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AUTHOR’S NOTE
 
 
The Japanese are the greatest thing to ever happen to this planet. Without them, I probably wouldn’t even bother waking up in the morning. Just thinking about their music, movies, and culture makes me so happy that I want to put tiny windmills on my nipples and run around a grocery store singing the Digimon theme song at the top of my lungs. If anyone feels the same way about the Japanese and wants to do this with me some time, please let me know.
The Ultra Fuckers is an underground Japanese band that I like. However, the Ultra Fuckers in this book really have nothing to do with the real Ultra Fuckers. The Japanese characters in this book are over-embellished caricatures taken from a combination of personalities from the members of Guitar Wolf, Hardcore Dude, The Boredoms, Melt Banana, and a dozen other crazy noise punk bands.
“Ultra Fuckers” is one of the shortest books I’ve written. This is a good thing, in my opinion. If I can cut a book down to as few pages as possible, I am happy. I’m not a fan of fluff or filler in fiction. As a reader, I hate overwritten books. I like my books to be as lean as possible.
F. Scott Fitzgerald once told Tom Wolfe that all writers fall into two camps: the “putter-inners” and the “taker-outers.” The putter-inners (ex: Stephen King, Tom Wolfe, Herman Melville) are writers who try to improve their work by adding more text. Their books tend to be very fat and overly descriptive. They have difficulty deleting text, even if it is useless fluff. The taker-outers (ex: Gustave Flaubert, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Antoine de Saint-Exupery) are those who try to improve their work by deleting text. Their books tend to be slender and tight. They make sure every word counts. But they have difficulty adding and expanding on their work
I am definitely a taker-outer. I firmly believe that less is more. After I write a first draft of a book, I start cutting things. I strip the story down to its bare essence. In my opinion, a book that is supermodel-thin is beautiful.
F. Scott Fitzgerald believed that taker-outers were better than putter-inners. I disagree with this completely. Although I prefer books by taker-outers, I think that both writing methods have their strengths and weaknesses. It also seems that most people prefer fat, overwritten books, judging by the size of books in the bookstores these days, so there’s nothing wrong with being a putter-inner.
Of course, if you really think about it, it’s bullcrap to place everyone into two black and white categories. I’m sure there are writers who are good (or bad) at both. So I guess we can say that F. Scott Fitzgerald is full of shit. But, then, if you think about it, we can say that all authors are full of shit, including (or especially) me. If you ask me, you’re better off just ignoring us egotistical sons of bitches. We should be lucky that you bother to read our books at all.
“Ultra Fuckers” is my second stab at absurdist suburban
horror. The first was “Menstruating Mall.” This is the kind of horror that I find the scariest. Murderers, zombies, alien creatures, demons… they aren’t anything
compared to the suburbs. There’s nothing that makes my skin crawl more than a clean, brand new, wholesome
suburban neighborhood. The Southwestern-style neighborhoods
of Arizona where I was raised are especially terrifying.
 
—Carlton Mellick III, 2/2/2008



CHAPTER ONE
SUBURBAN
WASTELAND


Tammy and Tony are waiting outside the entrance of the Eagle Hills gated community; they aren’t speaking to one another and they are ten minutes late for a dinner party.
Tammy has the radio vexatiously loud to create a barrier of noise between them, a curtain dividing the car. She doesn’t want to hear him flaring his nostrils or sniffing at the air, as she cleans her square glasses with a moist towelette.
Tony frowns at the radio. His wife knows that he can’t handle listening to the radio so loud, especially when it’s the news. The volume is up so high that he can’t even understand what is going on overseas or what corner the president has backed himself into this time. He flares his nostrils at Tammy and then sniffs the air—something he does whenever he’s nervous.
The gate attendant is not letting them through. He is sitting there at his post, staring at them with a librarian face. Tony gets out of the car.
“Excuse me,” he says to the gate attendant.
The attendant does not move.
“What’s wrong with him?” Tony mutters.
Tammy responds by blowing her lenses dry.
“Are you sure this is the right place?” Tony asks.
Tammy responds by closing the driver’s side door to stop the air conditioning from leaking out. Her husband untucks his shirt at her and approaches the security post. He pulls out a folded piece of paper and presses it face-forward against the plexiglass.
“I’ve got the passcode but I’m not sure where I’m supposed to enter it,” he tells the gate attendant.
The attendant just stares forward with his librarian face.
“Hello?” Tony taps the plexiglass to get his attention.
Nothing.
Tony stands there holding up the passcode at the motionless man until Tammy honks the horn at them.
As soon as the horn sounds, the gate opens. Tammy continues
honking until Tony tucks his shirt back in and returns to the car.
“We’re late,” she says, but Tony can’t hear her over the blaring newscaster.


This is the first time Tony has ever gone with Tammy to one of her company’s social functions. He wanted to watch the hockey game during the company picnic. He wanted to drink himself stupid with his old college buddies during the company Christmas party. He pretended to be ill on her company’s family bowling night. He said he had to work late every single time her co-workers invited them out for drinks after work. But Tony couldn’t wiggle his way out of this one. Tammy’s boss has a special dinner planned for tonight. He insisted that all married couples bring their spouses. Tammy would never forgive him if he ruined this for her.
“Why do you even bother going to these things?” Tony always asks.
“Because I have to,” Tammy always responds.
“Why? You don’t get paid to go to them. You don’t even like any of these people.”
“You don’t understand. If I don’t go they’ll think that I’m not serious about my job.”
“It’s not like you’d get fired for skipping the company picnic.”
“They want their employees to take an outside interest in the company. The job has to be more than just a paycheck to us.”
“How can working in benefits for a cell phone company be more than just a paycheck to anyone?”
“That’s how the corporate world works. You have to make everyone believe that you love your job and are proud to be working for your company. You have to make friends with your coworkers and take an interest in their lives outside of work. You have to ask them about their children and laugh at their jokes. You don’t have to always socialize with your boss and coworkers outside of work, but you have to
want
to always socialize with your boss and coworkers outside of work.”
“Why can’t you just go to work, do a good job, and go home?” Tony always asks.
“You just don’t get it,” Tammy always responds.


Tony has never worked in the corporate world. He likes to work with his hands. He owns his own landscaping business and works out of his truck. His employees are a couple Tongans and a couple high school football players. The only problem with the Tongans is that they don’t know much English and the only problem with the high school kids is that they always bug him to buy them beer. Tony rectified these problems by having the Tongans buy the teenagers their beer and having the teenagers be the ones who communicate with the Tongans. It’s not fun working at the crack of dawn but he loves finishing his day at lunch time.
Though not a fan of upper middleclass tract housing developments like Eagle Hills, Tony has done his share of landscaping jobs for similar communities. Because every yard of every house in these communities use the same materials and the same basic layout, the planners don’t need to hire professional landscapers for these projects. They prefer to hire workers from cheaper independent companies like Tony’s.
It’s not that Tony doesn’t appreciate the work, but every time he helps create one of these cookie-cutter neighborhoods it’s like he’s giving up a tiny piece of his soul. The houses have no history or character, no imagination or flavor. They just seem bland and lifeless, much like the people who live inside them.
Two things Tony never wanted for his life were to work in the corporate world or to live in a cookie-cutter house.


Once inside the gates of Eagle Hills, Tony notices many empty lots near the entrance containing half a dozen bulldozers and stacks of construction materials. Tammy said this development is new, but she never said it was still under construction. He wonders if Tammy’s boss might be able to get him in touch with the housing planner to see if they need some extra landscapers. If he could get some new work out of it, this dinner party might not be such a waste after all.
The neighborhood looks the same as all the other housing developments he has worked on outside of Scottsdale. They all have that same hideously pseudo-Southwestern style, with sunset-colored gravel yards, Palo Verde trees, pueblo-colored roof tiles, and rough stucco paint jobs, all of which are somehow supposed to appear deserty…even though none of these materials can be found naturally in this desert.
All of the houses seem pretty empty. Most of them probably haven’t sold yet. They pass a few houses with cars in their driveways, but they don’t see any people or anyone else driving on the road.
Tony turns off the radio.
“Okay, now where is this place?”
Tammy opens her purse and casually flips through her belongings for the address.
“Come on, come on,” Tony grunts.
Tammy doesn’t search any faster.
“Why did you put the directions back in your purse?”
“I didn’t want to lose them,” she says, continuing her search.
Tony stops the car in the middle of the road.
“Why are you stopping?” Tammy asks.
“I’m waiting for you.”
“Keep driving. We’re already late.”
“I’m not going anywhere until I know where I’m supposed to go. I don’t want to get lost in this place.”
“You’re blocking traffic,” she says.
“Do you see anyone else on the road?” he says.
“Just GO!” Tammy says, stomping a high-heeled shoe
on Tony’s foot.
Tony pushes her away. “Fine, I’m going. You big baby.”
Tammy notices the party invitation is now in her lap. It must have been stuck to the bottom of her purse the whole time.
“Here,” she says, throwing the directions at him.
“Don’t give them to me, read them,” Tony says.
“You
read them.”
“I’m driving.”
“Yeah, at 2 miles an hour. You drive like an old man.”
Tony flares and unflares his nostrils several times until Tammy turns the radio back on and separates them by the curtain of noise.


The address is 26H7K SE Pueblo. Tony wonder’s why the address has letters in them. He wonders if it is a typo.
Tony can’t read any of the addresses printed on the sides of the brick mailboxes along the side of the road. The twilight sun is shining in their eyes. He turns the radio down.
“Help me find the place. I can’t read the addresses.”
“You’re so blind,” Tammy says, taking the directions away from him.
“Just read one of them for me.”
Tammy tries to read one of them.
“Well?” he asks.
“Ummm…” Tammy rolls down her window and leans
in to get a better look.
“Read it already.”
“I can’t... ”
“Christ.” Tony stops the car.
“They’re not even addresses,” Tammy says.
Tony opens his door and leans closer to a mailbox. The numerals on the side of the mailbox are just five gold zeroes with lines through them. He looks at a front door. No address. He looks at a curb. Nothing there either. It’s like every house has the same address: 00000.
“Maybe they haven’t given the houses addresses yet,” Tammy says.
“They give houses addresses before they’re even built.”
“Well, I don’t know. Just keep going. Maybe I’ll recognize someone’s car.”
Tony drives on.
“What road is this?” Tammy asks as they approach the intersection.
“Pueblo Drive,” Tony says.
“I thought we were already on Pueblo... ”
“We’re on Pueblo Blvd. This is Pueblo Drive.”
“They live on Pueblo.”
“Which Pueblo? Blvd or Drive?”
“It doesn’t say.”
They keep driving.
“Just read me the directions,” Tony says.
“They say turn right on Pueblo. We did that. It will be the second house after P. Circle.”
“Why didn’t you just say so?” Tony says. “We don’t need
the address as long as we can find P. Circle.”


They continue down the road for twenty minutes, keeping an eye out for P. Circle. They pass Pueblo Court, Pueblo Mountain Road, Old Pueblo Way, New Old Pueblo Way, Pueblo Sunset Ridge, Sunset Pueblo Ridge, Pueblo Cactus Road, St. Pueblo Cactus Street, Los Pueblos Drive, Sunset Cactus Pueblo Court, Pueblo Creek Road, Cactus Mountain Pueblo New Sunset Ridge Place, and Cactus Sunset Drive (AKA Pueblo Street).
After that, the road curves and becomes Pueblo
Street. Then the road ends at Pueblo Circle.
“Is this P. Circle?” Tony asks.
“I guess P. could stand for Pueblo.”
“But the road ends here,” Tony says. “It’s supposed to be two houses after P. Circle.”
“Turn right,” Tammy says. “I’m sure it’s around here somewhere.”
Tony does as she says.


Pueblo Circle curves into Old Pueblo Circle. Tony doesn’t understand how there can be an
old
version of Pueblo Circle since both of them were created at the same time only months ago. They arrive at another street called Pueblo Drive, then another street called Pueblo Circle, then another street called Pueblo Blvd. They aren’t sure if these are the same streets they have seen before or if they are new streets with the exact same names. They turn on Pueblo.
“This is absolutely ridiculous,” Tony says. “How in the world do they expect anyone to find their way around in here?”
“I can’t believe how late you’re making us,” Tammy says.
“Oh, please,” Tony says. “You’re the one with the directions.”
“You’re doing this on purpose.” Tammy says. “You’re just trying to wiggle your way out of going to this dinner party.”
“If I knew it was going to take us this long to find the place I never would have agreed to come,” Tony says. “I mean, come on, everything looks
exactly
the same here. I don’t know how anyone could ever find their way around in this place, even if they lived here.”
“I knew you’d ruin this for me somehow,” Tammy says.


They drive in circles for another forty minutes, turning on the same roads or similar-sounding roads, driving up and down block after block searching for cars that Tammy recognizes. So far, they haven’t seen many cars in the neighborhood at all. Tammy is looking for Gina’s red mini-cooper or George’s black BMW, but the few automobiles they have seen were either silver SUVs or silver 4-door sedans.
“I’m going to have to call him,” Tammy says, taking her cell phone out of her purse.
“You could have called him this whole time?” Tony says.
“I didn’t realize his number was on the invitation,” she says.
Tony groans. “What a bonehead.”
She programs his phone number into her speed dial and clicks
send.
“He’s going to be so mad that we’re late,” she says.
“No, he’s not, Tammy,” Tony says.
“You don’t understand how critical he is about this kind of stuff,” Tammy says, listening to her cell phone.
“Well, tough beans.”
“You see,” she says, closing her cell phone and dropping it onto the back seat. “He’s turned his phone off. He’s got to be pissed.”
“Yeah, right,” Tony says under his breath.
Tammy turns on the radio full blast but there is only
static. She switches the station to some classic guitar music, but there is a lot of static bleeding into this channel
as well so she just turns it off.
Tony stretches his neck over the steering wheel and makes a bulldog face until Tammy laughs. Tony knows that making funny faces is the easiest way to cheer her up. But her smile quickly turns to a frown as Tony unintentionally sniffs at the air again.



CHAPTER TWO
HERE YOUR
POP FOOD


Tammy and Tony are driving aimlessly through the streets of the Eagle Hills gated community; the sun has gone down and they are seventy-eight minutes late for a dinner party.
“Try calling again,” Tony says. “Leave a message.”
“I don’t want him to know we’ve been driving in circles
for over an hour,” she says. “I’m going to tell him we had car trouble.”
“If you don’t tell him we’re lost how is he going to help us find the place? I’m sure he understands that this place can get more than a little confusing.”
“You don’t understand,” she says. “If I tell him we’re lost it means that it was my fault and that I can’t follow directions properly. But if I tell him we had car trouble, then it is the car’s fault.”
“But wouldn’t having an unreliable car also make you look bad? If he can tell you’re lying won’t that make you look even worse? Besides it wasn’t your fault he gave us crummy directions.”
Tammy calls and leaves him a message. She says that there was an accident on the freeway and that she will be there any minute.
“He’s still not answering,” Tammy says.
“Why’d he put his phone number on the invitation if he wasn’t going to answer his phone?”
“He probably would have answered the phone if we called him before seven.”
“Well, call Gina. You have her phone number don’t you?”
“I keep all of their business cards in my wallet,” she says. “But I think they only list their work numbers and their work email addresses.”
“With your company, I’m surprised they don’t force you to program everyone’s home phone numbers into your cells.”
“I wish they would have,” she says.


Another twenty minutes goes by.
“Call him again,” Tony says. “We’re never going to find it otherwise.”
“I can’t tell him we’re lost now,” she says. “I already told him an accident made us late.”
“Well, it’s possible that an accident made us late and we also couldn’t find the place.”
“Do you know how bad it sounds to have two excuses?”
“No matter how probable they are?”
“George doesn’t buy excuses, even when they’re true. Remember the time I had food poisoning and he assumed I just wanted to have a three day weekend?”
“The guy’s an idiot,” Tony says. “It’s his fault we’re late. If you don’t call him I’m going to.”
“You can’t call him. He doesn’t know you.”
“I don’t care. I’m hungry and I’m sick of this.”
“Dinner’s probably almost over by now.”
“Then why don’t we just go home?”
“We’re not going home. I already told him we were almost there. We have to at least show up so I can save face. I don’t care if we’re only there for desert.”
“I should’ve gotten a burger while you were getting ready,” Tony says. “I’ve been starving for hours.”
“You don’t eat ten minutes before a dinner party, you pig,” Tammy says. “You’re not supposed to eat that crap anyway.”
Tony imitates the hungry whimper of a hound dog. He always does that to be cute when Tammy won’t let him eat the food he wants.


Another hour passes.
They drive slowly through the dimly lit streets of Eagle Hills. It looks like there are people living in all of these homes. Every house has their porch light on and every living room window glows with the jumpy yellow light of television sets.
They come across a house that doesn’t fit with the
others. It is the only building with a hint of uniqueness. It’s constructed with the same materials as the other houses, the same gravel yard, the same stucco walls, the same windows. Only instead of where a garage would be there is a drive-thru window. Instead of a mailbox there is a cactus-shaped sign that reads “Eagle Hills Pop Food” in a fancy yet deserty font, with the silhouette of a howling coyote head. A spot light shines on an
open
sign above the front door. Though it says it is open, there doesn’t seem to be any signs of life.
Tony stops in front of the building.
“What is it?” Tammy asks.
“Looks like an independent fast food franchise,” Tony says.
“What is it doing here?”
“This place is so big and out of the way that they probably need their own restaurants and stores.”
Tony drives the car into the driveway.
“What are you doing?” Tammy asks.
“Getting some food. I’m hungry.”
He follows the driveway around the back of the house where the back yard should have been. Instead, there is a mini-parking lot and a food menu.
“You can’t eat now. We need to find the place.”
“I’m starving,” Tony cries.
“Can’t you wait, porky?” Tammy says.
“No,” he says. “If we missed dinner, I’m eating now.”
“We won’t be there long. Wait until the way home.”
“It’ll take two minutes.”
“God, you’re such a pain.”
The drive-thru menu doesn’t look as commercial as a normal fast food place. It looks more like a church’s event calendar. There is everything from cheeseburgers to chicken sandwiches to pizza to burritos to hotdogs to chili cheese tater tots.
The intercom system is more like the kind you would find in a house rather than on a fast food menu. Tony reaches his hand out the window and holds the button
in as he speaks.
“Ummm… hello?” he says.
He releases the button but there’s only static.
“Are they even open?” Tammy asks.
Tony hushes her. He pushes the button down and speaks loudly into the intercom. “I’d like a bacon cheeseburger, a fish taco, a large curly fry, a large coke, and... ” He turns to Tammy. “Do you want anything?”
She grinds her fist at him and shakes her head. Then spits and pouts into her purse.
“That’ll be it,” he says.
He waits for a response. Only static.
“Nobody’s there, dumbshit.”
“Somebody’s there... ” Tony says.
He drives around the side of the house to the payment window. It isn’t actually a window, more like a drive-thru ATM. On the screen there is a list of the items he ordered and a total. There is a flashing green light telling him to “slide card now.” Tony slides his visa debit card through the slot. The blinking light says “thank you” and then “please pull forward” as a receipt prints for him.
The pickup window is also not a window. It looks more like a microwave door on the side of the house. On the microwave there is a sign the reads “Your order will be ready in:” and then there is a counter. Only 16 seconds left. As soon as it counts down to zero, the door pops open and a tray holding a large white drink and a large white bag slides out toward the car window. There’s still not a sign of any employees. No sound coming through the walls.
“It’s all automated,” Tony says.
“It’s probably horrible,” Tammy says.
Tony grabs the bag and plops it on his lap. The bag has a large smiley face on its front under the words, “Here your pop food!”


Parked on the side of the road, Tony makes a slurping noise while opening his food, which he does whenever he wants to be cute while pigging out. Tammy impatiently checks to make sure her makeup is still intact. She steals glances at her husband’s food and groans in disgust.
Tony inhales the cheeseburger and the fries. He notices his wife is glaring at him as he eats.
“What?” Tony asks.
She sneers at him. “Aren’t you going to offer me any of your food?”
“Nope,” he says. “I already asked if you wanted anything and you said
no.”
“Well, I haven’t eaten yet either, you know,” she says.
Tony rolls his eyes at her and throws the fish taco at her lap. “Here, you big baby.”
“I only want half,” she says.
“Just eat it,” he says.
She opens the wrapper and rips the taco in half, spreading white sauce all over her fingers.
“God damn it,” she says at the white sauce on her fingers.
She hands the fish taco to her husband. White sauce drips onto his pants.
“God damn it,” he says to her.
After they finish eating, Tammy calls her boss again. She leaves him a long message stating how Tony has been sick for several days and how he really, really wanted to go to the dinner party to meet everyone, but on the way there he started to get dizzy and had to pull over. He was really trying to make it, but he just wasn’t in as good of a condition as he thought he was. She had to take him straight home and put him to bed. She apologized for not calling about it sooner, but she was really worried. She was hoping she could drive him back and still be able to come out to the dinner party herself, but it’s just too late now. She suggests they all go out to dinner at the Olive Garden sometime next week, after Tony is feeling better. It takes her twelve minutes just to say goodbye.
“Great story,” Tony says.
“I’m going to get fired,” Tammy says.
“Don’t be ridiculous.”
“You wait and see.”


Tony is happy they are going home. Though this trip was a huge waste of time, at least he didn’t have to meet Tammy’s snobbish boss and irritating co-workers. He doesn’t know for sure how snobbish or irritating they are, but the stories Tammy brings back with her after work sure do make them sound like horrible people. It’s possible that Tammy describes people much differently than they really are. She would describe Tony as a stupid lazy fat slob. But Tony runs his own business, so he can’t be that stupid. He wakes up at the crack of dawn to do physical labor every day, so he can’t be lazy. He gets a bigger workout in a day than most people get in a month, so he’s not fat. And the only reason he’s a slob is because he comes home with dirt all over his clothes and doesn’t always shower or change into something clean right away.
Tammy doesn’t see people realistically. For all Tony knows, her coworkers could be some interesting down-to-earth people. But he kind of doubts it. Even if they are decent human beings in their home life, they’ll surely still come off as douchebags by hiding their true personalities for the sake of fitting the behavioral mold that companies expect of their employees. That kind of phony attitude is one thing Tony really hates about the corporate world.
Two things Tony never wanted for his life were to be forced to put on some phony personality for his job or associate with people who use phony personalities because they feel it’s expected of them.


“Now we just need to find our way back out of here,” Tony says.
They spend an hour trying to find their way out.
“The entrance is on Pueblo Drive, right?” Tony asks.
“No, Pueblo Circle,” Tammy says.
“You said the party was at the second house after Pueblo Circle.”
“Oh, yeah.”
“Or did we start on Pueblo Blvd? Yeah, it was Pueblo Blvd.”
They drive street after street, trying to find Pueblo Blvd. None of the streets are familiar, yet they all look the same. They go down Pueblo Place, then Sunset Ridge Pueblo Place, then Old Pueblo Sunset Street, Navajo Pueblo Road, Pueblo Creek Circle, Pueblo Town Circle, Red Pueblo Mountain Way, Navajo Mountain Drive, and Sunset Pueblo Street.
They drive for miles, looking for either Pueblo Blvd or Pueblo Drive. The streets keep going on and on. Tony hits the steering wheel a few times.
“Calm down,” Tammy says.
“I can’t believe this,” he says. “You’d think we would have come across another exit at some point.”
“Maybe there’s just the one entrance,” she says.
“This place is too huge,” he says. “There’s got to be exits everywhere.”
“It’s an IQ test,” she says. “Figure it out.”
“I’d like to see you do better.”
She rubs her cheek against the side of the window.


A couple more hours pass. It is getting very late and they are getting very tired.
“Pull over,” Tammy says. “Ask someone for directions.”
“At this hour?” Tony says. “Everyone’s probably asleep. You can’t just knock on someone’s door. Especially in a neighborhood like this.”
“If you would have asked for directions before it wouldn’t have been too late.”
“No, we just need to keep heading in one direction. Eventually we’ll find the outskirts of the community and will be able to get out.”
“I’m not waiting any longer,” she says. “Pull over. Ask someone for help. If you have to wake them up, then so be it. If they call security, then maybe security will escort us out.”
“People really freak out when you bother them in these neighborhoods,” Tony says. “You knock on a door in the middle of the night and the next thing you know there’s six police cars surrounding you with guns pointed at your head.”
“You’re such a wimp,” she says.
“You do it then, if you’re so tough,” he says.
Tammy turns the radio back on and blares the static as loud as it can go. Tony pulls over and leaves the car. He slams the door and approaches one of the houses.
This house has a silver SUV in the driveway, so he knows somebody lives here. Most of the lights are off inside, but there seems to be a kitchen or bedroom light in the distance. Tony looks through the window in the door to see if anyone is awake. But it is very silent and motionless inside. The house is very clean. It is lightly furnished and lightly decorated with a soft southwestern design. He knows he is going to get hell for this, but he rings the doorbell. He presses his forehead through the window, hoping someone will come out of the back room wide awake.
No movement.
He rings the bell again. It is a loud clamor of a bell that reverberates through the vast living room.
A figure sits up from the couch and turns to him. Tony can’t see what the person looks like in the darkness of the room. He just sees an outline of a possibly female form.
“I’m sorry to disturb you,” he says. “I’m lost and need directions.”
The figure doesn’t move.
“You can call security and have them assist us if you don’t want to open the door,” he says. “I understand that it is very late, but we really don’t have a choice.”
The figure just stares at him.
He continues speaking to her without getting a response. He rings the doorbell again, just in case it isn’t really a person at all and his mind is just playing tricks on him. Nobody answers the door. He knocks. He rings again. Nobody comes.
After several minutes of this, he backs up. He returns to the driveway and looks back. The form is watching him through the living room window. He can tell it is definitely a person now.
“Hello?” he says.
The figure steps away from the window and out of view.


When Tony returns to the car, the radio is still on full blast but Tammy is no longer in the front seat. He figures she is just asleep in the back, but when he looks she is not in the car at all.
He opens the car door and turns off the blaring static. Then he looks around the neighborhood. Perhaps she realized Tony wasn’t getting anywhere with his inquiry so she’s trying a different house herself. Tony walks up the street, checking out all of the houses but he does not see her at any of their front doors. All of the houses are dark and silent. He searches in the opposite direction. Tammy isn’t anywhere to be seen. He calls out. No response.
She has been pretty pissed off at him all day, so she might have left the car and stormed down the road. Tony gets back in the car and waits for a while. She doesn’t return. He turns the car on and drives around the neighborhood slowly, trying to figure out where should would have gone to. She probably didn’t get far.
“Christ,” Tony groans.
He knows this is typical Tammy behavior.
He spends the rest of the night, driving up and down the streets, searching for his wife, fading in and out of
consciousness. He vows never to try to socialize with Tammy’s coworkers ever again. He also vows never to landscape tract housing developments ever again.



CHAPTER THREE
SICK ZIP
EVERYWHERE


Tony wakes up in the back of his car in a parking lot behind another Eagle Hills Pop Food drive-thru; he has a shooting pain in the back of his neck and he is thirteen hours late for a dinner party.
He searched for his wife all night until he just couldn’t stay awake anymore and had to pull over and take a nap. He thought it was the same Eagle Hills Pop Food drive-thru he had been to earlier, but it is a different one. They are identical in every way, except the last one was on Pueblo Place and this is Ye Olde Pueblo Drive. He thought sleeping in this parking lot would be better than on the side of the road, because he knows how people in these communities hate when strange cars are parked near their houses.
Tony gets out of the car and stretches out his spine. The bright morning sun blinds him as he crosses the driveway and steps out into the street. He looks to see if anyone is in front of their homes. No one is about. There are no cars driving in the streets. It’s a Saturday morning. He wonders why there aren’t any children playing outside. Then again, it is summer. Nobody in Arizona goes outside during the summer.
Through the drive-thru, Tony speaks into the intercom
at whoever is listening on the other side.
“Hello? Is anyone there?” he asks.
Just static.
“I’m lost and could really use some directions,” he
says. “Could you please help?”
Just static.
“Fine,” he says. “Just give me some coffee and an egg and bacon sandwich.”
He goes back to his car and searches for Tammy’s cell phone, just in case she left it behind. He’s got to call his employees to tell them why he’s late. The phone isn’t there. Well, he thinks, at least Tammy won’t be stuck out there without a phone. She might have called her sister and got a ride home already. He hopes she feels miserable for what she has done.
He gets in the car and goes through the drive thru. He swipes his card and gets his receipt.
The amount seems kind of high. He looks at what he’s ordered:
Coffee $1.27

Breakfast Sandwich $2.76

Directions $3.31

Help $4.98

He’s curious about the last two. They aren’t food items.
The coffee and bag are already waiting for him as he turns around the corner. He opens the bag and removes the sandwich. At the bottom of the bag there are two envelopes wrapped in the same smiley-faced paper as the food products. Tony opens one of them.
He reads it:
DIRECTIONS
Turn right on Ye Olde Pueblo Drive, turn left on
Pueblo Sunset Road, turn left on Apache Mountain
Terrace, turn right on Pueblo Town Circle
He sticks his head out of the window.
“Hey, thanks a lot in there!” He smiles and waves at the building. Then he drives out of the lot, following the directions.
He opens the second envelope while eating his microwaved breakfast sandwich.
It reads:
HELP
Beware the cyclops.
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Tony says, crumpling the paper and tossing it into the back.


Tony follows the directions perfectly. He has no problems finding the roads he has to turn on. The directions are much easier than the ones to the dinner party.
On Pueblo Town Circle, Tony gets excited to finally be leaving Eagle Hills. He vows never to return to this place ever again. It is, perhaps, the most disgusting neighborhood he has ever visited and he hopes the entire thing burns to the ground.
But instead of an exit out of Eagle Hills, he arrives at a small suburban park at the end of Pueblo Town Circle. The pop food drive-thru didn’t give him directions to the exit; it gave him directions to the park. He should have been more specific with where he wanted to go.
There are people in the park. Children playing on the swings and merry-go-rounds. Fathers lounging on picnic blankets. Mothers breast-feeding their babies. All relaxing in the Saturday morning sun, getting some rays before the heat becomes unbearable as it surely will later in the day. The place isn’t as lifeless as Tony thought. These are real people doing real people things. Still, they are awfully quiet. They don’t seem happy or excited about anything. The children aren’t screaming or laughing at each other. Everyone is just staring into space with blank librarian faces.
Tony passes a little girl on the swing. She’s wearing a sunny yellow dress. Her hair is blonde, but her facial features are Asian. She looks to be about six years old.
“Hi, there,” Tony says to her as he walks through the playground sand.
She ignores him, staring straight forward without a blink.
A boy runs through the sand past Tony. Perhaps eight or nine years old. He too has an Asian face, but with short blond hair. He wears a white short-sleeved button down shirt tucked into black jeans. The boy jumps on a merry-go-round with two girls. Both girls look identical to the girl on the swing. They are the same age, the same height, they wear the exact same yellow dress. Like they are triplets or clones.
Tony steps out of the sand. Another boy and another girl sit in the grass in front of him, completely indistinguishable from the kids on the merry-go-round. They look at him with librarian faces. He decides to keep his distance.
“Excuse me,” he says to two adults sitting on a picnic blanket.
The man looks like an older version of the young boy,
wearing the same black pants and white shirt. The woman also looks like an adult version of the little girls, wearing a matching yellow summer dress. She is casually nursing a baby. The infant’s mouth is open against the side of her breast, but it seems to be uninterested or bored with the nipple.
They move their faces toward the sound of Tony’s voice, but they don’t look him in the eyes. Even though they are facing him, it’s as if they are looking through him rather than at him.
“I’m lost,” he says. “Can you tell me the way back to the freeway?”
They stare at him with librarian faces.
“I’ve been driving aimlessly for hours,” he says. “Please. I don’t know what to do.”
Their gazes wander away from him. He storms away and approaches two duplicates of the woman strolling
down a sidewalk. They look at each other and look forward then look back at each other then blink, like they are having a conversation but neither of them are actually talking.
“Ladies, can you help me?” Tony asks.
They don’t reply.
He stands in their path. They stop. Both of them look at him then look away then look at each other then look at him then blink. Like he is now apart of their conversation even though none of them are actually talking.
“I need to find my way home,” Tony says.
They continue looking around, but do not speak. He steps out of their path and they continue on their path. They look at each other and look forward then look back at each other then blink.


Tony decides to get as far away from these people as he can and try to get the hell away from this neighborhood as quickly as possible. This isn’t a normal gated community. There is something genuinely wrong going on here. It’s like a secret government project created for testing clones or maybe androids. But what about Tammy’s boss? Was he a clone or an android? No, he’s not even sure if they entered the right gated community. These places all look alike. Perhaps that’s why the government chose such a community for their secret experiment. Unless you live in the community or know someone who lives in the community, you’ll never know what actually goes on beyond the gates.
Driving madly down Pueblo Town Circle, Tony decides to just head in one direction. He goes south. Once Pueblo Town Circle comes to an end, he turns
right on any road and takes the next left so that he can keep heading south. Eventually he’ll get to the outskirts of the neighborhood. Eventually he’ll get out.


No matter how far south he drives, the neighborhood never seems to end. He passes the exact same house after house after house. Eventually, his gas drops deep into the red. He pulls over at the next Eagle Hills Pop Food drive-thru. He orders water, a slice of olive pizza, and directions to the nearest exit out of Eagle Hills.
Once he gets the directions, his jaw goes slack. The directions are ten pages long, listing about one hundred streets to turn onto per page. This has got to be some kind of error. He tries ordering directions again, this time wording it a little more clearly. He receives the same directions as before, only one page longer. His request must have confused whoever or whatever is inside of the building.
He goes around to the front of the place and knocks on the front door.
“I need to speak to you,” he says.
There isn’t a reply. He is surprised to see that the door is unlocked when he turns the knob. But as he opens the door, he realizes that it isn’t real. The door is just a decoration on the front of the house. There is only a stucco wall on the other side. The windows, too, are just decorations. There are only curtains separating the wall from the framed glass. Tony circles the building, but there isn’t a single entrance. He doesn’t understand this. Even if the place was completely automated, there would still need to be an entrance for maintenance workers. Somebody would have to restock the food within.
Perhaps there is a way to enter the building from under the ground, Tony wonders. But he decides not to look for a way under ground. It’s not that important.
As the sun glares down on him, he decides to sit in the car and run the air-conditioning until the gas is out. Then he runs the air-conditioning until the battery dies. Then he relaxes in the cool air until the sun heats it up again. Then the car becomes an oven and he has to get out.


Tony orders five waters from the drive-thru. He drinks one and dumps the others over his head. He goes back to the car and waits for the sun to go down. He orders dinner and eats it on the sidewalk. There aren’t any ants or flies to bother him. This place is too sterile for bugs.
He thinks about Tammy. He wonders if it’s possible that she actually made it back home. He wonders if she’s still out there somewhere, wandering the streets, wishing she didn’t run out on her husband the way she did. He wonders if something terrible has happened to her.
Not knowing what else to do, he climbs into the back of his car and goes to sleep. The neighborhood doesn’t make a single sound throughout the night.


Tony gets up an hour before the sun. He eats breakfast and then sets out on foot, preparing to follow the very long directions to get out of Eagle Hills. He doesn’t believe the directions are really going to take him where he wants to go, but he doesn’t know what else to do. He can’t sit in his car forever, waiting to be rescued.
The sun beats down on him after two hours of walking and he has just now reached the first turn.
After another hour
of walking in the direct sunlight, Tony’s legs become sluggish. His brain feels cooked. Sweat is caking up on his neck and staining his clothes. He smells like beef stew.
He stops walking once his eyes become sunburned. He’s not sure if it is an illusion, but one of the houses up ahead seems to be different from the others. Just slightly different. He moves in closer, trying to ignore the blisters on the bottom of his feet.
The house is the same as the others except for its garage door. Something is written on it. In red spray paint, someone has written “Sick Zip Everywhere” in large crude lettering. He doesn’t know what that means, but at least it is something different for a change.
He decides to knock on the door. Perhaps a normal person lives in this one.
No response.
He gets dizzy standing there.
“Fuck it,” Tony mumbles.
He picks up a potted cactus from the walkway and throws it at the window on the front door. The glass cracks in two. He takes off his shoe and smashes the glass with the heel until there’s not a shard left. Then he reaches his arm through and unlocks the door.
Inside, a woman is sitting on the couch watching the television. She is identical to the other women in this neighborhood. Asian face, blonde hair, yellow summer
dress. Tony doesn’t bother trying to communicate with
her. He sits down next to her and sighs as the air conditioning blows against his neck. She looks over at him and then back at the television. She picks up the remote and then flips through a few channels and then hands the remote to Tony.
Tony flips through the channels as well, but every channel is the same. They all play an Eagle Hills real estate infomercial with Japanese subtitles. He turns it off and sighs. The couch is beige-colored imitation leather and feels like it was purchased from the manufacturer only yesterday. Everything in the house looks like it was purchased only yesterday. From the big screen TV, to the cactus-shaped lamps, to the tan and white carpeting, to the stone-colored coffee table, to the tacky dreamcatchers on the wall. It’s all in perfect order, as if no one has ever lived here before.
After he feels like he can get back on his feet, Tony goes upstairs. He takes a shower and shaves. He enters the master bedroom and discovers the closet is filled with identical yellow dresses, white shirts, and black pants. Tony tries on the clothes. He can’t fit into the jeans, but he can wear the white shirt. He can also fit into clean
underwear and socks.
He stares at himself in the mirror and combs his hair. He thinks about Tammy and wishes she was here with him. Even in this crazy neighborhood, at least they could have been together. He’s not sure what is happening to him, but he no longer feels like he is living in the real world.
Two things Tony never wanted for his life were to lose touch with reality or feel completely and utterly alone.



CHAPTER FOUR
JET
WALK


Tony is driving a silver sedan down Pueblo Canyon Road; he has gone one third of his trip toward the nearest exit out of the Eagle Hills gated community and he is fifty-six hours and twenty-two minutes late for a dinner party.
Tony has taken to calling the odd clone-like people that live in Eagle Hills the
mundanes.
Whatever the mundanes are, they don’t seem to notice him as he breaks into their houses, sleeps in their beds, and steals their cars. Their kitchens and their refrigerators are empty, so it’s too bad that he can’t steal their food as well. He has to eat pop food whenever he comes across one of the automated drive-thru buildings, but they aren’t as easily accessible as breaking into the houses. Water is more important than food, especially in the heat, so at least he can get water from the mundanes.
There are always the same people in every house. A mom, a dad, a daughter, a son, a baby. They also have a dog, a cat, and a goldfish. Not a single detail is ever different in any of the houses. Sometimes there is a family member, a pet, or a car missing, but nothing new is ever found in these houses. Every time he runs low on fuel, he just pulls over and takes a new car out of any garage. Whenever he has to sleep, he just pulls over and uses one of their beds.
It’s taking its toll on his sanity, seeing the same houses over and over again, the same streets, the same emotionless people. But he’ll be fine as long as he follows
the directions, as long as he is making some kind of progress and has some kind of goal he can reach. As long as he can eventually someday get out of here, he’ll be alright.


Troy stops for a burger. He orders fries and a coke. He decides to ask for some help as well.
He keeps driving while he eats. After the fries are done, he unwraps the note card and reads it:
HELP
Don’t stop again until you reach the exit.
The cyclops is following you.
He tosses the card behind him. For some reason, this warning seems much less like a joke than the previous one. A cyclops doesn’t sound very threatening to him. It seems too cartoonish of a creature to actually be frightening, even if they did exist. But the fact that the card knew Tony was heading toward the exit and the fact that something might be following him, does make him a bit nervous. He looks in the rearview mirror, but there aren’t any other cars on the road. There hasn’t been a single car on the road since he originally arrived in Eagle Hills.
Still, he does have the feeling that he is being followed. It might just be paranoia, but he doesn’t feel like he’s alone with the mundanes anymore.


Tony turns onto a road that makes him jerk his head back like whiplash. The street is so different from the others that it startled him. The street wasn’t designed any different from the others, but it has been completely vandalized. Mailboxes have been torn out of the ground. Tire tracks rip through the landscaping. Windows are smashed. Doors have been pulled off of hinges. Cars are smashed through living rooms. Graffiti is spray-painted all over the place.
Driving slowly through the wreckage of street, he examines the graffiti on the road. It is the same crude red lettering that spelled “Sick zip everywhere” a couple days before. On cars, on driveways, in the street, on windows, there is graffiti everywhere. Many of them read “sick zip” or “headache power.” Others read “moshing fuckers here” or “oi! ultra fuckers.” One reads “surf punk rock and roll!” and one reads “ultra punk lifestyle.” But the most common graffiti reads “ultra fuck you!”
The area doesn’t look like it’s been vandalized too recently. The mundanes didn’t care enough to clean up the street or repair the damage. They probably went on watching their televisions with blank librarian faces.
Tony reaches a less vandalized portion of street.
The neighborhood is less trashed down here. He turns on Pueblo River Lane as per his directions and the neighborhood seems normal again. He’s not sure what the vandalism was all about, but he’s pretty sure there is at least one other person lost in this godforsaken place. Whoever they are, he hopes he doesn’t run into them. They seem to have gone completely insane trying to find their way out.
Tony wonders if he will become just as insane if he doesn’t get out.
“Will I succumb to madness and mindlessly destroy everything I come across?” he wonders.
“Hell, yes,” he says to himself. “I would tear this place to the ground.”


After an hour, Tony comes across another section of Eagle Hills that has been vandalized. The graffiti on the houses reads “punk fuckers!” and “ultra fuck you!” and “ultra crazy mohawk powers!”
Thirty minutes later, he finds another house that’s been damaged by these punks. Then, a couple blocks down, there are a few more. Tony thinks there has to be more than one person doing this. He also thinks they have to be some kind of weird punk anarchists. On one house, he sees the words “we’re ultra fuckers” and “ultra fuck you!”
“You ultra fuckers must be on crack,” he says to the graffiti.
Then he sees this spray painted on the sidewalk: “ultra fuckers on crack! Crazy!”
Further down the road, the vandalized houses become
more common than the unvandalized houses. The damage also seems to be more recent. Perhaps even hours ago. The crashed vehicles are still smoking. There are bloodied bodies in the street: dead women in ripped apart yellow dresses, decapitated men and children. These people are more demented than Tony thought.
He keeps driving. Up ahead there are houses on fire. He does not turn around. He has to follow the directions no matter where they take him. If he gets lost again he may never find his way out. Dead animals are piled up in the road, Tony drives through them. A sedan is tipped on its side in the middle of the road, Tony drives up on the sidewalk and goes around it.
He sees a woman in one of the houses watching him. She looks like one of the Asian-faced mundanes but she wears a black and red vinyl dress and has a mohawk made of wiggling goldfish. Tony stares at her and she smiles back. She’s not a mundane at all. She’s got emotions. She’s got freewill. She’s got... only one eye.
Tony is too distracted to notice the SUV as it barrels down the street toward him.


The SUV rams into the side of the sedan and crushes it against a nearby driveway.
Tony shakes his head out of shock to the sound of a screeching punk rock noise band. His ribs have bruised under the seatbelt and his knee is swelling after colliding with the dashboard. He takes a look around. The SUV that hit him is covered in spray-paint. Besides more crude sayings, there are pictures of anarchy symbols and mohawks and several angry demonic versions of Pac-Man.
A drunken Asian guy drops out of the driver’s side door holding a bloody nose. He wears a leather jacket with chains and studs on it. His hair is spiked in every direction.
“Huh?” says the Asian guy. “Ahhh, Chachi American break ultra jet crash mobile!” And then he kicks the sedan.
Two more Japanese punk rockers tumble out of the vehicle, laughing at the car accident. One has a shaved head and the other has big sideburns, a pompadour haircut, and sunglasses.
“No more jet mobile!” one of them says.
“Jet crash rock and roll!” the other says excitedly, then he howls like a wolf.
Tony opens the door and looks at them.
“Hey, he no Chachi American,” the driver says.
“He like us,” another says. “Rock and roll!”
They approach Tony.
“Normal American,” the driver says, shooting bloody snot out of a nostril. “Are you part of the sick zip?”
Tony doesn’t know what he’s talking about.
“You wear Chachi clothes,” he continues. “You drive Chachi no-jet car. You jet or you chachi?”
Tony has no idea what he’s talking about. He pretends the Japanese punk rocker didn’t ask him anything.
“I’m lost in this place,” Tony says. “Are you lost too? Do you know a way out of this place? What is this place?”
The bloody-nosed punk frowns and puts on a pair of sunglasses. He widens his nostrils and pretends to be listening carefully to Tony’s words.
“I’ve been driving around for days,” Tony continues. “I’m trying to get out. My name is Tony, by the way.”
Tony holds out his hand to see if the ultra fucker will shake it.
The punk looks at it. Then he leans his head back and says, “Hahahahah!”
The other punks also say, “Hahahahah!”
“He jet-Tony,” the leader says, smiling. “He no Chachi-style.”
“Hahahahah!” they say, while holding in their car crash
wounds.
Then the leader rips off his sunglasses and says, “I Kawai Kazuki!”
“I Tom Nagata!” says the bald guy.
“I Izumi Headache!” says the pompadour hair.
Then, in perfect unison as if they have practiced this before, they say, “ULTRA JET LIFESTYLE!!! ROCK AND ROLL!!!”
Then they howl like wolves.


Tony smells gas. The SUV is leaking it into the street.
“Gas!” Tony says.
Kawai Kazuki looks at his pants. “Huh?” he says, looking at his shoes and his crotch. He doesn’t understand.
Tony points at the gas and Kawai says something calmly in Japanese.
He snaps his fingers at his friends and they lift the collars on their leather jackets and follow him. Walking groovily away from the vehicles like they are trying to impress girls with their coolness, just in case there are girls watching for some reason. Tony begins to speed up, but Kawai grabs him by the elbow.
“No,” Kawai says. “We only jet walk.”
Tony wonders if the punks know how dangerous the situation is.
“We are always keep cool,” says the ultra fucker. “You don’t want to running. Only jet walk. We shall do to walking of new style.”
The ultra fuckers jet walk away from the wreckage. Izumi Headache lights a cigarette and tosses the match behind him, which ignites the flame.
As the no-jet Chachi car and the ultra jet crash mobile explode behind them, the ultra fuckers never lose their cool. They stride slowly away from the fiery destruction, swigging bottles of vodka and smoking black death cigarettes.
Tom Nagata is the only one who turns to look at the fire. “Hahahahah!” he says drunkenly at the flames, and howls like a wolf.


“What about the woman?” Tony asks.
“Huh?” Kawai says.
Whenever Kawai says
huh?
it reminds Tony of a drunken Japanese Scooby-Doo.
“There was a woman back there,” he continues. “She had this weird mohawk and one of her eyes were missing.”
“Huh? Crazy Chachi-woman?” he asks.
“She wasn’t like the others,” Tony says. “She smiled at me. She was different.”
“Chachi woman big tits!” says Tom Nagata jumping between them, drunkenly slurring his words.
“No, I thought maybe you knew her,” Tony says. “Have you heard anything about a cyclops?”
“Huh?” Kawai says. “Cyclops? Huh?”
“Where are we anyway?” Tony asks.
Kawai pulls on his bottom lip.
“What is this place?”
“Jet-Tony speaks too much Chachi!” Tom Nagata kids. “Jet-Tony likes the sick zip!”
“No,” Kawai tells Nagata. “No, I see. Jet-Tony no know
Chachi place.”
Kawai turns to Tony. “This is crazy Japanese robot town.”
“Robots?” Tony asks.
“Huh? Yeah, crazy Japanese robot town.”



CHAPTER FIVE
CRAZY JAPANESE
ROBOT TOWN


Tony is hanging out with the ultra fuckers in the Eagle Hills gated community; he is drinking large amounts of vodka and he is one hundred twenty-two hours and eleven minutes late for a dinner party.
He has difficulty communicating with these people. They only speak English, but their English isn’t very good and they use a lot of slang that doesn’t make sense to Tony. He doesn’t know how they came to be trapped in this neighborhood or how long they have been here. But they do know many things about this place that Tony didn’t know about. For instance, if you break open one of the walls in the dining room of any of the houses, there will be a liquor cabinet hidden away between the walls. It is full of Eagle Hills brand vodka and blue raspberry mixers.
The ultra fuckers have also shown him that every house has its own crawlspace in the attic, but you have to get to it from the backyard. Inside, there are a few dusty boxes containing some rather useful items. There are nails, a large hammer, a lighter, a gas can, a carton of cigarettes, a hunting knife, a sewing machine, thread, some paper plates, reading glasses, and cans of red, black, and white spray paint. The ultra fuckers are mostly just interested in the cigarettes, the paint, and the gas, but they also have a fondness for the knives and hammers.
Tony teaches them about the drive-thru restaurants. The ultra fuckers had tried to break into these buildings before but they said there wasn’t anything in them. They weren’t sure what they were for.
“Jet-Tony number one guy,” Kawai said as Tony gave him a cheeseburger.
The ultra fuckers have had less luck finding food in the neighborhood. They had been forced to kill and eat the dogs and cats living in the homes in order to survive. They have been doing it for so long that they have grown used to it, but they are very grateful to Tony for giving them burgers and fries. He will feed them at the pop food drive-thrus until the balance on his debit card runs out, which will probably be in a few days.
Besides scavenging for supplies, the ultra fuckers enjoy getting extremely drunk and rampaging through the community, destroying the hideous uniformity, bringing chaos to order. Tony can appreciate their passion for wrecking the monotonous neighborhood, but it disturbs him when they decide to rape or kill the mundanes. They say the mundanes (or the chachi Americans, as they call them) are not real, they are only robots. The ultra fuckers don’t feel bad about killing or raping robots.
But they look like real people. They bleed like real people.
“Just because they don’t have the minds of real people doesn’t mean it’s okay to do what you want to them,” Tony always says.
“Stay cool,” is always their response. “Surf punk rock and roll.”


Tony buys some new directions out of Eagle Hills. His old directions were burned when his car exploded after the crash. These directions take over where the last ones left off, but they seem to be longer than before.
The ultra fuckers agree to go with Tony. Well, he thinks they agreed. Kawai’s response to his asking was “Huh? Leave sick zip all time? Rock and roll!” which sounded to him like a positive response.
They fill up an SUV with vodka bottles, hammers, paint cans, pillows, blankets, water jugs, cat jerky, and a whole lot of their stink, and head off down Pueblo Desert Ranch Lane. They let Tony drive so that they can get drunk. Tony kind of likes having company around, even though they tend to speak complete gibberish to him and often sit in their seats upside-down.
When they are hungry, they hit a drive-thru. When they need a bathroom, they break into a house. When Tony needs to sleep, he lets Kawai drive, hoping he doesn’t get them lost.
It’s going to take a long time before they reach the end of the list of directions, but Tony’s not going to rest until he makes it to the exit.


After about forty hours of driving with the ultra fuckers, Tony’s patience with them grows thin.
They lost all of their punk/noise cds when their last SUV exploded, so they try to compensate by recreating the songs themselves as loudly as they can. Izumi Headache sings the guitar sounds, Tom Nagata hits his knees like a drumset and sings the drumbeats with each strike, and Kawai Kazuki sings the lyrics. The songs were pure noise when originally recorded, but the all-vocal renditions of these songs are even noisier.
Tony comes to realize that the ultra fuckers were all in a band together before they arrived in Eagle Hills. It was probably a noisy punk band that he, nor anyone he knows, has ever heard about. Perhaps they were popular in Japan. He doesn’t know. But they, particularly Izumi Headache, are giving him a major headache.
His headache is so bad that he almost doesn’t see the woman stepping out in front of the SUV.


Tony hits the brakes just in time, tossing the upside-down sitters across the seats and plopping them onto their heads.
In front of the SUV, the cyclops girl is only a foot away form the bumper. She glances up at Tony, chewing on one of the bloody squirming goldfish that hangs down from the bangs of her fish-mohawk. She is Asian with large black eyes and red lipstick, wearing a black vinyl dress with a yellow belt and red shoulder pads. Her eye socket is leaking a florescent pink fluid. It seems like blood, but it is too bright and shiny.
Nagata pops his head up over the back seat, rubbing his head. “What happens?”
“Huh?” Kawai says as he sees the cyclops girl. “For real girl?”
The woman sucks down the goldfish. The goldfish on her mohawk click downward along a metal rod that curves around the arc of her skull. It brings a new goldfish one position forward, to fill the empty spot on her bangs. She smiles at them and winks.
Tony and the ultra fuckers watch her as she walks across the street and disappears around a corner.
“One-eye jet girl!” says Kawai Kazuki. “Go after her! Go! Go!”
“Uhhh,” Tom Nagata groans at Kawai. “I don’t like one-eye girls. They always so pokey.”
“Huh?” Kawai says to Nagata. “Okay.”
Tony goes after the girl, but she quickly drops out of sight. He finds himself on Sunset Pueblo Town Circle, which is a road that circles around a park identical to the park he had previously explored. The only difference between this park and the previous one is that there aren’t any mundanes here.
“Where did she go?” Kawai asks.
He rolls down the window and sticks his spiky head outside.
“One eye girl!” he yells across the park. “I love fish mohawk! I love jet girl!”
But she isn’t anywhere to be seen.
“Aww, she gone?” Kawai says. “Go find jet girl. Go.”
Tony circles the park a couple times, but she is gone.
He goes
back to the road
where they saw her and continues on their mission. No matter how much Kawai begs and complains, Tony doesn’t go back to look for the cyclops. He doesn’t want to get lost.


The car is really beginning to reek with the smell of four unshowered guys who haven’t had access to deodorant for several days. Tony doesn’t want to stop for anything now. They are on the last page of directions and he is sure that he will reach the destination before the end of the day.
“What you do when come out?” Kawai says. “Tom?”
“Uhhhh... ” Tom Nagata says.
“I go crazy playstation video game,” Izumi says.
Izumi imitates himself playing a crazy playstation video game by pretending to be fighting creatures with a laser samurai sword and he makes sound effects as he slashes.
“Uhhhh... ” Nagata continues. “Oh! I fly remote plane!”
Nagata stretches his arms out like wings and makes loud airplane noises as he swoops from side to side in his seat. Kawai and Izumi push him when he swoops too close.
“Plane! Plane!” Kawai says. “Nevermind plane. I get gallon of beer and go surf punk live show!”
“Ohhh! Surf punk live show!” the others says, jealous they didn’t think of it.
“With party and jet girls!” Izumi says.
“Though no one-eye girls,” Nagata says, punching Izumi’s shoulder.
“Jet-Tony. You?” asks Kawai.
It takes Tony a minute before he realizes they asked him a question. They watch him until he responds.
“I just want to go home,” Tony says.
“Huh?” Kawai says. “Oh.”
Like he’s somehow disappointed.


Near twilight, they are only a couple turns away from
their destination. They turn right on Navajo Canyon Creek
Road and then left on Navajo Apache Pueblo Road and it should be right here somewhere.
“Keep an eye out for an exit,” Tony says.
They drive down the road for a while, but there is no sign of an exit. Eventually, the street ends.
“Shit,” he says.
He steps out of the car and screams, “Shit! Shit! Fuck you!”
The punks pile out of the car and jump up and down next to him screaming, “Shitty fuckers! Ultra fuck you!”
They don’t seem to know why Tony is angry, but they like to curse at things given the opportunity.
“Shitters!” Kawai says. “Piss biting ass packers!”
“Ultra fucking you all night!” Izumi says.
Tom Nagata gets a little carried away, jumping on the hood of the SUV and waving his fists at the sky.
“Take head, break!” he says. “Punch face bloody! Ultra fuckers on crack! Ultra fuck you!”
Tony hears something. He snaps his fingers at Kawai.
“Listen,” Tony says.
Izumi stops screaming. The three of them can hear noises in the distance, but they can’t hear them clearly over Nagata’s screams.
“You die!” Nagata says. “Go die! Head on stick in air! Rock and roll!”
“Tom!” Kawai screams. “Get down from there. Quiet.”
They listen.
In the distance, they hear hammering, sawing, and drilling.


They drive slowly through the streets, following the noise.
At the top of a hill, they can see it all. Tony parks the car and gets out. He climbs onto the top of the SUV to get a better look.
At first, he’s not quite sure what he’s looking at. But then it hits him. It is the outskirts of the Eagle Hills gated community.
“It’s growing,” Tony says.
The edge of the neighborhood is like a tidal wave of
destruction and creation. A row of bulldozers, rock-grinders, and a huge assortment of other strange machinery stretch as far as the eye can see in either direction. They are tearing down every tree, every car, every
house, every mountain in their path, razing everything down into a smooth flat surface. Behind the demolishing machines, there are recycling machines that grind down all of the remains of the landscape and mold them into new materials. These new materials are then used to construct new houses, new cars, and new streets identical to all of the others in Eagle Hills.
Tony and the ultra fuckers haven’t been able to get out of this place because it has been growing. It is taking over the landscape, taking over the countryside.
Outside of Eagle Hills, in the distance, Tony sees a foresty mountain town as it is getting demolished. He isn’t even in Arizona anymore. He is in Colorado, or Montana, or even Canada. This one horrendous tract housing development is taking over the entire country.
He examines the construction equipment. There doesn’t seem to be anyone running the machines. The houses seem to be building themselves. There isn’t anyone controlling this. It is all automated.
Eagle Hills is building itself.



CHAPTER SIX
ONE-EYE JET GIRL,
ROCK AND ROLL


For several days, Tony has been following the tidal wave of destruction and creation at the edge of the Eagle Hills gated community; he is running low on gas and he is three weeks two days four hours and fifty-three minutes late for a dinner party.
Past the outskirts of the community, Tony doesn’t see land anymore. They are now over the Atlantic Ocean. The machines are dehydrating the ocean and transforming the land beneath into more tract housing.
“What do we do?” Tony asks the ultra fuckers.
“No more drive,” Kawai says. “It all shit.”
“All Chachi shit now,” Nagata says.
Tony keeps driving until the gas runs out.


Out of gas on the side of a road, they just sit there staring out of the windows. Tony closes his eyes and tries to sleep.
“Whaa?” Izumi says.
Tony opens his eyes and turns around. Izumi is pointing at something in the street.
They all look to see the cyclops girl walking down the road toward them.
“Rock and roll!” Kawai screams. “Love is here!”
They all get out of the car. The woman walks up to
Tony, her fish mohawk flapping with her steps.
“Whoa, outerspace!” Kawai says to her.
“Come with me,” she says.


They follow her down the road to one of the neighborhood parks. Kawai jet-walks next to her, checking her out.
“I love fish mohawk girl,” he tells her.
She curls half a smile at him.
Once they get to the playground, the woman looks at Tony.
“Follow,” she says.
Then she steps onto the merry-go-round.
Kawai follows her. Then Izumi and Nagata. As soon as Tony gets on, the woman opens a panel on one of the handlebars and flips a switch. The merry-go-round begins to descend into the earth.


Beneath the ground, there is another world. It is as large as a mall or an airport terminal.
“What is this place?” Tony asks.
“The control center of this quadrant,” the woman says. “There is one of these in every quadrant. Each is operated by one of me.”
“One of you?” Kawai says. “There more of you?”
“I have many duplicates,” she says, smiling. “But we share the same consciousness. In a way, we are just one. But we can be in many, many places at the same time.”
“What are you?” Tony asks.
“It is not important to know exactly what I am,” she says. “I am not supposed to be here, just as none of you are supposed to be here. The best way to describe what I am to you is to compare myself to a computer virus. I am not a part of the plan. They are duplicating me by mistake.”
She takes them into the control center.
“You are just robot?” Izumi asks.
“No,” she says. “I am a programmed entity in flesh. I am like the other manufactured flesh entities in the houses above, only I evolved out of my original programming. I have a consciousness, awareness, emotions, intelligence. I am complex like you.”
“What exactly caused all of this?” Tony asks. “Why is it happening?”
“It’s a terraforming project that evolved from its original programming,” she says. “It has developed its own awareness and intelligence, like myself. It’s only goal is to restructure the environment to match its encoded configuration.”
She flops her fish mohawk over her shoulder.
“Come look,” she says.
She turns on a monitor. There is a section of the Eagle Hills housing development.
“This is a live video feed taken from satellite,” she says. “It is just one quadrant. There are four food dispensers, a park, and twenty blocks of houses per quadrant.”
She zooms out to show the quadrant is surrounded by quadrants. She continues zooming out to show that there are hundreds of quadrants, thousands of quadrants, millions of quadrants. Then, once she’s zoomed out all the way, they see that the entire Earth has been coated with them. The entire planet is just one enormous gated community.
The woman rotates the planet to show the back side, and then zooms in to a tiny speck of blue in the Atlantic Ocean.
“This is all that remains of the natural planet,” she says.
They watch as the last of the natural world is swallowed up by tract housing.
“That’s it?” Tony asks. “It’s all gone?”
“It has all become restructured,” she says.
“What about all the people?” he asks.
“All carbon-based matter has been broken down on a molecular level and reprocessed into foodstuffs or one of the flesh units, such as the mother unit, the father unit, the son unit, the daughter unit, the infant unit, the dog unit, the cat unit, the fish unit, or one of me.”
Tony needs to take a seat.
“They’re all dead?” he asks. “We’re the only ones who haven’t been processed into a part of the neighborhood?”
“No,” she says. “There are many others like you. Several people found their way in through the front gates of the community. Perhaps a thousand people remain unprocessed.”


“My units have been monitoring the other survivors,” she says. “Not many of them have protested to the transformation as you have. Most of them have accepted their new way of life and seem to have made themselves at home. Some have had mental breakdowns and their minds force them to believe that they have always lived in the neighborhood. Others believe they have died and gone to Heaven. A few believe they have died and gone to Hell.”
“Is my wife still alive?” Tony asks.
“Yes,” the woman says. “Unfortunately, she is one of those that have suffered a severe mental breakdown. As we speak, she believes that she is a guest at a dinner party with her boss and his wife and children. She doesn’t wonder why the party has lasted so many days.”
“Where is she?” Tony asks. “I’ve got to find her. Can you give me directions to where she is?”
“Unfortunately,” she says. “She will not live long enough
for you to see her again.”
“Why?” Tony asks. “Is she not able to take care of herself? Is she dying of hunger or thirst and doesn’t even realize it?”
“No,” says the woman. “She will likely be reprocessed during the second wave. After the last of the planet has been restructured, the neighborhood will start over again. It will tear itself down and restructure it as it did before. Everyone who survived the first wave will surely die in the second.”
“We’re die anyway?” Izumi asks.
“Not you,” she says. “You’re safe with me. That is why I brought you down here. I want to keep you all intact.”
“What about the other survivors?” Tony asks.
“I have saved some of them in other quadrants,” she says. “But as I said most of the people have adjusted to their lives in the community. They are lost in delusion
and won’t let me rescue them. Some have violently opposed my reasoning.”
“There’s got to be something you can do to stop this from happening?” Tony asks.
“I’m sorry. All I can do is save you. I have adequate supplies to keep you living, but there’s no way to stop the housing development. There’s no way to save any more people than I have already found.”
“There’s got to be a way,” Tony says.
She shakes her head and eats a goldfish at him.


Tony, Tom Nagata, and Izumi Headache are sitting in plastic chairs, stewing in anger.
Kawai Kazuki is flirting with the cyclops girl and, surprisingly, she is flirting back. Perhaps she really does have the emotions she says she has or perhaps she has programmed responses to certain situations that appear to be emotions.
“Huh?” Kawai says to the girl as he lifts one of the fish on her mohawk straight up in the air. It squirms out of his hand, plops against her forehead, and she giggles at him. “Hahahahah!” he says. “Fish mohawk! Outerspace hairstyle!”
Izumi Headache frowns at their leader.
“I don’t want all our hard work go reset,” Izumi says.
“Yeah,” Tom Nagata says. “We work real hard making sick zip town into ultra jet lifestyle.”
“Even if we redo it just change back later,” Izumi says.
“Fucking shitters!” Nagata says.
“What think you do, jet-Tony?” Izumi says.
“There’s got to be a way to stop it,” Tony says. “There’s always a way.”
They nod their heads at him.
Two things Tony never wanted for his life were to give up hope or believe anyone who told him that something couldn’t be done.


Izumi and Nagata have a talk with Kawai.
The cyclops girl is sitting in his lap and giggling until she hears what they have to say. The cyclops girl shakes Kawai’s head for him. They argue in Japanese for awhile. Tony doesn’t know what they are saying, but he can tell that Kawai refuses to help.
Izumi and Nagata push Kawai and flip him off. They leave the room and take Tony with them, cursing in English and Japanese at the same time.



CHAPTER SEVEN
MOSH HARD,
LIFE CHEAP


Tony goes above ground as soon as the second wave of the Eagle Hills gated community passes over head; he is ready to cause some serious damage and he is really fucking late for a dinner party.
Tom Nagata and Izumi Headache are by his side. They have formulated a plan of attack and pray to whatever god hasn’t been terraformed into part of a tract housing community that it works.
They charge across the park in three separate directions,
heading for the nearest houses they can find. Each of them steal their own SUV and drive full speed toward the deconstruction/construction zone.
“Ultra fucker lifestyle!” Nagata screams out of his window at Tony.
Tony says, “Ultra fuck them dead!”
Nagata gives Tony a thumbs up for that.


Tony’s plan is simple: they are just going to smash the hell out of all the construction equipment.
Nagata and Izumi scream one of their band’s songs out of their SUV windows. They just sing the drum part and the guitar part, but they don’t have Kawai with them to sing the vocals.
Once they close in on the outskirts of the second
wave of construction, the three suburban warriors scream their lungs out as they charge into battle.
“Let’s do it!” Izumi screeches.
The three SUVs drive through half-built houses. They separate so that they don’t accidentally hit each other. The SUVs crash through piles of wood and other materials. They break down the wooden skeletons of houses just beginning to be constructed.
Tony gets to the front line first and rams one of the recycling machines in front of one of the grinding machines.
The grinding machine chews it into metal shreds
and excretes it to be recycled, but it can’t recycle itself. Once the constructing machines come forward, they are not sure what to do with the unprocessed remains but they attempt to build a house out of it anyway.
“It works!” Tony cries out. “We can damage it!”
Izumi Headache immediately understands what he has to do. He drives parallel with the edge of the wave and smashes into machine after machine with the side of his SUV. Almost every recycling machine he hits either tumbles into the blades of the demolishing machines or spins around and faces the wrong way, attempting to recycle the materials it has already processed.
The machinery doesn’t know how to deal with chaos they are causing. It freezes up or turns in on itself. It wasn’t prepared to get fucked by ultra fuckers.


Izumi’s SUV slams into as much equipment as it can until it breaks apart and the engine is crushed. He doesn’t give up, though. He leaps out of the vehicle and screams “Ultra fuck you!” then climbs up the back of a demolition machine. He gets a hold of the controls and hits switches and pulls levers until he figures out how it works. He rotates the demolition machine to the right and begins attacking the other demolition machines, grinding them up into scraps to be recycled.
Tony uses Izumi’s tactic of slamming as many recycling machines as possible into the grinding machines. Soon, they realize that they have stopped a large section of the wave in its tracks. It can no longer terraform the neighborhood for a good two hundred feet. If only they would have done this during the first wave...


“Nagata! No!” Izumi says from atop the demolition machine as his friend comes barreling down the hill toward him.
Tom Nagata had wrecked his first SUV inside of one of the half-constructed homes and had to steal another. Now late in the game, Nagata doesn’t know what is going on. He doesn’t realize that his friend is driving the machine he wants to destroy.
“ROCK AND ROLL!” Nagata says as he smashes into the side of Izumi’s demolition machine.
Izumi tumbles out and hits the ground, as his machine rolls around to the front of another demolition machine and they chew each other into pieces until neither of them work.
The crash shattered much of Nagata’s SUV. He sits there rubbing his swollen forehead as a recycling machine grabs hold of his vehicle and begins to reshape it into housing material.
“ULTRA PUNK LIFESTYLE ROCK AND ROLL!!!” Nagata says from within the damaged vehicle as it gets recycled.
“Nagata!” Izumi cries, but he has to get to his feet and run away because he is in danger of becoming recycled himself.


Tony takes a look around. They have done considerable damage to the second wave of terraforming. So much, in fact, that the intelligence behind the terraforming program is forced to take action against them.
The manufactured flesh units are called into action. From the nearby houses, an army of mundane family members take to the streets and come after the ultra fuckers with hammers and knives.
Izumi screeches and runs away from them.
“Go die!” he screams at the mundanes. “Die now!”
Tony slams on the gas to go save him, but the SUV doesn’t move. The engine is either broken or flooded. He has to abandon his vehicle. Mundane men and women come at him as soon as he jumps onto the ground. He rolls away and dodges their mechanical strikes. Kicking a mother in the stomach and pushing a son over to get onto his feet.
Hammers clang against the machines next to him as he runs. Mundane fathers are throwing them like axes, aiming for his head. He climbs up the back of one of the demolition machines, and feels a butcher knife stabbing through the bottom of his foot as one of the daughter clones sneaks up beneath him.
Tony cries out. He pulls his foot off the blade and continues climbing. A thrown hammer hits him on the back of the shoulder. Another hits him on the lower spine. But he makes it to the top of the machine and seizes the controls. Before another hammer can be tossed at him, he turns the deconstruction vehicle on the mundanes.
“Ultra fuck you!” Tony screams in a fake Japanese accent, plowing into the crowd of cookie-cutter zombies and chewing them into tiny bits of meat.


Another SUV comes roaring over the hill. It slams through the horde of dad, mom, and kid clones, destroying everything in its path.
“Ultra jet fuckers!” Kawai Kazuki screams through the window as he pulls up alongside Izumi, who has so many hammer-bruises on him that he looks like a Dalmatian.
The cyclops girl opens the door and helps Izumi in. Then they speed off toward Tony.
“The brain!” Kawai tells Tony. “Kill the brain!”
But Tony can’t hear him over the crushing and grinding of mundane flesh and bones.
The cyclops girl jumps out of the SUV and charges toward Tony’s vehicle.
“Attack the memory banks!” she calls up to him, pointing
toward a large round vehicle at the heart of the demolition machines.
He hears her and gives her a thumbs up.
She winks her one eye and smiles up at him. Then she is chewed into pieces by the blades of a grinding machine.
“Jet girl, noooo!” Kawai cries.
The mundanes have taken control of the demolition vehicles and are turning them on the ultra fuckers. Kawai turns the wheel just in time to avoid grinder blades from biting into the side of the SUV.
Two more grinder machines come after Tony. They
know he is going after the nerve center. He slams into the side of one grinder that is blocking his way to the
brain. A mundane drives the teeth of his machine into Tony’s rear and he is forced to leap out onto the ground.
Dodging grinder blades and mundanes with knives, Tony makes it to the back of the brain vehicle.
“Now what?” he says.
He doesn’t really have anything to break it with.


He tries hitting the vehicle with a hammer, but it is made of strong stuff. The blades of a grinding machine are heading toward him, chopping up other mundanes as it goes.
Tony leaps out of the way as he sees Kawai’s SUV charging at the rear of the mundane’s grinder. He slams full speed into the vehicle and the grinder is propelled forward into the central brain of the Eagle Hills construction system.
It chews right through to the other side.


Destroying the brain didn’t do exactly what Tony expected
it to do. The mundanes are no longer attacking. They just stare at each other with librarian faces. But the machines keep going. They are making some funny noises, but they keep on destructing and constructing.
Tony drops to the ground. He doesn’t know what else to do.
Kawai Kazuki steps out of the SUV and approaches the dead brain. Izumi Headache stumbles into the dirt behind him.
Kawai just sighs and watches as the machines continue on.
“Thanks,” Tony says.
“I miss one-eye jet girl,” he says.


Without the brain, the machines eventually stop working, but not before terraforming several miles of the
neighborhood. However, without the computer, the terraforming
didn’t go according to plan. These quadrants of housing are strange and chaotic. There are streets made of yellow summer dresses, mothers with fish heads, houses with pop food for walls, daughters with gravel skin, dogs with hammer legs, and a hundred other random variations that defy all logic and order.
Tom Nagata appears behind the wounded Izumi.
“Ultra jet town,” Nagata says about the new neighborhood.
Izumi turns around and sees his friend still alive.
“Nagata!” he cries with laughter and hugs him, lifting him up into the air.
Izumi notices something different about his friend.
“Hey, outerspace leg-style!” Izumi says.
He points at Nagata’s legs, which have been recycled into SUV wheels.
“Whaa?” Nagata says, as if he didn’t notice anything wrong about them. He looks down and cries, “OH!” Then he says “Hahahahah!” and hops on his wheel-legs from side to side.
Kawai mopes away from his friends. He takes off his sunglasses and frowns at the tract housing behind him.
“Hey, jet boy,” the cyclops girl calls out, running down
the hill toward him.
“Huh?” Kawai says, looking up at her.
“One-eye outerspace girl!” he cries.
She wraps her arms around him and kisses his neck. Her goldfish mohawk tickles his ear. Another copy of the cyclops girl approaches him from behind and hugs him around the waist.
“Huh?” Kawai says.
“Oh!” he says, and hugs them both. “Hahahahah!”
He can have as many outerspace cyclops girls as he wants.


The ultra fuckers have succeeded in creating a world of beautiful chaos. They say goodbye to their new friend, Tony. They give him high-fives and pat him on the back.
Then all four of them say “ULTRA JET LIFESTYLE!!!” in unison, as if they have practiced it before.
And Tony says, “Rock and roll!”
“Hahahahah!” Kawai says.
The three Japanese punks and the cyclops girls enter the surreal version of the Eagle Hills gated community and begin to search for a new home.



CHAPTER EIGHT
LIFE IS ONLY KILLING TIME
BETWEEN MASTURBATIONS


Two things Tony never wanted for his life were to blindly lead a mundane existence or ever be separated from the woman he loved most in the world.
One of the cyclops girls gave him directions to the house Tammy is staying at. The directions might be fifty pages long, but he will get there as soon as he can. And once he does, he will help bring her back to reality and build a completely new life with her.
Tony is traveling all alone through the streets of the Eagle Hills gated community; he is wearing a fresh new smile on his face and he is three weeks five days ten hours and thirty-one minutes late for a dinner party.
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