the blueprints of the Whiskey a Go-Go and lined them up with the night club that got built there in 2020, I would be able to discern the location of where the girl was known to show up according to what small intel the resistance gathered. So I scoured the buildings of LA until I came across the blueprints. After I lined them up it was totally obvious. There was one section of the back wall which wasn’t torn down during remodelling, and the room next to it wasn’t touched either. It was exactly as described by our anonymous informant. A young girl would be found coming out of a small room, and she would lead you around a maze of alleyways into a hidden door.” “That’s weird,” Tommy said standing up finally, “From what I heard, on days of shows, she would pull certain people standing in line around the corner and they’re never seen again. People say that they’ve seen random people just walk out of line with their hand stretched forward like someone was leading them, and those people were never seen again.” 
The group began to think. MAB spoke up. “Well, it seems that the whiskey a go go would be a good place to start, however, it will probably be heavily guarded, and she will only show herself to someone who has no name, and has the fire of buttrock in his or her heart.” “Interdasting,” Scooter said, stroking his freshly shaved chin. “Well we should probably get there asap then.” MAB he says “Let’s take the train, we can party til we get there.” So they all hopped on the freight train and partied all the way there. That’s the next chapter though. 
--------------------------------------

Party on the Freight Train

--------------------------------------
Scooter and company had some good times hanging out with Nitro on their Freight Train. They had a full bar, as well as a closet full of cocaine and strippers. They partied all night long. Eventually Nitro vocalist Jim came on the loudspeaker. “AAAAAAOOOOOOOUUUUHHHHHGGGG YEAH!!! That’s what I’m talking about!” he said as he orgasmed awesomely. “Oh, sorry about that guys, I accidentally hit the speakerphone button. We’ll be in Hollywood in about 20 minutes, you guys might want to start packing up your gear.” They started packing up their gear, but halfway through, they totally forgot and kept partying. Tommy was passed out on the lobby sofa, Scooter, DL, Bobby-Sue, a couple of strippers, and the rest of Nitro kept drinking and doing coke at their private bar. Jimbo was relaxing on the couch with a cup of gin. He was happy to finally be relaxing with a drink, and not a care in the world. 
“Jimbo cmon! Do a line with us!” Bobby-Sue shouted from across the room. Jimbo shook his head. “Naw, that’s all you guys, I’m fine with just a little drink.” “Suit yourself.” Scooter said excitedly as he dove onto the stripper with a line of coke going across her entire body. Everyone was loud and happy and having a great time. Bobby-Sue eventually went over to where Jimbo was sitting. “Jimbo what’s wrong?” She asked. Jimbo took another swig “Huh? Nothing wrong over here, I’m just relaxing and having a drink… Why? Is there something wrong?” Bobby-Sue was silent for a moment. “Jimbo, I…” Jimbo’s bluesman senses started tingling, he began to worry. “Jimbo, I’m with child.” she said. Jimbo’s instincts told him to get up and run while yelling “NOPE NOPE NOPE.” but Bobby-Sue grabbed him by the hand before he could get up. “I’m about 78.3% sure it’s yours.” Jimbo’s head filled with emotions, he was speechless. Bobby-Sue continued. “After this is all over, I was hoping we could settle down somewhere and start a family.” Jimbo continued to be speechless. He was trying to imagine this new life that Bobby-Sue presented to him.
Bobby-Sue stared into his eyes. Jimbo was still lost in thought. Before he could answer though, the lights went off. Everyone in the room entered into a state of bewilderment, except for Tommy, he was still passed out on the sofa with hearts and penises drawn all over his face. Suddenly, the sound of breaking glass. People entered the room, but they were only shadows in the night, as the lights had been turned off. People started punching each other, unaware of exactly whom they were punching. “Who are you people?” Jimbo said, tossing the shadowy figures around like ragdolls. “I got him!” one of them said a hatch door was opened on the roof of the train. Light filled the room of the train as they grabbed Deuce and the crabcore ninjas jumped up to the roof of the train. “DEUCE NOOO!” Scooter yelled. “GIVE ME BACK MY DRUMMER!” A voice could be heard on the roof of the train. “YOU IDIOT! You grabbed the wrong one! I told you! Grab the short asian one! We must not let him fulfill the prophecy!” Scooter climbed up to the roof of the traincar. “First of all, I’m not asian, I’m Japanese/American. Second of all, give me back my drummer!” he said as he lunged toward the crabcore ninja. He managed to free Deuce, but he fell off the car with the crabcore ninja. “Ssssccccooooootttteeeerrrrrrr nnnnnoooooooo!” Deuce said as he fell through the hatch in the roof in slow motion. Scooter and the crabcore ninja plunged into the river below. Jimbo ran over to Deuce and helped him up. “DL what happened?” “STOP THE TRAIN!” Deuce yelled.
Jimmy G heard that somehow and stopped the train, it came to a screeching halt. Tommy woke up. “Woah what’s going on? Why are we stopping?” Deuce was panicking. “Crabcore ninjas tried to kidnap Scooter! He fell off the train saving my life! We have to go find him!” Tommy sighed and laid back down. “Ha ha guys very funny, but I’m not falling for that one again.” he went back to sleep. Deuce completely ignored the door 5 feet to his right and punched a hole in the side of the train using his giant panda hands. They all jumped outside and searched the river banks. “SCOOOOTEEEER!!!” they were all yelling his name looking for him. “Guys! Over here!” Tommy called over to the rest of them. “Did you find him?” Jimbo yelled back as he ran over to him. “No, but I found the crabcore ninja, he’s dead!” The rest of them got fearful. Deuce spoke up timidly, “The maybe Scooter is…” Tommy slapped him in the face. “Don’t you dare think that Scooter is dead! He’s alive somewhere! He has to be!” “TOMMY GET A HOLD OF YOURSELF!” Deuce said as he shook Tommy senseless. “We have to be prepared for the fact that Scooter might have not made it out alive!” Jimbo spoke up, “Actually Deuce, Tommy’s got a point, Scooter is the protagonist of this story, I don’t find it likely that the author would just kill him off in the middle of the book.” Deuce looked bewildered. “Book? Whatchu talkin bout Willis?” “We’re in a book Deuce, we’re fictional characters, we just have to go find the plot, and then we can find Scooter.” “Quit fucking with me, this is not the time…” Deuce started but was interrupted again by Jimbo. “That’s right Deuce, we don’t have a lot of time, you need to just accept the fact that you are a talking panda inside of a book being written by a drunken 27 year old nerd so that we can hurry up and get back to the plot!” (Fuck, I'm 28 now, I need to hurry up and finish this stupid book.) Deuce thought for a moment. “Yeah I guess that does make sense, but should we keep looking for him?” Bobby-Sue walked in on their little fight. “We might as well, we gotta do something until the author decides to cut into Scooter’s part of the story. We should really stop breaking the 4th wall though, I hear that book critics really hate the constant references to the fact that the world is fiction.” “Fuck the book critics,” Deuce said, “I’m having an existential crisis over here!” Tommy turned to him. “You really didn’t know? I realized it the moment that the author kinda just put me in the book without really introducing me or anything.” 
MAB interrupted their dumb conversation. “Sorry to interrupt, but that paragraph was getting way too long. I’m sure Scooter can take care of himself. We need to get back on the train and head back into Hollywood so the Story can cut over to Scooter.” They all nodded at the same time. Weird. Jimbo says: “He’s right, lets get going.” And so they gave up on looking for Scooter and got back on the train to continue their partytimes. 
-------------------------------

Arse With No Name

-------------------------------
Scooter woke up in a cardboard box on the side of the river, next to a greasy old hobo sitting in front of a fire. “Where am I? Who are you?” He asked the hobo. The hobo turned to him and smiled. It was instantly clear to Scooter that he was an old buttrocker gone senile. “Unconscious you were, saved you I did. Train you I must for the journey that lies before you.” Scooter rolled his eyes. “Do you really need to talk in the Yoda voice?” The old hobo bopped Scooter on the head with his stick. “Necessary it is! Impatient you are!” Scooter stood up. “Do you have any idea who I am?” The old hobo smiled. “We are all somebody, yes, but we are all also nobody.”
“To hell with your stupid riddles, thanks for saving me, but I gotta go find my friends.” He started to walk away, when the old hobo said, “find her you on your own you will not, my help you need.” Scooter stopped. “Her?” The old hobo smiled. “You seek the immortal city of glams and jams do you not? My help you will need to find the shy one you seek.” Scooter walked back over to the old man and sat down. “I’m listening.” “Hehehe.” The old hobo said, “You are someone very important, yes I can see, but to enter the city, you must become no one.” Scooter had a bewildered look on his face. “Okay, so what does that mean?” The old hobo turned around with a serious look on his face and dropped the silly yoda voice. “You must discard your identity, discard any feelings of the past and any material items with it.” Scooter frumpled. “I’m not discarding my pick signed by Tony Iommi, that’s my good luck charm.” The old man got uncomfortably close to Scooter, the stench was almost enough to make Scooter puke. “EVERYTHING.” The old man said in all caps. Scooter pulled out the pick which was hanging around his neck by a thin string. He held it in his hands, it seemed his entire life flashed by as he stared at it. “I…” he started to say. The old man ripped the pick from his hands, the small thread which kept it on his neck snapped. “I’ll make sure you get all of your belongings back once you return, but for now, you are a nameless fool with no past or future.” Before Scooter could reply, the old man slapped him on his back and he fell into the river. Scooter farted when the old man hit him though, he was trying to be courteous and hold it in. Scooter popped back up and spat water out of his mouth. “What the f-” Before he could finish his sentence, he noticed the old hobo was gone. 
-------------------------------------

Boulevard of broken peens

-------------------------------------
Nitro dropped the team off at the Hollywood train station (I’m just assuming there’s one there somewhere). “You’re not coming with us?” Tommy said with sadness in his voice. “We’re gonna join Glam Commander in his fight against the evil shadow government people, you guys need to find Scooter and Buttrock city before they kill us all.” Jim said. “Oh yeah.” Tommy realized, “I forgot all about that.” “Later guys.” MAB waved as the train departed. “ANOTHER FREIGHT TRAAAAAAIN!” Jim sang as they left. The group waved goodbye until they were out of sight. “So where do we start? Whiskey a Go-Go?” Deuce asked. “Yup.” Jimbo nodded as they headed out of the train station. 
As they headed towards the exit, they heard thundering footsteps. “That’s not good.” Jimbo stated the obvious. “That bench over there, lets hide quick!” Bobby-Joe said as she pointed. They all crammed themselves under the small bench just in time. Troops were crawling everywhere, among them was a man in black with a hood that concealed his face. “They were just here, search the area!” He commanded to his dickless henchmen. “The dickless bronies.” Jimbo whispered, “Legends say that upon the buttrockalypse, they were all rounded up by the government and castrated so that they wouldn’t reproduce, trained and sent to hunt down us Purple Ponies because we never acknowledged their shitty fandom.” Everyone looked confused. “Yeah, we know all that, why are you telling us?” Deuce responded. “I know you know, but I’m only stating it out loud for the readers to understand, so they may know that we have nothing to do with those dickless euphorics.” “Ah” the rest of the group said. “Shhhh!” Tommy hushed. Just then they saw a pair of boots next the the bench they were hiding under. “What was that noise?” The braindead brony henchmen asked himself as he immediately turned around and forgot all about it. “Phew” they all said simultaneously like some stupid anime cliche. “If there’s one good thing the government’s done for us.” Tommy began, “It’s the neutering of those weirdos, not that they could get laid anyways.” “I’ve always wondered,” Jimbo said. “Why neuter them if none of them can get laid anyways?” “Body pillows.” Deuce responded quickly. “Gross.” Said Bobby-Sue. More soldiers walked by, they heard one of them say, “Sir, the area is clear.” and then “Keep one team down here just in case, the rest of you move out.” And then the sounds of footsteps leaving. 
They peaked out to find that a 5 man team was left behind, patrolling the only exit to the station. “How are we gonna get past these guys?” Jimbo asked. They all pondered for a second. Just then Tommy noticed an old cassette tape on the ground next to the bench. He grabbed it and examined it. “The best of Sonseed, songs to warm the heart with the spirit of christ?” Deuce snatched it. “That’s it!” The rest of the gang looked over in confusion. “Jimbo, lemme see your walkman.” He asked. “Foo I ain’t givin you my walkman.” after 10 minutes of arguing, Jimbo handed over the walkman. Deuce walked over to the train station PA station and plugged it in. Bible thumper music began blasting all throughout the train station. They looked over to the group of dickless brony soldiers. Their jimmies were obviously rustled. “What is this bullshit?” One of them said. “Religion is stupid!” Another one piped up. A third grabbed his gun. “Lets go teach these dumbasses a lesson in logic!” “YEAH!” they all chanted and headed deep into the train station. With the entrance open, they easily escaped. But there were soldiers everywhere so they had a hard time getting around and stuff. 
Brony soldiers patrolling all up and down sunset blvd, the team was lurking in the shadows, hiding behind street lights and stuff. Eventually they got cornered and had to hide in an old fudge packing factory. As they investigated deeper, they found out that it was a secret buttrock base. “Hey you guys, I think this was the secret buttrock base!” Tommy shouted. “Shhhh, keep it down.” Jimbo said. “And what makes you think that this was a secret buttrock base?” Tommy held up an empty can of hair spray, there was smeared makeup on the side of the can. They looked around for more clues, but the place was pretty much empty, other than a bunch of boxes filled with old fudge. The heard the factory door open and footsteps closing in. They quickly hid inside the boxes of fudge and packed themselves in. They brony soldiers were unpacking the boxes and looking in them, but didn’t find the group because they carefully packed themselves in. After the soldiers left they got out of the boxes. Jimbo stepped on something as he was getting out. “What’s this?” He asked as he picked it up. It was an old moldy mushroom. “I’d recognize this anywhere, this is psilocybin.” “Psilowhatin?” Bobby-Joe asked. 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Can’t have a buttrock adventure without a psychedelic journey

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Scooter got himself out of the river and dried himself off with a dead racoon carcass. “Stupid old man, I think he was just trollin…. but where did he go?” He thought to himself. Propped up against a rock near the fire was a ziploc bag with something small and dark in it. “What’s this now?” Scooter walked over to it, there was a small, unwrapped chocolate inside of it with a note. He pulled out the note and read it out loud so that you can all hear it. “Scooter, you must meditate and cast out any thoughts of your previous life, when you feel ready, eat this chocolate and meditate some more, then when you’ve finished head to the Whiskey A Go-Go.”
“How am I supposed to find the Whiskey a Go-Go? It was taken down years ago.” He thought to himself. “Oh well, I’m just gonna eat this chocolate and be on my way.” And so he ate the chocolate and was on his way. Not that he knew where to go or anything. It was about mid day and starting to get dark, he better find his way soon or… :-o too late.
Scooter was trippin balls, “Mushy chocolates! It’s been so long!” Scooter said excitedly, but had absolutely no idea how hard he was about to trip. Eventually it became really intense and he couldn’t make sense of where he was going or what he was saying, but he was going and he was mumbling, and everything was dancing around him. “God I hope there was stairs shamelgooey, fuckin prophecy, steal my underwear I’ll show you. Tree looked at me funny you don’t know me you don’t know where I’ve been, I’m the danger lion. Can’t stop me man I got snakes in my shoes making popsicles for santa. Shneeea I can’t wait to find a toilet there’s gotta be a toilet around this museum somewhere hamburger hamburger. I’m the best astronaut ever, don’t cross swords with me. I never knew Elton John but I banged his daughter, gave her crabs too squeeladdlesqueeladdlesqueeladdlesquee. I wonder how sharks have sex? You know what they say, don’t fight a bear without ninja stars. I couldn’t poop 47 times even if I wanted to. Readers being all like ‘wots dis cancer m8?’ and I’m all like stfu fgts, don’t wear shoes if you don’t got em. I wonder if little timmy ever got to see his dad again…
Scooters thoughts turned to little timmy. “Who the fuck is little timmy? I ain’t got time for this shit, I’m the freaking corndog king. And whater you? A mouse? @@@@@@$ Can openers. Oh who’s that little doodadler over there now?” An old man was walking down the road from the other direction. Scooter continued mumbling until the old prospector was close enough to say hello. “Ello there young lad, lookin to do some prospecting eh?” “Prosthetics?” “No, I’m looking for Ritchie.” The old prospector realized he was tripping like a bag of golf balls. “You look like you’re havin a good time either way, but the only thing down this road is a bunch a potato mines, so unless you’re looking for potatoes, you goin the wrong way.” “Potatoes sound good actually, I wonder how they have sex?” The prospector laughed. “yer a funny young man, the names Chuck, Chuck Thomas Simbad, and you are?” Scooter paused for a second, he couldn’t for the life of him remember his own name! “Call me Shirley.” “Pleased to meet your acquaintance Shirley, surely you must be going the wrong way though, there’s a trail a ways back from where you just came from that leads to the heart of LA if that’s where yer going.” Suddenly Scooter remembered the reason he was on this journey. “Dipping sticks! I love dipping sticks!” The old prospector smiled. “Follow me then.” 
The old prospector didn’t seem to mind Shirley’s ramblings as they walked back to the trail head. “Fergerkweah.” Shirley said. The old prospector was humoring him. “Is that so?” “Yeah, that’s what I told them.” “I see.” “Hey, tell that cactus to stop dancing, I didn’t tell him he could dance.” “That cactus has a right to dance leave him be.” “Not with that shirt he doesn’t, doesn’t even gorgakwa.” “Hmmm, you’ve got a point.” “You’re damn right I do, I can fingerpaint like nobody’s business.” “You’ll show them one day.” “ereaufreigotkblo.” “Come again?” “My knees are spaghetti motors, I don’t even know how they work.” “Magic probably.” “Do I like spinach? I don’t even remember what it taste like.” “Couldn’t say.” “God damn, I’m tripping so hard it hurts.” “Hahahaha” the old prospector laughed, the two rambled on and on like that for a while until they reached the trailhead.
“Well, here we are, this is the trail. It’s about 3 or 4 miles to Sunset blvd.” Said the old prospector. “I’m going the other way unfortunately, are you gonna be alright on your own?” “Simultaneously.” Shirley responded. The old man laughed. “Alright, you take care now, have a safe journey! Good luck finding buttrock city!” the old man said as he waved goodbye. “Bye dad! Merry christmas!” Shirley hailed as he headed down the trail. “That Scooter Magoo.” The old prospector thought to himself. “Still the same old silly guy. I guess some things never change.”
Scooter’s ramblings didn’t stop, it was the only way his mind didn’t explode into full blown light speed madness. “Zannafafrannafafroofro ninja panties dash into the night searching for new screensavers. You talkin to me punk? You’re not talking to me? That’s ok then. Little Larry scoot scoot walking up a tree. Where’s he think he’s goin? I think these mountains are following me. It’s ok though, as long as these groovy disco desert palm trees keep dancin.” Scooter began to dance along with the trees as he walked down the trail. “Up beat in the street in the sheets I’m all the heat whats up now bingleforks? I’m all the swood, I’m swiggity swicker than you’ll ever be. I wonder how many mushrooms were in that chocolate, like, 8 billion? probably more, I feel pretty ziggy bombastic right now, like I don’t need ice skates for the shark tank just throw me in. Jet fuel can’t melt steel beams. Just don’t steal money from grandma she needs her pills. We all need our pills. She was looking kinda dumb with her finger and her thumb in the shape of an L on her forehead. so much to do so much to see so much to do so much to see so much to do so much to see so much to do so much to see so much to do so much to see so much to do so much to see so what's wrong with eating orphans? god damn I have to take a shit, but where do I go? Durr, it’s a desert, anywhere but on the trail is fine. What would I wipe with? Dirt’s probably fine. Is it? Only one way to find out.”
Scooter was digging a hole to poop in a few feet from the trail when suddenly...
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A wild Haunter appeared! Scooter was not expecting this, and he certainly didn’t bring any pokeballs with him. “Awww shucks, it’s bad trip time.” Scooter said as he started to take a dump. Horrifying images haunted him as he pinched out some logs into the desert hole.
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Scooter sat there in the middle of the desert with his pants down, squatting over the hole he just pooped in for an hour and a half, tripping some serious balls. Eventually he realized of his own existence, pulled up his pants, and continued walking. (If you’re wondering if he wiped, yes he did. with dirt and rocks.) Los Angeles finally came into sight, to Scooter, the distant city lights made it look like a city of dreams. But this was not the case. Scooter was balls deep into his psychedelic journey, heading into dangerous territory. Will our hero be okay? Find out in the next chapter!

------------------------
The next chapter
-----------------------

He's okay. 

-------------------------------------
Meanwhile, in Hollywood

-------------------------------------


Meanwhile in Hollywood, the rest of the crew was making their way through the backstreets trying to get to the spot where the Whiskey a Go-Go used to be. Troops were everywhere, the secret government bad guy people weren't holding back, there were grindcore pigs, bronies, bedroom black metallers, juggalo clown fools, and crabcore ninjas. The gang was hiding in a bush, security was increasing, and area became heavily patrolled. 


“Shit, this isn't gonna get any better, I say we get out while we still can.” Said Jimbo with words of wisdom. “I agree, we'll have to come back later and hope they haven't found the entrance.” said Bobby-Sue. “What about Scooter?” Asked Tommy, “He said he was gonna find a way in to Buttrock city and warn the Buttrock Wizard about the attack?” Jimbo cut in, “The attack is happening now! If Scooter's not already in there, he's a dead man-” Jimbo froze for a sec. The rest of the gang turned around and saw what he saw, a girl with her eyes obscured with long dark hair, taking a deranged and absentminded Scooter by the hand, and leading him right into the horde of troops surrounding the Whiskey a Go-Go area. Every troop in the area was suddenly on alert. They group watched as the two ran right into an alley way as the troops began to draw their guns. 


“What the hell did I just see?” Deuce Asked. “That alley-way is a dead end, there's no way they can make it out of there alive!” Said Bobby-Joe. Jimbo was quick to see opportunity. “That musta been the girl from the legend, he either made it in there, or he's a dead man, either way, we have an opportunity to bail right now, so I say we bail!” so they bailed back into the foothills, up the mountain to the abandoned mansions of Mullholland dr. 


They found one hardly touched, with a full liquor cabinet and giant hot tub. They were lounging and having a relaxed good time, but the events of earlier were still on their mind. “I still feel bad relaxing and having a good time while who knows where Scooter is right now.” Tommy said as he sat in his hammock sipping his rich guy mix drink. “Look, we've been over this,” Jimbo said as he had himself a mug of IPA in the hot tub, “Scooter might have even lead them right into Buttrock city, we don't know the situation, it's best for us to wait it out until those troops are gone and then check it out.” He took another swig of his beer. “Well, I'm gonna go into town and do some 'shopping',” Deuce said as he got out of the hot tub. I have a feeling that we're gonna need a lot of guns.” 
--------------------------
The Paradise Line

--------------------------



Scooter woke up in a train station, his mind hazy and hungover from the adventure. Captain train man stood above him proding him in the shoulders to wake him up. “Sir, last train is leaving the station for the night.” he said. “The last what?” Scooter said as he lazily awoke to find a man in a goofy train conductors outfit standing before him. “Where am I?” “The Paradise line express. It's midnight, this is the last train of the night.” said the old man. Scooter looked around the train station. It was a small place, with no visible exits, other than the train tracks, on which was an old fashioned train which read “Paradise Line #09” on the side. He noticed only one passenger car. “Where's it going?” he asked the old man. “Anywhere.” “Anywhere?” “Anywhere you'd like.” Scooter paused for a second. “Can you take me to Buttrock city?” “Hop on in.” Scooter's eyes lit up with a sparkle of joy like a child on christmas morning. He hopped up. “Sorry, but I have no money-” “Don't worry, it's on the house.” the old man smiled and twinkled his mustache as he glided across the air over to the front of the train. 



Scooter walked into the train, there was only person on the train, a blonde girl sitting near the door. She smiled at him as he entered. “Hey” Scooter said as he introduced himself. For the first time in a long time, he actually was feeling nervous talking to a girl. He spent so long as a rock hero, he was a big hit with the ladies, and never shy of their company. Why now was he feeling so nervous? “So this train really takes you anywhere?” “Yup,” She replied. “Anywhere you want. I'm headed for the Big Rock Candy Mountains. Where you headed?” “I'm goin to Buttrock city.” Scooter said putting more confidence in his voice. “Buttrock city? That sounds exciting, what is it?” Scooter lit up like a lightbulb with stars of happiness in his eyes. “It's the most wonderful place imaginable. A city surrounding a giant stage, where live music is going 24/7, and the good times never end. All the drugs are stronger, and all the girls are pretty, happy hour is every hour and giant feasts all day. It's everything I've ever wanted.” “That sounds incredible! Though a bit intense for a small town girl like me. Are you in a band?” Scooter kinda froze for a sec. “Yeah, well, I was, I'm just gonna see if any of my old bandmates made it in there, hopefully find the Buttrock Wizard and find a way to save the world.” “Save the world huh?” She said with a bit of sarcasm in her voice. “That sounds like a lot of pressure.” “Yeah, we'll find a way though.” She leaned back and sighed with happiness. “I just wanna get away from it all. All the wars, all of the wastelands and droughts, I'm going where the air is clean and there's peace and quiet every day, where the grass is green by the lemonade springs where the bluebirds sing in the big rock candy mountains.” She said as she kicked back in her chair. “That sounds great too, I'm just a city boy, born and raised in South Detroit, I've never experienced that kind of leisure. I guess eventually you just wanna settle down somewhere nice and peaceful.” Scooter responded imagining the peace and quiet of the mountains. “Hopefully one day the madness will stop and I'll find the time to relax,  but I've got a mission to bring back the good times, and I'm not gonna stop rockin till I'm dead. “ Scooter said with balls to his voice. His words made the young lass moist. Ding.


“This is my stop, hopefully one day you'll stop partying and stop by.” “One day maybe.” Scooter said as he waved goodbye. He looked out the window to clear blue skies and not a sign of civilization in sight (other than the deserted train station). Scooter could have gotten out right then, spending the rest of his life in relaxed bliss. “It would have been great times,” Scooter thought to himself. “But I'm a party rocker, and I'm on a mission to kick ass and bring back good times.” The door closed and he smiled as she waved goodbye. “Next stop, Buttrock City” said Captain Train Man over the intercom. As the train went back underground, Scooter was nearly shitting himself with anticipation. It was only 15 minutes away, but it felt like eternity to Scooter. This was his dream, he was debating on how long he should stay, wondering if he could ever return once he left. 


There was a bump that sent Scooter flying from his thoughts. The captain man came back on the intercom. “Errrm, we seem to be having a problem here. Seems we've been caught in the trap of a ghost ship. I'm currently negotiating a surrender with the captain, in the mean time, please remain calm and stay in your seat.” “Surrender?” Scooter yelled, standing up, “Fuck that I ain't surrendering shit! We're going to Buttrock City and we are going to get down tonight! Do you hear me!?” He bust into the front train car yelling. “You hear me? Tell this sissy ghost pirate captain I challenge him to a rock off!” The captain train car man turned white as he turned around. The ghost captain dude was on screen of the intercom. “BAAAHAHAHAHHA! Did I just hear that right? Did this little punkass just challenge me to a rockoff?” Scooter got magically teleported onto the ghost ship. 


A bunch of laughing pirate ghosts and pirate skeletons  filled the hall. There on the captains seat was the captain, a giant skeleton corpse oozing with souls. He stood up “Wager your soul on it and if you win, I'll let you and the captain live, and you can be on your way.” he said. “Deal” Said Scooter. “What instruments you got?” He asked. A couple of ghouls wheeled in an old honkey tonk piano in front of the pirate king. He began to rock. 


“When I was just a young lad my father said to me


Take this tune and sail the world and rock the seven seas!


I kill and rape and plunder and I go wherever I please


And now I rock the afterlife to haunt you worthless beasts


You cannot compare to me you worthless human scum


I will feast upon your soul as soon as I am done


Cower in fear, your story's at an end


My song is almost over, and soon you will be dead”




A banshee with a saxophone came in and wanked that hot sax all over the piano. It was a rockin good time, but Scooter stood there with a serious expression on his face the whole time. The ghost pirate king ended his song and then everyone looked to Scooter. “Go on then,” The ghost pirate king said, “Rock my socks boy.” And then he laughed, and the other ghouls laughed with him. Scooter wasn't even breaking a sweat. He wasn't even listening to the king, while the king was playing his goofy ass rock song, Scooter was building a song in his head. 


Scooter walked up to the piano, started shredding some blues piano, and everyone became quiet. Scooter began banging out some blues buttrock chords.


“On my way to paradise


got cockblocked by some guys


they've really fucked me over


and now they've got to pay.”

riffin piano, everyone in shock, Scooter writing this song totally on the fly. 


“I said I wanted a rockoff fest


but all I got was this sorry mess


this stupid ghost


can't hold a candle to me.”


riffin out, he builds up to super buttrock prechorus


“I'll be on my way by the end of the night

after I steal this show



You had no idea who you were dealing with


Well son now you now”

Explosions and stage effects out of nowhere. Also a backup band.


“I'm a hard rockin sharp shootin son of a bitch


and I'm here to bring the pain


Gonna rock your socks and clean your clock


If you don't bail off this train


Get the fuck outta here!”

At this point a full orchestra has spawned out of nowhere and a magic synth floats down from the sky in front of Scooter and he begins to shred. The captains rotting corpse begins melting away, freeing all the souls he's devoured. As the song finishes the undead lift him up and proclaim Scooter their new king. Ghost butler Jones handed him the crown. “Oh alright, I'll be your new king. But first we need to go to Buttrock city, but before that, we're gonna have one more jam in my honor as new king of the dead!” The undead crowd roared with cheer. Scooter went back down to the piano and began playing the chords to Bink's Sake. 


“Yohohoho, Yo ho ho ho


Yohohoho, Yo ho ho ho


Yohohoho, Yo ho ho ho


Yohohoho, Yo ho ho ho



Would you like to drink a beer? Yes I'd like to drink a beer


have a beer, pound it down and then go drink some more

the world's a strange and stressful place 


so feed that beer into your face


know your place, it is here


so celebrate with beer


Would you like to drink a beer? Yes I'd like to drink a beer


have a beer, pound it down and then go drink some more


let your worries drift away 


drink until you start to sway


all the way, on the floor


you'll drink forever more


 Yohohoho, Yo ho ho ho


Yohohoho, Yo ho ho ho


Yohohoho, Yo ho ho ho


Yohohoho, Yo ho ho ho”


They rocked all the way to Buttrock city. Good fuckin times. 

-------------------------------

I know where I'm goin

-------------------------------


Pulling up to Buttrock city, Scooter was at the front of the ship, in complete awe, the legendary city now before him. The entirety of Buttrock city was also in awe, as a giant ghost pirate ship was coming their way, being pulled by a train. Scooter rolling in like a bauss, the mayor of Buttrock City came personally to greet him. Why, it was Jerry Riggs himself! Scooter was at awe, a city of gold, on the stage, some band unknown to him was playing the most amazing song. And here he finally was, with a buttrock legend there to greet him at the station!


“Welcome Scooter, we've been expecting you.” Jerry Riggs said as he stood at the edge of the train station. Scooter leaped off of the pirate ship and knelt before Lord Riggs. “Master Riggs, it's an honor. Are you the mayor here?” Scooter asked. “Who me? No, I'm just Master Paul's right hand man, acting leader in his stead while he's absent.” Jerry said, beckoning Scooter to stand. “Master Paul?” Scooter asked. “You might know him as the Wizard of Buttrock.” Explained Jerry. Scooter frumpled. “You mean he's not even here? I traveled all the way here to meet him.” “Worry not, we expect him to return shortly. In the meantime, why not enjoy yourself? Everything here is free, would you like a beer? Perhaps a bump of coke?” “I'll take both!” Scooter said with excitement. And thus Scooter got totally wrecked. He stood in front of the stage, in awe at the band playing. Who were they? He wondered to himself. The band finished the song and was met by a roar of applause that spread throughout the entire city. Scooter was in bliss, there was no way he ever wanted to leave. “Thank you very much!” Said the frontman of the band. “Before we play our last song, I understand that we have a special guest in the house.” The crowd grew silent. “I've caught wind that the legend himself, Scooter Magoo, has joined us in Buttrock city!” A roar erupted throughout the city, the chanting of SCOOTER! Filled the air, and Scooter blushed like a little schoolgirl. The singer of the band reached his hand out to Scooter and pulled him onto the stage. “You may not remember me, but...” “Tater Magee! I thought it was you!” Scooter burst into tears of joy, “Holy shit man! I've been trying to find you for over twenty years!” The two shared the biggest bro hug of all time. The crowd let out a collective “aawwww”


Scooter hadn't seen Tater since they were kids, their drummer died, and Tater moved with his mom to Utah or Montanah or one of those “nowhere” states. That was the end of Scooter's first band, Narmabarn. They were just kids then, and Scooter never heard from his friend again. He was hoping that one day, through the power of buttrock that, he would be reunited with his old friend. “Do you remember our old hit?” Tater asked as he slid a magic keyboard towards Scooter. “I sure do!” “Ladies and gentlemen,” Tater announced, “The very first keys player of Narmabarn! Playing our very first hit from over twenty years ago!” The crowd roared in excitement. “Lightspeed Spaghetti Lovin!”


Scooter's muscle memory kicked into action, he'd been practicing this song over the years, but hearing Tater's new band and the power behind them, that power instantly connected to Scooter, and the power of buttrock emerged. The knowledge and experience through the adventures and music of Buttrock, they were all reading each other and psychically telling each other of the nature of the song. They began rocking as if they had been playing with each other every day, Every chord sent waves of feels towards the audience, and they too reflected the energy back at the band. Engrossed in the moment, playing to perfection, they rocked that song harder than it had ever been rocked. By the time they finished, the audience was completely moist. Scooter finished her off with a swankity dank bluesy piano solo that was shredding off the charts. And then BAM! Song finishes on the root chord, followed by an enormous roar of applause. “Thank you everybody! Thank you Scooter for joining us on another fantastic night in Buttrock City! Splinterella is up next! Have a good night and may the riffs be with you!” Tater said, closing their set. The two hung out for a while, but Scooter instantly found a crowd around him, it's very rare that someone already famous enters Buttrock City, everyone was buying him drinks, wanting to hang out with him, giving him free drugs. Scooter blacked out hard. 


He woke up hours later in one of the rooms covered in sexy ladies, with the hangover of a thousand suns. “Ugggghhhhhhh..... Aaaaaahhhhgghghghg....” He said as he made feeble attempts to get up. He eventually gathered the energy to toss some of these buttrock sluts to the side so that he could make it out of the room. It was still night time, it's always night time in Buttrock City. Bands were still playing, the crowd was still partying. Scooter walked out into the party with no clothes on, fully erect, and started throwing up into one of the many plants on the street. Everyone around was both cheering and laughing. “Fuck yeah Scooter! Party hard bro! Hahaha!” an outstretched hand handed him a cigarette. “Smoke this you'll be fine.” “Thanks.” Scooter said as he lit it up. What taste was this? It was delicious and made him feel good.” His hangover was magically gone! “What the?” He asked the man who handed him the cigarette. It was the Buttrock Wizard! “My smokes have magic healing properties,” Said the wizard, puffing on his wizard pipe. “Hey!” Scooter said still kind of drunk, “You're that buttrock wizard guy aren't you?” “I am indeed.” Said the buttrock wizard, smiling. “Call me Paul. Come, let us get some breakfast, we have much to discuss.” 

----------------------

Much discussing

----------------------


Scooter went to the great hall of buttrock buffet with the buttrock wizard. There, they had a grand breakfast of bacon and eggs and potatoes and sausages and dem riffs everything in between. “So, Paul, I came here to tell you about the raid on government headquarters in a few days.” Scooter said with food in his mouth. “Has the time really come? My troops are ready and we'll be there.” Said the buttrock wizard, enjoying a blowjob with his breakfast. “Awesome, glad that's finally out of the way,” Scooter said, “Back to rocking out and good times!” Scooter said as he bumped a line of coke off of his breakfast plate. “I'm afraid there's more to it than that,” Said the buttrock wizard, “You're gonna have to defeat whoever is behind this. It's all very essential to the story line.” Scooter washed his coke down with some freshly squeezed orange juice and had another breakfast sausage. “Mmm that sucks, it would be nice to stay here and rock out for a while.” He said somewhat disappointed. “You're welcome to come back anytime, your newly acquired ghost ship can sail here anytime you want.” Said the buttrock wizard. “Wait, really!?” Scooter was super stoked. First day in Buttrock City and he's already V.I.P. “Fuck yeah that's the best news ever!” he said excitedly as random buttrock sluts began massaging his feet. He took a fat bite of pancakes.“So who are these bad guys anyways?  And why are they so desperate to get in here?” Scooter inquired with food still in his mouth. The buttrock wizard grew a concerned look on his face. That or he was really enjoying that blowjob. “I don't know, but they've got the last two dragonballs, once we get those, we can summon the eternal dragon, and wish for the world to go back to 1980.” He explained. “Ooooooh.” Said Scooter to the plot further revealing itself. “Speaking of your ghost ship,” The wizard said, pulling out a stone,“The steward of the ghost ship, Ghost Butler Jones, asked me to give this stone to you, you can summon the ship whenever you want with it.” “Awesome!” Scooter said as he acquired and equipped the stone. “Also I have one more thing to give you. Ggggnnnyyuuuuuhhhh!” Said the buttrock wizard as he nutted. The girl under the table wiped him off. The buttrock wizard summoned a magic sword and it floated above the table. 


“This is the Sword of a Thousand Riffs.” Said the buttrock wizard. “Wooooah!” Said Scooter. “It's also a guitar and a keytar.” Said the buttrock wizard as the sword turned into a guitar/keytar hybrid. “Wooooaaaahh no way!!” Said Scooter very excitedly. He took the sword and frowned. “I'm not high enough level to equip this :-/” He said. “It's ok, I can power level you.” Said the buttrock wizard. And so an epic power leveling montage ensued. 


[Insert training montage of sword fighting and guitar/keytar shredding]


“Wow that's awesome! A months worth of training in one night!” Said Scooter excitingly after his training montage. “Yes,” The buttrock wizard began, “And because time stands still in buttrock city,  it'll be the day after the day that you left when you leave.” “Awesome sauce.” Scooter said while he packed his things. “I hate to leave, but I guess I gotta go save the world now.” “We'll be there for the attack, go find your friends! They'll be waiting at the whiskey a go go!” Paul said as he waved goodbye to Scooter as he sailed away on his ghost ship. Scooter and all of his ghost pirate minions waved goodbye until Buttrock City was just a light in the distance. “Where to sir?” asked Ghost Butler Jones. “The Whiskey a Go-Go in Hollywood California. The enemy will be there, so ready the cannons.” “Aye aye cap'n!” Said Jones as he relayed the orders to the other crew members. “In the meantime, lets get a jam going til we get there!” Scooter added to his previous commands. The ghouls jumped with joy as they wheeled out the instruments. They had a great fuckin time.

---------------------

Reunited at last

---------------------

The next day, the crew was hungover and slow to get up, but they eventually got packed up and going back down the hill towards the Whiskey a Go-Go. There weren't so many troops as there was last night. “Damn, there's gotta be a way we can get closer without being spotted.” Jimbo said, they were as close as they could get to that alley way. The alley way was heavily guarded. “Shit, what do we do?” They all thought to themselves. Then out of nowhere in  the sky was a giant ghost pirate ship, and it was shooting cannonballs at the hordes of soldiers in the streets. There was Scooter, at the very front of the ship, playing a magical song on his new guitar/keytar. The group nearly shat themselves as they watched the ship get closer and closer. As the ship neared the former Whiskey a Go-Go, ghost pirates exited the ship and started clearing the area, devouring corpses of their foes. Scooter spotted his friends. “Come on up guys!” he said as he tossed the rope down. The crew scrambled to get up the rope but they all eventually made it untouched. “Everyone's on board! Off to the Island of Doom!” “Aye aye cap'n!” Said the crew as they returned to to the ship and then the ship turned around and headed for the Island of Doom.


“The Island of Doom!? Jimbo yelled, “But that's where the battle is going down! It's on the other side of the world!” Scooter turned and smiled. “I know, and I've got an army and the ultimate weapon to take the enemy down.” Said Scooter as he held up his ultimate sword. Jimbo was skeptical. “It's gonna take a lot more than a small army and a shiny sword to take down these guys. Scooter's face contorted. “Not with that attitude.” Bobby-Joe cocked her shotgun for dramatic effect. “This is it, the final battle, there's no turning back after this, if we lose, the world loses it's only hope, so we might as well go down guns blazing.” She said, what an inspiring speech. Jimbo frumpled. “Well shit, if that's how it is, I guess we might as well go down guns blazing.” “In the meantime,” Scooter began, “We have plenty of time to practice for our next gig at Buttrock City.” The gang lightened up like children on Christmas. “Buttrock City!? You really found it!?” Tommy said with glee in his voice. “I sure did, and  once we survive this war, we're gonna rock till we drop! Who's with me!?” Scooter said enthusiastically. “Fuck yeah!” Said Jimbo, as he put his hand out. “Yasseah!” Said Tommy with fire in his voice as he put his hand on top of Jimbo's. “Count me in!” Said Deuce as he put in his panda paw. “Fuck yeah teamwork!” Said Bobby-Sue as she put her hand in, even though she's not in the band. “Alright lets do this!” Scooter said as he put his hand out and they all lifted in joy and yelled “Go Team Buttrock!” All of the ghouls shouted in hooray. It was all very cheesy and gay. 


The ghosts had already set up their instruments for them. What a bunch of cool dudes! The 2 ½ day journey gave them lots of time to practice and rehearse their songs. They had so much fun reunited in music once again. Scooter told them all the tale of Buttrock City, and how awesome it is, and how they can go back and forth whenever they want. Everybody was super stoked. Also a bit worried about the battle to come, but good thing Deuce went out and bought all those guns. Smart thinking Deuce. 

---------------------------

The Decisive Battle(s)
---------------------------


As they got there they found the resistance and the buttrock wizards armies meeting on the front lines. Scooter's ghost army made quite a scene entering with a giant ghost ship and a flying legion of the damned. The governments forces were on full alert, and troops were assembling on it's borders. Scooter and his crew stood at the front of the boat, fully loaded with weapons, ready to kick some ass. The 3 armies combined proved a force to be reckoned with, as they wiped the floor with all of the grunts. 


Suddenly, giant alien robot spiders falling from the sky. It's taking all of their firepower combined just to hold them back. Mickey Magoo shouted from across the battlefield. “Scooter! You must travel with your crew into the heart of the base and kill whoever is behind all of this! We'll hold off the alien giant robot spider army!” “Roger that!” Scooter said as he and his crew disembarked and headed inside the base. They were mowing down grunts all the way into the core of the tower, where they saw stairs guarded by a weird robot. The weird robot turned on and started unloading all kinds of firepower. The group bailed fast and no one was hurt, but the building collapsed on the robot killing it. “Useless ass robot.” Said Jimbo. “Maybe not so useless, how are we supposed to get into the basement levels now?” Scooter inquired. “Leave it to me.” Said Deuce as he strutted out confidently. “I will dig us out of this mess with my powerful panda claws.” The group was silent. Tommy eventually was the one to speak up about it. “Look, Deuce, we've been meaning to talk to you about this, and this might be really hard for you to hear but, you're not actually a panda.” Deuce was silent. Tommy continued. “You're a regular human being wearing a panda mask. Nobody's ever spoken up about it because it's like, who cares? Ya know? But it's been kinda the elephant in the room for a long time now, and now seemed like a good time to bring it up.” Everyone was silent, Tommy just dropped the bomb. Someone had to. Deuce was silent for a second. “I will prove it to you, these last few years, I've been training in unlocking the panda mysteries. I'm drunk on panda power!” He shouted as he started mercilessly clawing at the rubble. He was tearing through it like butter. Everyone was astounded. Maybe he was a real panda after all. He finally dug all the way to the stairs, and the robot was still alive! “Beep, boop, system malfunction. H3lp m3. 1T HUR7S. oneoneoneoneoneoneoneoneoneoneoneone” Scooter consoled the robot. “It's okay, it'll all be over soon. Just relax and think of all of the good times.” The robot shed a tear. “You are not such a bad man.” The robot said with sincerity. “Perhaps if you remember me, I can always live on in your heart.” Scooter grabbed the robots arms and put it to his chest. “I'll make sure the world remembers your name, and you shall live on in the hearts of all those who survive this day.” The robot was full on crying. “Here, take this key to the basement, beware the other 4 robot masters. Please live and make the world a better place” “I will robot friend, I will.” …... The robot fizzled out and died. Scooter took the key. “Aw damnit, there's 4 more of these guys?” He complained. “Damn Scooter, that was pretty touching, I didn't know you had it in you.” Jimbo said sarcastically. “Shut up, I got the key didn't I?” Scooter scoffed. “No really,” Jimbo continued, snickering. “Just do that for the next 4 robot masters and we'll be all set.” Scooter shrugged Jimbo's troll off of his shoulders. He wasn't about to let Jimbo rustle his jimmies. 


Going down a floor to the first basement level, they encountered the second robot master. “I AM THE SECOND ROBOT MASTER, PANDABOT!” It said in a robot voice. It was designed to look like a panda. The group instantly knew and turned around to see Deuce cracking his knuckles. “Panda eh? We'll see who the more panda is panda!” He said as he lunged at the robot panda. The robot panda grabbed his feet and self destructed. “DEUCE NO!” Everybody shouted simultaneously. Deuce fell to the ground in slow motion as “Hello darkness my old friend” played in the background. “Deuce nooooo!” Scooter ran over to him and held him in his arms. Deuce coughed up blood through his panda mask. “The hell was that?” He said as he spewed more blood. “Panda's don't self destruct.” “Deuce try not to talk, you're gonna be okay.” “It's okay Scooter, it's been a fun journey, I'm glad I met you guys. You guys saved me from the painful reality of not being a panda, and I'll always cherish the times we shared together. You guys were more of a family to me than anyone else ever was. Please continue the journey without me. I know you can do it....” Deuce died right there in Scooter's arms. “DEUCE NOOOOO! WAKE UP!” Scooter cried out. The rest of the gang burst into tears. It was really sad. Really dramatic,  sad music was playing. And that was the end of Deuce Loosely, the guy who may or may not have been a panda, and was the best drummer ever. 


Scooter stood up. “Deuce, once we get those other two dragon balls, I'll make sure they bring you back, and we can have good jams like we promised. Believe it.” Scooter said with tears in his eyes. Everyone was wondering what the hell he was talking about, but also being really sad so nobody spoke up. “Well, those robot masters aren't gonna beat themselves, we can mourn the dead later.” Scooter said with sadness in his voice. They climbed down the stairs to the next basement level. 


They walked into the room pissed off and ready wreck shit up. But there in the middle of the room was a robot lying on the ground motionless, an outstretched hand holding a cord attached to it's body, reaching for an electrical outlet 5 feet away. Scooter walked up to it and kicked it. “Guess it ran out of batteries and died.” “Watch out, it could be a trap.” Jimbo cautioned. They heard yelling coming from the lower levels. “GO GO GO! GET THAT ROBOT UP AND RUNNING BEFORE THEY GET HERE!” It was a bunch of grunt mechanics. Scooter shredded a bunch of dissonance on his keytar/guitar hybrid at incredible speeds. The technicality of the shred combined with the lack of any chord or key structure caused the nameless henchmen to explode. “I knew it!” Scooter said. “Knew what?” Jimbo asked. Suddenly, soft rock jazz could be heard coming from the next floor down. “Soft rockers.” Scooter muttered quietly but not too quietly.


They all cautiously moved to the next basement floor. “Very impressive, I never imagined anyone would make it to basement floor 12, and I never imagined it'd be the legendary purple pwnies themselves.” Said a voice coming from somewhere. Suddenly the chair spun around to reveal robot master number 7. He had a cool mustache. Scooter got right down to business. “What have you done with Deuce!?” The robot smiled somehow. #robotsmiles. “Don't worry, your friend is safe, for now.” Said robot master number 7. “You let him go!” Said one of the good guys. “Mwahahahaha. Your friend is being held at the top of the tower by our master.” Said the robot. Jimbo spoke up. “Wait a minute, so we're going the wrong way?” The robot got up and lit a cigar and poured himself some brandy. That doesn't even make sense, robots can't drink or smoke. He took a sip and a poof. “The dragonballs are at the bottom of this basement complex, guarded by the robot masters. The secret master that hasn't been yet revealed yet by the plot is at the top of the tower, along with with your friend Deuce and a lot of cocaine.” the robot master explained. Scooter contemplated for a few seconds. “So what's to stop us from going to the bottom, grabbing the dragon balls, and then going all the way back up to the tower to kill your boss?” The robot boss jumped up. “OHOHO!” He said suddenly now with a french accent. “ZAT IS VERY SMART, BUT YOU SEE, THE TOWER ITSELF IS A ROCKETSHIP! I WILL STOP YOU HERE TO MAKE SURE THAT ZEY ESCAPE TO ZE MOZASHIP!”


The robot master pulled out a mighty katana and lunged at the group at light speed. FWOOSH! Tommy suddenly appeared, blocking the robot with his own katana. “TOMMY!” Everyone shouted simultaneously. “Sorry I'm late.” Tommy said like a super cool guy. The robot master jumped back. “Where were you?” Jimbo asked. “I was at Master Jugenmujugenmugokonosurikekaijarisugesugematsufnfaimatsufuraimatsukurunetokoronisumiyapparikojiyapparikojibaibobaibobaiboshuringashuringanugurindaigurindainobomboribombonanojoukyuumechousuke's learning a new technique.” Said Tommy with confidence.  “Say whaaaa” Said Scooter. “Hmmmph.” Said the robot master. “So you too trained under master  Jugenmujugenmugokonosurikekaijarisugesugematsufnfaimatsufuraimatsukurunetokoronisumiyapparikojiyapparikojibaibobaibobaiboshuringashuringanugurindaigurindainobomboribombonanojoukyuumechousuke? Interesting.” “AH!” Said Tommy.” Master  Jugenmujugenmugokonosurikekaijarisugesugematsufnfaimatsufuraimatsukurunetokoronisumiyapparikojiyapparikojibaibobaibobaiboshuringashuringanugurindaigurindainobomboribombonanojoukyuumechousuke mentioned that he's only ever had one other student, and that that student went rogue and used his teachings for evil and bad things!” Tommy pointed his sword at the robot master. “He wouldn't tell me who the student was, he didn't want me to fight you until I learned a certain technique.” The robot master flinched. “A CERTAIN TECHNIQUE!? Could it be?” said the startled robot. Tommy flew at the robot master with his katana, the robot master blocked. Robot master struck back, and Tommy blocked. They seemed pretty evenly matched, each blocking the others attack. Moving so fast, it seemed so unreal. Scooter turned his guitar/keytar back into a sword and started to edge closer. “Scooter no, this is my fight, stay out of it.” Scooter understood and backed off. He turned his sword back into a guitar/keytar and started playing some totally rad battle music. 

-------------------------------------------------------

MEANWHILE, AT THE HALL OF DOOM

-------------------------------------------------------


A prison guard threw Deuce into the prison on the top floor. “You'll never get away with this you fiend!” Said Deuce as the iron doo8oo88dnnnnnddndddddnnddddr to his cage was locked. A shadowy figure stepped out from the shadows. And then the shadow dude is all like “Mwahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha! Now that the drummer is out of the way, their band reunion is doomed!” “Who are you guys!?” Deuce shouted as the shadowy figure walked away. There was someone in the cage next to him. It was a dwarf, he spoke up with an english accent. “Headed for the afterlife as well? What's your story panda man?” “Deuce lifted himself off the ground. “Are you part of the resistance too?” Deuce asked the dwarf. “Resistance? No, I'm here for the crime of patricide, for murdering the hand of the king, and for being a dwarf.” “You killed your own dad?” Deuce asked. “My own father sentenced me to death, I was let out to escape by my loyal brother, but before I left, I decided to pay father a little visit.” The dwarf sighed. “Long story short, I was caught on my way to the harbor, where I had a boat waiting for me. I took too long and the boat left without me. I was caught, and here I am now.” Deuce let that all sink in. “Damn, that's heavy.” “So what about you? Are you a panda or...” Asked the dwarf. “My band was leading the revolution to destroy this base, you see, with our powers combined, we can stop whatever force is behind this, and stop them from collecting the rest of the dragon balls. If they get their hands on those, they're going to make buttrock disappear forever! And if that happens, then the world will never have a chance to recover!” Deuce explained with vigor. The dwarf nodded. “I see. So um, are you a panda or....” A prison guard burst in to interrupt. “Dwarf! It's your turn.” he beckoned as he opened the cage next to Deuce. “Nice talking to you, see you in the afterlife.” Said the dwarf as he was escorted away. The door closed and the small prison was dark once again. With no one to talk to, Deuce looked to the small window, where he could see the moon and stars. It was there above the moon he saw a shooting star that made his heart feel at ease. He began to sing.

Somewhere out there
Beneath the pale moonlight
Someone's thinking of me
And loving me tonight

Somewhere out there
Someone's saying a prayer
That we'll find one another
In that big somewhere out there

And even though I know how very far apart we are
It helps to think we might be wishing
On the same bright star

And when the night wind starts to sing a lonesome lullaby
It helps to think –  


A prison guard cut him off, opening the door. “SHUT THE FUCK UP OR YOU GET THE TASER AGAIN!” he yelled and slammed the door. Deuce started to cry. Poor little fella. 
---------------------------------------

BACK TO THE EPIC FIGHT

---------------------------------------


Tommy and the robot master were still dancing around swinging swords at each other, blocking each others strikes. “What's this new move that Tommy learned?” Bobby-Sue asked. “It must be the Choshukenjinkenshurupaishurupohamitsuhamatsuchojorichojorichojorikamasiwastsugirihagirishopentamatsuhojenkojenkojirashurukenaginatsentaburutaburotamasakikerderkenfujitorohajutsuhajutsokitorohanarubobarabobarotaijutsumonomoromenemanematakehasajitsukorome-ha flying fantastic air special supreme attack!” Jimbo explained, Scooter added on that“It's a technique that requires the opponent to hit his sword a hundred times, then Tommy will unleash a powerful wave that will defeat the enemy. It's been said nobody has ever lived to tell about it, and that only a few masters know of it's secrets.” “Oh wow!” Said bin-bin, “I didn't know Tommy-chan was so strong as to learn such ancient techniques-dara ^_^” Scooter pumped his fist. “Alright! I looks like Tommy's got this one in the bag!” 


BAM! Tommy gets hit with a side swipe. “UGGGH!” Said Tommy as he fell to the floor. The robot master did the mandark laugh “AH HAHA HAHA! If I can stop you before your sword takes 100 hits, victory is mine!” Tommy stood up. “The battle's not over yet.” He said as he drew his sword. The robot master laughed “AH HAHA HAHA! I've only hit your sword 49 times, and you are wounded, there is no chance for you to survive!” He said as he lunged at Tommy. Tommy blocked the attack and jumped back. He put his sword in his sheath and did a fancy stance. He then began charging at the robot.  “Choshukenjinkenshurupaishurupohamitsuhamatsuchojorichojorichojorikamasiwastsugirihagirishopentamatsuhojenkojenkojirashurukenaginatsentaburutaburotamasakikerderkenfujitorohajutsuhajutsokitorohanarubobarabobarotaijutsumonomoromenemanematakehasajitsukorome-ha flying fantastic air special supreme attack!” The robot master was like “NO WAY! IMPOSSIBURU!” I flying beam shot out from  Tommy's sword and knocked the robot master's sword right out of his hand. Tommy then pulled out a giant handgun and shot the robot master several times in the face. The robot master died instantly. “How did you do that!?” Scooter asked. “Yeah!” Said bin-bin, “He only hit your sword 50 times!” Tommy smirked with confidence, “Each time he hit my sword, he was hitting my sword twice.” “AH!” The group said collectively. “How did you pull that off?” Asked Bobby-joe-sue-chan. “I learned another technique, the babasurimatsukurimatsuhanajobikonamikawaiihurumahurumakakawazamasachi double tap of swiftness technique, which taps the sword twice each time it blocks, and I knew the robot master was counting, and I used that to his advantage by letting him hit me after the 98th blow, and thats how I was able to surprise him when I used the  Choshukenjinkenshurupaishurupohamitsuhamatsuchojorichojorichojorikamasiwastsugirihagirishopentamatsuhojenkojenkojirashurukenaginatsentaburutaburotamasakikerderkenfujitorohajutsuhajutsokitorohanarubobarabobarotaijutsumonomoromenemanematakehasajitsukorome-ha flying fantastic air special supreme attack.” Tommy explained. 


BUT WAIT! THERE'S MORE! “click click boop beep boop.” Oh no! The robot master isn't actually dead yet. The crew was very surprised. “Initiating self destruct sequence.” The group was all like “AAAH! OH NO!” “Give master Jugenmujugenmugokonosurikekaijarisugesugematsufnfaimatsufuraimatsukurunetokoronisumiyapparikojiyapparikojibaibobaibobaiboshuringashuringanugurindaigurindainobomboribombonanojoukyuumechousuke my regards“ he said with his last breath before his eye lights went out. A timer started. “One hour and thirty minutes till self destruct.” The crew calmed down. “Oh, that's not so bad.” Scooter said. The all continued down to the final basement floor. 

----------------------------

The final robot master

----------------------------


They entered the final basement floor of the tower. It was a museum full of socks. The group hadn't really noticed it, but the roof was higher than they eyes could see. “The fuck is this?” Jimbo asked out loud. “Congratulations!” A random voice said from somewhere. “You're the first people outside of the robot masters that have ever been to this room. “What is this place? A sock museum?” Scooter asked. “That is correct Scotty, this room is result of years of-” Scooter cut him off. “Don't call me Scotty.” “Well, then SCOTTY,  before I send you and your friends to their doom, take a look around, I've collected the socks of every famous buttrocker I've killed, some of your friends might be here.” Scooter looked around the room. Looking closer, he recognized many of the names, most of them his old friends. “Jim Axe... Zyzz Ratter... Steve Whiterich... Bam Hatricks... Terry Jameson.... Jeb Milne...  David Glow... you bastard! They were my friends! I'll make sure they're avenged!” Scooter said, enraged. “Bwahahahahaha you'll have to find me first!” Laughed the voice of the final robot master. There was a “mmmph!” behind them, they turned around to find Bobby-Sue missing. “Bobby-Sue!” Yelled Jimbo. “Come out you coward!” “Jimbo, Jimbo, Jimbo, if I came out from hiding then I wouldn't have the advantage would I?” They heard a high pitched, muffled, “oh no!” behind them. “Bin-bin nooo!” Tommy said as the group turned around. “You bastard I'll kill you!” Scooter said even more enraged. “Teeheehee, you'll have to find me first.” Said the voice. 


Tommy, Scooter and Jimbo went back to back, on guard for the next attack. Maybe if they were smart they would have realized that the attacks were coming from above. A giant robot spider alien swooped down and quickly spun a web around both of them and pulled them up. Scooter dropped his sword. “Oh no I dropped my sword!” Said Scooter as he dropped his sword. Robot boss number 12 pulled them up to the ceiling and hung them up in a cocoon with all of their friends. “AH HAHA HAHA!” Laughed the robot boss, “It's too bad that you didn't realize that I was a spider robot alien giant, and because you didn't anticipate that you weren't expecting an attack from above, and now that you are tied up and unable to get to your sword which is my only weakness, you are unable to kill me now and I am the victor! AH HAHA! AH HAHA HAHA HAHA!” Laughed the spider. Scooter then remembered that he had a sub weapon equipped. Struggling to reach into his pocket, Scooter pulled out the knive and cut through the cocoon and stabbed the boss in the face. “AAAAHHHH!!!! TINY DAGGERS! MY ONLY WEAKNESS!!!!! bleagh.” He said as he died. The ceiling was only about 12 feet high, so he cut the others free and they climbed down. “Cool, well that settles that, now where are those dragonballs?” Scooter asked the others. “They're probably hidden around here somewhere. Lets look around” Bobby-Joe suggested. They looked around, Tommy eventually uncovered a hidden door, so they went in. They went down a long tunnel, at the end of it, sat an old hermit crab. “Where are the Dragonballs?” Scooter demanded. The hermit spoke up. “To acquire the dragonballs that you seek, you must first answer my riddle, what has four legs in the morning, two legs in the afternoo-” Scooter pulled out his gun and shot him in the face. “Awww come on Scooter, you know how much I love riddles.” Tommy said, disappointed. “The old man groaned and fell over, the dragonballs fell out of his robe thing.” Said the narrator. Jimbo scooped em up and put them into his glasses. “Alright, we got em, now lets get outta here.” He said. 


A convenient voice came onto the speakers. “One minute till self destruction.” It said. Everyone panicked. “The fuck? I thought we had an hour!” Someone yelled. Jimbo didn't even say anything, he started booking it for the exit, and the others quickly followed. At some point Jimbo was like “I'm too old for this shit.” or something. They were unable to escape on time, and they died being crushed by a billion tons of steel and concrete and dirt and death.


They died a horrible and painful death, and the world population was soon decimated by global warming and fiery deaths and everybody died and it sucked ass. 

-------------------------------------------------------

Chapter 17: Hey they made it out somehow

-------------------------------------------------------


The crew made it out somehow. “Thanks again Mr. Narrator!” Scooter said as he approached the top floor of the tower. He kicked it open to reveal a chair facing away, a butler next to the machine, and Tommy, tied up and suspended above a pool of piranhas and aids. “Who the hell are you guys?” Scooter said. Cigar smoke rose up from behind the chair. A familiar voice spoke. “You see, jazz, is like the new coke, it'll be around forever.” The chair spun around, sitting in the chair was another chair, and that chair turned into Darth Cosby. “Darth Cosby I should have known!” Jimbo yelled. “Yes, it is I, Darth Cosby. I believe you took something from me.” He flicked his wrist and the dragonballs flew out from behind Jimbo's glasses. “Hey!” Jimbo said unnecessarily. The dragon balls flew into Darth Cosby's hands. “Perfect, now all I need to do is wait for Michael Bolton to bring me the rest of the dragon balls, and then buttrock will be gone forever! AHAHAHAHA!” Scooter panicked. He totally saw Michael Bolton at Buttrock City, he kinda wondered what he was doing there, but didn't really worry too much about it. “You bastard!” someone said. “Yes, and after I kill you, my allies, the giant alien robot spiders will finish off your armies, and there will be no one left to stop me! Zip zop boopity zoop!” Scooter pulled out his sword. Darth Cosby pulled out his magic light saber of christian morals. They had an epic duel. Sweet Georgia Brown started playing. Darth Cosby seemed to be gaining the upper hand as he lectured Scooter about the dangers of drug abuse. Scooter soon realized why he was loosing, the Sweet Georgia Brown tune was totally not empowering his flame of buttrock. He jumped back. 

“Kairoshoikentaikomussenkaitomashenjobarubitotanakanatafushirojojenhatsimuri flash!” Yelled Scooter as he threw a smoke bomb. In the confusion of the smoke, he managed to find the juke box and change the song to “Every Rose Has It's Thorn.” “Phew.” Said Scooter as a sword stabbed through his back. Darth Cosby quickly pulled out his sword as Scooter fell to the ground. Poison started playing that 12 string as Scooter lay there in a puddle of his own blood. Darth Cosby continued his lecturing. “You see, it's music like this that doesn't respect the rules of society, and that leads to pushing the envelope, and soon, the kids start listening to the rap music, and when they listen to the rap music, you start having dead kids on the streets, mothers who are too high on drugs to feed their kids, and soon the neighborhoods aren't safe to walk in, young kids doing drive bys and such. Ah ah ah.” Scooter wasn't even listening to him. Every rose has its thorn was giving him the feels as he was dying. His whole life was flashing by his eyes, every great moment, from beginning to end, good times and bad times. It was all so beautiful, he began crying. “Am I finally getting to you boy? Are you finally ready to repent and join Jesus Christ?” Scooter stood up, the fire of buttrock still burning strong within him. “I regret nothing.” He says as the fire inside his heart began to grow. “I enjoyed every moment of my life, from beginning to end, I have no regrets. Suddenly his mind flashed to the girl on the train. Maybe he did have some regrets. Not saving the world being one of them. Damn that sucks. Chorus starts playing. Scooter's eyes turn into fountain sprinklers.“Then go to hell.” Said Darth Cosby as he swing his lightsaber of justice. Scooter grabbed the lightsaber with his hand. “WHAT!? YOU CAN'T DO THAT! NOT FAIR!” Yelled Darth Cosby. Scooters buttrock aura began to glow. He looked up with tears in his eyes, his makeup running down his face. “I can't die until I see her again.” Guitar solo starts as Scooter breaks the lightsaber in half with his fists. He grabs his sword and kills Darth Cosby while playing the solo along to the juke box. 


“Ah, you got me.” Says Darth Cosby. “But it's only just begun, the true masters behind Octagon are...” he said as he died. Scooter didn't even care, he kept on shredding. His wounds were healing with the power of buttrock. After the song ended, he concentrated his buttrock powers and blew up the juke box. “Wait, did you said something about other masters?” He said as he turned to Darth Cosby. “Bill? You still with us?” He said as he kicked his corpse. The rest of the group forgot they were there for a minute. They started applauding, and being like “Yeah! Way to go Scooter!” “Awesome! You did it buddy!” and stuff. Suddenly the tower that was actually a space ship the whole time began taking off! “OH NO!” Everyone shouted at the same time. 

----------------------------------------

The great outer space adventure

----------------------------------------


Oh snap! They in outer space now! The rocket tower headed towards a giant mothership. Oh no! Giant robot spider aliens began attaching themselves to the exterior of the towership. Oh no! It was giant alien robot spiders the whole time! “Hey check it out!” Said Deuce. “This ship is armed with 2 nukes!” “Awesome!” Said Scooter. “Fire away!” Deuce armed the nukes and launched them at the mothership. It exploded. YAY! Everyone was super stoked. But as soon as the clouds cleared, they saw that there was an even bigger mothership behind it. Damn! The Rocketower got pulled in by its tracktor beem and soon giant alien robot spiders were invading their ship. The group was fighting them off as best as they could, but they can't hold on for much longer. Suddenly, that old juke box started playing again somehow. It started playing the Purple Ponies hit “Danger in the Night” and the alien robot spider giants were like “nooo stop turn it off!” and they started malfunctioning. “No way!” Scooter said enthusiastically. “Their weakness is buttrock! That's awesome and convenient!” They all grabbed their instruments and started rocking with the power of a thousand butts. They put all of their gear on hover karts and began flying around the mothership destroying everything. They cleared their way to the mothernest, and there sat mother spider and her children. “How dare you bring such filth into my mothership! You will be destroyed!”  She said with her robot spider voice. It seems that she was unnafected by the music. The minions were almost upon them when Scooter busted out the juciest, most heart melting buttrock solo ever heard. The spider queen was unaffected and she killed them all. Ok sorry I'll stop doing that. The robot queen burst into tears. “Emotions, does not compute! Must resist!” It said as it started blasting some mathcore. “Oh no it's too loud!” Scooter said. “What!?” said everyone else. Scooter turned his amp up to 12 and busted out tasty hot solo over the mathcore. As he shredded, the mathcore song magically began changing into a buttrock song. “HOW!? HOW IS THIS POSSIBLE!?” The robot queen spider alien giant yelled as she exploded. All of the others shut down. 


“Hell yeah!” Everyone shouted. They won! Suddenly the sound of a 1960s horror space ship came down upon them. It was Dr. Wily in his mini space ship! “Dr. Wily I knew it was you!” Scooter yelled. “You've foiled my plans again Scooter Magoo, but I'll be back soon! By the way, I have your dragon balls! Hahahahaha!” Said Dr. Wily as he closed the roof and took off. “Come back here!” Scooter yelled as Dr. Wily's space ship broke the roof of the great hall in the mothership. “Oh no! We're gonna get sucked out!” Said Tommy. Everyone looked at him baffled. “Why would that happen?” Bobby-Sue asked. “I dunno, I just thought that might happen for some reason.” Tommy explained. “Damnit! We're fucked! He got the dragon balls!” Scooter changed the subject. Jimbo let out a “heh” Scooter turned. “What's so funny?” “Those dragon balls that I hid in my glasses were fakes that I made. Those were the same ones we left in the space ship.” Jimbo said with a smirk. Everyone was stoked. Scooter jumped with enthusiasm. “Really? Jimbo that's awesome! Where are the real dragon balls?” Jimbo's expression lessened. “They're in my ass.” Scooter snickered (do people still say that? Fuck it, I'm using it.) “Very funny Jimbo, where'd you hide em?” “They're in my ass Scooter, and I need help getting them out.” He said with a serious expression. “Oh, you're serious? Why'd you put them in your ass?” “Where else was I supposed to put them?” Jimbo said a bit embarassed. “Look, we'll deal with that when we get back to earth, right now we need to find an escape pod and get out of here.” said Jimbo. “I still can't believe you shoved those giant balls up your ass.” said Scooter laughing. “When we get back, I'm gonna make you pull them out.” Jimbo said with a smirk. Scooter was still laughing. “hahaha no way.” “We'll deal with that later, lets get out of here.” So they got in the escape pod and got out of there. 

-----------------------

On their way back 

-----------------------


The group was enjoying the most luxurious escape pod. It was built for spider giant alien robots, so it was quite big. It had a hot tub, a full bar, human strippers (and robot strippers too), all the good drugs, a giant flat screen tv, 30 sofas and or beds, a water slide, and a stage surrounded by a pool. All of the slaves they rescued joined them in an awesome party on the way back, and get to enjoy a private show of the Purple Pwnies. But of course, something has to go wrong for the sake of a good story. Suddenly, there was a loud thump that jostled the ship a bit. “What was that?” Asked everybody on the space ship at the same time. Suddenly, a ghost ship appeared! “Really? You already did that, cmon Eric you can do better than that.” Said Scooter, disappointed. Fine asshole. Suddenly the entire Baratheon army was between them and earth. “Let us pass!” Scooter yelled. Stannis Baratheon rode out in front of the space ships on his horse. “I am the rightful king! This land is my land!” He yelled as he threw a fork at Scooter. “Nobody wants you was their king.” Scooter said. “Kneel before me or die.” Said Stannis with an angry voice. Scooter didn't back down. “So be it.” Said Stannis. Lady Melissandra appeared and spread her legs. An army of shadow queef demons came out of her vagina. Scooter used the magic stone and summoned the ghost ship. “It's morphin time!” Said Scooter. The ghost ship transformed into a giant robot, with the escape pot attaching to it as the head. A Sword came out of nowhere and flew into the robots hands. SHWING! Epic sexy pose.


Stannis Wasn't threatened, the army of shadow queefs also morphed together to form a giant robot. And so the epic robot battle ensued. The army of dead ghost pirates poured out of the good robot to deal with Stannis's army. As the two robots fought, the shadow queef robot kept saying “For the night is dark and full of terrors.” over and over and over again. Eventually Scooter and friends got tired of this, and started shredding some buttrock. “What is this?” Stannis said in awe, everyone stopped. “This music is amazing! I've never heard anything so awesome what is this?” Scooter stepped out of the space ship. “It's face melting glam metal buttrock shred with blues influences.” Scooter explained. “How...” Stannis was at a loss for words. “Let us pass, and we will show you the way.” Said Scooter. Stannis nodded, and then looked at his army. Stannises army opened up for them. “Come with us.” Scooter said. “Aye.” Said Stannis. Ser Davos stepped in. “Your grace, I don't think that this is a very wise decision.” “Are you questioning my decision Ser Davos?” Ser Davos knelt at his feet. “Your grace, I am only concerned for your safety.” He said. “No worries if you change your mind, we've got to go though.” So Scooter and his friends and their giant robot headed towards earth, and Stannis and his army followed them. 

---------------------------------------------------

Chapter 9: This book needs more tragedy

----------------------------------------------------

When they got to Buttrock city it was in ruins. “Jesus Christ is this book ever going to end?” The reader asked himself. “Woah, my thoughts are appearing on the paper, how is this even possible?” he continued to ask himself, “This book is fucking weird but I really want to keep reading.” And so he did.  Buttrock city, in shambles. Dead bodies of fellow buttrockers, destroyed homes, bee infestations everywhere. “WHAT HAPPENED!?” Scooter, his friends, the rescued prisoners, Stannis and his army all yelled at the same time. There was a giant tv screen on the center stage that suddenly turned on. It was a slowly scrolling message. “Hello Scotty, it's been awhile. I've captured some of your friends and I'm holding them hostage, if you ever want to see them alive again, bring the remaining two dragon balls to your old elementary school in Detroit. Leave your army behind or your friends die. Love, your arch nemesis.” “God that took a long time to read, did he really have to make the message scroll that slow? That was just painful.” Scooter complained. “Arch nemesis huh?” Jimbo asked. “Which one?” “Hell if I know, I've got like 20 of em.” Scooter said looking at the damage done. “Well shit, looks like we have to play ball.” He said. “Not necessarily.” Jimbo said. “Scooter turned to him. “Whatchu mean?” 

----------------------------

What does he mean?

----------------------------

They went down into the ruins of buttrock city, pretty much everyone was dead. Bad times. As they were checking stuff out the buttrock wizard and his magic fleet of flying horsemen flew down from the sky. “My word!” He said. “Who could have done this!?” Scooter explained the message to the butrock wizard. “The Dragonballs!” He shouted as he went to the great dining hall where they once ate. “Shamblagooooo!” The wizard said as he waved his hands. The great table disappeared and turned into a staircase going down. Fucking rad. They all went down to the room to find a spot where the dragon balls should be only they weren't. Oh no. “Shit, how did they possibly get down here?” Scooter said. The buttrock wizard was silent for a moment as they all stared at him for answers. “There was, another student.” He finally spoke up. “AH! Another student besides me master!?” Scooter said surprised. “Yes,” the buttrock wizrard responded. Everyone was in awe. “His name is Chet Chagoo, he was my student many years ago. I taught him everything I knew, but eventually he decided that his heart belonged to neo nazi punk rock with melodic death metal influences. He left, and vowed to use the powers that I taught him to destroy buttrock. I knew he'd be back one day, he must have been waiting for this day for a long time, I got careless, and now, they've captured your brother and his troops.” “OH NO!” Said Scooter, “I have to defeat him and get the other dragon balls and my brother and his troops out of there!” he declared as he stood up. “No! You must not face him alone, his powers of buttrock are stronger than you can imagine! Mixed in with his evil powers of neo nazi punk rock with melodic death metal influences, this is a force we must all face together, I will come with you, and we must put an end to this paragraph.”

Everyone stood up and high fived for some reason. “But how will we get our friends back safetly?” Scooter asked, “They're holding them hostage for the dragon balls!” Scooter said, reminding everyone of the plot. Jimbo pulled out his giant nutsack. Oh wait, it was just a sack with the dragon balls. “Wait Jimbo how'd you get those?” Scooter said, “I thought they were hidden on the ship?” Jimbo smirked. “These are fake, I had these made while we were in LA just in case.” Yasseah! Smart thinking Jimbo. “Awesome sauce!” The buttrock wizard said, “We can use the fake dragon balls to trade for your brother and friends, wipe out Chet Chagoo and his army, then take the real dragon balls and wish for everything to be good times again!” 


and so preparations for the final battle begun. As they were loading things up onto the ships, Scooter sat down to tie his shoes. “Hey Scooter, you got a sec?” Tommy yelled from the distance. “Yo Tommy what's up?” Scooter replied. “Hey, there's something I need to ask you confidentially.” “Sure what is it?” “You can't tell anyone.” “of course of course, I won't tell anyone.” Scooter said half believably. Tommy Shifted uncomfortably. “I uh...” “Cmon spit it out” Scooter said impatiently. “I'm afraid of doctors, there I said it.” “Scooter looked bewildered.” Scooter said, bewilderingly. “Wait seriously?” Scooter said. “Yeah, I just had a request. If I get wounded on the battlefield, just let me die and wish me back with the dragon balls. I really don't wanna have to deal with any doctors.” Scooter chuckled. “You really hate doctors that much?” Tommy looked off into the distance. “Yeah... it's a long story.” Scooter smiled gerspaciously. “Well now seems like a good time for some flashbacks anyways.” Tommy sighed. “Well, it all began when I was 9...”

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
When Tommy was 9. I'm too lazy to do the math on what year that is.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------


“When I was 
