* * * Campaign Start * * *

(849) Jack: ((w00t))

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: It is early in the morning, still mostly dark outside.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: Torrential rain pours down. The area is lit by occasional flashes of lightning and the glow of still-burning fires from the T-TAC base.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: A man wakes up. A man who, last he remembered, was Carlos' third in command. Now, that life is all gone

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: A stranger stands watch over him under an awning. An anti-corporation mercenary, who was looking to sign on with Carlos' group.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: A car pulls up and slows to a stop. Four people get out. One is a well dressed man who looks like a business executive. The next is a pretty young girl who looks innocent and mousy. Third is a man in a trench coat with paranoid eyes, and last is a strange man with an unsettling yellow gaze. None of them are visibly armed, but in this town, that means nothing.

(847) Deathstalker: "Looks like I came late to the party."

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: Mysteriously absent is Xak Nolen, who didn't show at Jack's place.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: ((I'm done talking))

(847) Deathstalker: With the arrival of the other people, Ben will take a defensive but non threating position.

** (851) Steve Smith stays close to the well-dressed man, his eyes flitting from one person to the next, never settling. **

** (848) Penny looks around, unsure of the people around her. She picks a spot close to Jack and follows him. **

** (849) Jack glances at Penny, gaging her reaction to the new situation. She'd survived on the streets for who knows how long, he was certain she'd do alright here. **

(849) Jack: Okay, boss. We're here. What next?

** (853) Matthew Guilliard looks around, doing his best to keep his composure. Fields of rubble, strewn with bodies was hardly his area of expertise. **

(848) Penny: ((can we see the other two guys mentioned in the narrative?)

(848) Penny: )

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: (Yes)

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: The rain fell down in sheets, the tears of the gods above as they fell from the heavens as if to watch away the sins of those below. He had not heard the bombs as they fell towards the earth, but he had felt them. He had felt their rage as they lifted him from the ground and summarily tossed him into his present position with the rage of pagan gods. The roar of the explosion had to be deafening, but his audio filter which resided within mini-buds had done what they could to prevent hearing loss.

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: His mind distinctly remembered the curious sensation of flight before the ground came to meet him. He had gasped as the air exploded from his lungs, and then the world had gone dark. He groaned softly, the tears washing over him and coaxing him back to the world of the living. It did not take long for consciousness to return, his eyes snapping open. The normally brown eyes were still in shock, his variable color pupils producing a rainbow of color greens, reds, yellows and blues.

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: His mind distinctly remembered the curious sensation of flight before the ground came to meet him. He had gasped as the air exploded from his lungs, and then the world had gone dark. He groaned softly, the tears washing over him and coaxing him back to the world of the living. It did not take long for consciousness to return, his eyes snapping open. The normally brown eyes were still in shock, his variable color pupils producing a rainbow of color greens, reds, yellows and blues.

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: (GRRR!)

** (848) Penny points to the two men not in their group with a question in her eyes. **

(848) Penny: ((you damn prose-a-holics!))

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: He moved, his right hand twitching slightly before he noticed the stranger. A stab of realization blossoming through his mind. He had his gun, SOCOM .45 but it was in his shoulder holster. His MSG 90 was on his back. He was not in a good position, but if this man wanted him deadhe would be. He moved, sitting up and looking over his shoulder understood that his life as a revolutionary had come to an end. CarlosIt was a whisper in his mind.

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "Find anyone who's still alive, I suppose. We don't exactly have time to pull everyone out of the rubble, but we can try and help the survivors as best we can.

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: (there we go.)

(847) Deathstalker: Ben will walk over to the person sitting in the rublle. "Easy there fella. I figure if you're here, you were a friend of Carlos."

(847) Deathstalker: "How you survived Hell here is another story."

** (849) Jack looks around, expecting... well, anything. Ghosts - or worse maybe. **

(847) Deathstalker: "And it looks like we have some company."

(849) Jack: Hey! (at enrique and ben) You guys need help?

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, Enrique still wearing the heavy polymer body armor that he is in the sheet I have?

(847) Deathstalker: "I'm all right, but this guy looks roughed up."

** (855) Enrique de la Cruz turned his head and glanced towards the stranger. He considered lying for a moment, but his options were limited. He doubted he could convince anyone at the moment that he was not a guerilla. He paused, his eyes closing for a moment before he spoke. **

** (851) Steve Smith grits his teeth. "Rebel scum," Steve mutters through clenched teeth. **

** (848) Penny tugs at the straps on her vest. It's at least one size too big for her. **

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: "/w 850 I think so.

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: (~_~)

(849) Jack: I don't suppose any of you have any medical training?

** (853) Matthew Guilliard adjusts his glasses, silently flipping through its various modes, trying to see if there were any more heat signatures in the rubble that could be bodies. A part of him didn't want to find any more, didn't want another reminder of the hell he was a part of...but they needed as much help as they could get. **

(849) Jack: (to our party)

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: All dead. Cold and dead, some of them in pieces.

** (851) Steve Smith turns to Jack. "I do, but the question is if I feel like using that talent on...this." **

** (853) Matthew Guilliard puts a hand on Steve's shoulder, "Relax Steve, right now, we need these people as much as they need us, if not more." **

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: "Yeah. Not anymore..." His tone was flat and distant, probably still in denial. He grunted slightly and helped himself to his feet, the mud beneath him unwilling to let him go for a second before relenting. "and you?" His tone was soft, but careful. His right hand was laying at his side, in a manner that suggested that if trouble came he would certainly make a play for a gun.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: Enrique is wearing a suit of heavy polymer combat armor usually reserved for elite corporate security. It goes a long way toward explaining how he survived

(847) Deathstalker: Ben will give the guy on the ground a quick once over to see if he has any major wounds.

** (848) Penny watches Steve out of the corner of her eye. She'd seen gene freaks before but never one so well kept, meticulous. She would have openly stared at him - but she felt that wouldn't be a very smart thing to do. **

** (851) Steve Smith sighs. "As you wish," and goes to administer medical treatment, eyeing the prone man all the while. **

(855) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): went for all the variable stuff. spiffy!

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, Sweet

(849) Jack (whispering): Just a stupid question, are we standing on the spot where the last campaing ended? Meaning, where M6 left the corvette was sitting when the ambush took place?

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: A man in a black suite with yellow eyes (teve) approaches Enrique

whispering to Jack, No, that was near the robot bunker

(849) Jack (whispering): ah, right. just a bit misplaced.

** (848) Penny shifts nervously from one foot to the other. **

(847) Deathstalker: Ben will step back, ready to defend Enrique

(851) Steve Smith: "Does this hurt?" Steve asks as he pokes and prods.

(848) Penny (whispering): sixth sense check: anyone approaching or interested in what we're doing?

(851) Steve Smith: [1d10+9] -> [4,9] = (13)

** (855) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards the approaching individual. His eyes watched him closely, sliding from the black suit and arching a brow. It was not exactly what he would wear under the present conditions, but to each his own. The yellow eyes were noted, but he did not immediately put two and two together. The motion at his side attracted him, the man that had been watching him when he awoke taking a step to the side. He was not sure what it meant, but he was not one to rely on others. His right hand remained in its neutral position, a deep breath taken and slowly released. When the man spoke, he blinked. "are you some sort of doctor?" Before the man could offer a reply, he was being poked and prodded like a hooker back in 125th street. "well?" A moment later, he hissed when the man prodded his left wrist. "what do you think?" Shit, he hoped it was a sprain. The last thing he needed was a broken wrist... **

** (853) Matthew Guilliard looks over Enrique with a solomn expression on his face. "What matters to me is that you knew Carlos, you knew his plans, his contacts, and his methods. That's what I need now. If you say no, you can just walk away, I won't stop you. However, I am prepared to make it worth your while." **

(849) Jack: If you need anything (to Steve) I'm right here. (still by the car)

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: Aside from a few scrapes, sprains, and bruises, there's nothing really wrong with Enrique

** (851) Steve Smith shakes his head. "It's not broken, just tender. You're fine." **

** (851) Steve Smith stands up and backs away, returning to Matt's side. **

** (849) Jack watches each person in turn. Considering how his last adventure turned out he wanted nothing more than to turn and run. Run and find some out of the way shack in the middle of nowhere and forget about the world outside. He couldn't do that of course. Not out of loyalty to anyone, mostly because he hated the wilderness more than he hated living in this god forsaken city. **

** (855) Enrique de la Cruz frowned. He was twenty five years old, but he had joined the cause because he had believed in it. He had worked with Carlos, because he had believed in his cause and now, someone was talking to him as if he had been purely in some sort of business deal. "I knew Carlos, yes. As much as anyone else could know a man of course." He rolled his shoulders. There were things that Carlos had kept to himself, like any paranoid revolutionary would. He was however privy to a great deal of information. Of course, he was not inclined at this moment to share that information. Nonetheless, he would be a fool not to listen to what he had to say. "Before we go any further, I want you to understand that I believe in the cause. I did then, and I do now. I will listen to what you have to say, and if this offer is as good as you say it is, and it will not infringe upon the cause, then I will assist you. If not, we will go our seperate ways." It was important to him that he not betray Carlos's memory to some corporate stooges. His head turning towards who he believed was a doctor and nodding. "thanks. its good to hear." **

** (851) Steve Smith glanced at the sky, wishing this rain would end so he could have a smoke. **

** (848) Penny 's curiosity gets the better of her. She turns her head to watch the cat man more closely. **

(849) Jack: Well, now that everyone is healthy, what's the plan?

(849) Jack: Load up the truck and move to Beverl-y?

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "I understand," Matthew paused. "Carlos had a good idea, but he was overeager. The robots in question are there for the taking, but he was missing a critical piece to the puzzle, a way to control them. I think I've found it. I need as much help as I can get to obtain the control system."

** (851) Steve Smith 's wandering eyes catch Penny's gaze. He bares his teeth in a wide grin and narrows his eyes at her. **

(847) Deathstalker: "Robots. So that was Carlos's ace card.?"

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "As I understand it, yes, and it was a good one, though the implementation was a bit...lacking. Now, I'm afraid we're on a bit of a deadline."

** (855) Enrique de la Cruz was not a fool and he had seen first hand Carlos's overeagerness. They should have waited for Ernesto and the others to have interrogated the vice president before moving. He had told Carlos this, but Carlos had been convinced that this was the answer to his prayers. That he had at last found a way to hurt the corporations. "We should talk in better surroundings don't you think?" The rain was starting to bother him, his boots were flooded as was most of his body. He needed a shower, and some dry clothing desperately. **

** (848) Penny is watching the waves of contempt as they roll off of Steve. So caught in the tempest of reds and blacks is she that she misses what should have been an obvious threat. In the back of her mind a shadow jumps at her making her flinch reflexively. She blinks her eyes a couple of times before noticing that Steve had been staring at her. She looks away quickly looking at the ground hoping to find something more interesting there. **

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "I suppose we should, though we shall have to be careful. I'm not entirely sure how many of these save havens have been taken down or are being watched by hit squads."

** (851) Steve Smith 's visage softens and he returns his attention to the meeting. **

(847) Deathstalker: "Well I came to help Carlos. Seeing as he has moved onto another place, I'll offer my services."

(849) Jack: "The more the merrier," Jack mutters under his breath.

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "We would be glad to have you, mister...?"

(849) Jack: (Bond. James Bond.)

(847) Deathstalker: "Name's Ben Deathstalker. Pleased to meet you." -Offers hand_

(848) Penny (whispering): sixth sense check: anyone approaching or interested in what we're doing?

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: "I can understand the need to be careful." His tone was matter of factly, but he had spent the last three years hiding from the corps. He had just barely survived a very elaborate assassination attempt. "I got a place, not good for holding many people or having a conversation but I need some things from that hidey hole." Like warm clothes for instance, he was not interested in catching a cold and he had to clean up his guns if they were going to be of any use to him. Besides, most of his other tools were there. He was thanful that running from the corps, had granted him a sense of paranoia.

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL)

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: Penny gets a slight tingle down the back of her neck. Looking around, she notices a group of six men are watching from a distance of roughly 50 feet. It was too dark to see them a few minutes ago, but the sun is coming up. They are wearing gang colors, and are watching the group, although they do not look overtly hostile

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "Wish the circumstances were better, Mister...Deathstalker. My name is Matthew Guilliard. Would you mind if I called you Ben?" He paused for a moment before shaking the mercenary's hand, unsure if it was the proper thing to do, or if he was putting himself at risk somehow.

** (851) Steve Smith tensed as the rebel and Matt shook hands. **

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, I suppose we can head to your place then, though we shall have to be careful."

(847) Deathstalker: "Ben will be fine." He'll give a quick frim handshake and then sling his rifle over his shoulder.

** (848) Penny feels the world bend around her. Looking around, she sees some men who had been watching the group. She can't be certain of anything except that they were up to no good. She pulls Jack's sleeve. **

** (849) Jack hmms questioningly. Turning a bit, he sees what Penny does. **

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: "I just need you to drop me off in the area, I can make my way to it myself, get my things and then we can meet up somewhere." He shrugged. He had a car that would suit his needs. His neighborhood was more than adequate and he knew all the places to disappear into. Furthermore, he really would prefer not to have his apartment seen.

** (849) Jack says quietly "Not to alarm anyone, but we're being watched. I think now would be a good time to leave." **

** (851) Steve Smith scans the area, flipping through the vision modes on his glasses. He gently leads Matt to the car. **

** (855) Enrique de la Cruz frowned but he did not look around. Doing such would warn of whoever was watching if indeed there was someone watching that they had been caught. "by all means then, lead the way." The last vehicle he had "owned" had been stolen, and had gone in flames alongside Carlos and the dozens of others... **

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "Good to have you aboard, Ben," the pit in his stomach just got bigger the moment Jack spoke. "Okay, we'll drop you off," he gets out a pad of paper and writes down an address hastily, "meet us there as soon as you can, we'll be waiting," without further hesitation, he turns for the car, "I think we should all get going."

** (855) Enrique de la Cruz moved into the back of whatever car it seemed they wanted him to ride in. He was soaked, so he hoped there was no leather back there. **

whispering to Penny, Penny's danger alarm goes off. Some bad shit was about to go down in a few seconds, she feels the danger is directed at the strange men, and not her, however

(848) Penny (whispering): the men down the street, yes?

whispering to Penny, Yep

whispering to Steve Smith, Steve scans and sees a man across the street aiming a rifle!

** (848) Penny takes a few steps away from the car, not altogether sure what she was feeling. **

** (848) Penny waits a beat more before jumping into the car, not concerned with how she lands inside. **

whispering to Steve Smith, In a second story window

** (851) Steve Smith grits his teeth and shoves Matt into the car. "Get down!" as he clambers into the driver's seat of the Spirit. **

(849) Jack: Accumstomed to Penny and her Early Warning System, Jack watches as Penny leaps headlong into the back of the car before following her in himself. Whatever was going down was going down soon.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: A gunshot rings out sharply.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: [1d10 + 14 - 15] -> [10,14,-15] = (9)

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: [1d10] -> [8] = (8)

** (851) Steve Smith stomps on the gas, not caring if everyone is in the car or not. **

** (853) Matthew Guilliard the Spinelli Autotech Spirit could only just hold the six people currently getting in. Steve would have to get his car for this trip, most likely, a thought quickly cut off when Steve shoves him into the car. His eyes go wide and he gets in, curling up under the dashboard. **

** (855) Enrique de la Cruz had his MSG 90 in his hands, watching the mud-encrusted weapon sadly. Shit, he would have to clean this up before he could use it. A moment later, Penny was diving into the vehicle, he moved his hand, the sniper rifle moved aside as Penny landed half on the vehicle and half on him. "Careful lady!" A second later, the shot rang out and he ducked his head. "Shit!" **

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: One of the gang members takes a bullet. He goes down hard. The others scramble for cover and draw their guns.

** (848) Penny pushes herself up into a seated position. Unembarrassed at her awkward landing in Enrique's lap. She wrinkles her nose because he smelled like burning. And not the pleasant kind, like popcorn. **

(847) Deathstalker: Ben will make sure everyone is in the car and be the last in.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: Matt's car squeals off, Ben hanging halfway out of the still-open back-right door as another shot rings out, hitting another of the gang members right in the head.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: It only took a split second for those accustomed to the streets to realize what was going on

(849) Jack: (girl scouts?)

(853) Matthew Guilliard: "Are we getting shot at? What the hell is going on?"

(851) Steve Smith: ((lol))

(853) Matthew Guilliard: ((Damn it, I said I didn't want any cookies!))

** (851) Steve Smith shakes his head as he drives. "No, but I'm not waiting around for that sniper to run out of targets." **

(847) Deathstalker: "Gang fight. Propably thinking thy can loot something from the wreckage.

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: Carlos had a small territory around his base that the gangs did not control. The local businesses donated to him, and he helped them in return. His death created a vaccuum that various gangs would now try to fill.

(853) Matthew Guilliard: ((Shit, just got the call ~_~))

(849) Jack: (You're in the major leagues now?)

(849) Jack: (but feh anyway. feh, I say!)

** (849) Jack puts his arm around Penny, rubbing the back of her neck. **

** (855) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Penny for a moment, catching the wrinkling of her nose but saying nothing. He had a feeling he was in no position to mingle with the fair sex. The thought was pushed aside, his head glancing over his shoulder as the car sped away from the area. "Ordinarily, it would not have occurred. But with our base gone." He shrugged, a wounded lion was no match for the hyenas. **

(855) Enrique de la Cruz: ((aoooo. ;_; @ matt)

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: (Okay. Well, a little bit of exposition, a little bit of exictement, I'd call it a good intro session)

(851) Steve Smith: ((yar))

(853) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sorry guys, I should be back in about three hours, if it's any consolation ~_~))

** (849) Jack looks at his watch. **

(849) Jack: Nope.

** (849) Jack is not consoled. **

(850) Arthur Tuxedo: * * * Session 1 End * * *

* * * Chapter 1, Act 1 * * *

(1325) Jack: (w00t)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: * * * New York, New York * * *

(1316) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session start * * *

(1316) arthurtuxedo: The group was last speeding away from the bubbling turf war threatening to engulf Carlos' former territory

(1316) arthurtuxedo: The characters regrouped, got to know each other a little better, and have sat down to discuss a course of action

(1316) arthurtuxedo: It is 10 AM

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (I'm done talking)

(1315) Penny: (still in the car or in the hideaway place?)

(1313) Deathstalker: "So we need to get to California huh?"

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (I believe everyone went to Enrique's)

(1325) Jack: Not for nothing, but I don't much care for that idea. Doesn't mean I won't go along, mind you.

** (1319) Steve pulls a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket, and lights one, puffing away absentmindedly. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Oh btw, I counted the party's cash on hand at 60 grand total)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "That's right, and we have to do it quickly, before the corporate team gets there and makes out with the codes."

(1313) Deathstalker: "With a little planning and some luck, we could be there in less than 2 weeks."

** (1315) Penny watches as the smoke make indistinct shapes around Steve's head. **

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz had gotten over the initial hump which the loss of Carlos and the cause had brought. Upon returning to his apartment in one of the cities less savory neighborhoods he had taken the time to get rid of his wet clothes, and enjoyed a thirty minute shower. After that he had taken the time to clean out his rifle thoroughly, along with all other pieces of equipment that he possessed. It was a tedious process but he did it anyway. His tools were his life. Now, he was surrounded by people that he did not know but he felt passabily comfortable with. If this would help the cause, then so be it. He owed himself and Carlos' memory that much. **

(1325) Jack: I don't know how much good I'll be getting any supplies, but I'll do what I can.

** (1319) Steve sits, listening, while he blows a few effortless smoke rings. **

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: "California. What is that three thousand miles?" He shrugged. "Never been that far out before."

(1313) Deathstalker: "Neither have I. 25 years ago we could have flown there in a day, and drive it in three."

(1325) Jack: From the stories I hear, nothing short of an armed caravan can cross the Divide.

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Few people have, Mister de la Cruz. It's not going to be easy, and there's a good chance we may run into our opponents along the way."

** (1319) Steve cringes at the word opponents, knowing Matt means fellow corporates. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "How many people know about these codes and the location of our objective?"

(1325) Jack: I only know they exist.

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: "Opponents I can deal with Mr. Guilliard." He was not in a first name term with the former corporate just yet. "Within reason of course. The trick is getting there still in one piece." His head turned glancing towards Steve a moment after his reaction to the term. He hoped that that one could kill if the situation arose...

** (1325) Jack glances apprehensively at Matthew. **

** (1319) Steve finished his cigarette and lit another with the still burning butt. **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "The only ones that matter are the ones that have been sent to find them. The airborne expidition was never heard from again. This new expidition probably won't have any support past the Rockies, but we can't be sure what aid they might recieve along the way, and who they might inform of their mission."

** (1315) Penny speaks without looking away from the billowing smoke "You can't break an omlette without making a few eggs." **

(1313) Deathstalker: "We have the advantage of secrecy for the moment."

** (1319) Steve chuckles at the girl's mix up. **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "There are several possible outcomes we have to plan for. We may beat the other team to the site, at which point they would most likely attempt to hinder our return to the East Coast. We can either attempt to return on ground, or by air. If we don't beat them to the site, we have to risk confrontation. We can't let the corp have those codes, no matter what."

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: "fair enough. so we have to get to California, ideally before the corporate group gets there." He paused for a moment. "Any ideas?" He was comfortable around soldiers. He could give orders, he could take charge. But this, was beyond his usual duties and as such. He did not feel comfortable dictating a course of action.

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "

(1313) Deathstalker: "The short answer is to get us some wheels, some supplies, some guns and ammo."

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz blinked. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "It won't be easy with this few of people, but it can be done."

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: "it can't be that sumple."

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Exactly. We'll probably need some trucks, off-roaders, for carrying everything we'll need. The Spirit can probably hold its own for most of the trip, but it won't be able to carry all we'll need, even if we travel light."

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz his head turned glancing towards deathstalker but before he could manage to say a word, Guilliard was talking once more and he remained silent. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "It's much worse than that. We need an armored vehicle at the least."

** (1325) Jack nods his head **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "And we will need to travel light. Believe it or not, the fewer people we bring, the better. A large division would be noticed, even trailing behind the other team."

(1313) Deathstalker: "The only big issue is acquiring fuel. Everything else we can bring or scrounge."

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Armored vehicles are heavy, Ben, very heavy, and useless unless it has treads. I'd love to bring a line of bradleys over to the West Coast, but I don't think we'll make it that far with that big of a target we'll be painting on our backs. We don't have the support structure the old army used to have, we can't support military vehicles."

** (1319) Steve starts coughing, and pulls a handkerchief from his pocket to cover his mouth. **

** (1315) Penny 's reverie is broken by Steve's coughing. Penny stares at him a moment longer before rummaging through her backpack. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "The'tre heavy, but a wheeled APC is armored, can float if we get the right model, can handle rough terrain and carry all of us."

(1325) Jack: Plus, it's armored.

(1313) Deathstalker: "No matter what we have, we're going to be a target. At least armor buys us some protection."

(1319) Steve: "Not if we run into the corporates."

(1313) Deathstalker: "We'll have a better chance against the corporates with a LAV than without."

(1313) Deathstalker: "Not to change the subject drastically, but do we know where exactly the corporate plane was shot donw?"

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "And RPGs are very easy to get, and a light armored vehicle won't protect us from them. I don't know if you remember your history lessons, but light armored cars like Strykers are torn to shreds by modern RPGs, and often the crews along with them. And when we roll along in such armored cars, we WILL attract the attention of those who have said RPGs. No. We use civilian vehicles for this run. They will be faster, easier to maintain and find parts for, and less conspicuous."

** (1319) Steve shrugs. "Butter versus paper. A knife still cuts through either." **

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz seemed almost bored by the conversation happening around him eventhough he understood that it was extremely important to their survival. Both sides had their merits, but frankly he only cared about a handful of things. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: ((The corporae aerial expedition was out of communication range for the last leg of the trip. No one knows exactly where or when it went down)

(1313) Deathstalker: "On the contrary, a LAV can take an RPG hit, and we would have a chance of walking away. That ain't going to happen with a truck."

(1325) Jack: Well, I guess we're damned either way then, huh? Why even bother going if we're just going to die anyway?

(1313) Deathstalker: "What kind of arir assests does the corporations have in here in the city?"

** (1319) Steve cast a sidelong glance at Jack, and grinned. He then sat back and continued smoking, keeping silent once again. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "We don't have to fly ALL the way to Califronia, halfway would be an improvement."

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: "Look, I am not an expert on these matters. I can however see why a LAV has its own appeal. It has armor, its tough, its durable, some models are even amphibious. However, it is not very redundant and it stands out." he shrugged. "how are we going to get the LAV?" He had an SUV. He was not paying for a LAV.

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "A truck is less likely to attract the type of attention a LAV would, and there is ZERO chance of getting spare parts for a LAV once we're on the trail."

** (1319) Steve quickly reversed his decision to remain silent. "How in the hell do you expect to get a plane?" **

(1313) Deathstalker: "Parts are parts, they can be modified."

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Jack, we're not setting out to die. In fact, I'm trying to set it up so that we get in and out without anyone being the wiser until it is too late."

(1313) Deathstalker: "As for getting a plane, we could always steal one."

** (1319) Steve scoffed. **

(1319) Steve: "Ok, you go right ahead and get on that."

** (1319) Steve shakes his head. "Stealing from the corporates, oi," he mutters. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "I've done it before, just not from corporates. If we were going less than a hundred miles, I'd say take a truck. But we're going 3000 miles."

** (1315) Penny mimics Steve, shaking her head. **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Parts are parts, Ben, until you need bolts machined for a military vehicle's tolerances and can only find civilian-grade equipment. Unless you plan on bringing a machine shop with us, that is."

(1313) Deathstalker: "3000 miles with hostiles and bad roads."

(1319) Steve: "You say it like it's taking candy from a baby. You can't just waltz onto a military base and fly off with a plane."

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "As for stealing a plane, I don't think it would be advisable. We are trying to maintain a low profile, so that we can sneak to California and back without causing too much of a fuss. If we make it to Most Wanted before we leave, we'll probably never make it back to the bunker."

(1313) Deathstalker: "We may need machined parts for a civilian truck. At which poiont we'd need another vehicle anyway. And LAV is a lot more durable."

(1313) Deathstalker: "Stealing a plane would be nice, but I agree that would be way to much attention."

** (1319) Steve puts out his cigarette and rubs his temples. "Hey, Enrique, you have anything to drink?" **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Ben, what do you think farmers use, aside from horses? We'll be passing several car manufacturing plants not too far from our trail. Guess what they would have stocked."

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: "but it is still one vehicle. if it breaks down, we are fucked. We do not have any sort of redundancy." He frowned, turning to glance towards Steve. He considered his request for a moment and decided to take the opportunity. "I got some juice, some coke, and a lot of rum. which you prefer?" He stood from the table and headed towards the kitchen.

(1313) Deathstalker: "Farmers use tractors, assuming they have gas, which actualy helps us, because many LAVS use commercial truck or tractor engines."

(1319) Steve: "Any Scotch?"

** (1324) Matthew Guilliard sighs, debating with Ben was like talking with a stone wall, the man was utterly refusing to give on this, even after he had put his foot down. **

(1313) Deathstalker: OOC for a moment. I'm arguing for a LAV because of the protection. In Iraq, the terriosts aren't going after the armored vehicles, they're going after the unarmoored convoys.

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz peeked out of the kitchen with a thin smile. "sorry, no go on that. I got four different rums, a bottle of vodka I tried once, and a peppermint schnaps. The latter I have not touched." He shrugged. He liked his rum, and little else. **

** (1319) Steve gets up and follows Enrique to the kitchen, unable to take it anymore. "On second thought, gimme a shot of rum." **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((We're not in Iraq. We're not in uniform. We are trying to blend in with the locals. You can't do that with military hardware.))

(1316) arthurtuxedo: ((You could have found an in-character way to say that)

(1313) Deathstalker: (( We're going to be outsiders, no matter how hard we try to blend in. Let me ask the GM something. Are people able to reasonably move across the contry?))

(1316) arthurtuxedo: ("Remember what happened inthe Iraq War?")

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Not really. People don't move around much. It's difficult and dangerous)

** (1315) Penny rises from her seat and goes to a window. The voices in her head suddenly making it all too crowded in the close confines of the room. It's tolerable when the crowd around her isn't so passionate about what's on their mind. When their minds focused, it acted like a volume knob in her head. Looking away helped her concentrate on just her own thoughts. **

(1313) Deathstalker: ** To himself. To bad Carlos went and got himself killed. Dealing with civilians was always a pain. **

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz smirked as Steve approached. "you got it." He reached for his cup boards, withdrawing too shot glasses which he promptly filled to the top with rum. **

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz he took a glass and glanced towards steve before taking it all down and placing the empty shot glass on the counter. "am I the only one that is hesitant to accept the LAV idea?" His words were spoken softly, meant only for him as his right hand reached for the bottle of rum and he poured himself another glass. **

** (1319) Steve takes the glass given to him and clinks it with Enrique's. "Cheers." Steve slams the rum. **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Ben, even if you are right, getting our hands on LAVs is not going to be easy. Unless you happen to be unnaturally rich, we can't go out and buy them, and stealing them lands us in pretty much the same mess we'd be in if we stole a plane."

** (1319) Steve shakes his head. "Not at all." **

(1315) Penny (whispering): sixth sense check: (without giving away any juicy details) Would we be better off in a civilian vehicle or the LAV?

whispering to Penny, That's way beyond the scope of that power

whispering to Penny, But nice try :)

(1313) Deathstalker: "If we can find one to buy, let's do it. If we can't then we'll get us a couple of trucks. I figure we need about threes days to get ready. If we can't find a LAV, then we'll have to go with trucks."

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz smiled thinly and glanced over towards where deathstalker and matthew were still negotiating. "good." He liked not being the only paranoid bastard in the group. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "A LAV is to big to steal, i agree with you there."

(1315) Penny (whispering): worth a shot. Just imagine the scene if she said something about it though 8D

** (1324) Matthew Guilliard felt a wave of relief washing over him, ~Finally,~ he thought, ~a compromise...at least Ben isn't totally uncompromising,~ "All right, we'll set out as soon as possible for the trucks. We need to get going ASAP, I'd like to be on the road no later than tonight." **

** (1319) Steve slides his glass back to Enrique. He wouldn't dare have more than one. "Thanks for the drink." **

** (1325) Jack mutters "Want in one hand..." **

(1313) Deathstalker: "I don't think we can leave that soon. Tomorrow night at the very earliest. Everything else we need is going to take some time, and then we have to check it."

** (1319) Steve walks over to Penny. "Anything interesting out there?" **

(1313) Deathstalker: "Do you know where the corporates way be getting their expidition toghether?

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Steve and shook his head. "don't worry about it." a moment later, he slammed down his second glass and closed his eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath before putting both the shot glasses away in the sink and placing the rum bottle away. The first one had been for him, the second in memory of Carlos. **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Food and basic supplies will be easy to get, guns I suppose may take a little longer, but money can grease those wheels easily enough."

** (1315) Penny jumps at Steve's intrusion. For a moment she can only stare at him, still not used to how he looks. Catching herself she looks away, then down at her feet. In a whisper she simply says "No." **

(1313) Deathstalker: ((what's the current time?))

(1325) Jack: 11am?

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (That's the one)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Cost of all the stuff on that list other than the LAV and the trailer is $8,000)

(1325) Jack: (sweet)

** (1319) Steve nods. "I can't take the arguing either. I knew it would be like this, but..." he trails off. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Between everyone, it should be acquirable within a few hours)

(1313) Deathstalker: ((Can we find a LAV in 48 hours?))

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Anything that can be found in this town can be found within 48 hours :))

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: ((are you kidding? you can find the body of kimmy hoffa in 48 hours))

(1313) Deathstalker: ((Can we find one for a reasonable cost more importatly?))

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: (~_~ kimmy...~_~))

** (1315) Penny looks over her shoulder at the gathering. Finding her voice she says "That? Oh. It's not what they are saying that bothers me." **

(1315) Penny: o_O

** (1319) Steve cocks his head questioningly, but doesn't say anything. **

(1313) Deathstalker: ((Need to add a couple of armor vests for those who don't have any like myself. Anyone else need one?))

** (1315) Penny doesn't notice Steve's reaction and continues to look out the window not seeing anything in particular. **

(1315) Penny: (I have one.)

(1325) Jack: (Me too)

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: (I got an armor vest)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (I think everyone has one)

(1319) Steve: (yep)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "First things first, radios. I'd love to have a nice encryption scheme set up on them, but barring that, it's still more secure than cells. Can charge them off the cars or solar cells if need be. Some kinetic flashlights..." Matthew saved the lists of gear into the hard drive hooked up to his brain, it was handy having perfect memory whenever he wanted.

(1313) Deathstalker: ((Ben doesn't have armor so we need 2 vests so we have a spare, and need 3 helemets))

(1313) Deathstalker: "We can get a vehicle mounted radio, a backpack for dismount, and walkie-talkies for each of us."

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Sounds like a plan. Probably should make sure all the cars can talk to each other, plus whoever is on the bike will need a hands-free set to relay information back to the convoy."

(1313) Deathstalker: ((Do we want to say we spend a couple of hours making the list and then go shopping?))

(1315) Penny: (Shopping!)

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: ((yes please! skip to the end, how do I kill em? :P))

** (1319) Steve turns back to the group and taps his ear. "Got that covered already," he says, his voice resonating in Matt's ear. **

** (1325) Jack looks between the two of them. **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well, I was hinting by making the list go into my hard drive ;) ))

(1325) Jack: Great. What about the rest of us?

(1325) Jack: (meaning that we should all know about incoming danger from the scout)

(1313) Deathstalker: "We'll get some handsfree sets for everybody. They'll come in handy for talking over the sounds of vehicles."

** (1324) Matthew Guilliard blushed slightly, "Right, sorry Steve, I got a little caught up in the moment there." He knew Steve wasn't happy about this, and he was just as bull-headed about it as Ben was about the LAV's, but in the end...was it worth it? Matthew hoped it was. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: The group makes a list, checks it once, and then goes on a grand shopping adventure, buying everything except the vehicles from various black markets. It is now 4 PM

(1319) Steve: (sweet, I was just about to call for a fast forward)

(1325) Jack: (what? no naught or nice?)

(1313) Deathstalker: (we need a couple of hours to check everything and then get some sleep,)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Once doesn't rhyme with nice)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((Vehicle check: We have the bike, the Spirit, and an SUV, yes?))

(1325) Jack: (That's why we check it twice!)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (That's right)

(1325) Jack: Okay, the easy stuff is out of the way.

(1325) Jack: Have we decided what kind of vehicle we're going to beg, borrow or steal?

(1319) Steve: "I have, but I don't think the feeling's mutual."

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Deathstalker put some feelers out while he was shopping. Seems there's a mysterious seller wanting to unload an LAV for 60 grand)

(1313) Deathstalker: ((It depends if we can get a LAV with trailer and a few choice spare parts, such as spare tires. If we cant get extra tires or parts, then we'll have to go with trucks))

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((8 people, minus one for the bike, probably one to two per truck, the rest in the spirit or the SUV...SUV can hold a decent amount of cargo. I'd like 2-3 trucks sound good?))

(1313) Deathstalker: (Does it include the trailer and parts?)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (The others found out that there are trucks, SUVs, and Humvees for sale as well)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (You'd have to go visit him. The black market dealer didn't know)

(1319) Steve: (I say we sell or trade the Spirit, and get 2 Hummers, and a truck, plus the SUV and bike, that should work)

(1313) Deathstalker: (Alright I am good for comparison shopping. I suggest we see the LAV dealer first, and then see what deal we can get for Hummers.)

(1319) Steve: (Scratch that, we don't have to trade or sell the Spirit, only if we go the LAV route)

(1313) Deathstalker: (lets go see what the black marteteers have to say)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((My Spirit! ;_;))

(1316) arthurtuxedo: Does everyone go to the LAV seller or just Deathstalker?

(1325) Jack: (alrighty)

(1319) Steve: (well yeah, that's one of the reasons Matt doesn't want to go the LAV route, cause then his Spirit has to go bye-bye)

(1313) Deathstalker: (I just need one other person to watch my back)

(1319) Steve: (I go if Matt goes)

(1313) Deathstalker: (I'll just get the details from the dealer, then we can see about the trucks)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((Might as well, I suppose, though I don't have to be happy about it. I'm the only one who can front the deposit :p ))

(1316) arthurtuxedo: So Matt, Steve, and Ben pull up at the place Ben was told to go.

(1313) Deathstalker: exactly!

(1316) arthurtuxedo: It's in a seedy neighborhood. A contested area. Not a safe place to be. In front of an apartment with a closed garage door. Ben was told to honk twice and then once

(1313) Deathstalker: Will proceed to honk twice and then once. "Watch your ass boys!"

** (1319) Steve checks to make sure his M8 is locked and loaded. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: A group of three armed men come out of the doorway. They are carrying shotguns and Uzis, and look highly suspicious.

** (1324) Matthew Guilliard felt the uncomfortable weight of his pistol and his ballistic vest pressing against him even harder than it had when he put it on. Was it that danger felt closer here? Whatever the case, he was ready for trouble...as ready as he could be, he supposed. The pistol was a last resort, really, in case Steve missed something, or was hit. He prayed it wouldn't come to that... **

(1313) Deathstalker: Ben will step out of the car. "Evening gentlemen. We have business here."

(1316) arthurtuxedo: "Who the fuck are you?"

** (1319) Steve follows Ben out of the car. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: All three men are pointing their guns at Deathstalker, with their fingers inside the trigger guard and the safeties off

(1313) Deathstalker: "(Will use black marketeers name) said to meet him he."

(1313) Deathstalker: here even

(1316) arthurtuxedo: The leader relaxes. "You know Tommy?" He lowers his gun

(1316) arthurtuxedo: "OK, get back in your car and start up the engine. Make it quick"

(1316) arthurtuxedo: They turn to go back inside

(1313) Deathstalker: "Yeah, said he might have some merchandise we might be interested in. Thought we'd drop by to check it out."

** (1319) Steve waits until they go inside, and then gets back in the car. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: The men do not answer Deathstalker.

** (1324) Matthew Guilliard lets out a quiet sigh of relief...for a moment, he thought bullets might start to fly, and if that was the case, what would he have done? Could he have done anything, aside from hiding inside the car waiting for it to be over? **

(1313) Deathstalker: ** BEn will get in the car and start the car.**

(1316) arthurtuxedo: As soon as the Spirit is started, a couple large men open the garage door from the other side and motion him to drive in. There is a spiraling ramp downward so that one cannot see inside

(1313) Deathstalker: "If something goes wrong, get him (points to Matthew) out of here. I'll find my own way and meet you at KC's"

(1313) Deathstalker: *Ben will drive slowly down the ramp

** (1319) Steve scowls at Ben. "I'd thank you to not tell me how to do my job." **

(1325) Jack: (me-yow!)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((LOL :D ))

(1316) arthurtuxedo: The ramp does not descend very far. It curves a total of about 90 degrees to the right before opening up into a large garage, capable of storing about 8 cars. It is currently occupied by a few cars, a pickup truck, some tools and repair equipment, and the LAV.

(1313) Deathstalker: "Just making sure. SOmetimes you have to spell things out for people."

(1325) Jack: (THEY'VE GOT SPARKS TO FLY, METAL TO BURN - ANOTHER BLACK MARKET GARAGE IS JUST AROUND THE BEND!)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: The LAV looks to be in good shape, though it lacks weaponry. It's not pristine like a corporate vehicle, but there's nothing obviously wrong or missing

** (1319) Steve smiles a phony smile and nods his head. "Right." **

(1313) Deathstalker: ** Ben will park the car, but will leave the engine running. He'll get out of the car slowly and look around for Tommy,**

** (1319) Steve sidles over into the driver's seat. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: There's are three men working on one of the cars, the two coming back from opening the garage door, and the three original men come down from the house. This place looks pretty well equipped to fight off invaders, with a machine gun emplacement, and a recoilless rifle

(1316) arthurtuxedo: All of the men sport tattoos on their arms marking them as members of the Wild Ones, a minor but vicious gang

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Interesting place...certainly has a certain....something to it, doesn't it Steve?"

(1313) Deathstalker: ** A nice little wretched hive of scum and villiany**

** (1319) Steve nods, watching quietly. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Note: Tommy was the name of the black market dealer, the guy who's selling the LAV's name is Bill)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: One of the guys working on the car stands up and starts to walk over. "So Tommy sent you my way, huh?"

** (1319) Steve extracts a cigarette from his pack and lights up. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: Before Ben can answer, "So how is that old son of a bitch?"

(1313) Deathstalker: "Yes he did. I was interested in the LAV there."

(1313) Deathstalker: "It looks pretty good on the outside, how about inside?"

(1316) arthurtuxedo: "Pretty nice, ain't it?"

(1316) arthurtuxedo: "Works fine. We just can't use it. The other gangs around here carry too much firepower for us to risk losing something like that."

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.o)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: "We got it a few months ago from a collector who tried to stick us on a payment. The guy modified it to be able to use truck tires, but other than that, it's pretty much stock"

(1313) Deathstalker: "I was interested in a 1-ton trailer and some spare parts for the LAV also."

(1316) arthurtuxedo: He nods. "We've collected a few spare parts for it, but not enough to replace anything and everything. The trailer's easy."

** (1319) Steve stretches and folds his arms. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "well assuming I am satisfied with how the engine, suspension and tranny looks, how much you asking for the LAV, trailer and parts?"

(1316) arthurtuxedo: "I'll let the whole package go for 70 grand."

(1313) Deathstalker: "I am sure there is some room for negotiation. I have a few other appontments and I need to talk to the boss. I need a few hours to come to a desicsion."

(1316) arthurtuxedo: "Sure, fine. Here's my cell phone number."

(1316) arthurtuxedo: He writes a number down.

(1316) arthurtuxedo: "Gimme a call. It's a secure channel."

(1313) Deathstalker: ((what's the current time?))

** (1324) Matthew Guilliard felt his eyes bug out as his earbuds picked up the price quote. Trading in the Spirit might cover the costs of the gear they just bought, but combined the group only hand perhaps 60,000, if that. Blowing it all now on one piece of equipment? They'd have to sell almost all the other vehicles to make this work, and if it broke down...this was not looking that great. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (4:30 PM)

(1313) Deathstalker: "Alright your should here from me in three or four hours. I appreciate you letting us having a look."

(1313) Deathstalker: ** Ben will offer his hand and then walk back to the car and get in on passenger side ** "Let's go, we can discuss things outside."

** (1319) Steve drives out of the garage, and heads back to Enrique's place. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: The trio pulls up to Enrique's, where Enrique, Jack, and Penny see them pull up through the window

(1313) Deathstalker: ** Once inside** "70k for the LAV, trailer and parts. I figure we can knock him down to 50 or 55k. He said he can't use it. I vbet he'd be willing to get rid of it."

(1313) Deathstalker: "We can go talke to the Hummer dealers, and see if they can offer a better deal."

** (1319) Steve has another coughing fit, and goes to get some water. **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Even so, that leaves us pretty thin once we hit the road. I'd like to hit Cali with at least 10K, just in case we need to grease some wheels there or on the way back. Let's see what the other option will cost us first."

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz was sitting down on a chair, his head turning to glance towards the arrival of steve, ben and matt. "welcome back. I take it things went well..." His tone was sweet and laced with slight amusement. His eyes followed Steve as he walked, and he smiled to himself. He was good to go. **

(1316) arthurtuxedo: A little checking is all it takes. Hummers are not uncommon, and their owners are much less paranoid. A basic one runs about 15 grand, one with a mounted machinegun goes for an extra 5, and an armored one adds about 10 to the price

(1313) Deathstalker: "55k gets us two armored Hummvees, one which is armed, or one LAV."

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (The armor difference is that a hummer can't take anything past .50 cal BMG, while an LAV could take at least one RPG hit from most launchers)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Assuming we can talk him down, and that we can't talk down the owners of the hummers. We could probably get two armored, armed hum-vees for 50k if we ask nicely enough."

(1325) Jack: Well, two humvees, a Spirit, an SUV and a bike sounds good... but then everyone who can drive is driving. Just something to think about.

(1313) Deathstalker: "If we get the hummvees, that's all we'll take beside the bike."

(1313) Deathstalker: "with four vehicles, we'll need to fuel them, and you all ready mentioned the drivers."

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "I'd like to have at least one truck in there, for the bike, any extra supplies, and for redundancy. We can dump the Spirit and the SUV though for trade easily enough."

(1325) Jack: (no! not the spirit!)

(1313) Deathstalker: "We can get a trailer to for any extra stuff, like we planned for the LAV."

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((I know, it hurts to write it... ;_;))

(1313) Deathstalker: "That would give us an armored and armed truck for the lead, and trcuk pulling the trailer."

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "So then, one Hum-Vee, and one truck, plus the bike?

(1319) Steve: "Sounds good to me."

(1313) Deathstalker: ((Need a minute to check something))

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz blinked as the SUV was talked about. He was very fond of that SUV and it had cost him over the years about 10,000 dollars. He was not about to hand that over out of the kindness in his heart. "that would also leave me without a means of transportation upon our return." His tone was flat. "If we return." So far, there were a lot of possibles. And as far as he knew, he was not being paid. He -was- wllling to tag along and help these people for the cause. But the cause was not going to feed him. **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((Actually, we are feeding you. Who do you think bought the Scooby Snacks? =P ))

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: ((pfttt!))

(1325) Jack: (rooby racks?)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "I'm not much fond of it either, Enrique, but we have to think of what's best for the task at hand. I'd like to keep the Spirit myself, to be honest. Do you have any ideas?"

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz shrugged. **

(1319) Steve: (I think this is the longest session we've had where nobody got shot. Not saying that's a bad thing, mind)

(1325) Jack: We could alway steal you another one.

(1319) Steve: "Does anyone know how to hack? We could use some mis-appropriated funds."

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: "I can understand the need to have vehicles which are capable of the trip. But I paid good money for my vehicle and it has served me well. After it is all done, what happens to those that have sacrificed their vehicles in order to make this little adventure of ours possible?" His tone was neutral. He was obviously thinking of the long run here. and being stuck without a means of transportation was not a lot of fun for him.

** (1325) Jack quirks an eyebrow **

** (1319) Steve glances at Jack. "Can you hack?" **

** (1324) Matthew Guilliard gives Jack a look, then turns back to Steve. "It's possible, I suppose...but what would we hack?" his gaze returned to Jack, hoping he'd have an answer. This illegal stuff was still pretty new to him. **

(1313) Deathstalker: "If you can speak up man!"

(1325) Jack: I don't want to brag or anything.

(1313) Deathstalker: "What to hack. A bank or something. That's where the money is!"

(1325) Jack: I mean, trolling a corpie network is one thing. Trying to cut into their lifeblood is another altogether.

(1313) Deathstalker: ((LOL))

** (1321) Enrique de la Cruz turned to glance towards Jack. "are you making a commitment to this end?" because if he was -guaranteeing- that he could steal him another vehicle, then so be it. Of course, he would -expect- him to carry out his request... **

(1325) Jack: I'm more used to using information as my currency to tell you the truth.

** (1319) Steve shrugs. "It's safer than walking into a bank demanding the money in the vault." **

(1325) Jack: Hacking a bank or something like that...

(1313) Deathstalker: "Hacking a bank in less than 24 hours."

(1325) Jack: I mean, what kind of money are we talking about?

(1325) Jack: I could crack an ATM without breaking a sweat. But they don't have a whole lot, trust me.

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Hell, 60,000 would be nice, but we could do with half that."

(1313) Deathstalker: "Just enough to get us by. Somewhere around 100k would do it."

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: (john connor: easy money. *BANG! john falls over dead as the corporate smiles thinly*)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((I was waiting for someone to make the T2 ref :) ))

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: ((:P))

(1325) Jack: The trick isn't so much the taking of the money, more where the money ends up.

(1325) Jack: Any script kiddie can get the money. THey get caught when they put it in their own account.

(1313) Deathstalker: "Can you make a fake account, transfer the money, get it and close the account?"

** No match found

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (The banks of 2030 New York require people to make withdrawals in person)

** (1325) Jack pulls out his Treo SmartPhone and begins tapping away at the keys... **

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: "Hmm...what if we could get into the Corp's wetworks database? Set up a bounty on some non-existant bastard, say we killed him, bring in some sort of proof, and walk out with the cash?"

(1313) Deathstalker: "I'm used to killing people and breaking things, work with me here."

(1325) Jack: No. I have to be a little more crafty than that.

(1325) Jack: I could create an offshore account, say the Caymans, transfer the money there. Then have it wired in to a Wells Fargo America, like the one at the supermarket. I think.

** (1315) Penny shifts uncomfortably in her seat **

(1319) Steve: (Art just suggested trying to collect the bounty on M6. That would be...interesting. We'd get to see what our guts look like)

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL! riiight. pass.))

(1325) Jack: (bwahahaha)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Remember that 2030 doesn't have the same type of communication that we do in 2005. There's next to no contact between one city and another, much less the Cayman Islands)

(1325) Jack: Crap.

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: (seriously guys. if Jack is willing to say "yeah, I will jack you a ride when we come back" Enrique will happily sacrifice his SUV. Of course, Jack better deliever...)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah, pass on that. If Aly were here right now, we'd be giving him some hungry stares though ;) ))

(1319) Steve: (lol)

(1313) Deathstalker: (What can he do? We know there is risk invovleved, just need some options.)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (M6 was Gerard's character in SDN2)

(1319) Steve: (M6 could kill everyone in this group without breaking a sweat, and then go back to drinking a beer)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((M6 is a combat monster. He would probably chew all of us to shreds in under ten seconds, flat, and he's sleep like a baby on vicodin afterwards.))

(1313) Deathstalker: (Sorry wasn't talking about M6! I meant what could Jack do on the hacking front! )

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((LOL, ah, okay :) ))

(1325) Jack: (Yeah, keep up people.)

(1313) Deathstalker: (But iagree M6 sound like a badass)

(1325) Jack: (Bah, he was cuddly.)

(1325) Jack: (For a killing machine, anyway.)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Possible to hack an ATM machine and run, but that would only net a few hundred or a thousand)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (There's at least one scheme I could think of that would get money from a bank, but I'm not revealing... :))

(1319) Steve: (What if we pay a civilian to use his account? Everybody wins, except him?)

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((If we had the time to jack every ATM in the greater manhattan area, that could work...))

(1313) Deathstalker: (How hard is it to make a fake account. Such as one of us walking in, but not using our real Identities.))

(1324) Matthew Guilliard: ((Enrique can at least make himself look different. Won't fool biometrics beyond voice print identification (foolish in this day and age), but it might work))

(1313) Deathstalker: (And can such a scheme be done in the next 24-48 hours?)

(1325) Jack: (I'm coming up with not a whole lot. Which oddly enough resembles nothing.)

(1325) Jack: (Plus, it is well beyond my sleep time.)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: (Yeah, we should probably knock off)

(1321) Enrique de la Cruz: (yeah. we might as well end here. sorry guys)

(1319) Steve: (I concur)

(1316) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 2 End * * *

* * * Session 3 Start * * *

(1680) Jack: I don't even know why I'm discussing this.

(1680) Jack: I mean, I don't have a problem with an ATM here or there.

(1680) Jack: But a whole bank? No thanks.

(1692) Deathstalker: Ok fair enough. Let's hit a couple of ATMs on our way out of town.

(1682) arthurtuxedo: ((Note: ATM's are in Manhattan only, B of A doesn't trust non-corpies with stocked ATM machines))

(1680) Jack: (what's his name can still get in to corpie town, yes? I can tell him what to do - maybe.)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (He can still get in, yes)

(1692) Deathstalker: What kind of surviellence do ATMs have? Just the standard camera at the terminal, or various cameras everywhere?

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Most of them are just one-camera affairs. Sometimes there's a guard or multiple cameras, but not usually)

(1680) Jack: Sounds reasonable, as far as thievery goes. But I can't get to any ATM's that have what we need.

** (1680) Jack looks at Matt for emphasis **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (It's usually pretty hard to get into Manhattan, and corporates tend not to steal from each other, since they're all basically stealing from everyone else already, so security is not paranoid for relatively minor things.)

(1692) Deathstalker: How hard is it to get some info on what the Corps know about the outside world. It would be nice to know what roads they control.

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "ATM hacks are risky, though I suppose we could do it. But if we're going to steal money, we should make it more than enough. ATMs won't have that much, and pulling that much out of one would probably attract attention."

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (That information could be easily obtained by Matt or Jack)

(1680) Jack: I don't disagree, Matt. But I'm also not the greedy bastard wanting to knock off a bank.

(1680) Jack: We need to shit or get off the pot, here. Pick whatever truck or whatever we're taking and go.

(1692) Deathstalker: Well money is related to what vehicles we want. I have been arguing for the LAV. The problem was I was arguing for armor, when I should have been arguing for the amphib nature of the LAV

(1680) Jack: I get the feeling the clock is ticking on this and I don't want to be anywhere near the alarm when it goes off.

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "There's still the plan of pulling in a bogus bounty. Anyone else want to throw out an idea?"

** (1687) Enrique de la Cruz watched the conversation as it happened and remained silent on the matter. He would allow matthew to sell his SUV but only when he was assured that something would be done to grant him mobility upon his return to NYC. If those assurances were not given... **

(1692) Deathstalker: Having an amphib creatly increases our options.

(1692) Deathstalker: With Hummers, we wil need to find intact bridges, most of which are controlled by the corpies, or places to ford, or hope there is a ferry service.

** (1686) Steve lights a cigarette and takes a long drag. **

** (1686) Steve exhales slowly, head back and eyes closed. **

(1692) Deathstalker: With the LAV, all we need is a place to enter the water.

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "Still, it doesn't quite resolve the monetary problem, and the LAV will cost more."

(1692) Deathstalker: "The guy was asking for 70K. I bet we could get him down to 55k or so. It's not like he has a lot of places to sell it."

(1692) Deathstalker: "If he won't come down in price, then we'll have to go with our second choice."

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "A 22% discount? I'm a good negotiator, but I'm not sure I'm that good. Is that trailer bouyant too?"

(1692) Deathstalker: (Assuming it was a military type trailer, it is designed to cfloat)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (It floats)

(1692) Deathstalker: Need to go afk for a few minutes. Don't wait for me.

** (1687) Enrique de la Cruz leaned back against his chair and closed his eyes. This reminded him back when he had first come to the revolution. This sort of discord and bullshitting back and forth was something he had not missed. Carlos was a man that was firm, he would listen to his advisors but once he made a decision, it was finished. There were no debates. That style had served him well... **

** (1687) Enrique de la Cruz paused for a moment as he reconsidered. that style had also gotten him killed... **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Is the group going back to see the LAV owner, or do we still need to talk about it more?)

(1687) Enrique de la Cruz: (those that went before should go and get it over with I think.)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (That was Ben, Matt, and Steve, correct?)

(1686) Steve: (How much was it for the Hummer and truck setup?)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Each armored hummer was 25,000, 30k with machine gun mounted. Each truck was like 10k)

(1681) Penny: I want to go too.

(1686) Steve: (Ok, so assuming we could get the LAV for 55, would it necessarily be a better deal than 2 Hummers and a truck for 65?)

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: ((More importantly, that's assuming that we can't talk the hummer and trucks down a little))

(1686) Steve: (right)

(1686) Steve: (Ok, so let's go negotiate with the LAV guy, we don't have to commit to anything)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (So Ben, Matt, Steve, and Penny go?)

** (1680) Jack stares at Penny. "Are you sure? It's probably not going to be like running around with me. If things don't go..." Jack paused a moment not wanting to finish the sentence. **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "Okay...might as well lowball him at first, try for twenty, maybe thirty thousand, see how low he's willing to go from there."

** (1686) Steve nods. **

** (1681) Penny nods curtly. "I'll be fine." She inclines her head "He won't let me get hurt." **

(1692) Deathstalker: ((i'm back sorry about that. I'm not answering the phone for the rest of the night!!!))

(1682) arthurtuxedo: The band of 4 loads up into the Spirit and goes to see the LAV owner again. They arrive at the gate and are let in for a second time. The atmosphere is much less tense than the last time. The leader of the gang comes out for the second time.

(1692) Deathstalker: "I'll go. He knows me, ansd I know what to check on the vehicle."

** (1686) Steve glances sidelong at Penny, then looks at Jack. He doesn't smile or nod, his expression is dead serious. **

(1692) Deathstalker: "We're back. We'd like to see if we can do business."

(1681) Penny (whispering): (is the leader's demeanor obvious? meaning are his intentions the same as he's letting on?)

** (1686) Steve gets out of the car, and shadows Matt. **

** (1681) Penny steps out of the car, looking around nervously but stays close to Steve. **

(1692) Deathstalker: "If you don't mind, I'd like to go over the vehicle and see if it suits our needs."

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: (what's this guy's name again?)

whispering to Penny, He seems to be on the up and up. You can scan his thoughts if you want.

(1681) Penny (whispering): (one step at a time)

(1692) Deathstalker: ((bill or something wans't it?))

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (I don't remember, reading the log)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, it's Bill)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: "Sure thing. It's in damn fine condition, but I don't expect ya to take my word for it."

** (1681) Penny looks around the building, pausing at each person briefly without making eye contact. **

(1692) Deathstalker: ** Ben will take a few minutes to go over the LAV. Looking for any holes in the lower hull, condition of tires and of the engine and transmission.**

** (1688) Matthew Guilliard gets out of the car and looks around, only slightly more at ease than before. "Hello Bill, while my companions check over the state of the merchandise, I'd like to discuss the matter of price." **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: Some of the men eye Penny hungrily, no doubt thinking dirty things.

(1681) Penny (whispering): (how many mental contacts besides those we can see? any way to determine that?)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: Bill rolls his eyes. "Why do people have to haggle about every damn thing? Ain't my price good enough for ya?"

(1681) Penny (whispering): (oh, right... guess I should ask if I can pull a low-end price from his head. -- Now to figure out a way to let Matt know he's gone too far...)

(1680) Jack: (sorry, Penny's putting Art in tell hell.)

whispering to Penny, Penny doesn't have Psychic Scanning, so she doesn't pick up contacts

(1681) Penny (whispering): (stupid new rules!)

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "It's a matter of what we can afford, not whether your price is fair. If we had the resources, we'd pay you what you're asking and be on our way. It's a complicated world though, so things can't be that easily cut and dried."

whispering to Penny, Make a roll (Psi + Probing) to get the low price

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: (check?)

** (1686) Steve adjusts his shades, and flips through the various visual modes. **

(1681) Penny (whispering): (18)

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: ((BTW, I've been downloading openoffice, this computer doesn't have excel, so I can't even look at my character sheet ~_~))

(1680) Jack: (bwahahaha!)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Roll Charisma + Argumentation, Matt has 8 in each)

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: ((Voicebox come into it, or no?))

whispering to Penny, Okay, so roll 1d10 + 18

(1681) Penny: [1d10+18] -> [4,18] = (22)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Yes. Forgot about that. Add 1 to Arg)

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+17] -> [7,17] = (24)

whispering to Penny, He's thinking he'll let himself be talked down to $50,000

(1682) arthurtuxedo: Bill mulls it over. "Okay, I'm a generous man. I'll let it go for 60 thousand."

** (1681) Penny continues looking around the room, trying her best to look as casual as possible. Each sound from the garage makes her swivel her head in the direction of the sound. **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Repeat that roll to try to talk him down some more, each time the difficulty increases, and if you flub the roll too bad, you'll piss him off)

** (1681) Penny tugs on Steve's sleeve. **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: ((okay))

** (1686) Steve looks at Penny questioningly **

** (1681) Penny stands on her toes and says something quietly to him. **

** (1681) Penny half smiles. **

** (1686) Steve nods slightly, and runs his hand through his hair. He taps his ear and says something barely audible. **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "I appreciate your generosity, but I am afraid I will have to ask you for more."

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+17] -> [10,17] = (27)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: Bill and Matt stare at each other for several seconds. Bill starts to chuckle.

(1682) arthurtuxedo: "You're a sly son of a bitch, you know that?"

(1682) arthurtuxedo: "Okay, $50 thousand is as low as I go. Below that, it makes more sense to keep maintaining the damn thing and wait for the next buyer."

** (1686) Steve looks at Penny and flashes a half smile. **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles, knowing that his training in the dog-eat-dog world of the corporation lifestyle had come in handy. "Thank you, you are most generous. If you don't mind, I would like a moment to confer with my colleages."

(1682) arthurtuxedo: "Yeah, yeah, have your little meeting..."

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: Matt calls together the group for a quick huddle. "All right, thoughts?"

(1692) Deathstalker: ** Does the LAV check out ok?**

** (1681) Penny starts to return the smile, forgetting for a brief second that the world she lives in is a deadly place. **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Looks fine. Nothing visibly wrong)

(1681) Penny: (jsut a sec)

(1681) Penny (whispering): (can I get any info bill isn't forthcoming with on the LAV?)

** (1686) Steve shrugs. "50 thou isn't bad, but I don't know if we can do better with a couple of Hummers." **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: ((And this package gets us the LAV and the trailer, plus some spare parts?))

(1692) Deathstalker: "It looks good to me. This is the way to go."

** (1681) Penny looks apprehensive for a second, scrunching her eyes in concentration before speaking. **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (The trailer and the spare parts was $2,000 extra)

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, fair enough.))

(1692) Deathstalker: " I just want to say, I know it is expensive, but I have never got the impression that you have wanted to tdo this mission on the cheap. If I had, I would have been long gone."

whispering to Penny, Penny hears Bill's side of the conversation right before he says the words. "I'll just be glad to have the damn Bloodhounds off my back. Next time I say we should steal something from them, slap me."

** (1686) Steve sighs. "Are you saying you want to leave? Then go." **

** (1681) Penny clears her throat **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "I don't like putting all of our eggs in one basket like this, and I don't like making us stand out as much as this is going to, but I suppose we could get by. Maybe we can...appropriate other items on the way..." He didn't like this, but it might not get them all killed.

** (1681) Penny speaks in a conspiratorial tone, hoping no one outside their circle can hear, "They stole it." **

** (1681) Penny blinks and looks at each member. **

(1681) Penny: It seemed important.

(1692) Deathstalker: "The eggs thing is a drawback, but I think it is an acceptable risk. I'm not to worried about sticking out. No matter what we drive, we are going to get noticed."

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "I can hardly imagine them obtaining one any other way. Do you know if there is an APB out on it?"

(1692) Deathstalker: ** Ben will wink at Penny ** "They sure didn't build it."

** (1681) Penny looks more nervous - if such a thing were possible. "APB? N-no... not exactly." **

** (1686) Steve removes his shades and rubs his eyes. **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: Matt leans in towards Penny with a look of curiousity, "What do you mean, exactly?"

** (1681) Penny bites her lower lip. She shifts her weight from one foot to the other. Looking at the ground, she says "They stole it from - from another gang. Blothownz?" She furrows her brow in frustration. **

(1681) Penny: I'm not very good with the words.

(1681) Penny: Changing them from what I hear, here" **points to her head**

(1692) Deathstalker: "Whew, I thought you were giong to say they got it from the Corpies."

(1686) Steve: "Where's their territory?"

** (1686) Steve puts his sunglasses back on. **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Enrique or Jack would know which gang controls what)

** (1681) Penny says louder than she intended to, "I don't know!" **

(1686) Steve: "We have his cell number, tell him we'll call him in an hour and let him know."

** (1688) Matthew Guilliard didn't know why, but he wasn't entirely surprised by Penny's admission of telepathic powers. Maybe it was the shock of the last few days, maybe he just already suspected something, but in any case, he took it in stride. He had read reports on such things, now he had a real-life case in front of him... "Shhh, don't worry dear. Can you talk to Jack? Up there?" He motions to her head. **

** (1681) Penny shakes her head. **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Jack does have a phone...)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Let's speed this along, you find out that Penny probably heard "Bloodhounds", one of the largest and most vicious gangs in the city. They control most of the Bronx and some other scattered patches. They mostly use motorcycles.)

(1681) Penny: (yeah, what he said)

(1686) Steve: (And we're in the Bronx right now, right?)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Right. In one of the contested areas near the edge)

(1681) Penny: (eep.)

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: (any way out that won't attract too much attention?

(1687) Enrique de la Cruz: (hee)

(1681) Penny: (drive... FAST)

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: [1d100] -> [48] = (48)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Can't think of one off the top of my head, given that there's only one exit out of this garage.)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (And it would be difficult to cover and tow a 58,000 pound vehicle)

(1692) Deathstalker: **Ben will snicker** "Wonder if we can have it delivered?"

** (1686) Steve glares at Ben. **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: ((Thirty minutes or your armored company is free))

(1681) Penny (whispering): (any small, pocket sized objects within arm reach? the shinier the better.)

(1692) Deathstalker: "I don't want to get my ass shot off when I haven't even left the city."

whispering to Penny, How about a shard of broken glass?

(1692) Deathstalker: "well it was my idea to get the LAV. I'll drive it out of here."

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "It's a risky proposition..."

(1681) Penny (whispering): 1682 (not what I was looking for, but that's okay. I may be able to use it for something.)

whispering to Penny, Okay, on a 3 or 4, there's an object like the one you describe lying around, otherwise no. [1d4] -> [2] = (2)

(1692) Deathstalker: "They got it in here, we'll have to rely on suprise to get it out."

** (1686) Steve raises his eyebrows, his mouth slightly agape. "Whoa, did I miss something? We haven't decided on buying this thing?" **

(1681) Penny (whispering): (no worries, I'm cool with a shard of glass. there's plenty of game left for "what I have in mind")

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "No, we haven't, but if we're going to, we need a plan. Never hurts to have a plan B."

(1686) Steve: "Well why don't we discuss that somewhere else, then?"

(1686) Steve: "Especially since we only have half of the required information to make a decision."

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "All right," Matt breaks from the huddle and walks back to Bill. "Thank you once again for your time. We will contact you in an hour with our answer. Is that acceptable?"

(1686) Steve: "Like I said, we have Bill's cell number, tell him we'll call him in an hour and let him know."

** (1681) Penny is transfixed by something on the ground. It's just a shard of glass, but a glint from some light caught her eye and now she can't take her eyes away from it. **

(1682) arthurtuxedo: Bill nods. "Okay, just don't string me along, here. When you call, I want a final answer."

** (1681) Penny 's mouth moves, mouthing words but no sound is coming out. Penny rocks gently from side to side, oblivious that their meeting has come to an end. **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "Absolutely." Matt smiles and motions to the group to get back into the car.

(1681) Penny (whispering): (see? told you I could use it.)

(1692) Deathstalker: "You all right sister?"

** (1686) Steve follows Matt back to the car, waiting to get in after Matt does. **

** (1681) Penny continues to stare at the piece of glass. **

whispering to Penny, Next time you can just assume that whatever you need for roleplaying purposes is lying around.

(1692) Deathstalker: "We need to leave now."

** (1688) Matthew Guilliard gets into the car, and waits for everyone. **

(1681) Penny (whispering): (well, I was looking for something to steal - which might have had consequences in the world.)

** (1681) Penny blinks, finally looking around. **

whispering to Penny, Oh, I see

(1681) Penny: Oh.

(1692) Deathstalker: ** Ben will wait for Penny to get in the car and then be the last one in**

** (1681) Penny quietly gets back into the car, not sure that she'd just had one of her moments. **

** (1686) Steve takes a last look around, then gets in the car. **

(1681) Penny: (home, jeeves!)

(1687) Enrique de la Cruz: (lol)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: The group goes back to Enrique's pad.

(1682) arthurtuxedo: After some contacting and haggling, they are able to get the prices for armored hummers down to $20,000, $22,000 for one with a machinegun mount. A pickup truck is so common and in-demand that there's not a lot of room to haggle

(1682) arthurtuxedo: Still $10 grand on one of those

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: 54,000 vs. 52,000. One gives us redundance, the other gives us versatility.

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "54,000 vs. 52,000. One gives us redundance, the other gives us versatility." Matthew sips a cup of coffee, the first one he had in what felt like far too long. "So, let's make this as democratic as we can. What does everyone think?"

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: ((sorry, I need some caffiene myself))

** (1681) Penny beams when she sees Jack. "It's Shake-n-Bake, and I helped!" she crows. **

whispering to Jack, While Matt haggles on the phone, Jack notices a figure dart from one buidling to the next out the window. He only got a brief look at him, but he saw that he had exposed cybernetics on his face, making him look like a Terminator. Unless Jack missed his guess, it was M6-41

(1680) Jack (whispering): fuck me, but you're an evil bastard.

** (1686) Steve lights up again. "At this point, I really don't fucking care. But I'd rather have redundance." **

(1692) Deathstalker: "Everyone knows where I stand. I've done this sort of thing before, and I we'll appreciate the versatility."

** (1681) Penny watches as the color drains out of Jack's face. She stares at him a moment longer before the look on her face changes from pride to something akin to fear. **

(1681) Penny (whispering): (any spider sense tinglies?)

whispering to Jack, And then some :)

whispering to Penny, Nope

** (1687) Enrique de la Cruz looked up from packing, his goods all stowed and ready for carrying by this point. "Both methods of transportation have their advantages and disadvantages. Both work, but personally I prefer the redundance." He shrugged. He had just survived an attack that had decapitated Carlos` revolution and killed dozens. Was it so surprising? **

(1681) Penny (whispering): (I'm thinking it'd be a bad idea to try and probe "M6" - even if I thought I could.)

(1681) Penny (whispering): (any way to discover intent?)

(1680) Jack: Redundance. Yeah. Sounds good. Jack says distractedly.

whispering to Penny, Not without a line of sight.

(1680) Jack: I don't want to alarm anyone, but staying here may not be a good idea for much longer.

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "Got a timeframe on that, Jack?"

(1680) Jack: Yesterday would have been better.

(1680) Jack: Right now is okay, but a lot more dangerous.

** (1686) Steve takes a drag and frowns. "What's up?" **

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: "Figured. Okay, most people seem to enjoy the idea of having more to do things with rather than something that does more. I'll call Bill and let him know that he'll have to find a new buyer, we'll get the hummers and the truck."

** (1680) Jack looks at Steve before deciding what to say "I think I saw an old associate out there. If it's who I think we're in for it." **

** (1681) Penny takes a step towards the window. Jack grabs Penny by the arm, shaking his head. **

** (1687) Enrique de la Cruz frowned but said nothing. **

(1686) Steve: "What the hell do you mean, 'associate'? You got a bounty, Jack?"

(1680) Jack: Not one that pays money.

(1688) Matthew Guilliard: (shit, just got an important call guys, sorry ;_;)

(1687) Enrique de la Cruz: (aooo. ;_;)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (I was about to cut short anyway. Gotta leave to go to my mom's)

(1680) Jack: (no such thing! unless it gets you laid.)

(1680) Jack: (nooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo)

(1687) Enrique de la Cruz: (sorry so little got accomplished)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (I know, just when it was getting interesting.)

(1686) Steve: (FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK!!)

(1680) Jack: (at least I learned something tonight. I guess it wasn't a total wash.)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: (Lots to look forward to for next week)

(1682) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session End * * *

* * * Session 4 start * * *

(1928) arthurtuxedo: We left off having decided to go with 2 hummers for transportation

(1930) Jack: (recap: Jack said: Wessa all gonna die?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Then Jack spotted something out the window that spooked him greatly.

(1929) Deathstalker: Is this before or after we have things loaded?

(1930) Jack: (We hadn't bought a vehicle yet.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Before.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: I dunno about you guys, but since this is my crib I have been packed for a while now.

(1931) Penny: (no spider sense tinglies?)

whispering to Penny, Nothing yet.

(1930) Jack: Long story short. I don't know if I'm a target or not - but to be on the safe side we should leave. Carefully.

(1929) Deathstalker: "If somebody wants to pick a fight, then they can bring it. Otherwise, let's get the trucks, get loaded and get out of town."

** (1936) Steve frowns, wondering what to make of Jack's "Not one that pays money" remark. "So you don't have the corporates on your tail?" **

** (1931) Penny blanches. **

(1930) Jack: No. You don't want this ... thing ... to bring anything.

(1930) Jack: No, no corporates.

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: "The less fighting we do, the better. Let's get going, quietly."

(1929) Deathstalker: "Listen everybody. We are about to travel 3000 miles across hostile territory. If anyone has skeletons in their closet, now is time to let it out."

** (1931) Penny nods vigorously. **

(1936) Steve: "Then what are you so worried about? Let's just get our stuff and go. If your secret admirer wants to have a party, he's vastly outnumbered."

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz frowned for a moment but stood from his chair and walked to one of the corners of the room where he had stacked his stuff. He bent over, grunted slightly as he picked up both bags and glanced towards the others. "I am good to go now." **

** (1930) Jack laughs nervously, but not out of mirth. "I've seen this thing take on a whole room of shits like us and not so much as scratch his paint job. That we're not dead now only scares me more." **

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: "Enrique, you get everything you need into your car, I'll get as much as I can into mine, and we'll meet up at the place to pick up the hummers, all right? Everyone, let's get into the cars and go. Now." With that, Matthew motions to Steve and starts moving to exit Enrique's pad.

** (1930) Jack nods to Ben. "Yes. Let's go." **

** (1931) Penny slips on her small backpack and waits for everyone to make their exit. **

** (1936) Steve nods and follows Matt out to the car. **

(1929) Deathstalker: **Ben is going to load the Para Saw and sling his rifle. and then help load th cars.**

** (1930) Jack carefully walks out the front door, looking around for any signs of movement. Or anything at all. (spot check + ultraviolet) **

whispering to Matthew Guilliard, Make a haggling roll (1d10 + 16) vs difficulty 25. It's doubtful you'll be able to get a better deal, since hummers are fairly easy to unload at a pretty stable price, but a 9 or 10 will get a break

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz frowned as he heard jack speak. Immediately, he had an idea of what or more precisely who was out there. He had worked for Carlos afterall, and Carlos had talked openly about such men. His head turned towards Matthew and he nodded. "you got it." A moment later, he waited for everyone to leave his apartment before locking it, and walking down a side set of stairs. Upon making it to his vehicle, he loaded his stuff as quickly and neatly as possible, got in the driver's side and slid the key into the ignition. He was good to go. He pressed the gas, eased out of the holding area and accelerated down a street. A moment later, he picked up his cell phone and made a call. **

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+16] -> [5,16] = (21)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): I am assuming that because Enrique had some history with Carlos, he figured out its M6. As such, he just placed a call to the corporate equivalent of "America's Most Wanted" OMG! M6 is in such and such location in this area. and so on.

whispering to Jack, Your AT for spot is 21. Difficulty is 20.

** (1931) Penny was more than just a little nervous. The anxiety that was rolling off of Jack alone was enough to make her teeth squeak. She'd gotten enough of a look at what had Jack scared, she knew she wasn't ready to see anything like that happen right in front of her. Despite her instict to crawl under the bed and hide she couldn't just let Jack - or the others - run off without her. After all, who would watch out for them if not her? **

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, That makes sense.

(1930) Jack (whispering): (it's just spot + d10, yes? It's been a while 8D)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): thanks. Enrique knows his limitations and his position with Carlos was heavy on the management. He does not have the combat prowess of any of the trio from the last game. He is not stupid.

whispering to Jack, That's the one

(1930) Jack (whispering): [1d10+15] -> [3,15] = (18)

(1930) Jack (whispering): (feh!)

whispering to Jack, You forgot to add Awareness. Don't roll again though, it's cool. I'll just add 6

whispering to Jack, Jack sees the man he saw before watching the group from the second story window of the building across the street. He can see him in ultraviolet, but cannot make out many details

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Doing a spot check right now)

(1930) Jack: (Head count: Who is standing where? This is for all of you.)

(1936) Steve: (I'm right behind Matt)

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm first out I think))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Enrique should be backing his car out now)

(1929) Deathstalker: (Waiting for cars to pull out then will get into second car)

** (1930) Jack takes a casual look around. He pauses for a second, then continues walking to the car. He speaks, but not to anyone in particular. "Whoever it is, he's in that second story window. Watching us." **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Anyone without an enhanced vision mode will see only darkness)

** (1931) Penny instictively reacts and starts to look where Jack pin pointed the man. Before her eyes lock onto the window she catches herself. **

(1929) Deathstalker: (thermal vision glases on Ben)

** (1936) Steve pretends to adjust his glasses on his nose. (flips through vision modes) **

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: Matthew nods slightly and resists the urge to look in the direction Jack indicated, waiting until he gets into the Spirit, taking the opprotunity to look around with his tech glasses (UV, IR, NV, Zoom).

(1928) arthurtuxedo: For those with one: You see a prone figure, hunched over with arms extended.

** (1931) Penny crawls quickly into the middle of the back seat of the Spirit. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Clutched in the figure's right hand is some sort of small rifle or SMG.

(1931) Penny (whispering): (should I be praying to any non-existent deities?)

whispering to Penny, You can if you want.

** (1936) Steve rummages in Matt's trunk, pulling out his M8 and configuring it into long rifle mode. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Before everyone gets a chance to get into the cars, the figure leaps down onto the street, landing only 20 feet from the Spirit. Yet despite this disturbing turn of events, for Jack, there is relief. This man is not M6-41.

(1931) Penny: (I hate you.)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL)

** (1931) Penny ((points to Jack. "He said it, not me.")) **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: He has the exposed cybernetics on his face, making him look like a Terminator, but the similarities end there. This man is wearing rags, and has a crazed look in his eyes. His hair is unkempt.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: He shouts "Freeze! Nobody move!"

(1928) arthurtuxedo: He points a short barreled shotgun in the group's general direction.

(1931) Penny (whispering): (probe for intentions)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): am I still in the process of getting out? and can I see this?

** (1930) Jack jumps before realizing it isn't M6. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: "Don't even think about it, I'm upgraded. You'd never get a shot off before me."

** (1936) Steve had just gotten his hands on the M8 when the gunman lept out the window. **

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, You can see what's going on

** (1936) Steve decides to wait to pull it out. **

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: Matthew's eyes go wide, unsure of what to do. Suddenly, everything feels so very heavy, especially the FN 5.7 inside his jacket. "Who are you? What's all this about?"

(1928) arthurtuxedo: "Everyone over here, up against the wall. Hands over your heads."

whispering to Penny, Roll Psi + Probing + 1d10 against DF 17

(1936) Steve: (can we get a battle map? Where is everyone in relation to him?)

(1931) Penny (whispering): [1d10+11+7] -> [8,11,7] = (26)

whispering to Penny, He wants to rob the group and steal the Spirit

(1931) Penny: (need to upload pix real quick like. standby)

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: ((Grrr, still no pic, hold on.))

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (1929) Deathstalker...

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (1930) Jack...

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (1931) Penny...

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (1933) Matthew Guilliard...

(1930) Jack: Whatever it is, I didn't do it. I wasn't even there.

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (1936) Steve...

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (1938) Enrique de la Cruz...

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz was in the process of leaving when the intruder landed on the street. Immediately, he realized that this was not M6. Nonetheless, he was armed and that was a problem. The beauty of the situation was that he had not parked in the same exact location as the others. As such, when his SUV came to a stop he was in a flanking position -behind- the target. His SUV came to a stop, just like any rational person would do. His head disappeared from the dashboard, his goggles secured over his head before he opened a door, opposite his target and slid out of his vehicle while pulling his MSG90 in hand. He crouched behind the engine block of his vehicle, utilizing the features in his goggles to good effect before he took as much cover as possible from his vehicle and aimed the rifle towards the intruder. His words were comical. He was enhanced? so was he? even now, he could feel the combat drugs sliding through his system, deadening nerves and granting him the calm outlook of a killer. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (tada!)

(1929) Deathstalker: ** Ben was standing in the doorway, waiting for everyone to get the cars. He doesn't want to make a move while everyone is exposed. If he sees KC, he'll wait to see if KC can get the drop on the intruder.**

(1936) Steve: (omg, the Governator is attacking us!)

(1930) Jack: (If we kill him, will he be bahk?)

(1930) Jack: (afk a sec, beverages call)

(1930) Jack: (Olo! Hans Olo!)

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hahaha))

(1930) Jack: (back)

whispering to Deathstalker, For minis, we find an image (usually with google image search) to represent our characters. Once you find a good one, either load it yourself or tell me the URL

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique will be over to the right a few squares from Penny when he chooses his mini

(1930) Jack: (We can see that Ernesto.. I mean Enrique is behind the Govenator, right?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Oh right, behind. I forgot. So he'll be a few squares behind.

(1930) Jack: (beep! beep!)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (yeah, on hidnsight I should have picked a name that was not so close to ernesto. unfortunately, I was listening to Enrique Iglesias songs when i came up with the name)

(1929) Deathstalker: [1d100] -> [96] = (96)

(1930) Jack: (At least you weren't listening to Inglebert Humperdink.)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL!

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (So are we going to find the other minis, or just do without?)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (we can do without. I have no mini. ;_;)

(1929) Deathstalker: (I have a picture, how do i load it?)

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: ((I was listening to....the...uh....South Park episode with John Edward.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (In the miniatures tab, paste it into the location bar and hit "add miniature"

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: ((Pink? My car is PINK? *cries*))

(1929) Deathstalker: (does it matter what type of file it is?)

(1936) Steve: (hehe)

(1931) Penny: (wha? pink is pretty!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (It shouldn't)

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: ((But....it's PINK!))

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: ((Bonus points for reference))

(1929) Deathstalker: (I have the picture on my hardrive does that matter?)

(1930) Jack: (never tried adding from the HDD...

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Well, yeah, that matters. Send it to me and I'll upload it)

(1930) Jack: (meh, worth a shot)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Put him wherever he should be)

(1929) Deathstalker: (which way is the building?)

(1933) Matthew Guilliard: Disconnecting from server...

(1933) Matthew Guilliard (exit): 10:05

(1939) Matthew Guilliard (enter): 10:05

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (1939) Matthew Guilliard...

(1930) Jack: [1d100] -> [47] = (47)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (That was strange. Anyway, I think we know where everyone is)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: So Enrique is going to take a shot at this guy?

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (naturally. after aiming for a second or sp)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: He is so focused on the main group that he does not notice Enrique drawing a bead on him

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Regular shot? Aimed to the head?)

(1930) Jack: You don't look like any cop I've seen before.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (head shot. I am afraid of metal)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: "I ain't a cop. This is a damn robbery. Now shut the fuck up!"

(1930) Jack: No need to get all snippy. I was just making conversation.

(1929) Deathstalker: **Way wrong answer!!!**

(1929) Deathstalker: **As soon as KC takes his shot, Ben will open up with the SAW

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The assailant gets a cross lock on his face, and starts to swivel his gun toward Jack when a shot rings out from behind him.

(1930) Jack: Sure, the world's gone to crap but there's no need to be rude or anything.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: *cross look

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (1d10+10+10)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [3,10,10] = (23)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [7] = (7)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Thanks to the supersonic nature of the bullet, the would-be robber never hears the gunshot.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: He is obviously nowhere near as upgraded as he looked like or claimed to be, since the round goes in the back, and comes out the front unimpeded.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (cosmetics. poor bastard. you don't want to make your enemies over estimate you.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (@Jack: Make a 1d10 + Athleticism roll)

** (1931) Penny covers her mouth to stifle her surprise at seeing a man's brain matter spew all over the ground. **

(1930) Jack: (crap)

(1930) Jack: [1d10+5] -> [4,5] = (9)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (one shot, two kills? X_X)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The man's muscles spasm and he reflexively pulls the trigger

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Jack anticipated this occurance only miliseconds before it happened, and he is not able to get completely out of the way.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: The moment that combat started with the first shot, Matthew's brain kicked into high gear, bringing his body along for the ride. With the skill of dozens of successful operations, he leaps into action. Before anyone can react, he dives down into the front seat of the car, hoping that the engine block will keep him safe from stray bullets.

(1930) Jack: (give it to me straight, doc)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((All fear my leet skillz))

(1929) Deathstalker: **Ben will run over to the would be robber, kick the gun out of his hand and make sure he is dead**

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz did not allow himself a smile before he stood up. "We might as well get started." His head turned, glancing from side to side for a moment trying to ascertain if there were further threats. If not, he would get back on his vehicle. He knew where he put that bullet... **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Jack's vest stops the shot from penetrating, but it still hits like a ton of bricks. Only part of the spread catches Jack, but it's still quite painful, although nothing seems broken.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Jack's status: Injured (+1 DF to rolls)

** (1936) Steve pulls the M8 and whirls around, ready to fire. **

(1930) Jack: Ow. FUCK!

** (1930) Jack drops to one knee, unintelligible obscenities flowing from his mouth. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The assailant slumps to his knees and stays there in the unnatural pose for a few seconds before falling to the ground, gray matter oozing out onto the pavement.

** (1931) Penny kicks open the other door to the Spirit, "Jack!" **

(1936) Steve: Seeing that the assailant is quite dead, Steve turns around and configures the M8 into long rifle mode.

(1930) Jack: Goddamn, motherfuckin' sonofabitch SHOT ME! And he's dead! Why the fuck did I even wake up this morning? Fuckin' hell!

** (1931) Penny starts laughing. **

(1929) Deathstalker: "Good shooting, cowboy." Ben will grab the dead guy and drag him into an alley.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: Heart racing, Matthew peeks up over the dashboard, catching his breath. "So, uh, it's over?"

** (1936) Steve nods. **

(1930) Jack: Shut up. It's not funny.

(1929) Deathstalker: "You want his gun KC?"

** (1931) Penny shakes her head, feigning seriousness, but continues to smirk. **

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz winced slightly as his shot failed to prevent a spasm. Nonetheless, Jack seemed to be alright and that was what counted. He watched Jack drop to one knee cursing bitterly, and remembered that incident in the hospital before. He smiled thinly, shaking his head. "You gonna be alright jack..." His words were spoken in a friendly but teasing tone before he opened the door to his vehicle and he got back inside. A moment later, the roar of the engine spoke plainly as to his intentions. The window was open and thus his boosted hearing managed to hear what Deathstalker had said. He turned his head towards him and shrugged. "I was aiming for his spine." His tone was cheerful. He waited for them to get on their vehicle before driving off. **

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz shook his head. "no, whoever needs it can keep it." He was feeling generous at the moment, and he really had no space in his bags for more hardware. **

(1929) Deathstalker: ** Ben will grab the gun and ammo and anything else useful off the guy. He'll at it to the trade pile.**

** (1930) Jack gets up gingerly, his hand rubbing where the bullet struck his vest. **

(1929) Deathstalker: ** ONce everyone is in a car, Ben wil get in KC's truck**

** (1930) Jack sets himself in the back seat of the Spirit. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The guy was traveling pretty light. Just the shotgun (short barreled Mossberg) and the 8 rounds inside it.

** (1936) Steve finishes his work on the M8 and slings it on his side. He slams the trunk lid and gets into the Spirit. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The drive over to the "dealership" is fairly uneventful. Matt is unable to get the seller of the hummers to budge on the price, since it is easy to unload hummers, and he can just find the next guy to pay the going rate.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((okay, so the price was 55,000, right?))

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Or what?))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: ((Yep))

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz spent the time during the drive making idle chat with deathstalker. They talked about a variety of subjects, ranging from their own combat experience to how each hoped the trip ended up. Although Enrique was obviously hispanic, the music he preferred was not from that ethnicity. The drive was punctuated by a bewildering array of metal tunes, ranging from speed to epic. **

(1929) Deathstalker: ** Does the price include the trailer and a .50?**

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (No to the first part, yes to the second part)

(1929) Deathstalker: ** Ben will return the idle chat asking and answering questions with KC**

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Thought it was 55,000 for the two hummers and the truck, no?))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, you're right. I forgot.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay))

(1929) Deathstalker: (do we want the extra truck? we already need 100 gallons of gas a day with jsut 2 hummers)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: At the dealership, Matt tries to take stock of how much money the group has available. As it stands, he'll plan on selling the Spirit and talking Enrique into selling his SUV so that they have enough travelling money to last them.

(1930) Jack: (So, we're looking at the SPirit, a bike, on Humvee + a trailer?)

(1929) Deathstalker: (two hummers, trailer and bike)

(1936) Steve: (what DS said)

(1929) Deathstalker: (Sell or leave the civvie vehciles)

(1930) Jack: (I think we can do without the truck - can't we? The fewer vehicles the better, I thought.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Um, last I checked, there was no trailer, it was a truck....))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Selling Enrique's SUV gives 15 grand for the trip. Not selling gives 5 grand left)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Unless something changed when I wasn't looking))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (I think the idea of the trailer is that it can carry a load and doesn't consume gas)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((But whatever is pulling the trailer has to burn more gas anyway, it's not free cargo capacity.))

(1930) Jack: (two hummers, a bike and a trailer is plenty)

(1929) Deathstalker: (we only lose a few miles per gallon, and the weight of the trailer will gradually lessen as we trrade the guns and ammo. Need the trailer mostly to hall water and fuel cans)

(1936) Steve: (yeah, I like the idea of a trailer, assuming one's for sale, that is)

(1929) Deathstalker: (We would aslo need to have drivers drive longer)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Everything, out the door is 55 grand, including the trailer. Let's not drag this into another debate, shall we?)

(1929) Deathstalker: (My plan is to have Ben and KC in a hummer with the .50, and everybody else in the second truck with the trailer)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Eh, okay. So selling the spirit and the SUV gives us 15k?))

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((For the road that is))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (About. You were at 53k without, Spirit brings it to 60k, SUV to 70k)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Right)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Actually is 18k for the road

(1928) arthurtuxedo: I forgot, Matt got the lower corporate price, but this is the black market

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, so this should work. Let's get it on. :) ))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: *cues Marvin Gaye*

(1928) arthurtuxedo: So the merry band buys some shiny hummers, one with a .50 cal machinegun and one without, but bothing armored enough to take rounds from said .50 cal

(1930) Jack: (yay!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Matt sells his Spirit and Enrique sells his SUV

(1930) Jack: (aww)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (don'r cry for me SUUUVVVV!!! ;_;)

(1936) Steve: (LOL)

(1929) Deathstalker: (We have a SAW for the second hummer, but it doesn't need to be manned while we are driving)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Italian Sports Car....Noooooo!!!))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The dirtbike is strapped to one vehicle, and the trailer is pulled by the other

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Can we play car games? I like the one where you look for rare plates.))

(1929) Deathstalker: (If we see another car, we need to be ready to fight)

** (1931) Penny can't help but be excited. The prospect for danger is diminished by the thought of getting away from the city and see new things, maybe meet new people. But mostly, Penny is happy to be riding in a car. **

(1930) Jack: (How long will Jack be "Injured"?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (For a few hours)

(1930) Jack: (check)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Chapter 2: Over the Hills and Through the Woods

(1930) Jack: (My, what a large gun you have Gramma.)

(1936) Steve: (to California we go)

(1931) Penny: (All the better to blast your gut to smithereens, dearie.)

(1929) Deathstalker: I have to go to work now, catch everybody later.

(1930) Jack: (boo!)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((I spy with my little eye, something starting with an R.))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The two armored SUVs roll through New York, a few rough and tumble looking bands of gangers are passed, but the speed is kept high enough that they do not interfere.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (I am going over the SUV I will travel in with a black light to see if there are any risks for penny to get pregnant if she sits on it.)

(1929) Deathstalker: Disconnecting from server...

(1929) Deathstalker (exit): 10:48

(1930) Jack: (Well, so much for the "No disturbing images this campaign" idea.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Those who know the darker side of the city know that there are only a few exits out of the city, and they're all controlled by the Blood Hounds.

(1936) Steve: (yeah, apparently Penny makes a habit of lounging around naked and "playing" with things...)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

(1930) Jack: (good thing we didn 't take the LAV)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The other ways out involve the abandoned parts of town, which can potentially be worse.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: So the group is faced with a choice, drive through a gang-controlled checkpoint to get out, or drive through the always-dangerous abandoned parts of the city

(1930) Jack: (I say we go through the checkpoint. We do have a bargaining chip - we know where their missing LAV is.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Where did DS go?))

(1930) Jack: (work)(

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (He went to work)

(1936) Steve: (nods vigorously)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm inclinded to agree. I'll try to get by with my silky smooth manner.))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Which car pulls up first?

(1930) Jack: (Uh... the big one?)

(1930) Jack: (I'm not even sure who is where.)

(1936) Steve: (The one with Matt in it, I suppose)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: The trailer one then, I guess.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Okay, so the car with Matt, Steve, Jack, and Penny pulls up in front. The checkpoint involves 24 gangers armed mostly with assault rifles, though 2 have RPGs and 2 have light machine guns. There is also a heavy fixed machine gun. The way is blocked by a chain-link gate that could probably be rammed if push came to shove.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: They are wearing kevlar vests.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: One of them comes up to the car and signals to roll down the window. He is smiling.

** (1930) Jack whispers to Penny, "No thinking their thoughts, k?" **

** (1931) Penny nods her head. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: Matt rolls down the window as well, a neutral look on his face, waiting for the man to make his pitch.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: "What you got in that trailer, holmes?"

(1931) Penny (whispering): (general mood of the group? [1d10+18] -> [9,18] = (27))

whispering to Penny, They are curious and somewhat anticipatory

** (1931) Penny chews on her lip nervously. The giddy excitement from earlier abated by the stern faces of the ad hoc border guards. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: "Camping gear, you know? Food, sleeping bags, that sort of thing. Heard that the sky's real nice outside and thought I'd give it a try."

** (1936) Steve lights a cigarette and puffs away. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+17] -> [1,17] = (18) Manipulation

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (1d10 + Charisma + Manipulation)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Beat me to it)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz took notice of the relative location of the gangers armed with RPG's considering those were people that had to be picked off first and foremost if it came to trouble. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well shit))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: "The sky?" He starts laughing. "You are some stupid motherfuckers goin' out there."

(1928) arthurtuxedo: "It ain't no fuckin' camping trip out there, ese. It's the fuckin' jungle!"

(1928) arthurtuxedo: "Camping gear..." he chuckles. "All right. Well you ain't got nothin' we want, then." He signals for them to open the gate.

** (1930) Jack breathes a sigh of relief. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: Matthew smiles like a bit of a fool and waves. "Thank you, we'll bring back some pictures when we come back."

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The group leaves the city limits and into New Jersey. Where there was once a slightly less-densly populated extention of NYC, there are now abandoned streets and buildings that are starting to be taken over by plant life

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The group is truly alone here, as there is no population of wildlife to prey on, and neither any humans.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Only the cockroaches make this place their home.

** (1931) Penny watches distractedly as the buildings drift by the window of the Hummer. She tries to imagine what life was like before the wars, before everyone was consumed by hatred and greed and self loathing. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Wait...no deer? YES! YES! FINALLY!!!))

(1930) Jack: O_o

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: ((~_~; fu matt)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (The lead hummer has to swerve to miss a deer j/k ;))

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((God damnit! ;) ))

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: "You know, before the war, I probably would have lived here. Taking the train into the city every morning and back each night. Now..."

(1930) Jack: I get the feeling I'd be stuck in the same hole I'm in now.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((...Now we're on a cross-country trek to activate an army of robots and blow up New York one last time.))

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz followed the lead hummer, taking notice of the surroundings. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: ((heh.))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Soon, the group finds the onramp to the freeway. It's blocked by some debris, but the next one provides and entrance.

(1930) Jack: The only difference between the world that was and the world that is is that now the walls between the haves and the have-nots is real and not metaphorical.

(1936) Steve: "Hey, did anyone bring a deck of cards?"

(1928) arthurtuxedo: After a while, the crumbling and overgrown buildings give way to less and less dense collections of abandoned houses and outdoor malls.

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz glanced over his shoulder at deathstalker. He had gone silent but he had no desire to interrupt his internal contemplations. His eyes remained on the road, windows up as he drove. "Everytime I think of how the gringos fell, it brings a smile to my face. For decades, everyone had to put up with their arrogane, their foreign policy and the knowledge that they had the might to make anything they desired stick. And look at them now..." He shook his head. There had been people that believed that the mighty US of A would last as a defacto empire for centuries. They had been wrong. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, that's true. The Corps haven't exactly been helping there. I was hoping I could create change from within, but it...it seems more hopeless every day," Matt looks out at the changing scenery, wondering what it must have been like to live here all those years ago.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The resurgence of the wild is astonishing. In only ten years, there is vegetable growth everywhere outside. One the right, the group sees a herd of buffalo, once on the brink of extinction, with hundreds of members running. They are trailed by Bengal tigers picking off the weak. There were many people who kept such animals as pets, and they now have an abundance of food out here, and their populations are exploding.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((You want to know? I'll tell you! It SUCKED! You're lucky now you bastard, you don't have to worry about Traffic! You wouldn't last two minutes on the roads I deal with! YOU'D BE DEAD!! YOU HEAR ME?! DEAD!!))

** (1931) Penny catches sight of the buffalo and presses her face to the window, craning her neck to keep them in view for as long as possible. **

** (1931) Penny isn't disturbed by the sight of the tigers catching one of them so amazed at the sight of something that isn't a rat or a cockroach or some raggedy, dirty skanky version of a housepet from the city. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The road is uneven, cracked, with debris everywhere. The highways that used to be perfectly fine for speeds in excess of 100 mph are now unsafe past 40.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: "Hmm...I hope the wildlife stays constant over the whole trip. It will simplify our food supply issues."

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Matt takes a left turn Southward toward Washington D.C.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Did I scare everyone or something? o_O))

(1930) Jack: (nah. well, maybe a little.)

(1936) Steve: (heh)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Where Marion Barry is STILL Mayor))

(1930) Jack: (bwahahaha! his head in a jar, a la Futurama)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The group could stay on the highway and have a faster trip, but the back roads are lower profile, and can be used to avoid the cities, while highways will go right through them.

** (1939) Matthew Guilliard found the F11 macro key **

** (1939) Matthew Guilliard found the F11 macro key **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah...if New York turned out to be a hell-hole, I'd like to avoid DC))

(1930) Jack: (It seems a wash, really. Danger staying on the highway, and there's danger being off as well.)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (main roads for a good chunk and then back roads?)

(1936) Steve: (I don't really have an opinion)

(1936) Steve: (*slams beer down* Let's do both!)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10 + 22] -> [2,22] = (24) and [1d10 + 17] -> [1,17] = (18)

(1930) Jack: (just a sec, consulting map)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((There likely to be gas in DC?))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (It's likely)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Any idea of what the city is like?))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Only that it's not corporate controlled. They're repelled by those that call themselves the rightful U.S. government and it's military)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (They kill corpies on sight, but their reaction to outsiders is not known)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Kill corpies? ;_; Okay, time to scout it out))

(1930) Jack: (I saw we head westerly) (yeah yeah! send teh scout!)

(1936) Steve: (homey don't play dat)

(1936) Steve: (oh, ok)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Jack's spotting processor alerts him to danger. He focuses and sees it again, the glint of metal in the hills ahead. About 1 mile away.

(1930) Jack: (it does? oh, right. it does.)

(1930) Jack: Stop the truck.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (The one in his glasses)

** (1931) Penny 's reverie is broken by the halting of the caravan. She blinks herself back to the present, looking around curious as to what prompted the halt. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: Matt stops the truck, looking himself for the sign of danger that Jack must have seen. "Where is it?"

** (1936) Steve looks at Jack. "What?" **

(1930) Jack: There's something up ahead, about a mile. I can't make out what it is but there's something there.

** (1930) Jack points for effect **

** (1936) Steve looks at where Jack is pointing, peering into the distance. **

(1930) Jack: (someone radio Enrique)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz blinked when his twin vehicle slowed and then stopped. He did the same, pulling over behind some cover and frowning. His hand touching the radio as he spoke. "What is going on?" **

** (1931) Penny leans around Steve to take a look too even though there's no hope for her to see anything. **

** (1936) Steve grabs the squawk. "Jack saw something." **

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz frowned. "could he narrow it down a bit perhaps? I could go and take a look." It was something he was competent in, and with his gear he could get close... **

(1936) Steve: (on the radio, for as much Enrique to hear as the others) "I'm looking, but I don't see anything. What is it, Jack?"

** (1930) Jack lets out a hiss in contempt. "Pff!" **

(1930) Jack: I don't know. It's just something metallic. My SP sees something. (*SP = sight processor)

** (1936) Steve shrugs. "Well, I guess this kinda situation is why I brought my bike, right?" **

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz hesitated. "jack, are you sure you saw something? if so, give me a rough direction and I will see what I can see." He frowned for a moment as jack spoke and considered. "I am going to take look unless someone else has a better idea?" Steve spoke and he shrugged. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (got 12 stealth, a gillie suit, spotter perk. :P)

** (1936) Steve waited a moment for an objection before getting out and detaching the bike from the hummer. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+6+4+4] -> [10,6,4,4] = (24) Trying to spot with tele-optics, worth a shot

** (1930) Jack commandiers the radio, "I can't see what it is, but it's ahead just to the right. A bit into the hills." **

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz nodded. "got it. I will take a peek as well." **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Matt doesn't see anything.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Damn, I can't see anything even with my glasses))

** (1936) Steve makes sure his M8 is loaded, then kickstarts the bike and revs the engine before peeling off. **

(1930) Jack: (and no one thought to buy binoculars! sheesh!)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((In retrospect, a nice big spotting scope would have been nice.))

(1930) Jack: (we are so unprepared! ;)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah...it's so sad ;) ))

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz turned and glanced towards Deathstalker. "I am going out, hold the fort will ya?" Ben nodded, and he reached for one of his bags. He already knew the color and composition of his surroundings. It did not take long, to alter his gillie suit with the proper accessories to make him blend into his surroundings. As he did so, his skin color changed to a more suitable color. He exited the vehicle, wrapped the gillie suit over his armor and reached for his MSG90A1. He placed a few accessories on his rifle as well, making sure that it would blend with his outward appearance. The door was closed behind him, Ben smirking at his new appearance before he ducked into the foliage around him. He moved carefully towards the location, staying low and near cover as much as possible. His goggles, kissing the air before him with UV, IR, teleoptics and x-rays at discrete intervals. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (hoo ah)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (I even got radar in the goggles.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ah, but you don't have EMF))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (How far does Steve go before dismounting?)

(1936) Steve: (hmm, bout a half mile or so)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (damn. what sort of visibility we have here)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Overcast, but fairly clear.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve blazes halfway over on his bike. Enrique sneaks over on foot.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10 + 19 - 25] -> [3,19,-25] = (-3)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve continues on foot. Enrique gets about to where Steve left his bike, and Steve comes within a few hundred meters.

** (1931) Penny begins to fidgit with the buckles on her vest. Her attention is on the shrinking figure of Steve. **

(1936) Steve: (can I make out whatever it is Jack saw?)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (just assume I am making spot/listen checks regularly, and I have everything but sonar in my goggles)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (and stealth too. :P)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looks at Penny and smiles reassuringly. "Don't worry, Steve knows how to take care of himself, not to mention the rest of us."

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10 + 16 - 20] -> [4,16,-20] = (0)

(1931) Penny (whispering): (duh, mental contact out there or anywhere?)

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, Enrique finally sees them through his scope. There are at least 6, and they must have spotted Steve when he rode over on his bike, since they look about to open fire on him as soon as he comes up over the next hill, which is in a few seconds.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): O.O!!!!

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Am I lagging out, or is it just quiet in here?))

whispering to Penny, (She still doesn't have that ability)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (We're doing spot checks)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ah, okay))

(1930) Jack: (no worries)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz finally caught sight of his target and he did not like what he saw. There were six of them, and they seemed to be aware of Steve's presence. He did not have a great deal of time, his left hand clawing for his radio as he hissed into it. "Steve, they see you! get cover!" A moment later, he was utilizing cover to his best and hoping that his silenced rifle could buy sometime. His rifle brought to bear on a target, and firing a moment later. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): if post works, excellent. if not, tell me what changes to make please.

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, LGTM (Looks Good to Me)

** (1936) Steve drops immediately, drawing his weapon. He looks for cover. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Just as Steve takes cover behind the stump of a large tree, there are muzzle flashes from a dozen different points in the hills ahead. Bullets rain down around his position.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (roll for initative monkey boy!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 1

(1930) Jack: Oh shit.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: "Like I said, he knows how to take care of himself..." His mind races once more, this time to suppress the desire to dive for cover. "Enrique, Steve, what's going on? What's up there?"

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Over the radio, of course))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Distance from Steve: 300 meters

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Distance from Enrique: 700 meters

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Distance from others: 1500 meters

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz tracked a single target, keeping the barrel of his weapon aligned with the target before holding his breath and a second later pulling the trigger. The silenced weapon sung its muffled call. a moment later, he was whispeing in the radio. "six targets, maybe more. 600 or so meters from me." he considered for a moment. "guys, we may need some assistance." he ended the thought there, concentrating on the targets he had to service. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [4,10,10] = (24)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Time for a trial by fire of the new sighting and range system, let's see if it breaks or not :))

(1930) Jack: (are the ranges listed for weapons in meters or "squares"?)

** (1936) Steve sticks his hand out (with the wrist camera) in order to see where the firing is coming from) **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Meters. Each time you hit the weapon's range, it adds +1 to the guns PTM)

(1930) Jack: (sheesh... I ain't hittin' nothing. Not even from 300m)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: "I, uh, suppose we should have kicked the armor to make sure it works before bringing it into a firefight, right? Let's go. Get someone on the guns and let's move up."

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+1+8+8] -> [4,1,8,8] = (21) ((Trying to sound in control and not falling apart...COOL CHECK!))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's PTM at this rnage = 3

(1930) Jack: (which hummer is dragging the trailer and is it the same one that has the 50 mount?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [700/4] -> 175

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Effective range for Enrique with scope: 175

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (The one with the SAW is dragging the trailer, the other one has the .50 cal)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (someone is going to have to use deathstalker.)

(1930) Jack: (and which one was Enrique driving - now Ben.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Diffiiculty: 15 + 8 range = 23

(1928) arthurtuxedo: OK that's a hit. Roll for severity, Enrique

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [8] = (8)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (^_^)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Were you using AP, full metal jacket, or hollowpoints?)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (I am using AP traditionally. yeah, it may not do as much damage to flesh, but it gets through armor.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d12] -> [3] = (3)

** (1930) Jack pops the hatch on the Hummer and grabs the controls to the .50. He keeps his head down until the hummer comes to a stop. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique fires on one of the attackers, she is carrying an M16 derivative and wearing light body armor. He notes that they are all female.

(1930) Jack: (sweet. I hope we get captured and used as love slaves.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: His shot is true, and it hits her dead center in the chest. She stumbles and falls.

(1936) Steve: (it's a poontang party)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz frowns as he catches sight of his target more closely. a woman? He frowned, but paid it no more attention. These women were trying to kill one of his associates. "they are all women gentlemen. don't take it easy on them due to that fact. their lead kills just the same." **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve sees that there are now 11 attackers. They all seem to be carrying assault rifles, though 2 of them have machine guns.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Driving Check?))

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz felt a stab of remorse as his target fell. It was a pity, but it could not be helped. His rifle aligned itself with another target, tracking it for a moment before he held his breath and squeezed the trigger once more. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: So who's driving which hummer and who's gunning, again?

(1930) Jack: (matt's driving the lead hummer, Jack's got the gun on that one and Ben is driving the other. He'll have to man the SAW himself at some point.)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [75 + 75/4] -> 93

** (1936) Steve brings his rifle up and draws a bead on a machine gunner for a split second before firing. (fast aim, 3 shot burst, loaded with FMJ) **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve pops out to fire at a machine gunner

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The two hummers take off down the road.

(1936) Steve: [1d10+18] -> [3,18] = (21)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [9,10,10] = (29)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Order of iniative: Enrique, the enemies, Steve

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Roll severity

(1928) arthurtuxedo: And then add 2 for MoS

** (1928) arthurtuxedo pokes Enrique. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+2] -> [5,2] = (7)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d11] -> [2] = (2)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique takes out another one of the rifle carriers in one clean shot to the lung.

(1936) Steve: (she's dead, Gil!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The ladies open up on Steve.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (~_~;)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (women. it had to be women.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (;_;)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [5,17,-27] = (-5)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [3,17,-27] = (-7)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [3,17,-27] = (-7)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [7,17,-27] = (-3)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [1,17,-27] = (-9)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [7,17,-27] = (-3)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [1,17,-27] = (-9)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [5,17,-27] = (-5)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (woah, that is a lot of lead flying steve's way)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [6,17,-27] = (-4)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 27] -> [7,17,-27] = (-3)

(1936) Steve: (well, they can't see you, so I get bombarded instead)

(1930) Jack: (ha HA)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (^_^* hee hee)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Bullets rain down all around Steve's position, 3 shot bursts from the M16s and hails of bullets from the SAWs.

(1936) Steve: (s'ok, they're gonna get what's coming to them)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve returns fire, but he does not hit anything, either.

(1930) Jack: (are we there yet?)

(1931) Penny: (I have to pee.)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz winced at the amount of lead being chanelled towards Steve's position. "mierda, that is a lot of lead. There are more than six now guys, I figure ten with M16's and something else, maybe a SAW. Get here guys. I am not going to be able to hold them off Steve for long." **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 3

(1936) Steve: (same as last round, 3 shot burst to a MG bitch)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The Hummers continue their progress, and the drivers notice 12 motorcyles in the distance taking to the road.

(1936) Steve: [1d10+18] -> [6,18] = (24)

(1936) Steve: (woot)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve's DF = 20

(1930) Jack: (mierde.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh joy))

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz could not help but feel that he was single handedly removing beauty from the world. He had killed hit two women so far, both had gone down and both were presumed dead. Nonetheless, he brought the rifle on target once more, tracking for a moment and once again squeezing a single shot. Once more the roulette of death was spun. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [7,10,10] = (27)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (~_~ that first killed does not belong there. le sigh.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's rifle rings out again. (Severity please)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [1] = (1)

(1930) Jack: (distance of motorcycles?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: About 1 km

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (sawwy, I will start rolling the severity immediately from now on. ~_~)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (This new system's working out well so far)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10] -> [6] = (6)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's shot hits another riflier, but this time in the abdomen. She stumbles, but does not collapse.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The attackers have realized that there is a sniper, and they scramble to take different places.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Severity for Steve.

(1936) Steve: [1d10] -> [8] = (8)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz frowned. "maldicion. they know I am here now." **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve sends his three-shot burst toward the machine gunner as she scrambles for different cover. All three of his shots catch her in the back and she falls face down in the dirt.

(1936) Steve: (Applesauce, bitch!)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (heh)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Distance to motorcyles: 900 meters

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 4

** (1930) Jack primes the .50, wanting to be closer before opening fire. **

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz did not panic as his existance was finally recognized by the enemy. He was unmoving, his gillie suit affording him a certain amount of discretion. His rifle moved, his goggles affording him a staggering amount of information. Once a target that was suitably exposed for his fire was found, he would repeat the process once more. He figured the distance between himself and his targets, in conjunction with his equipment was affording him all the leeway he would require. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Like Steve McQueen baby))

(1930) Jack: (Ben is still driving the other Hummer.)

** (1936) Steve pops back up and lines up the remaining machine gunner before squeezing off 3 more rounds. (same as before) **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [3,10,10] = (23)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [2] = (2) (if applicable)

(1936) Steve: (scratch that, I'm staying behind cover and peeking out with my wrist camera)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Note: They have gone behind bushes, trees, etc. Enrique and Steve will have to spot them again. Can't shoot what you can't see, after all)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Death, by snoo snoo))

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (alrightie. spot check?)

(1930) Jack: (The spirit is willing but the flesh is spongy and bruised.)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+12+8] -> [5,12,8] = (25) (alertness, utilizing goggles)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 19 - 15 - 12 + 5] -> [4,19,-15,-12,5] = (1)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d9] -> [3] = (3)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve spots one of the M16 carriers.

(1936) Steve: (ter-blammo)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (I must have an older version of Enrique's char sheet. What kind of goggles?)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (basic goggles, with Basic Goggles NV, Dimmer, Thermal, X-Ray, Zoom, Radar, UV )

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (do you have my sheet with the SUV? it should be there. near the bottom if you do. If the SUV is not present, you have an older version and I will mail you the latest one with my sincere apologie. ~_~)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d9] -> [7] = (7)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique spots a different rifilier

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (The one I have is definitely out of date, then.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Both of the women spotted are moving, trying to get closer.

(1930) Jack: (Get a little closer, don't be shy. Arrid Extra Dry!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Range to motorcycles: 800

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 5

(1930) Jack: (range to steve?)

(1936) Steve: (cue the scratched action from last round)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz spotted a feminine shape, the M16 which was craddled in her hands barely noticed. He felt a hint of sadness as his rifle was brought to bear, and upon noticing that she was trying to move closer he let her do so. In that instant, he became a trapdoor spider. Watching, waiting for his prey to seal her own fate. When he had given her enough rope to hang herself with. He held his breath and fired. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [6,10,10] = (26)

(1936) Steve: [1d10+18] -> [4,18] = (22)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [4] = (4)

(1936) Steve: (dammit all to hell)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's round hits dead center. She drops instantly.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve fires off an errant burst to no effect.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Range to motorcyles: 680

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 5

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 6 rather

(1936) Steve: (play it again, Sam!)

(1930) Jack: (range to steve?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Range to Steve: about 1 km

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): email sent to your tensided account

(1936) Steve: [1d10+18] -> [6,18] = (24)

(1936) Steve: [1d10] -> [9] = (9)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+12+8] -> [6,12,8] = (26) (spot?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d6] -> [4] = (4)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve pops out to fire at the one he saw

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10] -> [6,17,-15,-10] = (-2)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10] -> [8,17,-15,-10] = (0)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10] -> [1,17,-15,-10] = (-7)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10] -> [5,17,-15,-10] = (-3)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10] -> [10,17,-15,-10] = (2)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10] -> [6,17,-15,-10] = (-2)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10] -> [3,17,-15,-10] = (-5)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10] -> [7,17,-15,-10] = (-1)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: uh-oh

(1930) Jack: (oh noes)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve takes a bullet from one, and the whole 3 shot burst from the other.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: His armor prevents penetration, but it hurts like hell all the same.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (I see somebody?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve's status: Wounded (+2 DF to all rolls, unable to sprint)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (get over here guys! X_X)

(1930) Jack: (hey, he's driving)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve answers the shots with three of his own, hitting his assailant right in the throat and head.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm driving as fast as I can ;_;))

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (bitch.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: He pops back into cover.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique can now see all 7 of them again once they opened fire.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Distance to motorcyles: 550

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 7

(1930) Jack: (He's Rick James, bitches!)

** (1936) Steve takes the four rounds and grits his teeth. He won't give the filthy whores the satisfaction of hearing him yell in pain. **

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz frowned as the rounds meant for Steve finally find their mark. His rifle brought to bear on the nearest target to Steve that was still a threat, the target tracked before he fired. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [3,10,10] = (23)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [9] = (9) (if applicable)

(1936) Steve: (remaining behind cover for this round, and reloading)

** (1930) Jack squeezes the trigger on the .50, knowing that he won't hit anything but hoping that it'll have some effect. [1d10+ 5 + 15] -> [9,5,15] = (29) **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's aim was true, but although the rifle was very accurate, at this great range, the bullet veered a few inches off course and missed.

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz frowned as his shot missed. His eyes narrowing as he continued to track the target, her luck would not hold. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((On the upside, you overkilled that dirt, KC!))

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (haahaahahaha! pftttt! :P)

(1930) Jack: (oh, sweet mother earth! **sob**)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Jack doesn't have a concentration in heavy, so it's actually only a 22 rather than a 29)

(1936) Steve: (lol)

(1930) Jack: (h'okay)

(1930) Jack: (-7 on all future rolls, yes?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Right.

(1930) Jack: kk

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Difficulty = [15 + 20] -> 35

(1930) Jack: (feh)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Without a sighting device, it's very difficult to hit them, but the M2 makes a bright flash and a series of impressive booming sounds

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (act of god material)

(1930) Jack: (And THIS ... is my BOOM STICK!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The Valkyries drive in a zig-zagging pattern, but they keep coming.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL)

(1936) Steve: (:rolleyes:)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (I have a baaad feeling about this.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((That's my line!))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Range to motorcyles: 420

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 8

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Snakes. I hate snakes. Why did it have to be snakes?))

(1930) Jack: (DF at this range?)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: 33

** (1936) Steve sticks his head out again and squeezes off 3 shots in the direction of the other machinegunner. **

** (1930) Jack curses to himself "She-it, couldn't hit the broadside of a barn from this distance." **

(1936) Steve: [1d10+18-20] -> [2,18,-20] = (0)

(1936) Steve: (FUCK! FUCK FUCK FUCK!!)

(1930) Jack: (glup!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: They stop their motorcyles.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [5,10,10] = (25)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [6] = (6)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d7] -> [6] = (6)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Another riflier goes down

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: "Hold your fire until you know you can hit them! This isn't a John Wayne movie, Jack!"

(1928) arthurtuxedo: They start moving again, and Enrique and Steve will have to re-gain sight

** (1930) Jack mutters **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Range to motorcycles: 350

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+12+8] -> [8,12,8] = (28)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [1,10,10] = (21)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (weeee)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d6] -> [5] = (5)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d6] -> [2] = (2)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's next spot check comes in 5 rounds, Steve's in 2

(1930) Jack: (no action this round)

** (1936) Steve decides to sit tight behind cover for a while. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Do you slow down or keep coming at full speed?

(1930) Jack: (psst! matt!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: They run to either side of the road and hide in the ditches, bushes and trees.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((How far from Steve?))

(1936) Steve: (forewarning, I gotta bail in about 15-20 minutes)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (yah. that is cool. I gotta bail myself.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Range to Steve: 800 meters

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Shit. Full speed ahead then, going to try and pick him up. Telling Ben to get ready to get him onboard))

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Evasive manuevers!!))

(1930) Jack: (Ben acknowledges the plan.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Driving is complex, so double the ranks, right?))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: (Right)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 9

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+5+10] -> [9,5,10] = (24)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: 280 meters to where the motorcyclists stopped

(1930) Jack: [1d10+6+15] -> [3,6,15] = (24) (looking for the motorcyclists)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Matt drives in a zig-zagging pattern to avoid lead.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): how far away are the motorcycles from me? can I see em?

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Make a driving check for Ben too))

(1930) Jack: (heh, he's got a zero on my copy)

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, They're to your left. Youc an see them pretty well.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh dear....in the future, I think we need to have Jack and Matt doing most of the driving))

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): excellent. range?

(1936) Steve: (I've got driving 8)

(1930) Jack: (jack's driving is 0)

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, About 350

** (1930) Jack points to Penny **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Jack spots a biker leveling an RPG at the lead hummer.

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((o_O Oh my. Well, in any case, someone driving, and someone on guns))

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz turned around, tracked one of the motorcyvles and waited for them to come to a spot. The leader, with the RPG caught his attention and he tracked her. A moment later, he fired. **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [5,10,10] = (25)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [2] = (2)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Hold your horses, that happens next round.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 10

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Sees two RPG-holders, both training on a hummer.

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Insert Enrique into the beginning of that sentence

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (^_^)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve spots the remaining machine gunner. Range 275

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Mommy!))

(1936) Steve: (blam blam blam)

** (1930) Jack spies one biker with an RPG, aims and fires. **

(1930) Jack: [1d10+5+15] -> [7,5,15] = (27)

(1930) Jack: (20)

(1936) Steve: [1d10+18-18] -> [5,18,-18] = (5)

(1936) Steve: [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

(1936) Steve: (Suck it down)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Jack fires into the bushes at the RPG wielder, he doesn't hit, but his shots are coming closer.

(1930) Jack: (8D)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d2] -> [2] = (2)

(1930) Jack: (Except for the whole "They get to shoot back part")

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Enrique wounds the other RPG carrier, but she's still standing

(1930) Jack: (Sloppy, Enrique. Very sloppy.)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve pumps three rounds into the gunner. She goes down.

(1936) Steve: (rofl)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (at least I am hitting. pull your weight!)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Round 11

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Range to ambush: 210

(1930) Jack: (Oh, sure. You get to lay down and take your time. I have to try and hit moving targets from a moving target.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ambu-er, bikes))

(1930) Jack: [1d10+5+15-7] -> [5,5,15,-7] = (18)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+5+10] -> [3,5,10] = (18)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz frowned as the bitch he hit refused to go down. His rifle tracking the target for a second attempt. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Order of iniative: Enrique, Valkyries, Jack, Ben

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d6] -> [2] = (2)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Steve gets to spot again next round

(1930) Jack: (gotcha)

(1936) Steve: (oh good)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [9,10,10] = (29)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [3] = (3) (muere puta)

** (1931) Penny !! (Such language! SHAME!) **

(1936) Steve: (chinga tu madre)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The second shot is more successful, she falls face down in the muck.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL!)

** (1931) Penny crosses her arms and stares. **

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The a rocket propelled grenade streaks toward the hummer

(1936) Steve: (What? It's in another language, so it's not as offensive!)

** (1938) Enrique de la Cruz satisfaction blossomed in the pit of his stomach as his target fell. The RPG she had carried had presented a clear and present danger to the vehicle. A second later, his hopes were shattered with familiar "swoosh" sound of an RPG resonated through the battle field. The rocket speeding towards the hummer. **

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((eep!))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 10 - 3 + 4] -> [6,17,-15,-10,-3,4] = (-1)

(1936) Steve: (and on that note, we cue the music)

(1928) arthurtuxedo: The rocket misses Matt's humvee by literally about 6 inches.

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (OMFGWEEE!)

(1936) Steve: (I gotta bounce, guys. See you next week)

** (1931) Penny (puts on the Toy Story soundtrack. "Wha? It's music ain't it?) **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (we pause here.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+8+8] -> [7,8,8] = (23)

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (^_%)

(1936) Steve: Hasta luego, bitches!

(1936) Steve (exit): 13:21

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Sweetness. We'll stop here

** (1930) Jack re--- **

(1938) Enrique de la Cruz: (stats: 9 shots fired, 5 kills, 2 wounds, 2 misses.)

(1939) Matthew Guilliard: ((HO-LEE SHIIIIIT! o_O))

(1928) arthurtuxedo: Jack missed, btw

* * * Session 5 start * * *

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Roughly how many of the valks had RPGs?

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (2)

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((So just the one now, right?))

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Correct)

(2183) Steve: (can I see any of the 7?)

(2185) Deathstalker: "Alright listen up! Jack, take out anybody with an RPG. Steve, I'm going to lay smoke and then we'll cover your withdrawl."

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Not at the moment.)

(2183) Steve: (k)

(2182) Jack: Right. ::muttering:: What the fuck do you think I've been doing...

(2185) Deathstalker: Ben will load a smoke round into the 203 and fire it near Steve. He'll land it upwind depeding on the wind direction.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Steve was Wounded: +2 DF to all rolls, unable to sprint)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Round 11

(2185) Deathstalker: Ben will load and fire another smoke round, then pick up the ParaSAW

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: Matt's heart was racing from a combination of high stress and caffiene, it's a wonder he didn't pass out on the wheel, dead. The first thing that comes to his mind is to find cover, fast. He looks around for the nearest, fastest way to keep the RPGs from taking another shot off at him.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Range from lead hummer to ambushers: 140 meters

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Enrique can see: All of the roadside ambushers

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Jack can see: Same

** (2182) Jack does his best to take aim at the biker with the RPG, firing when ready. **

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Steve can see: Jack shit :)

(2183) Steve: (hehe)

(2182) Jack: [1d10+5+15] -> [1,5,15] = (21)

(2182) Jack: (minus 7, so 14)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Minus another 3 from rolling a one)

(2182) Jack: (Ah, hump it. I can't hit anything.)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Jack lines up a decent shot, but the hummer hits a small pothole, and his aim is thrown off just before he fires.

(2182) Jack: The first thing I'm going to do when this is done is get a fucking gun I can shoot.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Wait, I bet that's out of sequence)

(2182) Jack: Yep.

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz was aware of his position and predicament. He could not shoot and move, without sacrificing the ability to kill and that was more important than anything else he could do for his allies. As such, he relied completely on his gillie suit, the range to target, and his silenced weapon to keep him safe from harm. He could see all the roadside ambushers, his rifle tracking a target for a moment before he pulled the trigger. He knew where the RPG had fallen, he had afterall killed its former owner. He had to make sure that that tool, was kept away from their enemies. **

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [6,10,10] = (26)

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [3] = (3)

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+17] -> [7,17] = (24)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: As a valk runs to pick up the RPG, Enrique's rifle speaks

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Rawr, baby))

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The shot hits dead center, and the biker falls in mid-step.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Jack opens fire, but his aim is knocked off.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: ((d10 + coord + half of ranged) for Ben)

(2185) Deathstalker: [1d10] -> [3] = (3)

(2185) Deathstalker: +12

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The launcher makes a loud "SHUNK" sound and the smoke grenade sails into the air.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Round 12

(2182) Jack: (waiting my turn this time)

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Any chance to get hull down here?))

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The smoke grenade lands about 10 meters away from its intended spot. For practical purposes, it doesn't really matter as thick smoke starts to come out, starting to block the Valkyries' lines of sight to Steve

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (What do you mean by "get hull"?

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Range from lead hummer to valkyries: 70 meters

(2183) Steve: While waiting for the smoke to thicken up, Steve takes the time to reload.

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hull down, putting the vehicle behind cover))

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): do I have to worry about the smoke obscuring my LOS to targets?

(2185) Deathstalker: If the smoke is good, Ben will switch to the ParaSAW and be ready to engage targets that may try and shoot Steve

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, You will still be able to see the roadside ones fine, but not the ones attacking Steve.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Matt drives toward a large tree that looks able to provide good cover.

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): thanks! ^_^

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Enrique sees the roadside Valkyries running for their bikes. The rest cannot see them behind the foliage.

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+17] -> [10,17] = (27) Run for the hills!!

(2182) Jack: (This includes the RPG babe,yes?)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

(2182) Jack: (I guess that answers what I see then. 8D)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The smoke is now too thick for Steve or Enrique to see the valks in the forrest and vice versa

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz easily heard the familiar "shunk" sound of the smoke grenade as it was launched, his head turning to his right for a moment and noticing that the smoke made it difficult for him to keep tabs on the targets that had been attacking Steve. He was in a situation where he had to choose, and while he liked Steve better than most, he had to make sure that the RPG remained out of play. His left hand moved for a moment as he whispered to his radio. "I can't see your attackers Steve. You are on your own for now." His words were spoken plainly, his attention returning to the targets he could see, and thus could kill. **

(2183) Steve: "Roger."

** (2182) Jack holds his fire. **

(2185) Deathstalker: (Can Steve get to his bike?)

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz his rifle tracked a target, focusing on her back and his right index finger pulled on the trigger for a moment. He stopped before he had crossed the threshold, deciding that if they wanted to retreat he would allow them to do so. **

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, but it's near Enrique, about 700 meters back)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Round 13

(2181) Penny (whispering): (can I get the mood of the valks?)

(2185) Deathstalker: "Move out Steve, we'll cover you"

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Enrique sees them get on their bikes in a hurry. Everyone hears them start the engines.

(2183) Steve: Satisfied with the thickness of the smoke, Steve runs flat out towards the hummer.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Both hummers are now behind the cover of thick trees.

(2185) Deathstalker: (If anybody shoots at steve, ben will give them a burst)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Range from Steve to hummers: 200 meters

(2182) Jack: (Is this a retreat or a regroup?)

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: Matt is breathing so quickly it could be mistaken for hyperventilation. Nerviously, he looks around, not thinking to use his vision modes. "Jack....you okay?"

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The smoke has become much too thick to see through.

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+10] -> [5,10] = (15)

(2185) Deathstalker: (regoup. we get steve into the fold, then we can decide our next move)

(2183) Steve: (good question)

(2182) Jack: No, but I'm not hurt either.

(2182) Jack: (actually, I was asking about the valks 8D)

(2183) Steve: (good answer ;))

(2185) Deathstalker: (can't speak for them)

whispering to Penny, 1d10 + psi + probing

(2181) Penny (whispering): [1d10+11+8] -> [8,11,8] = (27)

whispering to Penny, Panic and adrenaline

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz began to look around, suddenly aware that it may be time to start to move closer towards the rest. He used every vision option at his disposal to try and locate the enemy, before he began to slide away from his current location. He moved slowly, carefully and methodically utilizing cover to the best of his ability. **

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: "Have to do, I guess. See anything?" His hands are clenched to the wheel, his foot hovering over the gas, ready to rip out at a moment's notice.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Enrique notices that he's very close to where Steve left his bike

** (2181) Penny speaks up from her position on the floorboard in the back, "I think we scared them." **

(2182) Jack: Not a thing.

** (2183) Steve is running towards the Hummer with the 50 cal. **

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz noticed Steve's bike and smiled thinly, moving to a nearby position and staying there. "I am near Steve's bike." It was something that they were not about to leave behind right? "Are you going to come and pick it up?" **

(2183) Steve: "Once they're dead, unless you want to bring it for me."

(2182) Jack: :over the radio: "You keep leaving your bike in the driveway, boy, and I'm going to run it over."

(2184) arthurtuxedo: As the roadside group speeds off, a second group of motorcyle engines are heard.

(2182) Jack: ...

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: Radio...radio...there was a radio here, right? So many voices coming through his head, which were his own imagination, which were over the radio?

(2185) Deathstalker: "I think they have friends"

(2182) Jack: Or enemies.

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+19] -> [2,19] = (21) -> Everything's fine, lalalala

(2185) Deathstalker: "Either way we need to go!"

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz smiled. "I don't think your bike is very lucky Steve." Afterall, it had been part of the reason why he had been nearly ambushed. A moment later, the second group of motorcycles was clearly heard. "shit. are we staying or going?" He would rather not stay here and get pinned down... **

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: Go. Go. Go. Matt comes back down to reality and assesses the situation. "All right, everyone accounted for?"

(2185) Deathstalker: "Get the bike KC and link up with us. We need to be able to leave."

(2185) Deathstalker: (has steve reached us?)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Steve has reached the other side of the road.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The side opposite from the hummers

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz frowned but realized he did not have many options. A bike was exposed, but staying here was not going to give him much good. He stopped crawling and stood, staying low to the ground he made his way to the bike, secured his rifle to his back and let his eyes slid over the bike. If Steve had been kind enough to leave the key to the bike in the ignition, he would immediately mount it and get moving. If not, after cursing him lightly he would see if he could hotwire it. **

(2183) Steve: (yeah, I left the keys in it)

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: (thank you good sir. ^_~)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Enrique peels out, making a slight zig-zag. A sharpshooter would be hard pressed to hit him. After half a minute, he reaches the hummers around the same time that Steve does on foot.

(2182) Jack: Welcome home, fellas. Let's get out of here.

(2183) Steve: "Thanks for bringing the bike." Steve turns to Jack. "Get the hell off that gun, Jack, it's my turn."

(2185) Deathstalker: "Can you handle some driving Penny?"

(2181) Penny: wha-hu?

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz smiled as he reached the hummers more or less at the same time that Steve did. "Got something for ya." His head turned and he glanced to the sides. "I can drive, where do I put this thing?" **

(2183) Steve: (can we get a recap of who's in which hummer?)

** (2181) Penny stammers a bit before spitting out an answer. **

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looks at Steve with a look of mild surprise. "I can still drive."

(2181) Penny: (Jack, Penny, Matt in one. Ben in the other for now.)

(2185) Deathstalker: (ideally, we have steve matt and kc in the .50 truck with the trailer

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: (I got confuzzled! ^_^)

(2181) Penny: (and no one knows that Penny can drive.)

(2185) Deathstalker: (ben jack and penny in the SAW truck

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Right now, it's Matt Jack and Penny in the .50))

(2182) Jack: Gladly. You can have this overweight piece of metal. I can't hit a damn thing with it.

(2185) Deathstalker: (alright we only need a moment for a chinese fire drill. Steve can take the .50, Matt can drive, and Kc can be in the rear hatch with whatever gun he likes.)

** (2183) Steve grins and takes the 50 cal. **

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: (so, when we move out. what is the placement going to be? I can drive so-so, I can shoot well.)

(2183) Steve: (tell us where to go, Ben)

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: (works.)

(2185) Deathstalker: (If penny cant or won't drive, jack can take the wheel, and ben will take the SAW)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (IIRC, Jack doesn't even know how to drive)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Oh I see, he added points, nm)

(2185) Deathstalker: (ben's truck will lead, Steves truck will follow. We stay at 100% alert until we get out of here)

(2181) Penny: I-I, I don't.. I mean, I haven't... I guess it can't be that hard.

(2185) Deathstalker: "We'll teach you later sister. Any other questions? Let's go!"

** (2181) Penny quickly pops out of the back of the hummer and practically dances around the vehicle to the driver's side door. **

(2183) Steve: (spot, alertness, or whatever check. Any tangos?)

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz blinked at what he heard coming from Penny. "look honey, if you can't drive you can't. Its not a sin, but we would rather know now before the lead is flying." **

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The group is still on the main highway toward D.C. right now, about 50 miles from it.

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz stashed the bike in its holding area, before taking position and groaning softly. He had six kills, he was not looking forward to any more. **

(2185) Deathstalker: (Is DC intact and controlled by corpies?)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (D.C. is controlled by a group that claims to be the rightful U.S. government. They kill corpies on sight)

** (2181) Penny frowns at Enrique's comment but otherwise remains silent. When Matt vacates the driver's seat, she'll assume the position. **

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (But nobody outside the city knows much about what goes on inside)

(2185) Deathstalker: (ok then wel'll go around)

(2182) Jack: (okay, so who is in what vehicle now - again?)

(2185) Deathstalker: (ben on SAW, Jack or penny driving in the lead truck, Steve on >50, Matt driving and KC in rear hatch in trailing truck)

(2183) Steve: "Matt, you OK with driving the other hummer?"

(2185) Deathstalker: (once we clear the area, we'll only need one gun manned at a time, and we can relax a little)

(2183) Steve: (oh, hmm, nm that last comment)

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: "Yeah, I think so, Steve." Matt nods and flashes a quick smile.

(2185) Deathstalker: (we can rotate drivers later, for the moment, this is our best defense/offensive posture)

** (2181) Penny stares at the dashboard of the mammoth vehicle for a minute before deciding in what order to do things. **

(2185) Deathstalker: (fortuneatly hummers are automatic!) "Gas is right foot, brake is next to it. Shift is to the right there."

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz sighed softly, his rifle at hand as his eyes slid from right to left as he sought threats hidden or otherwise. His left hand moved, disappearing into a pocket and retrieved a power bar, which he opened and began to chew on as they moved. **

(2185) Deathstalker: "D for drive, R for Reverse, and take it easy moving out"

(2183) Steve: (Actually, I should be on the SAW, and Ben should be on the 50. I don't have the Heavy concentration)

** (2181) Penny mouths the words "I know!" before waving away Ben's helpful tips. **

(2185) Deathstalker: (for the guns its ok for now, there is a method to my madness

** (2181) Penny slips the hummer into drive and presses a little too enthusiastically on the gas causing the vehicle to lurch momentarily. **

(2183) Steve: (ok, whatever)

(2181) Penny: Sorry! :quieter: sorry.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The group gets off the main road to go around D.C. If the highway was full of potholes and debris, the country roads are even worse. Sometimes alternate routes have to be found to cross streams where a bridge is out.

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz was about half way into the power bar before he used the radio to speak with the others. "this is going to be a tedious trip." His comment seemed to come out of the blue, but it was referring to the conditions of the roads primarily. "racked up six kills with two possibles." The latter comment was matter of factly, showing little pride or pleasure at the achievement. "we have a plan as to where we are going to camp for the night?" He was getting the urge to pee, and frankly, he would rather not start cutting into his supply of caffeine pills without need. **

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The concentration of wildlife here is moreso. Sometimes the vehicles have to stop to wait for cows, sheep, or other herd animals to cross the street. Other times there's such an animal sitting or laying leisurely in the road, and only loud honking will dissuade them. The group also catches glimpses of predatory carnivores lurking among the bushes and farmhouses. These animals were kept as pets by some people before the wars, and during the havoc, they escaped and their population is now exploding. It is, as always, hard to tell whether some of these animals are "real", or whether they are gene freaks with human intelligence or other abilities.

(2185) Deathstalker: "I figure we can pull over about an hour before sunset. If we can find an abandonded building to stay in good, if not we use tents.

(2183) Steve: (what time is it?)

** (2181) Penny gleefully maneuvers the behemoth vehicle over the rough terrain. Alternately, she giggles to herself or makes thoughtful hmming sounds as if pondering the unification theory. **

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (It was about 1 in the afternoon when the Valkyries were fought off)

(2185) Deathstalker: ( we have about another 3-4 hours of driving time)

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: "sounds like a plan" the animals about would guarantee that their chances of starving was low. As long as he had ammo, they should be able to have meat.

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: (as long as we have enough drivers, we can drive for longer than that. I just want the occasional pit stop.)

(2185) Deathstalker: (we can drive all day, but I don't think we want to drive at night)

(2183) Steve: (unless there's a full moon, and that only happens once a month)

(2182) Jack: I'm not against stopping somewhere so I can walk these kinks out.

(2185) Deathstalker: (and we are going to have to find gas tomorrow)

(2185) Deathstalker: "We can stop every two or three hours for a 10 minute stop and switch drivers"

(2182) Jack: (if we have beans, we won't have to look far)

(2183) Steve: (lol, you read my mind)

(2185) Deathstalker: (Hummers will run on diesel or avgas, but need work to run on methane :)))

(2183) Steve: (rofl)

(2183) Steve: Not seeing any immediate threats, Steve takes his hands off the mounted MG to light a cigarette.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The group goes for 30 minutes, before Penny sees a dot in her rear view mirror. It looks like another vehicle, but it's too far away to tell.

** (2181) Penny squints into the rear view mirror, not sure if she sees something there. **

(2181) Penny: Hmm...

(2182) Jack: What? What does that mean?

(2185) Deathstalker: (Its gonna be a side mirror, the hummers we have don't have rear view mirrors. Nitpick mode off)

(2181) Penny: (understood)

** (2181) Penny reaches out and rubs a spot on the mirror. **

** (2183) Steve takes a drag, and exhales as he says, "What is it?" **

(2181) Penny: mm Hm.

(2181) Penny: Something.

(2181) Penny: Nothing.

(2181) Penny: It's just a dot.

** (2183) Steve turns the MG around to face behind the convoy. **

(2181) Penny: But it wasn't there a moment ago.

(2185) Deathstalker: "Don't be afraid to speak up. We won't bite your head off if your wrong, and if your right you may save us."

(2185) Deathstalker: "Pull over, we'll take a look.' (I groveled to art to give us some binocs)

** (2183) Steve squints into the distance. (spot check?) **

** (2181) Penny dutifully slows the hummer to a stop. **

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Steve sees a dot on the horizon, but can't make out more than that without a spot check)

(2185) Deathstalker: (Ben will pull out binocs and look to spot the dot)

(2185) Deathstalker: (there is another pair in steves truck)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (*Without binoculars*)

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: (I will take a look as well, got the scope on the rifle and the zoom feature on the goggles.)

(2183) Steve: (oh ok)

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: Matt pulls over on the other side of the road from Penny's Hum-Vee. "What's up?"

(2183) Steve: "Hand me those binocs, Jack."

(2185) Deathstalker: "something behind us, we're taking a look"

** (2181) Penny watches the mirror intently as if trying to divine the future through a looking glass. **

** (2182) Jack hands Steve the binoculars **

** (2183) Steve takes the binocs and looks towards the dot. "Thanks." **

(2184) arthurtuxedo: The distance is about a kilometer and a half, but those with binocs and scopes see a figure clad in black leather on a motorcyle.

(2183) Steve: "Dude on a bike."

(2181) Penny: (It's Lobo!)

(2185) Deathstalker: "part of the girl gang maybe?"

(2182) Jack: That'd be one lucky dude.

(2185) Deathstalker: (You know it!)

(2183) Steve: "Can't make out the gender. They're wearing leather. Where the chicks wearing leather?"

** (2181) Penny scoffs then returns to her mirror watching. **

(2189) Enrique de la Cruz: "might be a scout." He had not been paying that much attention to what the amazons had been wearing but made an attempt to see if he could recollect the information.

** (2183) Steve hands the binoculars to Jack. "Take a look. Let me know anything new." **

** (2183) Steve takes another drag, and grabs the 50. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10 + 19 - 23] -> [7,19,-23] = (3) for Steve, [1d10 + 16 - 23] -> [3,16,-23] = (-4) for KC, [1d10 + 13 - 23] -> [10,13,-23] = (0) for Ben

** (2182) Jack holds the binoculars to his eyes, taking a look at whoever would be brave or stupid enough to ride a motorcycle on this road. **

(2182) Jack: (still a lone rider?)

whispering to Jack, [1d10 + 15 - 23] -> [8,15,-23] = (0) for jack

(2183) Steve: (any foliage nearby? Some form of concealment so that it's harder for the rider to spot us?)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (I'm assuming 20X max magnification on the binocs)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: All those who look through the binoculars see that the rider has stopped his/her bike, and seems to be looking through some sort of telescope.

(2182) Jack: He's watching us.

(2183) Steve: "Shit."

(2183) Steve: "I say we get a move on."

(2185) Deathstalker: "Alright let's go down the road, find us a place to ambush this guy and find out what he or she wants."

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Those currently watching with binocs see the lone rider abruptly turn around and speed off in the other direction.

(2181) Penny (whispering): Too far away for any telepathic hijinks, right? If I read the rules right, Penny can "reach" about 800m give or take.

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: Matt pauses for a moment. They were being watched? If that was the case, then perhaps they were were in communication. Taking a moment, he begins to fiddle with the radio to try and tune in to the other party's frequency.

whispering to Penny, If she has line of sight, she can do it. But she'll need the binocs to see well enough

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Crypto check?))

(2181) Penny: Let me see.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Go ahead and roll it)

** (2182) Jack hands Penny the binoculars. **

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Complex skill, right?))

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+18] -> [9,18] = (27)

(2183) Steve: "What's the status on the rider? Still watching?"

(2181) Penny (whispering): While looking through the binocs, can Penny pull any surface thoughts or a purpose to his actions?

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Matt starts to turn dials and flip toggles, listening for something other than the white snow he was hearing.

whispering to Penny, With thought or emotion reading, yes

** (2181) Penny studies the image through the binoculars. **

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Awareness check to pick up anything out of the static, I take it?))

(2181) Penny (whispering): Thought reading: [1d10+11+8] -> [10,11,8] = (29)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: ((No, that won't be necessary)

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay))

** (2183) Steve leans down to look inside the hummer and sees Penny holding the binocs. "Penny? What's the status of the rider?" **

whispering to Penny, The target's inside voice is female and gruff. She's thinking about "getting her hands around the necks of the sons of bitches who killed her friends."

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Matt hears nothing but snow, until finally he hears a voice. Adjusting the frequency enables him to make out what is being said.

(2181) Penny: -Without taking her eyes from the binoculars, Penny states flatly "She doesn't want to throw a party."

** (2181) Penny shudders involuntarly. Penny sets the binoculars down on the center console of the hummer. **

** (2183) Steve frowns and looks at Jack. "What's that supposed to mean? So she's one of those gangers from before?" **

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: Matt's eyes narrow as he picks up the voice, making sure to record all of this for later analysis.

** (2181) Penny lays her head on the steering wheel, trying to scrub the memory of being that close to someone's mind - someone who wanted everyone dead. **

** (2182) Jack puts a hand on Penny's shoulder. "Hey, don't push yourself too hard." **

(2181) Penny: I think so, *in response to Steve's query*, she wants us dead.

(2184) arthurtuxedo: A female voice comes on. "...irls this isn't about making a livin' anymore. This is about revenge. I just got word from one of our scouts that they're headed West along the old road. That'll bring 'em near Stanton. We'll get 'em there."

(2185) Deathstalker: "Teach them to use unscrambled radios."

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Then there is a chorus of "Rogers"

(2183) Steve: (that came over the radio so everyone could hear, I take it?)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: Everyone in Matt's car. So Matt, Steve, and Enrique

(2182) Jack: (sorry everyone, time for me to get going)

(2183) Steve: (I'm not in that carr)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: No wait, Matt, Enrique, and Ben

(2183) Steve: (damn, ok)

(2184) arthurtuxedo: (Have fun)

(2182) Jack: 8D

(2182) Jack: super hot wings, here I come

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: "Oh, wonderful." Matt frowned at the radio set. "Well, that answers one question, these women are bandits, and now we've piqued their interest. The next question is, are they bandits outside of the D.C. area, or are they the status quo?"

(2183) Steve: (are we ending the session, or... what?)

** (2189) Enrique de la Cruz closed his eyes for a moment and took a deep breath before releasing it slowly. "they want more. Anybody know where Stanton is? The way I see it, we got two choices. We can try and avoid them, or we can end it here and now. Personally, I want to get this over with. I am sure I am not the only one that does not like the idea of these women being after us." The term revenge solidified the deal. They were emotionally connected now, and that suggested that they would not stop easily... **

(2181) Penny: Llama, Llama, Duck!

(2181) Penny (exit): 15:14

(2191) Matthew Guilliard: ((Later jack))

(2182) Jack: (y'all have fun now, ya hear?)

(2183) Steve: (later, man)

(2182) Jack: Cranberry Sauce!

(2182) Jack (exit): 15:15

(2184) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 5 End * * *

(2512) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 6 start * * *

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The party is coming upon the ruins of what was once a town of some sort. The highway is visible ahead, and beyond lies the mighty Potomac river.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The group still does not know what "Stanton" means.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: When we left off, the group was stopped at the side of the road.

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (do we have a map? so we can try and figure out if stanton is a nearby land mark/town?)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: There's no Stanton on the map

(2513) Deathstalker: "Since negotiation is out, I think we need to deal with the chicks."

(2516) Steve: (well, we were apparently headed towards Stanton, so we just change our heading)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: "we only have two choices. We deal with them, or we bypass them."

(2513) Deathstalker: **Ben will look at the map, looking for an S-curve of road within 15 miles of where we are.**

(2515) Jack: I'm not sure that's such a great idea.

(2513) Deathstalker: "I'm all for dealing with them. I don't feel like being invovled in a running gun battle until we reach the potomac."

(2516) Steve: (Have Matt, Ben, and Enrique told the rest of us what they heard over the radio? Or are we still clueless?)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: I would imagine I've spread the word

(2513) Deathstalker: (I assumed everyone was told)

(2515) Jack: (And is Super Biker Chick still hanging out just outside our range?)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oops, sorry ~_~))

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (By the way: you are here: http://maps.google.com/maps?q=washington%20dc%20to%20richmond&ll=39.127655%2C-77.130992&spn=0.021179%2C0.039312)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Everyone was told

(2515) Jack: (bah!)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The biker chick turned around the other way

(2516) Steve: "Whatever we do, we need to do it quick."

(2513) Deathstalker: "Here's what I propose. We first need to try and capture a scout for some intell. If that fails, then we need to dig in and let them come to us, and kick their ass."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "I don't know if I like the idea of digging in. They most likely have considerable resources. They could simply starve us out. We need to stay mobile, I think."

(2515) Jack: We don't know how many there are, either.

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: "I agree with the mobility option. Staying still is just inviting death in my opinion, besides, we have to get to california in this lifetime."

(2516) Steve: "I'm not sure if we could catch up with that biker. These hummers aren't exactly fast."

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (Hummer does 0-50 mph in 29 seconds :))

(2513) Deathstalker: "Those chicks are faster than us, and they now the terrain far better than us. They can hound us all the way to the River. And if we can't find a way to cross, then we are going to have to back track and find another way."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah, we'd be dusted))

(2513) Deathstalker: "I have a plan for trying to capture one of them."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "okay."

(2513) Deathstalker: ** assuming an s curve can be foung on the map **

(2513) Deathstalker: Ok, this will do.

(2513) Deathstalker: Everybody could hold their questions until the end, this will go quicker, and time is not on our side.

(2513) Deathstalker: Once we get there, KC, I need you do dismount with your suit, rifle, and binocs, go back up the road and set up an OP. If you see the scout tailing us, let her come to us. If something spooks her, take her out.

(2513) Deathstalker: Jack, youll dismount with me. Grab your rifle and a shovel from Silver. Ill be going to Gold to get what I need.

(2513) Deathstalker: Once Jack and I dismount, Matt, Penny and Steve, position the trucks and try and conceal them the best you can. It doesnt have to be perfect, just off the road and hidden as best you can.

(2513) Deathstalker: Once that is done, Matt, try and pick up on radio traffic. Steve, grab your rifle, one of the scoped hunting rifles and binocs and go down the road and set up an OP. Let a scout come if one shows up, but if something spooks her, take her out.

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz went silent as he listened to what Deathstalker proposed. He could do as he asked, as long as a concensus was reached. **

(2513) Deathstalker: In the meantime, Jack and I are going to build a trap to try and capture a scout.

(2513) Deathstalker: If we can capture a scout, then well wring her for intell and see if what we can do with it.

(2513) Deathstalker: If we cant capture a scout, or one doesnt show up in two hours, we can improve our position to an ambush and take on all comers, or reevaluate or situation and go from there.

(2513) Deathstalker: "Ok any questions?"

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: "I can do what you ask, assuming we all agree this is the course of action we want to take."

(2516) Steve: "Sounds like a plan to me. Just tell me where you want me when we get there."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "What happens if they just set up an ambush for us while we're waiting?"

(2513) Deathstalker: "They can set up an ambush anywhere they want. They will know where we are and go around us and set one up. I'd rather them come to us."

(2513) Deathstalker: "if we can get our hands on that scout, we can get some info from her."

(2515) Jack: I don't like it. But you seem hell bent on littering the street with bodies.

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "We can't possibly hope to stand up to these women even if we hunker down. In case you hadn't noticed, they have RPGS, and who knows what else. If you can set up a trap to capture one, wonderful, but I don't like this idea of sitting here and waiting for death to come get us."

(2513) Deathstalker: "They picked a fight. I'd have been happy to negotiate."

(2513) Deathstalker: "I can deal with RPGs and other things with an ambush. But if we blunder into one of their ambushes, the odds are much more in their favor."

(2515) Jack: Let's just get this over with.

(2516) Steve: "If we run, they'll chase us. I'd rather not fight a battle, especially not knowing how many are on the other side, but I don't feel like getting ambushed, either."

(2513) Deathstalker: "Let's try and get us some intell. If we can't get one, we'll dig in for the night, I don't think they'll try to get us tonight. In the morning, we'll have to figure out what we want to do."

(2516) Steve: "If you don't think they

(2516) Steve: (nm)

(2513) Deathstalker: "Let's go then. Penny, Jack and I will be in Silver, with Penny driving and me on the Saw. Matt, Steve and KC in GOld, with Matt driving, Steve on the .50 ,"

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (The setup he is planning looks like this: http://www.tensidedrpg.com/campaigns/sdn3/maps/phase1.bmp)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: Matt sighs, giving Steve a weary look. Today had been enough of a strain on him as it was. "All right..."

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (And this: http://www.tensidedrpg.com/campaigns/sdn3/maps/phase2.bmp)

(2516) Steve: (can I reiterate the fast that I would be more useful on the SAW?)

(2516) Steve: (*fact, rather)

(2513) Deathstalker: (It's just temporary for the situation)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The group gets back on the road. There are more and more sites where there used to be houses and stores. Something piques Jack's curiosity about a gas station up ahead.

** (2517) Penny applauds herself quietly for getting to drive again. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Looking through the binoculars, he reads the sign on the station: Stanton's Gas

(2515) Jack: (It does? I mean, it does! Doesn't it?)

(2515) Jack: Stop!

(2515) Jack: r "Stop!"

** (2515) Jack hands the binocs to Ben. "Take a look at that gas station." **

(2516) Steve: R"What is it?"

(2513) Deathstalker: (Meant to mention that we nneed to stay off the radio if possible. We'll use hand and arm signals from the people in the guns.)

(2513) Deathstalker: "What is it?"

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Matt gets some radio talk. "This is pincer one, I've got eyes on the varmints. Where are you, pincer two?"

(2515) Jack: I think we found their ambush.

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Ben will focus on the station**

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "They've seen us...might I suggest that we get out of here, post-haste?"

(2516) Steve: (to Matt and Enrique) "Did I, or did I not say we needed to change course? Why the hell were we just rambling along the same goddamn road?"

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10 + 13 - 17] -> [6,13,-17] = (2)

** (2517) Penny mutters to herself. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Ben spots her, hiding behind a gas pump with a set of binoculars and a radio.

(2513) Deathstalker: ** is their anyone else visible?**

(2512) arthurtuxedo: No.

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz groaned softly. "shit." He was as ready as he could be. He had spent the last few hours preparing for this little eventuality. It was afterall akin to dealing with the sword of damocles. His rifle was reloaded, his gear was within easy reach. He was good to go. Steve's words met with a frown. "I have been trying to do what I can Steve." His tone was flat, there was only so much leeway he had at his disposal. **

(2516) Steve: "I'm not saying it's your fault, I'm just saying."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: (To Steve) "I know, I know."

(2513) Deathstalker: R"There is a scout at the gas station up there, capture is out, we'll try and kill her."

(2513) Deathstalker: ** With that, Ben will swing the SAW around aand fire a burst off at the scout.**

(2516) Steve: "Matt, move us away from the other hummer, so we can't both get taken out with one RPG."

(2513) Deathstalker: (To hit is d10 plus what?)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: "I am not much good here." He would rather be out there, positioning himself for a shot over driving a vehicle.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (Okay, it's like 800 meters away, though. Not much chance of hitting with a SAW)

** (2516) Steve nods. "Yeah, get out and do your thing, Enrique." **

(2515) Jack: (But keep it quiet this time, KC. ;)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

(2513) Deathstalker: (I can scare the hellout of her though)

(2513) Deathstalker: (and is the S-curve on this road?)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (It's still a ways away, you've only gone to the end of the road you were on)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Ben opens fire on the scout's position.

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: "you got it." He maneuvered his vehicle behind whatever cover he could find, gathering his things and a moment later exiting the vehicle and closing the door behind him. He stayed low, moving with practiced precision. He was aware, that there could be another sniper or two out there, and thus he darted into the nearby country side, utilizing his gillie suit and stealth abilities to good effect. It would take him a while, to lose himself in the surrounding foliage, and a little longer to find a suitable spot. But once he did...he would be ready.

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (ta da)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (someone has to take the wheel of car 2.)

(2513) Deathstalker: "Penny, hit the gas and get us up there!"

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Matt hears her scream into her walkie-talkie: "Shit! They're shootin' at me! Go go go!"

(2513) Deathstalker: R"Gold stand watch, we're goin after her!"

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The original voice answers: "No, pincer two is not ready! They can just backtrack! Shit!"

** (2517) Penny guns the hummer, launching towards the gas station and the hiding scout. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: But it was too late. Near the gas station, a gaggle of bikes and trucks pulls into view.

(2513) Deathstalker: "Penny, pull up at about 200 meters."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: R"PULL OUT! PULL OUT!"

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL! I love this.)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (the fog of war, the chaos! mother's milk.)

(2515) Jack: (gaggle? is that anything like a metric fuckton?

(2515) Jack: )

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The hummers start to rocket toward the gas stations as the ambush is sprung too early

(2516) Steve: "Matt, grab the wheel. You gun it if I give the word." Steve spins around in his gunner's nest to cover the other end of the road, presumably where "pincer two" would come from.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: There are at least 2 dozen motorcyles, and 3 pick up trucks with weapons in the flat-bed, and steel plates welded to them

** (2515) Jack grabs onto whatever Jesus handle the hummer has. **

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: Matt gets behind the wheel of the Hummer, ready to burn rubber to get the hell out of here. When this was over, he and Ben would be sharing some very interesting words.

(2513) Deathstalker: "Penny, slow down and pull off the road to the left, and keep going."

(2513) Deathstalker: R"Gold turn around and go back. We'll be behind you."

** (2517) Penny nods **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Matt's hummer turns around. Enrique barely has time to jump in before it speeds off

(2513) Deathstalker: "Go about 50 meters, then turn if you can to head back the way we came from."

(2513) Deathstalker: "Jack, hand me that 203!!"

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+17] -> [3,17] = (20)

(2515) Jack: O...kay. Like I know what every-damn-thing is..

(2515) Jack: Here!

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: R"Getting the hell out of here, keep up."

(2513) Deathstalker: **Ben will take a smoke hand grenade from his vest and pull the pin and hold it until penny makes her turn back the way we came from."

(2517) Penny: (Turning now, boss.)

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz frowned as he caught sight of what was arrayed against them. His hand clutching for the radio as he spoke softly. "I don't think we are going to win this one. pull back." With those words said, he began to make his way slowly and carefully deeper into the woods and away from the coming storm. It was his hope that they paid attention to his words, if not...he doubted his actions would be little more than a nuisance and now, he had to worry about his own survival. Thankfully, he had packed for an extended trip and he could live off the land for a while...if he had to. **

(2513) Deathstalker: **Ben will grab the 203, through the smoke behind the teuck, and then load the 203 with a smoke round.**

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (oops! sorry about that. got confuzzled.)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (~_~)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (*blush*)

(2513) Deathstalker: "Penny you're doing great. Go about another 100 meters, and then make your way back to the road."

(2512) arthurtuxedo: In the time it takes for the hummers to turn around, the trucks and bikes have made up 400 of the 800 meter distance. The bikes could easily catch up, but they stay near the trucks. Soon, the smoke obscures their view

** (2517) Penny grins broadly as the hummer bounces along, creating its own havoc while the chaos continues outside. **

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Did ben get a look at what those trucks were mounting gun wise?**

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The ambush team emerges from the smoke a while later. The trucks are very slowly making up the distance.

** (2516) Steve turns to face the oncoming road, his finger resting lightly on the trigger of the 50 cal. **

** (2517) Penny - Once all four wheels are on the road, Penny chances going faster. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (It looked like two had machineguns, but the third looked to be mounting some sort of recoilless rifle)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): I got confuzzled. Am I in the truck with the homies or out in the woods?

(2513) Deathstalker: R"Gold, we're with you, just keep going, we'll try and out run them and get us some distance,"

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, Whichever. You should clarify which it is, though

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: R"See if you can take out their tires, Silver."

** (2516) Steve glances back, and sees the gangers gaining. He swears, and turn to face the lead truck. He squeezes the trigger, letting a hail of lead fly. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Gold is about 150 meters ahead of Silver

(2513) Deathstalker: R"I'm going to do what I can."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: (To Enrique) "Can you try and hit their tires from here?"

(2516) Steve: [1d10+14-30] -> [1,14,-30] = (-15)

(2515) Jack: (bwahahahaha!)

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz frowned as the humvee around him sped along the road. His plans had been dashed the moment it had become apparent that staying and fighting would have been suicide. And now, they were on the run. He clutched his rifle, watching as their enemies moved ever closer. A shot with the humvee bouncing around the road would be challenging... **

(2513) Deathstalker: **Ben will unload the smoke round, load an HE round and fire it at the RR truck.**

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz chuckled softly a moment later and pressed his radio. "it will be challeging. but I can try." With those words said, he moved into position and began the tedious process of trying to snipe a tire from a moving vehicle... **

(2515) Jack: @R "The plan is working great! They're headed right into our trap! Keep it up!"

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Round 1

** (2515) Jack looks at Penny and shrugs. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Range from Silver to trucks: 400 meters

(2513) Deathstalker: (Thought they were closer. Ben will slling the 203 and go back to the SAW)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Steve had never fired a gun as big as this .50 before. Combined with the rough ride and long distance, the rounds went wide.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: How many rounds does Enrique aim for? (Each round is -2 DF up to 4 rounds)

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz muttered softly as his MSG90A1 sight moved from left to right and back again. He found himself in a position where he had to take into account not only the wind and distance to target, but incorporate the shaking of the humvee around him into the equation as well. A moment later, he saw an opportunity and he took it. A single round squeezed. **

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [7,10,10] = (27)

(2513) Deathstalker: "Jack! You're the navigator! Find us a route that keeps us heading for the river, but might give us a chance to loose these chicks."

(2515) Jack: (I guess that's a zero, Art.)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's round comes very close, hitting the rim, but does not puncture the tire (DF was 30)

(2515) Jack: Wha? I didn't sign on for this shit!

** (2515) Jack grabs the map and starts turning it around until he figure out which way is up. **

(2513) Deathstalker: "It's your ass too!"

(2515) Jack: (what's that link again for where we are?)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: http://maps.google.com/maps?q=washington%20dc%20to%20richmond&ll=39.127655%2C-77.130992&spn=0.021179%2C0.039312

** (2516) Steve swears again, and decides to wait until his target gets closer. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Ben's AT is 16 if he wants to take a shot

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz frowned and shook his head. That had been a good shot, but not good enough. "Matt, I don't think this is going to work very well. Hitting a moving target from a moving target is difficult." His sense of survival was beggining to take over, his eyes looking for any possibilities which may present themselves. He could not help but feel that perhaps, listening to Ben had not been the best idea in the situation. But there was no use crying over spilled milk. **

(2513) Deathstalker: [+16d10] -> [2,10,7,10,10,10,1,6,7,10,8,3,1,9,7,10] = (111)

(2513) Deathstalker: wrong formula

(2513) Deathstalker: [Bad dice format] - [d10+16]

(2515) Jack (whispering): (okay, more stupid questions: are we on 115 heading se?)

(2513) Deathstalker: [Bad dice format] - [d10+16]

(2512) arthurtuxedo: DF is 22

(2512) arthurtuxedo: You have to put a 1d10 instead of just d10

(2513) Deathstalker: [1d10+16] -> [7,16] = (23)

(2513) Deathstalker: (There we go)

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Was aiming for the RR truck**

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Ben lets loose with his SAW. Most of the rounds impact against the front of the truck (which has steel armor plates clumsily welded to it), but three of them go through the windshield.

whispering to Deathstalker, What type of ammo were you using again?

(2513) Deathstalker: standard ball ammo

whispering to Jack, You're on Needlewood going back the way you came (east)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: .223 ammunition peppers the front of the truck. Three of the rounds go through the windshield, and pepper the driver.

(2513) Deathstalker: R"Gold, go for the riders, we can out run the trucks"

(2512) arthurtuxedo: With no one at the helm, the truck veers to the left, taking out a motorcyle and crashing into a solid, unyielding object.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

(2516) Steve: (updated ranges?)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Range from Silver to lead truck: 410 meters

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): I am going to try and snipe a driver from a truck now.

** (2515) Jack stares at the map, hastily tracing routes with his finger. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Matt hears someone push the talk button on her radio and prepare to speak

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Ben will spray a burst at bike riders to the right of the trucks**

** (2514) Matthew Guilliard listens in (Skill check?) **

(2516) Steve: R"Sorry, Silver, but I'm through taking orders from you."

(2512) arthurtuxedo: DF for Ben is 24

(2513) Deathstalker: [1d10+16] -> [7,16] = (23)

(2515) Jack (whispering): How does the golf course look? Sure, it's grown over and stuff but is it a suitable for a cross country getaway?

** (2515) Jack takes a look out the window, squinting at the countryside. **

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Man that guy is an asshole Ben thinks to himself **

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [8,10,10] = (28)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: DF for Enrique is 28

(2516) Steve: (lol)

(2513) Deathstalker: "Forget it Jack. Just get ready to hand me another box of ammo. It's behind the seat."

whispering to Jack, How does a golf course usually look after a dozen years of no maintenance with thousands of animals grazing on it? :)

(2515) Jack (whispering): just thinking outside the box 8D

(2515) Jack: Fine, fine. I was getting a headache anyway.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Ben sprays lead in the direction of the bikers, but does not see any of them go down.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's scope settles on one of the drivers for the barest of seconds, and he pulls the trigger. The driver jerks and the truck veers off the road.

(2515) Jack: (That's two...)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Round 3

(2516) Steve: (how many trucks and bikes left?)

(2516) Steve: (and ranges?)

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz grinned as his handiwork aroused immediate results. "eso es..." His attention slid towards the final of the trucks, seeking a familiar target. **

(2515) Jack: (1 truck, 23 bikes?)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The voice comes through on the horn "Pull back! We'll get them a different way!"

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Range from Silver to lead truck: 420 meters

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Ben will go after bikers again, aiming low, going for cycles or people **

(2513) Deathstalker: [1d10+16] -> [3,16] = (19)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The pursuing vehicles put on the brakes.

(2516) Steve: (holy shit, 23 bikes? I thought you were joking, Jack)

(2515) Jack: (No sign of what was to be Pincer 2?)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (lol)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (Nope)

(2515) Jack: (Art did say two dozen and one was taken out by a truck.)

(2516) Steve: (ah, I missed that)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Ben fires off angry rounds at the decelerating bikers, but the range is too great for a weapon aimed with iron sights and fired from a moving vehicle on a bumpy road

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The rounds go wide.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: * End Combat

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The pursuers stop pursuing.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (That sounded stupid)

(2517) Penny: (Did Silver catch up to Gold?)

** (2516) Steve turns back to cover what's in front of the group. **

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Ben will go back into the truck**

(2513) Deathstalker: "Give me the map Jack,"

(2515) Jack: Why? So you can lead us into another ambush?

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz frowned as the pursuers stopped, his right index finger about to pull the trigger at the driver of the final truck but he did not. Instead, he ducked back into the humvee and frowned. "they stopped, tell me that is a good thing." **

** (2516) Steve calls for the binoculars, and takes a look down the road. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The group gets back to the beginning of Needlewood Road.

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: (To Gold) "They're going to try and head us of somewhere else. Probably by a bridge."

(2513) Deathstalker: "No so I can find us away across the river so we can get the Hell out of here."

(2513) Deathstalker: R"That's for damn sure Gold. They have way to much firepower for us to deal with. We nned to just keep going."

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Steve spots "pincer two" to the north. They're a good 2 km away, but there's a lot of them.

(2516) Steve: R"We got tangos."

** (2515) Jack smiles smugly, keeping his "I told you so" to himself **

** (2517) Penny turns right on 115 and keeps on going. **

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: "wonderful." His tone was dry and he sighed softly, reaching for his canteen which he brought to his lips. His throat was dry, and the tang flavored water was enjoyed for a moment before he secured the canteen back to his side. Before he could do anything else, Steve's words were heard. "how many and were are they?" His tone was pensive. He was not having any fun...

(2516) Steve: R"2 klicks, and a lot."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((We're north of DC, right?))

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: "can we run?" If not, things were about to get very interesting....

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The hummers turn South onto 115

(2515) Jack: (nw)

(2513) Deathstalker: R"We can blow some trees and slow them down."

** (2516) Steve keeps watching "pincer 2" to see if they move out. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: It's too hard to tell from this distance whether or not they're moving already

(2516) Steve: R"Can't tell if they're moving or not."

(2512) arthurtuxedo: But now that he has time to count, there looks to be about 2 dozen of them

(2513) Deathstalker: R"If they have radios, they'll be moving."

(2513) Deathstalker: R"There's a bridge for 270. If they have half a brain, they'll have some one there."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: (Any other bridges we could try to get to, perhaps further south?)

(2515) Jack: (That'd be in the city, exactly where we dont' want to go)

(2513) Deathstalker: (There's a bridge at Harper's Ferry to the west)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((At this point, I'm not certain the city is our worst option.))

(2516) Steve: R"Well, we'll just have to wait and see when we get there."

(2513) Deathstalker: (THere's another one before it at 79)

** (2516) Steve peeks his head into the truck and says, "If they're monitoring us, they now expect us to go 270. I say we go th 495 instead." **

(2513) Deathstalker: R"If they control 270, we'll have to try one of the other choices."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "Sounds like a good idead Steve, let's go that way."

(2516) Steve: R"I said, we'll take 270."

** (2516) Steve signals to the other truck the plan to take 495. **

(2515) Jack: (495 = 270, unless you mean on the east side of the city)

(2516) Steve: (I'm looking at the crossing farther south)

(2516) Steve: (it says 495 on one side of the river, and 95 on the other)

(2515) Jack: (rog)

(2516) Steve: (it's farther, but it's also where they don't expect us to be)

(2513) Deathstalker: "We're going to have to."

** (2516) Steve gives the thumbs up. **

(2513) Deathstalker: "You comfortable driving Penny?"

** (2517) Penny nods quickly **

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Ben will reload the SAW **

(2515) Jack: (afk a sec)

** (2516) Steve takes another look through the binocs. **

(2513) Deathstalker: "We can scout the bridge before we cross it, that'll give us a chance to see if they own it."

(2512) arthurtuxedo: They must have given up pursuit, because they're way in the distance now

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Matt hears a voice come over the horn: "We think they might be listening in. No more radio talk. Meet at HQ to discuss plan."

(2515) Jack: (back)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Then there's a series of "roger"s

(2516) Steve: R"They're not pursuing, which means we're probably going to have to deal with an ambush at the bridge."

(2513) Deathstalker: R"We'll have to recon it, and hope we beat them there."

(2516) Steve: R"Roger. Out."

(2513) Deathstalker: R"If they bring those trucks, that will slow them down. If they don't they'll catch us."

(2513) Deathstalker: "Let's go Penny."

(2517) Penny: Does that mean I get to drive faster?

** (2516) Steve retreats inside the hummer. "Stupid whores." **

(2513) Deathstalker: "Hell yes it does sister!"

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Ben will remain at the SAW **

** (2517) Penny gleefully presses on the gas making the large vehicle lurch forward. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Instead of crossing the 270 bridge, the group snakes around D.C. to cross at 495.

(2517) Penny: 8D

(2516) Steve: "We'll still have to scout it out, just in case. You up for more scout duty, Enrique? I won't take my bike this time." Steve grins sheepishly.

(2515) Jack: (Why not? You made an excellent decoy. Until you stopped, that is.)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Tense seconds turn into minutes with no sightings, and minutes turn into almost an hour before the group comes close to the 495 bridge

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz chuckled. "sure, I will give it a look over." It was something to do, and he felt more at ease outside than in as of late. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (So just Enrique scouts, or Enrique and Steve?)

(2516) Steve: (I can go too, although I don't necessarily have a long range weapon)

(2516) Steve: (that is, not as long as a sniper rifle)

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz prepared for the scouting mission in advance, taking a good long look at the foliage around the area and reaching for one of his bags, where he proceded to put up a few more touches on his gilie suit. The idea of another sniper laying for him was always on his mind, and as such he took nothing for granted. His attention slid to his rifle and after that was done, he went over a checklist of the things he carried with him. After making sure that all was in order, he settled to wait for the call to come. A power bar retreived and consumed as he waited. **

(2516) Steve: (I think one scout is fine, especially a sneaky sumbitch like Enrique)

(2515) Jack: (8D)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (^_~)

** (2517) Penny occupies herself by examining the vegatation growing up through the road. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Enrique sneaks over to the bridge, being careful, but not seeing any others. Once he comes within range of the bridge, he sees some sort of guard post there. There seems to be some sort of vehicle parked near the post, as well, though the range is too great to tell what it is

** (2516) Steve gets his rifle, making sure it's loaded. He sits down in the passenger seat of the hummer. "Man, I wish I could see the look on their faces when they realize we're not coming down 270." **

(2515) Jack: I hope we don't see another face for the rest of the trip.

(2513) Deathstalker: "We have to see someone. We are going to need gas."

(2516) Steve: (What the, who the, Jack? How'd you get in my hummer? ;))

(2515) Jack: (I'm superman?)

(2515) Jack: What? I can't wish?

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz stayed low, utilizing cover and the surrounding foliage to the best of his abilities. Corporate snipers were trained in the tradition of the royal marines and he had to deal with those at times. He took the time to look in places that were not ordinary, always aware of the possibility that another like him could be near. He had not managed to see anyone, even though he was utilizing the full abilities that his smart goggles made available to him. He caught sight of the structure and the vehicle, and he frowned. "within sight of bridge, structure caught. Possibly a guard post, possible vehicle parked near. changing position." With those words whispered to his radio, he began to slow process of sliding closer towards the target. Patience in conjunction with his training, should be all that he required... **

** (2517) Penny plucks some dandelions and daffodils while everyone waits for Enrique's report. **

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): distance to structure and vehicle is what more or less? do you want me to do stealth/awareness rolls?

(2512) arthurtuxedo: Enrique moves closer, keeping care to remain unseen. After a while, he looks through his binocs again and is able to make more out. The vehicle looks to be an M2 Bradley with some sort of guided missile launcher on top, and the person at the guard post is definitely male. He seems to be dressed like a member of the U.S. Army of old

whispering to Enrique de la Cruz, Distance right now is about 1 km

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((Curiouser and curiouser....))

** (2517) Penny begins decorating "Silver" with the wildflowers she picked. **

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz came to a dead stop when he creeped close enough to the target to make it out in more detail. His eyes narrowed, and he figured he was within a kilometer of the target, give or take one hundred meters. He took a deep breath, held it and reached for the radio. "gentlemen, I think I may be looking at a Bradley here, possibly with a TOW attachment. I see a male, dressed like the good old US army of old..." **

(2515) Jack: Goodbye frying pan, hello fire.

** (2516) Steve looks at Matt, eyebrows raised. **

(2513) Deathstalker: (Do the corps us old military uniforms, or their own?)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "We might be able to work with this. I doubt this man has anything to do with the Valkyries...."

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (Corporates wear jet-black armor, and never wear uniforms)

(2516) Steve: "That goes without saying."

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz settled to wait as he watched. That kind of firepower made it all but impossible for them to cross that bridge without their blessing. They had nothing that could deal with a Bradley, and that TOW would easily dispatch a Humvee. **

(2515) Jack: (and the road that the humvee was on)

(2515) Jack: @r "What's the verdict?"

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: R"We can try to persuade him to let us by, I think."

(2516) Steve: R"We ask nicely if we can cross. At the worst, he tells us to turn around and go back. That's better than we'd get from the biker gang."

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz heard what Matt said and smiled thinly. "Matt, try to dirty yourself up a bit if we are going to deal with this man. He might have the same outlook towards corporate as those fellows in D.C" His tone was cheerful as he whispered to the radio. **

** (2516) Steve looks at what was formerly a nice suit. The bullet holes kind of ruin that. He removes his jacket and tie, and rolls up his shirt sleeves. **

(2515) Jack: @r "I can think of worse, but it involves burning and death. But you may be right."

** (2516) Steve pats his pockets, and pulls out a cigarette. **

** (2515) Jack knocks on the windshield of the hummer and points Penny to the driver's seat. **

** (2516) Steve lights the cig, then grabs the radio. "Come on back home, KC." **

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz waited for the verdict to arrive. Steve's words met with a consideration. "Are you sure, if I stay out here I may be able to pop that guard if worse comes to worse." he did not need to point out, that the Bradley trumped everything that they could do... **

** (2517) Penny places the last of the wildflowers in the grill of the hummer before taking "her" seat in the vehicle. **

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: Matt blushed slightly and stripped down to his undershirt and bulletproof vest, glad he had been wearing sneakers with comfortable socks for the trip. The slacks needed some dirtying up, which Matt did readily at the side of the road.

(2513) Deathstalker: R"Pack it in KC. We are either going to pass or not."

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL!)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "Steve's right, better that we try to be honest with these boys than look too shifty."

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((whoops, forgot the R at the beginning of that.))

(2513) Deathstalker: "We can turn the guns around to look a little less threatening, and if we approach slowly, we'll have a chance."

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz considered refusing for a moment, but decided to bite the bullet. He was growing fond of these men and the single woman. "roger." He moved slowly backwards, staying low until it came to a position where he was away from the line of sight of the vehicle and the guard. Once that was accomplished, he stood and hustled towards the humvees while staying low. By the time he arrived, his heart was racing but he had been sweating little. His skin color and hair color changing to match the color of the guard he had seen. **

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (variable skin/hair/eye color powa!)

** (2517) Penny watched, agog, as Enrique rejoined the group. His face was his face, but he looked different. **

(2513) Deathstalker: (What time of day is it?)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (It's 4:30 PM)

(2513) Deathstalker: "We still have time to cross this bridge and get some more distance before we have to stop for the night."

(2515) Jack: (bah! agog is not the word I should have used.)

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz turned to glance towards Penny as she watched him and he smiled. "variable skin and hair color darling. Very useful in a pinch." As he spoke, his eyes which had been a normal dull brown shifted to bright emeralds. **

** (2517) Penny blushes as Enrique walks past. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The group starts the vehicles back up, turning the guns around so as not to appear threatening. They come within sight of the bridge, and a voice comes across all radio channels. "Halt! Stop your engines!"

** (2516) Steve places his rifle on the floorboards. **

** (2517) Penny stops the humvee. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The Bradley sits motionless, but a trio of hoverbots emerges from somewhere and flies toward the group.

** (2514) Matthew Guilliard obediently comes to a stop, crossing his fingers as he does. **

(2515) Jack: (jinkies scoob!)

(2513) Deathstalker: **Ben is ready to take the SAW or grab the AT launcher**

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz mutters softly how he hopes that these men are not russian nationalists... **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The bots are different than the ones the corporates use, but the idea is the same. Two of them mount machineguns, but one of them seems to be equipped with some sort of camera

(2512) arthurtuxedo: It flits around the group, taking hundreds of pictures, and the bots then depart as swiftly as they came.

(2515) Jack: ...

** (2517) Penny waves to the retreating hoverbots. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The voice comes back over the radio. "You may approach the station. Do not man your machine guns. Keep all weapons out of sight."

** (2517) Penny eases the humvee forward. **

** (2516) Steve nudges his rifle under some equipment with his foot. **

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: R"You heard the man, let's go make some new friends."

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz said nothing as the commanders were heard. All he could do now was wait and hope for the best. The bots had turned their situation into a dire one, he had little doubt that the deck was stacked against them and that conflict should be the last thing in their mind... **

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (commanders = commands)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (ugh.)

** (2514) Matthew Guilliard does as is requested, moving forward at a reasonable speed and checking everyone to make sure that all weapons were out of sight and that nobody manned the guns. **

(2513) Deathstalker: ** Ben has his hands on the windowsill of the truck **

(2517) Penny (whispering): as we approache the guard: thoughts? [1d10+11+8] -> [9,11,8] = (28)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: As the guard station is approached, it becomes clear that the Bradley was not the only thing protecting this installation. On the downslope of the hill past the station is a small depot, with more Bradleys, an M1 Abrams, and what appears to be an attack helicopter.

(2515) Jack: (We can take 'em.)

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz whistled softly as he caught sight of the new hardware. yep, they were fucked. **

(2513) Deathstalker: "Well, pickin a fight with these gentleman certainly would have been the wrong course of action."

whispering to Penny, He's curious, but nothing else.

(2515) Jack: (oh man! game over man! game over!)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((What we? I'll take 'em all with both arms shot off!))

** (2517) Penny lets the humvee idle forward. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: "Silver" gets about 10 meters from the station when the man walks out with a loudspeaker, flanked by two small, tracked machine gun carrying robots. "Pull over there." He indicates a spot.

** (2517) Penny pulls the Humvee to the indicated spot. **

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looked around, his eyes widening. Whoever these people were, they had a considerable amount of hardware here. Even if the Valkyries did follow them here, chances are they would be killed on sight. Easing into the installation, he looked around to try and see if anything in his hard drive made any mention of this place.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: The man carries only a .45 caliber pistol at his hip. He approaches as the group gets out.

(2517) Penny (whispering): [Bad dice format] - [joking: Penny accidentally guns the hummer through the encampment, wreaking havoc as the hummer barrels over things. The bots open fire and everyone dies.]

(2512) arthurtuxedo: (Matt knows only what every corporate knows. Any corporate that comes within 20 miles of D.C. always gets blown all to shit.)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yay fun :)))

(2512) arthurtuxedo: He stops a few meters away, looking not at the group, but at the paperwork in his hands.

** (2516) Steve climbs out of the hummer after it comes to a stop, and leans up against with this arms folded, puffing away on his cigarette. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: He scribbles for about 45 seconds.

** (2515) Jack waits anxiously. **

** (2518) Enrique de la Cruz paid particular attention to the approaching man as well as his surroundings. His mind already milking his available options and considering possibilities in case things went sour. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: He finally looks up.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: "Who's speaking on behalf of this group?"

** (2517) Penny quietly mourns the loss of some of the wildflowers. Even at the low speeds they were travelling at some were taken away. She pulls the tattered remains of one survivor and holds it gingerly in her hands. **

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh boy...*bites the bullet*))

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "I am, sir."

** (2515) Jack looks around at the group. **

(2512) arthurtuxedo: He nods and scribbles something down.

(2512) arthurtuxedo: "And your name?"

(2515) Jack: (Art. Art Vandelay.)

(2516) Steve: (Xak Nolen. NO)

(2512) arthurtuxedo: "C'mon, pal, haven't got all day, here."

(2515) Jack: (way to not look suspicious! :thumbsup:)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: "Mark Howard." [1d10+17] -> [2,17] = (19)

(2513) Deathstalker: (I need to get going. I'll see everybody next week.)

(2515) Jack: (see you next week)

(2518) Enrique de la Cruz: (aooo. ciao deathstalker!)

(2516) Steve: (later)

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: later man

(2514) Matthew Guilliard: ((Gah, sorry, ~_~))

(2513) Deathstalker: Disconnecting from server...

(2513) Deathstalker (exit): 16:10

(2512) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 6 End * * *

(230) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 7 Start * * *

(233) Steve: (does the happy dance)

(230) arthurtuxedo: The guard writes it down. "Alright Mark. What's your destination?"

(235) Jack: (We seek the holy grail!)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Out west, maybe Oklahoma City, if we can make it."

(230) arthurtuxedo: "And the purpose of the trip?"

** (233) Steve lazily blows smoke rings. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Getting away from the damn corporations, as far away as we can get."

** (233) Steve spits. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+17] -> [4,17] = (21)

(233) Steve: "Fuckin' corpies" he mumbles.

(230) arthurtuxedo: He nods. "And where are you coming from?"

** (236) Penny shifts nervously **

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz remained silent as the interrogation occurred. It was what it was, there was no mistaking and he did not feel compelled to say anything on the matter. He did pay attention however, making sure that if worse comes to worse, he could weave his story with that which Matt had chosen. **

(236) Penny (whispering): how many guards and who-not standing around? how many, if any, watching the proceedings? (I'm assuming this is a 'common' thing amongst the guards, people coming and going.)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "New York. You know they just bombed a place up there? Out of the blue. Won't say why, but you can guess. How much longer until it's our place, you know?"

whispering to Penny, It's the one guy and the two machine gun robots flanking him. There's presumably more people in the building with the tanks and choppers.

(230) arthurtuxedo: He nods. "And finally, are you just passing through, or did you want to enter the city?"

** (233) Steve starts coughing, and hacks up a lump of grey mucus. **

(235) Jack: (ask about getting gas!)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Just wanted to pass through, but we need to get more gas soon. Is that possible, or would we have to go in the city for that?"

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Already on my mind :) ))

(235) Jack: 8D

** (236) Penny daintily toes a rock on the ground, shuffling it about absent-mindedly. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: "Well, if you want gas, there are plenty of service stations in the city. If you want better prices, you can try bargaining with the refiners farther down this road, but they don't like the sight of armed vehicles."

** (235) Jack 's eyes travel from the guard to either gun-bot flanking the guard trying to decide which could kill him faster. **

** (236) Penny looks up and around at the words "armed vehicle" before remembering that she's driving one of them. **

** (233) Steve finishes his cigarette and lights another. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: Matt pauses for a moment, thinking over the options. He looks back at the others, then the cars, as if asking for opinions one way or the other.

(236) Penny: The city is safer, Penny states flatly.

(237) Deathstalker: "We have a chance to use cash in the city."

** (235) Jack shrugs, not sure. "Your call chief." **

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: "The city is more appealing." It was all he said at the moment. It was obvious that he was deferring to matt on his final decision.

** (233) Steve catches Matt's eye and shakes his head slightly, his shoulders raising a bit. It's obvious he doesn't have an opinion. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Right, well, I guess the city it is, that is, if it's not too much trouble, Sir."

(230) arthurtuxedo: "Not at all. Just take this placard and put it on your windshields. That'll get you past the inner checkpoints. The entry fee is $5 per person and $10 per vehicle. So that'd be... lesse... $50 bucks for the lot of you."

(235) Jack: (Penny waves her hand, stating in a far away voice "You don't need to see our identification.")

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Excellent, thank you very much," Matt smiles to Steve and takes the placards from the guard to put on the car windshields.

** (235) Jack grumbles to himself as he digs in his pockets for the money. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: The guard radios ahead to let the inner checkpoint people know about the pending visit.

** (233) Steve takes out his wallet, removing eight dollars, and handing it to the guard. **

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz had anticipated the need for currency in this trip and was adequatey prepared to pay his share of the fee. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: He then goes back to his checkpoint, his robotic companions rolling serenly alongside him

(230) arthurtuxedo: The guard waves his hand "no". "No no, you pay the guys at the inner checkpoint, not me"

(233) Steve: (Steve forces the 8 bucks down the guard's throat. "You take it all, you son of a bitch!!")

(235) Jack: (SWALLOW IT! SWALLOW IT!)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh, Stevey...I love it when you're rough.))

(233) Steve: (omg)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz shrugged and kept his money **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Score ^_^ ))

** (235) Jack and Penny climb into the humvee, waiting for the others before proceeding to the inner checkpoint. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: The group rolls along to the inner checkpoints and are waved through upon payment. The inner checkpoints have bunkers, batteries of heavy machineguns and light artillery, and tanks and choppers waiting in reserve.

(235) Jack: (choppers = guys with axes, ne?)

(235) Jack: ;)

(233) Steve: (no, custom built bikes)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((And then, it turns out that the Valkyries run the city!!!))

(235) Jack: (with little points on their helmets! w00t)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz slid into the humvee and got comfortable. His eyes sliding about, without his usual goggles on the visual light spectrum seemed in his mind severely limited. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: Inside, the city is a sight of bustling capitalism, except there seems to be rules against large business. Mom and pop stores line every street.

(239) Matthew Guilliard: Matthew took in the sights and recorded them for later viewing and comparison. He wondered if this stronghold could be used as a base of operations in a war against the corporations. If so, the people here might make for powerful allies, with or without the codes.

** (236) Penny has to concentrate to keep the humvee on the road. In the middle of nowhere there wasn't so much clean and wonderous activity to distract her. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: There are military depots scattered about, but it does not seem to be under any sort of martial law. Most everyone seems to be employed, or at least busy with some task. Quite unlike the deserted streets of New York, where the population mostly works in the hidden black market underground, and only the gangers are seen openly on the streets.

(230) arthurtuxedo: Within a couple minutes, the first gas station is seen. Considered a relic of the past in New York outside Manhattan, since any sort of gas station would be immediately attacked by gangs and taken over as a fuel depot

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Is there a temple? ;) ))

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz took in the sights of the city and was a bit taken back at what he saw. It was a relic of the past, and not a place that he was used to certainly. Nonetheless, it was a welcomed change from the years he had spent in NYC. The gas station attracted his attention and held it for a moment. **

** (236) Penny looks to Ben, with her look questioning if they should stop here or "shop around". **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Seriously though, what's the price on gas?))

(230) arthurtuxedo: The prices are posted on a traditional sign: Unleaded, $10 / gallon. Super $12, Diesel $10, Kerosene $9

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sweet! Prices went down finally.))

(233) Steve: (*stunned*)

(235) Jack: (don't be alarmed by what you are about to see)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((We're using Deisel, right?))

(241) Penny (enter): 15:13

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

(236) Penny: Llama, Llama, Duck!

(236) Penny (exit): 15:13

(237) Deathstalker: (yes)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (OH MY GOD HOLY SHIT I'M SO ALARMED BY WHAT I JUST SAW!!)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((OMG!11 TEH HOT TWINZ SECHORZ!))

(233) Steve: (WAAAH! I'VE GOTTA JAB MY EYES OUT WITH A CORKSCREW!!!!!!)

(235) Jack: (Is that everyone?)

(241) Penny: 8D

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (X_X)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((There, now that's everyone.))

** (235) Jack nods curtly **

(235) Jack: Do we gas here or keep looking?

(233) Steve: "Seems as good a place as any."

(239) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looks at the prices and frowns...perhaps they should have taken their chances. Still, they did have money, and they brought it for a reason. However, driving a little further into the city to double check couldn't hurt... "Let's cruise for a little bit. They may have higher prices on the outermost stations to jack vistors." ...because that's what would make good business sense...and it's what the corporations would do, isn't it?

(235) Jack: The corporations would build a wall that we couldn't drive through. (assuming Jack heard any of what Matt said.)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Everything outside of the quotes is internal monologe Penny might hear it, but I don't think Jack would.))

(230) arthurtuxedo: After driving around for a while, some other stations are seen. Most of the stations seem to adhere to the same prices, but there are two with cheaper prices. One is titled "Dirt Cheap Gas", and Diesel goes for $8 per gallon. The other is "Smith Family Gas Station" where Diesel is $9 per gallon

(233) Steve: (teh Smiths! Ma and Pa!!)

(233) Steve: (It's obvious why the Dirt Cheap Gas is cheaper. They piss in it. I ain't buying no piss gas.)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Dirt cheap probably gets the waste from the other stations. Smith Family looks like it could be good though." The family name, making stupid consumers buy third-rate products because they feel better about it.

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz smiled thinly at the prices, he was not overly surprised. It was not as if the good old United States still existed, and he doubted that oil imports from the middle east where still occurring. Gasoline of any type was a valuable commodity, and prices were only regulated in places where the corporations could do so. Obviously with prices like these, he supposed that this town had a good public transportation system or perhaps everyone used bycicles like old China. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((And thus, the two natures come out...the nice guy, and the suit...on the Fellowship of the Code.))

** (233) Steve raises an eyebrow. "Uh, Matt, it's the same gas, they're just undercutting their competitor. There's no reason to pay a dollar extra a gallon for the exact same gas." **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: (("I kept you safe, all of these years! Without me, you'd be nothing!" "We don't needs you anymore. Master takes care of us now. Master loves us." "Master will betray you! He still loves the corporation!"))

(235) Jack: O_o

(233) Steve: (my thoughts exactly)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "No, see, it's standard procedure. You have several stations with expensive, high end gas, and then the lower quality gas of the same type goes to bargain stations, where they sell it for a much higher profit margin under the guise of giving the consumer a better deal. Then, after long periods of time, the gas degrades the engine which leads to lots of expensive repairs. It's a solid system that's worked for decades." The information flowed, like from a text. It was, in fact, from a lecture several years ago on pricing schemes, back in college.

** (233) Steve stares, blankly, dumbstruck. **

(233) Steve: "You're kidding, right?"

(237) Deathstalker: "For Pete's sake, just pick a station. We have things to do and discuss."

** (241) Penny shrugs and pulls into the Smith Family station. **

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz smiled at the debate, leaning back against the seat and closing his eyes. He could use the time to relax. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "You'd be surprised at how many little things have been controlled since before the war, but yes, on to the Mom and Pop's," Matt smiles, sheepishly.

(230) arthurtuxedo: Between the two hummers, about 60 gallons had been used so far.

(230) arthurtuxedo: Meaning the fill-up costs [9 * 60] -> 540 dollars.

(237) Deathstalker: ((I need to be afk for a few minutes please continue without me for the moment)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Is it self-serve?))

(230) arthurtuxedo: (OK)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Full serve)

(233) Steve: "But that doesn't...Why would they..." Steve's mind reels as he tries to comprehend Matt's argument. He shakes his head and decides to forget about it.

(235) Jack: (w00t)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Aww man, I always have full serve.))

(233) Steve: (lazy, spoiled bastard)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hehe, Matt broke Steve's brain :) ))

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well, there's 2% or so, folks))

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((About what time is it?))

(230) arthurtuxedo: (1 PM)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (No wait

(241) Penny: (more like 5pm?)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (It was almost getting dark. 5 PM)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Okay folks, should we shack up here for the night, or get going as soon as we can?"

(241) Penny: (radio?)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm assuming we're chatting at the gas station.))

(235) Jack: (oh, heh.)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: "I would say shack up. Its not as if we will make up great progress at night, and with the valkyries still around I would much rather deal with them during the day. besides, we are in a populated area. Might as well enjoy it while it lasts."

(235) Jack: Sounds good to me.

(230) arthurtuxedo: The group heads over to the nearest motel. The cheapest is $20 per room for a total shit hole. The cheapest place that looks decent is $30 per room, each room consiting of 2 twin sized beds with running water and working elecricity (the cheaper place has neither)

(230) arthurtuxedo: Then there's one that looks pretty nice, with king sized beds for $40 per room

(235) Jack: (running water and electricity! squeee!)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Steve and I will take one room, Jack and Penny in another, and finally Enrique and Ben in the last one. I'd like to stay in the $30 rooms myself."

(235) Jack: Alrighty.

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz shook his head. "sorry Matt, but I am personally leaning towards the nicer place. I will stay there." He glanced at Ben. "And i mean no offense, but I am getting my own room." He could afford it... **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: Well, it was his money, Matt shrugged, and he did earn it, with all the scouting work he did today. "Right, fair enough then." ((Are these rooms in different hotels, or all in one?))

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Different motels) Since there aren't many travellers through the city, the few motels know exactly who their clientele is. The rooms are well stocked with condoms, toys, and other "marital aids"

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz smiled as Matt relented. "thanks." With those words said he began to prepare for his night. He wondered if this place had a bar or too. If it did, he had some plans for the night. **

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (booya! :P)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ohhh Steeeevieee...))

(233) Steve: (no. Just no.)

(230) arthurtuxedo: Both motels have a "special offer" of $20 extra to have a prostitute visit the room. The sign promises no uglies.

(241) Penny: (huzzah!)

(235) Jack: (er, I mean Huzzah!)

(233) Steve: (rofl)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sweet, G-G and B-B, rock!))

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (ROFL. classy. really classy. ^_~)

(230) arthurtuxedo: There are also bars a plenty. Even though life in D.C. isn't quite so bad as in New York, people still like to drink away their troubles

(241) Penny: (brb)

(241) Penny: Llama, Llama, Duck!

(241) Penny (exit): 15:55

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hold on, tech support

(242) Penny (enter): 15:56

Attempting to assign the role of PLAYER to (242) Penny...

(235) Jack: (Just so's we're all on the right page: We've paid for gas and now we're settling into motel rooms?)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz took the time to make sure he knew where his "allies" were staying before he made his way to the motel which would house him. He carried with him some of his equipment, leaving some of it behind on the vehicle. The apartment was chosen quickly, and he caught the signs of the special offers. It was something to consider, he had no idea when would be the next time that he would have the opportunity. He made his way to the room and inspected it thoroughly, securing his belongings before sitting on the bed and considering for a moment. He secured his hnadgun to his person, keeping it from view as he decided to visit one of the local bars and soak in the local scene. Fifteen minutes after he had arrived in the motel he was walking down the eerie streets of the small city. It took him a mere four and half minutes to arrive at a bar that caught his fancy. He did not hesitate before moving inside. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: (nod)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Anybody else going drinking?)

** (235) Jack sets his bag down on the bed... (just a minute, gotta set the scene and stuff!) **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Nope))

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: ((steve and matt have some bonding issues that they have to resolve. :P)

** (235) Jack (lolz) **

(233) Steve: (hmm, a scotch sounds good right about now)

** (235) Jack refreshes himself in the bathroom before joining anyone else who wants to grab a beer or other beverage of choice. **

(235) Jack: (meh, okay, so I set a rather meager scene.)

** (242) Penny 's first act upon arriving in the room was to promptly jump on the bed until it was no longer fun. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: (So Steve and Jack go out for a drink?)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((And then Jump on Jack's bones until it's no longer fun))

** (242) Penny decides that the city is safe enough for her to tag along with Jack. **

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: ((LOL!))

(233) Steve: (yar)

(242) Penny: (yes, Jack, Penny and Steve go clubbing.)

(233) Steve: (and Steve slips Penny some X....)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: ((chika chika bow wow! Matt of course has already rigged the room for audio and video with his leet corporate skills. And before we leave the town, a new hot pron video is on the underground.))

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((LOL))

** (242) Penny (hands Steve a Y and Z) **

(235) Jack: (you dirty, dirty people.)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (^_^! its the SDNET effect.)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sorry, had to talk my mother through the finer points of ipconfig over the phone.))

(242) Penny: (the anus is exit only fellas - don't get any (more) ideas)

(230) arthurtuxedo: Jack, Penny, and Steve walk into a nightclub. It's dark, and the music is loud, but they see Enrique at the bar, waiting for his drink.

** (242) Penny skips over to Enrique, draping herself over his shoulders in greeting. **

(237) Deathstalker: ((A mthousand apologies everybody. Had a minor emergency, fortuantly wasn't anything serious, just enough to get me away from computer!)

** (233) Steve walks up to the bar and takes a seat. He motions to the bartender. "Can I get a scotch, neat?" **

(237) Deathstalker: "Before we turn in for the night, there is something we all need to discuss."

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Good luck. Half the group went clubbin')

** (235) Jack shrugs and just orders a draught. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: The hot, female bartender smiles and makes Steve his drink, doing what looks less like bartending than a juggling act. Another one slides Enrique's drink to him.

(237) Deathstalker: **Well then Ben will wait until everyone gets back. In the meantime, he is giong to clean the .50 and SAWS.**

(230) arthurtuxedo: Jack is handed a frothing mug of beer. It's not great, but it's strong.

(233) Steve: (in fact, it tastes distinctly like whizz)

(235) Jack: (still better than anything I could get in NY)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz slid into the bar with confidence, his eyes darting about to his left and right. He noticed everything, the people that were within as well as their respective positions. Who was more likely than not packing and who was only faking being drunk. He gathered a significant amount of attention, he was blood and the town was not used of getting a lot of that as of late. He made a beeline for the bar, sat down and promptly ordered a drink that he expected that could be adequately forged in a place such as this. He watched the bartender work, and as such did not see the arrival of his allies. Penny's arrival was missed, although when he felt the arms draping around him he blinked and turned his head. Now, that was real friendly...Penny's face caught and he smiled. "You decided to come along as well dearling?" His voice was soft, Jack and the others noticed. "I am glad I won't be alone." His head turned, glancing towards the empty stools at his sides. His attention a moment later returning to Penny. When his drink arrived, his left arm reached for it. It was a combination drink. One of his favorites. **

** (233) Steve lights a cigarette, alternating between sipping his scotch and taking a drag. **

** (242) Penny simply nodded in response to Enrique's question, taking a seat between Steve and Enrique - somewhere that was decidedly safe should anything go wrong. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: Several of the menfolk eye Penny hungrily, but are too intimidated by Enrique, Steve, and Jack to come over

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz watched as Penny placed herself between himself and Steve. A soft smile on his lips as his attention lingered upon her for a moment longer. She was an attractive woman, but she was also along for the ride. He pushed the thought from his head and concentrated on his drink, the glass examined for a moment before it was brought to his lips. The taste was savored and compared with previous experiences. His plans for this night were simple, a bit of drinking but not enough to get intoxicated. And then, maybe something else. He was not one to waste opportunities. **

** (242) Penny takes a look at the bottles behind the bar, not sure what she could ask for. The aromas weren't as pungent as some of the bars in New York, but a bar always smelled like a bar should. Unlike anyone else, Penny decided what to drink more by color than by taste - sometimes it worked, other times it did not. (if someone would be so kind as to name a brightly colored drink, Penny would be most appreciative.) **

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Kamikaze)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Pina Coladas. Do you like them?))

(233) Steve: (and getting caught in the rain)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (I thought sex on the beach was pinkish? *meh* I don't remember)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Score: Steve))

** (242) Penny orders a kamikaze, hoping that the drinks colors would match her mood. Afterwards, she turned to face the crowd. The noise of the music and talking over them was dull compared to the electric buzz of what was rolling from their thoughts. She was too excited at all of the newness of it to be overwhelmed. **

(242) Penny: compared to the negative emotions that poured off of people in New York, the people here were comparitively unbridled optimists - emotions and sensations Penny wasn 't used to feeling coming from other people. Despite it all, there was always the low hum that the reality that the world wasn't such a great place anymore.

(242) Penny: (more thoughts, no words)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz arched a brow as he savored his drink, nodding his head at the bartender that had delievered it. "this is better than I expected." His tone was soft, meant for no one in particular. He was still wearing the skin and hair color of the first guard that they had seen and seemed perfectly comfortable with keeing up that facade. He drank in silence for the most part, taking slow gulps of the liquid. "So, do you think that this little detour will throw of the ladies off our scent?" He hoped it did, but if it came to killing. Well, he had already shown where he stood on that sort of thing. His eyes watching Penny as she ordered. He had never had one of those before. "Is that any good?" **

** (233) Steve downs the rest of his scotch and finishes his cigarette. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Kamikazes are pretty fruity and not very strong, so it should be fairly good)

(235) Jack: I can only hope so. (response to first query)

(230) arthurtuxedo: A young lady comes up and sits down next to Steve. "Hey, stranger," she cooes.

** (242) Penny examines the kamikaze, raising the glass to eye level before taking a tentative sip. **

(235) Jack: (go steve! it's your birthday!)

** (233) Steve exhales the smoke he had been holding in his lungs. "Hey." **

** (242) Penny nods as the fruity flavors make their way down her throat. "Fruity!" **

(230) arthurtuxedo: She runs her finger along the bullet holes in Steve's formerly nice coat. "You look like you've been through a few rough scrapes."

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz nodded, taking another gulp of his drink. It was three quarters empty now. "agreed." His head turned glancing towards Steve for a moment and smiling thinly. He watched what was occurring there out of the corners of his eyes. The bulk of his attention watching Penny as she examined the glass and took a tentative sip... **

(233) Steve: "Yeah."

(230) arthurtuxedo: "You've got that killer look about you. You ever killed anyone, stranger?"

** (235) Jack keeps his eyes on his own drink, such is the habit of one used to living life in New York. **

(233) Steve: "Yeah."

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz laughed softly at Penny's reaction concentrating on his own drink, nursing it a bit longer. **

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (the women love the strong silent type, the more one word answers you get, the more intrigued she becomes. ^_~)

** (235) Jack looks over at the woman working on Steve, glancing at Steve too waiting anxiously for his response. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: She smiles seductively. "I bet you smuggled a gun in here, didn't you?" She starts to feel around for the "gun".

** (233) Steve stands up in a hurry, straightening his jacket. **

(242) Penny (whispering): (surface thoughts of the lady moving in on Penny's turf? [1d10+8+11] -> [7,8,11] = (26)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Danger sense....stiffening....))

** (242) Penny (lolz) **

** (233) Steve glares at the woman. **

whispering to Penny, Penny listens to her thoughts for a few seconds. That's all it takes. She's trying to play Steve so she can steal his wallet.

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz watched the exchange between the local young woman and Steve wordlessly. Maybe Steve was up for a quickie in the bathroom? His mind considered other alternatives, discarding the plausible from the utterly paranoid. The last of his drink drained before the empty glass was placed on the counter with a subdued "thud." **

(230) arthurtuxedo: She looks hurt by the glare.

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (oh baby, let me see you gun. All I want to do is kiss it and make it better.)

(233) Steve: (hehe)

** (242) Penny blows indiscreetly into Steve's ear before giving what's-her-name the evil eye. **

(233) Steve: "I'm not interested, honey. Maybe he is," Steve motions to Enrique and turn around to leave.

(242) Penny: Do you mind, sister. He's with me.

(230) arthurtuxedo: She narrows her eyes at Penny before wandering off without another word.

** (233) Steve 's eyes go wide for a moment, hidden behind his shades, and then he composes himself. **

** (242) Penny returns wordlessly to her fruity beverage, acting as though nothing happened. **

** (235) Jack chuckles to himself, having an idea of what just happened. "You owe her, man." **

(233) Steve: "Hey, I didn't ask her for that. I had it taken care of." Steve turns to Penny. "I didn't ask you for that. Why the hell'd you do that?"

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz blinked at Steve's words, looking up from his now empty glass and glancing towards him. A moment later Penny was speaking, and eventhough he knew that she said so out of a desire to assist Steve with the situation he could not help but feel...something else. He blinked, frowned and shook his head. Watching as the woman wandered off before considering for a moment and letting it go. Jack's words easily heard but not commented upon. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((...dare I say it?))

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: ((this is gonna be fun.))

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((CATFIGHT! =^,^= ))

** (242) Penny merely shrugs at Steve. "She wasn't a nice person." **

(233) Steve: "I gathered that. Women like that don't come up to guys like me unless they want something."

** (233) Steve softens. "So, don't do that again. I can take care of myself, thanks." He coughs, and turns to leave. **

(242) Penny: Sorry, Penny replied sheepishly. Next time I'll keep to myself.

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Leave the bar and go back to his room?)

(233) Steve: (yeah)

** (242) Penny eyeballs what's left of her kamikaze thinking now the sweet fruity-ness is a little less sweet. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Awww...poor Steve. Come back to Matt, he'll make it all better.))

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz flagged down one of the bartenders and ordered a single shot of tequila. Which was delievered a few moments later with half a lemon. Steve's exchange with Penny caught and he was tempted to point out that such was not exactly the whole truth. Nonetheless, his desire to speak out was overriden by his desire to try the tequila, the lemon utilized properly before the contents of the shot glass were drained. His eyes closed, the familiar taste enjoyed for fifteen whole seconds before his eyes opened once more. "hmmm..." The empty shot glass was placed down on the counter, his right hand disappearing into his pocket and producing the necessary currency. **

(242) Penny: (bwaha!)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL)

(230) arthurtuxedo: As Steve walks out the door, he is followed by a pair of large, gullable men. The unnamed woman walks a step behind them, with a feigned hurt look. "Hey buddy," the first one begins, "we heard about what you did to Jessica here. We don't stand for guys like you!"

(233) Steve: (I said no, bitch. No means no)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hehe :)

(242) Penny: (do any of us see this happening?)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Nope)

(242) Penny: (feh ::retracts claws::)

** (233) Steve doesn't stop or turn. "That's nice." **

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (I see the potential of two dead or injured men on the menu. which is freaky, cuz Enrique is on his way out in a moment himself.)

(230) arthurtuxedo: The trio try to catch up to Steve. When it becomes clear that he will outpace them, one of them says "Hey you son of a bitch!" and starts to run to catch up. He is about 5 meters away.

(235) Jack: Don't worry, Penny. It'll take a while before we're all used to each other. In the future, wait to see if he can save himself before trying that again.

(233) Steve: (how far away from the door am I?)

** (242) Penny nods somberly, turning again to feel the crowd. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: (About 15 meters)

(233) Steve: (so only one is running?)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Just one, the other probably will in a second)

** (235) Jack finishes his beer. Feeling that the fun for the evening is over and done with will follow Enrique out onto the street. (Penny will escort Enrique and Jack out.) **

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz paid his bill sliding the bartender a tip which totaled double the cost for his drinks. He glanced towards Penny and Jack and smiled. "I don't know about you, but I have had my fun for the night." It was half a truth, his tone neutral and utterly pleasant. "if you want to stay, have fun. I will see you tomorrow." He nodded towards Jack, his attention staying on Penny a moment longer before he stood from his stool and took a deep breath. His head turned glancing towards the exit, and catching sight of a male body exiting the bar. He thought little of it, walking towards the same exit a moment later. **

** (233) Steve whips around to face his pursuers. "Do you have a problem?" (intimidation: [1d10+13) ) **

(233) Steve: [1d10+13] -> [3,13] = (16)

** (242) Penny slips her arm into Ernesto's, and another in Jack's. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Meanwhile, in the room....))

(235) Jack: (mathew: fapfapfapfapfapfap)

(233) Steve: (lol)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (First she'll have to go to Cuba to find him)

(235) Jack: (ha! oops.)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+10] -> [3,10] = (13) ((You looking at me? There's no one else here, so you must be looking at me!))

** (242) Penny slips her arm into Enriqe's, and another in Jack's. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((And Matthew successfully intimidates himself.))

(233) Steve: (ha! Freudian slip)

(242) Penny: (better.)

** (235) Jack (lolz) **

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz felt Penny slide next to him, one of her arms sliding against one of his. He glanced towards her for a moment but only offered a small smile. He tried not to think of anything more. The door opened as they moved past the threshold. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: The tough guy stops in his tracks, unsure how to proceed. His buddy says "C'mon, we can take him" as he slaps him on the back for encouragement. He nods and they both start to advance on Steve once again. Penny, Jack, and Enrique walk trhough the door and see this going on

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL! that was hillarious. I am lucky I was not drinking water at the time. damn you art!)

** (233) Steve removes his shades, his yellow eyes narrowing. **

(235) Jack: Hey! Jack shouts, What the fuck is this about?

(233) Steve: "You don't want to do that." [1d10+17] -> [3,17] = (20)

** (242) Penny slides behind both Jack and Ernesto, sensing not all is well in Denmark. **

(235) Jack: (sorry, Enrique... didn't mean to spoil any surprise you may have been planning)

(233) Steve: (ha! Did it again!!)

(235) Jack: (fudge!)

(235) Jack: (except I didn't say "fudge")

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz was considering the delicate but pleasant fragrance of the woman to his left as his eyes caught sight of the two men before them obviously hesitate in their approach towards Steve. He sighed, his eyes narrowing as he spoke matter of factly. "Hey Steve, these guys need their asses kicked?" **

(230) arthurtuxedo: One of the drunk fellows blurts out "Holy shit!" when he sees Steve's yellow eyes. They glance back at the trio. "Uhh, hey we didn't mean nothin' by it..." as they start to back away

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+6] -> [6,6] = (12)

(230) arthurtuxedo: The woman glares daggers at Steve and starts to follow them back into the club.

(233) Steve: "Go on back inside, now. That's a good boy."

** (233) Steve flips off the woman. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((LOL))

** (242) Penny chances a coy smile at the woman (*Jessica*) as she passes. "I told you he's mine." the word "bitch" barely a whisper. **

** (235) Jack frowns at Penny's boldness. She'll have to learn to curb that. **

(233) Steve: "No problem, gentlemen," Steve says easily as he puts his glasses back on.

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, I'm not even going to touch that one...))

(230) arthurtuxedo: The woman loses her cool and spits at Penny. [1d10 + 6 - 20] -> [1,6,-20] = (-13)

(235) Jack: Good. I didn't want to get my hands dirty.

(230) arthurtuxedo: Penny's abilities tip her off and she bobs her head.

(230) arthurtuxedo: [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz sighed softly as the two men backed down. He hated men that had no balls, and backed down the nanosecond that shit was not going their way. The moment came and went, Penny's exchange caught and darkening his mood for a second before the sensation faded down beneath the surface once more. His eyes sliding towards Steve and noticing his eyes for a moment before his glasses covered them up once more. "Good. a good brawl might be a momentary diversion, but I don't want to piss off the army outside by sending a few dogs with broken limbs." His tone was flat, a moment later the exchange between Penny and the woman was almost missed. **

** (242) Penny cackles madly at "Jessica's" feeble retort. "Goodnight!" **

(230) arthurtuxedo: Instead it hits Jack on the chin.

(233) Steve: (lol)

(242) Penny: (hate you)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (not the exchange of bodily fluids that jack had in mind I bet.)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Zing))

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Not an exchange so much as a deposit)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL)

** (235) Jack sighs wearily, wiping the spittle from his chin. "Not how I thought the evening would end, but I guess beggars can't be choosers." **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ah, so Bukkake))

** (242) Penny laughs harder at Jack. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: The trio disappear back into the club.

(235) Jack: You watch it, missy. You have to sleep tonight.

** (242) Penny doesn't stop laughing. **

(233) Steve: (You show her, Jack! Give her the shocker when she's sleeping!!)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Three in the pink, two in the stink!)

(235) Jack: (she's seen it. why do you think she's still laughing?)

(233) Steve: (ROFL)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((...oh my...))

(233) Steve: (that's the one)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz shook his head a bit at the exchange and glanced to Steve for a moment before watching Jack and Penny. "well, have fun tonight. I don't think we will be sleeping with our roofs over our heads tomorrow." With those words said he turned and before he walked back towards his motel spoke once more. "good night and see you all tomorrow." With those words said he began the walk back to his apartment, the streets around him welcoming his passage. **

** (235) Jack (faints from laughter) **

(235) Jack: See you in the morning, Enrique

** (233) Steve stretches and yawns. "'Night." **

(235) Jack: (yay! I did it right!)

(242) Penny: Don't let the bed bugs bite!

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (I promise that there will be no more "E" names with me anymore. fuck you Enrique Iglesias and your rhythm divine.)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Bailamos

(230) arthurtuxedo: The rest of the night passes uneventfully and the crew wakes up refreshed the next morning.

(230) arthurtuxedo: (That was fun, seeds of jealousy, deceitful little harpies, sounds like a night out to me :))

(242) Penny: 8D

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz made his way to his room and picked up a phone. A voice in the main floor picking up after four seconds of ringing. "I want the special. But I want it a bit more specific, listen and if you can pull this off I will pay extra." The voice on the other line went quiet, his words heard carefully. A mere minute and half after the conversation had started, it had finished. All he had to do now was wait and see. **

(235) Jack: O_o

(235) Jack: (looks like Enrique's night ain't over)

(233) Steve: (aww, Enrique's got blueballs after that little encounter)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((cues up Barry White))

(230) arthurtuxedo: ("Okay, first you, I'm gonna call you Esteban, oil up him, I'm gonna call you Kitten")

(235) Jack: O_o

(233) Steve: (that's...that's just bad)

(235) Jack: (this better be good)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz there was a fifteen minute wait. During this time he spent half of it contemplating the night and half of it anticipating if his request had been met in full. He received a call then, and he picked up immediately. "Yeah?" The voice on the other end was to the point and he hesitated for only a second. "Fine, send her up." The knocking on the door was immediately heard, and he wasted little time to walk to the door by now barefoot and look through the peephole. He liked what he saw. It was not perfect, but how could it be? The door was opened, the young woman wasting little time in crossing the threshold and entering his world. He watched her face for a moment, her eyes wondering over what she could see of the room. Her eyes lingered on the bags in a corner of the room, the question in her eyes noted. "I have two requests for this night. If you can meet them, I will compensate you for thee times the going rate." His voice was pleasant but matter of factly. While this woman before him was attractive and she did look like what he had asked for the woman to look like, there was little else in his tone beside the desire to satisfy an urge. "the first, is not to ask any questions. The second, is that for as long as we share this night, your name is Penny." **

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (BWAHAHAHA!)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((....oh for fuck's sake....))

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

(233) Steve: O_o

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL)

(233) Steve: (like I said, blueballs)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (PFFFT!)

(235) Jack: 8D

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (we can let the rest for your imaginations. I don't feel like killing the RP here. so we can move on.)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (^_~)

(233) Steve: (especially since I really don't want to see how that encounter ends)

(235) Jack: (tee hee! ::rubs hands maliciously::)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((No, no, I think that kills it right there. Good god.))

(235) Jack: (What? Like none of you weren't expecting it. psh! Prudes!)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: ((oh grow up matt! I know you corpies fear the pussy, but we rebel types embrace it.))

(230) arthurtuxedo: Enrique wakes up in the morning a very happy man.

(233) Steve: (what I'm surprised about is how well Jack is taking it. I would think he'd be super pissed that Enrique lusts after his shiny Penny...)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((When we want a woman we can't have, we steal their DNA and make a clone, or an android, or something...gah.))

(235) Jack: (afk a sec)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: ((he doesn't know that yet and since enrique was in a seperate motel from everyone else...*le shrug*))

(230) arthurtuxedo: Over breakfast, Deathstalker and Matt get to hear about the exploits he missed out on, most likely with certain details ommitted or embellished

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Or we just kidnap them and threaten to kill their family, then use a psyker to brainwash them. You know.))

(233) Steve: (that's true. If he knew, he'd be super pissed)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((So, three breasts? Really...))

(235) Jack: (We'll see how Jack takes it, should it come to that.)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Bets are open on how much time before this group starts shooting at each other)

(233) Steve: (I'll take a week)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Two seconds.))

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((I shoot Enrique))

** (235) Jack sets up charges on the Humvees. Guns are for pussies." **

(233) Steve: (yeah, I meant a week our time, so sometime next session)

(235) Jack: 8D

(237) Deathstalker: "Alright now that we are all here, we need to decide on something."

** (233) Steve eyes Ben. **

(230) arthurtuxedo: (Good thing Alyrium's not here. He tends to drive down the time before intra-group violence occurs)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz awoke and lingered little in his momentary bed. He rolled of the bed and walked to the shower, where moments later he was indulging himself in a long bath. The night before had proven to be entertaining, and the woman had proven to be an apt practicioner of her art. He did not dwell on what had occurred. He spent twenty whole minutes in the shower, and then took another ten preparing himself. He dressed meticulously, gathering his things and walking back towards where the others were. In no time at all, he was surrounded by his "allies" and listening to what was the business of the day. **

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: ((aooo. I don't think its that bad. sheesh.))

(235) Jack: (it's not)

(233) Steve: (but it very well could be)

** (235) Jack quietly stores both his bag and Penny's in the hummer, listening with his good ear to what Ben has to say. **

(237) Deathstalker: "Namely, who is in charge of combat decisions and day to day operations. I don't care who is in charge, but it needs to be somebody."

(235) Jack: (nah, we're all a bunch of loveable teddy bears. plus! there's Penny!)

(233) Steve: "Matt."

(235) Jack: In charge of combat?

** (233) Steve looks at Jack. "Yeah, if by combat decisions you mean setting up an ambush. Remember how we came this close to getting killed by those biker bitches?" **

(230) arthurtuxedo: (We're at T - 15 minutes before I have to go. Just an early warning)

(233) Steve: (same here)

** (242) Penny quietly walks to the opposite side of the vehicle in an effort to shield herself from the emotional onslaught making its way from the horizon. **

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz when he saw where the conversation is headed he wasted little time to make his views heard. "If we are talking about a coordinator for our little band of adventurers, I would certainly offer up Matt as the most qualified candidate. He has the theoretical knowledge and a firm understanding of tactics. If we are looking for a leader for day to day operations. I can think of no better immediate choice." **

(237) Deathstalker: "I can make decisions and live with them. I have been doing it because I know what I'm doing and made some assumptions on the nature of our party here.."

** (233) Steve scoffs. **

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz blinked at the words which Ben chose. "The nature of our party?" It was an odd choice of words was it not? Could anyone really claim to know the nature of the others? He trusted these people purely out of necessity. Trust in his mind was something that grew with time and great care. **

(237) Deathstalker: "I assumed (indiacting Matt) that he's never fired a shot in anger, Jack doesn't seem the type, no offense, the same with Penny, although she can follow orders like a trooper, KC seems to be the scout/sniper type, and that leaft Steve, who I assumed wcared more for protecting his boss than the mission of this party."

(237) Deathstalker: "The course of action I chose about the ambush wasn't the right one in hindsight, but it was the best that could be done with the information at hand."

** (233) Steve stared blankly at Ben, an expression of veiled hostility on his face. **

(235) Jack: (when were we going to start shooting each other? damn... I knew I should have picked one day...)

(235) Jack: ;)

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz caught sight of the look that Steve shared with Ben and decided to speak in order to hopefully diffuse the situation. **

(237) Deathstalker: "And you can lose the attitude. It's unproffesional."

(233) Steve: "So is your patronizing tone."

(237) Deathstalker: "Its' not partronizing, it's reality. From the start, I don't think anyone appreciates what we are trying to do."

** (235) Jack quietly clenches and unclenches his fists. **

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: "Ben, no one here is holding you directly responsible for the ambush. It was an idea that had some merit at the time, and there was no way that you or anyone else could have foreseen the numbers we would have to deal with. The strength of the Valkyries was revealed, and it proved to be the wrong choice. However, while Matt may not have combat experience in the manner you, steve or I. He does not need it to craft the necessary strategies which we will require to reach our destination."

** (233) Steve looks incredulous. "Is that so? You'll have to excuse me if I disagree." **

(235) Jack: Oh, I appreciate it all right. I appreciate it enough to know you don't go trying to attack an entrenched enemy with more advantages than you can count.

(239) Matthew Guilliard: Matt's entire demenor bleeds confidence as the discussion gets under way. "I may not be a military man, but I have considerable experience in running operations of various types. Our mission is very simple. We get to California, obtain the codes, and come back. We carry weapons for self-defense and food, nothing more. We are not hired killers, and if we have the option to run, we should take it."

(237) Deathstalker: "If someone wants to worry about dealing with ambushes, how much food, ammo and gas we have, where everyone is and their status and what route to take and the other thousand things invovlved in this operation, then they are welcome to it. I can give orders, and I can take them. I can handle the responsbility, i've done it before, but if someone else thinks they can doi it, then speak up."

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz tried not to frown at the discussion. It was better that this occurred here than somewhere else. If their band was going to disband here and now, it might as well do so while they were in a relatively safe position. **

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Also, you have to remember that time is against us. We are racing against a corporate-funded retrieval team, and the difference of hours, however slight it might seem, could end up costing us in the long run."

** (235) Jack (mysteriously hears the theme to cannonball run) **

(233) Steve: "I have no problem following Matt. I do have a problem following someone I don't know and don't trust."

(237) Deathstalker: "time is one thing, doing things half-assed is another. But that is another issue entirely. If you want the job and can handle it, then just say so."

(237) Deathstalker: "Why am I not suprised."

** (233) Steve searches for a cigarette to light, in order to busy his hands. **

(233) Steve: "See? Patronizing."

** (238) Enrique de la Cruz considered for a moment before speaking. "well, I said my piece. I am going to the john." He stood and walked away from the group and towards the bathroom. (I am assuming that this conversation is taking place in a room ne?) **

(242) Penny (whispering): (are we drawing attention to ourselves?)

(235) Jack: (I thought it outside by the hummers)

(230) arthurtuxedo: (I thought it was out in the parking lot)

(233) Steve: (shit, dinner time for me, guys)

(233) Steve: (gotta go)

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (oops. ignore my post)

(242) Penny: (weak!)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: "Don't get me wrong, Ben. I appreciate all you've done thus far, and you're a valuable member of the team, but we have to keep things in check. In this case, it's delegating responsibilities. Everyone here has a say in how we go, and I like it that way, but when the majority says one thing, and you demand another, it's not working out all that well."

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (aoo. ciao man!)

(233) Steve: (later)

(233) Steve: Hasta luego, bitches!

(233) Steve (exit): 17:29

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: (we end here?)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Later))

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Probably. Not as good a cliff-hangar, but it'll have to do.))

(238) Enrique de la Cruz: ((hee hee. I had fun you guys. thanks!))

(235) Jack: 8D

(230) arthurtuxedo: (More of a cliffhanger for me, since I don't know what's going to happen next)

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Payback, baby!))

(239) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, on that note, I have to go save the world.))

(230) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 7 * * *

(1194) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 8 start * * *

(1203) Deathstalker: ** Standby! Incoming speech from Deathstalker **

(1203) Deathstalker: Being a leader involves more than telling people what to do. It involves being willing to do what you order others to do yourself, usually at great peril to ones life. It also involves having real experience.

(1203) Deathstalker: Last night, while everyone else went out, who stayed behind to clean weapons and maintain equipment? Who stayed with the trucks all night to make sure nothing happened to them? Not one of you thought to help me or offer to relieve me of guarding the trucks. I didnt say anything to see if my assumption that none of you have been on an extended military operation was correct. Guess what, my assumption was correct.

(1203) Deathstalker: The fact everyone is here right now means that youve overcome fears for a greater purpose, or youre crazy. But Ive given orders that have saved men and womens lives, and Ive given orders that have gotten men and women killed. Ill do everything I can to keep everyone here alive, but Ill also do what it takes to complete our mission, which I believe in. Everyone here needs to be committed the same way. If you value your lives above what we are doing, then I suggest you stay here in DC, or go back to NY. If you believe in our mission, and the good that will come of it, and believe that it is greater than your life, then you need to be fully committed to our task.

(1203) Deathstalker: If you think Im being melodramatic, patronizing or trying to scare you, I really dont give a damn. What Im saying is fact, not fantasy. It is not going to get any easier from here. We still have to deal with the biker chicks, and they are third string ass backward losers compared to what we are going to meet farther west. If everyone thinks Matt, who as far as I know has never fired a shot in anger although I could be wrong, or anyone else for that matter can handle the job of making life or death decisions in combat better than I can, then there it is. But everyone think real hard about it. Dont you (Ben points to Jack) be apathetic about it, dont you (Ben points to Penny) parrot what he says (Ben points back to Jack) because its your life. Dont you just (Ben points to Steve) automatically defer to him (Ben points to Matt). You (Ben pointing to Matt) need to decide if you can handle it and are fully committed to the mission. KC, the job is open if you want it, otherwise think hard about your choice. We are not in the military, we dont have ranks, but there needs to be a chain of command, or our mission is going to be ten times harder than it has to be.

(1203) Deathstalker: "I'll let you all decide. I'll agree to whatever that is. Part of being a proffessional is not acting like a 5 yearold when you don't get your wal."

(1203) Deathstalker: 'I'll be out side PCMSing the trucks."

(1203) Deathstalker: ** After Speakind, Ben will go out side and start doing maintence on the trucks. **

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((Actually, I would like to point out...Matt DID stay behind.))

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz listened to Ben's speech closely, feeling rather insulted at his innuendo that he had never been on an extended military operation. He was right and wrong. Firstly, he had never joined any military. On the other hand, his nation had been dealing with some manner of internal conflict, for the last forty years. And he was certain, that if push came to shove if both of them were set loose on the woods, he would be the one that survived. He waited for a moment, gathering his thoughts before he spoke. **

(1203) Deathstalker: ((I don't remeber reading that, but did he offer to help do anymaintence or see what ben was doing?)

** (1199) Steve grinded his teeth throughout Ben's entire speech. He made good points, granted, but talk was cheap. He watched Ben leave, then stood up, grinding out his cigarette with the heel of his shoe. He looked at the rest of the group. "I don't like taking orders from rebel scum. However, since I'm outnumbered in that regard, I'll defer to whomever. I don't have to like it." **

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((The focus of the game was no longer on us at that point. I left Matt's actions unspecific at the time because it didn't seem like anything was happening on our end.))

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: "I like you Ben. You have some experience, I have never said otherwise. However, will you please cut the bullshit? You don't know me well enough to say much about how I was raised, or what I have been through." He paused for a moment. "If you recall, I took my weapons with me. You did not service my rifle, and to be honest you never will. Its my responsability. Secondly, while I may not be a military man I will place my experience against your own any time you want. I was raised in a civil war, and I survived." He paused for a moment. "As to this trip, I am committed to it from balls to bones. I think I have shown this to be true by now." He watched him as he walked away and said nothing. His eyes glancing towards Steve for a moment and considering before letting it slide. They could deal with that another time...

(1203) Deathstalker: ((Ben was conducting an experiment, so he wouldn't have asked any one for help))

(1203) Deathstalker: (Your talking to the air KC, unless you interrupt early on)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((Meanwhile, OOC, I was pulled away from my computer due to real life concerns....honestly, if you want to try and lord something over me like this, make it for an intentional move I made, not because I didn't remember to offer you my help on an indirect scene while I was busy elsewhere.))

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: (*shrug* I am not going to bust my ass about it. I assumed it was happening more or less simultaneously with Steve. If Ben walked away, it won't change anything other than put him further down into my bad books.))

(1203) Deathstalker: (Well, assuming KC interrputed) I don't know you KC. If you think you can handle the job, then you can have it. And I wouldn't have cleaned your weapons unless asked anyway. Everbody should know that you don't clean someone personel weapon without permission."

(1203) Deathstalker: ((I hope everyone understands that I as a player am not on a personel power trip. Just from Ben's perspective he is the logical choice to make decsions in combat.))

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: "Works for me." His tone was matter of factly and neutral. The last few comments untouched as he glanced around. "Are we heading out?" Because if they were not, there were dozens of ways where he could creatively channel his time.

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((I mean, let's consider. Matt stayed behind. Ben made a one line post about cleaning the guns. They both stayed behind. At any time, Ben could have talked to Matt or vice versa. We didn't get into that, because the action was elsewhere at the moment, which is unfortunate, but unavoidable. I just want you to be aware that, in character, what seems to be a major argument against Matt is terribly flawed, and goes against your character's knoweldge of the events.))

(1196) Jack: (For once, Jack has nothing to say - smart ass or otherwise. It's a rarity.)

(1203) Deathstalker: (Matt not helping is only part of it. There were four other people who didn't stay behind or offer to help either. I assumed you read my line about Ben going to clean the guns. If you missed it, and think MAtt would have come out to help, then everybody ignore that part of the speech))

(1196) Jack: He might not get us killed but that doesn't mean I have to like him, does it?

(1203) Deathstalker: (I forgot to say that we we needed to take another route to our ambush site, but I've learned to live with it)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((I assumed it was a general statement of cleaning the guns, something Matt doesn't exactly know how to do, and wouldn't want to get in the way. However, you can bet that he would be keeping an eye on the trucks, as well as the supplies.))

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((As far as the ambush thing, that's something else which I'll come to in-character.))

(1199) Steve: (so wait, is Ben still in the room, or did he leave?)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: (Parking lot, not room)

(1199) Steve: (ok, is he in the vicinity?)

(1203) Deathstalker: (Unlees you want to interrupt him during his speech, as soon as he was done he went to work on the trucks

(1199) Steve: (ok, I'll interrupt him just as he was about to walk away)

(1197) Penny: (great, I'll just hold on to Jack's words a moment longer.)

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz leaned against one of the humvees and settled to wait until they could either get together and leave, or decide to go and waste time somewhere else. personally, he was feeling rather silly waiting in the parking lot for ben and matt to work out their issues. Ben's little speech today had cost him more than it had gained him in his mind, but he was certainly not going to say anything more on the subject. Still, of all the places they could have this discussion now was as good a time as any. He looked bored, reaching into a pocket and retrieving a small container, which held within about 11 fluid ounces of malibu coconut flavored rum. He took a sip and held it in his mouth, the container sealed and hidden out of sight. **

(1199) Steve: "You know what, Ben? I don't care what you say you've done, I care about what I know you've done. My respect and trust is not automatic. And so far, your decisions have earned neither. So you'll have to forgive me if I'm not excited about the possibility of you giving me orders."

(1203) Deathstalker: "WHat exactly does everyone hold me accountable for? The second ambush with the biker chicks? I'm big enough to admit I made a miscalculation in assuming the chicks couldn't set up an ambush before we got to our spot. No plan in the history of the world has gone according to plan, and if you're goign to hold it against me, then their's nothing I can say. But every action I took after that, I'd do again,."

(1196) Jack: And that, I think, is part of the problem. You were so gung ho about attacking an enemy you knew nothing about. Excuse me if I don't fall at your feet.

(1203) Deathstalker: "I was after that scout. Killing her would have given us a little time. Springing the ambush actually helped us. We got a chance to see what they had, and I knew right then and there we weren't going to win a stand up fight."

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz sighed softly, his left hand moving over his hair for a moment before he spoke. "Look guys. the past is the past, I say we leave it behind. What is done is fucking done. What I am interested right now is a simple question. Are we going? Or are we staying? If we are going, cool. If we are staying say so now so I can go back to the bar, get me a drink, get another bath. Whatever." He shrugged. Ben had already admitted that he would follow Matt's orders was it not? They were wasting time, and personally he did not care who had a bigger dick between Matt and Ben. The sooner they got to California, the better. **

(1203) Deathstalker: "Let's take a vote, here and know. All I wanted was to make sure everyone thought about it before making a decision. If you do that, that's all I can ask. Whatever the decision I'll live with it,."

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz did not hesitate. "I do not think any less of you Ben." Which was bullshit, but he wanted to get this party started. "But you had a chance to be in charge. I say we give Matt a shot and see where it all leads." **

(1199) Steve: "I've got an idea. Maybe it's stupid, but at least hear me out."

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Steve and obviously deferred to him. "What do you have in mind?" **

(1199) Steve: "Who says we have to have a leader? As Ben has said, no plan ever works perfectly, and no leader is infallible. So why don't we make decisions by committee? That way, everyone gets a say, and if something goes wrong, it's no one's fault?"

(1196) Jack: It got us this far.

(1203) Deathstalker: "Committes are fine when there is no lead flying in the air. If you want to discuss routes and options in the saftey of a camp or town, then I don't have a problem with that. But once people are out to kill us, there can be only one person in charge until he or she is dead, and the next in line takes over."

(1199) Steve: "Fair enough."

(1196) Jack: But that doesn't mean I like it, really. It works great if we have the time to do it. But in the heat of the moment, I think it'll split us more than it'll keep us together.

(1196) Jack: I'm with Enrique, then.

(1203) Deathstalker: "When Steve pretty much told me to fuck off (sorry Penny) druing the second fight with the biker chicks, I would have left the group right then and there had I been in charge."

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz considered Steve's words for a moment. His time in Carlos' organization had been dominated by a strict and well known chain of command. However, his younger days in his country of birth had been more democratic. Still, they were not a militia. They were not a rebel force. They were seperate and distinct individuals, with different ideas as to how things should be done. The danger was obvious, but everyone tended to agree when it came to things of survival. "Good ideas are good ideas, no matter who comes up with them." He hesitated for a moment. "I agree with Jack and Ben's assesments. Out in the road, we can afford to be democratic. But when the shit hits the fan, There is security in knowing that there is some hierarchy involved. In that situation, an unofficial "head" might be handy to have." Personally, he felt that when it came to strategy Matt could not fuck up too badly. But he seemed to have an aversion to lead, and that could prove fatal. He planned on listening to what everyone had to say, but no one had his experience in certain matters. In those situations, he would do as he pleased. **

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz frowned and glanced towards Ben. "Everyone here has their own distinct personality and way of doing things Ben. I do not believe that we have room for wounded Egos. If you are committed to this task as you claimed earlier, you will swallow up your pride and maintain the bigger picture in mind. If not, you might as well leave the group now. I am not interested in coddling anyone down the line." His voice was soft, but the meaning was clear. He did not want tolerate -anyone's- bullshit. If their heart was not in the mission, why the FUCK was anyone here? **

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): my right hand is clear of anything, and I am paying Ben a great deal of attention. My rifle is not in hand, but my pistol is within reach.

(1203) Deathstalker: "It wasn't my ego that I care about KC. It's the chain of command that I concern myself with. I've lived my adult life taking and giving orders. When people don't listen or respect the chain of command, then people die."

** (1199) Steve sighs. **

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Ben for a moment, considered giving a reply and just shook his head. "fuck this. When we are all ready to move on, please look me up. Until then, have fun." With those words said, he turned on his heels and began to walk back towards the familiar bar. He refused to waste any more time, standing up in a fucking parking lot. He already had the drink in mind... **

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: Through the debate, Matt sat back, simply waiting, watching. He needed to know how this would turn out, if the group would continue on, perhaps stonger than before, more closely knit, or if there would be a scism. A break at this point might not be fatal, but it would certainly hurt their chances of success. On some counts, Ben's accusations struck home. Matt had never fired a shot in anger, never killed anyone. The shock of combat had rattled him pretty hard, especially the brush with death on the first encounter with the Valkyries. Could he lead these people in combat? Possibly. Ideally though, it would never come to that again. A foolish hope perhaps, but that is what he would hope for. For planning, however, he would have to learn to focus more in combat situations, if for nothing else than to stay alive himself.

** (1199) Steve watched Enrique go. "Anyone who doesn't want to be here, there's the road. As for me, I say we give him his shot," pointing to Matt. "I'm tired of talking." **

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz carried his two bags one in each hand as he moved, muttering softly to himself as he did so. It took a bit of time to reach the bar, but he had his mind set on it. He slid inside, placed both his bags down near him, and sat down after ordering and receiving his drink. He missed the old days... **

(1203) Deathstalker: "There we go. One vote for Matt, and I'm voting for myself. two down four to go. What do you say?" (Indicates jack and penny)

(1196) Jack: I already voted for Matt.

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: (Enr voted for Matt earlier.)

** (1197) Penny blinks, whatever everyone had been talking about hadn't interested her so she had spent the minutes day dreaming about random stuff. **

(1203) Deathstalker: (Didn't see it in so many words) "Ok, Matt it is. I'm just going over the trucks to make sure nothing is wrong. I'll need about another five minutes."

(1196) Jack: (Yeah, it was disguised. "I'm with Enrique" was the line.)

(1224) Viridus (enter): 13:45

(1196) Jack: (I have to afk for a minute. No one get dead while I'm gone)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: "Right then. Let's all get ready to go. It's a nice place to visit, but we don't want to stay here." Matt's things were already packed and loaded, he didn't want to have wasted too much time in the city. They were, after all, in a race against time.

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((I shoot Jack ;) ))

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: (lol!)

(1196) Jack: (well, now ben can't say Matt hasn't killed anyone)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: (Well, that only took forever)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: (And a day)

** (1199) Steve pulls out a cigarette and lights it. He returns to his room to make sure he has everything, and then rejoins the group. **

(1196) Jack: (plus an hour)

(1203) Deathstalker: (party on party vilence, can't we all just get along!)

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: (I am going to assume that eventually, Enrique finds out we are moving on and gets back with the group. we ncan move on now.)

(1196) Jack: (But I have great news! I just saved a bunch of money on my car insurance by switching to Geico!)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: The group gets everything together and loaded back into the vehicles.

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((Violence? Bah, this didn't even turn into a slapfight! Last time, we had machine guns and rocket launchers flying back and forth. XD))

(1196) Jack: (and bombs! my god the bombs!)

(1199) Steve: (yeah, don't forget the threat of C4)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((Tee hee))

(1194) arthurtuxedo: (If the rules for SDN2 had been the same as this game, you guys would all have killed each other in that incident :))

(1199) Steve: (and that would have been awesome)

(1196) Jack: (Not me! 8D)

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz seemed pleased that the group had apparently gotten their act together. As he moved into his familiar position, he took great care to make sure that everything around him where it was supposed to be. He was an ordered animal, and had several routines which he followed precisely. Donning his goggles, he felt once more in control of his life and destiny. His rifle placed gently nearby. It was his most precious tool, and his survival and that of others would likely depend on it before their goals were reached. **

(1199) Steve: Before anyone else can man it, Steve hops on the SAW, glaring at anyone who comes near.

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): since Enrique was not there, he does not know about the 5 minutes of "free" time that Ben got with the vehicle. However, he is checking out his immediate surroundings closely out of habit.

(1197) Penny: (me-yow!)

(1199) Steve: (it's mine, all mine, bitches!)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: A vehicle approaches as the hummers get ready to depart, it's out of sight, but its throaty engine sound marks it as a motorcyle

(1203) Deathstalker: "It's clean and works fine." Ben will get behind the .50

** (1197) Penny 's face goes pale. **

** (1197) Penny quickly climbs into the driver's seat of the hummer Gold. **

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz his boosted hearing easily made out the sound of the motorcycle, his eyes narrowing as his right hand immediately reached for his MSG90A1. Moments later, he was setting himself for the possibility of a situation which would require his...finer touch. **

(1199) Steve: (radar, sonar? Can I draw a bead on where the bike is?)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: The bike comes into view. It sports a rather ugly female rider, but she seems to be unarmed. There is no way to tell whether or not she is a Valkyrie on sight alone.

(1197) Penny: (8D)

(1197) Penny (whispering): (can Penny tell who she is? motives? etc?)

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: "shit, I was not aware that a cow could ride a bike." His words were muttered to himself, his rifle tracking the target closely in case of need.

(1194) arthurtuxedo: The motorbike rolls along the street at a low speed. The rider watches the group with a veiled expression.

(1199) Steve: (open fire!)

whispering to Penny, She can certainly try. Make a roll :)

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: (si! es my grande!)

(1197) Penny (whispering): [1d10+8+11] -> [1,8,11] = (20)

(1197) Penny (whispering): (ouch)

(1196) Jack: bwahaha!

(1196) Jack: (ay papi!)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: Matt frowns, returning to the previously discovered frequency to see if he can pick up any intel on the situation.

whispering to Penny, Penny feels a strong hatred toward the group coming from the rider.

(1197) Penny (whispering): okay... where's the bike in relation to the group? behind the hummers, in front?

whispering to Penny, Hummers are still in the parking lot, the bike is along the street.

(1197) Penny (whispering): Okay... finer question: Do the hummers have to do much maneuvering to get to the street? (ignoring curbs and such that hummers can ignore)

whispering to Penny, No

(1194) arthurtuxedo: The radio is silent at the moment.

** (1197) Penny shakily reaches for the ignition on the Hummer. Before anyone can say boo, she's started the hummer, put it in gear and accelerated towards the biker chick. **

(1203) Deathstalker: (I think that is the Truck Ben is in) R"Uh Penny where are we going, over?"

** (1196) Jack looks at Penny, not sure what she's up to either. **

(1194) arthurtuxedo: Hummer Gold runs over the curb as the biker fumbles for the throttle. The hummer is slow, but the distance is not great.

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz felt the hummer beneath him jump as the hummer got started, his aim thrown off from the rider momentarily. The acceleration played havoc with his tracking of the target, but he did not think of using his radio at the moment. He was enthralled with the task at hand... **

(1194) arthurtuxedo: (Penny should roll driving AT)

(1196) Jack: (I think enrique is in Matt's hummer, which hasn't moved)

(1196) Jack: d10 + driving, anything else?

(1194) arthurtuxedo: (Actually, it should be 1d10 + Athleticism + Driving, since this is reflexes)

(1197) Penny: [1d10+7+5] -> [7,7,5] = (19)

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: (eeek! my bad!)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 8] -> [6,6,8] = (20)

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: (strike postie!)

(1199) Steve: (the map is the way it is, right? Driver is on the right, gunner in the back of each hummer?)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: "Hmm..." Just as he was going to start weaving his way through the frequencies again, Penny started up her Hummer and began pursuit of the biker. "What the hell?" Matt starts the vehicle and heads down the road after Penny, keeping a safe distance at the moment. R"Status report."

(1199) Steve: (err, left rather)

(1197) Penny: (I think so, yes. not positive)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((Gunner is in the center of each vehicle, roughly.))

(1194) arthurtuxedo: Hummer Gold's front bumper strikes the back of the motorcyle for a faint second, but the rider recovers and starts to speed off much faster than the hummer can follow.

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((But yeah ;)

(1203) Deathstalker: "WOrk with me here Penny. Is she a Valk or not? over"

(1197) Penny: Yes! Yes!

(1196) Jack: R "Affirmative, Ben. She's a bogey."

(1194) arthurtuxedo: Current distance from Gold to rider: 20 meters

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((I assume the gaurds told us that shooting in the city was frowned upon, yes?))

** (1197) Penny turns in pursuit of the rider. **

(1194) arthurtuxedo: Current distance from Silver to rider: 40 meters (but vision is blocked by a wing of the motel)

(1203) Deathstalker: ((If not, I'm not picking a fight anyway.))

(1194) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, big unhappy frown)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: (As Alyrium would say, the city police would be a sad panda)

(1199) Steve: (lol)

(1203) Deathstalker: R"Let her go Penny, we can't catch her, and we can't start a fight. Over"

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((With lots of guns pointed at us, I'd bet.))

(1196) Jack: (just don't ask why they cackle with manic glee when they send you to the "hole")

(1197) Penny (whispering): [1d10+8+11] -> [8,8,11] = (27) Can I get an idea of where she's going?

(1203) Deathstalker: ((THis is Gold, with the trailer))

** (1197) Penny slows the hummer to a stop, pulling off to the side. **

(1197) Penny: Sorry, Penny says sheepishly.

(1203) Deathstalker: "It's alright. She has as much right to be here as we do. Let's get back to the motel."

(1203) Deathstalker: R"Silver, this is Gold, we're on our way back."

whispering to Penny, Penny sees a few flashes through the Valk's mind. She thought about reporting back, and then ambushing the group, but she's frustrated that they don't know where the group will be going.

** (1197) Penny (eventually) gets the hummer turned around and joins Silver in the parking lot. **

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: Matt follows behind Gold and sighs. The girl could get impulsive at times, but she meant well. R"Right, so they know we're here. Everyone pack up anything else you've got, and let's get out of here. We should change frequencies and notify the local law enforcement as to the situation."

(1203) Deathstalker: "A simple 'She's one of them' would have done the job Penny." Ben will say with a smile.

** (1213) Enrique de la Cruz sighed softly, as he let the target go. He had her dead to rights. He shook his head, he hated to be teased... **

(1196) Jack: (bwaha@Enrque)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: ((Penny just keeps teasing Enrique ;))

whispering to Penny, After a tick, Penny notices something funny about the ambush scene the biker was picturing. The ambushees included men in the group.

(1197) Penny: r They know who we are, at least. But they don't know where we're going.

(1197) Penny (whispering): does she recognize any of the men? (like say, bridge guards?)

(1197) Penny: That's something right?

(1213) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

whispering to Penny, No, they're wearing the same leather-clad getup. Some of them had bikes, others had pickup trucks.

(1203) Deathstalker: "They're not going to chase us all the way to our destination, but they are going to give us trouble for the next few hundred miles or so."

(1199) Steve: R"So let's get this show on the road, then."

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: As the hummers pull into the parking lot once more, Matt nods. "Yes, it is. Okay. I'm thinking that we exit the town heading to the Northwest. If we're lucky, that little scout will see us. Once we get out of sight, we off-road it Southwest until we hit the road we really want to take. If we're lucky, we'll shake them and be gone before they know what's happening."

(1199) Steve: "We have to make sure she sees us, though."

(1196) Jack: r "Let's hope it works."

(1197) Penny: r I think she'll be watching us.

(1196) Jack: (ten minutes for me)

(1194) arthurtuxedo: We should probably leave off here, then.

(1199) Steve: (fush)

(1196) Jack: (yay! a not so cliff hangery cliff hanger!)

(1198) Matthew Guilliard: "Right. Let's get going. The sooner we're out of here, the better." With that, Matt prepares to lead the convoy out of D.C.

(1197) Penny: Llama, Llama, Duck!

(1197) Penny (exit): 14:21

(1194) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 8 End * * *

(20) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 9 * * *

(20) arthurtuxedo: The party speeds toward the northwestern exit of the city. The scout stays just beyond reasonable firing range

(22) Jack: (In front of or behind of?)

(20) arthurtuxedo: (In front and sometimes alongside)

(22) Jack: (check)

** (24) Steve stays behind the SAW, taunting the scout physically and verbally. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt scans the radio again, if the last frequency was empty, they might have wised up and switched to another band. If so, he'd attempt to tune into that.

(22) Jack: (my brain is small, can we arrange the avatars into what vehicle they're in?)

(22) Jack: (danke)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: (welcome)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The edge of the city comes into sight. All the radio frequencies are silent.

** (24) Steve takes a short break to light a cigarrette, and then goes back to taunting. **

** (22) Jack decides now is as good a time as ever for some grey area work. Jack flips out his shiny phone and sets it to listen for open wi-fi ports, if for no other reason than to satisfy his curiosity. In New York, things were relatively silent. He didn't anticipate much here but he could hope to find out if the better hafl actually have it any better. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: Many of the businesses use wireless networking, but they're all closed and encrypted.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: R"All silent in the airwaves. If she's talking with her friends, she's not doing it on anything these radios can pick up."

** (23) Penny keeps the Humvee pointed down the road. Penny keeps her eyes on the road ahead, glancing every once in a while to the mirrors on either side. Penny didn't like driving in the city. There were too many things to keep watch on and not always enough room for the large vehicles. Penny decided that being able to let the Hummer decide where it wanted to go was far more sophisticated than wrestling it into traveling in a straight line. **

(22) Jack: (just practicing for Enrique)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The scout suddenly opens up the throttle and speeds off toward the northwest checkpoint out of the city.

(24) Steve: "Where you goin, whore? Come back and play!" Steve yells after her.

(20) arthurtuxedo: She stops briefly at the checkpoint, and then races off at breakneck speed.

(23) Penny (whispering): oh yeah, what's she thinking as she drives off? [1d10+11+8] -> [3,11,8] = (22)

(29) Deathstalker: (Have we crossed the Potomac yet)

(23) Penny: (doubt it)

(23) Penny: (but what do I know?)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: "Easy Steve, we want her to go on ahead." Matt's brow furrows in thought, deciding when to break from the current course.

whispering to Penny, She's lamenting that "those bastards" found their radio frequencies. She's going to report the group's destination in person.

(23) Penny: I think it's safe for us to turn around now.

(24) Steve: "Oh, I know. Just trying to get her all hot and bothered."

(23) Penny (whispering): any way to know if she was the only scout?

(20) arthurtuxedo: The scout's bike rounds a turn in the distance, vanishing from sight.

whispering to Penny, Not that I can think of

(20) arthurtuxedo: Haven't crossed the river yet.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Once the scout bike is no longer in sight, Matt signals to the other truck to change course.

** (23) Penny dutifully turns the Hummer around. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: "Here comes the fun part. Keep your fingers crossed, people."

** (24) Steve takes a long drag and chuckles. **

** (22) Enrique ruefully wishes that he had the chance to have lain one more bullet to rest in someone's brain. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: The group changes course, heading to cross the river within the city's protection and head west.

(31) Enrique de la Cruz (enter): 14:32

(22) Jack: w00t

(24) Steve: hot dizzamn

Attempting to assign the role of PLAYER to (31) Enrique de la Cruz...

** (23) Penny stabs Enrique de la Cruz IN THE EYE! @_@ **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Eep__

(24) Steve: oh nozor

** (22) Jack points to Steve. "It's all his fault. (ooc, of course) **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, There will be [1d4] -> [3] = (3) close calls with the valks

whispering to arthurtuxedo, #1, the first scout comes within [11 - 1d10] -> [11,-9] = (2)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (*enrique cuddles his penny dolly*)

** (23) Penny (is relieved they're in different vehicles. And creeped out that he has a doll that looks like her.) **

(22) Jack: (Cues the "Driving through the city music" and waits for something to happen.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((*cranks rollin'*))

** (23) Penny keeps a watchful eye on the mirrors in case someone is following. Besides the other Humvee, of course. I mean, that is supposed to be following. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: 012-*3

(22) Jack: 298-*7 back to y ou.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sorry, dropped a bowl on the keyboard))

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Valk's DF to spot group at 2 km = 20

(20) arthurtuxedo: Crunching some numbers, give me a minute

(22) Jack: no worries

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((cool beans))

** (22) Jack watches as the building of a clean city slide by the window. Every now and again he glances at his phone hoping to get a bite. So far, everyone has kept their network locked tight. Which is just as well, it'd be a shame to get in trouble for something stupid as curiosity. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Group's DF to spot Valk at 2 km = 25

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz made sure that he was as comfortable as possible as the vehicle moved. He was dressed appropriately for the return to the wilderness and the uncertainty that would come with it. His rifle was nearby, and for a moment the only sound he concentrated upon was the familiar roar of the engine of the vehicle in which he resided, and the steady sound of his breathing. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Truck Gold's roll: [1d10 + 21 - 25] -> [9,21,-25] = (5), Truck Silver's roll: [1d10+18-25] -> [4,18,-25] = (-3)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Valk's spot AT = [10 + 1d10] -> [10,5] = (15)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Valk's roll to spot group: [1d10 + 15 - 20] -> [6,15,-20] = (1)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The group rolls over the bridge crossing the Potomac.

(20) arthurtuxedo: They see no more Valkyrie scouts as they cruise toward the western exit out of the city.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt scans the area carefully, looking for any sign of a trap or of pursuit by the Valkyries, cycling his glasses through their various vision modes.

** (23) Penny catches herself holding her breath. It was nice to have been in a city that wasn't out to get you. This trip was all uphill from here. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: When they reach the checkpoint, the guard simply waves them through without a word. Soon, they are on the road again.

** (22) Jack sets his phone down, turning it off for good measure. **

(23) Penny: @R "Everyone okay back there?"

(25) Matthew Guilliard: R"So far so good, let's hope it stays that way. How are things looking up there?"

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Group's DF to spot Valk taking into account thermal vision = 17

** (23) Penny takes a moment to look around the cab. Jack was busy with his own thoughts, as tempting and easy as it would be to look into his mind she knew how much he disliked it. Ben was even more inscrutable. She couldn't even read his face most of the time. "Fine, I guess. Lovely day for a drive, though. So there's that." **

(24) Steve: R"Everybody stay alert. We don't need surprises."

(20) arthurtuxedo: The two trucks speed along as fast as their rugged diesel engines can go. Each person who is capable switches through their vision modes. After a time, Steve spots a motorcyle rider on his thermal vision, pointing it out, others see it, too. It's a Valk, 2 kilometers away. She scans all around, not yet seeing the group's trucks, but she is dangerously close to spotting the group.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((2km ahead, I take it?))

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Ahead, yes)

(24) Steve: (is there an offramp and some sort of turn we can take, or would we have to offroad it?)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz nodded as Steve spoke, deciding that he had all the time he needed in silence for the time being. He moved into his usual position, his rifle dragged along with him. His goggles covered his eyes, granting him a myriad of visual options. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Is there a place we can go to hide ourselves from her sight? Behind a hill or something?))

(24) Steve: (hmm, we do have a sniper, that's an option, too)

(20) arthurtuxedo: There is forrest on either side. A tree or large bush would hide the trucks.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((That's what I was thinking. Hide the trucks, send up the sniper, and clear the path))

(24) Steve: (sounds like a plan to me)

(23) Penny: (word)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: ((works for me. :P)

** (23) Penny eases the truck behind some brush on the side of the road **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: R"Pull over behind those trees Penny, keep the truck out of sight."

(23) Penny: (retcon: now penny eases the truck behind some brush on the side of the road)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt pulls over as well, turning to Enrique once they have come to a stop. "All right, just one target that we can see. Think you can take her out without too much fuss?"

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hello?))

(22) Jack: (he's typing)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh, right. Marcao's writing. BRACE FOR IMPACT!!!))

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Matthew, a thin smile on his lips. "I can do my best." Which usually was enough, but that did not need to be said. "Just give me a bit of time and stay out of sight." With those words said, he took the time to look around the area and add a few modifications to his gillie suit. It had to be just right afterall, and he always took great care that his camouflage was as good as it could be. A moment later, the transformation was completed. The hood of the gillie suit pulled over his head. "wish me luck." With those words said, he took a step and then another into the nearby brush. It took a mere twelve yards for him to seem to vanish into the foliage. Time to get to work... **

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (you guys. :P that was a little one.)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (1d10+13+7] (stealth)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+13+7] -> [3,13,7] = (23)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+13+8] -> [7,13,8] = (28) (awareness)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The Scout drives for 50 to 100 meters, then stops and scans. When Enrique leaves, she is at 1800 meters.

** (23) Penny nervously drummed her fingers on the steering wheel. **

(23) Penny (whispering): too far for a mind read?

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt starts scanning the radio again, checking for any transmissions, starting with the first golden frequency he picked up in the first encounter.

** (24) Steve asks for the binoculars, in order to attempt to determine if she's radioing in updates. **

whispering to Penny, Not if you can see her.

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz moved carefully, staying as low as possible. The distance between himself and his target was far too long for him to crawl, and thus he stalked towards his target. His goggles utilized discretely as he moved. He did not move in a straight line towards the target. Instead, he chose a path that offered him the most cover. His final destination was a hill dotted with foliage that he expected, would grant him a good view of the target and the surrounding area. If the scout was alone, she would be dead before she hit the ground. But he wanted to be on top of any other surprises. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Enrique's roll to spot other Scout: [1d10 + 16 - 20] -> [7,16,-20] = (3)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Once the scout is within 600 meters, Enrique spots another one investigating a nearby road that branches off from this one.

(20) arthurtuxedo: The other is about 1 km away from Enrique

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Damn, they're like a friggin cock-a-roach

(24) Steve: (so is she using her radio that I can tell?)

(22) Jack: whoa

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Not using it)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz came to a pause when he caught sight of the other scout he spotted. He remained unmoving, taking a deep breath before his left hand clawed for his radio. A moment later, he was reporting back to the others. "just caught another one. seems to be interested in a side road. original target is 600 meters or so give or take, the other one is further in." He released the radio for a moment, when prone and began to crawl forward towards a location that had caught his fancy. It should allow him the leverage he needed. It was slow going, but once he was by the bush in question he was certain he was as close to one with his surroundings as he could be. His rifle was set up, his eyes glancing down the scope for a moment and focusing on the primary target. He watched her for fifteen seconds before he radioed once more. "primary target in sight..." **

(20) arthurtuxedo: (The actual valks are not necessarily super-hot like the lady in the picture)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((damn))

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Just so everyone knows the chicks they've been putting bullets into don't look like that :))

(22) Jack: (good, that would be a crime against humanity)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (good. I want to keep it so that only penny has any room in Enrique's heart. :P)

(20) arthurtuxedo: By the time Enrique gets set up, Valk 1 is within 400 meters.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Give them the kiss of death, Enrique))

(22) Jack: (pucker up, bitch.)

(24) Steve: (time to suck on some hot lead)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz tilted his head for a moment and waited for the others to say something against him doing what came naturally. When nothing came, he squeezes the radio once more and whisper softly into it. "engaging." His left hand left the radio then and took its place upon his rifle. His attention focusing completely on his target. His rifle tracked slowly, aware that even a slight mistake could ruin the entire affair. He was a professional, and here beneath the sky there was only his rifle and his target. He aimed his shot, tracking the Valkyrie for a second and then another and another. Until the appointed time arrived as if on the wings of an angel, he took a deep breath and held it. His right index finger pulling the trigger back slightly, the scope placed where it needed to be before he finally crossed the threshold. The silenced weapon whispered, the armor piercing round sent on its way. **

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [1,10,10] = (21)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (boo!)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Running time!))

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (a one! my nemesis!)

(22) Jack: (laughs maniacally)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (goes to show you, that sometimes god does not want you to hurt the ladies.)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (but I may still be able to salvage this. :P)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Holy crap. That's actually still a hit

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (WHAHAHAHA! suffer!)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: (LMAO)

(20) arthurtuxedo: +8 DF for range, -8 for max time spent aiming with a scope, and the gun's PTM was 0 at that range.

(20) arthurtuxedo: So DF = 15

(20) arthurtuxedo: 1d10 for severity

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [6] = (6)

(20) arthurtuxedo: That's a kill.

(24) Steve: (I said yeah, baby yeah!)

(22) Jack: (aw, girlie fall down go boom.)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's bullet sails in a murderous ballistic arc toward its target, it doesn't hit through the heart like it was intended to, but it lands a few inches off-mark. The biker loses control of the bike and has a high-speed encounter with a tree. If the bullet didn't kill her, the crash did.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Valk 2's alertness: [1d10 + 10] -> [6,10] = (16)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, DF = 25. [1d10 + 16 - 25] -> [4,16,-25] = (-5)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The other one does not hear the muffled gunshot or the crash, makes no reaction at all.

(22) Jack: (w00t!)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz felt nothing at what his handiwork aroused. The target slumped and the bike continued for ten or so meters before crashing against a tree. His attention lingered on the bike and its occupant for only a moment. His body shifted, remaining low he crawled five meters to his side in order to reaquire his secondary target. As he looked for it, his left hand left his rifle and squeezed his radio. "primary target down." He spoke in simple tones, it was best that way. Detachment was a neccesity for him to accomplish his goal. **

** (22) Jack shuddered involuntarily. Just like that any one of us could be gone. Just like that. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: The second target is almost a kilometer away from Enrique at this point.

** (24) Steve grins as he hears confirmation of the first kill over the radio. For rebel scum, Enrique wasn't bad. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt felt a little elation at the knowledge that one obstacle from their path had been removed, tempered by the fact that someone had just died in a rather painful fashion in order to do so.

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: "target has drifted away, will move to reaquire." His tone was neutral as he spoke. He could take the shot now, but at that range a kill was not guaranteed. His eyes darted about, looking for a secondary position that would allow him to reengage on more favorable terms. He found it, and crawled forty five or so feet away from his current location before standing up and remaining low to the ground, he began a more brisk stalk towards the target. As he moved, he made certain to filter out the usual sounds of the jungle, and stick to just the right amount of cover. This was second nature to him and something that he had grown exceedingly proficient at.

(31) Enrique de la Cruz (whispering): I am sorry if I am slowing it down a bit. But at one klick, I am concerned about missing.

(20) arthurtuxedo: How close does Enrique come before taking the shot?

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz arrived on the desired destination at a crawl, and quickly set up. His rifle was an extension of himself it did not take him long to reaquire the valkyrie, not with the optics that his goggles afforded him. He tracked the target wordlessly, awaiting the ideal moment to help her join her fallen sister. **

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (500 meters is the ideal range he is looking for.)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Range is now 500, take the shot

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [6,10,10] = (26)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [5] = (5) (if necessary)

(20) arthurtuxedo: This shot keeps a truer course, impacting her ribs, and coming to rest in her lung. She falls off her bike. By the time she stops rolling, she is dead.

(24) Steve: (owned)

(22) Jack: (three cheers for death!)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz did not need to watch to know what he had done. He knew where he had put that bullet. He had felt it the moment it had left the barrel. "targets down. on my way back." A moment later, he was crawling another thirty or so meters until he was behind a medium sized bush. After that, he was stalking his way back to the vehicles and his allies... **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yay!))

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (yay! rifle + woods = fun)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt breathes a sigh of relief. With any luck, that would give them enough time to slip past the Valks and be long gone by the time they knew what was happening.

** (23) Penny let out a breath. She hadn't realized she'd been holding it again. But to call it a sigh of relief would be an overstatement. She felt the deaths of those two women just as sure as she'd feel the death of anyone in present company. Despite that she wasn't unhappy at the prospect of getting back on the road. **

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz slipped back into the humvee and moved back into his usual spot. His facial expression was neutral, the goggles remaining over his eyes for the time being. He did not feel like looking at anyone for the moment, and for once he was thankful that Penny was not the driver of this particular vehicle. **

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.o! freaky...)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((tee-hee))

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (P: why did you do it E? why did you do it?! E: I did it for you! "P)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: "All right, let's get back on the road everyone. We're not out danger yet though, so let's keep on our toes," with that, Matt starts up the engine and heads back out into the road.

** (23) Penny starts the Humvee and maneuvers it back onto the road, headed the direction they were before. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: The humvees get back on the road.

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Where is the group headed, by the way? What's the course?

(23) Penny: (I assumed 95 south.)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz rummaged through one of his bags for a moment retrieving a small container of ammunition. A moment later, the magazine from his rifle was removed and the two bullets which had been expended were replaced by two other siblings. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((95S to 65W?))

(22) Jack: (stby)

(22) Jack: (do you mean 64? 65 would be another n/s)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Er, yeah, 64.))

(22) Jack: (looks good to me)

(22) Jack: (around richmond or through?)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((We can see what it's like when we get there. I'd like to fuel up as often as possible so we're not caught without fuel.))

(22) Jack: (word)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The rest of the trip is fairly serene, at least as serene as an extended exercise in paranoid watchfulness can be.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((LOOK! THE BUSH! THE BUSH! IT HAS A GRENADE!!))

(20) arthurtuxedo: After a couple of hours, the group comes within sight of the city of Richmond.

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: ((LOL))

(20) arthurtuxedo: Before the buildings come into sight, the thick black smoke does.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: As the trucks get closer, Matt looks for signs of life in Richmond, wondering what sort of influences have shaped this city since the war.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Faint sounds of gunfire can be heard, and parts of the city are aflame.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh dear me))

(22) Jack: @R "Sounds like we go around.

(22) Jack: "

(24) Steve: (no, no, that's welcoming gunfire)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: R"No arguments here. Let's leave these people to their own little wars. We don't need more troubles of our own."

(22) Jack: (Mars Attacks! : "We come in peace!" ::bzzz!::

(20) arthurtuxedo: The group turns onto 64, avoiding the battered city of Richmond, torn apart by some unknown conflict.

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz nodded as the sounds of distant gunfire were heard and rising flames noted. "absolutely." As their vehicles turned onto 64, his eyes watched Richmond in the distance. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt shrugs, "I suppose if we're lucky, that's the other expedition. If they're bogged down there, we might have a nice advantage."

(20) arthurtuxedo: The highway takes a left turn, becoming Highway 81. The group could continue on this highway or turn back onto 64, and follow it further.

** (23) Penny feels a little sad that Richmond wouldn't be a lay-over on their journey. Maybe it would have been nice, despite the gunfire they heard. Nothing could be as bad as New York, could it? **

(22) Jack: (whoops, let me look at the map)

(22) Jack: (I say we do our best to stay on 64. It crosses/joins other interstates, but it heads westish.)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: (Take 81 back to 64 and keep going I think)

(22) Jack: (64/81/77 >> 64 to Lexington KY)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sounds good))

(20) arthurtuxedo: The group goes about another 200 miles before the sun starts to go down.

(24) Steve: (burn the midnight oil!)

(22) Jack: (which puts us where?)

(22) Jack: (mapwise, I mean.)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: R"So, anyone feel like going through the night, just to get some extra distance from those crazy bikers and whatever the hell was in Richmond?"

(20) arthurtuxedo: Puts you at about the state line between VA and WV

(22) Jack: (gotcha)

(24) Steve: R"As long as the road's not too rough, I don't see why not."

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz took the time to look around the ruined interior of the United States as they travelled. It was a welcome change from the tension of a stalk, but that was not in his mind at the moment. Now that he was deprived of Carlos' vision, he had to find his own. He understood why he had come along this trip. It was a simple matter of attempting to make Carlos` death mean something. His mistakes had not been the only actions he had taken. Nonetheless, he also had to concern himself with what he was going to do with the rest of his life. He was still young, but he would not be thus forever. He had to take control of his life, and there were moments where he doubted where he was headed. It was not something as abstract as heaven or hell. Those concepts meant genuinely little to him. However, when he thought of what he would be doing a year from now or two, he did not come up with answers. One could not live in the future, but to have no future at all in mind was no better... **

(20) arthurtuxedo: The group keeps going through the night.

(22) Jack: (w00t)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz had waited and waited and waited but his force of will had finally reached the breaking point. "Matt can you pull over? I gotta take a leak." **

** (23) Penny drives carefully, making sure the speed of the Hummer keeps within her reaction time of whatever crops up in the headlights. **

(22) Jack: (OH GOD, WE'RE GOING TO DIE! THE BUSHES HAVE GRENADES AND WORSE!)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (~_~!)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Today had been a hectic affair. Between the conflict in the group and the conflict waiting for them from what seemed like every direction, Matt was wondering if they'd ever make it to the West Coast. The United States had fallen so far from it's position as a superpower in the start of the 21st century. Was this all there was left to save? The District had given some hope, but Richmond and the the Valkyries just kept chipping away at his ideals, his hopefulness. As Enrique grabs his attention, Matt comes out of his long train of thought and back into the real world. "Sure, sure." R"Pulling over, might as well take a break and stretch our legs everyone."

(22) Jack: (take that, Enrique!)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (X_X!)

** (23) Penny slows the vehicle to a halt, not concerned about traffic or anything really. **

(22) Jack: Yeah, sounds good to me.

** (24) Steve waits for the Hummer to come to a stop, and then jumps down from the gunner's nest. He stretches his arms wide and yawns. He stands still for a moment, lost in thought. "Suppose this is as good a time as any to shake the dew off the lily." He walks off towards some foliage. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Note to the reader: At some point I planned to have chameleon ninja-type genefreaks attack. I really couldn't have planned it better than everyone taking a piss break.

** (22) Jack ungracefully exits the vehicle. Jack does some stretching to get the feeling back in his extremities, letting out the appropriate sigh as joints creak and pop. **

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: "thanks." He waited until Matt pulled over and opened the door. A moment later he was outside, a soft sigh escaping his lips. His butt had almost fallen asleep on several occasions, and he took a moment to stretch his arm and leg muscles. A moment later, he groaned softly as the stretching stimulated his nearly full bladder. "shit." He looked around, and a moment later was walking behind a tree where he wasted little time in doing what had to be done.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Steve thinks he hears the sound of someone breathing, and if feels like someone is standing close-by, but when he turns to look, no one is there.

** (24) Steve finishes his business and walks back to the vehicles. He lights a cigarette on his way, walking up to Matt and stopping. He exhales slowyly. "Penny for your thoughts." **

(20) arthurtuxedo: Enrique has a similar encounter.

(24) Steve: (k, scratch that)

** (23) Penny grabs Jack's attention, and makes her needs known to him. It's not that she distrusts anyone in the group simply that she's more familiar with Jack. She doesn't need him to guard, just to be there as a visual cue so she doesn't get lost. **

(23) Penny: (oooh.. creepy!)

** (24) Steve cycles through the vision modes on his glasses, taking a long look around in each one. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: Penny picks up an unfamilar psychic contact at the edge of her range before it quickly vanishes.

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz was nearly done with his business when he heard the sound of someone breathing. "there are somethings that can't be rushed you know." His tone was flat, assuming it was either steve or Matt. The idea that it was Penny was so silly, that it did not even come to mind. Mere seconds later, he had zipped his fly and turned around to look. He saw no one, his eyes sliding down to the floor in order to see if there were any tracks behind him other than his own. **

(23) Penny: /me emits a squelched squeel, not in terror just surprised at the intrusion.

(20) arthurtuxedo: When Steve switches to radar, he picks up a fast moving contact.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Moving behind him, it darts out of his 50' range.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: In truth, the long drive wasn't bothering Matt that much. He was used to long hours and sitting for most of them, office life gets you used to that sort of thing after long enough. Still, even he was pushing it with the long night of driving. The coffee helped, but he had to be careful, since it did have a tendancy to go through his system quickly. Frankly, he's glad Enrique asked to pull over, as he slowly discovers his own bladder reporting an overfull status. Slowly, as not to jostle it too much, he waddles over to some bushes.

** (23) Penny races out of the brush to stand in closer proximity to the rest of the group. **

(24) Steve: The Walther is out of its holster and in his hands in a split second. He brings it up in a fluid motion, tracking where he last saw the target. He stand motionless, hoping to pick it up again.

** (22) Jack tracks behind Penny with a inquiring look on his face. He hears more than sees the others moving around. Penny most likely wouldn't have been agitated if it were anyone here. **

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz heard Penny's muffled squeal and frowned. His rifle had been left in his humvee, he had only expected to come out for a leak but his pistol was within easy reach and promptly in his hands. His left hand moved, reaching for the the goggles that had been placed over his head for the last few hours. The goggles were moved down once more over his eyes as he made his way back to the group. "alright, what is going on?" As he moved, his head moved from left to right and occasionally up as he scanned. **

(23) Penny: T-there's some- someone out there.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Steve, sees nothing until he switches to thermal, where two creatures suddenly appear, standing not 15 feet away from him. They are two-legged, but covered with scales and with leathery skin.

(22) Jack: (okay, not going to scream like a girl, not going to scream like a girl...)

(20) arthurtuxedo: They each carry jet black spears.

(24) Steve: "Drop your weapons! Now!"

(25) Matthew Guilliard: As Penny screams, the last bit rushes out, and he barely remembers to head back into the office before turning back and heading for the trucks, one hand on his 5.7, the other flipping through his vision modes.

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz frowned for a moment, it suddenly made a great deal of sense. "wonderful." His tone was dry and not all thrilled. It was as if he was not looking forward to killing someone else today. The emotion passed however, replaced by the familiar resolve that had allowed him so far to overcome every obstacle in his path. A moment later, Steve was yelling out orders and his body turned, glancing towards him pistol at the ready. **

(24) Steve: Intimidation: [1d10+8+5] -> [10,8,5] = (23)

(29) Deathstalker: (Ben was standing guard behind the .50, He'll swing the gun around towards the threat)

** (22) Jack reacts to Steve's command, wondering briefly if he was talking to the group. Jack shook that thought off before pulling out his own Browning and walking cautiously towards Steve's voice. **

(22) Jack: (YIPE!)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.O!)

(24) Steve: (I hope I had the presence of mind to zip up before turning around. I don't know how intimidating I can be with my cock hanging out)

(22) Jack: (Penny wagers "Not very."

(22) Jack: )

(24) Steve: lol

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Depending on how god made ya, either very or not at all. Oh, wait, a lab made ya. Not at all.))

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (these are female monsters Steve. ^_~)

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Anyone with thermal or UV vision sees them, anyone else sees nothing)

(24) Steve: hehe

(22) Jack: (erm... checks his sheet)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (you know you want snooze-snooze. :P)

(22) Jack: (w00t)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ding))

(22) Jack: (The spirit is willing, but the flesh is spongy and bruised.)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (I see em. "damn girl, you got uuugly.")

** (22) Jack switches his glasses to the UV range, he doesn't see very clearly but what he does see rattles him. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt gets behind the engine block of the closest humvee, drawing his 5.7 as his vision mode settles on UV. He doubted these...things would want to talk...

(22) Jack: (Do we see all three?)

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Everyone but Penny can see them)

(22) Jack: (got it)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Round 1

(25) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+8+9] -> [8,8,9] = (25) Empathy, reading their body language.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+8] -> [5,8] = (13) Personal check, please ignore.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Steve's iniative: 20

** (23) Penny clambers into the Humvee, locking the doors behind her. **

(29) Deathstalker: R"Steve, hit the dirt, I'll cut them down"

(20) arthurtuxedo: Jack's: 20

(20) arthurtuxedo: Ben's: 17

(20) arthurtuxedo: Meant to say Enrique's: 17

(20) arthurtuxedo: Ben's: 13

** (22) Jack hears Ben's command and immediately puts his back against the hummer not wanting to be the victim of stray fire. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, HtH skill: [1d6 + 18] -> [2,18] = (20), Ranged skill [1d6 + 12] -> [3,12] = (15)

** (24) Steve drops to his stomach, keeping his pistol pointed directly at the closest beast's head. **

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz did not like the idea of being chopped down by automatic fire. He dropped to a knee and rolled in an attempt to end up under the hummer. Afterwards, he could deal with the targets. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: Matt's empathy skills tell him that these creatures are extremely hostile.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm shocked and amazed))

(22) Jack: (well, DUH)

(29) Deathstalker: As soon as Steve is down, Ben will open up on the creatures, firing a sweeping burst, hopefully hitting both in one burst.

(29) Deathstalker: [1d10+6+9] -> [8,6,9] = (23)

(29) Deathstalker: (If if it doesn't kill them, it should scare the hell out of them!)

(24) Steve: (actually, scratch that, I'm hitting the ground and rolling to my left, away from the soon-to-be incoming fire)

(22) Jack: (Beings *from* hell don't scare too easily.)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((matt's going to go for Creature Feature #3 when he gets the chance))

(20) arthurtuxedo: The creatures utter a hideous wail and charge at Steve as he goes to the ground. Enrique begins running toward the closest hummer as Jack takes cover against the hummer.

(29) Deathstalker: (I don't care where they are from, being on the business end of a .50 in less than a 100ft should scare anybody)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((He also went for cover behind a hummer, btw))

(22) Jack: (oh snap.)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, Creature #4 in that case.))

(22) Jack: (waits impatiently for round 2)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Ben opens up with his .50 cal on the creatures rushing Steve.

(29) Deathstalker: (Hopefully scaring #5!)

(20) arthurtuxedo: DF = [15 - 3] -> 12

(20) arthurtuxedo: Roll the attack, DS. It's 1d10 + Coordination + Ranged

(29) Deathstalker: [1d10+8+9] -> [8,8,9] = (25)

(29) Deathstalker: (It ain't gonna be pretty!)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.O)

(22) Jack: (pretty is for the weak!)

(24) Steve: (they're gonna be in [1d4+1] -> [1,1] = (2) pieces!)

(22) Jack: (bwahaha)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The .50 caliber gun opens up, briefly lighting the night up bright as day with a deafening roar. The two creatures moving on Steve are each blown into more than two seperate pieces.

(24) Steve: (well, I was close)

(22) Jack: (insert lol-ing)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: (gg. no remake.)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

(22) Jack: (steve, jack, enrique, ben is the order, yes?)

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, except the creatures go before anyone)

** (24) Steve rolls up to his knees and brings his gun up just in time to see the beasties get cut down and go to pieces. He wastes no time in standing up and rushing the beastie that's closing in on Ben. **

(22) Jack: (boo!)

(24) Steve: (what's the distance?)

(20) arthurtuxedo: 4 meters.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: As the creature charges Matt, he brings his pistol to bear, following only one, simple rule. Put as much lead in the air as possible.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Huh?))

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Each square is 1 meter)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah, but where's matt in the order? =P))

(20) arthurtuxedo: (Before Penny, after everyone else)

(22) Jack: (we talked about it and if necessary, you're the sacrifice. sorry)

(24) Steve: (woot, Matt! You're special!)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Right then. How many actions max per round, 2 without boosts?))

(20) arthurtuxedo: (3 is the max, but at -8 to each roll)

(22) Jack: (waits for the monstors to attack)

** (24) Steve whirls on the creature closing in on Ben and squeezes off two shots. **

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz located the nearest threat and unloaded two .45 caliber slugs towards it in quick succession. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: Creature 4 gets down on its hands and knees so it can get to matt, who is under the truck.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Creature 3 charges toward Enrique.

** (22) Jack starts shooting at (number 3) the nearest monster. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: Creature 5 casts aside its spear and jumps onto the hummer to get at Ben, drawing a knife.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Steve and Enrique get their attacks now. DF = 12

(24) Steve: [1d10+12+8-12] -> [1,12,8,-12] = (9)

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+10+10] -> [8,10,10] = (28) -> [1d10+10+10-12] -> [3,10,10,-12] = (11)

(24) Steve: [1d10] -> [3] = (3)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Steve's severity is 5, Enrique's is 8

(20) arthurtuxedo: Steve puts two round into creature 5 as it hops up. It is heavily wounded by the two shots, but not killed.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Enrique puts two rounds into his, but the .45 packs more punch, and one of the rounds manages to hit it square in the face.

(22) Jack: [1d10+5+16] -> [5,5,16] = (26) (just in case [1d10] -> [4] = (4) )

(29) Deathstalker: Ben will grab up his rifle, with underbarrel shotgun, and pulls the trigger on the shotgun whil pointing at creature 5

(25) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+5+4] -> [6,5,4] = (15) Shot one [1d10+5+4] -> [3,5,4] = (12) shot two [1d10] -> [9] = (9) severity one [1d10] -> [4] = (4) severity two (If needed)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz was no longer thinking he was reacting and anticipating. The combat drugs flooding his system and allowing him the clarity of mind and unity of purpose that he desired. The two rounds fired roared as one, but only one of them reached the target where he had intended. He did not smile, he did not gloat. His eyes tracking the target still, should it prove to be incapacitated his eyes would seek another one. **

(22) Jack: (well, I can see when I'm not needed.)

(20) arthurtuxedo: Jack squeezes off two shots at creature 4 with his Browning Hi-Power. They hit home, and the creature is incapacitated but not killed. Matt's shots a second later finish it off before it hits the ground.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Two quick shots, a double tap, that's what all the old cop shows used to talk about. Two to the chest, then two to the head, or something like that.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Ben's DF is 8 for this shot.

(20) arthurtuxedo: Go ahead and roll

(29) Deathstalker: [1d10+8+9] -> [4,8,9] = (21)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The creatures' hides do not seem able to resist bullets, and the pointe-blank 12-gauge buckshot blast has the same effect as it would on an unarmored human.

(22) Jack: (in other words, homo reptilis goo)

(20) arthurtuxedo: The creatures lifeblood and pieces of it fly backwards and to each side.

(20) arthurtuxedo: The rest of its body falls of the hummer.

** (23) Penny peers carefully peers out the window of the hummer. She sees that the creatures are dead but decides against getting out of the vehicle. **

** (24) Steve rushes over to rejoin the group, first making sure all the creatures are dead, then making sure Matt is ok, then finally making sure everyone else is ok. **

(22) Jack: Everyone okay? In one piece?

(29) Deathstalker: "What are the odds of getting attacked at the one place we pick to stop!"

(22) Jack: (3,240 to 1?)

(25) Matthew Guilliard: "Good enough, apparently. Almost makes me wish I played the lottery."

(22) Jack: (no, wait, that's the ratio for successfully navigating an asteroid field.)

(29) Deathstalker: "Is everyone ok? I think we've worn out our welcom."

(24) Steve: "The Lord works in mysterious ways. Sometimes I just wish He didn't have to make everything so life threatening."

** (22) Jack reaches for the handle but discovers it's locked. "Uh, Penny?" **

(20) arthurtuxedo: The group hears some frightful cries in the near distance, and sees that there are more of those things. (Each figurine on the map represents 7 creatures. Scale is now 1 square = 10 x 10 meters)

(24) Steve: (ruh oh)

** (22) Jack taps insistently on the window. "Now would be good." **

(29) Deathstalker: (If they are military hummers, there are no locks)

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz flipped a mental switch, cutting the flow of drugs which dripped into his system. With that act, in slightly over ninety seven seconds or so the drugs effect would seize. He stood from his position and glanced towards Matt and Steve for a moment. Ben's words met with a nod. "Unlucky I suppose." He paused for a moment, watching the wretched creatures once more and shaking his head. "I suggest we get the hell out of here." As he walked back towards his usual humvee he glanced towards Ben. "nice job with the .50cal by the way." He nodded his head as he moved, that was fine shooting. A moment later, the howling was heard and he frowned. His eyes glancing towards the side. "move it!" He did not say anything else, sprinting to the humvee, opening a door and clawing for his rifle. **

** (23) Penny unlocks the door, a little sad that imminent death would ruin her fun. **

(25) Matthew Guilliard: ((Wait, isn't Ben in that truck?))

(22) Jack: (bah@no locks)

(29) Deathstalker: Ben will swing the gun around, but will hold fire unless the creatures seem unusually fast and close the distance quickly.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: Matt jumps into the humvee and starts the engine, "Right, let's get back on the road. Next time we're in a city, let's invest in catheders."

** (23) Penny starts the vehicle, engages the transmission and continues down the road. **

** (24) Steve hops on the SAW, rotating it around to face the creatures. **

(20) arthurtuxedo: The creatures close more than half the distance before the hummers get underway. They are fast, and hummers are generally slow as road vehicles go, but things with wheels go faster than things with legs, and the creatures are slowly left behind.

** (24) Steve exhales raggedly, and his hands shake slightly as he lights a cigarette. R"Hey, Ben, you pulled my ass out of the fire back there. Nice shooting." **

** (22) Jack breathes a sigh of relief. **

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: "next time, I am taking a leak 5 feet from the door. No looking." His voice was flat.

(29) Deathstalker: "I take great offense to suprise attacks. It's hard to miss that close."

(22) Jack: Let's be thankful for small miracles, then. And a procedural note: No more bathroom breaks after dark.

(24) Steve: R"Yeah, well, still. Thanks." His tone changes. "Yeah, next time I've gotta piss, I'm just gonna let fly. This nest is pretty open. If I angle right, I won't even hit the hummer."

** (23) Penny cringes at the thought **

(24) Steve: (lol)

(20) arthurtuxedo: People scanning around see that it wasn't just a chance encounter. Once people know what to look for, the group sees them everywhere around here. They're like rats, scurrying about in warbands. There must be thousands of them out here.

(25) Matthew Guilliard: "Dear god. What the hell created these...things?"

** (22) Jack switches off his glasses for the moment. **

** (31) Enrique de la Cruz rolled his shoulders as Matthew spoke. **

(24) Steve: "My guess? Genefreaks that went wrong. I've heard about em, but never seen one up close."

(29) Deathstalker: "People trying to play God"

(23) Penny: Worse.

(31) Enrique de la Cruz: "I don't think God had anything to do with it." Matthew was pretty good for a Corporate so he did not go out of his way to bother him.

(20) arthurtuxedo: After a time, the group stops seeing the creatures, but it makes the rest of the night seem unknown and ominous until the group finally sees Lexington in the distance. What waits there for them, no one knows yet.

(20) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 9 End * * *

(456) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 10 Start * * *

(456) arthurtuxedo: The group was driving on Highway 64 into Lexington, Kentucky. They had gone through one tank of gas for each vehicle to get their, and started on the second.

(456) arthurtuxedo: The small city seems to be bustling, but there is one thing that is missing. No cars. Instead, people seem to be using horses to get from place to place.

(456) arthurtuxedo: There seems to be a few thousand people living here, and they seem to have decent defenses, but there just aren't any cars.

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt lets out an exasperated sigh as he sees the horses, but nothing with horsepower, "Damn it, this doesn't look good."

(456) arthurtuxedo: The group passes a few large farms on the way in.

** (482) Penny can't help but smile. She'd never seen a real live horse before. Seeing so many of them in one place is about the next best thing to heaven. **

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz sighed softly as he took notice of the obvious. "Horses." He had not ridden a horse in well over a decade and had decided, that he no longer cared for the animals much. Matt spoke and he listened, aware that running out of gas anytime soon would be problematic and the chances of finding gas in this town seemed slim. **

(460) Jack: I have a bad feeling about this. I mean, not *bad* bad, but not good.

(456) arthurtuxedo: A group of uniformed men approach with rifles, some on foot, some on horseback. They signal to pull over.

(460) Jack: (I take it there aren't even vestigal gas stations?)

** (463) Steve lights a cigarette and stares blankly at the horses for a few moments. Then he blinks and goes back to staring at the countryside. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Yeah, I know what you mean," Matt pulls over to accomodate the uniformed men, giving them a good natured wave as he sees them.

(456) arthurtuxedo: (None are visible from here, yet)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ah, okay))

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((well, I'm pulling over anyway))

(482) Penny (whispering): emotions? [1d10+8+6] -> [7,8,6] = (21)

(456) arthurtuxedo: A man with short gray hair approaches the truck.

whispering to Penny, They don't seem to have hostile or duplicitious intent

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz took notice of the uniformed men and groaned softly. He took a deep breath held it and decided to let Matt make his play. If worse came to worse... **

(456) arthurtuxedo: He wordlessly extends his right hand to Matt once he rolls down the window.

** (482) Penny eases the truck to the side of the road. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt gets out of truck, standing beside it, waiting for the man to approach. As he extends his right hand, Matt extends his and shakes it.

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((sorry, was in a mini-Marcao trance))

(463) Steve: (lol)

(460) Jack: (;_;)

(456) arthurtuxedo: "Welcome to Lexington, horse capital of the world!" he says in a frank, matter of fact tone that military men often use.

(456) arthurtuxedo: "State your name, please?"

** (482) Penny stares at the horses, transfixed by their size and manner. Penny's completely zoned out to the rest of the world. **

** (463) Steve takes the opportunity to step out of the hummer and stretch his legs, and cough up a lung. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Name's Jack Miller, sir. Nice place you've got here."

(456) arthurtuxedo: He nods as he writes "Jack Miller".

(458) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+8+9] -> [1,8,9] = (18) if necessary

(456) arthurtuxedo: "Who are you affiliated with, Jack?"

** (460) Jack hears Steve outside and follows suit. **

** (460) Jack looks up sharply at the mention of his name. Before he says he anything he realizes the sherrif isn't speaking to him. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10 + 1d6 + 4 + 1d6 + 4 - 5] -> [4,4,4,5,4,-5] = (16)

(460) Jack: (sheriff? yeah, that's it)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "No one but myself and my friends here at the moment."

(456) arthurtuxedo: He frowns. "Come on, pal. Those types of military trucks in good order don't come cheap."

** (460) Jack takes an interest in the conversation at this point. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "No, they don't. I had to give up a lot to get them. We're trying to get as far as we can from Corporations, and it's taken us pretty damn near everything we have just to get this far."

** (463) Steve blows some lazy smoke rings. **

(456) arthurtuxedo: He nods slowly. "Where are you headed, then?"

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Dunno, heard some things about Oklahoma City, maybe even Las Vegas or something. Might even try for Mexico. Just trying to keep going for as long as we can, you know?"

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((God damn it, I thought OKC was free...~_~))

(459) Viridus: (Fuck no! Dell-York's Iron Fist rules all!)

(460) Jack: (blink, blink)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((God damn it ~_~))

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((well, should go to show that I'm a moron who's running without a plan, I hope))

(456) arthurtuxedo: He snorts. "Good luck finding fuel for those trucks, then! You might want to look into getting those conveted to grain alcohol. That's what everybody who's got a truck uses in these parts."

** (463) Steve 's ears perk up at the mention of alcohol. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, I was afraid of that. Any good mechanics you could suggest for that?"

(456) arthurtuxedo: "Sure, but you'd have to clear it with the mayor. He works for the township. Anyway, hang these placards from your rear-view mirror. That's your city pass. Don't park outside the designated zones."

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((INCOMING!))

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((*dives for cover*))

(456) arthurtuxedo: He stands back and waves Matt through.

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz made sure to listen to the developments as they occurred. The idea of converting to grain alcohol did not appeal to him terribly, it would likely lower their fuel efficiency. Of course, if it came to sacrificing some efficiency and not moving at all, he knew which he preferred. **

** (463) Steve gets back in the hummer, now suddenly thirsty for a good scotch. **

** (460) Jack hops back into the vehicle, prodding Penny to get a move on. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Thank you sir, we'll do that." Matt smiles, giving one of the placards to Penny before returning to his truck and hanging the other on it. That done, he drives reasonably towards the city.

(463) Steve: (screw reasonably, floor it and drive like a maniac!)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well, okay))

(456) arthurtuxedo: (Matt puts the pedal to the metal, running over men and horses while laughing maniacally)

(463) Steve: (LOL)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((GTA motherfucker! Ten points!))

(456) arthurtuxedo: The group pulls into the city. It's like something straight out of the 19th century, with a few anachronisms here and there. Shops for a variety of goods dot the small but bustling downtown. In the center sits the city hall.

** (482) Penny keeps the truck between the lines (there are lines, right?), catching herself now and then staring at the rural community that was once a large bustling city. **

(456) arthurtuxedo: Across the street from the city hall is a mechanic shop with an attached gas station. A few 4 x 4 trucks are located there.

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looks around for a designated parking area and parks when he finds one as close as he can to City Hall. "Let's go see if we can't make some friends, shall we?"

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: "Shit, I don't remember a place like this outside of a couple of hoyos back home." His tone was dry and he was obviously surprised at the look of the town if it could be called that.

** (482) Penny parks Gold in a spot next to Silver. **

(482) Penny: (If we get a chance, we should visit the horse park. The history around here is pretty keen. Uh, have I mentioned I've been to Lexington?)

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((That explains why we're here. Okay, Corsec can't be the navigator anymore :p))

(463) Steve: (bwa-ahahaha!)

(460) Jack: (Laugh if you want, but I didn't realize what Man o War Blvd meant until I visited the museum.)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Okay, first things first, let's go talk to the Mayor. Ben, you stay here and watch over things while we're in there." with that, Matt starts walking towards City Hall.

(463) Steve: (nice job)

(460) Jack: (Do we all have to go? That seems a little threatening.)

** (463) Steve secures his P99 in his shoulder holster, and buttons his jacket before following Matt. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((If we're not armed, it shouldn't be too much of a problem, I'd think))

(456) arthurtuxedo: (Make sure you all bring your rifles. That'll really set things on a friendly note :) )

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz took every opportunity he could to leave the cramped but comfortable confines of the vehicles. As such, he was out of the door and stretching moments after the vehicle came to a stop. Naturally, his rifle remained inside the vehicle and his sidearm remained tucked out of sight beneath his jacket. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((I bring my anti-matter rifle!))

(460) Jack: I think I'll stay here and keep watch, too.

(463) Steve: (In fact, let's drive right in through the front door with the machine guns manned)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (And carve your names in the city hall with your machine guns so they know who you are. It's the most polite way to introduce yourself)

(463) Steve: (damn straight)

** (482) Penny seems torn for a moment on whether she should go or stay. She makes her decision quickly, hurrying to keep up with Matt, Steve and Enrique. **

(482) Penny: XD

** (460) Jack leans against Gold casually and takes in the sights and sounds of a much smaller town than New York. **

(456) arthurtuxedo: The mayor is already standing outside in greeting, flanked by two men in uniform carrying M4s.

(456) arthurtuxedo: "Howdy!" He calls out.

** (482) Penny checks her step at seeing the armed guards, relaxing at the Mayor's friendly demeanor and colloquial greeting. **

** (482) Penny beams despite herself. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt waves and smiles at the mayor as he approaches, "Nice to meet you, Mister Mayor. Lovely city you have here."

(456) arthurtuxedo: He is a portly fellow with flush cheeks and a big smile.

(463) Steve: "Indeed. Very quaint."

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hey, they eat well here, or at least he does))

(482) Penny: (that's because he eats people)

(463) Steve: (omg)

(456) arthurtuxedo: "Aww," he waves Matt's compliment away. "So I understand you were wantin' some fuel. Or maybe you wanted my mechanics to convert yer rigs?"

(482) Penny: (just don't accept any "dinner" invitations)

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz was a firm believer that if you could not say something nice, one should not say anything at all. His eyes lingered over the mayor for a moment and he could not help but smile at the first thought that came to his mind. **

(456) arthurtuxedo: (Jesus, that would put a whole new spin on this town)

(482) Penny: (hey, I wouldn't have thought it had I not sat in on the horror campaign. it's all your fault.)

(456) arthurtuxedo: ("Aww shucks! Y'all look so yummy!")

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, either way works for us, but conversion would probably work better in the long run I guess."

(482) Penny (whispering): [1d10+8+11] -> [1,8,11] = (20) Anything going on in the Mayor's mind worthy of intrigue?

whispering to Penny, Nothing stands out

(482) Penny: (I dunno, if it comes down to the last bottle of Jack D, I don't think it'll be going into the truck - not with this group.)

** (482) Penny takes in the small scale grandeur of the capitol building. It wouldn't take much to be prettier than any building in New York, this building in fact is her new favorite. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh shit man...we're almost out of fuel! This is terrible! I can't deal with this! I need a drink!))

(456) arthurtuxedo: Great, great. We can have it all done by tomorrow. Why don't you fellas enjoy our town for the day? Most peaceful little place on Earth!"

(456) arthurtuxedo: ("Hey! Get away from our fuel tank with that straw!")

(482) Penny: *hic*

** (463) Steve raises an eyebrow, wondering if it really was peaceful. Why would they need the M4s? Or possibly it's peaceful because they have the M4s. He sighed. "Is there a place nearby where I could get a good scotch?" **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Sure thing. Hey, anything we can do to help you out in return?"

(482) Penny: (Mayor: No, but there are plenty of places for a bad scotch.)

(463) Steve: (hehe)

(460) Jack: afk

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((I figure the conversion is going to cost us some cash, but hey, these guys could help us out later))

(456) arthurtuxedo: "You can arrange payment with Frank when you take the trucks in." He then turns to address Steve. "Only the best scotch you'll find anywhere!" He says patronizingly as he indicates a nearby bar.

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz nearly pouted when Steve beat him to the punch in asking if there was an establishment nearby that was worth the name. Personally, he could indulge a drink or two. It would allow him some time to think. Of course, he was not taking the mayor's words at face value. His guards did not seem to be tree hugging hippies afterall and a M4 would not be necessary in the most peaceful place on earth...unless of course, it was to keep it peaceful. **

** (482) Penny smiles broadly for no apparent reason. **

(463) Steve: "Great," Steve says with a big, phony smile.

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz nearly pouted when Steve beat him to the punch in asking if there was an establishment nearby that was worth the name. Personally, he could indulge a drink or two. It would allow him some time to think. Of course, he was not taking the mayor's words at face value. His guards did not seem to be tree hugging hippies afterall and a M4 would not be necessary in the most peaceful place on earth...unless of course, it was to keep it peaceful. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Great! Thanks again." Matt smiles and gives another wave as he heads back to the trucks. Might as well get them converted as quickly as possible. He wanted to see how they did it, himself. He had been studying the specs of the trucks since they left New York, and any changes to the designs would be useful to know first hand.

(463) Steve: He turns to Enrique. "Thisty?"

(463) Steve: (don't mind my spelling, I'm apparently challenged in that regard)

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Steve and nodded. "you bet." A thin smile graced his lips as he spoke. He hoped this bar was a bit different from the last... **

(460) Jack: (no you don't)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods to Ben and brings the trucks around to the garage.

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

(463) Steve: "We'll catch up with you later," Steve says to Matt and Penny before heading over to the bar with Enrique.

** (482) Penny watches Matt walk one way while Steve and Enrique go the other. "Wait up," she calls to Steve. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Right, have fun, don't do anything I wouldn't do." Matt chuckles, hoping that this little party doesn't end up like the last one did.

** (463) Steve flashes the thumbs up and a sly grin as he walks away. **

** (460) Jack goes with Matt and Ben. **

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz glanced over his shoulder towards Matt for a moment. "see you later matt, nos vemos." With those words said, he moved along with Steve towards the Bar. His expectations were not terribly high... **

** (482) Penny easily catches up with Steve and Enrique. **

(463) Steve: "I don't know if they'll have those fancy drinks with the pretty umbrellas in them here."

(456) arthurtuxedo: The bar is mostly empty at this time in the morning. There are a few bearded alkies lounging around, and that's about it.

** (482) Penny shrugs in a good natured manner. **

(482) Penny: (morning!? feh.)

(463) Steve: (It's never too early for a drink)

(482) Penny: (what's it smell like? is this a clean bar or... other?)

(463) Steve: (hell, if you can't suck your breakfast through a straw, it's not worth having.)

(456) arthurtuxedo: The other three bring the trucks around, and great the head mechanic. He quotes a price of $500 for each conversion, but says that he'll accept 2 guns instead of the $500.

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hey, ribs are great for breakfast))

(456) arthurtuxedo: (It's a typical rural bar. Not particularly clean)

** (460) Jack look to Matt and Ben about the 'price' for the conversion. **

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: "I doubt it." He spoke flatly, this did not seem to the place for that. "But I figure they will have something to catch my fancy."

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((We do have spare guns, don't we?))

(463) Steve: (yep. That's what we brought em for)

(482) Penny: (oh yeah, but Jack isn't going to be an arbiter for that kind of transaction)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (5 12 gauge shotguns, 4 M4s, 10 pistols, 2 hunting rifles)

(460) Jack: (two guns sounds like the cheaper price to pay at this point.)

** (463) Steve walks up to the bar. "I'll have a scotch, neat. And in a clean glass, please." **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Does he specify what sort of guns? Would two handguns work?))

(482) Penny: (doubt it)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((I say we do 2 guns for one, and $500 for the other))

** (482) Penny waits to see what Enrique gets to drink before she makes up her mind. **

(460) Jack: (You're the boss, boss.)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((don't want to run out of cash or guns before we get to the coast after all))

(463) Steve: (hmm, I'd rather save our money for when we really need it. If these guys'll take guns, we should give em guns)

(456) arthurtuxedo: The bartender barely even looks at Steve, instead transifxed by the TV set receiving rebroadcasts of old tapes from days gone by. He hurridly mixes a scotch and slides it across the counter.

(482) Penny: (He does have a point, though.)

(463) Steve: (although we may run into folks who except only trade)

(482) Penny: (what's on the tv?)

** (463) Steve takes a look at the glass to make sure it is, in fact, clean, before taking a sip. **

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz immediately noticed that the bar was nearly empty, but that was not terribly surprising giving the time of day. He walked towards the bar, firmly believing that any time was a good time for alcohol. After he was sitted in a spot that isolated him from the locals and ideally allowed him to look at the entrance he spoke. "What do you have available?" His words were spoken pleasantly, positively curious as to what drinks were available. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah, the farther away from big cities we get, which is where we're going, that's why I'm thinking half and half))

(463) Steve: (ok, you've convinced me)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, I offer him a shotgun and a handgun for ones, plus $500 for the other ones))

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((-s -s))

(456) arthurtuxedo: The bartender wordlessly points Enrique to a sign, listing all the drinks. Beer, Scotch, and Gin are the choices.

(463) Steve: (that's an extensive list, I must say)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (Reruns of some old sit-com are on)

** (482) Penny effects a soft southern accent asking just as sweet as can be for a gin and tonic. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Voyager?))

(482) Penny: (Fox News?)

(456) arthurtuxedo: Steve's glass is semi-clean. It should be safe to drink from.

(482) Penny: XD

(456) arthurtuxedo: (Who's the Boss? is on)

(463) Steve: While not entirely satisfied with the condition of the glass, Steve drinks the scotch anyway. (Is it any good?)

(482) Penny: (ROLL THE DICE TO SEE IF I'M GETTING DRUNK!)

(463) Steve: (rofl)

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz blinked, shocked that he had missed the obvious sign. He must have been putting too much of his attention casing the joint. The selection was less than ideal. As a matter of fact, it reminded him of the bodegas back home. he hesitated for a moment, considering his options. He had tasted bad beer, scotch was trickie to fuck up...but gin he had not had in a while. He heard Penny make her order, and that settled that. "I will have scotch." His tone was almost jovial. **

(456) arthurtuxedo: The bartender momentarily forgets about the TV as Penny speaks. He smiles at her like a schoolboy as he says "Right away, ma'am." Steve can't help but notice that the glass she gets is impeccably clean.

** (463) Steve (yells, "Where are the Cheetos?") **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((If there are any chicks in the bar I want to do them!! Oh, sorry Penny, that's Ernesto's line.))

** (482) Penny smiles shyly as the bartender sets the drink in front of her. **

(456) arthurtuxedo: Steve's scotch is like the glass it was poured into, decent but not good.

(458) Matthew Guilliard (whispering): did you get my AIM?

whispering to Matthew Guilliard, Yep

** (463) Steve watches the exchange between Penny and the bartender wordlessly, his lips parted slightly. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard (whispering): Okay, just checking. so the trade is good, and he'll let me help?

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (O.O!)

(456) arthurtuxedo: The mechanic agrees to Matt's trade offer, and also agrees to let Matt and Deathstalker watch to see how he does it.

** (482) Penny chances a knowing wink at Steve, gloating about her better service. **

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (*writes down Matt's name on the "matar come un perro" list.)

(482) Penny: (I don't like the sound of that. Anything ending in "with the dog" can't be good.)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Activate recording software. Recording. Recording. Recording....))

** (463) Steve sighs and goes back to his mediocre scotch. **

(456) arthurtuxedo: Eventually the mechanic gets to talking to Matt about crossing the nearby Mississippi river. He tells Matt that the river is controlled by a private army, and they charge a pretty penny to let people cross.

(482) Penny: (O.o!)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well hell, if they want Penny, that's okay. We'll even doll her up beforehand))

(456) arthurtuxedo: The best thing to do, he advises, is to send someone ahead to negotiate a price ahead of time.

(463) Steve: (lol)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Thanks for the advice. Guess there's not really a way around them then?"

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz grabbed his glass, inspected it with a casual glance and shrugged. The likelyhood was low that he would catch anything from it, and to be honest he had drunk from worst. The Scotch was sipped at first as he tested the flavor for a moment before he shrugged and took a bigger gulp. Not the best he had by far but far from the worst. As he drunk, he allowed his mind to wonder. What would he be doing right now if Carlos were still alive? **

(456) arthurtuxedo: "They control all the bridges and ferries. The places they don't keep watch over are too wide to ford."

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Figures. Any idea what they usually charge?"

(463) Steve: (are there still any professional sports teams?)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (Flashback sequence: The camera focuses on Enrique dressed up like a French Maid. "I'm ready, Carlito!")

** (482) Penny sips on her gin and tonic daintily not knowing or caring if it measures up. **

(482) Penny: (bwahah!)

(463) Steve: (omg, that's hilarious)

(482) Penny: (MY EYES! THE GOGGLES! THEY DO NOTHING!)

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (O.O! I cut you! I cut you cucaracha! *cuts art*)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Not on the national scale, I don't think so...unless you really want to have the DC Patroits playing against the New York Yankees (come on, they're corporate already))

(463) Steve: (yeah, I like the sound of that)

(482) Penny: (NY declared themselves champions in perpetuity. *spits*)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (There are local teams for various sports competing against each other)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Damn Art, you're cut! You been working out?))

(463) Steve: "Hey, is the game on? I haven't seen the Yankees in a while."

(482) Penny: (oh god. we just got shot.)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((....way to make friends Steve. That's it, I'm ending it now. *shoots Matt in the head*))

(463) Steve: (what? Kentucky doesn't have a baseball team. What could they possibly have against the Yankees?)

(456) arthurtuxedo: The bartender sneers. "New Yorker, eh? That explains it."

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((The New York Yankees? The ones that play in New York City? Corporate HQ East Coast? Yeah, that's going to go over great :p))

** (482) Penny nearly spits the gin out in an effort to control her laughter. **

(463) Steve: "Why yes, and the fact that we're in Kentucky explains why this glass is dirty."

(456) arthurtuxedo: "Well, it's hard to get more guns way out here. If you offered them a few shotguns, a few rifles, and some handguns, I'm sure they'd let you through. Otherwise, however much money they think you have. Like I say, better to send a negotiator first so they can't size you up and surround you."

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Might as well stroll into Boston with a "Yanks = teh win" t-shirt and piss on Red Sox stadium :p))

(463) Steve: (rofl. I suppose you have a point)

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz worked his way down to half his glass before placing it down and taking a moment to reflect. Those reflections were cut short when Steve spoke, his attention sliding towards him for a moment and then the bartender. A moment later, he blinked at the response. Did the man have a thing against New Yorkers? For a moment, he considered pointing out that he too was technically a New Yorker but caught himself. He felt no particular pride in the state he had chosen to live in, and frankly he would prefer to avoid killing a man over bullshit reasons. No, this was Steve's problem if it was a problem at all and he did not need his assitance. He forced a small smile and continued to drink. Steve's retort should have hit a nerve...He had seen Mexicans do a better job with cleaning a glass. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Right, sounds good. Do they usually keep their word, once it's given?"

(456) arthurtuxedo: "Once an agreement is reached, you won't have a problem. They can be pretty vicious, but they know if they get brutal on everybody that comes through, people will stop coming through."

(456) arthurtuxedo: The bartender's eyes go wide at Steve's comment.

(459) Viridus: (BAR FIGHT!)

(463) Steve: (aww, the bartender can't take what he dishes out)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, that's a relief at least. You know how they got started?"

(482) Penny: "Steve," Penny exclaims. "There's no need for that kind of talk," she finished sweetly, still using the accent.

(456) arthurtuxedo: "You son of a bitch!" He starts as he tries to reach over the bar and grab Steve.

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh for fuck's sake.... o_O))

(459) Viridus: (Have a feeling you're going to be taking something to the face...)

** (463) Steve stands up quickly, knocking over the rest of his scotch. "Whoa, whoa, calm down there, buddy!" **

** (482) Penny squeals in surprise, grabbing her drink and moving away from the fistacuffs **

(456) arthurtuxedo: He glances at Penny briefly and gives it up. "I think you'd better go, mister," he says to Steve, not looking him in the eye.

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz saw the warning signs well in advance of the situation. The color draining from the bartender's face, the tension in the arms and shoulders. It all played out before him and he did absolutely nothing. It was not his problem, his right hand moved grabbing his glass and bringing it to his lips. Steve seemed like the kind of person that could handle himself. **

(463) Steve: "Fine by me," he says as he straightens his jacket. "I'm not paying for that, though," indicating the spilled scotch. Steve turns to leave.

(459) Viridus: (No drink for you!)

(482) Penny: (dammit, steve. why are you always in the middle of a shit storm everytime we go to a bar? and why do I have to bail your ass out?)

(463) Steve: (cause it's fun)

(456) arthurtuxedo: The bartender looks at Penny. "Why are you mixed up with that zero, anyway?"

(456) arthurtuxedo: (Steve just has a way with people :) )

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz he was down to a quarter of his glass when the bartender said something of note. This was a question that he was actually somewhat interested in and as such he made an effort to listen closely to the exchange. **

** (463) Steve continues walking, tensed up as he thinks the bartender may try to stop him. Once he reatches the door, he relaxes, and decides to see what's going on at the gas station. **

(463) Steve: (yeah, people don't like me. I have no idea why)

** (482) Penny looks the bartender in the eye and states flatly "He has a really large cock." **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well, it couldn't be your sparkling personality :p))

(463) Steve: (0.o)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((o_O))

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (LMAO!)

(456) arthurtuxedo: His eyes go wide with surprise, and he goes back to his TV, too embarassed to respond or look at her again.

(463) Steve: (that's great. holy shit)

** (482) Penny neatly lays an appropriate amount of money on the bar, plus a tip and saunters out onto the street. **

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz blinked and then nearly choked on the last bits of scotch that he had been in the process of swallowing. he gagged, twitched and forced himself to swallow. HOW THE FUCK?! He was nearly certain that they could not be fucking during the trip. Previous history? Shit... **

(463) Steve: (rofl)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Meanwhile, Enrique looks down his pants and feels sad. "My mother told me mine was just the right size..."))

(463) Steve: (oh god..must breathe)

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.O! matt, you are not helping your cause any...)

(482) Penny: (let this be a lesson to you all: don't ask penny a question you don't want to know the answer to)

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (I am warning you pendejo...)

whispering to Penny, Penny, of course, sensed Enrique's confused outpouring of emotion, no matter how well he kept it to himself

** (463) Steve notices Penny exit the bar, and waits for her. **

(463) Steve: "You didn't have to leave, you know."

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((wee))

** (482) Penny smiles in a wrong manner, "I guess you didn't hear what I said." (accent!) **

(456) arthurtuxedo: "Done!" The mechanic exclaims as he finishes the first conversion.

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz took a few moments to gather himself after the incident, his eyes closing for a moment before he took a deep breath and held it before slowly releasing it. A moment later, his eyes slid open and he placed the empty glass on the bar. "give me another, and make it a double. fuck it, make it a triple." **

(482) Penny: (huzzah!)

** (463) Steve tilts his head to the side and frowns slightly. "No. What's up? Not defending me again, were you?" **

** (482) Penny shrugs slightly adding in a cryptic tone "Someone has to." **

(456) arthurtuxedo: It was a pretty simple operation, simply involving the swapping out of a few parts. Matt feels confident that he could fix the new parts if anything should go wrong with them.

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Interesting process, you do excellent work, thank you."

(460) Jack: (how spread out is the group? there's not going to be any trouble regrouping?)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (The bar is just half a block down the street)

(482) Penny (whispering): 8D

(482) Penny: k

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (I figure that after this drink, Enr will make his way out and look for the others. :P)

(463) Steve: "No, they don't," he says, folding his arms. "I don't want you taking any heat for me. I don't want anyone taking heat for me. That's my job. You just...do your thing, from now on. Ok?"

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Awww, he's so cute when he's turning down nookie.))

(463) Steve: (;)))

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (you know, but the time this is all over all of you are going to be on the list. I hope you are happy. :P)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (It's Steve the winking ninja)

(463) Steve: (yar)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh noes! A pirate ninja!))

** (482) Penny looks down at the ground, not ashamed of what she did more disappointed but she's not sure why. "Okay," she says quietly, the accent gone. **

** (463) Steve looks crestfallen, and sighs. "Aw, sweet merciful Christ. Now you're upset. I just don't want you to get hurt, alright? Your buddy Jack would look down on that." **

** (482) Penny shakes her head, she wrinkles her forehead trying to articulate her thoughts... **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Penny should just ravish steve and get it over with. :p))

** (463) Steve 's hand starts shaking involuntarily, and he lights a cigarette to calm his nerves. **

(482) Penny: (nah, I'm waiting until I can ply steve and enrique with enough alcohol to make it a menege.)

(463) Steve: (but that would upset Enrique...oh jesus)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ace! You go girl!))

(463) Steve: (well hey, as long as I don't have to service Enrique, that works for me)

(482) Penny: "I'm fine," she says quietly, a smile sneaks onto her face. "It's just... that is what I do."

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz found that he was not in any particular rush to finish his renewed drink. The scotch was mediocre at best but he enjoyed it nonetheless, his left hand disappering into a pocket and retrieving a powerbar which he chewed with surprising vigor. Inwardly, his mind was considering the possibilities taking into consideration what he had recently heard. it did not seem that in this particular situation he was supposed to win. The thought bothered him slightly, and he was certain that he was missing something critical. Still, why not? He sighed softly, and shook his head. No use complaining over that which he had no control over. The seconds became minutes as he ate, the power bar consumed in short order and the plastic wrapped disappearing into the pocket once more. He finished the scotch, placing the glass down a bit more forcefully than he had intended. "I am done." His words were flat, and his mind was aware that it had a multitude of hidden meanings. "How much do I owe you?" **

(482) Penny: (sweet man on man action)

(463) Steve: (;_;)

(456) arthurtuxedo: "2 dollars," quotes the bartender.

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((*pulls down an overhead projector screen and starts showing slides* Today, class, we will be discussing the geometry of three-way sex. Today will be M-M-F. As you can clearly see in this image, there are numerous positions to help men feel as comfortable as possible with sharing the experience with other men.))

(459) Viridus: (AAHHH, It burns!)

** (463) Steve frowns slightly, still not sure what to make of this..woman? Hell, she's little more than a girl, but yet she's not a girl. "Alright, I can't make you do anything you don't want to. Wanna catch up with the others?" **

** (482) Penny nods eagerly, quickening her pace to keep up. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Haha, got you! :) ))

(482) Penny: afk

(456) arthurtuxedo: Steve and Penny stroll into the mechanic shop as the second conversion is underway

(463) Steve: "Hey," Steve addresses Matt. "Everything ok here?"

(460) Jack: (back)

(456) arthurtuxedo: Matt and Ben are watching the process intently, asking questions and listening to the mechanic talk about what he's doing and why.

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: "right." It took a moment for him to fish out the cash. He did not reach for his wallet, instead he made a habit of seperating small bills into several pockets. He withdrew a five dollar bill and placed it down on the table next to the empty glass. "it was memorable." Of course, he was not referring to the drink but that hardly mattered. He stood from the stool and stretched for a moment. He was starting to dislike being on the road, but it was a necessary evil. "Adios." With those words said he took a step and then another. He could hold his alcohol well, two drinks even triples were not going to have too much of an effect but he was feeling the alcohol in his gut. The warm sensation enjoyed for a moment before he exited the bar and looked around. A second later, he was making his way towards where he expected the vehicles to be.

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt's earbuds allow him to hear Steve coming from a little bit away, so he's not terribly surprised by his presence. "Just fine. Fascinating, really. Kind of wish I had followed up on taking care of my cars hands-on more before we had to leave. How was the bar?"

(456) arthurtuxedo: Enrique walks into the shop.

(463) Steve: "Interesting. I got thrown out. The local color doesn't seem to appreciate my shining persona."

** (482) Penny stifles a giggle before Steve can answer **

** (463) Steve flashes Matt a wide grin that shows most of his teeth. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt sighs lightly, "Well, so long as the only things that got bruised were egos. I'd like to think we're making more friends than enemies while we're here."

** (482) Penny has to turn away to keep from outright laughing **

** (463) Steve raises his hands innocently. "Hey, I haven't started any confrontations since we've been on the road. People just have averse reactions to me, I guess." **

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz did not comment on the averse reactions and what not. Instead, he decided to channel his time as constructively as posibble. He glanced towards Matt, making sure not to look directly at Steve or Penny at the moment. "Did you find anything of interest while we were away Matt?" He doubted the Corporate did not have the grace to try and utilize his time more constructively than he had. **

(463) Steve: "And her," he gestures to Penny, "She keeps jumping to my defense for some reason. I'm not sure what exactly she said to the bartender, but apparently it's hilarious."

** (460) Jack watches the interaction coolly, noticing the easy comraderie between Penny and Steve. Jack supresses the urge to choke the life from Steve. He reasures himself recalling that Penny isn't his possession, but still it's hard to give up his big brother feelings. **

(463) Steve: (is it just me, or do I get the feeling that tensions are definitely beginning to build in this group?)

(482) Penny: (but in a good way)

(463) Steve: (as long as they don't terminate in gunshots, tensions are great)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles and shakes his head, "Of course, of course," as Enrique walks in, he nods. "We're going to run into an interesting situation at the Big River. River Pirates."

(459) Viridus: (plays banjo)

** (482) Penny feigns offense. "I didn't say anything," she waits a long beat before finishing "important." **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Meanwhile, while everyone's all tense and troubled, Matt sneaks in for the backdoor nookie like a ninja!))

(482) Penny: (enrique! are you trying to get us killed! his name is Jack while we're here! JACK! Though, it might get confusing...)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Or Miller. Miller works))

(482) Penny: (backdoor nookie ninja? what kind of girl do you think I am?)

(463) Steve: (the kind that likes it rough)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((That's gotta be why she's after steve. His tongue must be as rough as a cat's))

(463) Steve: (you know, the sweet, innocent, girl next door that's an animal in the sack)

(463) Steve: (fuckin a)

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz did not comment as Penny's words registered. Somehow, the idea of commenting would only diminish him and he did not wish to relive that moment. It had come and gone like the wind, it was best if it remained there. His attention focused on Matthew, his words about the situation met with a smile. "I see. Are we going to weigh our options or do you have a plan in mind?" He was not cowardly enough to suggest the killing route, irregardless of the fact that killing a few people might make him feel a bit more alive than he felt now. There were battles that simply could not be won, and if Matthew had the information it was his decision to make. **

(463) Steve: "Pirates? What kind of pirates? Could we go around?"

(463) Steve: (brb)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "Not likely. They're going to want a toll, either money or guns. Either way, one of us is going to have to negotiate the price with them," He didn't say who, but he knew, everyone should know. Only one person was really qualified for that sort of duty, and he was that person. "Might have to go alone, but we'll see."

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz listened to what Matt had to say and then nodded. A situation already developing in his mind. "I think we all know who is the most qualified for negotiations." Matt was a corporate, that education he had was going to pay for itself. "I can cover you as much as I can, but if they take you out of sight..." He shrugged, there was only so much he could do. He was growing particularly aware of his impotence in certain matters as of late. **

** (482) Penny 's demeanor changed, suddenly looking serious. The frivolity of the afternoon was not forgotten but placed aside to deal with the business at hand. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: "I know. On the other hand, if it's just me and things go south, well, you guys should probably just continue on without me. No use getting yourselves killed for nothing, you know?"

(463) Steve: (back)

** (463) Steve grits his teeth, wanting to blurt out, 'Bullshit.' but held his tongue. Instead, he nodded curtly. **

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: "I doubt it shall come to that Matt. If these pirates are indeed after profit, the odds are that they would not choose to harm you. There is afterall, no profit in it assuming they do not think that they could ransom your safe return."

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Haha, Enrique just admitted he's impotent. No wonder Penny's not interested :p))

(460) Jack: (wow, that grave ain't getting any more shallow is it!)

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: ((nyaaah! the next time the lead is flying bitch, I am gonna let you feel what blue and blue fire is all about.))

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: ((gg spelling. blue on blue. :P)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: Matt feels a small knot growing in his stomach as he watches Steve, "Don't worry. They have a way of life there. In order to keep it going, they do this. Everything should work out okay."

** (460) Jack exchanges a look with Penny, subltly shaking his head. **

** (463) Steve brings his thoughts back to the present. "So we need some grain alcohol now, eh? I take it they sell it here?" **

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: "so, when are we going to make contact and the pitch Matt?" His tone was pensive. A moment later, his head turned to glance towards Steve for a moment as he spoke. His eyes sliding towards Matt a moment later, as if intersted in the answer.

(456) arthurtuxedo: The mechanic answers. "Yep. Cheap, too. It's how we run all our generators."

** (463) Steve grinned, amused at the thought that the word cheap had a number of different meanings. **

(463) Steve: (do we have spare gas cans that we need to get rid of, or had we used them all?)

(460) Jack: (get rid of? sounds like a bad idea)

(456) arthurtuxedo: The mechanic takes note of Steve's bemused look. "Obviously, we don't use the same stock for drinking." He remarks.

(463) Steve: (well, I meant the gas that was in them. That is, if we had any at all, I don't remember what we took)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Might as well keep the gas we have, just in case..))

** (468) Enrique de la Cruz had the grace not to laugh at the mechanic's comment. **

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((How much did we have left, anyway?))

(463) Steve: (:shrug:)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (About 50 gallons, I think)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Nice))

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((will we be able to use regular gas as well as grain alcohol, or what?))

(463) Steve: (we could mix em. Have gasahol)

(460) Jack: (tastes funny)

(456) arthurtuxedo: (It's actually diesel, but you can still use it, yes)

(459) Viridus: (but less filling!)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sweet, that works for me))

(463) Steve: (oh yeah, right, it's diesel. cool)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((So let's fill up on as much grain alcohol as we can, then move on))

(460) Jack: (aww, don't we need to rest?)

(456) arthurtuxedo: Remember that the group spent all day and all night on the road to get here.

(463) Steve: (yeah, we have been driving all night)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((move on to the nearest motel 6, of course...))

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: ((yeah, crashing is in order. ^_~))

(460) Jack: (yeah, enrique needs to .. uh... take care of some business)

(463) Steve: (he's got the huevos de azure)

(456) arthurtuxedo: The alcohol costs $2.50 per gallon, much less than the $10 prices the group was paying for diesel.

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: ((~_~; I am not going to be hitting every civilized spot for hookers you know. sheesh! :P))

(460) Jack: (8D)

(459) Viridus: (Just most of them?)

(460) Jack: (No good hookers in Lexington anyway. Trust me.)

(463) Steve: (well, I don't know what the Kentucky whores would be like anyway. Probably not very good)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Just every OTHER civilized spot. Besides, the women here prefer the horses.))

(468) Enrique de la Cruz: (X_X)

(458) Matthew Guilliard: ((Which means Steve might get lucky, according to Penny...))

(463) Steve: (yar!!)

(459) Viridus: (drum riff)

(456) arthurtuxedo: The group rests for the day, and is ready to embark the next morning for the mighty Mississippi

(458) Matthew Guilliard: (k, sweet)

(456) arthurtuxedo: That's probably a pretty good place to leave off

(456) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 10 * * *

** (370) Enrique awoke with a start. His eyes focusing on the ceiling of the apartment above the bed before he rolled on his side and looked around. Everything seemed to be in order, his eyes narrowing for a moment before he sat up on the bed and gathered himself. He took a deep breath and held it, eyes closing as he focused on his breathing. A minute later and he was up, walking into the bathroom and dousing himself with cold water. His morning routine in a civilized environment was a second nature to him, and he went through it with practiced elegance. After he had secured all his belongings, he turned on a small color television and settled to watch CNN. The Corporate News Network was full of propaganda of course, but after one knew to look past the bullshit it was probably one of the better services. He watched the news silently, his right hand clutching a power bar which he occasionally took a bite out off. His supply of power bars was getting low, which meant that soon he would have to start settling for less. He was not concerned, survival was one of the few things that he knew better than killing... **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((I have to find a way to get his normal computer to have those status reports :p))

(369) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 11 start * * *

(369) arthurtuxedo: * * * Or rather, started just before Enrique's post * * *

(370) Enrique: (^_^!)

** (367) Jack stares at Penny. "No. No, no. Please no. A world of no." **

** (368) Penny looks back innocently, "What?" She adjusts her hat a little more making sure to examine herself carefully in the mirror until she's satisfied that all is right. **

(367) Jack: Please tell me you're not going to be wearing that... that thing.

** (368) Penny stares, pouting a little. **

** (367) Jack shrugs. "Alright, suit yourself." Jack collects all the bags and heads out the door. "I think they're going to laugh." Penny follows behind, staring daggers into his back. They both wait by Gold for the others to join them. They still hadn't agreed on how to proceed. **

** (365) Steve woke, showered, took a leak, and got dressed. His formerly nice suit was a bit worse for wear, but he didn't have the money to get another one. He made sure he looked good, and lit up. He then went across the hall to check on Matt. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: (NOOOOOOOO!! They're all gonna laugh at you!)

(365) Steve: (lol)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt rubbed his eyes. Today was not beginning well. Caffiene. He needed caffiene. Somewhere, in the cloud that enveloped his mind, he knew some important things were going on, but none of that mattered. What mattered was getting a hot cup of coffee, and getting it now. Once he was done with getting dressed after his shower, he left the motel room in a haze, not waiting for anyone or anything. There was a cafe. Cafes had coffee. Usually lots of it. It was down the street. He could follow the smell. He didn't need his glasses... "Damn," it was too late, he was already partway there. He could smell the grounds. He'd get his glasses later.

** (370) Enrique left his room and walked back towards the vehicles, the gear he had chosen to bring with him carried in tow. As he moved, his head slid from side to side as he took notice of buildings, balconies and alleys. It was second nature to him, but he did not expect violence at this particular time. He had spent a fair bit of time before sleep had reached considering their current situation. Matt was going to be dangled in front of the so called pirates like a worm on a hook. It was likely not as bad as he thought, but he worried nonetheless. He reached the vehicles and glanced around, securing his gear within before he looked around and began to search for his travelling companions. **

** (367) Jack and Penny watched as Matt lumbered past them and down the street. He didn't say a word or even acknowledge their existence. Penny looked at Jack. Jack looked at Penny. WIthout a word they decided to follow him. **

(365) Steve: :knock knock: No response. :pound pound: No response. Steve waited a split second longer before kicking in the hotel room door, gun drawn, fearing the worst. A quick sweep of the room revealed no Matt. Steve ran outside, frantically looking for the others.

(367) Jack: (at some point, someone will have to assume control of Ben. It'd be bad if we left him here.)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Ben sleeps soundly in his bed as the hummers speed off.)

** (365) Steve spotted Enrique. "Where is he? Have you seen him? Anyone suspicious about?" **

(369) arthurtuxedo: (He is later devoured by horses)

(367) Jack: (KEVIN! ::insert movie about being left alone in KY)

(369) arthurtuxedo: Steve, of course, says this to Enrique with gun in hand.

(367) Jack: (and after bursting through his door)

(367) Jack: (disregard. I can't read gud)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Well, it's in the parking lot)

(365) Steve: (lol)

(370) Enrique: It did not take much for him to catch Steve as he exited the the hotel room. Firstly, Steve was someone that was hard to miss even to strangers. There was something about him that tended to warn people that he was not someone to fuck around with. Secondly, his gun was drawn and that raised some eyebrows as well as startled a few of the locals. It was the sounds of startlement that made him look over his shoulder and catch steve. When he began running, immediately he understood that something was not right. His first thought was for Penny, but he reconsidered. Matt? He darted towards him a moment before Steve was speaking. His response immediate. "I have no idea, I just left the hotel room not that long ago." He paused. "What happened?" Was Matt missing? He doubted that if Matt was dead that Steve would be bothering for conversation...

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt could smell the coffee and the greasy, wonderful food within the diner. It took him a fair amount of fumbling to get in and open the door, much less find an empty seat at the counter. "Good morning sir, what can we get for you today?" a waitress who was far too perky for this hour asked. "Coffee. Black. Omlette. Please." "Sure thing, I'll be right back." Good. Fast service. Fastcoffee.

(365) Steve: "I don't know. He wasn't in his room. It didn't look like there was a struggle, but maybe it was a professional. Where are the others?"

** (368) Penny turns around, somehow know that soon enough Steve and Enrique would come charging up looking for Matt. **

** (365) Steve took some deep breaths, getting his calm back. Remember the training, don't get excited, that gets you dead. **

(367) Jack: "I don't know," Jack said suddenly. "He's not asleep so that's not it. Undead walking? Morning before waking walking?"

** (368) Penny laughed **

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Wait, what? I thought Penny and Jack followed Matt into the coffee shop)

(367) Jack: (TO the coffee shop, not in - not yet)

** (370) Enrique hesitated for only a moment but thought better of his immediate response. Steve -was- Matt's bodyguard, he had to know more about that sort of thing than he did. "Kidnapping?" He considered for a moment. "Ben is probably still with the humvees you know how he loves them. Penny and Jack should be together I expect." He paused. "did you ask around in the hotel lobby to see if anyone saw him leave? If not, I will do it and you go and try and get everyone together." His tone was firm, if Matt had indeed been taken. Then whoever did so was about to find out the hardway the depth of their mistake... **

(368) Penny: (do we all have radios? and can't steve and matt communicate without, you know, being together?)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Doubt he would have brought a radio if he didn't even bother with his glasses)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Matt left behind his glasses...guess what else he left behind ;) ))

(365) Steve: (only if he took his radio...right)

(367) Jack: (true enough, but what about steve and enrique?)

(365) Steve: "You go ask the desk clerk. I'll see if I can locate the others."

(367) Jack: (Or are they all vehicle mounted thingies? I thought we had enough for everyone to have handhelds.)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm pretty sure we had handhelds))

(367) Jack: (I'm wrong, we don't. Only bulky things.)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10 + 19 - 10] -> [1,19,-10] = (10)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((No walky-talkies?))

** (365) Steve looks in the Hummers first. (anyone dere?) **

(367) Jack: (oh wait, dere day are)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ben's sleeping in the hummer ;) ))

(369) arthurtuxedo: Steve spots Matt through the window of the nearby coffee shop

(367) Jack: (Yes, we have handhelds w/ earpieces and such)

(370) Enrique: "You got it." With those words said, he wasted no time in making his way back to the hotel. He moved with purpose, sprinting towards the hotel rather than walking. He moved inside the hotel, walked straight towards the clerk and waited until he had his attention. "Excuse me, I wanted to ask you if you had seen one of my friends leave the hotel." He paused for a moment, before offering a verbal description of Matt that was surprisingly detailed. He also stressed the fact that Matt wore glasses...Surely, such a man would be difficult to miss?

(367) Jack: (well, took me too long to find that out, otherwise it'd been penny to the rescue)

** (365) Steve breathes a mighty sigh of relief, then stalks over to the coffee shop, whilst holstering his firearm. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: "Hmm. Well I saw a guy like that walk out. No glasses, though, hair all messed up, hadn't shaved. I didn't look where he went."

(369) arthurtuxedo: (We should have decided earlier. Who's playing Ben?)

** (368) Penny points to Jack. **

** (367) Jack points to Penny. **

(365) Steve: (he should be community. Anyone who feels like making him say something should feel free)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Hmm. That's not a bad idea)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: The waitress brought the coffee. It wasn't exactly gourmet, but it was loaded with all the right ingredients. The foul bitter taste he had grown to love swirled down his throat and almost instantly the fog in his mind began to clear. By the end of his first cup, he realized much more fully that his lack of clear vision wasn'

(369) arthurtuxedo: ("Ben jumps in front of the bullet intended for my character")

(367) Jack: 8D

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Just as long as there's none of that :))

(365) Steve: (rofl)

** (367) Ben makes sweet, sweet love to the Hummers. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: (sorry, premature post, rewriting)

(367) Jack: (or that)

(369) arthurtuxedo: ("You've got it all wrong, that's the exhaust pipe, you want the intake valve")

(365) Steve: (omfg)

** (367) Jack and Penny walk into the coffee shop, taking a seat next to Matt and Steve. **

(367) Jack: (ditto)

** (370) Enrique paused for a moment and considered. What the fuck was Matt doing without his glasses? It had always seemed to him that Matt needed those glasses to function effectively. What was his vision again? 20/50? 20/100? He considered this for a moment before nodding. "I see. thank you for your time." He exited the hotel and looked around for Steve, once he did not see him he came to a stop. Alright, it did not seem that Matt had been kidnapped. If he had left in his own volition, it meant that he was out to fulfill something. Since he had never seen Matt drink, it suggested to him that he should try any stores in the area. And as such, he began the process... **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: The waitress brought the coffee. It wasn't exactly gourmet, but it was loaded with all the right ingredients. The foul bitter taste he had grown to love swirled down his throat and almost instantly the fog in his mind began to clear. By the end of his first cup, he realized much more fully that his lack of clear vision wasn't from being tired, but rather not having his glasses. He mutters to himself, but continues with his meal. The Omlette was amazingly good. In fact, it tasted like fresh eggs, straight from the farm. He had only experienced that taste once, when his boss had invited him to a classy business dinner a few months ago to enter into negotiations with another company.

(369) arthurtuxedo: It doesn't take Enrique long to spot the others in the coffee shop.

** (368) Penny grabs Jack's radio. She keys the mic, hoping the missing parties of the party are listening. @r "Hello?" **

** (365) Steve slides into the booth across from Matt, his eyes narrowed. "Do you realize you almost gave me a goddamn heart attack?" **

(368) Penny: (or art could jsut press the ff button)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Good thing you got him after his first cup. Coherant sentences make conversation that much easier.))

** (365) Steve glances at Penny and Jack as they take a seat, and does a double take. "Nice hat. You fit in much better here than I do." **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt blinked, his eyes trying vainly to focus on the blur that was Steve, "Oh, sorry. Guess I should have left a note or something. I'm not a hundred percent in the morning, I guess it slipped my mind. I guess it was the all-nighter. I always end up wrecked once I come down from one of those. Needed something to help get me back up," this said, he finished off his second cup and motioned to the waitress for a third.

** (368) Penny eyeballs Matt's food greedily. She un-casually nudges Jack to prompt him to do her bidding. **

** (370) Enrique made his way to the coffee shop and in good time spotted the others. He moved within the structure, glancing around for Steve before flashing him a look that suggested that he was thankful that the situation had been dealt with properly. A moment later, Steve was speaking and he settled to watch. Moments later he was asking for some coffee as well. A moment later, Jack and Penny made their way inside and he took a moment to admire Penny's new accessory before her interaction with Jack. He almost laughed but had to settle for a muffled chuckle as his coffe arrived. **

** (368) Penny smiles shyly at Steve's comment, hiding her eyes under the brim of the hat. **

(368) Penny: (we assume ben made his way here also)

(365) Steve: "Well, I'd really appreciate it if you leave a note next time, or let someone else know where you're going. It makes me look sloppy, and it could get you killed."

** (367) Jack orders a double stack of blueberry pancakes. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Jack gains +2 points of flab, loses 1 athleticism)

** (368) Penny quietly wishes Enrique a good morning. **

(370) Enrique: (o.O!)

** (367) Jack ((points at Penny. "They're hers.")) **

(369) arthurtuxedo: Ben strides in looking like he's been up for hours. He wordlessly takes a seat and begins ordering.

(367) Jack: (ahem, I took my turn, so don't look at me like that)

(365) Steve: While the waitress is still around, Steve orders. "Coffee, with a bit of milk. And some biscotti, if you have it."

(369) arthurtuxedo: In short order, everyone's food and drink are brought to them. The quality ranges from slightly above average to quite good.

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nodded seriously, "Okay, I'll try to remember next time," in his mind, he made a note to make use of his pills a bit more when he had the chance. That done, he looks around at the new group of people coming in, "Oh, hello everyone. Good food here, might as well start the day right." He turns to Enrique and talks in a low voice, "So, Ben, how are the trucks?"

** (368) Penny rubs her hands together when the mountain of pancakes are placed in front of her. She hungrily dives in, devouring the top-most pancake. As soon as she finishes that one, she slides the plate to Jack. Jack shakes his head, even today. Penny always demanded far more pancakes than she could ever eat. **

** (367) Jack speaks between moutfuls. **

(370) Enrique: The Coffee was hot and black just the way he liked it, his head turning towards Penny for a moment as she spoke quietly and he nodded his head. The steaming cup pulled away from his lips before he replied. "good morning penny, nice hat." His words were sincere, and he watched her for a moment longer before he concentrated on his coffee once more. His head turned glancing towards Ben and he nodded his head in acknowledgement of his presence. Ben had been quiet as of late, and he was more than willing to give him the extra space he seemed to require. A moment later Matt was looking at him and commenting to Ben. He listened for a response from Ben before he offered his own question. "so Jack, are we going to try and get the negotiation started...today?" Personally, he did not mind staying in this place an extra day or two but they were on a deadline. Furthermore, those pirates had to be dealt with one way or another...

(367) Jack: So, how are we going to do this?

** (365) Steve finishes his cigarette and lights another, not caring if they're in the smoking section or not. He remained quiet, looking to listen and comment only if necessary. **

(367) Jack: I mean, it's a no brainer Matt's going to talk to them - but I got an edgy feeling about it.

** (368) Penny gives Enrique the same shy smile, adding a tiny "Thank you." **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, it's not going to be easy, but it could be worse," Matt turns to Penny,

(371) Matthew Guilliard: (grah, I hate this keyboard, mispost, retyping))

** (367) Jack ((cuts off Matt's right pinky)) **

(367) Jack: (That should help)

** (365) Steve drains his coffee cup, and realizes he still has a piece of biscotti left. He offers it to Penny. **

** (370) Enrique he waited for a moment before realizing that without his glasses, Matt was obviously confused as to his identity. "umm, Jack ben is to my left. You really should consider contacts you know..." His tone was jovial. A moment later, he was glancing towards Jack and rolled his shoulders. "Its a necessary evil at this point. If we plan on moving forward, we have to deal with the pirates. All that we can do is hope that a fair settlement can be reached." He could not guarantee much of anything on this situation so he did not. "We wll try and do all we can to make sure all of us get where we are supposed to go in one piece." Which was the whole point. He did not truly know these people very well, but they were allies at worst. Some were more, some were not. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, it's not going to be easy, but it could be worse," Matt turns to Penny, "I'll admit, I don't like the situation much myself, but it has to be done."

** (368) Penny shakes her head adamantly. "No thanks." (Your big cock was more than enough last night.) **

(365) Steve: "Sure? It's really good."

(365) Steve: (jesus)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looks towards Enrique slightly confused, then shakes his head and laughs, "no, I already tried contacts, they don't make them strong enough, really. Plus I don't like putting things in my eye. Just feels, well, ugh."

** (368) Penny politely refuses, then she stares back at Matt. She waits a beat before realizing Matt wasn't talking to her. **

(367) Jack: I know it has to be done. I'm just saying we need to find a way to cover his ass while he talks to them.

** (365) Steve shrugs, and eats the biscotti. He calls the waitress back over and orders an "irish" coffee. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt turns back to Penny again, "Well, an advance scout might not be a bad idea, but I'd rather keep most everyone else out of sight if at all possible," Matt then turns to Jack. "Remember, eat well, you'll probably have to do a lot of driving today, and some of it might have to be rather fast."

** (365) Steve decides to participate. "I can be the forward scout, but Enrique should take a sniper's position." **

** (368) Penny 's eyes go wide until she again realizes that Matt isn't talking to her. **

** (370) Enrique focused his attention on Matt for the time being. The exchanges between Steve and Penny easily heard, but he paid them no mind. He was far more concerned with the business of their pressing obstacles to consider any secondary problems, personal or imagined. He laughe softly as Matt explained his aversion to the contact lens idea. He was a very unusual corporate, he supposed that was why he tolerated his presence. His mind reminded him that Matt was a former corporate, but it was still an idea that had not fully sunk in yet. "I see. I have had few compunctions about embracing technologies that would improve my quality of life." Which was true. The cybernetics within him right now were ample proof of that. Still, they were not talking about him. "Absolutely." He paused for a moment glancing towards Jack. "But our options are limited even in that regard." A moment after Matt spoke, he reconsidered and ordered something to eat. If he was going to be crawling through the woods, might as well be in the process of digesting something good. **

(365) Steve: "Everyone else should be ready to go at a moment's notice."

(370) Enrique: "Yeah, I am more than willing to play the role." It was one of those things that he simply did very well. Everyone had gifts, this just happened to be one of his. One that he had ruthlessly exploited over his years of service to Carlos. His order arrived and he wasted no time in tearing into it with significant gusto. It was not much, but it was good.

** (368) Penny speaks up "What about the other logistics? If Matt goes alone, is it really feasible to have," she does the math in her head "three more people in a vehicle that barely accomodates four?" **

(365) Steve: "Which means you need to be wired, Matt." (for detonation!)

(367) Jack: (yeah baby, yeah! boom, baby!)

(365) Steve: "He'll take my bike."

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt frowns, turning to Steve, "I'm not sure. If we did that, we'd lose an entire truck unless we split the crew from the other, and even then, it's not going to be fully manned. I'd like to keep the risk to the group down to as little as possible."

** (368) Penny makes a circle with her mouth, "Oh." **

(370) Enrique: (the bike is lucky you know. ^_~)

(365) Steve: (yar, it attracts bullets)

(368) Penny: (yes, it worked so well against the valkyries)

(365) Steve: (hey, what happened to Penny's pink text?)

(365) Steve: (I want pink, goddammit!)

(370) Enrique: (hee hee)

(368) Penny: (hard to read against a grey background, or white even)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "Right, I'd take the bike and go up that way alone, maybe with one other. I don't mind being wired, and it's not as if we have to worry about them really caring, it's not like we're cops trying to bust them, after all."

** (365) Steve nods. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Enrique wants Penny to negotiate. He'll drive her up on the bike, get some alone time, as it were."

(367) Jack: We're agreed then?

(365) Steve: (Over Steve's empty M8 clip)

** (370) Enrique looked up from his nearly empty plate and glanced towards steve and matt. "Okay. so who is going?" **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "Sounds good," It was now Matt's sixth cup of coffee. He was feeling ready to face the day with the caffiene flowing through his veins and food in his stomach. Mostly the caffiene, but that was the point, wasn't it? "We'll figure out the specifics back at the trucks. I need to get my things together and prepare myself for the fun later today."

** (367) Jack drops some money on the table (the appropriate amount, natch) before getting out of the booth. **

(367) Jack: No time like the now.

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Matt bolts for the door without paying! SUCK ON THAT PLEBS!))

(370) Enrique: "works for me." He spoke frankly, making sure to assassinate the last remnants of food in his plate before he motioned for the bill. His eyes scanned over it, and he paid in cash leaving a generous tip for the waitress. A moment later he stood, stretched slightly and began to walk towards the exit. Afterwards, he made his way to the trucks and settled to wait and see what decision was chosen.

(370) Enrique: (oiy.)

(368) Penny: [1d10+8-9+12-8] -> [1,8,-9,12,-8] = (4)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods towards Penny and pulls out some money, turning to Steve, slightly embarassed, "Um, could you count out how much the bill is?"

(368) Penny: (that means nothing)

(368) Penny: (Steve stomps on the floor with his right foot five times.)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((...out of the wallet. Can't see the money. ~_~))

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Wisenhiemer :p))

** (365) Steve sat and watched as everyone got up to leave. He took the bill from Matt, and paid for his coffee, Matt and Penny's meals, leaving a 15% tip as well. "Taken care of." **

(367) Jack: 8D

(367) Jack: (ha ha! sucker! you paid for a meal that was already paid for!)

(365) Steve: (then Jack owes me money. Or pounds of flesh, whichever he prefers)

(369) arthurtuxedo: So the group gets themselves ready to set out, and by 10 AM is ready to go.

(368) Penny: :thumbsup:

(367) Jack: You're sure about this, Matt?

** (367) Jack looks from Matt to Steve and back. **

(367) Jack: Or am I being too paranoid?

(365) Steve: "Don't get me wrong, I wish I could go with him. But I'm not cut out for starting negotiations, just ending them."

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt gathers his things together, putting in his "hearing aids" and donning his glasses once more. Once he's loaded into the truck, he looks at Jack and Penny...more specifically the hat Penny was wearing. The color was the only thing he really saw before, and he thought it was Jack, getting some, well, local color. He approaches Penny unsurely, slightly embarassed, "Were you, um, wearing that hat in the diner, earlier?"

** (368) Penny nods **

(367) Jack: (local color? once you go black you never go back?)

(370) Enrique: "If we want to go on pass, we have to deal with these people. There does not seem to be another alternative." It was a pity the humvees were not capable of transversing a body of water as effectively as other vehicles options but that was in the past, and he still felt that the humvees had proven and would prove their worth down the line.

(365) Steve: (no, local color, man. Once you go horse you can only do worse)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (No!)

(365) Steve: (awww)

(367) Jack: (...)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt sighs and shakes his head, groaning slightly, "I'm sorry for the confusion." lifting up his glasses, he rubs the bridge of his nose and turns to Jack. "Right. I doubt that it's going to be safe for me, but I also don't think we have much of a choice. Might as well get it over with, right? Besides, you should see some of the hostile takeovers we've managed. Not a whole lot safer, just more polite.

** (367) Jack shrugs slightly. "Okay, then." **

(369) arthurtuxedo: The mayor comes out briefly to say his goodbyes. He winks at Penny before he turns to leave.

** (368) Penny fidgits with the hem of her pants for a moment. She watches as Matt makes his arrangements. Before he can leave, she takes his arm and urges him to be careful. **

** (368) Penny tips her hat to the mayor, grinning foolishly. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "I'll take the bike, and I'll bring a shotgun and a pistol with me, as proof of our willingness to barter and availability of goods. It's usually not a good idea to bring everything with you. I'll bring a box or two of ammo as well, in case they want that. I promise, I won't sell the farm," Matt smiles and winks, this is getting into more of his field.

(369) arthurtuxedo: The hummers start up readily, and the group gets underway. The drivers immediately notice a reduction in acceleration, and some time later notice a drop in mileage. Both of these effects were known up front, of course.

(365) Steve: (No they weren't! We demand our money back!! RRAAAARGH!!)

(370) Enrique: (heh.)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles to Penny and nods. "I will be. Remember, if something goes wrong, get out of danger as quickly as you can."

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((God damn it, it's a conspiracy! They couldn't sell their moonshine, so now they made it fuel! God damn it all!))

** (368) Penny casts her eyes downward, knowing what that statement really meant. **

** (370) Enrique the reduction in acceleration was expected but experiencing it was a completely different sensation. They had given up performance for convenience, which at this particular junction seemed to have been a necessary evil. Afterall, it did not matter how well the humvee could perform if the fuel it needed could not be acquired. **

(365) Steve: On the way to the bridge, Steve reconfigures his M8 into the light machine gun config, and packs an extra ammo box. He makes sure his Walther is locked and loaded as well.

(369) arthurtuxedo: (It's about a 5 or 6 hour drive to the Mississippi from Lexington, is it not? That's what I guesstimate from Google maps.)

(367) Jack: (Jack takes the jumpseat of Gold, manning the mounted SAW)

(367) Jack: (maybe not that much)

** (365) Steve also makes sure to remove his stash from the bike, just in the case the pirates decide they like it. **

(367) Jack: (whoops, just looked. given the state of the vehicles, 6 hours is a minimum time)

(367) Jack: (hang on, I mucked up)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Distance looks about the same as from San Francisco to the far end of Yosemite, and that's probably about a 5 hour trip)

(365) Steve: (given the prior knowledge of the trip length estimate, I picked up a deck of cards in town)

** (370) Enrique was calm all things considered. His hands carefully adjusting the various tools of his trade. The base colors of the guillie suit was being adjusted via an electronic attachment which allowed the fabric to change hue much like the way his own hair could manage. He glanced out of the window every so often, taking into consideration the patterns and colors of the surrounding foliage. His rifle was fully prepared and loaded, eventhough he hoped that it did not come to be necessary. If he shot in anger, Matt would almost certainly die...assuming that he was not dead when he fired to begin with. His craft was something that he respected utterly, and he refused to cause any mistakes. A mistake on the stalk could lead to his immediate demise and he was far too invested in life to afford himself a chance at death. **

** (365) Steve busies himself with solitaire. (unless Enrique wants to have a 2-players poker game) **

(367) Jack: (sorry, lexington to louisville ky is roughly a 2 hour trip in modern condisiton)

(367) Jack: (conditions)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((It'd actually be pretty interesting if Matt got killed in this outing. I'd cry the tears of shame and regret, but it would be interesting.))

(369) arthurtuxedo: (But if you crossed there, you'd also have to cross the Missouri, right?)

** (370) Enrique by the time that he was satisfied with his arrangement, Steve had produced as if by magic a deck of cards. He arched a brow, and asked what games Steve felt comfortable playing. A moment later, they were both engaged in a game of poker. He was not the best card player around, but he had a firm understanding of the foundation and had played poker before. If anything it was a good method to lower tension. **

(365) Steve: (magic, mother fucker!)

(370) Enrique: (:P)

(367) Jack: (hmm, where are we crossing the mississippi art? I may have miscalculated on which routes we were taking)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, so then. Enrique comes up part of the way and goes hidy mchiderson, I go up the rest of the way. Matt's going to argue to Steve to stay behind this time, if just for the greater safety of the group.))

(367) Jack (whispering): memphis is an easy shot, I guess

(369) arthurtuxedo: (It's up to you. If you want to cross at Louisville, then that's only a couple of hours away)

(365) Steve: (and Steve is going to disagree vehemently, and argue that the Valkyrie ambush wasn't his fault, and he would be more careful this time)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (If you were to go to Memphis, that would take longer)

(367) Jack: (well, I thought louisville not realizing that we'd have to cross two rivers. Memphis is further, but only one river.)

(367) Jack: (and they already have cards out and everything)

(367) Jack: (class, anyone? opinion?)

(370) Enrique: (US geography is not my strong point sadly. ;_;)

(367) Jack: (maps.google.com is your new friend)

(365) Steve: (Don't look at me. I just work here)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Right then, and into text)) "Steve, look, it's not about the Valkyries, it's about keeping the trucks manned and gunned. Ben's already going to have to come over to this truck to keep it operational, but he can only man one position at a time. Look, worst case scenario, they overpower me and try to hold me hostage. You're in a better position to get me out of it if you're with everyone else. Besides, the more people with me, the harder it's going to get for me to negotiate, it's just that simple."

(367) Jack (whispering): Memphis it is then. Skirting around Nasheville.

(369) arthurtuxedo: The group heads for Memphis, so that they only have to cross a natural barrier once.

(367) Jack: (any way I slice this, I'm talking to myself in Gold. :(

** (365) Steve sat quietly steaming, staring at his shitty hand, thinking of possible rebuttals. Damn him and his logic, nothing he could say made any sense, only on an emotional level. "Fine." **

(369) arthurtuxedo: After about 5 hours on the road, they stop in Nashville to refill. True to the Lexington soldier's word, gasoline is quite scarce the farther inland you go, and the price in Nashville is $25 per gallon, while alcohol fule is $2 per gallon.

** (370) Enrique he listened to the exchanges between Matt and Steve in silence. He was smart enough to realize that this had to be settled between the two men. It was a situation where he would certainly not intervene with his opinions, beliefs and conjectures. If Matt could not convince Steve, then he might throw in his two cents on the matter. However, he felt that Matt had the right idea. If Matt was caught, they would need Steve to break him out of his captivity. If for whatever reason Matt and himself perished, who was left to keep Jack and Penny out of trouble? Now that he had time to think, he was once more uncertain as to the relationship if any between Steve and Penny. Nonetheless, that it existed was beyond reproach and that Penny preferred Steve was not in question. **

(365) Steve: "I fold."

(368) Penny: (mew)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((As per usual ;) ))

(365) Steve: (get bent)

** (370) Enrique said nothing when Steve folded his hand. It was how things should be... **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt had other reasons, other things he was going to say, but he didn't want to bring them up here. Not in front of Enrique, it was something personal to Steve, and it wasn't Matt's business to make it public. "Good. I'll be careful, Steve, I promise."

(369) arthurtuxedo: The refuel costs $100 for both vehicles, a far cry from the gasoline refills that used to cost $550, even at New York prices.

(367) Jack: (bathroom breaks and stretching all around)

(365) Steve: "I'll hold you to that. You stay safe, no matter what happens. I'll be damned if you do anything stupid again."

(369) arthurtuxedo: Nashville is a fairly quiet place, and seems inviting, if a little downbeat, but the group has no time to see the sights, and gets on the road again in short order.

** (370) Enrique glanced towards his right, looking past a window to the fill up prices and blinking. "well, looks like the little modifications are paying for themselves." 100 dollars was change in comparison to what they would have paid in standard gas. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles at the difference in costs. Sure, this stuff disappeared faster than donuts in a staff meeting, but it was hard to argue with the price.

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Gas refill would have been $1,250)

(365) Steve: (holy shnikes)

(370) Enrique: (o.o)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nodded and smiled, "Well, I'll make it the new Mission Statment, how's that?"

(367) Jack: (we could buy our own refinery for that! // who's going to run it kid, you? // you bet! i'm not such a bad refinery worker myself. we don't have to sit here and listen to this!)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((lol))

(365) Steve: (that's great)

** (365) Steve gave him a look that let him know he was serious, and then returned the smile. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: Shortly after the sun goes down, the group pulls into Memphis, not really knowing what to expect. The city is large and thriving, although it seems to be pretty chaotic. There seems to be a buffer zone of about a mile where the city stops and the river of about a mile. A rough estimate would place the population of this city at about 100,000 people.

(367) Jack: (wow, that's not a lot of people)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (*Third sentence should read "There seems to be a buffer zone of about a mile between the city and the river")

(369) arthurtuxedo: (It is when 95% of the population is gone)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Even New York is only a few million)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Are the pirates in the city itself, or are they further along?))

(369) arthurtuxedo: The city does not seem to be controlled by any outside group. In fact, it doesn't seem to be controlled by anyone at all, although it's not in the state of utter anarchy like some areas of New York where no gang is in firm ownership)

(369) arthurtuxedo: There are some guys that seem to be policing, but it seems to be up to each neighborhood to pay some people and give them guns.

(369) arthurtuxedo: Needless to say, places with a lot of businesses and visitors are very well ordered, while other sections of the city are fit only for the truly badass or the truly suicidal

(367) Jack: @r "Think we could find a safe place to rest so we can start early in the morning? I'd rather do what needs doing in the light of day."

(369) arthurtuxedo: (The group is just pulling into the main part of the city, having driven briefly through the outskirts)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: @R "Might not be a bad idea, but we'll have to be more careful here than our last pit stop. Nobody goes out alone, and we'll have regular shifts watching our gear and the trucks. This close to trouble, I don't want to take chances."

(367) Jack: @r "Right, then. Holler if something catches your eye."

(367) Jack: (We look for a place that appears reputable.)

(370) Enrique: "sounds like an adequate set of preparations." He nodded, his eyes sliding carefully over the city as they approached.

(369) arthurtuxedo: Another refueling is in order for $100. Gas is $30 per gallon here.

(367) Jack: (feh! why couldn't we have bought the nuclear powered humvees!)

(367) Jack: (nukular, even!)(

(371) Matthew Guilliard: @R "We'll fuel up first. Then we'll look for a decent place to stay close to the business area."

** (367) Jack double clicks the mic, acknowledging the last transmission **

(365) Steve: @R "I'll take first watch tonight."

(369) arthurtuxedo: Motels dot the landscape here and there. The ones in the central business district are quite pricey, but the group finally finds one in a safe area just outside the downtown with reasonable prices.

(367) Jack: (do they put wafer thin mints on the pillows?)

(365) Steve: (no, just roaches)

(367) Jack: (mmm!)

(365) Steve: (Yeah, they're the big-ass hissing ones. They taste like chicken!)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Is there any sort of view towards the river from the motel?))

(369) arthurtuxedo: (You can request a room with a river view)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, I'll do that then))

** (370) Enrique considered as they found a motel that was right for their needs. When Steve spoke he nodded. "your call." Personally, he did not mind taking some time to relax some more and maybe see some sights before his shift arrived. **

** (367) Jack settles in, making sure to set his watch to alarm when it's time for him to take over guarding the gear. Penny falls fast asleep without a word. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: It is now 10 PM.

** (365) Steve has changed his M8 over to Carbine config for patrol duty. **

(367) Jack: (afk a sec)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt watches the river for a bit, using his glasses to get a better view of it, zooming in, flipping between the UV, Thermal, and Night Vision modes. All the while, he'd check his radio, every so often putting out a call to check on everyone's status. Maybe it was the proximity, or the continued exposure to danger, but he was feeling a little more on edge and protective tonight.

(367) Jack: (or he was contemplating his own mortality and didn't feel like being alone on this, possibly his last night on earth.)

(365) Steve: @R "It's all clear, Matt. Get some sleep, you'll need it."

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Haha, something like that, perhaps :p))

(367) Jack: (jack will take second watch)

(369) arthurtuxedo: Zooming in and scanning in various modes, Matt sees a very impressive military force guarding the river, but it slowly dawns on Matt that there must have been a tremendous battle recently, as many of the vehicles look to have been hit by explosives, there are small craters everywhere, and there are many small fires.

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt frowns and furrows his brow as the realization hits him. He couldn't be sure of the exact time, but he was fairly confident of the cause. The pit in his stomach was growing. The answers could wait until tomorrow, but he was afraid of the answers, and more than ever, he was glad that Steve wouldn't be by his side for this.

(367) Jack: O_o

** (367) Jack 's alarm goes off at the appointed time. Penny barely stirs as Jack slowly rouses himself, gets dressed and heads out to relieve Steve. **

** (367) Jack nods to Steve, mumbling a greeting. It's far too early to be coherent much less civilized. **

(367) Jack: (ben gets a good night's rest, free from the distraction of guarding, well, everything)

** (365) Steve smiles at the disheveled, sleepyheaded Jack. "I'll hang out until you wake up." **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Uneasily, Matt goes to sleep, knowing that he'd need rest for tomorrow. He left his pills on the bedstand, along with a glass of water. It wouldn't do to run around this city in a daze in the morning.

** (370) Enrique made his way to the room that was to be his for the night. He was not taking the first shift, and if he was needed he was certain that someone would try and get in contact with him via radio. He dropped his bag near the bed, closing the door and locking it behind him. He inspected the room, looking for anything that was out of place before he laid down on the bed and closed his eyes. He had been almost loooking forward to a stalk, but now they were here and it was probably for the best. He had asked for a room with a river view and realized that he might as well enjoy it. The lights on his room remained off as he moved near the balcony and settled to watch the body of water. The air was cool, probably in proximity to the waterfront and he smiled faintly. For a second, it almost seemed as if he was on another world... **

** (367) Jack busies himself with inspecting both hummers and all the gear on the trailer. He assures himself that everything is in good order. He alternates sitting on either vehicle and walking around, being sure to scrutinize every shadow and sound that he can. **

(367) Jack: (None Shall Pass.)

** (365) Steve yawned powerfully, and slapped Jack on the back. "I'm off, then. G'night." **

** (367) Jack mutters what can only be "Goodnight" though it doesn't exactly sound like anything particularly human. **

** (370) Enrique time passed slowly and he found himself enjoying the sound of the water as the minutes blended together into a seamless whole. He retreated back into the room, and wasted a bit of time before the television before his watch announced to him that his shift was up. He paused for a moment, considering before he stood from the chair and helped himself to a glass of water. Afterwards, he was heading back downstairs. On his way there, he decided to see how on top of things Jack was and tried to sneak up towards him. One had to know afterall... **

(370) Enrique: (:P)

(370) Enrique: [1d10+20] -> [10,20] = (30)

(367) Jack: (sec)

(370) Enrique: (stealth)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Jesus))

(367) Jack: (what's my counter roll?)

(369) arthurtuxedo: As Steve is walking back, but before he reaches the door, Jack notices a few suspicious figures slinking along in the shadows across the street, seeming to take an unhealthy interest in the hummers. That they are openly carrying weapons does not ease tensions

(367) Jack: (I guess it doesn't matter. 6+8=10 is only 24)

(365) Steve: (do I notice them?)

(367) Jack: (+10=24)

(370) Enrique: (the hell you say. mmm...tasty.)

(367) Jack: (oh, right)

** (367) Jack calls to STeve, in a clearer voice. "Hey Steve." **

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Not unless Jack calls out... nevermind)

** (365) Steve stops and turns. "What's up?" **

(367) Jack: 8D

(370) Enrique (whispering): can I see these guys as I try to sneak up on jack?

** (367) Jack turns to face Steve. **

(367) Jack: Don't look now, but there're some characters who seem to want what we have.

whispering to Enrique, Yes.

** (367) Jack indicates with a slight nod of his head where Steve should look. **

(367) Jack: (what I wouldn't give to have M6 here right now.)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((to end us quickly?))

** (365) Steve pretends to check his watch, but actually aims his wrist camera at the designated spot. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: Enrique notices the men, too, though neither Jack nor Steve notice Enrique.

** (370) Enrique was making good progress on his stalk towards Jack when he came to a stop in mid approach. He came to a stop crouched in nearby shadows and glanced towards their guests. His goggles were slid over his eyes and he utilized their features to good effect. He was particularly interested in their numbers and armament, taking a moment to consider what would be the best approach possible should the need arise to...intervene. **

(365) Steve: (how many? three? more?)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (5 of them. They seem pretty unsavory, and are wearing body armor uniforms and carrying M8 carbines.)

** (365) M6-41 says, "I swear by my pretty floral bonnet, I will end you." **

** (367) Jack clutches his MP5 close. While Steve examines the perps, he moves the switch from "safe" to "3 burst". **

(365) Steve: Satisfied with his look at the group of ne'erdowells, Steve walks over closer to Jack. "Well, we've got plenty of what they need. Assuming that's lead."

** (370) Enrique frowned as he caught sight of the numbers and their armament. Suddenly, his original idea to move in close and deal with them with his pistol was not looking as possible. He considered for a moment before gentling placing down the bag he had been carrying and slowly and carefully unzipping it. He was not moving around inside the motel with his rifle on his back. That was both silly and dangerous. As such he began the process of removing the rifle and slowly sliding in the silencer. After this way done...he would be ready for business. **

(367) Jack: I don't know why they just didn't attack you when they had the chance.

** (367) Jack sighs wearily **

(369) arthurtuxedo: One of the men calls out. "Hey there, strangers. That's a nice truck you got yerself there."

** (367) Jack looks at Steve. Jack could only think of smart ass things to say. **

(365) Steve: "Why thanks. We like it."

** (367) Jack whispers "Very diplomatic. Just what I'd expect from a corpy." **

(369) arthurtuxedo: He scans around as he talks, obviously looking for others hiding in the shadows, but he satisfies himself that Jack and Steve are the only two.

** (365) Steve grins slightly, partially revealing his teeth. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: The man recoils slightly at that, but a quick glance to his friends fills him with confidence again. "You really shouldn't park that out here where everyone can see it."

(367) Jack: (how about I park my foot up your ass)

** (370) Enrique had the rifle in his hands and was slowly sliding the silencer into position when the words began to be heard. His boosted hearing allowing him to listen to the conversation as if he were right alongside Jack and Steve. He smiled thinly, staying within the shadows as he worked. Moments later, rifle in hand he adjusted his position. Moving himself behind the side of a stoop. It would grant him some cover should the lead fly, and allow him to carry out his grim business. The rifle was moved slowly, a familiar shape pressing against his right shoulder as he aimed it towards his targets. He did not fire. Not yet. Perhaps there would be no need... **

** (365) Steve 's smile fades, and he adopts a confused look. "Well, this hotel doesn't have a garage. Why, what's wrong with having it parked here?" **

(369) arthurtuxedo: Enrique observantly notices the barrel of the Para SAW quietly poke out through the blinds in Ben's room, covering the thugs.

(365) Steve: (oh snap!)

(367) Jack: (arriba!)

(370) Enrique: (lol. ^_~)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh dear, I don't think this is going to end well))

(367) Jack: (any bloodbath you can walk away from is a good one)

(369) arthurtuxedo: The men seem very worried, but not about Jack and Steve. After a few whispers, the leader pipes up again. "Look, I'm gunna cut this short. We need one of those, and you ain't in no position to stop us. So git!"

** (367) Jack looks at Steve and laughs **

(369) arthurtuxedo: The men don't seem to know what to do. That wasn't the response they expected.

(370) Enrique: (okay, time for some mild intervention.)

** (365) Steve pretends to be shocked. "Wh- Surely you jest! My good men, these trucks are ours. If you would like to arrange a purchase, perhaps my group and yours can reach an agreement." **

(365) Steve: "We accept cash." Steve smiles broadly, showing all of his teeth.

(367) Jack: (and blood!)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Plenty of that tonight, I'm thinking))

(369) arthurtuxedo: One of the men whispers something to the leader, and the leader nods.

whispering to Enrique, The man whispered "We can't shoot these guys or they'll hear and find us. We gotta do this quiet."

** (370) Enrique was hearing every little thing that was occurring. Frankly, Steve and Jack were doing an admirable job but he did not wish to risk one of these men getting antsy and plugging one of his friends. Ben seemed to be on top of things, and if it came down to murder so be it. He however had a better idea. His rifle tracked, moving away from the head of the apparent leader of the unknowns and settling on his left knee. He waited for a second and then another, his eyes focusing on the target as he took a breath and held it. His right index finger pressed the trigger slightly, the trigger giving way slightly before he pulled past the threshold. His rifle whispered its intentions, the recoil kicking against his shoulder slightly. The armor piercing round covered the distance fro, the rifle to the lead speaker's knee in fractions of a second. "Hello bitch." Enrique thought. **

(370) Enrique: (^_^! hope that works)

(367) Jack: (don't roll a 1)

(370) Enrique: [1d10+20] -> [5,20] = (25)

(369) arthurtuxedo: The stillness of the night is broken by the crack of a supersonic rifle round.

(370) Enrique: [1d10] -> [2] = (2)

** (367) Jack moves reflexively, heading for the nearest cover (hummer?) **

(369) arthurtuxedo: Audio filters reduce is to a reasonable level, but anyone without them will have ringing ears for a minute.

(369) arthurtuxedo: (No severity roll for a called shot, we know what the severity is because we know where it hit :) )

(370) Enrique: (oooh! woot! it was a silenced shot by the way. ^_^)

(369) arthurtuxedo: The man collapses instantly as he screams.

(365) Steve: "Oh, I'm sorry, it appears your attitude rubbed my friends the wrong way," Steve chuckles. "Terribly sorry about that, but I don't think we can work out a deal."

** (367) Jack raises his MP5, sighting in on one hapless ganger. [Bad dice format] - [aiming] **

(369) arthurtuxedo: For some reason, the men don't return fire, but run frantically instead, deserting their spokesman.

(367) Jack: (if they run, they're VC.)

** (370) Enrique nearly beamed at the reaction his intervention elicited. He remained unmoving however, uncertain if this was a genuine retreat or something else entirely. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt stays asleep through the first shot, his body overriding his brain's desire to get up easily. However, his sleep becomes even more restless, and he begins to toss and turn violently.

** (365) Steve 's smile and jocular attitude disappears. He covers the downed man with his rifle, and slowly moves forward. "You move, and you die. Your friends come back, you die, and so do they. Understand me so far?" **

(369) arthurtuxedo: The leader, in his wounded state of mind, brings his rifle up to fire as soon as he is able. Ben lets loose.

(369) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 11] -> [8,17,-11] = (14)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sugah, you just went and did the dumbest thing in your life))

(369) arthurtuxedo: In the burst of 6 shots, all 6 hit.

(367) Jack: (mmm, ground meat! burgers for everyone!)

(369) arthurtuxedo: The man's armor slows the rounds, but do not stop them, and he goes down in a heap.

(370) Enrique: (ewwww.)

** (365) Steve strides forward, placing the barrel of his rifle at the back of the man's head. A double tap later, he brings his rifle back up, and scans in the direction the others ran off to. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: The others don't come back. Soon, people watch from their balconies and their windows in detached interest.

** (367) Jack rises from his position. "Well, they certainly were friendly." **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Clean up, aisle twelve! Pendajo in a body bag))

(365) Steve: "Sorry to wake you folks, just a little misunderstanding. It's over now, go back to sleep."

** (367) Jack looks up to the window where Ben was staying. He gives Ben a wave. **

** (370) Enrique winced slightly as the man on the floor made an effort to shoot his gun, a moment later a series of shots landed upon him and he was quite obviously dead. He felt a moment of irritation at the fact that the man had been so foolish. Still, it was nice not to feel responsible for his death. His head turned, glancing around the area almost expecting a return of those that had ran. When their expected return did not materialize he shrugged and stood from his corner, rifle in hand. He walked towards Jack and Steve, speaking softly. "figures that the one time I decide to be merciful, the bastards spits on my generosity." He glaned towards the window where Ben had been and waves as Jack does so. A moment later, he smiled cheerfully. "gentlemen, I am willing to releave you now." **

(369) arthurtuxedo: Ben waves back, but a few seconds later everyone hears the sounds of a few vehicles approaching at high speed.

(365) Steve: "Here comes the cavalry."

(367) Jack: Yay?

** (367) Jack takes a position near the entrance to the lobby of the hotel. **

** (365) Steve shoots Jack a look. "I'm thinking nay." **

(367) Jack: Why do they always want to do things the hard way? Why not just once, JUST ONCE!, when you shoot their leader they stay scattered like the cockroaches they are.

(369) arthurtuxedo: Three armored pickup trucks approach, each with extended flatbeds full of troops dressed just like the dead man, but they don't seem hostile in the slightest. The lead truck pulls up, and the passenger looks at the group, and then at the dead man. Nobody has weapons ready.

** (365) Steve nods to Enrique. "Thanks." He looks to Ben's window and give the thumbs up. **

** (367) Jack relaxes **

(369) arthurtuxedo: "Who the fuck are you guys?" The leader asks directly.

(365) Steve: (A traveling band of clowns. Happy, funny clowns)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((We're BATMAN))

(367) Jack: We're Jehovah's fucking Witnesses. Who the fuck are you? (ha ha!)

(365) Steve: "Us? We're nobody. Just passing through."

** (370) Enrique frowned a moment later, his jovial expression turning sour. "shit. guess that was a bit premature no?" A moment later, the pickup trucks are approaching and he does not have the sort of time that he needs to set up. Steve managed to speak before he did, so he settled to listening for a moment while salvaging whatever he could from the situation. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: "Very funny. Well, doesn't matter. You killed that deserter piece of shit, so I guess we owe you one. Where'd his friends go?"

(365) Steve: "That way." He points.

** (367) Jack points to the left and the right, indicating everywhere. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah, here's a shock, they ran like roaches after the light's turned on :p))

(369) arthurtuxedo: One of the men in the flatbed hollars "Found one!" and the three pickups race off toward the runners.

(365) Steve: "Hey, wait a second!...Damn. Did he just say they owed us one? I wonder if they could help us cross the bridge."

** (367) Jack watches as the soldiers drive off. **

** (367) Jack shrugs **

(367) Jack: Are you going to chase them down?

(365) Steve: "No. You can try, if you want."

** (367) Jack looks to where the trucks disappeared into the night. "Nah. I don't think he wanted a commited relationship." **

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Everybody should have been awaken by Ben's burst and Steve's double-tap, even if they slept through Enrique's knee shot)

(365) Steve: (What kinds of armor and weapons does the dead deserter have? Is it tradable?)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((even with the Heavy sleeper flaw))

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((?))

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Oh, well maybe not)

(367) Jack: (Penny has a +8 to sleep)

** (370) Enrique blinked as the trucks drove off almost as quickly as they came. "well, that is that." he had caught the exchange, glanciing towards Steve for a moment. "Maybe we will see him again when we try and cross." He shrugged. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah, don't worry, it'll make Matt's little dream even worse))

(370) Enrique: ((o.O))

(367) Jack: (ay, papi)

(365) Steve: "I dunno, Jack. He gave you the once over. I think he liked you." Steve grins slyly.

(370) Enrique: (X_X!! si! es my grande!}}

(369) arthurtuxedo: The deserter's equipment is pretty good. He's carrying an M8 in carbine configuration and wearing some decent body armor.

(367) Jack: (if a bit ... er .. used)

** (367) Jack looks at Steve out of the corner of his eye **

(369) arthurtuxedo: He's also carrying a walkie-talkie, some spare mags, and two frag grenades.

(367) Jack: (add ++ grinning slightly)

** (365) Steve chuckles. **

(367) Jack: I guess we can add this to our collection. 'Tis better to receive and all that.

(369) arthurtuxedo: But as good as his equipment was, his training was obviously not up to match. His actions were like those of a thug, not a soldier.

** (365) Steve grabs the walkie talkie and thumbs the switch. "Check check. Paging morons. Come on back, over." **

(370) Enrique: "might as well use it. He won't be needing it." He paused for a moment. Aware that the entire situation had not allowed him to sneak up on Jack and mayhaps place him in a headlock. It would have been...a growing experience.

(367) Jack: (a two bit thug)

(367) Jack: O_o

(371) Matthew Guilliard: (("Are you going to kill me?" "Only if you say the word 'monkey'. Now, tell me something useful."))

(369) arthurtuxedo: The group loads up the man's equipment in the trailer for now. The rest of the night passes uneventfully, barring some gunfire as each of the other four deserters are found and executed.

** (365) Steve thumbs the switch again. "Little Bird, this is Big Bird, what's your status? Over." **

(365) Steve: (aww)

(367) Jack (whispering): marcao and I will be working on a story that happens between the end of this event and the morning hours. it'll be between penny and enrique

whispering to Jack, Sweet

(365) Steve: (Brace for impact!!)

** (370) Enrique was thankful that the rest of the night proved to be uneventful. He took the time to carry out his watch to the best of his ability and once that was over, he concentrated on personal concerns. **

(367) Jack: (there'll be a retcon to that line for the Big Story)

(365) Steve: (hurm. not much of an impact)

(365) Steve: (oh good)

(365) Steve: (kinda why I said that)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Retcon what when where how? o_O *confused*))

(370) Enrique: (lol)

(367) Jack: (well, it was going to be a surprise...)

(370) Enrique: (I still find it funny that the first person I try not to kill, decides to go and get himself killed. *tsks* baad monkey! *scolds the corpse*)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well, I could wait, I'm just lost now.))

(367) Jack: (Marcao and I will be working on a special project this week.)

(365) Steve: (woot)

(370) Enrique: (!^_^!)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ah, okay.))

(369) arthurtuxedo: The group is greeted in the morning with a sight no one had seen since New York. This city actually has newspapers, and they are provided with the rooms. The headlines today are of particular interest to the group.

(367) Jack: (it may or may not involve head locking, but it won't include jack)

(369) arthurtuxedo: "Corporations Attack Memphis!" is the title of one. "Battle on the Mississippi" reads another.

(367) Jack: (Jehovah's Witnesses Take Over City!)

(369) arthurtuxedo: Apparently the corporate convoy passed this way just recently, and didn't take kindly to being asked for donations.

(367) Jack: (fuck me)

** (370) Enrique was surprised that newspapers are available in the city. His copy brought within the room in the morning shortly after he woke up. He scanned the headlines, looking for anything that caught his attention. The Battle of the Mississipi immediately caught his fancy considering their present location and the strewn wreckage he had seen in the water. He did not like what he saw,,, **

(365) Steve: (Well alright. So they took care of the pirates, but they're also in the lead)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt pulls himself out of bed, opening up his bottle of pills and takes a single pill, washing it down with a rice cake and a gulp of water. His morning routine from that point on is rather standard, until he sees the paper.

** (367) Jack steps over the folded newspaper thinking it's nothing more than someone else's trash. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: The articles mention that the corporates used artillery, tanks, and killer robots. (Although a journalist is likely to label any armored tracked vehicle as a tank)

** (370) Enrique sat down on the edge of his bed and read the story carefully, his mind working on what the information meant for their own long term goals. "shit." He did not like what he read, the opposition seemed to be more significant than he had anticipated. He could deal with flesh and blood, but a sniper was useless against armor. He continued to read, each line adding to the sense of dread that was building within him. Suddenly, the enormity of their task was clearly before them and whatever doubts he had pushed beneath the surface began to claw their way once more to the forefront. Could they really do this? Maybe. Maybe not. Either way he had to try. He was committed. The realization did little to bring him comfort. He saw his death in California... **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Upon reading the headline, the pit in Matt's stomach grew and weighed more than it ever had before. He felt as though his pill were burning a hole in his stomach, despite the rice cake. He knew it was them. He knew it, and he cursed the town for having a damned newspaper to announce it. On the one hand, it was useful information to have, with the amount of detail that went into the article, but now everyone would know, and that would make his job just that much harder, even after the river. Commiting the article to memory, Matt packs his things and begins to mentally prepare himself for today, for dealing with the group, and for dealing with the pirates.

** (367) Jack enjoys a calm and worry free continental breakfast, consisting of one donut, one cinnamon roll and all the orange juice he can drink. **

** (365) Steve took the paper with him to read over his morning coffee. He was feeling good after last night. Really good. The group was clicking. They were still rebels, but maybe not scum. No, not scum, people. People who he could fight alongside, possibly depend on. Possibly. Then he opened the paper and saw the headline. He read a bit, then looked up at Jack, mouth agape, then continued reading. **

(365) Steve: "This is bad."

(370) Enrique: (next time, I am going straight for the sports section.)

(367) Jack: What's that?

(365) Steve: He reread the article quickly. "This is no good at all." He showed Jack the headline.

** (367) Jack reads the headline. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((BRB, bathroom))

** (367) Jack takes a minute to think about it before realizing what it meant. **

** (367) Jack slumps back in his chair, without words to express how he felt. While they hadn't outright failed, their taks had just become immeasurably harder. **

** (365) Steve rests his chin on his hand. "Now I remember why I thought this trip was a bad idea." **

** (368) Penny roused herself. Jack had long since headed down for his breakfast. She looked around the room. At first she thought maybe something was missing. After careful examination she saw that everything was accounted for. Still, she couldn't shake the feeling that... that what? That something wasn't right. Before arriving in Memphis she'd felt that something malevolent was on the horizon but that wasn't all that unusual. In the course of one evening whatever had been hovering on the horizon had made giant strides to make itself known. She couldn't be sure what it was. All she could sense was that it was bad. Very, very bad. **

(368) Penny: (bombs away!)

(365) Steve: (bad, very bad, uh oh!)

** (367) Jack shook himself "No kidding," he said before going back to being distressed. **

(369) arthurtuxedo: A short time later everyone is at the breakfast table.;

** (368) Penny readied herself for what was going to be a long day. She set her hat in its place and stepped out the door. She opened the door and that's when the other shoe dropped. She eventually made her way to lobby and then to where everyone was congregating. She wished there was something she could do to lift the gloomy mood. As it was she wasn't in much of a cheery mood, much less a cheering up mood. **

(368) Penny: (hmph!)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Back))

** (370) Enrique was sitting down on the table and looked around those gathered. "By the somber expressions, I take it we all got our hands on the local paper?" His tone was neutral, hiding his own doubts beneath a layer of professionalism. **

(365) Steve: "Yeah. Very interesting read, that."

** (367) Jack simply nods in response. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "It doesn't change the fact that we still have to cross the river. The pirates might have gotten hammered by the corps, but there will be more, we can bet on that. As for the corps, well, they're another problem, but on the upside, they don't know about us yet. We can use that to our advantage for the time being."

(365) Steve: Until we get to California, that is. "Right. Advantage. For the time being."

(367) Jack: It could be worse. They could already have the codes they need.

(367) Jack: ...

(365) Steve: (I'm burnt)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Deathstalker is incoming)

(367) Jack: (hide! everyone hide!)

(365) Steve: (hit the dirt!!)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Should we try and do the river crossing in the next 20 minutes, or leave that until next week? I wasn't really planning any surprises, so it could be done in 20 minutes)

(457) Deathstalker (enter): 17:09

(367) Jack: sure'

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Heyo)

** (370) Enrique considered for a moment before he spoke. "I agree with Matt, if we have any intention on completing our objective we have to keep going." Of course, the remained that if anyone had reconsidered. Now was the time to bring that to light. Getting to California was not the problem. The problem was once there to get the codes before teh corporates, or take them from their possession withought passing to the other side. **

(367) Jack: (I can give it that)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods, sipping a cup of coffee. He didn't seem quite as eager to consume it this morning as he did yesterday, but the drink helped calm his nerves a little.

(365) Steve: (either way, don't matter)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sure, sounds good. Heya Deathstalker))

(370) Enrique: (heya! ^_^)

(365) Steve: (What up, DS?)

(457) Deathstalker: ((Who did I off?))

(367) Jack: (sup ds. lucky bastard, you're not even here and you get to kill people)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((A deserter))

(365) Steve: (yeah, some douchebag deserter)

(457) Deathstalker: (9THought you guys would be done!)

(457) Deathstalker: (I'll read the chat later)

(369) arthurtuxedo: (The situation is that the group is sitting around the breakfast table discussing an article in the city's newspaper. The corporate convoy apparently blasted their way through to the other side of the river the day before.)

(460) Deathstalker (enter): 17:11

(367) Jack: that sucked

(365) Steve: (we're currently a bunch of morose mother fuckers right here)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, once we're done here, we'll go through with the plan, just like we discussed before. Let's hope they're more eager to rebuild than to get meaningless revenge."

(367) Jack: "Yeah," Jack says distantly.

(457) Deathstalker (exit): 17:12

(367) Jack: o_O

(367) Jack: (In or out, man!)

(461) Deathstalker (enter): 17:13

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ouch))

(461) Deathstalker: (is it just me or is everyone getting disconned?)

(367) Jack: (just you)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Just you))

(365) Steve: (just you)

(369) arthurtuxedo: It doesn't take long to get the trucks prepped. Soon, the plan is ready to be put into motion. Matt and Enrique climb onto the dirtbike, and the rest of the group stays in the trucks, keeping watch. Before they get into visual range, Enrique disembarks to keep watch on the proceedings.

(460) Deathstalker (exit): 17:13

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Stereophonic!)

(367) Jack: (hydromatic!)

(365) Steve: (Sledge-o-matic!!)

Attempting to assign the role of PLAYER to (461) Deathstalker...

** (370) Enrique settled on a spot that allowed him a crisp line of sight to Matt and settled in to wait. The vegitation around him offered him significant cover and he was relatively certain that his presence remained unknown. He watched closely, editing out most of the normal sounds of his surroundings. It was in Matt's hands now. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt approaches the river on the bike, wearing much more casual clothes than most corps would ever wear. The helmet, his glasses, an undershirt, his vest, some ragged sneakers, and a pair of jeans. Nothing fancy. He knew that these pirates would hate anything even remotely smelling like a corp, much less looking like one. As he approached, he looked for any tell tale signs of life or awaiting death.

(371) Matthew Guilliard: (vest being his ballistic one, of course)

(369) arthurtuxedo: As Matt approaches, he identifies the source of the small fires he saw as bodies. Hundreds of their compatriots' bodies are burning, and the majority of the gang seems to be busy rebuilding fortifications and moving salvageable vehicle wrecks. They seem actuely aware that another road gang could devastate them right now, and perhaps take over as tollmen of the river.

(369) arthurtuxedo: Soon, Matt finds the right person to talk to

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hey, let's take over! We'll ambush the corpies on their way back, and in the meantime, we'll live like kings!))

(369) arthurtuxedo: "You want passage?" The man blurts out without preamble.

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "Yeah, I do. Got some people I want to get across, what can I do to make it worth your while?"

(369) arthurtuxedo: "Five thousand clams, no less. We need the money to rebuild all this fuckin' damage." He attempts to convey through body language that he doesn't want to negotiate.

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((How much money is left in the kitty at this point?))

** (365) Steve grits his teeth. Five thousand bucks, what a ripoff artist. "We ought to give em 5000 bullets." **

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Looks like the total amount spent so far has been about 2 grand, so there's still quite a bit left. 38k, I think)

(371) Matthew Guilliard: Matt whistles, "Ouch. Don't suppose some guns might lighten that load, would it?" ((Argumentation, bonus for voicebox?))

(461) Deathstalker: **"I wonder if there is a discount for a round trip ticket?"

(369) arthurtuxedo: He scratches his chin. "If they're in good condition, we'll take 100 off for each pistol. 250 for each rifle. Give or take, of course."

** (367) Jack winces at the mention of the price. On the plus side, it sounds like they're only interested in money and not revenge on just anyone. **

(371) Matthew Guilliard: "Sounds good. Here, I brought up a sample of what they're like, you can look 'em over yourself," Matt takes the guns, wrapped in a blanket, off of the motorcycle, and lays them out on the nearest flat surface, the ground if there's not a table nearby. "Look 'em over, I figure we can have nice mix of guns and cash set up for you when the rest of my crew comes along."

(371) Matthew Guilliard: ((Shotgun and pistol in the blanket, btw))

(369) arthurtuxedo: (Cool, we'll decide on the forum what the mix will be, as for now...)

(369) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 11 * * *

(1225) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 12 Start * * *

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Matt had negotiated a price to cross the river of 5 thousand clams, minus 100 for every traded pistol and 250 for every traded rifle

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt makes the call back to the rest of the group, letting them know what to get ready. Since everything seems to be on the up and up, he lets the group know to pick up Enrique on their way.

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Everyone cool with 5 pistols and 2 rifles to help bring the cost down to 4,000?))

(1227) Steve: (nah, we'll leave him in the bushes)

(1227) Steve: (:thumbs up:)

(1228) Penny: ;_;

(1215) Jack: (works for me)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Meanwhile at the trucks, Ben is wrapping up his gear in his poncho, and tying two empty water cans to the sack.

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (works for me as well.)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((for the rifles, I'm thinking one Carbine and one Shotgun))

(1225) arthurtuxedo: He then ties empty cans to each corner of the trailer and puts on a life jacket. Then he ties his equipment to the roof of Gold

(1215) Jack: (I can dig it)

(1227) Steve: (Did the army take the bridge out or something?)

** (1215) Jack slides into the passenger seat of Gold. **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (The bridge is FUBAR, they're using ferries)

** (1228) Penny starts the engine, checking the gages for normality before engaging the transmission and heading towards the bridge. **

(1228) Penny: (waiting for ds to board, of course)

(1227) Steve: (Ah, I see)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt turns back to the man in charge, "All right, we've got it all sorted. Two trucks will be coming in soon with the rest of my group, they'll have the rest of the payment with them when they get here."

** (1227) Steve starts up Silver's engine and drives off towards where he last saw Enrique. **

** (1228) Penny makes a clucking sound over the radio **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Ben boards the gunner's nest

(1228) Penny: (for a brief second, I thought that said 'hoards the gunner's nest)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Enrique boards the hummer as it comes alongside him, and the trucks soon arrive.

** (1215) Jack watches the soldiers carefully, not trusting them very much. **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The guy talking to Matt let's out a slow whistle and glares at Matt. "Hell, if I knew you were rollin' around in that, I'd have charged ya twice as much!"

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz was pleased that an arrangement had been arrived at adequately and took a moment to relax a moment after boarding the hummer. His rifle was on his lap as if it belonged there however. **

(1215) Jack: (getting beverage)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles slyly, "Well, as it is, let me get the rest of what you did charge me." With that, he moves to collect the rest of the payment, taking care not to damage any of the guns. When he's done, he presents it to the leader. "Here you go, four thousand, plus a nice little arsenal. Hope that helps you out man."

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The man grumbles and mumbles "Yeah, yeah, yeah...". He gives the signal and points the group toward the ferry.

(1228) Penny (whispering): (anyone giving us the eye? or in Penny's case the mind?)

** (1227) Steve waits for Matt to board, not willing to relinquish driving priveleges just yet. "Enrique, think you can handle the gun?" **

whispering to Penny, A lot of the grunts are. But they know that their leaders would be pissed if they attacked paying customers, so they hold it in check.

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Steve for a moment and nodded. "not as well as my rifle, but I can probably pull it off." His voice was sincere, waiting for the opportunity to take the pintle mount before doing so. **

(1227) Steve: (I thought it was the other way around?)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (I thought Gold pulled the trailer and Silver had the .50)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods and walks back to the truck, secretly wanting to try and help the pirates out more. It was strange, they were opprotunistic vampires, sucking on whatever they could get to survive, to rule by strength, but were the corporations that caused all this destruction any better? The dream he had last night made him almost want to stay, to help rebuild, to lead a simpler life, but he couldn't, not now. He couldn't abandon his goal just because of bad night's sleep. Matt climbs back into the truck and lets Steve drive on to the ferry. "Let's go."

(1227) Steve: (Shit, I dunno. I could have sworn Penny was driving lead)

(1228) Penny: (it'd be much easier to write Au and Ag)

(1227) Steve: (not that it matters, really)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((chem geek :p))

(1227) Steve: (yeah, screw you and your chemistry bullshit)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (lol)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Chemistry Geeks do it periodically on the table))

(1215) Jack: (bwaha!)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (That's pretty funny)

** (1215) Jack doesn 't admit he had it backwards **

(1227) Steve: (Yeah, but economists do it with models)

(1228) Penny: (rogues do it from behind)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The trucks board the ferry, which takes the short trip to the other side, and opens the doors upon reaching the other bank. The whole ordeal probably cost the pirates 10 or 20 dollars.

** (1227) Steve follows Penny off the ferry. **

(1215) Jack: @r "You know, we probably should have asked one of them if they knew what Dallas was like.

(1215) Jack: Lot of help I am, Mr. Minute too Late Idea Man.

(1227) Steve: @R "They probably would have charged us for it."

(1215) Jack: @r "Surely silver-tongued Satan could have gotten the info from them.

** (1215) Jack closes his quotes with an unholy vengeance **

** (1227) Steve lights a cigarette and puffs away, waiting on further instructions. **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt leans back in the passenger seat, letting out a sigh of relief. One obstacle down, but plenty more to go. Still, it was amazing that they had made it this far as it was. Not bothering to sit up and grab a radio, Matt mutters to the rest of the truck, "Dallas might not be a bad idea, though I don't exactly like the idea of trudging through the desert in the southwest, it's probably going to be pretty bleak down that way."

(1228) Penny (whispering): (I know Penny wasn't "listening" but could she hear that? You know ::points at his brain:: ?

whispering to Penny, Not unless she was scanning him

(1228) Penny (whispering): feh!

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The trucks roll along through the countryside. After a few hours, the city of Little Rock comes into view.

** (1215) Jack fidgits in his chair trying to burn off excess energy. **

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: "I don't particularly care which route we take as long as we get to our destination, ideally as quickly as possible. The corporates are in front of us, and I don't think that all of us are going to manage to wrestle what we want after it is on their hands." He shrugged. "A little heat never killed anyone."

(1215) Jack: (It's the dead of winter, almost. Heat is a non issue)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: (Heat's not so much what I'm worried about, but rather lack of fuel/food/water/enclaves of humanity)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10] -> [1] = (1)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10] -> [8] = (8)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10] -> [1] = (1)

(1215) Jack: (we can always start our own enclave.)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: (Penny will have to be very busy.)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Jack, Ben, Enrique, and Steve notice a small flying object approaching the trucks once the group gets within about 15 miles of the city

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.O)

(1215) Jack: (She's been pimped before, it's nothing new.)

(1215) Jack: What the fuck is that?

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz frowned. "What is that?" His tone was flat, concentrating on the object. **

(1215) Jack: @r You guys see that thing?

** (1228) Penny cranes her neck trying to find what everyone else seems to se so easily **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The first person to put a scope or binoculars on it sees quite clearly what it is. It's a hoverbot. As far as anyone in the group knows, only Patriot Arms makes them.

** (1215) Jack (spits!) **

(1215) Jack: (how far away is it?)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "What, what is it? What's going on?"

(1225) arthurtuxedo: But anyone viewing it notices that there are small differences. The Patriot Arms insignia has been scratched off, and a loudspeaker appears to have been added to it. It still has the sensor sweet, rotor blades, and .30 caliber machinegun. It is about 200 meters away and closing rapidly.

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz frowned after he took the time to utilize the proper tools. "hoverbot." He had seen their kind before. "Patriot Arms make more than likely." As far as he was aware, the design was the baby of that particular corporation. **

(1215) Jack: (suite)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (I don't proofread before hitting enter :) )

(1215) Jack: (unless it's a really really good sensor package, then I guess sensor SWEET! could be used.)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: "are we going to let it come close or are we going to try and shoot it?" He was not very thrilled with either prospect. The drone was an unknown to him, which made any decision to be decided a group affair. Where the going to play it safe and shoot it out of the sky or let it do its thing in the hope that it would not rake the vehicles with machinegun fire?

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Can I see that the logo's been scratched off?))

(1227) Steve: "I don't think we have anything that could take it down. We're sitting ducks."

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Matt still hasn't spotted what everyone is talking about.

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay))

** (1215) Ben observes the drone carefully through the binoculars. **

(1215) Ben: @r "It's not a Patriot Arms bot. At least, their logo has been removed."

(1227) Steve: @R "Then maybe it's not hostile."

(1215) Ben: @r "I recommend halting the caravan until we know what this thing intends."

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The way it jinks and weaves, it would be very difficult to shoot out of the sky. It comes within 100 meters and keeps getting closer. Matt and Penny have now spotted it. Those who know hoverbots might breathe a sigh of relief at this. Hoverbots always open fire at 100 meters if they consider someone hostile

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz stopped breathing when the drone neared the one hundred meter mark. At any moment he expected a hail of deadly machinegun fire to be spit in their direction. When it did not happen, he exhaled softly. **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: As the bot comes within 100 meters, Matt sees it and raises an eyebrow. Not exactly standard procedure for hoverbots. "All right, let's stop for the moment, lets see what they want."

** (1227) Steve brings the hummer to a stop at the side of the road. **

** (1228) Penny halts the vehicle, taking the opportunity to stare at the hoverbot. She'd never seen one this close. **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The strange robot stops and hovers once it comes within spitting distance of the trucks. Suddenly, a very human voice booms over its loudspeaker. "Welcome to Little Rock, visitors!"

** (1228) Penny smiles broadly, without thinking she blurts out to the hoverbot "Howdy!" **

** (1215) Jack lets out an exasperated sigh. **

** (1227) Steve rolls up his window to vainly try and save his hearing. **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "Sorry about the welcome, but we like to keep ourselves protected. Who are you all affiliated with?"

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt leans out the window and smiles, "That's one hell of a welcome wagon you've got there! Gave us a bit of a scare. My name's James, James Holbrook. Who might I be talking to here?"

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((*kicks marcao* James, got it? ;p))

(1215) Jack: (I'm waiting for Matt to start using tv characters. "My name is Ben, Ben Cartwright!)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((I was tempted for James Teekirk, but I relented))

(1227) Steve: (or Apu Nahasapeemapetalon)

(1215) Jack: (Thank you! Come again!)(

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "This is Lieutenant Dan Wilson. Those are some pristine vehicles you've got there, James. Who are you affiliated with?"

(1215) Jack: (I'm thinkin you better answer him quick like.)

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz exited the humvee a moment after it had pulled over, but unlike the others he chose the time to hang back and lean against the vehicle. He watched the precedings closely. Matt bullshitted a new name now, and he made an effort to try and remember it. Penny seemed to be in one of her usual cheerful moods, his eyes lingering on her back for only a moment before concentrating on the drone itself. **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "Well Lieutenant, we're not affiliated with anyone right now, kind of just looking out for our own skins at the moment. Been one hell of a trip though, let me tell you."

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The lieutenant lets out a slightly confused "Huh...", then "Well, where are you headed?"

** (1228) Penny adds an emphatic "I tell you what!" in an attempt to bolster Matt - er - James' credibility. **

(1227) Steve: (Cal-i-four-nigh-ay!)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "Out as far west as our trucks will hold out, man. Probably end up in some nice corner of nowhere, but hey, gotta try, right?"

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "Yeah, I guess so. Well, we've got a "No Weapons" policy here in town, so when you come in, make sure your guns ain't manned and you ain't armed when you get outta your vehicles."

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((I feel like an outlaw trying to make it to the gold rush :p))

** (1227) Steve instinctively checks his shoulder holster. **

** (1215) Jack mutters under his breath "What kind of podunk shit town are we headed into?" He looks at Penny out of the corner of his eye. "You behave, you hear me?" **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "Sure thing Lieutenant, we don't want any trouble," Matt smiles and gives a thumbs up to the drone.

** (1228) Penny rolls her eyes. "I'm always being haved." **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "See you in town." The last word fades away as the hoverbot hauls back toward the town.

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz frowned for a moment at the no weapons policy and considered the likelyhood of being able to smuggle his pistol at least. He felt naked without at least a handgun to keep him company, and while he did possess a damned good knife, he preferred not to get that personal in a combat situation. His eyes slid towards Steve as he checked his shoulder holster and nearly smiled. Ah, so he was not the only one. The exchange between Jack and Penny met with a grin. He doubted Penny would comply with that request. A moment later, the hoverbot was heading back towards the town and he was climbing into the humvee once more. **

** (1228) Penny puts the truck in drive and continues down the road into Little Rock. **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt sighs lightly as he gets back in the truck. @R"All right folks, you heard the man. Leave your hardware in the trucks and keep off the guns as we come in, let's get in and out without a fuss. We're on a schedule."

** (1227) Steve follows Penny into town. **

(1215) Jack: (time of day? google says it's a 7 hour trip in modern conditions)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: As the group approaches the city, they are greeted with a fairly small place, but fairly well ordered and built up. It looks like a town of 25,000 or so people, and the streets bustle. The streets have been repaved, and new buildings have been put up since the revolution, making the city look almost like a small town 25 years ago. Commerce seems to be doing well, and alcohol-powered cars and trucks, many looking newly built, cruise the streets. All this is possible because of a fairly impressive collection of military hardware. A lot of it looks new and corporate, like the hoverbot, and one wonders how they wound up with so much New York corporate gear way out here.

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (My google says 2 hours)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (aoooo. we pause here?)

(1215) Jack: (shoot. I should be fired. 7 hours memphis to dallas NEVERMIND)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (It's about 11 AM)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((*Shoots Jack* Consider that your termination notice))

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (aaah woo!)

(1227) Steve: (Time for a drink! ;)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (my bad)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Approaching the gate, the group is waved through. "Y'all stayin' long?" Asks the guard.

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looks around curiously. This was a very strange place, and he wanted to know more, but this was just a breezethrough stop. Get some gas, maybe some food and water, then continue on their way. Still, it wouldn't hurt to ask some questions, and figure out where they should go from here.

(1228) Penny: (we could be in mexico in a couple of days)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "Nah, just passing through most likely. Nice place you got here."

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz admired what he saw of the city about them genuinely surprised at what he saw. He took the time to secure his rifle within the humvee. His attention then turning to his pistol as he considered his course of action. He could likely smuggle it, but if he was stopped or if he was part of an altercation, it might look bad. Considering their track record and the fact, that he was going to help himself to a drink or two...or three, it might be prudent to leave that behind as well. One thing seemed certain however, the town had a great deal of promise. **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Shame if something were to happen to it.))

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: ((lol))

** (1228) Penny marvels at the bustling little town. The streets were paved and the cars were new and shiny-like. **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The gate guard casually asks. "You know anything about that big buncha corporates that came through here last night? Whole gaggle of them."

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "Left about 2 hours ago. Got real pissed when they saw our hoverbots."

** (1215) Jack thinks "Holy fucking hell!" **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt frowns slightly, "Corpies? Whole bunch of 'em? Damn. Heard about some big ruckus they made on the big river, caused a lot of damage from what I heard. Wonder what they're doing out this way. Any of them say anything in particular?"

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "But they bought a lot of gas and food, so we didn't bother 'em. Not like we coulda..."

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "Nah. Not a one of 'em would say one damn word. And they were all covered head to toe in this black, rubbery armor, so we couldn't even see their faces."

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "They just had one guy that did all the talkin'. Suit and tie fella."

** (1228) Penny gets totally creeped out by the guard's description **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "Figures, probably the only one of them with a personality. Probably programmed, you know, heard they do some crazy things with people. Any idea which way they went? Don't enjoy the idea of a chance encounter with them out on the road."

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz did what he could to stay on top of the developments as they happened. The revelation about the head to toe armor was unexpected and he could not come to a satisfactory answer. Biological/Chemical protection? Maybe the entire corporate squad were obvious genefreaks? He had no real basis from which to form an opinion yet but so far, the more he knew about the corporate convoy the less he liked it. **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "Well, there's only one good way West, i40, and that's the way they went."

(1225) arthurtuxedo: He gestures to the Northwest.

** (1215) Jack traces route 40 on the map with his finger. It heads right into Oklahoma City. He grimaces knowing that's one place they didn't want to go. **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt grimaced and shook his head, "Well hell, that's real nice. Some luck I've got today." Matt rubs the bridge of his nose, pushing up his glasses, "Thanks for the heads up man, 'preciate it. Don't suppose you know what the cities are like out west, do you?"

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Dallas is looking better and better))

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "Well, Oklahoma is one of the only places you'll still find towns and villages. The whole territory is controlled by the Dell-York corporation, you see, and they patrol the borders. But it can be real bad there, a lot of the places don't have running water or electricity, and there's gangs and militias all over the place. The City is for corporates only over there. But the Union operates there. They're the ones that sold us a lot of our gear.

(1228) Penny: (of course it does, it's my home town!)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "The Union? What's that?"

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "Then, of course, Texas an' New Mexico an' Arizona are off-limits to Americans now, but you musta already known about that..." He hears Matt's question. "Arms dealers, big time ones."

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Great, if we go south, Enrique would have to be our fast-talker...))

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: ((LOL))

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "Anti-corporate, or do they work with them somehow?"

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (Note: Nobody in the group had heard anything about the goings-on in Texas)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: "They don't like Dell-York and vice versa, but they mostly leave each other alone for the time bein'."

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: [1d100] -> [89] = (89)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah, but he has such a shiney impression of us right now, I'd hate to tarnish it.))

(1227) Steve: (What happened in Texas?)

(1215) Jack: (Presently, I surmise that we're all sitting in a creek consisting of shit without any means to propel ourselves.)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (You don't know yet)

(1227) Steve: (oh. I see. Shit fuck)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((We'll ask around when we resupply))

(1227) Steve: (I'm looking at the map, and Jack's right. We're humped)

(1215) Jack: (I mean, we could try and slip through one or the other, but the free ride now appears to be at a serious middle)

(1227) Steve: (I wonder if the Union deals in those fancy full body armor suits. We could pass as corpies...)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: "Gotcha. Thanks for the heads up again, man, been a big help," Matt waves and motions to the group to move into the city. It was time to get more supplies and get ready to move on, they could try and get more information while they were restocking on the basics.

(1215) Jack: (I'm thinking they won't give us the time of day, let alone armor)

** (1228) Penny drives on in. **

** (1228) Penny keeps her eyes open for a gasohol station, reasonbly priced - and clean. **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Fuel costs $75, and lunch amounts to $20.

(1228) Penny: (afk a sec)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: During the restocking process, Matt tries to gather as much information as he can, trying to be as subtle as he can in the process. Specifically, trying to find out about the fall of the Southwest, the situation with Dell-York and the Union, and anything he could get beyond that.

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Manipulation?))

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Sure, that'd be a good one

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+8+9] -> [3,8,9] = (20) another +1 for voicebox, if that factors in.

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Matt finds out quite a bit.

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Knowledge is power, baby!))

(1225) arthurtuxedo: 1) Apparently, two years ago, Texas was overtaken and annexed by Mexico.

(1215) Jack: (I thought knowing was half the battle.)

(1215) Jack: (again)

(1227) Steve: (that too)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Mexico was in a state of political turmoil, and the president felt that reconquering "stolen territory" would keep him in power. He was right.

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (mhmm, suddenly, I have a craving for tacos.)

(1227) Steve: (mmm, tacos)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: (([Bad dice format] - [Insert racial slur directed at Marcao here]))

(1228) Penny: (you stay away from me, perverts!)

(1227) Steve: (mmm, Penny)

(1215) Jack: (Oh, I was going to just say "fucking mexicans")

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Mexico's economy and military were ravaged by the fall of the U.S. and the cessation of trade, but Texas was ripe for the picking, since its populace had just won a prolonged war against its ruling corporation, and were in no position to resist an invasion force, even if it consisted of infantry and armor plated pickup trucks.

(1215) Jack: (man, now I want tacos too)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Arizona and New Mexico were almost totally depopulated. Living in the desert had become unviable with no societal infrastructure, and most of the population fled elsewhere.

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: (("Get to the jeep, we've got to warn Houston!" "We can't! They took the tires!" "Well get on the radio!" "We can't! They took the radio!"))

(1227) Steve: (lol)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Viva Las Vegas, baby))

(1227) Steve: ("Well, fucking run down and warn em!" "I can't! They took my shoes, too!")

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: ((aah, carlos mencia. how we love thee.))

(1225) arthurtuxedo: All the "Gringos" were summarily kicked out, and Americans are very unwelcome there. The Mexican military is very primitive compared to many corporations, but they have far more soldiers than any current power in the former U.S.

(1215) Jack: (Yeah, but we've got Enrique!)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (I thought Enrique was Cuban)

(1215) Jack: (He'll always be Super Sp--- er... nevermind.)

(1227) Steve: (Cuban, Mexican, what's the diff? They all look alike)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Better Red than Dead man))

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (Enrique is from El Salvador gentlemen.)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (Ernesto was Cuban.)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (*shakes head* no more E names .I swear.)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: 2) The Union is a large interest, doing most of its business in Oklahoma, but with its headquarters across the border in Texas, where Dell-York can't come and get them. They have an "understanding" with the Mexicans.

(1215) Jack: (Nah, you need one more to complete the trilogy. Eduardo Octavio Sanchez.)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (I've been in South and Central America, and other Latinos get along with Mexicans even worse than Americans do)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (X_X!)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((E spanish names. We wouldn't be having a problem if you were named Edward or Elmo. Hell, I bet you'd get more play from Penny if you changed it to that last one.))

(1228) Penny: ^_^

** (1228) Penny tickles her little Elmo **

** (1227) Steve will be in his bunk. **

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hmmm, I'm liking this Union))

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((And the arms dealers...they look interesting too. *finishes setting up cameras*))

(1225) arthurtuxedo: The Union sells arms to the Mexican army, to gangs and militias throughout Middle America, and to anyone else who's willing to pay their inflated prices. They aggressively hunt and kill anyone who tries to cut in on their action.

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (The Union are the arms dealers)

(1215) Jack: (They sell people's arms! Those cromagnon barbarians!)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((I know. It was a sly joke pointed at penny ;) ))

(1225) arthurtuxedo: 3) Dell-York involves itself in the day-to-day governance of their territory, unlike the New York corporations, and their grip is a lot tighter, but the company is divided against itself. Each division is like its own little kingdom, plotting against the other "rulers".

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hmmm, a plan is forming.))

(1215) Jack: (oh noes, he's thinking)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (`ware the white man)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: 4) Dell-York makes heavy use of cybered-out soldiers. They don't have a large military force, but what they do have is sophisticated. They even maintain some old US Air Force attack jets at an airbase.

** (1230) Enrique de la Cruz leaned back against his seat and closed his eyes deciding that silence at the moment was the best he could offer. He had never been a great strategic thinker, a tactician yes but not one to take into his shoulders the formation of long term objectives. There was a reason why he had been the left hand of Carlos and not the right. **

(1225) arthurtuxedo: Matt hardly knew any of this before. The New York corps had maintained some contact over shortwave radio, but Dell-York liked to keep them in the dark and reveal nothing.

(1215) Jack: (man, that's a whole lot of lying he's doing)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: (I lost a post)

(1227) Steve: (He's a filthy, stinking liar)

(1215) Jack: (well, duh)

(1227) Steve: (and on occasion, he even steals)

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: Matt maintained his facade, but some of this information was rather unsettling. The news about Dell-York was all new, which was a little unsettling to say the least. However, he could use some of it to his advantage down the road. If he was lucky, perhaps the corporate convoy would run afoul of the Dell-York factions and get in a fight that would tie it down for a while. The catch, however, being making sure something like that were to happen. Aside from California itself, Dell-York was probably the only thing out here that could slow down or even stop the corporate convoy.

(1226) Matthew Guilliard: ((BRB, bathroom))

(1215) Jack: [1d100] -> [28] = (28)

(1227) Steve: (Is that all the info Matt gathered?)

(1225) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

(1227) Steve: (k. It's 3. Should we call it a session?)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (cool beans!)

(1230) Enrique de la Cruz: (yeah, we should. ;_;)

(1215) Jack: :(

(1225) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 12 End * * *

(17) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 13 Start * * *

(18) Jack: (but no femme bots)

(19) Deathstalker: Gonna have to deal with them at some point.

** (18) Jack gives Matt the thumbsup **

(19) Deathstalker: We could frame them for something

(18) Jack: For what? Mopery with intent to creep?

(19) Deathstalker: We dress out trucks up, shoot up something and drive away

(18) Jack: You do remember they just laid waste all those militia soldiers at the bridge, right? I don't see anyone trying to arrest them. We're entering corpie territory. No one is going to give two rats' asses about what they do, real or otherwise.

(19) Deathstalker: If there is no one around who would carry a grudge, then it won't matter. If we follow them to where we are going, we'll have to deal wiht htem, If we get ahead, they are goin to deal with us

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt had some time to digest the information he gathered in Little Rock. He had shared the important bits with the rest of the group, and was busy working on a possible solution himself. The Dell-York corporation would most likely not enjoy the company of the ground forces approaching their city, the trick would be getting them to act on their natural suspicions of the East Coast group, while at the same time ignoring the party under his own leadership.

** (14) Steve watched the argument between Ben and Jack with quiet disinterest. He had no intention of getting into it again with anyone in the group. He lit a cigarette and took a few puffs before walking up to Matt. **

(14) Steve: "Can we talk for a bit?"

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nodded, "Sure, what do you want to talk about?"

(14) Steve: "Let's go grab a bite," Steve said, walking towards the nearest diner. "I want to know what you think we should do next. You are the leader, after all."

(18) Jack: (I was assuming we were already somewhere talk-friendly, but I'll be happy to be wrong.)

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz was certain that Matt would and could handle Ben's thoughts and concerns well enough not to warrant his interference. Frankly, at this point he felt that everyone around him had a good idea of what the stakes were. The passage of the corporate convoy had laid it all down on the line. They should have no problems about being motivated. He felt uneasy without a handgun nearby, but that was a necessary evil. **

(14) Steve: (I meant talk-friendly as in just Matt and I)

(18) Jack: (asstard!)

(14) Steve: (lol)

(14) Steve: (afk a sec)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Right then," Matt turns to the rest of the group for a moment. "Let's get ready to go in a bit, but we don't need to rush. I'd rather not run into that convoy halfway to OKC," That said, he turns and heads for the same diner as Steve. "So then, any ideas? Trying to brainstorm a solution here myself, but every bit helps."

(14) Steve: (back)

(18) Jack: Well, that's just fucking great.

** (18) Jack watches, steaming as Matt and Steve skip off to have afternoon tea together. (It is afternoon, right? If not, that makes no sense.) **

(19) Deathstalker: "Glad to know our input is aprcieated. If you need me I'll be doing some maintence."

** (14) Steve takes a long drag. "We obviously can't hit them head on. We can't hit them at all, because we'll get swatted like flies. And if we go too far out of their way, we'll never catch up to them. So I was thinking about this Union, right? Maybe we could do some trading and pass ourselves off as corporates." **

** (18) Jack makes a pretense of looking over Gold even though he has no idea what he's looking for or if anything is wrong. (F-you, Matt!) **

(18) Jack: ;)

(22) Penny: (eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeenriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiqueeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee)

(20) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.O! si mami?)

** (18) Jack finishes a walk around of the vehicle. He didn't notice anything, but then that could be because he's a n00b. "Hey, Ben. Need a hand?" **

(19) Deathstalker: "Sure. I'm just looking over the fuel modifications. Look for any leaks."

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Maybe. The Union is definately in my mind. If possible, I want to try and strike a deal with them for the return trip, maybe take a hike through Texas if we can. If we have Union support, they might let us through, and if the Corporation is still on our tail after California, the Union might just be able to slow them down. As soon as we get into the Union's operational area, we should try and make contact," as they turned the block from the rest of the group, he pulls Steve a little closer. "Look, I'll be honest with you, talking about the next leg of the trip is only one of the reasons I came with you just now. We need to talk about something that's been going on since around D.C."

(19) Deathstalker: (Need to go afk for a while, I'll try to get back)

(14) Steve: "Sure, what's up?"

** (18) Jack stares blankly in the engine compartment. The tangle of hoses, wires and tubing look enough like open heart surgery that he's not sure where to begin to look for leaks. But, try is as try does, Jack stares at the engine, hoping to not see a leak - also hoping he doesn't miss seeing a leak. **

(17) arthurtuxedo: (OK)

(18) Jack: [1d10] -> [3] = (3)

(18) Jack: 8D

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz considered his options for a moment before deciding that he could use a drink. His eyes glancing towards ben and jack for a moment before watching matt and steve slink off by themselves. He was tempted to seek out Penny for a moment and see if they could make some conversation, but the thought was pushed aside. It was not the right time nor the proper place. Insteadh, he made his way towards the closest establishment that could satisfy his urge for some tasteful blend of alcohol. **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "It's about Penny. I need to know, on the level, what is going on with her."

(18) Jack: (I'm simple and easily entertained)

(18) Jack: (ooOOooo...

(18) Jack: (ooOOooo... (insert dramatic soap opera pipe organ chords))

** (14) Steve 's eyes widened behind his glasses, and he stammered for a moment before gaining his composure. "Nothing. Not yet, anyway. She's hard to read." **

(18) Jack: [1d10+7] -> [8,7] = (15)

(18) Jack: (any leaks?)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d100] -> [37] = (37)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d100] -> [85] = (85)

(17) arthurtuxedo: (Not unless they're very minor or hidden)

(18) Jack: (w00t!)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiled slightly, "Mmhm. Okay, Steve, I'm going to be honest with you, this trip could well end with a lot of death. It's a double edged sword, forging close bonds, but you shouldn't let worry could your judgement," getting a little closer, he whispers, confidentially, "If you like her, go for it."

** (22) Penny watches absently as Enrique sneaks off by himself. She makes a move to go with him, but his manner tells her that she isn't wanted. She feels her heart sink momentarily. She knows he's a private person, but the company would have been nice - even if they didn't talk. **

** (14) Steve clenched his teeth, and swallowed the lump in his throat. He nodded once, and puffed away on his cigarette for a while before speaking again. "I think she's...She might be...She's so hard to read." **

(18) Jack: (she knows I have a big cock, Matt! She KNOWS!)

(14) Steve: (Quiet you)

(17) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz did not see Penny as he made his way towards his final destination. If he had done so perhaps he would have noticed the desire for companionship in her eyes, and he would have certainly have indulged her desire. The chance was lost, his steps carrying him confidently down the sidewalk before he took a left and disappeared from sight. It did not take long for him to find what he sought, his eyes sliding from left to right before he crossed the street and slid within the establishment. He took the time to look around, noticing the locations of people and exits before he sat down on the bar and asked if what he wished could be made. He was surprised when the bartender offered him an easy smile and assured him that he could do it. The Midori Sour arrived, and he watched the glass for only a moment before bringing it to his lips. **

(18) Jack: (you sat on the bar? what are you a show - um - guy or something?)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt takes a step back and nods, "Yeah, I know. Women usually are hard to read, her moreso than most, but honestly, if she's not interested, she'll probably tell you outright. I want you to at least make an effort, okay? Doesn't have to be now, but the sooner the better. Tell you what, when we make it out of OKC, let her know, okay?"

(20) Enrique de la Cruz: (:P)

(18) Jack: (lol!)

** (14) Steve nodded slowly, staring at the ground. "I will." He cleared his throat. "I'm not really hungry anymore, I'm gonna get back. We should probably talk about the plan with the others, anyway." **

(18) Jack: (DS back yet?)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods. "Right then, let's do that," with that, Matt turns around and heads back to the group.

(18) Jack: [1d10] -> [8] = (8)

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz found the F12 macro key **

(18) Jack: (Yes, he's getting drunk.)

(18) Jack: (IF THERE ARE ANY GIRLS THERE ... feh.)

** (18) Jack shakes his fist at the talkies. **

(14) Steve: Knowing that the plan discussion will take a while, and figuring Matt will be able to handle himself, Steve goes over to Gold and rummages through his bag. After finding his deck of cards, he turns to Penny. "Feel like a friendly game?"

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz was not in any particular hurry and as such took the time to absorb his surroundings. The bar was not unlike most he had visited, dominated by a fair array of drinks which were proudly in display behind the bartender. There were three distinct kinds of beer, probably ranging from the tolerable to the mediocre if his experiences were of any indication. The place was half empty, but considering the time that was not surprising. He did not allow his mind to focus on the corporate convoy, he did not wish to sour his mood any longer. The truth was that everyone had suspected that the corporates would move in force. The strength of the convoy in that sense was not surprising. The fact that they were lugging around artillery however, was a nasty shock. He sighed softly, taking another sip of his chosen drink and letting the sour flavor linger in his mouth. If Carlos had been alive he would be the first parroting the fact that they had to pick their battles. But he was not, that was part of the reason he was here in the first place. He had no desire for death, but he understood that tackling that convoy directly was little more than euthanasia. No, as far as he was concerned their options were now to beat the corporate convoy to the location and get the codes before them....or entangling themselves with a local power and convincing them to help their cause. The former path was more appealing than the latter. And then of course there was Penny...He was not certain where they were going, if they were going anywhere at all. One thing was certain however, Penny was capable of making her own decisions. One way or another, the truth would be told. Once that happened, he would have to abide by her decision. What sort of man would not do so? He shook his head, draining the contents of his drink and placing the empty glass down. **

(14) Steve: (hmm, Penny certainly is fetching)

(22) Penny: (sorry, was reading epinions on microphones)

(14) Steve: (hurm, just realized my hummer is silver. So either I rummaged through someone else's bag, or I made a typo.)

** (22) Penny stares at the cards in Steve's hands, then looks up at him. She blinks a few times before shrugging, "Sure," there's an awkward pause, "You'll have to teach me how to play, though." **

(19) Deathstalker: (i'm back)

(22) Penny: (said innocently enough, an ever so slight malicious twinkle in her eye)

(20) Enrique de la Cruz: (lol)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Once Matt was back at the convoy, he looked around a moment for Enrique. Not seeing him, he called together the others. He would catch Enrique up in the car, for now, he'd let him have some time alone. Later, they'd have to have a little talk, but that would be for another time. "Okay, so we all know we've got a bit of a mess waiting for us a few hours down the road, and probably a bigger one just beyond that. The Convoy is big, mean, and not about to stop for us if we ask nicely. I'm thinking we might be able to play Dell-York against them, the only question after that is how do we get that to happen. The Union is another concern, they could be a potential ally, and very useful for the return trip. Anyone else have any other ideas or suggestions?"

** (14) Steve feigns shock and awe. "You don't know how to play poker? Where've you been, lady?" He chuckles. "It's easy enough." **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: ((liquor in the front, poker in the rear?))

(14) Steve: (damn straight)

(22) Penny: (played that, not as much fun with five people as you'd think)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well, now we know how Enrique and Steve will share Penny.))

(14) Steve: (or poker in the front, liquor in the back, if you're so inclined)

(19) Deathstalker: ((Is it possible to get an estimate of the convoy. Don't need make an models, just how many vehicles and people))

** (22) Penny smiled grandly. **

(18) Jack: Since turning around and going home isn't an option, I'm out of ideas.

(16) Matthew Guilliard: ((Why is it Jack always wants to run away? Where is your sense of adventure?))

(18) Jack: (a sticky wicket, wot?)

(19) Deathstalker: (Did anyone in the town we are in get a count?)

(18) Jack: (Left it in my sock drawer?)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: ((Guards at the gates might have))

** (14) Steve explains the rules to Penny and deals the first hand. "So what's your story? You don't strike me as the type to volunteer for a mission like this, unless there's more to you than meets the eye." **

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz concentrated for a moment on the television attached to a back wall of the bar. The news channel that was currently playing was the corporate news network (CNN) something that amused him for a moment. CNN had a decent enough reputation for newscraft, although as expected it did not bite the hand that fed it. Eventhough the sound volume of the television was not as loud as it could be or perhaps should be, his mini earbuds did their work flawlessly. As he waited for a second drink, he soaked in major events in the United States and around the world. He was smart enough to see the truth between the lines, understanding the corporate involvement between various third world civil wars and a host of smaller conflicts. When his drink arrived he glanced towards the bartender and nodded his head. "thanks." He took a sip, enjoying the taste of the irish cream before he placed the glass down and concentrated on the news once more. His peripheral vision keeping track of those patrons he could see, while his ears remained alert for any tell tale signs of motion coming from behind him. **

(17) arthurtuxedo: (Wife: Where's your sense of adventure, excitement?)

(17) arthurtuxedo: (Husband: How am I supposed to know where you put my things? I can't even find my shirt!)

(19) Deathstalker: "If we can get some friends, that would be nice. Can we talk the Union into believing the convoy is a threat?"

(18) Jack: Yeah, that sounded a lot like sense.

(18) Jack: (reading GP, be right with you)

(14) Steve: (np)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Maybe. I don't know how much firepower the Union can bring to bear, but it's a possibility to keep in mind if we can't get Dell-York to turn on the convoy."

(22) Penny: (have you dealt any cards yet? penny needs her props!)

(14) Steve: (yeah, I dealt the first hand)

** (22) Penny blushes behind her hand of cards before slyly peeking over the top. In a moment, her look turns from amusement to distraction. She busies herself with looking at the cards before responding. She starts to shuffle them around in her hand, "I had to come. It..." she pauses, reshuffling, "it wouldn't have turned out right otherwise. There'd be twigs in the soup." Realizing what she said, she covers her face with the cards out of embarrassment. **

(19) Deathstalker: "If we can get some more specific info on the convoy that will help."

(18) Jack: True enough.

(14) Steve: "So it's your destiny, then?" Steve smiles slightly. "I can buy that. Dealer takes two cards. How many do you want?"

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Hmmm....there may be a few ways. I'd want to suggest sending someone on the bike to try and sneak a peek at them, but I'd be concerned about getting made in the process. Maybe they keep logs of their hoverbot cameras. I might be able to see enough to get an idea of what their setup is like."

(22) Penny: Destiny? Penny frowns, taking a closer look at her cards. "Ummm..." she reads each card carefully, noting which one belong with another. She pulls one card out, "Just one."

(19) Deathstalker: "We can ask around town, then if we get the opportunity to spy directly we can try."

(18) Jack: (you know, the place. for the people. with the thing. they own the whatsit.)

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz was about half way done with his second drink when he caught the bartender approach. His eyes sliding towards him for a moment as the bartender spoke. The man seemed to be in his late forties or early fifties but he moved as if he knew how to handle himself and his eyes seemed hard but fair to him. A moment later, the bartender's words were being analyzed and answered. "yes, I am not from around here. nice place you got here." he paused for a moment, blinking before he chuckled softly. "what makes you think I have woman trouble?" The bartender smiled his response met with a laugh. "no, I have never been married." The bartender grinned and explained that he had been married for fourteen years now and knew the look. "I see..." His response was noncommittal, but the bartender said nothing and instead settled to watch. forty seven silent seconds later he found himself speaking. "Its somewhat complicated..." **

** (14) Steve deals Penny one card. "You're been doing some great driving so far. Did your folks teach you, or did your brother...err, Jack. Is Jack your brother?" **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Okay. I'll go see if I can get a look at those recordings from the local police. You can come with, or you can ask some of the locals if they remember anything in particular, or if they took any pictures. Either way, we should meet back here once we figure out what's going on and get on the road pretty quickly."

** (22) Penny laughs lightheartedly. "No. No, no no." she begins shaking her head, her eyes underscoring the point by going wide for one of the no-s. "No." **

(22) Penny: (if you've seen "the lost hope", that's the no-set I'm going for)

(14) Steve: (haven't, but I think I get the idea)

(18) Jack: I'll go with you, Matt.

(19) Deathstalker: "Alright that should work. WHatever we gather, we'll be able to make a bette picture on what they have."

(19) Deathstalker: (Is it just the 3 of us at the turcks?))

(19) Deathstalker: (Matt, ben and jack)

(19) Deathstalker: (OK just wanted to make sure there was a guard)

(19) Deathstalker: "An hour should be enough time."

(14) Steve: "Oh, so he isn't." Steve laughs along with Penny. "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have assumed. You're just good friends, then?"

(16) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, so Jack and Matt to the police, Ben coming with, or is he going to try and do independent questioning?))

(19) Deathstalker: ((Ben will go do some independent questioning)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods, "All right, we'll meet back here in an hour then. Good luck," with that, Matt turned towards the general direction of the police HQ and started walking, giving Jack enough time to catch up.

(17) arthurtuxedo: The police station is a squat, ugly building downtown. Double glass doors with metal frames and a pushbar open into a sparse lobby with no place to sit. A receptionist sits behind bullet-proof glass, typing, and a locked door to her right leads into a hallway, granting access to the rest of the building.

(18) Jack: (james?)

(20) Enrique de la Cruz: (t. kirk)

** (22) Penny shrugs noncomittily. She didn't have to first clue how to quantify their relationship. I mean, in some ways they were like brother and sister, but they were also good friends. With the exception of that one time, long ago and thankfully forgotten, they weren't what anyone could call "traditionally intimate". But Penny was far from a traditional girl. Before she says anything, realization strikes. She skips the question Steve is asking and directly answers the one he isn't, "I'm not," pause, "I mean we're not... you know. Not anymore." **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt walked into the Police Station with a demenor of uncertainty. Seeing the receptionist, he smiles lightly and walks up to the window. "Hi there, names James Holbrook, I was wondering if I could speak to a Lieutenant Dan Wilson?"

** (18) Jack leans to Matt, whispering, "I don't know how you plan on doing this, but if it gets us killed I'll be pissed." **

(18) Jack: (disregard)

(18) Jack: (hold me?)

(17) arthurtuxedo: After asking "James" to spell his last name for her, the middle-aged woman calls him on the intercom. After a bit, the Lt. shows up. "Ah, the visitors. What can I do for you?"

(18) Jack: (They's all kinds of shrimp. "Shrimp is the fruit of the sea. You can barbecue it, boil it, broil it, bake it, sautee it. There's, um, shrimp kebabs, shrimp creole, shrimp gumbo, pan fried, deep fried, stir fried. There's pineapple shrimp and lemon shrimp, coconut shrimp, pepper shrimp, shrimp soup, shrimp stew, shrimp salad, shrimp and potatoes, shrimp burger, shrimp sandwich... That's, that's about it.")

** (14) Steve coughs nervously and nods. "I didn't mean to pry, I was just curious. Jack seems alright." **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, to be honest, I was wondering if you had any more information about that convoy that rolled through before us. Keep hearing it was pretty big and mean, but we haven't seen any real pictures of it yet. I was wondering if your hoverbots had any footage of the convoy we could see. Might help us avoid an unfortunate conflict on the road."

(16) Matthew Guilliard: ((Mmmmm, Shrimp.))

** (22) Penny shakes her head. She leans in a little closer and whispers in a conspiratorial tone, "He's not. He takes so much looking after." She leans back grinning mischeviously. **

(17) arthurtuxedo: "Hmm..." He considers Matt for a few seconds. "Why such interest in them?"

(22) Penny: (fascinating, captain)

** (18) Jack occupies his time looking around the lobby of the police station. He tries to notice what kind of electronic equipment they have, just out of curiosity. **

** (14) Steve 's eyes widen momentarily before he realizes she's joking. He can't help but smile. "So you think you're getting the hang of it?" Steve asks, intentionally being vague. **

(17) arthurtuxedo: (Their stuff seems pretty basic. One surveilance camera swivels back and forth, watching the room. The computer the secretary is typing on seems fairly archaic)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, they don't seem to friendly, you know, and we seem to be pretty close to meeting them along the way. I'd like to be able to recognize their stuff far enough away to go around them, you know?" Matt smiles slyly, "Besides, I'm sort of a military enthusiast myself, I'm kind of curious to see what sort of hardware they've got. Sounded pretty wild from what we've heard so far."

(16) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+11+9+1] -> [10,11,9,1] = (31)

(18) Jack: (johnny carson: that is some wild stuff.)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: ((Err, minus 1 ~_~))

(18) Jack: (ban him! asstard!)

(17) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

(18) Jack: (I don't need a mic. I'd never shut up.)

(17) arthurtuxedo: "I see. Well, access to the tapes themselves are restricted. But I'd be happy to tell you what's on them."

(14) Steve: (sure you would. When you were banned)

** (22) Penny nods her head, "Yup." There's a pregnant pause while she wonders what she's answering. "What?" **

(14) Steve: "The game. Poker. Getting the hang of it?"

(26) Viridus: (groans)

(22) Penny: (And you'll never guess who the father is!)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Sure, that'd be great," Matt smiles, waiting for the Lieutenant to reveal just how humped Matt, and everyone else, was going to be.

(18) Jack: (Dan describes the convoy. Jack "Oh man! Game over, man! GAME OVER!")

(22) Penny: Maybe?

(17) arthurtuxedo: The lieutenant continues, "They came in with 2 heavy APCs, 4 light APCs, and 10 5 ton trucks. Our resident expert said the heavy APCs were M2 Bradleys, and the light ones were Strykers. We couldn't tell how many of the trucks carried guys and how many carried supplies, or how many guys to each APC. But we figure there were probably between 50 and 200 guys, all told.

(22) Penny: (You guys think in such three dimensions. Your one and only hint is: It's none of you.)

(22) Penny: (I mean, really? Ew.)

(18) Jack: (We are so humped.)

(18) Jack: (m6! lol)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Memory check for Matt, 6 or better passes. [1d10] -> [9] = (9)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt whistles, clearly impressed, "Wow, lotta hardware there. Sounds like whatever they're up to, they mean business.

(18) Jack: No shit.

** (18) Jack lies, "Looks like south is sounding better and better." **

(17) arthurtuxedo: (Matt remembers that there were a few Bradleys and Strykers that Patriot Arms had upgraded a few years ago, he is sure that he could remember the specifics if he thought about it some more)

(14) Steve: "Well, it's an acquired skill. Takes practice. Speaking of which, you any good with that sidearm?"

(17) arthurtuxedo: "Yeah. We didn't try to stop 'em, that's fer sure."

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz by the time that his drink had ended he paid it little mind, engrossed in conversation with the bartender ranging from women to married life and a host of other topics. He found the bartender to be a sincere fellow genuinely interested in trying to assist him in gaining the proper perspective. Ultimately, the conversation did not reveal a great deal that he had not known or expected ahead of time. Nonetheless, it cleared the air and removed those thoughts from his mind. In that sense, it had been well worth the time and the price of two drinks. He glanced down at his watch, taking note of the time and sighing softly. "shit, I have to go. Thank you for the drinks and the conversation." He reached into his pocket, paying for his drinks and leaving a generous tip. Moments later he was leaving the bar, his head glancing from left to right before he made his way back towards where the vehicles had been left behind. **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Good thing you didn't. The pirates at the river got hammered something awful when they tried. Well, thanks again, Lieutenant. Really appreciate it."

** (22) Penny shifts her position slightly. She scrunches her face, "It makes him feel better if I have it on." **

(17) arthurtuxedo: "Don't mention it. You boys be safe out there."

** (22) Penny waves as they walk out. **

(22) Penny: (whoops)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles and waves, "We'll sure as hell try. You have a good one."

** (18) Jack waves as they walk out. **

** (14) Steve studied her silently for a moment. He took a stab in the dark. "You don't need it. Even if you knew how to use it, you could handle yourself better without it. Am I close?" **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Matt leaves shortly behind Jack, a concerned expression on his face. A block or two away from the station, he starts talking "Well, I don't think we'd last too long in any sort of a firefight. Best we could do is get ahead of them and lay traps, hope that would slow them down enough. Other than that, I think we'll have to stop them in OKC if we can, either with the help of the Union, or by getting Dell-York to do it for us."

(16) Matthew Guilliard: Once close enough to the trucks, Matt gets on the radio, @R "Okay everyone, lets meet back up at the trucks in five. We're ready to go."

** (20) Enrique de la Cruz did not bother replying to the radio message. At the time it arrived, the trucks were already within his line of sight and he was making his way towards the familiar vehicle that served as his new home. Upon making it to the vehicle he wasted little time in getting within, the first thing he performed being securing his shoulder harness and his beloved handgun back where it belonged. A moment later, he was leaning against his seat and closing his eyes. His mind focusing on the conversation he had shared with the local bartender. **

(19) Deathstalker: (I assume ben gathered some non specific info?)

** (22) Penny stares intently at her cards. She'd never been comfortable with the gun strapped to her hip, nor with the body armor. She barely felt comfortable in her own skin many times. Her ability to peer into other people's minds had saved her a number of times, but it had also caused enough of its own trouble. She responds quietly, "I don't know about that. I can't even tell if you have the ace of diamonds in your hand or if you're just wanting it to be in your hand." (stabby stabby! I stab at the darkness too!) **

(17) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, less specific than what the Lt. said, but the same general gist)

(18) Jack: We'd have to drive like bats out of hell to get ahead of them even though we are smaller and lighter, they have one heck of a head start. (sorry, responding to matt above, before radio tx)

(14) Steve: Before Steve could respond, Matt's voice came over the radio. "Well, looks like it's time to go. We'll have to do this again sometime, I had fun." He gathered his cards and returned to Silver.

** (22) Penny found the F12 macro key **

** (22) Penny found the F12 macro key **

(19) Deathstalker: "THe convoy is to big to attack directly, even if we had the element of suprise. If they had half the number of troops and vehicles, we'd have a chance."

(22) Penny: (tee hee!)

(17) arthurtuxedo: (hehe)

(18) Jack: (No, no. We need the Man in Black.)

(20) Enrique de la Cruz: (Mikhal?)

(18) Jack: (He bested me with steel, he out fought Fezzik. He must have out-thought Vessini. A man who could do that can plan my castle onslaught anyday!)

(17) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

(14) Steve: (hehe)

(17) arthurtuxedo: ("You think it will work?" "It'd take a miracle"

(22) Penny: (Have fun storming the castle! Bye bye!)

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, I'm thinking, they might stop in OKC for a little longer than usual. They might try to replenish their supplies, maybe even get some support from Dell-York. They don't know we're on their tail, so they don't have the same worry about beating the clock like we do. That might work to our advantage."

** (22) Penny watches as Steve gathers up the cards feeling a little dejected that the game ended before it had even begun. I had a good hand, too. **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: ((Must....resist...urge....to....make...dirty...comment...))

(17) arthurtuxedo: (Action kung fu grip!)

(18) Jack: (Give in to your dirt, then your journey towards the dark side will be complete)

(19) Deathstalker: "We need to be extra careful that they don't notice us. If they decide to jump us, it'll be over before we figure out what happened."

(19) Deathstalker: ((Almost forgot! WHile wallking around town, did anyone notice places that sell weapons?)

(20) Enrique de la Cruz: ((damned good point!

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Right. Everyone with Vision Augs should keep an eye on the horizon. If anyone sees so much as a cloud of dust in the distance, we'll ease off a bit."

(19) Deathstalker: (Hoping for an arms market, but didn't think they would have one.)

(18) Jack: (art has an npr voice)

(14) Steve: On his way back to Silver, Steve stopped suddenly. Did she just....Nah, that's impossible. He turned on his heel and went back to Gold. He stuck his head in the door and paused. "Did you just..."

(19) Deathstalker: "Alright I'm ready." Ben will get behind the .50 on Gold.

(17) arthurtuxedo: (hehe)

** (22) Penny feigns innocence. With a completely blank expression she queries, "What?" **

(16) Matthew Guilliard: "Okay then. Let's hit the road," Matt climbs into the driver's seat of Silver and starts the engine, waiting for Enrique and Steve to hop in.

** (18) Jack nods his head so that Steve can see, mouthing the words "Yes, she did." **

** (14) Steve blinks a few times, then grins. "More than meets the eye." He hurries back to take his place in the gunner's nest of Silver. **

(17) arthurtuxedo: ("Did you just call me a fuckhead under your breath? 'Cuz I'll gouge your eyes out!")

(20) Enrique de la Cruz: (already in matt dearling.))

** (18) Jack assumes his position in the passenger seat. **

(14) Steve: (You better assume the position)

(17) arthurtuxedo: (Squeal like a pig! SQUEEE!)

(18) Jack: bwa ha ha

** (22) Penny grips the wheel with a maniacal glee, starts the truck and waits for the signal to get moving. **

(26) Viridus: (VRROOOMMM)

(18) Jack: (you should have gotten a spic microphone.)

(17) arthurtuxedo: The group prepares to set out for Oklahoma, hoping to get there before it's too dark.

(17) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 13 End * * *

(419) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 14 Start * * *

(438) Matthew Guilliard: 293,035,350,033,496.4

(415) Jack: (and there was much w00ting)

(419) arthurtuxedo: The group was in Little Rock, about to set off for Oklahoma, with the corporate convoy only hours ahead.

(415) Jack: (Captain's log, stardate 297.5. Rounded off to the nearest decimal point. We've travelled back in time to save an ancient species from total annihilation...)

(415) Jack: (I think we were "discussing" our options at this point.)

** (419) arthurtuxedo sings "Captain Jack will get you high tonight, take you to his special Island..." **

(433) Steve: (Chicken, you're not going to actually sing it?)

(419) arthurtuxedo: (Signs point to no)

(433) Steve: (It's really for the best. I don't feel like taking care of the bleeding ears afterwards)

(419) arthurtuxedo: It is now 9 AM, and it's 340 miles to Oklahoma City

(419) arthurtuxedo: Everyone is rested and ready to go.

(415) Jack: (We've got a cop car and a pack of smokes.)

** (415) Jack wishes he remembered the line from Blues Brothers better. **

(419) arthurtuxedo: (It's dark, and we're wearing sunglasses. Hit it!)

(433) Steve: It's 9 am. Time for a smoke. Steve lights up, climbs into the gunner's nest, and settles in for a long day.

(415) Jack: Anyone got an idea where we're going?

** (439) Enrique was aware of the distance they had to travel and had done all that he could to be as comfortable as possible. His weapons had been cleaned the day before and were within easy reach, the seat beneath him was as comfortable as it was ever going to get. He was growing accustumed to the silence of the vehicle, which was occasionally dispelled when Matt and Steve said a word and he would occasionally throw in his two cents. He had learned a great deal about the relationship between both men, and he was by this point used to the dynamic of the group. Jack was still a mystery, important to him primarily due to his relationship with Penny. Steve was his competitor in most things, and that competition encompassed Penny herself. Of course, Penny like any woman was capable of making her own decisions and ultimately, it was in her hands what path she chose to travel. He was worried about the Corporates, he was worried about California, he was worried about a great deal of things. Penny was a different matter, important to him for reasons dissimilar from those of duty and survival. His duty to Carlos` memory was a short term affair. If he managed to get Penny, that would be anything but a short term affair...or so he hoped. There were no guarantees in life, but he was certain that Penny was not an usual woman. No, she was anything but... **

(438) Matthew Guilliard: "Essentially, following a good distance behind the convoy in to OkC. We're going to try and get on the good side of the gun runners and try to get the convoy caught in some kind of a trap or other." Matt sipped some coffee, still not fully up to speed. Mornings were never his strongest suit.

(436) Penny: Do you think that will work?

(439) Enrique: "Its an elegant plan." He spoke suddenly, his eyes sliding from Matt to Steve and back again. "All that we need to do is pull it off." And that would be a handful, but tangling with that convoy directly seemed to be little more than assisted suicide.

(420) Deathstalker: "if we can't get them on our side, maybe they have some hardware for helping us deal with the convoy."

(433) Steve: "It might work. It might not. Won't know until we try."

(438) Matthew Guilliard: "If not, our only other option is to try and take the lead and beat the convoy to the coast."

(415) Jack: I don't see why it won't work.

(433) Steve: (hehe, two people start talking, and then no one talks. That's great)

(415) Jack: Except for the whole, contacting a subversive organization who may just as likely kill as us deal with us, but hey, that's details.

(415) Jack: But it is the shiniest of our options.

(419) arthurtuxedo: ("Flying Japanese Sand Tigers!")

(439) Enrique: He shrugged. "We gotta deal with the Union it seems, they have the tools and people to make all of this works. I hope that Matt is on top of it all, since I expect that the prices will need some negotiating..."

(433) Steve: (It stinks!)

(420) Deathstalker: "if they are gunrunners, they are business people. It doesn't do well to kill potential customers."

(433) Steve: "Yeah, and at least with the Union, they may kill us, but they may deal. The Corporates will just kill us."

(420) Deathstalker: "Maybe the corpies will do us a favor and piss them off."

(415) Jack: We can hope, can't we?

(439) Enrique: "Oh, I wasn't thinking about killing us persay Ben. But, I imagine that they will want our nuts for what we will need." He shrugged. "We are not exactly in a wonderful bargaining position. When we approach the union, we will likely be the supplicants unless we got something they need or Matt pulls some more brujeria."

(433) Steve: "Whoa, nobody's taking my nuts."

(436) Penny: (mmm brujeria...)

(415) Jack: [1d100] -> [5] = (5)

(420) Deathstalker: "Convincing them to help us is a whole other deal. I agree that it will be difficult. But they shouldn't kill us on sight."

(415) Jack: We could tell them we're on a mission from God.

(439) Enrique: He laughed softly. "It was a figure of speech Steve. I am sure that you won't let that happen." He shook his head for a moment. "We have a finite amount of trade goods, the Union will want most of it I think." He shrugged. They would have to do what they had to do, Matt would be instrumental in getting the best deal possible. "No Ben you are right, businessmen and women are not interested in killing needlessly."

(439) Enrique: He chortled as Jack spoke. "hmm, I am sure they will like that. Which God though?" most of hispanic america tended to lean towards catholicism, but he doubted many of them did anything more than pay lip service to religion. The times were not condusive towards the faithful.

(420) Deathstalker: "Is there anyway we could whip up some false intel documents? Something that says the Corpies are looking to expand or elimnate the gunrunners as competition?"

(420) Deathstalker: "We just need to be somewhere else if they find out the documents are false."

(439) Enrique: He considered for a moment, surprised at the turn that Ben's mind had taken. "its possible I suppose, although forgery was never my forte." He paused for a moment. "Jack might be your man. He seems the type..."

(438) Matthew Guilliard: "We really won't know more until we get there. As localized as these cities are, information only travels so far, and it's like playing a game of telephone. We need to get there before we can start forming a solid plan. Until then, it's just speculation. We might want to take a long path around the major cities, as we learn more. Hopefully, there will be some small farming communities with better information nearby."

(415) Jack: Right.

(420) Deathstalker: "I know we are out in the ass end of nowhere, but Jack has the skills, and Matt has the corpie lingo."

Game disconnected!

Locating server at c-67-169-218-251.hsd1.or.comcast.net:6774...

Game connected!

(453) arthurtuxedo (enter): 13:40

Server Administrator-> You have connected to an OpenRPG server, version '1.6.1'.

    No fog. It seems cool, but on this end CPU usage goes up to 100% in moments, lag grows exponentially, people start being unable to connect and stuff.

    You may encounter adult conversations, concepts and material on this server. If you're under the age of consent, get out now. My arse is now officially covered... parents and watchdogs, take responsibility for your own damn kids, 'cos I sure as hell won't.

    New! Enjoy the freedom of communication with the OpenRPG Veav I message board. There's no registration, no accounts or passwords at all, just post and enjoy. This is being hosted by a friend on sensitive space, so no posting anything overtly pornographic and definitely nothing illegal - that includes unlicensed PDFs, people.

    This is a friendly server. I don't much care what you do, so long as you do it in a civilized manner. This means you can discuss anything you like and say anything you like, using whatever words you choose - so long as you aren't being an asshole.

(338) Veav (enter): 13:40

(386) Orion Shall Return (enter): 13:40

(394) Mnuxim (enter): 13:40

(446) Elegard (enter): 13:40

(449) Drake (enter): 13:40

(450) ShadowDragon8685 (enter): 13:40

(451) C3P0 (enter): 13:40

(450) ShadowDragon8685: It says "Class levels", not "NOBLE class levels"

Moving to room 'Tensided'..

(453) arthurtuxedo (enter): 13:40

Server Administrator->

    It is pitch black. You are likely to be eaten by a Grue. 

(420) Deathstalker (enter): 13:40

(433) Steve (enter): 13:40

(415) Jack (enter): 13:40

(436) Penny (enter): 13:40

(438) Matthew Guilliard (enter): 13:40

(439) Enrique (enter): 13:40

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (453) arthurtuxedo...

(433) Steve: hmm, can you only assign a rank if you're that rank or higher?

(433) Steve: oh, there we go

(415) Jack: Nope.

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Last thing I saw was Deathstalker's comment)

(433) Steve: "Sounds good to me. Let's get this show on the road." Steve flicked his cigarette butt into some dry foliage, half-heartedly hoping the fire would burn this backwater burg to the ground.

(453) arthurtuxedo: ("I know we are out in the ass end of nowhere...")

(438) Matthew Guilliard: "Right, and we'll probably have to make use of everyone's skills in the next few days. I doubt the corps are going to make this easy."

(439) Enrique: He listened to what Matt had to say and nodded. "you are probably right." Which was the whole reason why he was the "leader" of the group, he tended to be on target. "all of this is just a nice intellectual exercise until we get more solid intel." He paused, head tilting back as he closed his eyes for a moment. His mind for a moment drifting off to simpler times.

(433) Steve: (that was it, then you dc'ed)

(415) Jack: (Then Jack killed everyone.)

(433) Steve: (I only got two things in this world, my word, and my [1d4] -> [4] = (4) balls. And I don't break em for nobody!)

(415) Jack: Right. No time like the early bird.

** (436) Penny makes herself comfortable in the driver's seat of Gold. **

(433) Steve: (Steve makes himself comfortable in Penny's....sorry)

(433) Steve: (brb)

(433) Steve: (back)

(433) Steve: (I think Justin's sleeping on the job)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((my that was quick))

(439) Enrique: (oh noes!)

(433) Steve: (I just had to go get some water. Screw you, Hotfoot. ;))

(415) Jack: (IT's so hard to find a good gm thse days)

(415) Jack: (Sure, GP. One mention of Penny and you have to start touching yourself)

(453) arthurtuxedo: The group sets out on the road, the first half of the journey is quiet. Miles and miles of similar terrain without seeing another soul.

(453) arthurtuxedo: (screw you guys)

(433) Steve: (I deny everything without proof)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((X-10 baby. Corporate espionage))

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((Gotta love the midwest. It's like an ocean cruise, just without the water.))

(453) arthurtuxedo: Early in the afternoon, the group passes a beat up "Welcome to Oklahoma" sign.

(433) Steve: (That's why they're called the flyover states)

** (436) Penny yawns uncontrollably **

** (433) Steve takes target practice on the sign. **

(453) arthurtuxedo: Soon after refueling from the spare gas cans, the group passes some poor rural towns and Indian villages, full of alternately desperate and nefarious looking people.

** (439) Enrique took the time to admire the scenery, the desolation appealed to him in several ways. He tended to dislike people, and he had spent so much time in NYC that he had begun to miss the woods. He could live off the land, he had done it before. For a moment, he considered getting lost in those woods relying only on himself. It was a pleasant thought for the most part... **

** (433) Steve takes target practice on the rural town and Indian villages. **

(415) Jack: (except for the genetic freaks who can eat you by looking at you)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((Genetically engineered wheat that can swallow a man whole))

(439) Enrique: (I could deal with the nicer of Steve's cousins. Now, his momma on the other hand. there is a mean one., :P)

(415) Jack: (I"ve got the scratches on my back to prove it!)

(439) Enrique: (O.O!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: After a while, the group drives past an Indian village in flames. There are about half a dozen hummers and armored pickups parked nearby, and a few dozen men armored from head to toe in kevlar and flak jackets raping, burning, and pillaging. A voice booms over the loudspeaker. "This is the price of your actions. You have brought this upon yourselves. The corporation wants only peace and prosperity for you."

(420) Deathstalker: <>

(420) Deathstalker: ((Our Morality is about to be tested))

(439) Enrique: (the question is of course, do we care? I say fuck that. 3-1 odds, vehicle wise and probably 6 to 1 or worse in men is not odds I want to tackle with. what say you?))

(420) Deathstalker: Radio "We have the emlemant of suprise, and a little help here might wearn us some good will. Over."

** (436) Penny grips the steering wheel tightly. The anguish pouring out from the village is almost overwhelming for her. She lifts her foot off of the accelerator for a moment. She thinks about ramming the nearest of the vehicles. But another part of her says that's not the right way to do this. She chances a look at Jack and back at Ben, hoping that they're thinking the same thing she is. **

(453) arthurtuxedo: The vehicles are currently abandoned, except for the megaphone operator, and a gunner in the .30 cal machine gun on top of two of the hummers.

(415) Jack: (Six vehicles, how many men on the ground can be seen?)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((hold on, phone call))

(415) Jack: (nooooooooo)

(420) Deathstalker: Radio "We can do this. Drop of KC with his rifle, him and Steve deal with the men, I'll take care of the vehicles. We keep moving around them. Over"

(453) arthurtuxedo: (A rough count of the number of men is 30-40. They are armed with M8 rifles with iron sights. A few of them have underbarrel grenade launchers, a few others have M249 SAWs, and another handful have RPG launchers on their backs. The village is just off of the road, so the range is a little under 100 meters.

(420) Deathstalker: Radio "Once the vehicles are destroyed, we can leave. It at least gives the villagers a chance to run. Over."

** (433) Steve sees the smoke first. And where there's smoke, there's fire. And death. And corporates burning the village to the ground, killing the people. He couldn't keep his mouth from hanging open as he watched the...corporates? These couldn't be corporate soliders. They couldn't be. He heard his name, and looked away from the carnage. "What the hell's going on?" **

** (439) Enrique grit his teeth at what he was seeing. The rape in particular hit him hard and he grit his teeth. A part of him cried out for violence, but another part of him the rational side understood the long odds. He took a deep breath and held it before glancing to Matt. "I don't fucking like this, but I can't suggest we act without understanding the stakes. We are out numbered badly, but we may pull it off. We don't owe these people nothing, but I know I where my heart lies..." He spoke softly, his hands reaching for the goggles and placing them over his head in preparation should the call arrive... **

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, back))

(415) Jack: I might be able to demo those trucks if we can keep those asshats away from them.

(439) Enrique: ((I suggest we get out of the road and behind whatever cover we can find as we come up with a decision.))

(420) Deathstalker: .50 will mission kill them

(439) Enrique: "I might manage to keep them pinned for a while if we play our cards right." His tone was distant and soft. His mind already rationalizing his actions even as his eyes darted about their surroundings, landmarks chosen with care...

(433) Steve: Even though he doesn't want to, something makes Steve look back at the killing fields. He takes a closer look at the "corporates" and realizes they don't look like any corporate soliders he's even seen. "Hey guys? Either this place if more backwater than I think it is, or those aren't corporates."

(433) Steve: (if = is)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: @R "I'm not liking these odds, but I like what I'm seeing less. Let's get to cover and see what we can do next. I want a no-bullshit assessment from you guys...can we take them?"

(439) Enrique: "I don't fuckin care right now what they are." His tone was harsh. "Only what they are doing and if we are going to do anything about it, we better do it fast."

(420) Deathstalker: Radio. "We may not be able to get all of them, all we need is to distract and give the bvillagers a chance to run. Over"

** (436) Penny eases the hummer to the side of the road, behind any cover that's available. **

(453) arthurtuxedo: (afk a sec)

(433) Steve: @R "We couldn't take 30 or 40 corporates, but these guys aren't corporates. I question our ability to take 30 or 40 non-corporates. And saving the villagers is a noble thing to do, but not at the expense of our lives."

(453) arthurtuxedo: (back)

(453) arthurtuxedo: A concrete pillar from the remains of an overpass serve as excellent cover for the vehicles.

(439) Enrique: "fair enough." His voice was matter of factly. "I suppose it falls down to a single decision. are we going to intervene or not? We don't owe these people nothing." Of course, if they did not intervene that action had its own repercussions. "I will abide by whatever decision is decided." His voice softened at the end. He really did not want to die for these people anymore than anyone else. Still, if they did nothing their souls would certainly bear the scars...

(438) Matthew Guilliard: Matt frowns. He didn't want to lead the group into combat if it could otherwise be avoided, but these people aren't river pirates or wild genefreaks, they were people. The sort of people they were trying to save from the corporations. Would it be right to let these people die in the name of the cause? "Okay. Let's go. Steve, Ben, Enrique, get ready for a firefight. Penny, you and I will drive once the fan and the shit say hello, and Jack, keep an eye out for any reinforcements. Try and hit the big guns first."

(433) Steve: (we don't have rocket launchers or RPGs or anything, do we?)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((I think we have a handful))

(420) Deathstalker: ))We have a couple of AT rockets. If they just have trucks, the .50 will handle them.))

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10+12] -> [2,12] = (14)

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

** (420) Deathstalker found the F12 macro key **

(420) Deathstalker: Damnit!

(415) Jack: (lol)(

** (433) Steve nodded. Time to go to work. He retrieved his M8 and slung it, just in case. Then he returned to man the mounted gun (what is it again?) **

** (439) Enrique glanced towards Matt for a moment, his decision having been reached. For a moment, a fraction of a second he did not see a white, middle classed corporate but a brother in arms. He took a deep breath, held it and nodded. "yes, sir." There was a certain pride which laced his words. He moved quickly, his hands reaching for the usual tools of the trade. His suit toyed with for a moment until the proper base color was reached before he opened the door slowly and slid outside. He took ninety seven seconds to gather some branches and such which he expertly attached to his suit. Moments later, he was staying low and moving as quickly as he could towards his chosen spot. **

** (433) Steve gripped the M249 with one hand and cracked the knuckles on the other. **

(415) Jack: Let's do this.

** (415) Jack mans the Para-SAW, steeling himself for what has to come next. **

(420) Deathstalker: **Ben frees the travel locks on the .50, ** "Jack, take the ParaSAW and get behind me. If you see an RPG gunner, nail him!"

(433) Steve: (did we get a good look at about how many guys had RPGs?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (So Steve's on the mounted SAW, Jack's got the Para SAW, Ben's on the .50, and Enrique has his rifle. Now, is enrique firing from one of the hummers, or is he on foot?)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d4] -> [3] = (3)

(420) Deathstalker: R@ "I'll take the vehicles, then switch to people. Over"

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Steve saw 3 RPG carriers)

(433) Steve: (k)

** (433) Steve gives the high sign to Matt. @R "Ready when you are." **

(420) Deathstalker: ** Best to leave KC monted, then we won't have to come back for him if we need to bug out***

(415) Jack: You got it.

(415) Jack: (I say Enrique is on foot)

** (439) Enrique arrived on his chosen position and took a moment to look around, his rifle prepped and brought to its usual position. He laid prone on the ground, his suit allowing him to blend with the surrounding foliage. It was not a perfect disguise, but it did not need to be. His rifle was aimed at his target and he took a deep breath. A second passed and then another, his mind aware of each individual heart beat as a mental command began the process of flooding his blood stream with cocktail of tailored combat drugs. So, who was going to be the first to die? As his right index finger began to add pressure to the trigger of his PSG-1 he smiled thinly. Time to start dealing the cards... **

(420) Deathstalker: ** Foot is ok to, he'll just have to do a quick dismount to get the bike**

(415) Jack: (two of clubs! gip!)

(420) Deathstalker: @R "Wait for us to fire KC. they'll never notice a sniper after that."

(433) Steve: (The ace of spades)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (So did Enrique drag the bike along with him then, or what?)

** (439) Enrique his right left hand moved, his radio pressed gently as he whispered to it. "roger. open the ball, I will back you up." **

(415) Jack: correct

(415) Jack: ()

(439) Enrique: (I will assume that the bike was pulled out and placed somewhere and I did at least a half-assed job of covering it from sight.)

** (436) Penny (casts magic missile!) **

(439) Enrique: (it probably took some time, but it sounds like what I would do.)

(415) Jack: Ready when you are.

(453) arthurtuxedo: (There are 3 main groups of soldiers)

(439) Enrique: (you draw attention to yourselves ladies. I am the one with the suppressed sniper rifle, get me a diversion.) (I imagine at least some are busy raping villagers? and some are watching the show?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (1 is a gathering of them lounging around in the center of the village, joking and laughing with each other. There are about 15 of them out in the open. Group 3 is similar, around 10 of them. Group 2 consists of the megaphone operator, and 2 gunners. The others are inside of houses, scattered throughout the village)

(433) Steve: (by gunners you mean SAW gunners, or RPG gunners?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Group 1 accounts for 1 RPG carrier, 2 SAW gunners. Group 3 accounts for 2 M203 grenadiers, and 2 RPG carriers)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (I'm talking about the gunners on the .30 cal machineguns on their hummers)

(433) Steve: (ah)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: @R "Okay, let's do this. Prioritize targets." Matt begins looking at the groups, watching for the first RPG to be leveled at the trucks. The second he saw one, he would be getting the hell out of dodge if the carrier of said RPG were not killed shortly thereafter.

(433) Steve: @R I'll take the group with the grenadiers and the RPG carriers. Ben, you're taking the vehicles, so Jack, you've got the other group, right?"

(415) Jack: @R Roger that.

(420) Deathstalker: @R Copy

(453) arthurtuxedo: Gold and Silver get closer and closer. The distracted soldiers are too busy to notice. The megaphone operator rambles on "Dell-York is a company dedicated to order. Demonstrations will not be tolerated. Your punishment is neces... hey, what the? Holy shit, look out boys, we've got incoming!"

(453) arthurtuxedo: By the time the warning is shouted, the hummers are 30 meters from group 1, who scrambles to get their weapons.

(415) Jack: (waiting for the round to start)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Round 1 start

** (415) Jack aims as best he can at one of the RPG holders, waiting to get a little closer before firing. (Round 1: Aiming) **

** (433) Steve opens up on the closest RPG carrier in the far group. (full auto, group 3 RPG guy) **

(420) Deathstalker: ** Ben will fire at the mounted .30 gunner (20 rnd burst from .50)**

(415) Jack: (it's skill + aptitude, right?)

(433) Steve: (on second thought, can I split fire between the 2 RPG guys? Or an RPG guy and grenadier, whichever ones are close together? Or would too much lead get wasted?)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, DF for group 3 = 25, group 1 = 22

(453) arthurtuxedo: (You could)

(420) Deathstalker: (Even if you don't hit them, they'll be busy trying to avoid lead poisining)

(433) Steve: (what I'm really asking is are they close together or spread out too far to walk the stream?)

(433) Steve: (hehe)

(415) Jack: (mmm lead poisoning)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (You'd waste at least 1 bullet, depending on MoS)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (It might still be enough to kill them both, or it might not)

(433) Steve: (ok, splitting fire between an RPG carrier and the closest grenadier/RPG carrier)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Roll whenever you're ready, it's Ranged (Ranged / 2 if you don't have a relevant concentration) + Coordination)

(433) Steve: [1d10+21] -> [2,21] = (23)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Another one for the second guy)

(433) Steve: (that a hit? And if it is, do I roll severity twice or just once?)

(433) Steve: [1d10+21] -> [7,21] = (28)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Severity is fixed at normal for full auto)

(433) Steve: (oh yeah, right, forgot about that)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Ben's roll?)

(420) Deathstalker: [1d10+17] -> [10,17] = (27)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Holy crap)

(433) Steve: (aw jeez)

(415) Jack: (pink paste?)

(439) Enrique: (woo!)

(433) Steve: (I think the term is liquification)

(415) Jack: [1d10 + 17 + 5] -> [5,17,5] = (27)

(415) Jack: (I can roll a 17 too!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Who was that aimed at?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Jack is quickest on the trigger, and lets loose on the closest RPG carrier, all ten shots hit the man and he goes down hard in the dirt.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve's shots come next. 3 shots hit the first target, and the other 4 hit the second.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Both men are jerked around by the force of the shots, but they survive. (Group 3 RPG carriers 1 and 2 status: Wounded, +2 DF)

** (439) Enrique watched as the people he had grown to call "friends" started their moves. His attention focused completely on his target, but that did not mean that his peripheral vision was not aware of what was occurring. Every sense was alert, coaxed to new heights by the drugs which flooded his system. His hands did not even seem to twitch in concert with his breathing although that was mostly false. The twitch was there although it was significantly lessened. He had picked a dangerous target, and now like a master chess player removing a long sought after piece he acted. His finger pulling the trigger of his rifle, the sound muffled somewhat by his suppressor although the familiar "crack" as the bullet pierced the sound barrier was still present. If all went well, his shot would be true... **

(439) Enrique: [1d10+11+10] -> [9,11,10] = (30)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Ben opens up on one of the gunners. His protective shield does not save him from the big .50 cal rounds, all ten of which hit him dead center, tearing him apart.

(439) Enrique: [1d10] -> [2] = (2) (severity)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Who is Enrique shooting at?)

(439) Enrique: (grenade carrier. not rpg, grenade lauincher assuming one is still alive. if not, rpg carrier.)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Enrique had all the time in the world to aim, and he puts a round cleanly through the target's heart. The man drops dead immediately.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

(453) arthurtuxedo: The men have scrambled for their weapons, and are now darting for cover.

(453) arthurtuxedo: They are still out in the open for the rest of this round.

** (433) Steve lays on the trigger, putting half the rounds in his current target, before walking the stream back to his initial target. **

(433) Steve: [1d10+21] -> [3,21] = (24)

(433) Steve: [1d10+21] -> [10,21] = (31)

(433) Steve: (woot)

** (415) Jack finishes off the first RPG carrier before swinging to fire on the other RPG holder in group 3. [1d10 + 17 + 5] -> [7,17,5] = (29) **

(420) Deathstalker: R@ "KC, guy with bullhorn is leader, get him if you can."

whispering to arthurtuxedo, DF for KC = 17

whispering to arthurtuxedo, DF for Steve = 17 or 20

(420) Deathstalker: [1d10+17] -> [4,17] = (21)

(433) Steve: (holy shit, Jack's skill in Ranged is 17? o.0)

(420) Deathstalker: ** Ben will shoot any RPG gunner or MG gunner who is still standing.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, DF for Jack = 17 or 20

whispering to arthurtuxedo, DF for Ben = 15, 17, or 20

(415) Jack: (Yeah, I'm a badass)

(433) Steve: (Damn straight)

** (439) Enrique he could not contain the thrill that his near perfect shot spread throughout him. These men were beyond redemption, taking pleasure in the violation of others. Their removal from the world only improved the quality of life within the world. These people were not worthy of his sympathy, and the fact that they may indeed have families and loved ones was blissfully ignored. His rifle moved, another target sought for swift punishment. Ben's request was carried to him as if by the lips of an invisible deity. He smiled thinly, pressing the radio twice in a wordless acknowledgement. His rifle moved as it sought his prey. Moments later, he was aiming at the man that could not know his time on the world was about to be blissfully cut short. **

(453) arthurtuxedo: The megaphone operator grabs the handset for his vehicle's long-range radio.

(415) Jack: (keeeel heeeem!)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Order of actions, Jack = 22, Steve = 20, Enrique = 18, Ben = 14

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [14+1d6] -> [14,5] = (19)

** (439) Enrique he saw the movement as his target grabbed for something out of his line of sight. The movement forced his hand, disallowing him the ability to aim. He had to try and kill him now and so he did. The barrel of his rifle aligned with his target a moment before he fired. **

(439) Enrique: [1d10+11+10] -> [2,11,10] = (23)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Jack lets loose on one of the group 3 RPG men.

(433) Steve: (wait, what? I thought Jack had group 1. There's still an RPG guy in group 1, I've got the guys in group 3)

(453) arthurtuxedo: 9 rounds hit, each one penetrating slightly to make a small but nasty wound. Each one by itself would not be fatal, but together with Steve's earlier 3 shots, they bring him down.

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Group 1 had 1 RPG carrier, and Jack killed him)

(433) Steve: (oh, I thought it was a grenadier. My bad, yo)

(415) Jack: (I'm just shooting people.)

(420) Deathstalker: (That's some badass armor to resist MG rounds)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (.223 rounds. They wouldn't stand up to .30 cal)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (They're wearing kevlar with rifle plates)

(420) Deathstalker: (Not just any .223 rnds, but higherpowered for use in SAWs)

(433) Steve: (The para SAW uses .223? I thought all the SAWs used 5.56?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Hmm, I was not aware that there was a big difference. I'll ask you about it after the game)

(420) Deathstalker: afk for a moment continue with out me

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Same thing)

(433) Steve: (no shit? Hurm, learn something new every day)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve follows up slightly afterwards with his burst. 4 more rounds hit the second gunner from group 3, who is now bleeding profusely, but still on his feet. The rest of the stream join's Jack's in hammering the first RPG carrier, though he was dead by that point already.

(433) Steve: (poor bastard)

(453) arthurtuxedo: The remaining .30 cal gunner from the group of vehicles opens fire on Ben's position.

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 19] -> [6,19] = (25)

(436) Penny: (don't forget! << precog!)

(436) Penny: feh!

(453) arthurtuxedo: The rounds go wide, but close in on Ben's position.

(436) Penny: (n/m)

(420) Deathstalker: back

(439) Enrique: (welcome back. someone shot at you, but they missed. they were close though. )

(433) Steve: (get him! Make him pay!!)

(420) Deathstalker: (well there is my next contestant!)

(433) Steve: (On the Price is Dead! Tell him what's he's won, Johnny!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (1d10 for severity from Enrique?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (1d10+2 actually)

(439) Enrique: [1d10] -> [5] = (5) (sawwy!)

(439) Enrique: (7)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Single shot or double-tap?)

(439) Enrique: (single)

(453) arthurtuxedo: The bullet crashes through the window of the hummer, and enters the man's lung. He has no breath to speak into the radio, and he dies a few seconds later.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Ben returns fire on his would-be assassin as the man is in the middle of his burst.

(420) Deathstalker: [1d10+17] -> [2,17] = (19)

(433) Steve: (snap!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: It's unnerving being fired at, and so only 3 rounds find their mark. But 3 rounds of .50 BMG are more than enough. Particularly when one hits right in the face. The man dies a gory death.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Round 3

(415) Jack: (recount: who's dead, who is not?)

(433) Steve: (sitrep? any RPG guys left?)

** (439) Enrique attention lingered on his handy work for only a second or two. Watching as the bullet broke through the window and impacted on the target. He watched as the man twitched, although he did not watch him die. Suddenly, the icy fury and pleasure that had resided within him melted away. Drinking in the suffering of those he was punishing would not make him a better person. Penny's words resonating within his mind. ~Why did you do it?~ For a moment, he was standing before her once more and he felt a stab of shame. He would do what he had to do. He would do no more. His rifle moved as he sought another target, a familiar emptyness filling him as he concentrated on his task. **

(453) arthurtuxedo: Dead bad guys

(453) arthurtuxedo: Group 2: Everyone

(453) arthurtuxedo: Group 3: 1 RPG carrier

(453) arthurtuxedo: Group 1: 1 RPG carrier

(438) Matthew Guilliard: Matt gritted his teeth as the gunfire erupts all around him. He clenches the wheel and watches the carnage unfold. He can't look away, not this time. He has to see it all, watch everything. People were depending on him to hit the gas and drive if something went wrong. But with the vigilance, will come worse nightmares in the days to come. There were days that perfect memory were a curse. This would be one of those days.

(433) Steve: (Jack shot the RPG guy in group 1)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Wounded bad guys

(453) arthurtuxedo: Group 3: 1 RPG carrier

(433) Steve: (oh, whoops, misread as: Alive bad guys)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Remaining bad guys

(453) arthurtuxedo: Group 3: 2 grenadiers, 6 riflemen

(453) arthurtuxedo: Group 1: 2 automatic riflemen, 12 riflemen

(453) arthurtuxedo: Men in houses: Unknown number and configuration

(453) arthurtuxedo: The bad guys have taken cover, and are preparing to fire.

(439) Enrique: (rgr that.)

** (415) Jack makes his third attempt at ending the life of the RPG wielder in group 1. (Now that I know where I'm shooting.) [1d10+22] -> [5,22] = (27) **

** (433) Steve continues to throw lead at the remaining RPG carrier. **

** (439) Enrique attention came to rest on the grenadiers. The weapon system was the most direct threat to him and he sorely wanted it removed from the battlefield. Unfortunately, his enemies had gathered their wits far more quickly than he had anticipated. They had scrambled for cover, some without even having their pants all the way up. The surviving villagers went silent, aware that violence had erupted against their tormentors. Now, it was a game of cat and mouse. A game of move and counter move. He was very good at those games... **

(420) Deathstalker: ** Ben will conduct grazing fire, spraying a fan of lead at any enemy concentrations"

(436) Penny: (Can I run any of them over? 8D)

(420) Deathstalker: (Hell yes you can run them over. We are in 2 tons of steel!)

(439) Enrique: (yeah! pull an ernesto!)

(439) Enrique: (:P)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve and Jack both continue to pour lead into the remaining RPG gunner, who does a macabre little dance as he dies.

(415) Jack: (They are behind cover, I'm asking if it's easily destructable cover or if Penny would have to do some fancy driving.)

(415) Jack: (Art: Are you sure we were shooting at the same guy?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (There's only one RPG guy left)

(415) Jack: (n/m, I'm stupid)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Brick and stone, mostly. But they don't have all-around cover. If you drove past them, the gunners would have clear shots for 1 round while they found different cover and you might be able to run them over then.

(433) Steve: (oooh, I vote for that)

(420) Deathstalker: (Or the .50 can chew up their cover)

(439) Enrique: (yeah guys, go out there and flush out the game for uncle enrique.)

(415) Jack: (shush, you)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Did Enrique make a roll for shooting the grenadier?)

(439) Enrique: (eeek!)

(439) Enrique: [1d10+21] -> [1,21] = (22)

(439) Enrique: (boo!)

** (436) Penny turns the hummer to the right, making her way past the group of gunners who have taken cover in that area. (Group 1) **

(436) Penny: (bwahahahaha)

(420) Deathstalker: (Have to go afk for a while. Please continue, Ben will just shoot groups of people and any major threats)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's shot misses when the man unexpectedly moves his head.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d2] -> [2] = (2)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d8] -> [3] = (3)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d8] -> [7] = (7)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Ben opens fire on two men taking cover behind a stone fountain in group 3.

** (439) Enrique growled softly when the man moved his head as if he were prescient. His eyes narrowing as he prepared for another shot. This motherfucker could not be that lucky twice in a row. Of course, the passage of the bullet would likely have its own effects. The man was flirting with death and he by now probably knew it. He would likely be a more difficult target, although that could be used to his advantage as well. Fear was a great...motivator. **

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 17] -> [3,17,-17] = (3)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 17] -> [2,17,-17] = (2)

(453) arthurtuxedo: The .50 cal rounds tear through the relatively flimsy stone and kill the men behind it.

(438) Matthew Guilliard: Matt watches Penny's Humvee move forward. For a moment, he considers moving with her, however, if she were to flush them out, Steve might have some decent shots. He didn't like the various guns pointing in his direction, however...

(453) arthurtuxedo: The Dell-York soldiers open fire, but their rounds are ineffective against the up-armored hummers.

(415) Jack: (plink! plink! plink!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Round 4

(433) Steve: (I'll wait to fire until they pop their heads out)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: (("They're not shooting at us!" "How do you know!?" "A whiz means that they're close, a crack mea-" CRACK "NOW THEY'RE SHOOTING AT US!"))

(453) arthurtuxedo: A man comes out of one of the houses with an RPG on his shoulder, he takes aim.

(415) Jack: (oh, that poor son of a bitch)

(433) Steve: (yep, he's getting shot.)

** (439) Enrique concentrated on his target, the grenadier consuming all of his thoughts for the time being. As the man moved, his rifle dutifully followed. The man had already avoided death once and he was intent on remedying that fluke. The man tried all that he could to get cover, but ultimately he maneuvered himself into a position where in order to be effective in the battlefield he had to expose himself. When that moment came, when he left cover in order to see if he could assist his allies, an opportunity presented itself. He held his breath, the rifle tracking the target as he steadied himself and pulled the trigger. His rifle kicked against his shoulder as he did so, the 7.62 armor piercing bullet accelerated towards his target at supersonic speed. **

** (415) Jack sees a man emerge from a house with an RPG in hand. He swings the para-saw in that direction and fires. [1d10+22] -> [6,22] = (28) **

(439) Enrique: [1d10+21] -> [2,21] = (23)

(433) Steve: [1d10+21] -> [9,21] = (30)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Jack and Steve simultaneously open up on the RPG carrier when he emerges.

(439) Enrique: (poor bastard.)

(415) Jack: (swiss cheese wishes it had so many holes)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (I have been informed that SAW ammo is significantly higher power than standard .223, so from now on SAW is 14 damage, 4 penetration)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve has the advantage of a stable firing platform from his mounted gun, but Jack still manages to land 3 shots.

(453) arthurtuxedo: The man is cut to pieces by the fire, and his RPG clatters to the ground as he falls.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Enrique fires again at the grenadier, who is not so lucky this time. A front porch is decorated with his brains.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d14] -> [14] = (14)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d14] -> [3] = (3)

(433) Steve: (omg)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Ben continues pouring rounds into the cover of the soldiers.

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+17 - 17] -> [6,17,-17] = (6)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+17 - 17] -> [7,17,-17] = (7)

** (439) Enrique exhaled as his target fell and immediately sought a new target on the battlefield. A part of him whispered that he should move to another location, but he could not justify the movement just yet. There was no proof that his presence had been detected, and he could not support his allies while he was in the move. No, better to take the risk and remain stationary... **

(453) arthurtuxedo: Two more go down under the barrage.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Round 5

(453) arthurtuxedo: The hummer's clear the lines of cover

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve has a free shot at anyone in group 3, and Jack and Ben have 3 shots at Group 1

(433) Steve: (there grenadiers left?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: There is 1 grenadier and 4 riflemen left in 3, and 2 light machinegunners and 10 rifelmen in group 1

** (415) Jack takes aim and fires at one of the men with an automatic rifle. [1d10+22] -> [1,22] = (23) **

(415) Jack: (group 1)

(415) Jack: (fucking 1)

** (433) Steve lines up the shmuck holding a grenade launcher and spits hot lead. **

(433) Steve: [1d10+21] -> [10,21] = (31)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Roll 1d10 + Athleticism, Jack

(439) Enrique: (welcome to the brotherhood of the one my friend. ^_~)

(415) Jack: [1d10+5] -> [7,5] = (12) (I am screwed)

(415) Jack: (or not)

(453) arthurtuxedo: The truck lurches as Jack starts to fire. It lurches so hard that he drops his gun, at the last second, he catches it before it falls out of the truck.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve drills the grenadier with all 10 rounds in the burst. He is ripped apart.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Ben opens up again, this time splitting his fire between 3 men.

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d12] -> [3] = (3)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d12] -> [2] = (2)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d12] -> [2] = (2)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d12] -> [8] = (8)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+17-11] -> [7,17,-11] = (13)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+17-11] -> [7,17,-11] = (13)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+17-11] -> [6,17,-11] = (12)

(453) arthurtuxedo: The automatic rifleman gets 3 rounds, as does one of the riflemen, and the last gets 2 rounds. Even 1 round is more than enough from Ben's fire-breathing dragon. They are all killed.

** (439) Enrique attention comes to rest on a particular target, a machinegunner and he wastes little time in aligning a shot and taking it. **

(439) Enrique: [1d10+21] -> [2,21] = (23)

(439) Enrique: (second two in a row. grrrr.)

(453) arthurtuxedo: The man goes down with a hole in his head.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Round 6

(415) Jack: (Confirm: 0 bad guys in group 3? 8 Bad guys in group 1?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: The villagers are fleeing, and the Dell-Yorkers are too busy to attempt to persue. Some of them scramble for cover anew, others concentrate their fire, hoping to take out the group's gunners before they can shoot them.

(453) arthurtuxedo: (4 in group 3)

(433) Steve: (splitting fire between 2 riflemen in group 3)

(433) Steve: [1d10+21] -> [7,21] = (28)

(433) Steve: [1d10+21] -> [8,21] = (29)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Group 3 scrambles for cover. Group 1: 4 scramble for cover, 2 shoot at Ben, 2 shoot at Jack

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d6+14] -> [1,14] = (15)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d6+14] -> [4,14] = (18)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d6+14] -> [3,14] = (17)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d6+14] -> [6,14] = (20)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [15+18+17+20

(453) arthurtuxedo: [15+18+17+20] -> 70

(415) Jack: (Any stupid enough to be anywhere near the rampaging hummer?)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [70/4] -> 17

(420) Deathstalker: (ok i back)

** (439) Enrique watched as the villagers fled and smiled. Ah, so they had not been as foolish as he had expected. With the opportunity of survival offered to them they did not squander it. For a moment, it made the sacrifice that he and his friends were undertaking worth it. He sought another target, ideally one with a heavy weapon of some kind but if one could not be seen meeting those requirements he would settle for any enemy. **

(439) Enrique: [1d10+21] -> [2,21] = (23)

(439) Enrique: (lol!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Good thing these are easy shots)

(439) Enrique: (yeah. 75m shots.)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Penny could try to run one over if she wants to)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Same for Matt)

** (436) Penny doesn't hesitate when the opportunity arises. She presses the accelorator closing the distance between herself and an errant bad guy. **

(420) Deathstalker: ((BLood blood blood makes the grass grow!!)))

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Her attack roll is 1d10 + 12 (driving + coord), so is Matt's)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d4+12] -> [1,12] = (13)

(415) Jack: [1d10+5] -> [9,5] = (14) (c'mon, momma needs new shoes!)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: Matt hesitates slightly, somehow this seemed....very much different from shooting someone. However, these were certainly not people who were worth keeping alive, and dead was dead.

(415) Jack: (boy, did I screw that up

(415) Jack: )

(415) Jack: [1d10+12] -> [7,12] = (19) (c'mon, momma needs new shoes!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (What about Jack, is he shooting anyone?)

(415) Jack: (good question)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+5+14] -> [3,5,14] = (22)

** (415) Jack fires openly with only a little discretion, choosing the most threatening target. [1d10+22] -> [5,22] = (27) **

(453) arthurtuxedo: (What does Ben do? I had him shooting groups of 2 and 3 people at a time. He's racking up a lot of kills :))

(420) Deathstalker: ** Ben will continue to fire on groups. If he hits anyone that is fine, otherwise he is looking to suppress them to keep them from returning fire accuratly.**

(453) arthurtuxedo: Rifleman 1 vs Ben: [1d10+17-25] -> [10,17,-25] = (2), Rifleman 2 vs Ben: [1d10+17-25] -> [7,17,-25] = (-1). Rifleman 1 vs Jack: [1d10+17-25] -> [6,17,-25] = (-2), Rifleman 2 vs Jack: [1d10+17-25] -> [6,17,-25] = (-2)

(453) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [7] = (7)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (What kind of armor was Ben wearing again? Kevlar?)

(420) Deathstalker: (Whatever we could get our hands on in NY.)

(433) Steve: (oh shite)

(439) Enrique: (o.O)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Jack opens up on rifleman #[1d4] -> [1] = (1)

(420) Deathstalker: (Heavy combat armor if it was available)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Ben looks at one of the riflemen just before the man opens fire. Ben's position is pretty well protected, but a very well aimed or very lucky shot could get through, and Ben just somehow knows that this guy has him dead-to-rights. But before the man can open fire, Jack's burst tears him to shreds.

(415) Jack: (yay!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve opens up on two of the remaining guys in group 3, tearing them both to shreds.

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Hmm, used the same phrase twice)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Make 2 attack rolls for Ben)

(420) Deathstalker: [1d10+17] -> [9,17] = (26)

(420) Deathstalker: [1d10+17] -> [1,17] = (18)

(420) Deathstalker: (dont no modifiers for being mobile)

(453) arthurtuxedo: One of the riflemen gets caught in Ben's "suppressive fire" and cut to pieces, the other catches a single round through the chest, but that's still enough to kill him dead.

(453) arthurtuxedo: These men fire ineffectually at Ben and Jack's well-protected firing positions before they expire.

(415) Jack: (neener, neener, neener!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: One of them is so intent on shooting Ben that he doesn't realize until too late that Penny means to run him over. The front bumper knocks him prone and the front right and rear right tires pass over him, breaking all the important bones in his body with a long, slow crunching sound.

(439) Enrique: (ewww)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Matt's target is more aware, and he manages to jump out of the way at the last second.

(436) Penny: (Goodnight, Gracie! Or Sam. Or Mike. Whatever your name was!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (That was Penny's first kill, I think)

(433) Steve: (meh)

(420) Deathstalker: (Nothing better than vehicular homicide!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Seeing now that they cannot win, the men in the houses start to run toward the East, seeing that they cannot win. The men in groups 1 and 3 have no where to go, so they throw their hands up in surrender.

(439) Enrique: (how many men were in the houses? do we see em as they run off?)

(433) Steve: (dammit, my lights are flickering. The power had better not go off)

** (436) Penny stops the hummer not too sure of what the group's next move should be. **

(420) Deathstalker: (6 prisioners then)

(420) Deathstalker: (?)

** (415) Jack keeps those who are surrendering covered. **

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((Which way did the villagers run?))

(415) Jack: (yes)

(415) Jack: (away, methinks)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (East)

(439) Enrique: (well, we got some new toys to trade with or use now. rpgs and such.)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well then, we have another objective.))

(415) Jack: @R I didn't plan on hostile survivors.

(420) Deathstalker: R@ "Jack and I can handle the prisoners if you want to get the runners."

(433) Steve: @R "Way ahead of you."

(433) Steve: (gunnings with the down)

(420) Deathstalker: @R "We'll handle these guys. Over"

(433) Steve: (6 runners, right?)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: Matt sees the so-called Corporates run off in the same direction as teh villagers. A new feeling flows through him, and he acts without thinking through the entire act. Turning the humvee around quickly, he accelerates after the fleeing corporates, shouting to Steve, "Take them down!"

(438) Matthew Guilliard: (god damned teh))

** (415) Jack turns to Ben "Okay, your show chief. Strip 'em naked and make 'em walk, or what? **

(415) Jack: "

(420) Deathstalker: "Cover me Jack. If one of them twitches, let'em have it. I'm going to dismount and tie these guys up."

(415) Jack: You got it

** (436) Penny guns the engine of the hummer menacingly. **

** (439) Enrique remained unmoving for he time being, settling to watch the situation as it developed and aware of the orders carried about assuming that they were done through radios. **

(433) Steve: (do I need to roll to gun down the runners?)

(420) Deathstalker: ** Ben will grab and sling his rifle as he leaves the truck. He'll pull his pistol and instruct the prisoners to put there hands on their heads and lie face down on the ground.**

(453) arthurtuxedo: (No.)

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve guns down two of the fleeing men before the rest stop fleeing and surrender.

(453) arthurtuxedo: They comply quickly.

(415) Jack: (Is it wrong if I want to kill them all anyway? I mean, sure it's cruel but if they make it back to whatever they call civilization it could come back to bite us in the ass. (Evil Overloard List has a rule about survivors, I'm sure.)

(420) Deathstalker: ** Ben will proceed to zip cuff each prisoner then strip them down to their underwear.**

(433) Steve: "Get over with the rest. Move it, assholes! Make one wrong move and you're swiss cheese."

(453) arthurtuxedo: Steve keeps the prisoners covered as they march over to join their comrades.

(438) Matthew Guilliard: "Start walking boys," Matt modulates his voice to increase what little intimidation factor he had. They could come back later for the guns and ammo. Right now, he wanted all the prisoners in one spot, back in the village.

(453) arthurtuxedo: Enrique notices on the horizon that the villagers are returning, and they're armed. They have axes, hatchets, and a few bows.

(415) Jack: (ew.)

(420) Deathstalker: R@ "Matt, Steve, you guys might want to do a little crowd control with the villagers."

(453) arthurtuxedo: Soon, the others see them, too. They bend down and pick up the dropped weapons that the runners were carrying.

(433) Steve: @R "Roger that."

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Steve creatively interprets the term "crowd control" and opens fire)

** (439) Enrique almost smiled as he saw the return of the momentarily exiled villagers. "gentlemen, the villagers are returning and they seem to be intent on claiming their right to administer justice." He paused for a moment. "I suggest we let them." This was afterall, an internal matter... **

(438) Matthew Guilliard: @R "Affirmative. What say we let them decide what to do with the prisoners, once we have some questions answered?"

(433) Steve: "Folks! We have the situation under control. Sit tight, we'll be out the way soon, so you can go back to your business then. Just bear with us for a moment."

(420) Deathstalker: "Jack watch them for a moment"

(433) Steve: @R "Sounds good. I just don't want them getting jumpy and start shooting before we're outta here."

(453) arthurtuxedo: An older man speaks up immediately. "You saw what those bastards did to us! Why do you stand between us and the vengeance that is rightfully ours?" The others angrily agree.

** (415) Jack nods curtly **

(420) Deathstalker: ** Ben will walk over to Penny **

(420) Deathstalker: To Penny "Can you tell when someone is lying?"

(433) Steve: "We're not standing between you and your vengeance, only temporarily. Once we're done with these men, you're free to do whatever you wish. Just bear with us for a moment."

** (436) Penny looks at Ben, nodding slowly. **

(453) arthurtuxedo: This seems to calm them, somewhat. "Well," the old man sputters, "how long do we have to wait?"

** (439) Enrique since the situation seemed to be well at hand, he decided that staying hidden was no longer necessary. He stood up from his prone position, rifle at the ready but aimed down as he began to make his way back towards the place where he stashed the motorcycle. He would then drive it near to where the others were, secure it, secure the weapons of those they had dispatched and that was that... **

(433) Steve: "Not long. A few minutes, perhaps. We'll do our best to get what we require from these men as quickly as possible, and then you can get what you require from them."

(420) Deathstalker: ** Ben will walk over to Matt. **

(438) Matthew Guilliard: Matt gets out of the truck, standing before the crowd. "We just want information from them." He looks at Steve and Ben, "Given our methods, it should not take long. After that, you can do what you will with these...monsters."

(420) Deathstalker: To Matt "We have a built in lie detector with Penny. We can keep the radio open and she can tell when someone is lying. I know what to ask militarily, but not about corpies."

(420) Deathstalker: "We can take one at a time and tag team them."

(453) arthurtuxedo: The crowd seems to trust Matt much more readily than Steve. They nod, even the old man mutters that it is only fair.

(436) Penny: (one honk for "true", two for "false"? 8D)

(420) Deathstalker: (We'll keep the radio open, just have to say yes or no)

(453) arthurtuxedo: (Perhaps we should leave off here and do the interrogation next time?)

(415) Jack: (so, it'd just be a 1d10 + 19, right?)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods, "Right. Let's get started."

(433) Steve: (Fuck that old bastard. If he tries some shit, he's getting blown away.)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ahh, Lie Dector perk and earbuds, don't fail me now :) ))

(433) Steve: (yeah, seems like a decent stopping point)

(420) Deathstalker: "ONly problem is that the prisoners know they are screwed. Even if we were to let them go, the villagers are out for blood."

(420) Deathstalker: (Which we can deal with next week!)

(438) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yup. Besides, pain can be a very efficient motivator :D))

(415) Jack: (vr00m! vr00m!)

(453) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 14 * * *

(314) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 15 Start * * *

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Bah, brb))

(309) Jack: (you're fired!)

(314) arthurtuxedo: Last session, the group fought a large group of Dell-York soldiers, who are now their prisoner. The inhabitants of the village they were raiding are out for blood, but Matt convinced them to wait a while.

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Back))

(306) Steve: (yeah, the old bastard wouldn't listen to me)

(314) arthurtuxedo: (I don't understand why he wasn't disarmed by Steve's shining personality)

(310) Penny: (That's because he was lynching folks before you were a twinkle in your daddy's eye.)

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (don't feel bad. matt is the sneaky mofo with words type. personally, I wanna have the villagers kill the people os we can move on.)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt pulls Steve aside for a moment, speaking low, "Okay, time to ask some questions. Blood and bones if we need to, but let's keep them alive, for now. I'll lead, but jump in when I give you the signal. Ready?"

(310) Penny: [1d100] -> [15] = (15)

(306) Steve: "Got ya."

(306) Steve: (Sorry bout that, was distracted)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((No worries))

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Before getting the first prisoner, Matt turns to Penny, "You don't have to take part in this if you don't feel comfortable about it, but if you can, let me know if they're lying, okay? If you can, tell me up here, gently." Matt taps his forehead with one finger.

Game disconnected!

Locating server at c-67-169-218-251.hsd1.or.comcast.net:6774...

Game connected!

(325) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:25

Server Administrator-> You have connected to an OpenRPG server, version '1.6.1'.

    No fog. It seems cool, but on this end CPU usage goes up to 100% in moments, lag grows exponentially, people start being unable to connect and stuff.

    You may encounter adult conversations, concepts and material on this server. If you're under the age of consent, get out now. My arse is now officially covered... parents and watchdogs, take responsibility for your own damn kids, 'cos I sure as hell won't.

    New! Enjoy the freedom of communication with the OpenRPG Veav I message board. There's no registration, no accounts or passwords at all, just post and enjoy. This is being hosted by a friend on sensitive space, so no posting anything overtly pornographic and definitely nothing illegal - that includes unlicensed PDFs, people.

    This is a friendly server. I don't much care what you do, so long as you do it in a civilized manner. This means you can discuss anything you like and say anything you like, using whatever words you choose - so long as you aren't being an asshole.

(144) Veav (enter): 14:25

(236) Orion Is Horizontal (enter): 14:25

(266) El Tommo (enter): 14:25

(313) Sno (enter): 14:25

(321) Firael | Not Dead. (enter): 14:25

(324) BeefPot (enter): 14:25

Moving to room 'Tensided'..

(325) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:25

Server Administrator->

    It is pitch black. You are likely to be eaten by a Grue. 

(309) Jack (enter): 14:25

(310) Penny (enter): 14:25

(306) Steve (enter): 14:25

(311) Matthew Guilliard (enter): 14:25

(314) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:25

(315) Enrique de la Cruz (enter): 14:25

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (325) arthurtuxedo...

(325) arthurtuxedo: Booting '(314) arthurtuxedo' from room...

(314) arthurtuxedo (exit): 14:26

(325) arthurtuxedo: (Didn't expect that. I've got excellent signal strength. Hopefully that won't be a common occurance)

** (310) Penny nods her head and then pauses. Penny furrows her brow a second before telling Matt "I can't, it... it doesn't work that way." **

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz after making certain that all the weapons worth scrounging up were safely tucked away within one or both of their vehicles, he settled to watching over Matt. He was leaning against the side of one of the vehicles, his rifle in his hands as he casually looked on. **

** (306) Steve removed his suit jacket and loosened his tie. He then methodically unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled up his sleeves past the elbow. He eyed the captive "corporates" as he drew his knife, making sure the blade was clean and sharp. **

Game disconnected!

Locating server at c-67-169-218-251.hsd1.or.comcast.net:6774...

Game connected!

(327) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:31

Server Administrator-> You have connected to an OpenRPG server, version '1.6.1'.

    No fog. It seems cool, but on this end CPU usage goes up to 100% in moments, lag grows exponentially, people start being unable to connect and stuff.

    You may encounter adult conversations, concepts and material on this server. If you're under the age of consent, get out now. My arse is now officially covered... parents and watchdogs, take responsibility for your own damn kids, 'cos I sure as hell won't.

    New! Enjoy the freedom of communication with the OpenRPG Veav I message board. There's no registration, no accounts or passwords at all, just post and enjoy. This is being hosted by a friend on sensitive space, so no posting anything overtly pornographic and definitely nothing illegal - that includes unlicensed PDFs, people.

    This is a friendly server. I don't much care what you do, so long as you do it in a civilized manner. This means you can discuss anything you like and say anything you like, using whatever words you choose - so long as you aren't being an asshole.

(144) Veav (enter): 14:31

(236) Orion Is Horizontal (enter): 14:31

(266) El Tommo (enter): 14:31

(313) Sno (enter): 14:31

(321) Firael | Not Dead. (enter): 14:31

(324) BeefPot (enter): 14:31

(326) Sephi (enter): 14:31

Moving to room 'Tensided'..

(327) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:31

Server Administrator->

    It is pitch black. You are likely to be eaten by a Grue. 

(309) Jack (enter): 14:31

(310) Penny (enter): 14:31

(306) Steve (enter): 14:31

(311) Matthew Guilliard (enter): 14:31

(315) Enrique de la Cruz (enter): 14:31

(325) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:31

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt raises an eyebrow quizzically, a wild talent, perhaps? Odd, he thought she had more control, or maybe he was assuming that she had comparable abilities to the talents he had studied. Either way, no reason to get into it now. "No matter, if you can help, just let me know somehow, in some subtle way if you can, okay?" He smiles slightly, then walks over to Steve. He takes in the group of prisoners and looks for body language indicating which one of them looks like they might be the most compliant, while still being smart enough to know something. ((Empathy Check?))

(327) arthurtuxedo: (Empathy would be good

** (309) Jack nods her head again. **

(327) arthurtuxedo: (Hehe, knew you'd slip up and do that eventually :))

(325) arthurtuxedo (exit): 14:33

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (327) arthurtuxedo...

(327) arthurtuxedo: (Go ahead and make the check)

(309) Jack: (you suck eggs)

(327) arthurtuxedo: (Awareness + Empathy)

(310) Penny: [1d10+19] -> [7,19] = (26)

(310) Penny: (standby)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+9+8] -> [3,9,8] = (20)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm waiting for Jack to profess his undying love for Steve and his lust for his huge cock.))

(327) arthurtuxedo: Matt's eyes scan over the crowd, seeing mostly men who have already accepted their fates, but quiickly settle on a bespectacled man who looks like he'd rather be anywhere else

(327) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

(306) Steve: (omg)

(309) Jack: (Seeing as Steve is part cat, I can call him my little pussy.)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hahaha))

(306) Steve: (ha ha, very funny. ho ho, it is to laugh)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt motions to Steve to pick up and bring the man with glasses away from the rest of the group. "Let's see if he has anything interesting to say."

** (306) Steve stalks over to the man Matt indicated and looks him over. He leans down and grabs the guy with glasses by the collar and jerks him to his feet. With the other hand, he rips the glasses off the guy's face and chucks them away. "Just so you can't use that excuse. Let's go." **

(310) Penny: (Now it's time to play a little game I like to call "Truth or Dead?")

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz watched as Matt motioned for Steve, the chosen member of the group met with a thin smile. He had to give Matt credit he certainly seemed to know what he was talking about. That particular man had seemed the most open to persuasion. Steve responded to Matt's request admirably, his brusque manner matching his "devil may care" attitude almost perfectly. For the moment, he settled on watching how exactly Matt would open the ball. Would it be the threat of physical force that would crack the man or would it be something else entirely. He could wait to find out, he had to wait. For a moment, he found himself thinking back on better times... **

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt walks behind Steve calmly, idly picking up the man's glasses from the ground. He spends a moment looking at the make and perscription, trying to get a better idea of what this man is like. After his little pause, he continues after Steve. Once they were far enough away, he motions to Steve to put them man down.

** (306) Steve drops the now glasses-less man unceremoniously. **

(310) Penny: (where is everyone standing, by the by?)

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (Enr is leaning against one of the vehicles, rifle in hand watching the play.)

Game disconnected!

Locating server at c-67-169-218-251.hsd1.or.comcast.net:6774...

Game connected!

(330) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:45

Server Administrator-> You have connected to an OpenRPG server, version '1.6.1'.

    No fog. It seems cool, but on this end CPU usage goes up to 100% in moments, lag grows exponentially, people start being unable to connect and stuff.

    You may encounter adult conversations, concepts and material on this server. If you're under the age of consent, get out now. My arse is now officially covered... parents and watchdogs, take responsibility for your own damn kids, 'cos I sure as hell won't.

    New! Enjoy the freedom of communication with the OpenRPG Veav I message board. There's no registration, no accounts or passwords at all, just post and enjoy. This is being hosted by a friend on sensitive space, so no posting anything overtly pornographic and definitely nothing illegal - that includes unlicensed PDFs, people.

    This is a friendly server. I don't much care what you do, so long as you do it in a civilized manner. This means you can discuss anything you like and say anything you like, using whatever words you choose - so long as you aren't being an asshole.

(144) Veav (enter): 14:45

(236) Orion Is Horizontal (enter): 14:45

(266) El Tommo (enter): 14:45

(313) Sno (enter): 14:45

(321) Firael | Not Dead. (enter): 14:45

(324) BeefPot (enter): 14:45

(326) Sephi (enter): 14:45

Moving to room 'Tensided'..

(330) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:45

Server Administrator->

    It is pitch black. You are likely to be eaten by a Grue. 

(309) Jack (enter): 14:45

(310) Penny (enter): 14:45

(306) Steve (enter): 14:45

(311) Matthew Guilliard (enter): 14:45

(315) Enrique de la Cruz (enter): 14:45

(327) arthurtuxedo (enter): 14:45

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (330) arthurtuxedo...

(310) Penny: O_o

(330) arthurtuxedo: (strange. It disconnects me shortly after I load the map every time)

(306) Steve: (weird)

(310) Penny: (too wierd...)

(327) arthurtuxedo (exit): 14:46

(311) Matthew Guilliard: "Let's be reasonable, you're not exactly in the best position right now. These people want you and your friends dead, and we're not exactly too endeared towards you ourselves. At this point, your best bet is a quick, painless end. Even if we let you go, these people will hunt you down, and that won't be pleasant. Now I've been honest with you, and I'd like you to be honest with me, okay? If you're honest with me, things will be much easier." Matt gazes into the man's unfocuses eyes. "Now, let's start with something simple. Why where you attacking these people?"

(330) arthurtuxedo: He tries to speak, clears his throat, then begins again. "You have to understand something..." he starts.

(330) arthurtuxedo: (You can cut him off or let him continue)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: "Understand what?"

(330) arthurtuxedo: "This is a war situation. These people may seem like the victims, here, but they have attacked us ceaselessly. We didn't want to have to punish them here today, but we had to."

(310) Penny: [1d10+19] -> [7,19] = (26)

(310) Penny: (truth or dead!)

whispering to Penny, He's definitely stretching the truth.

** (310) Penny clears her throat. **

(311) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+6+9+4+4] -> [2,6,9,4,4] = (25) Awareness + Empathy + Lie Detector Perk + Lie Detector Earbuds

whispering to Matthew Guilliard, Matt's sure that he's lying

(310) Penny: (You sure you need me, Matt?) 8D

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((It's nice to have backup ;) ))

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt sighs and rubs the bridge of his nose under his glasses, the signal to Steve. "See, now that's what I'm talking about."

** (306) Steve grins, then pulls back and launches his right fist into the lying bastards stomach. **

(306) Steve: (do I need to make a roll?)

(330) arthurtuxedo: (No)

(330) arthurtuxedo: The wind is knocked out of him, and he doubles over. He tries desperately to draw air for a few seconds before getting his breath back. He holds his hands up in surrender.

(330) arthurtuxedo: "Okay, okay, maybe they didn't attack us."

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz agreed that this was one of those times where he was thankful he had invested into the mini earbuds. He could and did understand the necesseties of war, but what had been occurring here in the village had been a bit more than that. There had been no reason for corporate soldiers to engage in rape and such. With the amount of firepower that they had at their disposal it would have been a quick and clean affair to erase this village from existance. They had chosen not to take the path of the professional however, and instead began to induldge in their vices. Now, he was no purist but a line had been crossed. He took a deep breath and held it, the rifle light in his hands. He felt the urge to shoot the man in a tender but nott fatal spot, but Steve took the wind from his sails. He frowned for a moment, a part of him whispering that it was not the only thing he planned on taking from him. He pushed the thought aside promptly... **

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods to Steve, then goes back to gazing into the bound man's eyes. "I'm waiting for the answer. Specifically one that doesn't involve you being dishonest with me."

** (306) Steve draws his knife again, and holds it up in the light, staring as sunshine glints off the blade. He turns it slowly in his hand, his gaze sliding from the knife to the corpie. **

** (309) Jack watched and listened impassively as the scene played itself out. He kept the paraSAW pointed at the prisoners but he wasn't thinking about keeping any of them from escaping. **

(330) arthurtuxedo: "Look. Our corporation has generously taken it upon itself to provide this territory with all the necessities of life, and help grow communities. These ungratefuls decided to reject us, and now they refuse to have DNA profiles taken!" He says with disgust, as though truly puzzled why anyone wouldn't want their DNA registered with a hostile pseudo-government.

(330) arthurtuxedo: "We had to make an example. We can't have this kind of resistance become widespread."

(311) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+6+9+4+4] -> [6,6,9,4,4] = (29) Awareness + Empathy + Lie Detector Perk + Lie Detector Earbuds

(334) Deathstalker (enter): 15:02

(310) Penny: 8D'

(306) Steve: (woot)

Attempting to assign the role of PLAYER to (334) Deathstalker...

(334) Deathstalker: ther we are

(311) Matthew Guilliard: "That's better. Next question, what do you know about the Union?"

** (309) Jack guffaws a bit at the proclamation made by the doomed man. The words provide, necessities and life rang hollow being spouted from a pillager's mouth. **

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeah, I'm feeling very little compunction with leaving these guys to their fates when all is said and done.))

** (306) Steve absentmindedly tosses his knife into the air, allowing it to complete one revolution before catching it by the handle. He does this repeatedly while eyeballing the corporate goon. **

(330) arthurtuxedo: "The Union, what the hell do you want to know about them for?" He catches himself. "I mean, not that it's any of my business," he stammers quickly upon seeing Steve's expression.

(330) arthurtuxedo: "They're a bunch of black marketeers. Very annoying."

(334) Deathstalker: Unfortuantly i have to go to work, just got called in :(

(330) arthurtuxedo: (Gay!)

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz leaned against the vehicle behind him a bit more as Matt with some assistance from Steve maneuvered their prey into a position where the truth was finally starting to be found. They always said that confession was good for the soul... **

(309) Jack: D8

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (aooo. boo!)

(306) Steve: (ASS! Oh well, see ya next time, DS)

(334) Deathstalker: have a good game hopefully next week

(334) Deathstalker: Disconnecting from server...

(334) Deathstalker (exit): 15:06

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ah man.... :( Ah well, later man))

(311) Matthew Guilliard: "I'm new to the area, you're the first person I thought to ask about my new neighbors."

(330) arthurtuxedo: "Hey, since I've been so cooperative, you think you could let me live? I mean, you could tell them you still need me and such. I won't go back and tell them what you did, I swear! I'll leave Oklahoma and never come back!"

** (306) Steve stops tossing his knife, and stares blankly at the man. **

(311) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+6+9+4+4] -> [10,6,9,4,4] = (33) Awareness + Empathy + Lie Detector Perk + Lie Detector Earbuds

** (310) Penny stares blankly forward. Peering into the man's mind was like walking through a forest. It was a place where lies and truth existed in a murky, shadow world. The sound of his breathing and hearbeat provided an eerie soundtrack to the spectacle. There wouldn't be enough water and soap in the world to make her feel good after this was over. **

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Not that he's getting out of this, but idle curiousity, you know?))

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt rubs the bridge of his nose again, and lets Steve keep going for a little bit. "Somehow, I don't think so."

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz exhaled softly as the moment arrived. It always happened, this moment was always reached as the prey desperately sought a way to continue with life and promised everything and anything to make that a reality. He had seen this occur dozens of times and he doubted that this time it would change anything. Surely Matt was not that forgiving. The only thing that was being bargained now was a slow death or a quick one. That was as things should be and he expected that Matt was enough of a realist to see things through to their logical conclusion. **

(306) Steve: In a flash, Steve is standing behind the goon. He grabs the man's hair and pulls his head back, hard. The knife blades rests on the goon's throat, pressing just hard enough to draw blood. Steve says in a low, almost growl, "I'm though fucking with you. Spill your guts now, and we don't spill them later. You can run as fast as you can when we've heard all we need to. Got it?" He gave Matt the eye as he said this, clearly not meaning a word.

(310) Penny: The spike in the man's fear makes Penny jump.

(330) arthurtuxedo: The man outpours thanks and promises to anser every question perfectly.

(330) arthurtuxedo: Matt can see that the villagers are starting to become restless.

(311) Matthew Guilliard: The sad thing about these interrogations was that the poor bastard on the receiving still held out some hope of clinging to life, however slim. That hope had to be crushed. Completely. Undeniably. Annihilated. Only then would they realize what a generous offer death would be.

(311) Matthew Guilliard: "Okay. First, the Union. All you know. When you're done there, I want to know about a convoy that came through this way recently. Also, any insider's info about Dell-York. After that, we're done."

(330) arthurtuxedo: He talks about the Union for a few minutes. He says that they are a trade organization that wants to monopolize illegal trading. They have an understanding with the local Mexican troops so they run across the border where Dell-York can't follow, and it's rumored that they have high-level connections. They assassinate anyone who stands in their way, but they don't maintain a true fighting force. Their guys don't know how to use the heavier military hardware that they sometimes sell.

(330) arthurtuxedo: He then talks about the Corporate Convoy. He says his unit has received orders to keep tabs on it and try to find out its capabilities. If the convoy steps one foot out of line, they are to attack with overwhelming force and attempt to steal as much equipment as they can and liquidate the soldiers.

(310) Penny: (yeah, uh, good luck with that)

(330) arthurtuxedo: But he wasn't there when the convoy passed through the area.

(330) arthurtuxedo: He then gives the rundown on Dell-York.

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz listened closely as the man sought to save his life. Of course, the truth was that the more information he shared the less value his life possessed. Once the man had been milked dry of information, he was of no use to them. Useless things tended to be discarded or disposed. He was not so much looking forward to the death of the man as much as their return to the road... **

(330) arthurtuxedo: It's Oklahoma's ruling corporation. It maintains an army of 3,000 troops. It likes to project the image that all of its soldiers are cyborgs, but few actually have upgrades. Only corporates are allowed into the capital. There are many different departments, and many of them have deep rivalries, by rumor including clandestine operations against one another.

(330) arthurtuxedo: Patrols travel in 5 to 6 vehicles (pickups or humvees) with 24 riflemen, 8 machinegunners, 4 anti-armor, and 4 grenadiers.

(306) Steve: (the area we're in, is it heavily wooded, or relatively open?)

(330) arthurtuxedo: (Relatively open)

(306) Steve: (oh good. Tell me when he's done talking)

(330) arthurtuxedo: They maintain a base near Tulsa that they use to send out patrols to this area. There are a total of 400 men at that base. (360 now)

(330) arthurtuxedo: (He's done)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((We can take 'em.))

(306) Steve: When the goon's done talking, Steve pats him on the head like a puppy. "Good boy. Now run, as fast as you can!" Steve shoves him (with wrists still bound) in the direction away from the villagers.

(310) Penny: [1d10+19] -> [6,19] = (25)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+6+9+4+4] -> [9,6,9,4,4] = (32) Awareness + Empathy + Lie Detector Perk + Lie Detector Earbuds

(310) Penny: (accurate numbers?)

** (306) Steve puts a finger up, letting everyone know he's got an idea. **

(330) arthurtuxedo: (Neither Penny nor Matt detect any untruthfulness)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nodded as the infomation came in. Several new tidbits he could use, in all, rather useful. When he was done, he got up, and motioned for Steve to stay there. He walked towards the villagers, giving a respectful nod to them. "I thank you for your patience in our dealings. We are done with these scum."

** (306) Steve walks calmly over to where Enrique is standing. "Got your rifle handy?" **

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Good man, Steve, good man.))

(310) Penny: (Are you kidding? He keeps that rifle closer than he keeps his "gun")

(306) Steve: (hehe)

(330) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Steve and offered a cheerful smile, his shoulders moving and in doing so making the bulk of his rifle obvious. "what do you think?" He looked past Steve for a moment and glanced at the moving confessor. "are we going to keep count or is this just for principle?" His tone was soft and casual, these men were barely worth the name... **

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (nyaaah!)

** (310) Penny watches as the scene unfolds before her. The man didn't have a chance and it made Penny a little sad to think about it. His future would have been filled with the torture, pillaging and raping of other villages, that much she assumed. Even so, watching and knowing the futility and inevibility of his destiny staring her in the face discomfitted her. She still had yet to deal with her own dealing of death not but a few minutes ago... **

(306) Steve: "Nah, I figured cutting his throat was too easy. Plus, you look like you need the practice." He grins.

** (309) Jack keeps a watchful eye on the villagers. Sure, they'd just saved most of their lives but that didn't mean they couldn't up and bite the hand that was feeding them. A mob is just that, a mob. People lost 100 IQ points in groups like that, especially those out for revenge. **

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz chuckled softly and tsked as Steve spoke. "its easy for you to say. you were using a fully automatic weapon, not very sporting you know." His tone was dry, a smile flashed in his direction before his rifle was brought to his shoulder. "let me show you how its done." He went silent a moment later, the target tracked, the subtle nuances in his motions analyzed and taken into account. The barrel of his rifle aligned itself with the target, the wind speed in the air taken into account before he took a deep breath and held it before pulling the trigger. The suppressor did its work, but the supersonic crack of the bullet could not be contained. **

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10+21] -> [2,21] = (23)

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (LOL! jesus H christ.)

(330) arthurtuxedo: At the word from man, the villagers descend on the prisoners like a school of pirahnas on a smoked ham. They hack at already-dead bodies for minutes in cathartic rage, unless the remains are almost unrecognizable as having once been human.

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (that is 4 straight 2's in a row.)

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (CHEEESEE!)

(330) arthurtuxedo: *At the word from Matt

** (310) Penny watches as the scene unfolds before her. The man didn't have a chance and it made Penny a little sad to think about it. His future would have been filled with the torture, pillaging and raping of other villages, that much she assumed. Even so, watching and knowing the futility and inevibility of his destiny staring her in the face discomfitted her. She still had yet to come to grips with her own dealing of death not but a few minutes ago... (edited in italics) **

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (OMFG! I demand compensation for this insult!)

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

(330) arthurtuxedo: (With 4 seconds of aiming, difficulty was like 8, I think)

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.O!)

(330) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's shot does not hit quite where he wanted it to, but it gets the job done, entering the back of the man's head and blowing a barn door through his face. He is dead before he even hits the ground, and a dozen pieces of his face hit the dirt before the rest of him.

(306) Steve: (holy shit)

(330) arthurtuxedo: (You liked that one?)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((I did promise him a quick death if he was honest with me.))

(306) Steve: (yeah, that was brutal)

(310) Penny: (What was the last thing to go through his mind before he died? A bullet.)

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (;_; so beautiful man...)

(306) Steve: (he never even heard the bullet)

(306) Steve: (He's alive...alive...alive...alDEAD)

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz the bullet arrived and did its gruesome business. The rifle put down for the moment still at the ready as he glanced towards Steve. "one shot one kill." His tone was soft, the death itself did not bother him but there was something else. At that moment, he could not glance towards Penny. So he did not... **

(306) Steve: "Nice shot. He died quick, if not pretty."

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz rolled his shoulders. "one out of two ain't bad. besides, pretty was something he wasn't to begin with." His tone was dry, his eyes sliding about the rest. What was Matt's plan for them? **

** (306) Steve nodded, then turned towards his post. He should get back on the gun, just in case the villagers got froggy. **

** (309) Jack backed slowly away from the carnage that was the villagers taking their revenge on the quasi-corporates. When he felt it was safe, he turned and walked quietly to the hummer. Without a word to anyone, he stowed to paraSAW in its place, taking care with his movements. Afterwards he waited by Gold to see what the group's next move was. He knew what was going through Penny's mind, he could tell at a glance. She'd probably cry herself to sleep tonight, if she were to sleep at all. **

(311) Matthew Guilliard: Matt watches the death of the pillaging Dell-Yorkers. He had hoped they weren't the real Dell-Yorkers, but there wasn't much to be done now. If there were any elders left of the villagers, Matt would wait until after they were done to start asking questions.

(330) arthurtuxedo: After a time, they finally seem to be done with the corporates, and they come over to Matt. "Thank you for helping us," the elderly agitator says. A few of the men bring young girls and women in tow. "Please, accept the hands of our daughters in marriage."

(309) Jack: (Can we start gettin' sexed up, Captain?)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((....well, Matt finally got his mack on....))

(306) Steve: (I'm in)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Can we get one for Penny, too?))

(306) Steve: (In that oh-so-cool-gravelly Jayne-voice, of course)

** (315) Enrique de la Cruz he watched the conflict only for a moment before he began to walk back towards silver. After it became apparent that he would not be needed to intervene. He slipped into the vehicle, closing the door behind and took a moment to gather himself. Once this was done, he climbed back outside and caught the last exchange between the village representative and Matt. "...?" They had to be kidding... **

(330) arthurtuxedo: (Hot lesbian action!)

(306) Steve: (me has to bounce)

(309) Jack: o_O

(315) Enrique de la Cruz: (aooo! o.o)

(311) Matthew Guilliard: ((Ack))

(306) Steve: (yeah, I know, but I gotta go. Hopefully next we'll all be here and we can have a full session)

(306) Steve: (insert a "week" in there somewhere)

(330) arthurtuxedo: (Why? What do you have to do?)

(309) Jack: (I harrumph in your direction, sir!)

(306) Steve: (Father's Day stuff)

(330) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 15 End * * *

(1552) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 16 Start * * *

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (When we left off, the group was done interrogating, and left the natives to their bloody massacre)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (And the elder of the village was offering up their daughters' hands in marriage)

(1554) Jack: (Oooh, forgot about that!)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, 5 percent chance of vehicle failure. Gold: [1d100] -> [13] = (13), Silver: [1d100] -> [52] = (52)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, 2 percent chance of gun failure. .50: [1d100] -> [15] = (15), SAW: [1d100] -> [99] = (99), Para SAW: [1d100] -> [26] = (26)

** (1554) Jack stared, dumbfounded at the man offering another man's daughter. He'd seen some messed up things in the underside of New York - but this, this definitely took the cake. And the pie. And all the ingredients that made cakes and pies. Sure, there were fantasies about this kind of thing happening but they also involved beautiful and much lusted after movie stars (or at least women who looked like beautiful and much lusted after movie stars). Jack held up his hands and backed slowly away from the villagers. All things considered, he'd rather be somewhere else right now. **

(1554) Jack: (I figured since we were missing an Enrique, I'd fill in, just this once.)

(1551) Steve: (hehe)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, more gun failure: Enrique [1d100] -> [39] = (39) Steve [1d100] -> [59] = (59) Jack [1d100] -> [45] = (45) Penny [1d100] -> [72] = (72) Matt [1d100] -> [23] = (23) Ben [1d100] -> [3] = (3)

** (1551) Steve , resting comfortably behind the SAW, could only chuckle to himself and shake his head. He lit a cigarette and waited impatiently for Matt to extract himself from the situation. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sorry, keep getting pulled away by family ~_~))

(1554) Jack: (keeel theem)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Matt gives the thumbs down signal. The group opens up on the exposed villagers with hails of machine gun fire)

(1551) Steve: (oh jesus)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yeeha!)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt does a short double take, trying to think of a way to talk himself out of this without sounding offensive. "Please, understand, we helped because we could simply not stand by and allow such savagry to continue. I see your women as lovely, and I am sure they have many wonderful qualities beyond their attractiveness, but if I would recieve any gift from this day, it would be the knowledge that they are free to choose who they wish to marry on their own."

(1554) Jack: (If they run, they're VC...)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: They look very confused by this. "Your ways are strange, but we will respect your wishes. If you ever have need of shelter or aid, do not hesitate to find it here."

whispering to arthurtuxedo, 20 percent chance of running into a Dell-York patrol: [1d100] -> [52] = (52)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles, "Thank you. I am afraid we must be off soon, for we are on the trail of a large convoy that came through this way recently. Before we leave, however, is there any knowledge you could give us that might help us?"

** (1555) Penny stares at the ground, pushing some dirt around with her toe. The dangling of the shoe lace catches her attention and she finds herself wondering who puts the little end on the shoe lace, if such a thing has a name. She imagines orange skinned little people happily working and singing in shoe factories around the world... **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "We will put you in contact with a group called the Magi. They will seek you out tonight and help you."

(1551) Steve: (what time is it?)

(1554) Jack: (time to get ill?)

(1554) Jack: (Do we hear this?)

(1551) Steve: (time to get funky)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (It's about 4 PM)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "And do not pass the intersection with highway 165 at 7 PM. That's when the patrol passes through."

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods as he takes in the new information "Thank you. We must now continue on our way, but we wish you the best of luck, and I hope to see you again some day."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He nods. "Go in peace, my friend. And thank you."

(1554) Jack: (Why do I think that conversation is missing a "Hail and well met, citizen!"?

(1554) Jack: )

(1554) Jack: (Could we hear any of that?)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods his head slightly and turns back to the rest of the group. "Okay everyone, let's mount up and get ready to go. We'll talk on the way."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Sure, you could hear)

(1551) Steve: "Way ahead of you." Steve sits up and grabs the grip on the SAW.

** (1555) Penny takes a long last look around before climbing back into the driver's seat. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Severity of break on the SAW [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt climbs into the driver's seat and lets the rumble of the engine starting wash over his thoughts for a moment. The Magi? Perhaps another name for the Union? Either way, hopefully, they would be helpful. Given the new information about Dell-York, it seemed unlikely that they could bring the Corporate convoy to a dead stop, but they could probably cripple them if properly motivated. If that could be done, the good guys might stand a chance.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (I'm forgetful without my map. Who's riding in which truck, and which one has the .50 and which has the trailer?)

(1554) Jack: (Penny, Jack and DS are in Gold. I forget which one has the trailer)

(1551) Steve: (Alls I know is I'm on the SAW with Matt and Enrique)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Mine's got the SAW and the trailer, and I got Steve and KC, the other one has the 50 with ben on it and Jack and Penny ))

(1551) Steve: (there you go)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Okay)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: A few minutes after the group gets underway, Silver hits an unexpected bump in the road. Something had apparently broken in the SAW mount, and Silver's SAW goes sailing out of the vehicle, before Steve can catch it, it hits the pavement, a few sensitive pieces flying off. That might have been repairable, but the trailer then runs over it with two tires. (The "does something break" roll went poorly for the SAW :))

(1554) Jack: [1d10] -> [4] = (4)

(1551) Steve: (DAMMIT!)

(1554) Jack: (I would laugh, but I'm too busy crying)

(1551) Steve: "Son of a bitch!"

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Aw man))

** (1555) Penny drives on, oblivious to the tragedy happening behind her. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (99 or 100 on a 1d100 meant a break, rolled a 99, then a 10 on a d10 for severity of the break)

(1551) Steve: @R"I lost the SAW, hold up, guys."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Look on the bright side, it could have been the .50, or one of the hummers)

(1554) Jack: Lost the saw? What the...? How do you lose...

(1551) Steve: @R "I don't know if it can be salvaged, but we should at least check it out."

** (1555) Penny slows the hummer to a stop, pulling to the side for good measure. **

(1551) Steve: As soon as Matt brings the hummer to a stop, Steve jumps down and runs back towards the previously mounted gun.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: @R "Son of a bitch! Hold up Gold, we lost our damn SAW." Matt slows down and comes to a stop. "Steve, go see what you can salvage, Ernesto, keep an eye out. Don't want to run into another patrol."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The trailer weighed a lot, and SAWs are not designed to be run over, particularly not at the angle it was hit. The main body is more or less intact, but there are a dozen smaller pieces strewn about, and the body is compressed.

** (1551) Steve sighs. "Shit." He picks up the larger pieces and what looks important, and hauls the mess back to Silver. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((I can put it back together, I don't need those pieces. They're extras anyway.))

(1554) Jack: (Yeah, they always put extra parts in there for just such a thing)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: When Steve brings back the remains, it's clear to all that it's beyond repair. The body is no longer straight, there are small parts that have been smashed to bits, and who knows what the internals look like.

** (1551) Steve sighs again, and goes to collect his M8 and configure it into light machine gun mode, since that's better than nothing, or a broken something. **

** (1554) Jack lets out a low whistle. "Well, DS, that's one weapon you don't have to clean anymore." **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt shakes his head. "Damn. We'll have to try and get a replacement next chance we get. Let me know when you're done with the jury-rigging, Steve, and we'll get moving again."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: On closer inspection, it's clear that a part of the release mechanism got jammed open on the mount, allowing the gun to bounce out.

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz (enter): 14:20

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Heyo!)

(1554) Jack: (w00t)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (hiya guys. ^_^!)

(1551) Steve: (wootage)

(1554) Jack: (Steve broke your rifle.)

(1551) Steve: (yep. muchas pezas)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.O!)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: ([Bad dice format] - [vader]NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO![Bad dice format] - [/vader])

(1551) Steve: (lol)

(1554) Jack: (Okay, when I say "your" I mean the hummer. and by "rifle" I mean the SAW mounted on it.)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (;_; the precious....let the enrique see it...)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (...bastid. *breathes a sigh of relief* ^_^!)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.o???)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz (exit): 14:25

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz (enter): 14:25

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: oook

(1554) Jack: O_o

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: okay, I am glad someone else seems to be here. things just got real quiet, thought I crashed or something. :p

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Steve finishes changing out his gun's barrel into LMG configuration

(1552) arthurtuxedo: With no movable mount, it's definitely more random than the SAW, but better than nothing.

(1551) Steve: (is there a way to jury-rig it on the mount?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (That would take longer)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (2 or 3 hours)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((BRB, bathroom))

(1551) Steve: (good enough for government work)

(1554) Jack: (We can probably make a more secure rig later, yes?)

(1551) Steve: (right, if we can pick up another SAW)

(1551) Steve: (so....back on the road?)

(1555) Penny: (giddy up

(1555) Penny: )

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The group gets back on the road, avoiding the patrol mentioned by the villagers. A few hours after dusk, at 8 PM, the group arrives in Oklahoma City.

(1555) Penny: (gulp)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The city is enclosed and guarded by checkpoints. Parked inside a small tent city outside the walls sits the corporate convoy.

(1555) Penny: (**THE** convoy or **a** convoy?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (The convoy)

(1555) Penny: (gulp)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Painted in dark gray urban camoflague, it looks quite intimidating

(1551) Steve: (double gulp)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: In the center sits 10 covered 5-ton trucks.

(1555) Penny: (If it were painted with pink flowers it'd be intimidating)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Surrounding them are 2 M2 Bradleys and 4 Strykers

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz was relatively quiet as they rode onwards after having left the village. He was thankful that he was not saddled up with a wife although he had been flattered at the offer. He spent the time contemplating where he was and where he had been, a piece of paper produced from one of his packs. He considered for a moment before he began to write. He did not consider himself to being an above average writter but somethings had to be said and this was as good a time as any. The first line which were written on the paper were telling. "Dear Penny:" ... **

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (shite.)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sorry, back))

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Also visible are 2 Centurion bots with .50 cal machineguns. They do not seem to be welcoming visitors.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt mutters to the rest of Silver. "I don't think they're terribly interested in tourism. Thoughts?"

(1551) Steve: (didn't the tribal guy say only coporates were allowed into the capital?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Each Bradley has its main cannon, a coaxial machinegun, and a top-mounted weapon. The first one has a grenade machine gun, while the other one has a large radar dish and lenses that look to be parts of a laser gun

(1555) Penny: (I say we take them here. Now. Before I wet myself.)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: 3 of the 4 Strykers have their cannons, a machinegun, and a missile launcher. The 4th has a radar system like the Bradley.

(1555) Penny: (GAME OVER, MAN! GAME OVER!)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The soldiers that are visible are wearing heavy plastic and ceramic armor, and carrying a variety of weapons.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((I walk up to them say hello, then shoot their leader in the head. I am the new leader!))

(1552) arthurtuxedo: There are quite a few motels and brothels around, almost like a small "outer city"

(1554) Jack: (sweet, we can still get sexed up)

(1551) Steve: (Steve bolts out of the hummer towards the nearest brothel)

(1551) Steve: @R "Something tells me they're not too friendly towards outsiders."

(1555) Penny: @R I have a bad feeling about this.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: @R "Well, I am open to suggestions"

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: "so, are we going to park out here and hope that they don't see us or are we moving on?" His tone was neutral. Staying was a risk, but one he might take purely to stay sleep on an actual bed. On the other hand, he would not place a bed over his continued survival...

(1554) Jack: @R We do need to stop for the night. We just have to be careful about it. Like, on the other side of the city careful.

(1551) Steve: @R "Sleep is a luxury we may not have right now. That's the convoy over there, and this is a perfect opportunity to get ahead of them. We might get not another chance."

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: "we are either staying or moving onwards. Both options have their benefits and detriments. Personally, I would prefer to play it safe here and get ahead of the corporates and see if we can find some manner of slowing them down. If we stay, we have civilization to enjoy and perhaps some information to acquire..."

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: @R "Sounds like a good idea, Steve. Let's see if we can get on the other side of the city."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Sleep deprivation will cause penalties to all rolls, btw)

(1554) Jack: [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(1554) Jack: 8D

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The group circles the city, finding that there are clusters of motels, brothels, and gambling dens near each entry point into the city. After passing 2 of these, the group reaches the one on the opposite end of the city.

(1551) Steve: (any 24 hour stops for caffeinated beverages?)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((If not, guess who's sleeping :p ))

(1554) Jack: (Yeah, it's bad enough he has no brain in the morning.)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hush you :p))

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (You could find coffee if you wanted)

(1551) Steve: (ok, coffee stop, then.)

(1554) Jack: (I say we find a place to stop. We shouldn't have a problem getting ahead of the convoy now. We've already made up two days)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: "I take it we are going to spend the night here?" His tone was neutral, the idea of sitting somewhere and finishing up the letter appealing to him.

(1551) Steve: @R "Hmm. Should we stop this close to the city, or drive on a few hours?"

(1554) Jack: @R Stopping would be good.

(1551) Steve: @R "Your call, Matt."

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: @R "We'll stop here. Need to get some sleep. Remember, we're expecting visitors tonight."

(1555) Penny: Oh. Right.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Do you bring your long guns into the motel, or leave them hidden in the trucks?)

(1551) Steve: @R "Good point, I forgot about that."

(1555) Penny: DS Says we bring them in.

(1555) Penny: ( + )

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: (?)

(1551) Steve: (my long gun is mounted, so I couldn't bring it if I wanted to)

(1555) Penny: ((DS Says we bring them in.)) << clairevoyant

(1555) Penny: dammit

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (I thought you decided to hold off on mounting it)

(1555) Penny: (Steve mounts himself at night)

(1551) Steve: (Well, jury-rig mounted. The guns stays there)

(1551) Steve: (Of course I do. Every self-respecting man does)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (That would have taken an extra 3 hours. Maybe I misread but some things would have been different if you had left 3 hours later. You could mount it now while you're on watch if you wanted)

(1551) Steve: (ooh, good idea)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (It's now 9 PM)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, so we're not bringing in the long guns?))

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Crickets chirp)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Should I just roll a d2?)

(1555) Penny: ((DS said yes, Penny has no opinion))

(1554) Jack: (For security reasons, I say yes.)

(1551) Steve: (I'm mounting my gun, so...)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Matt doesn't like it, but he can see where it would be damn useful, just in case.))

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Okay, that's a majority)

(1551) Steve: (although I don't think I'll take first watch, so I'll take it with me)

(1554) Jack: (IN YOUR FACE, FLANDERS!)

(1551) Steve: (Dad! You killed zombie Flanders! He was a zombie?)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Fu-diddly-uck!))

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (oiy.)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The group walks into the manager's office toting their rifles. He raises an eyebrow, but doesn't seem overly surprised. He gives everyone their keys, and then says "Hey, you guys should check out the basement floor of the casino down the street. Just tell the guy I sent you."

** (1554) Jack gives him a funny look. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Does he have a nametag?))

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (No)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He flashes a rotten smile.

(1551) Steve: (What is your name, boy!)

(1554) Jack: And you are...

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Ted. Just trust me."

(1554) Jack: ... right ...

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt raises an eyebrow and smiles, "Thanks"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Who goes on watch after Steve?)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+8+10+4+4] -> [9,8,10,4,4] = (35) You lying to me boy?

(1551) Steve: (uh, I said I'm "not" taking first watch)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (I will go)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Whoops, missed that part)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (gives me a chance to finish up this letter)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (So who goes after Enrique?)

** (1555) Penny (swoons) **

(1554) Jack: (I will)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, 10 percent chance of unfriendly gang attention [1d100] -> [7] = (7)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d20] -> [15] = (15) gangers

whispering to arthurtuxedo, On which shift? [1d4] -> [3] = (3)

whispering to Matthew Guilliard, Matt detects no bad intent

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz looked around the manager's office wordlessly his eyes noticing most of the nuances which the room offered him. His rifle was strapped to his back, his key accepted with a nod of his head. The words about a Casino caught his attention for only a moment. He was not much of a gambler and he had more pressing concerns at the moment. He stole a quick glance towards Penny for a moment as if gathering inspiration before looking towards "Ted." He was looking forward to having some time alone to think. The presence of the Convoy so close worried him but they should all be alright... **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt pulls Steve aside, "Okay, I'm going to head to the Casino. Want to come with?" He smiles, it'd been a while since he had gone into a den of vice with Steve covering his back.

(1551) Steve: "Umm, hold that thought a second." Steve walked over to Penny. "Hey, you gonna crash right away, or do you wanna take a trip over to the casino. Might be fun, we could continue the poker lesson."

** (1555) Penny looks up at Steve. She glances quickly to Jack, then Enrique before making up her mind. **

** (1555) Penny she smiles brightly, answering "Okay!" **

(1551) Steve: "Great. Let's go." Steve motions to Matt and walks out towards the casino.

(1554) Jack: I'm going to catch some shut eye first.

** (1554) Jack heads off to his room, letting Enrique know to wake him up when it's time. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles, then goes to the rest of the group. "Hold down the fort, radio if there's any trouble. We're going to head out and lose some money." Matt winks, a sly smile flashing on his face before leading Steve and Penny down the road to the casino.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Who's third on watch?)

(1551) Steve: "Come on, Matt, who said anything about losing? You can't let negative thinking like that get in the way of success."

(1551) Steve: (I'll do it)

(1555) Penny: (We can either give it to DS or let Steve have it.)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((DS, likely))

(1551) Steve: (or DS, sure)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Can't be DS, has to be someone being actively played)

(1551) Steve: (oh, ok, me then)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay))

(1551) Steve: (and is it just me, or did all the double quotes suddenly become single quotes?)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hmmm "Hello" Test?))

(1554) Jack: ((I can still double))

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Yes, they did, weird.))

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz glanced towards Matt, Steve and Penny as they headed out. She would be in good hands and as such he was not concerned. Matt's words met with a thin smile. "the same goes for you. If you guys start a brawl or something, don't keep it to yourselves." He nodded as Jack spoke, glancing down at his watch for a moment. "I am going to drop off some of my junk in my room and start the shift. See ya later." With those words he went off to deposit his sleeping gear. Afterwards, it would take a bit of time to find an optimal spot to set up shop. **

(1554) Jack: (("double"))

(1551) Steve: (and that would be a single)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: They arrive at the "Lucky Strike" casino. Perhaps the term casino is inappropriate. This place is a gambling den. It lacks the glitz and glitter of a casino. The three are patted down upon entering. (You left your guns at home, right?)

(1551) Steve: (I never leave my sidearm at home)

(1555) Penny: (Don't forget about his "mounted long rifle")

(1551) Steve: (damn straight)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (lol)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Matt did, and his vest))

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Can't bring that in here, buddy." He says to Steve when he finds the pistol.

(1555) Penny: (Penny forgot she had her pistol still with her.)

(1551) Steve: (they call me Roto-Rooter, because I swing a lot of pipe)

(1551) Steve: "Can I pick it up on my way out?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He issues Steve a deposit slip and checks the gun. He doesn't bother searching Penny.

(1555) Penny: (neener!)

(1551) Steve: "Thanks." Steve flashes a toothy smile at the doorman. "Sure you don't want to check my ID?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Or rather, he "pats her down" without making any real attempt to look for a gun, and does not discover that she is in fact carrying one.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The humorless man just says "Nope." and waves the group through.

(1551) Steve: "Fair enough."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: There are a number of slot machines and card tables, and a burly man standing by some stairs leading down.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looks around, then sees the stairs heading down. "Let's look around a bit before we commit to anything, right?" He walks to the burly man and watches his reaction as he approaches.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He narrows his eyes as Matt approaches.

** (1551) Steve turns to Penny. "So...poker? Or would you like a drink first? Do they even serve drinks here?" Steve looks around. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "Hey, Ted said I should talk to you about the ten cent tour downstairs."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (They serve drinks)

(1551) Steve: (bar or casino girls walking around?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Ted, huh? What's the password?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Both)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Actually just a bar)

(1551) Steve: (k)

(1551) Steve: "Let me get you something. You like the pink fruity drinks with the umbrellas, right?"

** (1554) Jack merely shrugs **

(1554) Jack: (dammit, that's twice.)

(1551) Steve: (LOL)

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz settled on the roof. It offered him the best vantage point of the vehicles and would allow him to warn the others should the corporate convoy begin to rumble towards them. He stayed low, finding a suitable position and settling to wait. The night was beautiful, his head tilting as he looked upwards at the night sky. There were a few clouds up and about, but many of the stars still managed to dominate the sky. It was a sight that had been rare in the city itself, and as such he was thankful that he was here and now. A part of him wondered if anyone or anything was washing from above at what he was doing. He was certain that Carlos would have approved of his actions for the most part and yet where would he have stood when it came to penny? He frowned for a moment, realizing that he would have likely seen her as an dangerous attachment. It hardly mattered however. Carlos was dead and he was not, the old rules no longer applied... **

** (1555) Penny shrugs. "Whatever you're having will be fine." **

(1551) Steve: "I like scotch, neat. You sure you want one?"

** (1555) Penny nods her head readily. **

(1551) Steve: "Ok." Steve walks over to the bar and orders two scotches, neat.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt eyes the man, not sure what sort of test this was. "Didn't get a password, he just told me to trust him, and let you know he sent me. If it's a big deal, I'll just play some poker, lose a little, no harm done." He smiles, clearly not interested in getting into a fight with this burly bouncer.

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: ((gotta do something IRL for a moment. BRB!}}

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He grins. "There's no password." He unlocks the door and opens it. "I hope you like what you see."

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Bastard. Hoped my natural instinct to lie would trip me up? :p ))

** (1555) Penny stands there, waiting for Steve to get back with the drinks. She was pretty sure he wouldn't want Matt to wander around without him. **

(1551) Steve: (so, drinks are poured, right?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Steve comes back with drinks, and sees Matt being ushered into the basement room.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (He then hears hundreds of gunshots and a body hit the ground... no)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt chuckles and nods to the man as he walks towards the room "Thanks. By the way, those two are with me," he points to Steve and Penny, waving to them in the process.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Matt had a gun after all, and now he's the crime boss of the midwest!))

** (1551) Steve hands a glass to Penny just as he sees Matt wave. "Hmm, basement. Care to come with?" **

** (1555) Penny nods and follows them downstairs, a little apprehensive but more curious than anything else. **

** (1551) Steve sips his scotch while taking in everything he can about the surroundings. **

** (1555) Penny takes a sip of the scotch. Her face puckers a bit, but she lets it wash down. It burns a little on the way down, but it's not the worst thing she's ever had in her mouth. **

** (1555) Penny coughs. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Brb in a few mins)

** (1551) Steve glances at Penny and grins. **

(1555) Penny: (beverage and bio)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((brb myself))

(1551) Steve: (sounds like a plan)

(1555) Penny: (returned)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (back)

(1555) Penny: (What kind of room have we walked into? What goes on "downstairs, under the casino"?)

(1551) Steve: (back)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The group is led into the basement to find an assortment of guns, armor, grenades, and other military hardware. There are an assortment of heavily armed guards with mean expressions to discourage looters, and the guns are behind locked steel cages.

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (back!)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Steve's eyes immediately settle on a polished M249 SAW.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: (back)

** (1551) Steve nudges Matt and nods his head towards the SAW. **

** (1555) Penny is very disappointed. She should have known that it wouldn't exactly have been a three ring circus under a casino. She lets out a little sigh and takes another sip of the scotch. And coughs again. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The tag reads "M249 Squad Automatic Weapon. 100 or 200 round capacity. 5.56 x 45 caliber. Like new condition. All cleaning and maintenance parts included. $1,000"

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz shifted his weight slightly as he waited, his eyes sliding to his watch for a moment before returning to his surroundings. so far, so good. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods, seeing the SAW Steve indicated. He looked around, taking in all the weapons and prices as quickly as he could, meanwhile looking for the dealer amongst it all.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Enrique sees a pair of shady looking teenagers point and marvel at the hummers. They start to walk toward the trucks.

(1555) Penny: (**piff!** **piff!** They are no more.)

(1551) Steve: (lol)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The dealer is behind bullet-proof glass, and no doubt has quick access to some sort of firearm.

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz immediately caught sight of the pair as they pointed at the hummers. The marvel was momentarily overlooked, a soft sigh escaping his lips. He hoped that this did not go where he thought it was heading. His vantage point allowed him a great deal of flexibility although there would be a handful of places where the teenagers would have cover from his reach. Of course, that would assume that they knew he was up here to begin with. He tracked the teenagers with his rifle, waiting to discern their intentions before choosing a course of action. **

** (1551) Steve can't help but notice Penny's disinterest with the hardware. He'd promised her poker. Besides, negotiation was really Matt's domain anyway, and these guys looked...reputable. He shifted his weight, thinking. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: They have another SAW in stock (not on display), a half-dozen M4s, a few M16s, and a large number of AKs, Uzis, MAC-10s, and handguns of every description

(1555) Penny: (Is the whole cage glass or just where the dealer is?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (The cages for each group of guns is steel mesh. The dealer is behind a re-inforced glass window.)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt walks up to the dealer, "Hey, nice gear you've got here. I guess you guys are the...Magi, right?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: A look of confusion passes over him. "No, buddy, we're dealin' for the Union."

(1555) Penny: (Way to go "Jack" or "Mike" or whoever you are in this town.)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "An' if you want something you don't see here, we can special order it. We got everything." He says with pride.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles and laughs, "Oh, okay. Don't worry about it, but yeah, I might want to get a special order in. How long would it take for, say, some high explosives?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "We could have it here tomorrow."

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "About what time? Got a train to catch, if you know what I mean."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "We got dynamite, we got C4, we got everything!" He says, redundantly.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Well, we'd have to wait 'til morning to put out the order, so it would be here about 5 o' clock."

(1551) Steve: (We got everything! *gesturing wildly*)

** (1551) Steve exhales slowly. **

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (I am coming over after my shift and seeing if I can get me a new toy. :P)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "Okay, I gotta think about what specifically I'll be needing, but for now, I think we'd like to get our hands on one of those Squad Automatic Weapons you've got there, you know, for starters."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Sure thing, pal. You want to carry it out or have it delivered?

** (1551) Steve leans foward and whispers to Matt, "You got this, right? I wanna show Penny a good time, or at least show her something other than guns." **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "Delivered, if you could. We're staying with Ted tonight," Matt nods to Steve, "Yeah, you two have fun."

** (1551) Steve turns to Penny. "Matt can take care of this. Let's go play some poker." **

** (1555) Penny brightens and practically skips up the stairs. **

** (1551) Steve follows Penny. Once he's back in the casino, he looks around for an empty (or nearly empty) table. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "You got the cash on you?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The teenagers try the handles on the hummers and the trailer, finding them all locked. They have a short conversation and turn to leave.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods, "Yeah," he reaches for his wallet, flipping through to find the appropriate amount of cash. "How's this?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He counts and sorts it. "Alright. It'll be over there in a half hour. Pleasure doing business."

(1555) Penny: (oh god. he's trying to get us killed)

** (1551) Steve spots a table with only one player, and leads Penny over to it. He hands the dealer two twenties. "Forty in chips, please." **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The dealer gives Steve his chips

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz tracked the lead teenager all the while as he approached the hummer and tested the handles. When he moved to the trailer and did the same, he had a clear shot at the delinquent's temple but he did not fire. The conversation was missed for the most part and when they turned to leave he was almost tempted to pout. Still, he was not the type to kill without need. They would never know how close they had been to death had steve or jack forgotten to close the doors securely behind them... **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "By the way, heard any fun little stories from the corpies lately?"

** (1555) Penny watches the exchange carefully, noting details most others wouldn't find interesting. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Roll 1d10, 1 means you lose it all, 2 means you lose 90%, 3 75%, 4 50%, 5 75%, 6 you break even, 7 you make 10%, 8 you make 25%, 9 you make 50%, 10 you double your money

** (1551) Steve counts the chips, and slides half of them to Penny. "Just to get you started." **

(1551) Steve: [1d10] -> [4] = (4)

(1555) Penny: [1d10] -> [9] = (9)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((LOL))

(1551) Steve: (of course)

(1555) Penny: 8D

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Over the course of an hour, Steve manages to lose $10, but Penny makes $10, so it comes out even

** (1551) Steve eyes his short stack, and glances at Penny. He chuckles. "You're already better at this game than I am." **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He looks askance at Matt. "Who wants to know?"

** (1555) Penny shrugs slightly "Beginner's luck," she says with a sly smile. **

(1555) Penny: [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Sigh, be right back again in a few)

(1551) Steve: "Luck, skill, whatever. As long as you're having fun?"

(1551) Steve: [1d10] -> [3] = (3)

(1551) Steve: (dammit)

** (1555) Penny nods noncomittedly before looking at her cards with a serious expression. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Nevermind)

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz glanced at his watch once more and smiled thinly. Just a little longer and Jack would be the one worrying over teenagers. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Over the next hour, Steve loses $15.

(1555) Penny: (I couldn't have dreamed it'd go better than that.)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "Name's Matt. Been trailing behind that convoy that just came in." he looks at the man seriously, "To be honest, we've been trying to find a way to stop it for a while now."

** (1551) Steve sighs and pulls out his wallet. He hands the dealer another twenty. "More chips, please, I appear to have run out." **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Ah. Well, I heard about a convoy that came in today, but other than that. I don't know jack about it."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Penny doubles her money. She now has $60 of her original $20, and Steve has $2.50 of his original $20.

(1555) Penny: (tee hee)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, if you know anyone who might be able to help us out, I'd appreciate it."

(1555) Penny: (Am I playing it wrong? 8D)

(1551) Steve: (oh, well in that case, let it ride!)

(1551) Steve: [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

(1555) Penny: [1d10] -> [7] = (7)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He nods and makes a note.

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz the next hour rolled on by and he glanced once more at the time. Ah, so it had arrived. He moved back from his current position, standing up a moment later and making his way back from the roof. He made his way straight towards where he expected jack to be, knocking politely on the door. Assuming that Jack responded to his knocking, he would be met with a smile. "your turn Jack, have fun." With those words said he turned and headed to his own room. He had a letter to complete and then, he just might visit that Casino afterall... **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Steve only loses about $2 the third round, bringing him down to $20. Penny is up to $66.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles, "Thanks, I appreciate it." With that, he heads upstairs, taking one last look around the room, taking in the considerable array of weapons.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Matt's conversation obviously didn't take 3 hours, so when did he come back to the motel?)

** (1554) Jack awoke with a start. He'd been dreaming. But now that he wasn't asleep the dream faded quickly away. He wanted to believe that it involved naked women, but he simply couldn't remember. He answered the door and nodded to Enrique. Jack gathers himself, puts on his armor and glasses, grabs his sidearm and his trusty MP5 and heads out by the trucks. **

** (1551) Steve shuffles his chips and then turns to Penny. "Feel like cashing out, or are you not done taking the dealer's money?" He smiled. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((He leaves Steve and Penny to swap cash between themselve for a little bit, heads back after listening to the chatter for about five, ten minutes.))

** (1555) Penny nods her head. "Yeah, it was about to go really bad." **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Chatter in the casino, that is))

** (1551) Steve nods. "We'll take our money, dealer. Thanks." He slides his chips over and waits patiently for his $20. **

** (1555) Penny cashes in her chips, offering Steve his original $20. **

(1551) Steve: "Nah, keep it. It was worth it to see you have some fun."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Shortly after Matt got back, he takes the delivery of the new "guitar".

** (1555) Penny holds out the twenty a little longer "Aw," she says with a hint of sarcasm, "you could buy yourself something nice." **

(1551) Steve: "With twenty bucks?" Steve scoffs. "Keep it for next time."

** (1555) Penny shrugs and stuffs the bill into a random pocket. **

** (1555) Penny leans her head on Steve's shoulder, "Thanks." **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "Always did want to play stairway to heaven," Matt chuckles to the delivery man. Still, one question went unanswered...these Magi, was that just another name for the Union? Matt runs his hand over the new "guitar", trying to think. Nights were a good time for him, at least they used to be. Now, he was fading a little earlier than he was used to.

(1551) Steve: "Don't mention it. I had fun, even if I did come out forty bucks down. Glad you enjoyed yourself. We'll do it again soon, ok?"

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz blinked for a moment as he removed the rifle from his back and placed it aside, a chair pulled to the table as he placed the piece of paper down and produced a mechanical pencil. Part of the time he had spent playing guard over the humvees had been given to thought as to how to go about writting this letter. The words came to him a bit more easily now, although his hand writting was slow and methiculous. His caligraphy skills were not the best in the world, but it was passable if he spent his time. Besides, there was something about a hand written letter that could not be duplicated by one written with any sort of machine. The crafting of the letter was a time consuming affair, but he bore it well. In the end, it had taken him exactly eighteen minutes to arrive at its conclusion. He was not writting an essay. He read the letter once more checking for errors and finding no immediate problems. A moment later, he left the chair and walked to his pack, a pocket opened an envelope retrieved along with two dried wildflowers he had picked up. Penny's name was written on the envelope, the letter carefully folded and placed within along the two dried flowers. He paused for a moment, smiling feintly at his work. It was a start. Now, he needed something to drink... **

** (1555) Penny mmhm's in response. **

** (1551) Steve remained silent, basking in the moment. He didn't want to ruin it, but he had to say something. "Penny?" **

** (1555) Penny looks up. "Hm?" **

(1551) Steve: "I don't know what the future's going to bring. I don't know if you do, either. Whatever happens, though, I'm glad you're here. I...like spending time with you. Maybe, once things quiet down, we're done with the mission or whatever, maybe we can...spend more time together."

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (ha! the written word is more romantic! nyaaah!)

(1551) Steve: (maybe so, but I got to her first. HA!)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (pftttt!)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hahahaha))

(1554) Jack: (ahem.)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: It's now midnight. Jack's been on guard duty for 1 of his 2 hours.

** (1554) Jack finds a comfortable shadow to wait in after he does some down home craftsmanship. **

(1555) Penny: [1d2] -> [1] = (1) (top secret squirrel roll)

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz wanted to take a look around while he was still able. He was confident that he could keep sleep at bay for a little longer but he was starting to feel fatigue creep into his bones. He left his room, locking the door behind him after having made preparations and headed towards the casino. Once there, he would not spent any time gambling but soaking in the scene and keeping his ears close to the ground. The corporate convoy presented to him unique challenges, he did not believe that his PSG-1 alone would be adequate for some of the tasks he may be called upon to perform.... **

** (1555) Penny listens to Steve as he speaks, listening with her ears but also listening with her other sense. She quickly perceives his hidden intent. She's flattered by the attention but with the experiences she's had in the past she isn't sure how to react to it. She pulls her arm out from his and stuffs that hand in her pocket. He was right, she didn't know how things would turn out. She'd seen some things, but the future wasn't always so cut and dry. Sometimes not knowing the future was better. She looked up at Steve, making one decision among many. "That might be nice," she finally said. **

** (1551) Steve nods. "Good. Ok. Well, I think I'll get a bit of shut-eye before my shift. Good night, Penny. See you tomorrow." **

(1555) Penny: G'nite

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Things pass quietly for the next half-hour, until, just as he's getting ready to get Steve, Jack sees a man in the shadows, scoping the place out.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (It is now 1 AM)

(1554) Jack: (Has he spotted me?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Are you hiding?)

(1551) Steve: (would this hotel have alarm clocks in the rooms?)

(1554) Jack: (Yes.)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Not yet, but his binoculars look capable of seeing in the dark)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (There are clocks)

(1551) Steve: (but no alarms on them?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (There are alarm clocks)

(1551) Steve: (oh, ok, so I would have set the alarm for my shift)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Steve's alarm wakes him up for his shift.

** (1554) Jack watches the other man hiding in the shadows, waiting for him to make the first move. (Can I see if he has any weapons or anything?) **

(1554) Jack: (I stay as hidden as I already am, unmoving)

** (1551) Steve shuts off the alarm and gets up. He puts on his armor, grabs his M8 and sidearm, and heads out to relieve Jack. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Steve comes out, and doesn't immediately see Jack. The street looks empty.

** (1551) Steve stops, and flips through the vision modes on his glasses, but making no hostile motion for his weapon. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Flipping through his vision modes, he spots a man across the street, observing the motel with binoculars.

(1551) Steve: "Jack?" Steve says in a normal speaking voice.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: The man puts both hands up, palms facing outward, and then begins to walk toward Steve and Jack. He is about 20 meters away.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: His hands go to his sides as he walks.

(1554) Jack: Here, Jack responds in kind.

** (1551) Steve 's gun snaps up to cover the man. "Put your hands back up!" **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: His hands go up.

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz had moved through the halls of the casino quietly, his eyes and ears attentive to the movements and sounds about him. He reached an intersection moving past some dollar machines before catching sight of Penny and Steve. He paused, hesitating for a moment before he acted. It was a breach of protocol perhaps but there were times when a man simply had to know. His mini earbuds were utilized to their full effect, editing out all the sounds around him except for the familiar voice of steve nuances and all and the familiar voice of Penny which had an immediate effect of making his heart begin to race. He had the good of fortune of catching Steve's pitch to Penny. The first thought that came to his mind utterly predictable. ~son of a bitch.~ He found himself holding his breath, although he did not look at Penny as she considered her response. He played it cool, watching to the side and away from them both until Penny spoke. Her words easily heard it was not a yes but it was not a no either. He found himself breathing, hesitating for a moment if he should approach them now or not. He decided against it, taking a step to the side and disappearing behind some machinery designed to remove money from the patrons. Steve had played his hand, and he would play his own. After that, it was out of his hands. He found himself making his way to the representatives of the Union, a particular order placed. It was steep, but negotiations had gone in his favor and he did not wish to poison the water. three thousand two hundred and fifty dollars was a small price to pay. He also made arrangements for a fair amount of ammunition, leaving the area after all the loose ends had been tied up. He made his way back towards the motel, aware that fatigue was quickly making its presence felt upon his body. Upon making it to his room, he glanced at the envelope which held Penny's letter. He would deliver it later... **

** (1554) Jack raises his MP5, levelling it at the man. **

(1551) Steve: "Who are you?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "That depends," he starts evenly. "Did you rescue an Indian village earlier today?"

(1551) Steve: (is he still walking towards us?)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (No.)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (He stopped about 7 meters away)

** (1554) Jack glances at Steve then reacquires the man in his sights. **

(1551) Steve: "I can't recall. Who are you?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Realizing that he is at a disadvantage, he plays his hand. "I'm with the Magi."

** (1551) Steve relaxes slightly, but does not lower his weapon. "I see. Who are the Magi?" **

** (1554) Jack (accidentally pulls the trigger, pelting the man with a hail of bullets. His hole riddled flesh falls to the ground in a heap.) **

(1551) Steve: (lol)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (hehe)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "The middle of the street is not an appropriate venue."

(1551) Steve: "Sorry, but this is my post. I'd have to alert my colleagues if you'd like to sit down and have a chat."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Please do."

(1551) Steve: "As you wish. Jack, go tell the others that a representative from the Magi is here."

** (1554) Jack nods and goes off to alert Matt, Ben and Enrique. Before he heads back down, as an afterthought he gets Penny to attend the meeting. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: By the time the man is led into Matt's room, everyone but Steve is there.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: When Jack finds Matt, he catches him putting away a bottle of pills into his jacket, a glass of water in his other hand. The Magi? Well, that was one less mystery to worry about. He rubs his eyes and drinks the rest of the water.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: Steve quickly attaches the new SAW to the mount, and oils up everything so that the new one won't bounce out.

(1554) Jack: ('mount' 'oil' *wink* *nudge*)

** (1555) Penny sits quietly in a corner, disheveled and only partiallly alert. It seems Matt isn't the only one who needs beauty sleep. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods to the man, "So, you're with the Magi? Who are you? We've heard of the Union and the Corp, what's your place in all this?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "The Magi are what you might call a subversive organization. We seek to end Dell-York's reign of terror."

** (1551) Steve remained at his post. He had two hours to kill after attaching the newly acquired SAW to Silver's mount. After that was done, he busied himself with switching out the M8's barrel to standard rifle mode once again. Then, he was alone with his thoughts. They focused on Penny, but his comment to her earlier about the future had brought up a lot of questions. He [Bad dice format] - [i]didn't[Bad dice format] - [/i] know what the future held. He didn't want to know, unless it had something to do with Penny. He leaned back and sighed. It was going to be a long night. **

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz had fallen asleep with his boots on. He had seen too many people die over carelessness and the idea of the corporate convoy coming after them in the middle of the night was more than enough to keep him fromt getting overly comfortable. He had so far managed one hour and forty seven minutes of sleep when Jack made his way to his room. He groaned softly, his eyes snapping open as his head turned and glanced towards his watch. "what the fuck?" He had not even slept two hours so far! He forced himself out of bed, grabbing his pistol and walking over to the door. When Jack informed him of the situation he was tempted to point out that he was more interested in sleep than dealing with the Magi. Still, his discomfort aside he understood that this could prove to be a crucil juncture. Someone had to be there in case that Matt droped the ball. "fine, fine, I will be right over." he closed the door a moment later, dressing up a bit more slowly than he had expected. He left the room slowly, aware that the only thing that this would allow him to do was see Penny. He made his way to the room, looking around until he Penny made her way there. The fact that Steve was not yet present was a blessing in disguise, his steps carrying him next to Penny. "Hi Penny, I wanted you to have this." His left hand moved, revealing a plain white envelope. "read it when you can alright?" Assuming that Penny took the offered envelope he nodded, offered a small smile and made his way back to his chair and settled to wait. **

(1555) Penny: (>greater thandifferent text modes)

(1555) Penny: feh

(1551) Steve: (oh yeah, huh? shit)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "Then we share some goals. We're out to end the stranglehold of all the corporations. The convoy that came in today is our primary target. Our numbers are too few to take them on and hope to win. Given the...less than trusting natures of both groups, perhaps we could find a way to meet both of our goals?"

** (1555) Penny eyeballs the note before stuffing it carefully into a vest pocket. **

(1552) arthurtuxedo: He nods and smiles widely. "We are on the same page. Dell-York doesn't like these newcomers. They want to seize their equipment. But some of our informants tell us of a battle in Memphis, where this new convoy displayed tremendous firepower. We feel that we can get them to fight, and hurt both of them badly."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "We went to the trouble of procuring suits of armor like the ones that the New York soldiers wear. We feel that if two of your group were to wear that armor and cause a big disturbance in the city, Dell-York will attack the convoy.

** (1569) Enrique de la Cruz nodded slightly as Matt and the representative to the Magi spoke. He approved of Matt's deviousness and any residual hesitation he may have felt at allowing a former corporate to lead them in their merry chase began to melt away. He glanced towards Penny out of the corner of his eyes but said nothing, his attention focused on the negotiations taking place before him. **

** (1551) Steve yawned and stretched. He put his feet up on the side of the nest and lit a cigarette. He wished he could go get a drink back at the casino... **

** (1555) Penny wanted to concentrate on what the man was saying but the note Enrique handed to her was burning a hole in that pocket. She stole a glance at him. He was impassive, listening intently to the conversation. His mind wrapped tightly. She looked again at the Magi representative, but there wasn't anything there to see. Whatever secrets he had he was keeping them. Penny touches the pocket where the letter was, impatiently waiting for the right time to tear into it. **

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt's eyes widened, the drowsiness fading from his eyes. "Excellent. That should do the trick, though how would you suggest getting in and out without getting caught?"

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (*mehs* utoh. I may have to poofle lovelies. *le sigh* although I encourage you to go onward! ^_~ I trust you guys.)

(1555) Penny: (see ya)

(1551) Steve: (later, man)

(1554) Jack: The thought of causing dissent and wreaking havoc was one that Jack liked very much. Right up to the point where two of the group had to be the ones to start it.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "One of the guards is one of us. He'll know which trucks not to search. We wouldn't need to involve you at all, but these corporates are from New York. We need people with New York accents to impersonate them, or people will see through it."

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Later, loser!))

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (see ya :))

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (sawwy guys, family came on over and I needs to do some rl junk. I also have a test tomorrow early in the morning. ^_^! I look forward to reading how this ends up. good luck! ^_^)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: (*waifs and sneaks off* ciao guys!)

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz: Disconnecting from server...

(1569) Enrique de la Cruz (exit): 17:38

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((Accent? What freakin' accent you talking about, huh? Do I sound like I got an accent to you? Do I sound like Steve freakin' Irwin to you?))

(1554) Jack: I don't like it. I'm not saying I wouldn't do it, just that I don't like it.

(1551) Steve: (I'm walkin here, I'm walking here!)

(1554) Jack: (You talkin' to me?)

(1551) Steve: (I'm funny how? Funny like a clown? I amuse you?)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "I understand." Matt looks around the room, "We

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: ((God damn it, pre-posted))

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "I understand." Matt looks around the room, "We'll have to decide who will go. What time did you want to launch the attack?"

(1554) Jack: (premature posting? no wonder Penny doesn't like you ;)

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Tomorrow night around this time."

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: Matt raises an eyebrow, "They're staying that long? Are they trying to negotiate something with Dell-York?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "They're doing maintenance and restocking, but Dell-York is only letting 2 of their vehicles in the city at a time, and only during daylight hours, so it's going slow."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: (Should we leave off here?)

(1554) Jack: (works for me)

(1551) Steve: (sounds good)

(1551) Steve: (Matt's not done lying, though)

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "I see. Well, that's good for us. Can you possibly get any men into the Convoy's group, or maybe in the maintenance buildings? I'm thinking about putting some explosives on their larger vehicles, just to weaken the convoy that much more."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "I wouldn't advise that. The disguises won't work on the New Yorkers. They have friend or foe emitters, and we don't. And they're doing maintenance by renting the entire building and doing it all themselves. They shoot anyone who comes within 50 feet of their maintenance building." He says. "They're quite paranoid.", he adds unnecessarily.

(1559) Matthew Guilliard: "Mmmm, all right. We should probably get some sleep soon. Shall we meet in the morning?"

(1552) arthurtuxedo: "Yes. I'll come back at 7 AM."

(1552) arthurtuxedo: As the meeting draws to its conclusion, Steve sees a large group of young gang members approaching, with two of them pointing the way toward the group's hummers.

(1552) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 16 End * * *

(51) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 17 Start * * *

(55) Jack: It sounds risky, but if it can weed that group down a bit, I'm all for it.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Number of gang members = [10 + 1d6] -> [10,2] = (12)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Steve counts 12 gangsters carrying submachineguns and rifles. Only [1d4] -> [1] = (1) of them are wearing armor.

(55) Jack: (sweet!)

** (72) Steve sits up a little straighter in the machine gun nest, and nonchalantly grips the SAW with his right hand. With the left, he taps his ear and says, "Matt, get the others and get out here. We may have a situation." **

(51) arthurtuxedo: They range in apparent age from about 14 to 18

(55) Jack: [1d4] -> [2] = (2)

(56) Penny: [1d4] -> [4] = (4)

(51) arthurtuxedo: They are currently about 50 meters distant. People flee into their houses or draw the curtains as they notice them advancing down the street

(55) Jack: (rats)

** (72) Steve finishes his cigarette and flicks the smoldering butt away. **

(72) Steve: "Can I help you gentlemen?"

(63) Matthew Guilliard: Matt raises an eyebrow, "What sort of situation?" ((Where is everyone at this point?))

(55) Jack: (we're all in your room)

(55) Jack: (mr. magi man has just left)

(72) Steve: @Matt, "Gangers. Kids, really, but they look like they want something."

(51) arthurtuxedo: They don't acknowledge having heard Steve, and continue to advance.

(72) Steve: (range?)

(51) arthurtuxedo: 45 meters

(63) Matthew Guilliard: Matt looks around the room, "We may have a little problem folks. Let's get ready to go."

** (72) Steve slams the charging handle on the SAW and adjusts the aim slightly so the barrel is in line with the front-man's head. "I said, can I help you gentlemen?" **

** (55) Jack stands up quickly, "What is it?" **

(51) arthurtuxedo: The range is now 40 meters. At a signal from the leader, they start to fan out and take cover.

(63) Matthew Guilliard: "Gangers who seem to want something. Chances are they never learned proper table manners, much less asking nicely."

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d6] -> [6] = (6) of them don't seem to understand the concept of cover and start to take aim in the middle of the street

** (72) Steve adjusts his aim again, and the leader gets bullets in the kneecaps for his trouble. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: Steve can aim at any of them, since they're not behind cover until next round

** (64) Enrique was on his way back to his room after the representative of the magi had left. He was sitting on the edge of his bed, his hands undoing the knots to his boots. He was still somewhat tired and was looking forward to sneaking as much sleep as he could. The letter was out of his mind, it was no longer in his hands and as such it was no longer worth thinking about. His radio was brought to life, the situation quickly explained and he groaned softly. "I will be right over." He took a deep breath, held it and resecured his boots. A moment later, he was reaching into one of his bags and withdrawing a caffeine pill. The pill was swallowed, his rifle on his back as he left the room and locked the door behind him. Moments later he was hustling his way to the nearest set of stairs... **

(72) Steve: [1d10+23] -> [8,23] = (31)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Half of them are about to have their legs SAWed off))

** (55) Jack bolts from the room. Jack makes all due haste to his own room where he stupidly left his own MP5. He retrieves it and joins the fray. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: Enrique will arrive in [1d6] -> [1] = (1) rounds. Jack will arrive in [1d6+6] -> [6,6] = (12) rounds

** (55) Jack will speak in third person for a while. **

(55) Jack: (Well, I miss this one. feh.)

(72) Steve: (3 shot burst at the leader's kneew)

(72) Steve: (or knees, rather)

(51) arthurtuxedo: One of the leader's legs is severed at the knee. He goes down hard.

(55) Jack: (what floor is matt's room on?)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (2nd floor)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Steve is on the ground floor manning the hummer's turret)

(55) Jack: (will the battle be visible from right outside his room?)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: Matt slips on his vest and checks his Five-Seven. Twenty shots, which he could only hope would be enough. For now, his best bet was to stay in his room while he prepared. If things got hairy, he'd have to run all-out for the trucks and get ready to drive like hell.

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, you can shoot from the balcony)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

** (56) Penny steps outside Matt's room. She looks to her right to see Jack running towards their room. She looks down and sees 12 gang bangers scattering for cover. She lays herself flat on the floor, peeking over the edge to watch what happens. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: Enrique comes running out and sees the gangers. 6 of them are standing out in the open, 5 have just taken cover, and one is bleeding in the street with a severed leg.

(72) Steve: (I'll split fire between 5 guys out in the open)

(51) arthurtuxedo: DF = 15 + 5 = 20

** (64) Enrique ran up the stairs towards the roof like a man possessed. The truth of the matter was that these gangers were keeping him from sleep and had forced him to take a caffeine pill that would make sleep even more difficult for him in his immediate future. Nonetheless, the pill was having its effect the fatigue momentarily lifted as his heart raced beneath the strain of his motion. The door to the roof was opened and he immediately looked around, his heightened senses revealing half a dozen possible targets. He slowed down for a moment and then went prone, moving into the shadows of the poorly lit roof. He maneuvered into a suitable position, his psg-1 braced for a moment before he saw the man bleeding on the street. That target was nullified for the moment, and thus his attention settled on one of those foolish enough to stand out in the open. He did not even bother to aim, aligning the barrel of his rifle with his target and nearly immediately pulling the trigger. **

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [2,23,-20] = (5)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [2,23,-20] = (5)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [3,23,-20] = (6)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [9,23,-20] = (12)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [9,23,-20] = (12)

(72) Steve: [1d100+23-20] -> [56,23,-20] = (59)

(64) Enrique: [1d10+23] -> [7,23] = (30)

(72) Steve: (ignore that last rool)

(64) Enrique: [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((OMG HAX!))

(72) Steve: (lol)

(72) Steve: (for some reason, my mouse has been screwy lately)

(55) Jack: (keel it)

(72) Steve: (I would, but this mouse, along with the keyboard, cost me 80 bucks)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Steve opens up with his SAW, gunning down four of the six standing out in the open. As Steve's bullets kill the 4th guy, Enrique snaps a shot with his rifle that his one of the gangers in the right eye and explodes out the back of his head. A split-second later, Steve's bullets reach the last guy that was in the open.

(51) arthurtuxedo: Round 3

(51) arthurtuxedo: 6 dead in the street, leader incapacitated, 5 having taken cover.

(51) arthurtuxedo: Cover is behind cars, mailboxes, etc. Their heads and gun hands are exposed, so shots can be aimed there. Resistance of their cover is 15.

(55) Jack: (feh, only round three.)

(51) arthurtuxedo: On a 1, Deathstalker sleeps through the encounter. On a 2, he will arrive in [1d6] -> [1] = (1) rounds. [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Deathstalker snores happily inside.

(55) Jack: (resting well and dreaming of large women)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (If Deathstalker doesn't show up again and makes no attempt again at communicating, I'm thinking that Ben goes out in a blaze of glory)

(55) Jack: (or just in a blaze?)

** (64) Enrique felt very little as his bullet found its way to its target and promptly removed it from play. The combat drugs which were even now flooding his system granted him a surreal sense of the battle. His heart race slowed, his hands felt more steady, time itself seemed to bend and twist beneath the power of the drugs. His rifle was re-aligned, coming to rest on a target that may have been covered from the ground floor fire which Steve possessed, but not from a target that was above it. Being placed on a roof had its advantages, and this was one of them. There were types of cover that meant little when one was above. The range was close enough that aiming was superflous. As soon as a target was recognized and a shot aligned, the trigger was squeezed. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: ("Ben runs out to meet the opposition in his underwear, waving a handgun.")

(64) Enrique: [1d10+23] -> [9,23] = (32)

(64) Enrique: [1d10] -> [1] = (1)

(64) Enrique: ((Enr is on da roof.]]

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Remember that you have to aim at an exposed location to bypass cover, an untargeted roll will always hit the cover)

(64) Enrique: (meh. I was not aware of that. alrightie, I am for a round. want me to re-roll?)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (No, the roll is fine)

(64) Enrique: (kk. ^_^)

(72) Steve: (ok, called shots to the gun hands of two guys. Semi-auto fire)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-28] -> [1,23,-28] = (-4)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-28] -> [10,23,-28] = (5)

(51) arthurtuxedo: The first shot misses, but the second goes right through the gangster's hand. He drops his gun.

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d5] -> [1] = (1) gangsters aim at Steve, the rest at Enrique

(55) Jack: (ha ha ha!)

(51) arthurtuxedo: The roof is cover with res [5 + 1d10] -> [5,4] = (9)

(51) arthurtuxedo: They have AR15 derived rifles. Each one has AT [1d10+10] -> [3,10] = (13)

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+10] -> [2,10] = (12)

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+10] -> [8,10] = (18)

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+10] -> [8,10] = (18)

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+10] -> [1,10] = (11)

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d10+10] -> [1,10] = (11)

(51) arthurtuxedo: 1 fires at Steve: [1d10 + 13 - 20] -> [8,13,-20] = (1)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Steve's machinegun nest provides cover with resistance 20

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [4] = (4)

(51) arthurtuxedo: 2 rounds from the burst hit, both embedding themselves harmlessly in Steve's nest.

(51) arthurtuxedo: 5 fire at Enrique: [1d10 + 12 - 20] -> [8,12,-20] = (0) [1d10+ 18 - 20] -> [2,18,-20] = (0) [1d10 + 18 - 20] -> [7,18,-20] = (5) [1d10 + 11 - 20] -> [2,11,-20] = (-7) [1d10 + 11 - 20] -> [7,11,-20] = (-2)

(51) arthurtuxedo: 7 rounds hit Enrique's position out of the 50 fired, but the ones that penetrate the roof do not penetrate Enrique's heavy polymer armor. He barely even feels the impacts. They will not leave bruises.

(51) arthurtuxedo: Round 4

(72) Steve: (same thing as last round, called shots to gun hands of two guys, semi-auto)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-28] -> [5,23,-28] = (0)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-28] -> [5,23,-28] = (0)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Steve shoots 1 more gun hand before they have a chance to fire, and 1 more after.

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Where is Enrique aiming? The head?)

** (56) Penny watches as bullets fly into the humvee, over her head and into the roof. Her hand is shaking, but she draws her weapon anyway. She knows she won't hit anyone, maybe on purpose but more because of a lack of skill. She takes aim at one of the gangers and fires off two rounds. [1d10+2-3] -> [10,2,-3] = (9) (the -3 is shooter's flinch) **

(51) arthurtuxedo: Roll of 9 or 10 means innocent bystander is hit. [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(56) Penny: (and baby jesus cries)

(64) Enrique: (o.O)

(51) arthurtuxedo: 1 or 2 means Steve is hit, 3 or 4 means Enrique is hit, 5 or more means civilian is hit. [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Roll severity

(56) Penny: [1d10] -> [8] = (8)

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d2] -> [1] = (1) shots hit

(56) Penny: (Yeah, if I had hit enrique that would have been bad. I mean, he's above and behind me.)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh dear god))

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Banana peel)

(64) Enrique: (you tripped and shot up. o.o)

(64) Enrique: (ouchie.)

(56) Penny: (I was laying down.)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Some guy was watching the battle on his balcony, and he takes a 9mm slug in the chest. He clutches his chest as blood spills through his fingers, staining his white bathrobe. He runs inside.

(72) Steve: (owned in the face!)

** (64) Enrique bullets rained around him, his eyes narrowing slightly at the sound. Some of them found their mark even if most did not, his armor stopped the blows and there was little pain. The fact that he had already been made out spoke volumes however, and his first action was to roll to the side out of sight from his enemies below. His eyes darted about as he began to crawl, seeking a spot to reposition himself and once more rejoin the fight. **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((I figure Matt's more or less out of the fight as he slips into his vest?))

(51) arthurtuxedo: Matt can join in [1d6] -> [2] = (2) rounds.

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Cool))

(51) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [1] = (1) shoot at Steve, the others shoot at Penny.

(56) Penny: (dammit steve)

(72) Steve: (I can't help Art's shitty rolling)

(56) Penny: (oh sure, it's shitty for you but not for me! damn you chaos theory!)

(64) Enrique: (o.O please, please, don't let penny get shot.)

(64) Enrique: (;_;)

(51) arthurtuxedo: 1 shoots at Steve, aiming for the head: [1d10 + 18 - 25] -> [2,18,-25] = (-5)

(56) Penny: (please let precog help)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Thanks for reminidng me, forgot about precog)

(56) Penny: (prays that it adds 1 billion DF)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Penny dives for cover before the men open fire. Putting a resistance [1d10 + 10] -> [9,10] = (19) wall between her and them

(51) arthurtuxedo: 3 shoot at Penny. [1d10 + 18 - 20] -> [9,18,-20] = (7) [1d10 + 11 - 20] -> [8,11,-20] = (-1) [1d10 + 11 - 20] -> [1,11,-20] = (-8)

(51) arthurtuxedo: 8 bullets impact against the wall, but fail to penetrate. Many bullets cut through the air where Penny was standing a second ago.

(51) arthurtuxedo: Round 5

(51) arthurtuxedo: The gangsters start to run away.

(72) Steve: (No more cover? Oh goody)

(72) Steve: (split full auto fire amongst all five remaining gangers)

** (56) Penny stays where she is. Her heart is pounding, her hands still shaking. She hopes that little bit was enough. **

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [10,23,-20] = (13)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [5,23,-20] = (8)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [8,23,-20] = (11)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [7,23,-20] = (10)

(72) Steve: [1d10+23-20] -> [4,23,-20] = (7)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Steve's rounds cut through the gangsters' backs as they run. They all fall face down in the street.

(55) Jack: (*sobs* I miss everything

(55) Jack: )

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((You and me both man))

(51) arthurtuxedo: As the last of them die, a small army of civilians runs out of their houses and into the street to loot the bodies. They take their guns, their shoes, their wallets, etc. The legless leader objects to his armored vest being taken, and he receives a bullet in the forehead for his trouble.

(72) Steve: (lol)

(55) Jack: (Call it a parting gift, dirtbag.)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Haha, you got shot in the head!))

(55) Jack: (lol)

(72) Steve: (You got shot the fuck out!)

(51) arthurtuxedo: After a few minutes, an ambulance shows up to carry away the guy that got shot on his balcony. It runs over the gangsters both on the way in and on the way out.

(72) Steve: (omg)

(55) Jack: (did he live?)

** (64) Enrique repositioned himself admirably, although by that time the sound of Steve's rounds had silenced the night in dramatic fashion. It did not take long for him to realize that there were no more threats to be faced, a thin smile coming to his lips as he reached for his radio. "you are getting greedy Steve. nice work." With those words said he panned around the area for a moment. When the civilians came out of their houses like a flood, he was tempted to intervene but decided against it. He wanted to sleep, and killing a civilian or two was not in his mind. "it seems you got this under control. I am heading back to my place." With those words said he stood from his prone position and staying low still, made his way back to the door leading into the building. Moments later, he was making his way back to the his room, the door closed behind him. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: He appears to be alive.

(55) Jack: (yay!)

(56) Penny: [1d4] -> [3] = (3)

(72) Steve: @R "It has nothing to with greed, you just have that slow-ass rifle, is all."

(51) arthurtuxedo: In all the confusion, nobody noticed who shot the guy on the balcony.

** (72) Steve releases his white-knuckle grip on the SAW and lights up again, staring blankly out at the dead kids littering the street. **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: Matt finally straps the last part of his vest and grabs his gun. The gunfire had gotten damn close, and someone had been shooting from the balcony. He rushes outside to see what happened, gun in hand. Too little, too late, apparently, the battle was over. On the one hand, he was grateful. Facing death wasn't something he wanted to make a habit. On the other hand, maybe things might have gone better somehow if he had been in the thick of it. On coming out of his room, he sees Penny, "Are you okay?"

** (64) Enrique had planted his butt on the edge of his bed when Steve's words manifested from the speaker. His left hand reaching for the radio. "I don't like to waste ammunition, its an ideology thing." He liked to take his time in nearly everything he did. "anyways, we can chat some more later." With those words said he removed his armor and inspected it, the heavy polymer fibers had stopped the bullets cold with very little penetration. Nonetheless, he took his time in inspecting the armor and patching it up as best he could. After this was taken care off, he removed his boots and laid down on the bed. The caffeine was still in his system, but by will alone he was forcing himself back to sleep... **

** (56) Penny sits in place for a while giving her nerves time to stop jangling. She starts to get up at one point, but the dizziness in her head commands her to sit back down. She watches as an ambulance rushes in. Two men run into the building where... where the man she shot lived. She covers her face with her hands, her tears flow unimpeded. She looks out again in time to see the EMTs carting the man's body onto the ambulance. She sees him moving and she feels some relief. But not all of her guilt is washed away. She takes a moment to stare at the gun still in her right hand. In a moment of determination she stands and flings the gun into the street. She'd always hated them anyway. **

(72) Steve: @R "Goodnight, man. Glad you're not dead."

(51) arthurtuxedo: Somebody in the street seems to think it's his birthday as he greedily pockets the 9mm automatic.

(56) Penny: (go civvie, it's your birthday!)

(51) arthurtuxedo: The rest of the night passes uneventfully. No police show up to find out what happened. Nobody shows up to collect the bodies.

** (56) Penny realizes Matt is standing next to her. The torrent of conflicting emotions come to a head. She throws her arms around him, crying and babbling. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Take advantage of her!)

(72) Steve: (omg)

(55) Jack: (there, there, penny. come inside, I have something to show you...)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Come see my pet snake. He'll cheer you up.)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Careful, though. He's a spitting cobra)

(72) Steve: (that's just wrong)

(56) Penny: (he spits candy, though! so yay!)

(55) Jack: (wow, he's been lying for a long time.)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: Matt is taken aback as Penny starts crying. What happened out here? Steve was on the Radio, and so was Enrique.... "What's wrong, Penny? What happened?" He hugs her gently, trying to calm her, to comfort her, even slightly.

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sorry, editing, you know how it is))

(56) Penny: (don't I ever)

** (72) Steve nears the end of his cigarette, and uses it to light another, silently wishing his shift would hurry up and end. **

** (56) Penny relates the story, in her own way about how she hates guns, didn't want steve or enrique to get hurt and that she shot someone across the street, and even though he's alive she still feels really bad about it and how she'll never pick up another gun as long as she lives. All that between sobs and trying to catch her breath. **

(55) Jack: (frankly, I'm just relieved that throwing the gun into the street didn't hurt anyone.)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (The gun goes off and kills Jack)

(64) Enrique: (lol)

(72) Steve: (ROFL)

(56) Penny: (thank god.)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, no one important then))

** (64) Enrique slept soundly rifle his rifle within arm's length. His breathing was constant, his mini earbuds set to tune out all the usual noises of the hotel itself in order to afford him a chance should someone attempt to sneak into the room as he slept. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: (/me drums his fingers.)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: "Shhh, shh, everything's okay, it's okay, Penny. You made a mistake in the heat of the moment, but right or wrong, you did it for a good reason. What if you had done nothing, and one of them had died?" He leans back slightly, looking directly into her eyes. "I'm not a violent man by nature myself. The only reason I even own a gun is because Steve insisted, but he was right. There are times when you have to defend yourself...and the ones you...care about." Matt sighs, masking his own thoughts as best he can, though he knows he's not shielded by any cybernetics. Hopefully, she would be too distracted to pick up anything. "Now, let's breath, everyone's okay, and the only people who died were very bad people."

** (56) Penny (is paitent, like turtle) **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sawwy))

(56) Penny: (my turn!)

** (56) Penny swipes her eyes with the back of her hand. She pushes herself away from Matt. She sees the stains on his vest she made and she brushes at them. She regains her composure quickly enough, muttering "Sorry, I didn't mean for that to..." she pauses slightly giving Matt a questioning look. "... to happen." (After Matt speaks, she turns and walks to her room.) **

(51) arthurtuxedo: Everybody goes to bed, getting 5 more hours of sleep with varying degrees of restfulness. At 7 AM, the Magi rep comes back.

(51) arthurtuxedo: He shows up with what looks to be black, opaque zippable clothing covers from a laundromat containing the two armored uniforms.

(51) arthurtuxedo: "Wear these tonight, and cause a disturbance. Try not to waste any innocent civilians, but try to cause some property damage to Corporate property. That will really rile them up." He turns to walk away, but stops. "And try not to get killed."

(51) arthurtuxedo: He starts to walk away.

(51) arthurtuxedo: (We're assuming that everyone had gathered and heard that)

** (72) Steve watches the Magi rep leave, then turns to the others. "Ok, so what'd I miss?" **

(55) Jack: What time is your... guard going to be on duty?

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, so who here has a NY accent and decent combat skills? *he says to avoid getting picked himself))

(51) arthurtuxedo: "Oh, almost forgot. 11 PM to 12 midnight."

(55) Jack: Which gate?

** (64) Enrique watched as the magi representative arrived and made his suggestion, his mind already considering how to best take advantage of the situation without getting himself or anyone else killed. There was a certain elegance in the plan, and he had no love for either corporate structure. **

(55) Jack: How will we know it's him?

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Everyone has a NY accent except DS and Enrique, I think)

(55) Jack: Aside from the obvious, what do we do if we get caught?

(55) Jack: What are some good targets? I mean, we know exactly jack about this town. C'mon, throw us a bone here.

(51) arthurtuxedo: "East gate. He'll be wearing a Yankees baseball cap. Don't get caught." He says the last sentence with a patronizing smile and a wink.

** (64) Enrique he glanced towards Jack as he spoke of being caught and smiled thinly. "duck and cover?" His tone was teasing, if they were caught behind enemy lines...things would be difficult at best, fatal at worst. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: "If it were me, I'd maybe start a barfight, then lie low for a while and fire rockets at City Hall or some other big building downtown. It will look like a couple soldiers got in a fight and decided to retaliate.

** (55) Jack scoffs. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: "Any other questions?"

(55) Jack: I guess that'll work.

** (55) Jack keeps other comments to himself, though he's itching to say more if provoked. **

(55) Jack: me shakes his head in response to Magi's question.

(55) Jack: (beverage/bio)

(64) Enrique: (brb)

(51) arthurtuxedo: The representative takes off, leaving the party to decide what they want to do.

(55) Jack: back

(72) Steve: "Ok, so we're going into the city and wreaking havoc because we have a death wish?"

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, it's a suicide mission, so we need two people who can get the job done and that we don't have serious emotional attachment to if they don't come back. Ensign Roberts and Helmsman Franks, we entrust this most important mission to you.))

(55) Jack: (ditto)

(55) Jack: That and because it'll tie up our corpies while we get the hell out of dodge.

(55) Jack: All the while hoping that it'll take them from impossible to unmanageable in size.

** (72) Steve raises his eyebrows. "I see. Well that sounds like one of the worst plans I've ever heard." **

** (72) Steve thinks for a moment. "Well, not the worst, but the risk/reward isn't really in our favor." **

(64) Enrique: (back!)

(55) Jack: I say we just fire rockets at some big buildings, then leave. I'm not one for making too much of a scene.

(55) Jack: We pick a Dell-York building close to the garage they're using, shoot it up a bit then disappear into the night.

** (72) Steve walks over and picks up one of the dry-cleaner bags and unzips it. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: The armored suits are pretty similar to Enrique's, they're just painted black with the Patriot Arms logo.

(55) Jack: We have an hour window to get in and get out. That's the part I don't like.

(64) Enrique: "If we don't go the whole nine yards the corporations may think its a setup. The bar fight has to happen in order to lay the foundation for the broader attacks. Or would you believe that out of the blue, without any provocation the corporates would declare war after all this time?"

(72) Steve: "Not bad. Do we get to keep these if we manage to live?"

(63) Matthew Guilliard: "If we can get these two to hit each other here, we can cripple them both. Dell-York has to fall anyway, you saw what happened at that village. If we can get them to go out cutting the hamstrings of that convoy, we've got a much better chance of making it to California. A bar fight followed by some explosives isn't a bad idea, but if the first part is too high-risk, we can compromise. I'm going to try and get into their communications. If I do, I might be able to give you guys a heads up when trouble is coming your way."

(55) Jack: There's always some war going on the corporates haven't declaired.

** (72) Steve turns to Matt. "Oh, if it's a bar fight you're looking for, I'm your guy. People don't seem to like me very much, especially in these hick towns." He grins. **

(56) Penny: (or your big cock)

(72) Steve: (yeah, they must feel intimidated)

** (64) Enrique rolled his shoulders up. "I am just saying that if we are going to do this, we might as well do it right." His eyes slid towards Steve as he turned to Matt and spoke. He said nothing, partly due to the fact that he was right. Steve had earned a measure of respect from him, something that his status as his main competitor for Penny's affections had not removed. The truth was that wishing Steve dead was juvenile, Penny could make her own decisions. He was tempted to volunteer, for although he did not have the classic NY accent, he could look the part... **

(55) Jack: So, are we going to do this thing or not?

(63) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles, "I've noticed. Anyway, hopefully, once the Dell-York Security Band starts going off, the convoy might pick it up and send in reinforcements. That would work in your favor, as the heat of Dell-York would be on the convoy, allowing you to ditch the costumes and run if need be. Details we'll work out as we get closer, of course, but for now, I'll get started on worming my way into their communications systems."

(55) Jack: That works for me.

** (72) Steve lights a cigarette and exhales slowly. "Why not? Count me in. Complete the mission, right? Let's do it." **

(55) Jack: I guess it's you and me, Steve. We're the only goombas with the right accent.

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((So, Steve and Jack, I guess?))

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Forgot to mention, there's a truckstop where the two could easily sneak onto an inbound truck. The guard won't be checking any vehicles)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Or you could simply drive one of the hummers and get waved through)

(55) Jack: (I'm not so worried about the going in part.)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Uniforms are heavy polymer combat armor with resistance 20 and 1/8 bleedthrough)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well, if you leave by the way the Convoy goes in, there might be a big enough hole to get out))

(55) Jack: (which, I'll note is on the other side of town: coordinating a pick up complicates a simple plan)

** (72) Steve lays on a fake, New York accent, "Goomba? Who the fuck you callin a goomba? I'll break your friggin head, ya moron!" He chuckles. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, that's true. The convoy could very well enter the city by blasting vehicle sized holes in the wall)

(55) Jack: "Speaking of breaking heads, your mutha broke my head last night," Jack retorts.

** (64) Enrique glanced towards Steve as he spoke with his accent and winced slightly. That was close...sort of. **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((It's not going to be easy, but it's better than trying to take on the full convoy later))

(55) Jack: (No lie.)

(64) Enrique: ((yeah, we have a decent shot with this. Assuming we can make it work.))

(72) Steve: (so do we wait til nightfall, or what?)

(55) Jack: (what's this we business? you're going to be sound asleep in your little beddy-by touching yourself while we're getting the crap kicked out of "us".)

(64) Enrique: ((don't hate jack. we will cheer from the sidelines. Its not my fault I have a romantic accent and not a germanic one. :P))

(72) Steve: (oh, I see, the Magi said 11 to 12 pm)

(55) Jack: (oh YEAH? well I sleep with penny every night. nyah!)

(72) Steve: (oh SNAP!)

(64) Enrique: ((and the fact that she seems more interested in Enrique and Steve suggests that you cannot satisfy her.))

(72) Steve: (OH SNAP!!)

(56) Penny: (it's funny because it's true)

(72) Steve: (hey, speaking of Penny, did she ever read Enrique's sappy love letter?)

(56) Penny: (I can neither confirm nor deny at this time.)

(64) Enrique: (^_^!)

(56) Penny: (Dear Penny, I like you. Do you like me? Check yes or no. [Bad dice format] - [ ] YES ...........................................................................[Bad dice format] - []no

(72) Steve: (lol)

(55) Jack: (waits for matt to get the corporate signal so he and steve can take off every zig)

(64) Enrique: (X_X)

** (72) Steve tosses a suit to Jack. "Guess we should try these on, make sure they fit. Then I'll probably spend my day at the bar, hopefully not getting into any trouble." **

** (55) Jack holds up the suit. "I feel so dirty." **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: Matt heads out after several minutes of thinking. He stops to check in with Steve and the others. "I'm heading back to the Union Store. Just remembered something I forgot to pick up last night. I'll be back in a bit. I have my radio with me if you need me."

(72) Steve: "No problem. If I'm not here when you get back, I'll take my radio with me."

** (64) Enrique settled to watch as Steve and Jack prepared. He had already taken the time to secure his package. He had given it a cursory inspection and after he had been satisfied of its contents had secured it within his room. The cost had been steep but he was gambling that it would be worth it down the line... **

** (55) Jack goes back to the room to try on the suit. He takes his time, making sure to get it on right despite being unfamiliar with how the damned thing works. With a little help from Penny, he gets it on and makes his way back to Matt's room. "Well, how do I look? Do I look like I eat babies and drink kitten blood?" **

** (64) Enrique watched as Jack and Penny disappeared, his eyes lingering on Penny as she walked out with Jack. When Jack returned and spoke his eyes slid over him before he smiled. The first thought that came to his mind was that line from Star Wars. Aren't you a little short for a storm trooper? The truth was of course that like a suit, body armor looked good on just about anyone... **

(55) Jack: (8D)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: After a short while, Matt comes back, checks in with the group (assuming all went well), and starts going through the various frequencies the radio can pick up, trying to get something, anything that could help in tonight's operation. Security Forces, the Convoy, anything.

** (72) Steve made sure the armor fit him, then removed it and stashed it in his room. He then went out to the hummer, withdrew some cash from his bike, and went shopping. **

** (55) Jack decides to take it easy the rest of the day. He lounges about in the hotel room, going through all the channels on the television, stopping at whatever interests him. **

(51) arthurtuxedo: Matt starts trying to break the Dell-York encryption.

(63) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+8+6] -> [4,8,6] = (18) (Aptitude + Crypto)

(51) arthurtuxedo: The hours pass, and the group goes about its business. Matt finally breaks the Dell-York encryption at 10 PM.

(55) Jack: (not a moment too soon)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Cutting it close is my speciality...))

** (64) Enrique found himself with an abundance of free time since he had not been chosen as one of the two to carry out the actual penetration of the system. He took the time to take a shower, emerging from the shower he took the unusual step of reaching in his bag and withdrawing a particular set of clothes. After annoying the clerk in the first floor for well over fifteen minutes, he was able to iron out the wrinkles and dress himself in a suit. He did not wear a tie however. He kept his pistol, his rifle left at home as he decided to see what Penny was up to. He walked to her room, knocking on her door and settling to wait. They had a bit of time, they should make the best of it... **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((What sort of chatter do I hear?))

** (72) Steve puts his excess cash back in his bike compartment, and goes to Penny's room. **

(72) Steve: (ruh oh)

(72) Steve: (so which one gets there first, or is it a meeting in the hallway thing?)

(51) arthurtuxedo: Steve and Enrique arrive at her door simultaneously.

** (72) Steve looks up and is somewhat surprised to see Enrique standing there. **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh boy...))

(55) Jack: (I'm waiting to hit enter over there. Let's see what Enrique has to say...)

** (64) Enrique heard the approaching footsteps well in advance of actually seeing the person. His mini earbuds rarely left his side, although his goggles were not present at this time. There was something about the steps that attracted his attention, his lips curling upwards into a thin smile. Steve. He watched and waited when Steve turned the corner, his lips curling upwards into a smile. He looked very different at the moment, his suit was neatly pressed and wrinkle free, his hair was brushed in a more than adequate manner and his eye color was currently a shade of emerald. His head tilted slightly to the side as he spoke. "Hello Steve." His tone was pleasant and neutral. He had expected that Steve having a mission in the near future would have been busy preparing for that. "I take it that you came to see Penny as well?" His tone was noncommittal, he had no claim on Penny. Although he had not expected that their little triangle of sorts would be so suddenly and clearly visible... **

** (56) Penny peeks through the peephole, sees Enrique and opens the door. His fresh scent wafts into the room and oddly makes Penny a little excited. Before she says anything she spies Steve standing next to him. She smiles sweetly at both of them, marveling at her good fortune. "Oh my," she exclaims breathily. "A girl could get used to this." She steps outside letting the door close behind her. **

(56) Penny: (penny hears none of this)

(72) Steve: As well? What the... Steve cleared his throat. "Yeah, I just wanted to see how she was doing. You know, Jack and I, going off on a suicide mission later tonight and all."

(56) Penny: (oooh, sneaky)

whispering to Enrique, Enrique notices a bulge in Steve's coat pocket. Looks like a rectangular box.

(72) Steve: Penny steps outside, and Steve smiles brightly, but remains silent.

** (64) Enrique blinked for a moment as Steve spoke. His eyes watching those alien orbs of his for a moment. "fair enough. although I disagree with your assesment Steve. This mission does not have to be a suicide mission and you know that we will do all we can to cover you. You won't be burried here, none of us will." His tone was firm, his eyes sliding towards Penny for a moment as the door was opened. Her smile was beautiful and immediately appreciated, her words met with a soft and genuine laugh. "Hello Penny, I was hoping that we could spend a bit of time together before we had to worry about tonight's mission." He paused, his eyes sliding towards Steve and pointing at the bulge in his coat pocket. "your gun is showing." He knew it was not a gun and was curious to see what it was. A rectangle? a gift for Penny? Jewelry perhaps? For a moment, he felt as if he were in the middle of one of those thrashy romance novels he used to read when he was a younger man... **

(72) Steve: "Yeah, it does that, or so I've been told. I didn't want to interrupt anything you two had planned..."

(56) Penny: (OMG! enrique read trashy romance novels! bwahaha!)

(64) Enrique: (:P)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((And the only reason he's interested in penny is so that he can write one of his own! HE DOESN'T LOVE YOU!))

(64) Enrique: (o.O! Matt and Steve are tight. We know where his loyalties lie.)

** (56) Penny looks from Steve to Enrique and back a few times. She hesitated. She'd read Enrique's letter and it had moved her, more than she cared to admit. She hadn't even thought of having to make a choice, certainly not right there in front of both of them. She almost turned around and lept back into her room, instead, "What's the plan?" she asked innocently enough, again looking from Enrique to Steve. **

** (72) Steve shrugged. "No plan here, I just wanted to see if you were alright." **

(56) Penny: (LIAR! LIIIIIIIAAAAR!)

(72) Steve: (hehe)

** (64) Enrique had been toying with the idea of lying. It was a moment of weakness, a door that Steve himself had opened with his words about not wishing to interrupt anything that had been planned. Of course, nothing had been planned in reality. If Steve however wanted to play the demure one and allow him to take the lead, he would happily do so. Penny's hesitation however sapped away some of his will. He did not wish to put her in a bind, for if he did so had he really meant anything that he had told her in his letter? His heart raced as he considered, and then Penny spoke of planning. It gave him a way out and he took it. Steve spoke first, his lie relatively transparent or so he thought. "I wanted to walk with you and see what we could take from this visit while we could. Odds are that we will not be coming this way again, and as such this opportunity may be all that we have." He paused for a moment, watching Penny and Steve for a second. "We have not talked in some time Penny and I have...missed it." It was the truth. He took comfort in that. **

(64) Enrique: (~_~)

** (72) Steve waits patiently for Penny to assure him that she is, in fact, alright. **

(55) Jack: (sec)

** (56) Penny thought about last night. She thought about the day before. She'd killed one person and almost killed another. Was she alright? Were any of them "alright" by any stretch of the imagination? Penny's brow knitted in thought for a moment. Steve hadn't meant for it to be such a serious question. She knew well enough that he wasn't here just to check on her and now he was trying to save face. She touched his arm, light as a feather, and assured him that she was alright. Daintily, she stood on her tip toes and kissed him on the cheek. Before she could gage his reaction she'd already turned to Enrique and slipped her arm in his. "That sounds nice," she said quietly. **

** (72) Steve smiled a half-smile. "Good. See you two tomorrow, then." He turns to leave. **

** (72) Steve took a few steps, stopped, and turned back. "Oh, I almost forgot. Jack said he wanted to talk to you before we left. He said he'd be down at the hummers about 11:45. He sounded kind of serious." **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Isn't the raid supposed to happen between 11 and 12?))

(72) Steve: (addressing Penny, just so that's clear)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

(72) Steve: (oh right, sorry, 10:45)

(56) Penny: (sec, logistics)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (brb, continue without me)

** (56) Penny gives Steve a funny look. She was about to open her mouth, but decided against it at the last moment. She simply nods her head, "O-okay." **

** (64) Enrique waited patiently perfectly aware that there were moments in life that simply could not be rushed. He watched Penny quietly, his eyes sliding towards Steve occasionally. He watched as Penny touched Steve's arm and then kissed him on the cheek. He did not feel any anger, how could he? Instead he watched silently, her motion as she slipped her arm in his met with a faint smile. "I am glad that you think so." His eyes slid towards Steve when he spoke, his half-smile transparent. There was no gloating in his experession, there was no taunt in his eyes. He watched his eyes for a moment and nodded his head. "good luck tonight Steve we will all be pulling for you." He turned to leave and he felt as if a weight had been lifted of his shoulders. He had not won anything, but he felt like a winner. The thought rankled, for Penny was much more than some trophy that both Steve and himself were dueling over. He pushed the thought aside, saying nothing as Steve spoke to Penny. Those words were meant for her alone. A moment later, he watched as Penny gave Steve a strange look. He waited at her side, his eyes watching her for a moment. He waited until Steve had walked away before he spoke softly. "you are very fortunate Penny." He did not need to elaborate. She had received his letter, his feelings had been transparent in the words he had chosen. A moment later he watched her, Steve pushed away from his mind. "So, where shall we begin?" Emerald eyes watched hers closely, granting her the freedom to choose how they would start spending their time together. He was not afraid to let a woman lead and every second with her was precious to him... **

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Oh holy crap))

** (72) Steve retired to his room to prepare for tonight's mission. **

(56) Penny: (lol@matt)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Matt, meanwhile, is being a naughty voyuer, listening eagerly to the dirty little conversations of the convoy))

** (56) Penny took a long time to think about what she wanted to do. She made a big production out of thinking. She let her eyes wander the street, a prolonged "Um..." resonating softly. Finally, she merely shrugs. "I guess whatever. We could just walk around," she said hopefully. **

(55) Jack: (why do I get the feeling steve'll be shadowing us all day?) 8D

(51) arthurtuxedo: (back)

(72) Steve: (What time is it, anyway?)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (About 10 PM)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((EVERYONE GET DOWN! INCOMING ARTILLERY STRIKE!!))

** (64) Enrique watched Penny as she thought granting her the time she would need to do so. Her eyes slid over the streets, her eventual shrug and words met with a nod and a smile. "I can work with that." He paused for a moment. "How about a walk and some dinner before we return? I want to be there when Steve and Jack go for the mission." He could not justify not being there. He was a member of the group, and these men were his friends. He wanted to be ready, in case anything went awry. He walked at a slow pace, his eyes glancing towards Penny for a moment before he spoke. "I miss nights like this." He glanced upwards, catching sight of the sky above them. He could see dozens of stars, some burning brightly while others mere glimmers in the depths. "New York City may not be the crown jewel it used to be, but it still pumps out enough light pollution to blot out most of the stars." He went silent then, his eyes always aware of her as well as their surroundings. He felt naked without his rifle, but he could not let fear rule his life. Besides, the little bloodbath that Steve had caused should have made a point. He took a deep breath and held it, his head turning to watch Penny. "I think Steve likes you as I do." He went silent a small smile on his lips. "Which is not surprising from where I am standing." He went silent. He had already told her that he would abide by whatever decision she chose at whatever time she chose it. Still, he had not come here to talk about Steve. He had come here to talk about them. "I find myself thinking about the future often as of late. It is not something I was bothering with too long ago." He paused and then softly added. "I can even remember my dreams as of late..." Which was good, considering they tended to revolve around her... **

(64) Enrique: (:P)

(64) Enrique: (and hotty is watching a few good men.)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((You want the truth?!))

(64) Enrique: (I told Enrique that Penny was not to be touched...)

(55) Jack: (can steve and I start killing people and breaking things yet?)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (I hate to cut off here, but we're having someone over for dinner tonight)

(72) Steve: (NOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!)

** (56) Penny laughs evilly **

(51) arthurtuxedo: (And I still need to shower)

(63) Matthew Guilliard: ((Bwahahaha))

(64) Enrique: (well, we can fast forward penny and enr to do this. Enr is going to be ready to rock before you guys leave...)

(72) Steve: (unwashed heathen)

(64) Enrique: (I am assuming that this is going on around 8-10 or so. *mehs*)

(56) Penny: (we can leave off here if need be. no worries.)

(64) Enrique: (yup! chat, nice-nice, dinner. in that order.)

(64) Enrique: (:P)

(72) Steve: (I suppose any intervening character interaction could be handled via the board)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (You could make a post about it between now... beat me to it)

(51) arthurtuxedo: (You lose 100 XP!)

(72) Steve: (HA!)

(72) Steve: (awwww)

(51) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 17 End * * *

(1274) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 18 start * * *

(1254) Steve: (hehe)

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: X_X

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (It's 15 minutes to 11 PM)

(1254) Steve: (actually, it should be 5)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Fine, it's 5 minutes to 11 PM)

(1254) Steve: (;))

** (1329) Jack adjusts the armor again trying to make it comfortable. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Steve the winking ninja!)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Or the winking Islamic woman)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (hmm)

** (1254) Steve watches her go, and then makes the final preparations for the expedition. **

** (1329) Jack finds his way to the humvees and joins Steve. **

** (1254) Steve makes sure his M8 is locked and loaded, and greets Jack. "Hey. Ready?" **

** (1329) Jack looks over his MP5 quickly. "As ready as I'm going to be." **

(1254) Steve: (ooh, I picked up the heavy concentration, so I can wreak some havoc with an RPG)

(1329) Jack: (What else are we taking with us?)

(1254) Steve: (shaped charges, and a couple RPGs, I'd say)

(1329) Jack: (works for me)

** (1249) Matthew Guilliard moniters the communications and gets his special deliver ready for use, just in case. **

(1254) Steve: (now, was it decided we could take a Hummer in, or do we have to hitch a ride on a special truck?)

** (1286) Enrique de la Cruz looked at himself in the mirror as he finished dressing for the part. His fine clothing were all tucked away, and while his hair was still somewhat fragrant from the shower he had taken earlier he could not see a great deal of the man he had been merely an hour or so ago. He sighed softly, shaking his head before he took a deep breath. His room possessed something else, his contact had delivered the goods and his new toy was secured. He reached for his rifle, securing it before he grunted as he picked up the container which laid at the side of his bed. he grunted slightly, taking a step and then another before he got used to the weight. He left the room leaving nothing of his within. He made his way towards the vehicle, and afted securing his new toy glanced at Steve and Jack. "good luck guys." His words were heartfealt. **

(1329) Jack: (I say we hitch a ride. I think it's less dangerous.)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Matt bought a bunch of C4 you could take. He bought like 50 pounds)

** (1254) Steve nodded at Enrique. "Thanks." **

(1329) Jack: (mmmm explosives)

(1254) Steve: (explosive goodness.)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Shaped charges are small, for doors and things. Not for wreaking buildings)

** (1329) Jack watched as Enrique stepped away. Despite the earnest tone of his voice, Jack had his reasons for distrusting him, he looked at Steve out of the corner of his eye, That goes for him too. **

(1254) Steve: (So maybe we take some C4 to take out some major building, and the rest for a trap?)

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (ah Jack, you are so cute when you are protective.)

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (*takes a picture*)

(1329) Jack: (server drop?)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Well, I was hoping to use most of it to blow the wall, just in case you guys get locked in))

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (I'm still in)

(1254) Steve: (no, that's weird)

(1254) Steve: (Marcao's still here)

(1329) Jack: hmm

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm out too))

(1254) Steve: (I bet my router's to blame)

(1329) Jack: (I had to shut it down then reconnect)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay, do I get any useful communications from the leet haxxoring I did?

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Oh right, I forgot about that)

** (1286) Enrique de la Cruz hesitated for a moment before sliding within the humvee and settling to wait. As he did so, his PSG-1 was placed aside but within reach as he grunted and pulled a nearby container to him. He opened it, inspecting the one hundred and fifty rounds of match grade fifty caliber rounds. He held one within his hand, inspecting it with his eyes closely. He loved his PSG-1, it had served him well but this round could do things those of the PSG-1 could only dream of. He reached for the container once more and an empty magazine was removed. A moment later, the round that he had held became the first round within the magazine. He worked quietly, one magazine filled and then another. If worse came to worse, he might as well be ready to put his investment to the test. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (It's just normal radio chatter so far)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay))

(1254) Steve: (alright, I've got my M8 in rifle mode, and an RPG. Jack's the explosive's guy, so he takes whatever of that he needs.)

(1329) Jack: hm

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: Shortly before go time, Matt calls over Steve and Jack. "Okay, I know this is pretty risky, so I got us some insurance." He lifts the cover of the special delivery he recieved earlier. "Now we'll need most of this to blow the wall if we need to extract you ourselves. But, if you guys think you could use some of it for distractions or an emergency, well, we can spare some."

(1329) Jack: (I'll take 20 pounds of the regular C4. That should be enough to blow something to hell.)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((20 pounds? o_O Damn))

(1329) Jack: (BOOM BABY, BOOM!)

(1254) Steve: (The Evil Midnight Bomber what bombs at midnight!)

(1329) Jack: (I most likely won't use even half.)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Take in mind, we have 40 pounds))

(1254) Steve: (GM consultation time. How much C4 would be needed to blow a Hummer sized hole in the wall?)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((About 20.))

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((At least the last time I checked))

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (I belive I said 20)

(1254) Steve: (ok, so 20 pounds of strategically placed C4 might be able to take out a building, or at least majorly fuck it up)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (20 lbs placed in different structural spots should be able to level a non-military building)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Probably wouldn't even need 20 lbs. 10 lbs should do the trick)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Depending on the size of the building, of course)

(1254) Steve: (right. And since the plan is to wreak havoc supposedly caused by the corporates, we could take out like City Hall or something with 20 pounds)

(1254) Steve: (so let's get this show on the road)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Okay))

(1329) Jack: (FYI: The Letter is posted.)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Steve and Jack board the innocuous looking truck, taking care not to be seen beforehand. The truck rolls along for several minutes before stopping at the gate, after a seemingly intolerable amount of time, it begins to roll again. After a few more minutes, it stops. Time to get out.

(1254) Steve: (Steve stays in the truck...no)

** (1329) Jack jumps easily from the back of the truck despite the added weight of the equipment he's carrying. **

** (1254) Steve steps out of the truck, rifle in hand, RPG slung over his shoulder. He looks around. **

(1329) Jack: First, let's get drunk.

(1254) Steve: "Time for that later. First thing we should do is get those charges placed. You do the job, I'll look out."

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The truck stopped in the shadow of a large building, some sort of warehouse. As soon as the two disembark, the driver takes off. The group cannot be observed here, and it is close to the downtown area.

(1254) Steve: "Now where's an important looking building when you need one?"

** (1329) Jack looks around, trying to judge what constitutes an good building from a bad one. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: There are quite a few police cars and military around, but not much security visibly standing around. There don't appear to be any security cameras watching the street.

** (1329) Jack muses "If I were an important building where would I be built?" **

** (1254) Steve shrugs. "Downtown, somewhere? Are we downtown?" **

** (1329) Jack shrugs in response. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: In this area, there are restaurants and nightclubs, mostly fairly upscale, since only Dell-York corporates are even supposed to be in this city. But there are also some government buildings visible nearby. There's the stately Capital building and City Hall, there's the central police department and fire departments.

(1329) Jack: I don't know. Not like I've ever been here before. Why don't we ask someone for directions.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Matt hears nothing on the radio to indicate that anyone is suspicious of the two.

(1254) Steve: (so we can clearly see the capital building and City Hall?)

** (1329) Jack points at an important looking edifice. "How about that one? That looks like a healthy target." (pointing at Capital building) **

(1329) Jack: ("stately wayne manor")

(1254) Steve: "Yeah, that should do fine. Hopefully it's not crawling with guards. Let's check it out."

** (1329) Jack shoulders the pack and discreetly follows Steve through the streets of OKC. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: It's about ten blocks away. As the two approach, they can see that the building is fenced in with wrought iron. There's a guard standing at a booth just inside the fence, and there's another one leading a German Shepheard in a path around the perimeter of the building.

(1254) Steve: "Hmm, that's not promising. Let's visit City Hall instead."

(1329) Jack: Oh good. I thought this would be hard.

(1329) Jack: Alright.

** (1329) Jack and Steve carefully pick their way to nearby City Hall, stopping to observe whatever security measures are in place around that building. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: City Hall has a similar setup, minus the man patrolling the perimeter. Coming into the center of the city, the group also notices some other buildings, like the Courthouse, the liason office for the Security Department (aka the military), and the central radio tower for dispensing propaganda.

(1329) Jack: (I like the courthouse if city hall isn't doable. the other targets are more for rebels against the man)

(1329) Jack: (Though the rebel in Jack really wants to bomb that tower)

(1254) Steve: (yeah, that makes sense. What kind of security does the courthouse have?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The courthouse has comparatively little security. There seems to be a guard at the locked and barred front door, and another one in the parking lot in the back. No fence.

(1254) Steve: (and they're not patrolling?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (No, just standing)

(1329) Jack: (It would take some work to be secretive, but it's the easiest of the targets)

(1254) Steve: (excellent)

(1329) Jack: (something like that?)

(1329) Jack: (the guards, I mean)

** (1254) Steve and Jack bypass City Hall, and come to the courthouse. "This'll work. I'll watch out. If either of the guards does something suspicious, or we get a passerby that seems interested, I'll radio you to get out." **

** (1329) Jack takes a long look at the courthouse, noting the best places to put the C4. "Right." **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (More like that, on the side)

** (1254) Steve takes up a vantage point where he has a clear view of both guards, and acts casual. **

(1329) Jack: (c4 planted strategically near those locations)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Jack goes to work on the first charge.

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (yay! done! 2702 words. ~_~)

** (1329) Jack sneaks carefully towards the courthouse. Starting from the furthest corner, he places time delay devices along with the C4. Regretfully, he doesn't place any at the fourth corner. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 1d6 + 6 - 20] -> [7,1,6,-20] = (-6)

(1329) Jack: (only 2702? off day?)

(1329) Jack: 8D

(1254) Steve: (time delay? no remote detonator came with the C4 purchase as a bonus gift?)

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (:p I was rushing. ;_;)

(1329) Jack: (do I have an opposing roll or skill roll for this?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The guard by the front door doesn't notice that Jack is there, placing a charge. Jack places the second charge away from either guard, and Steve lets him know when a pedestrian is coming.

(1329) Jack: (I figured time delay is better.)

** (1329) Jack skulks in the shadow as an errant citizen passes by, completely unaware. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 1d6 + 6 - 20] -> [3,3,6,-20] = (-8)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The parking lot guard doesn't notice either as Jack rigs the last of the C4 near him.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: But as Jack rigs the C4, the front door guard calls out to Steve. "Hey! Come 'ere!"

(1329) Jack: (I hear this, yes?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Yeah, Jack hears)

** (1254) Steve looks around, then points to himself. "Me?" **

(1329) Jack: (parking lot guard is the square guy?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: "Yeah you! Come over here!"

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

** (1329) Jack curses under his breath. He watches the guard by the front door to see if he reacts before determining his course of action. **

** (1254) Steve quits leaning against the wall or fence or whatever, and starts walking over. "Whaddya want?" **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: "What the hell you standing around for? Shouldn't you be by that convoy o' yers?"

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Jack finishes the 3rd charge. (How much time before they blow?)

(1329) Jack: (half an hour)

** (1254) Steve shrugs. "I was just enjoying the city. Slower and quieter than back home, ya know?" **

(1329) Jack: (front door guard moving?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: "Yeah, well go enjoy it somewhere else. Yer makin' me nervous!"

** (1329) Jack whispers into the mic "I'm good. We can roll." **

(1329) Jack: (I start walking that way)

(1254) Steve: "Fair enough. Have a good night, there. Take it easy." Steve turns to walk away.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Roll demolition 6 times, 3 to see how well you concealed each charge, and 3 to see how well you placed each one

(1329) Jack: (d10, demo and apt?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Yeah, that one)

(1329) Jack: [1d10+15+8] -> [4,15,8] = (27)

(1329) Jack: [1d10+15+8] -> [6,15,8] = (29)

(1329) Jack: [1d10+15+8] -> [3,15,8] = (26)

(1329) Jack: [1d10+15+8] -> [8,15,8] = (31)

(1329) Jack: [1d10+15+8] -> [3,15,8] = (26)

(1329) Jack: [1d10+15+8] -> [2,15,8] = (25)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Okay. So the charges are placed, and you've got 25 minutes before they blow)

(1329) Jack: Now can we get drunk and hit people?

** (1329) Jack sobers a moment before adding "We have less than half an hour." **

** (1254) Steve circles around and meets back up with Jack. He nods. "Ok. Now we go make a disturbance at the bar, and wait for the charges to blow. About that time, we could use them somewhere else." He pats the RPG. **

(1254) Steve: (edit "them" to "these")

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Steve circles around? You mean he walks in a circle?)

** (1329) Jack smiles heartily at Steve. If there were more corpies like this guy, the world might not be such a bad place. "Now then... if I were a bar..." **

(1254) Steve: (no, Steve walking south or down on the map, while Jack was walking north west)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Oh OK)

(1254) Steve: (so Steve had to circle around once out of sight of the guard and meet up with Jack)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Right, seemed like you thought he was driving a vehicle)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: There are bars a plenty around here.

(1254) Steve: "There were some nightclubs and things down where we got dropped off. We could hit one of those."

(1329) Jack: What are we waiting for?

(1329) Jack: (ROLL THE DICE TO SEE IF I GET DRUNK!)

(1254) Steve: "Let's go, then. Stir the pot, as it were."

** (1329) Jack and Steve find the right kind of bar to sow their brand of discord. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Right kind of bar meaning what? There are upscale bars mostly, but there are also a few dives)

(1329) Jack: ("right kind" meaning the bar where Dell Yorkers hang out.)

(1254) Steve: (Corpies would probably want to visit a nicer place, I'm guessing)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Ah OK, Dell Yorker corporates, or Dell Yorker soldiers?)

(1329) Jack: (well, I'm thinking soldiers, only because they're easier to rile up, plus they'll be the ones doing the fighting.)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (A dive it is, then)

(1254) Steve: (oh good)

(1329) Jack: (w00t!)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Jack and Steve approach a hole in the wall called "Benny's watering hole". The burly and surly bouncer looks them up and down, and says "You can't bring those in here," indicating their weapons.

(1254) Steve: "What? Bullshit. We'll bring em wherever we want."

** (1329) Jack acts indignant. "What? You afraid we're going to start something?" **

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: brb

(1254) Steve: "Come on, Bubba. Step aside so's we can go in."

(1274) arthurtuxedo: He narrows his eyes as Steve calls him "Bubba". "Look, either give those to me, or find another bar, okay?"

** (1254) Steve bristles. "I find one fucking scratch on my stuff, one fucking scratch, I'll rip your head off and shit down your neck, you got it?" **

** (1329) Jack looks at Steve, makes a scornful face before addressing the bouncer, "Yeah, alright. But if there's so much ... (okay, feeling redundant here.) (scratch this) **

(1254) Steve: (lol)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: "Yeah, yeah..." he sets the guns aside in a rather large collection.

** (1254) Steve purposely bumps into the bouncer as walks into the bar. **

** (1329) Jack claps Steve on the back as they enter, loudly repeating the bouncer's "name", "Bubba! Ha!" **

(1254) Steve: "Yeah, I bet there's a shitload a Bubba's in here. Bubba's and Jethro's all around!"

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Inside, the two find a smokey place filled with drunks and rowdy Dell-York cops and soldiers. There are two pool tables, a collection of tables, an unoccupied stage, and the bar itself. There is a fairly large crowd

(1274) arthurtuxedo: T - 20 minutes

** (1329) Jack takes in the scene of the bar. He glances at his watch, tapping it quietly so Steve can see. He then shoulders his way to the bar, hoping to be able to stir up shit quickly. **

** (1254) Steve mingles as he walks to the bar, slapping people on backs, shaking hands. "Jethro! How are ya? Earl, good to see ya! Been a long time, Joe Bob!" **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Jack shoulders one rough and tumble type aside, and the man spills his beer. "What the fuck?" He turns around, brandishing his pool cue threateningly.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Another one reacts badly to Steve. "Jethro! What the fuck? My name's not Jethro, asshole! Hey Guido! Is that your name, Guido! Do you respond to Guido, you fuck?"

(1329) Jack: What do you mean what the fuck? Maybe if you weren't so fucking inbred your fucking vocabulary would be fucking bigger. (he exagerrates his accent)

** (1254) Steve walks on, but not before responding, "Aw, shut the fuck up, ya dumb hick." **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Two men simultaneously shout "YOU SON OF A BITCH" and simultaneously lunge for each man, the first with his cue, the second with a beer bottle.

(1254) Steve: (hehe, funtime)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 14] -> [1,6,5,-14] = (-2) vs Jack

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 20] -> [7,6,9,-20] = (2) vs Steve

** (1329) Jack is usually used to running away from fights, not starting them. The suddeness and ferocity of the man's attack shocks him a little. Acting instinctively, Jack tries to sidestep the charge, keeping his foot in his path. [1d10 + 4] -> [4,4] = (8) **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The man trips over Jack's foot, but regains his balance, even angrier than before.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The other man breaks his bottle over Steve's head, but Steve doesn't feel anything through the armor.

(1254) Steve: (lol)

** (1329) Jack taunts the man, insulting his parentage, intimating among other things that he would more appropriately belong in the canine family. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

(1254) Steve: "That all ya got, Jethro? Too tired from fucking your sister, huh?"

(1329) Jack: (he has initiative, I'm guessing.)

(1254) Steve: (Is Jethro holding the broken bottle bit, now?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The three friends of Jack's assailant join the fight against him, and the four friends of "Jethro" join him

(1329) Jack: (lol! oh fuck!)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Yep, broken bottle)

(1254) Steve: (excellent)

(1329) Jack: What? You all share the same brain cell or something?

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 14] -> [1,6,8,-14] = (1)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 14] -> [5,6,8,-14] = (5)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 14] -> [1,6,3,-14] = (-4)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 14] -> [2,6,8,-14] = (2)

(1254) Steve: (does quick or lightning draw apply to all weapons, or just guns?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Any weapon I think)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 20] -> [3,6,3,-20] = (-8)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 20] -> [5,6,7,-20] = (-2)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 20] -> [10,6,6,-20] = (2)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 20] -> [6,6,10,-20] = (2)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 6 + 1d10 - 20] -> [4,6,7,-20] = (-3)

(1254) Steve: (sweet)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Two men grab Jack, and two others grab Steve.

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (crap. don't scar em please. chicks dig scar afterall.)

(1329) Jack: Hey! You dirty uncle fucking pig fuckers!

** (1329) Jack flails in the grasp of the two men trying to loose himself. **

** (1329) Jack thinks This is going to hurt more than I want it to. **

(1254) Steve: In an instant, Steve's knife is in his hand, and then he's grabbed by two Bubba's. He tries to free his right arm.

(1254) Steve: (what's the roll to break a grapple?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Physique of Jack's assailants: [1d6 + 4] -> [5,4] = (9) [1d6 + 4] -> [2,4] = (6) Physique of Steve's assailants: [1d6 + 4] -> [1,4] = (5) [1d6 + 4] -> [6,4] = (10)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Concentration in grappling? 1 = no, 2 = yes [1d2] -> [2] = (2) [1d2] -> [2] = (2) [1d2] -> [1] = (1) [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: ATs: 14, 14, 9, 13

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 14] -> [3,14] = (17)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 14] -> [2,14] = (16)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 9] -> [6,9] = (15)

(1329) Jack: (crap, I had to pick on the big guys)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 13] -> [5,13] = (18)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: This is round 3, btw

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (To break a grapple, or to do anything else, you have to beat their roll)

(1254) Steve: (and if no concentration in grappling, then HtH is halved, right?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

(1254) Steve: (round up or down?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (round up)

(1254) Steve: [1d10+9] -> [5,9] = (14)

(1329) Jack: [1d10+2+5] -> [2,2,5] = (9)

(1254) Steve: (it doesn't look good for our heroes!)

(1329) Jack: (stay tuned, true believer)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Nope, they lock up Steve and Jack's arms and legs, and the rest pile on

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Round 4

** (1329) Jack does his best to absorb or deflect the blows aimed at him. He hopes against hope that they'll get tired before he gets dead. **

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (oh dear...)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: ATs, 14, 14, [1d10+6] -> [3,6] = (9), [1d10+6] -> [10,6] = (16), 9, 13, [1d10+6] -> [7,6] = (13), [1d10+6] -> [3,6] = (9), [1d10+6] -> [2,6] = (8)

(1254) Steve: "Cowards! Gotta gang up, huh? You like guys, dontcha?"

(1329) Jack: (squeal like a pig!)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 14] -> [10,14] = (24) [1d10 + 14] -> [4,14] = (18) [1d10 + 9] -> [3,9] = (12) [1d10 + 16] -> [7,16] = (23)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 9] -> [2,9] = (11) [1d10 + 13] -> [4,13] = (17) [1d10 + 13] -> [8,13] = (21) [1d10 + 9] -> [1,9] = (10) [1d10 + 8] -> [7,8] = (15)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Rolls from Steve and Jack?)

(1329) Jack: [110 +2 +5] -> 117

(1329) Jack: oops

(1254) Steve: [1d10+9] -> [1,9] = (10)

(1254) Steve: (woot!)

(1329) Jack: [1d10 +2 +5] -> [1,2,5] = (8)

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (X_X)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Good god, I can see where this is going. We'll just use the fast forward button)

** (1329) Chewbacca roars into the bar and starts ripping off arms and beating people with them. **

(1254) Steve: (please don't say this is going to Deliverance territory)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The bar erupts into fighting, and Jack and Steve are pinned down, their helmets are removed, and then their faces are brutally pounded into hamburger meat.

(1329) Jack: (you got a pretty mouth, boy)

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (;_;)

(1254) Steve: (ow)

(1329) Jack: (LOL!)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Status for Jack: 1 = Wounded, 2-3 = Critical, 4 = Incapacitated [1d4] -> [2] = (2)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Status for Steve: [1d4] -> [1] = (1)

(1329) Jack: (fucker)

(1254) Steve: (whew)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: After about 15 minutes, the two finally manage to make it out of the bar alive, minus helmets. The bouncer looks like he's considering not giving the weapons back.

(1329) Jack: Despite his swollen face, Jack tries to smile a the bouncer, reassuring him that the disaster inside was all in good fun and that he doesn't want to blow the entire bar into smithereens.

(1254) Steve: "Gimme my fucking shit, you cocksucker. You're gonna be fucking sorry."

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (You two still have sidearms, since patting down would not work through the armor)

(1254) Steve: (yeah, but if we shot somebody, we wouldn't get out alive. That's bad juju, right there)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: "Hey fuck you, pal! You want your guns, you can come get them."

** (1254) Steve whips out his Walther in the blink of an eye. "I said, gimme my fucking shit, you cocksucker, unless you want a hole in that head that your boyfriend can skullfuck you with." **

(1329) Jack: O_O

(1254) Steve: (not gonna shoot him, not gonna shoot him...)

(1329) Jack: (you know you want to)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: He throws his hands up. "Fine, take 'em! But you're gonna be sorry. You and your New York friends!"

(1329) Jack: You must be a goddamned genius. See Steve? I told you he was smarter than he looked.

(1254) Steve: "Bring it on, douchebags." Steve collects his weaponry.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Just then one of the men that broke a bottle over Steve's head comes running around yelling "Where's my New York whippin' boy?" He sees the gun and the gleeful smile fades. "Hey, we were jus' havin' some fun, I didn't mean nothin'."

(1254) Steve: "That's good. I'm off to have some fun with your mom. Ciao, assholes."

** (1329) Jack turns and walks away, grimacing from the pain, limping from his injuries but still wanting to laugh. **

** (1254) Steve catches up with Jack, offering a hand if he needs it. **

(1329) Jack: (time to detonation? 5m?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: 4 minutes to boomtown

(1254) Steve: (hehe, boomtown)

(1329) Jack: I'm fine, he waves off Steve's hand, I just need to walk it off.

(1254) Steve: (shit, in this state, I don't think we could fire our RPGs straight.)

** (1329) Jack glances at his watch, informing Steve that they have 4 minutes to get out of dodge. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: As soon as both men's backs are turned, the barfighter yells to the bouncer "Gimme one of them rifles!"

(1254) Steve: (and we sure as hell wouldn't be able to get the hell out of dodge on foot afterwards)

(1254) Steve: (aww shit)

(1254) Steve: (our radios work out here, right?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The man slams a magazine into the M4 as it's handed to him, and the bouncer brings up a double-barrel shotgun.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((4 Minutes to boomtown? Only if you don't have teleport or superspeed...))

(1329) Jack: (how far do we have to go to get out?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: It's a city of 100,000 and you're in the middle of it, so you could do it in a few minutes by flooring it.

(1254) Steve: (so, there's a nearby vehicle we could commandeer?)

(1329) Jack: (oh yeah, I can run 5 minutes before needing a willpower check)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Sure, plenty of traffic on the street)

** (1254) Steve hears Jethro call for a rifle, and runs to commandeer a nearby car. **

(1254) Steve: (roll for pulling someone out of their vehicle?)

** (1329) Jack limps along behind him, trying to look intimidating - or at least frightening considering the condition of his face. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: How do you get the car to stop?

(1254) Steve: (pointing my gun at it)

(1329) Jack: (I show a little leg)

(1254) Steve: (the driver, specifically)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: It takes [1d4] -> [4] = (4) rounds for Steve to get a car stop.

(1254) Steve: (horseshit. After the first car fails to stop, I fire in the air)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: There is a gap in traffic, the next car won't show up for 3 more rounds, and the two men are locked and loaded.

(1254) Steve: (dammit)

** (1329) Jack doesn't wait for the driver to comply, he simply hobbles around to the passenger side and starts pulling on the door handle. **

(1329) Jack: (oh, we've got a few seconds, then)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Distance is 10 meters

(1254) Steve: (anything we can put between them and us before they fire?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (No, but you can beat their iniative)

(1254) Steve: (who's got what?)

(1329) Jack: (I say we RPG the bar. Why waste time?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (You recovered your weapons, so Steve should have the M8 and Jack the MP5)

(1254) Steve: (hmm, RPG sounds like a plan)

(1254) Steve: (it's boomtime)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Of course, Steve has lightning draw, so he can use whichever weapon he wants)

** (1254) Steve shoulders the RPG launcher, and lets fly with a rocket at the bar entrance. **

(1254) Steve: [1d10+15+8] -> [6,15,8] = (29)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Before either man can fire, Steve fires a rocket at the bar, which crashes into the front of the bar and explodes.

(1329) Jack: (kick ass)

(1254) Steve: (eat that, bitches)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The bouncer and barfighter take cover, and there is a lot of yelling, screaming, and pandemonium

(1274) arthurtuxedo: In the mean time, Steve gets a driver to stop and throws him out of his car.

** (1329) Jack doesn't wait for the driver to comply, he simply hobbles around to the passenger side and starts pulling on the door handle. **

(1254) Steve: "Get in!" Steve floors it as soon as Jack is in the car.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Within seconds, the two wounded men are speeding off as fast as the small commuter car's tinny engine can take it.

(1254) Steve: "What time is it? How long til those charges go boom?"

(1329) Jack: Three minutes

(1329) Jack: (We've got to give Han more time!)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Steve comes to a red light with stacks of cars and cross-traffic, he might be able to get to the other side alive if he ran it, but it would take some skill.

(1254) Steve: (hmm)

(1254) Steve: (and how far away is the exit/entrance?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (You're still downtown)

(1329) Jack: MIddle of the GODDAMN night and we're stopped at a red fucking light!

(1254) Steve: (can I backup, take another street?)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Any chatter yet?))

(1329) Jack: Go. GO. GO, dammit, GO!

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Yep.)

** (1329) Jack starts digging in the backpack for the c4 that'll blow a hole in the city wall. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Matt hears all about an "explosive device fired at a downtown bar" and "suspected New Yorkers".

(1254) Steve: (ok, I try another street)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (The Magi gate guard is still on duty, you can exit that way)

(1254) Steve: (excellent)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Taking another street adds [Bad dice format] - [1d6 * 10 seconds]

(1274) arthurtuxedo: [1d6 * 10] -> 10

(1274) arthurtuxedo: There is an alleyway nearby that Steve speeds through instead.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: There are plenty of other red lights, but the intersections are not busy, so Steve blows through them. With about 20 seconds to spare, he pulls up at the right guard station. The guard is mysteriously absent, and the cameras don't seem to be working. The gate is also up.

** (1329) Jack breathes a sigh of relief. **

(1254) Steve: (slam it through)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Steve speeds through the open gate at 80 MPH, a few seconds later they hear a loud explosion.

** (1254) Steve drives through the wide open gate, the beginnings of a smile on his face. He looks at Jack as the explosion occurs. "We did our part. Now we just have to wait for them to do theirs." **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Matt's radio is flooded with chaotic and confused yelling.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Do you drive the car up to the motel, or ditch the car at some point before that? It's about a 3 minute drive to the motel)

(1329) Jack: Next time, Penny gets to be the distraction.

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (o.O)

(1254) Steve: (ditch it)

(1254) Steve: (uh, was that something Jack actually said, or was that OOC?)

(1329) Jack: (actually said it)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles...beautiful timing. Start with the fight, end with the big boom. Get their attention, then slug them in the face. Now then, all they needed were Steve and Jack, and they could get the hell out of here.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Ditch it where? Right at the gate? Halfway?)

(1254) Steve: (halfway)

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (~_~; meh. sorry guys, I am going to have to bail apparently. We got a situation here that demands my touch. ;_; good luck with the rest of the session lovelies. whoever can/wants to play Enrique can do so! ciao lovelies!)

(1329) Jack: O_o

(1329) Jack: (Oh, sure, *now* you leave. Just when you have to do something.)

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: (whahahaaha.)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: After about ten minutes, Jack and Steve show up at the motel on foot, looking like they've just been used as punching bags.

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: ~poofle~

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz: Disconnecting from server...

(1286) Enrique de la Cruz (exit): 15:32

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Matt hears on the radio the different reports flooding in, and they all start to focus on the two New Yorkers that got in a barfight. By the time Steve and Jack get back, they're already planning the attack on the New Yorkers.

(1254) Steve: (woot)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles as he listens to the radio, a look that quickly fades as he sees Steve and Jack, "What the hell?" he shakes his head. "Never mind, get in, we're leaving, now. When we're down the road a bit, I'll have a look at you. For right now, I don't think it would be best for us to be around when the fighting starts."

** (1329) Jack nods his head numbly before crawling into the passenger seat of Gold. **

** (1254) Steve nods and complies with Matt's request. He's too sore to even light up. **

** (1330) Penny takes a minute to fuss over Jack while everyone else gets ready to roll out. **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: Enrique and Deathstalker worldlessly assume their normal places.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (What's the next destination?)

** (1329) Jack weakly tries to wave Penny's hands away, finally telling her to get in the driver's seat. **

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Right now, West.))

(1329) Jack: (amarillo?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The group heads West, taking care not to pass close to the corporate convoy.

(1329) Jack: http://maps.google.com/maps?q=oklahoma+city&ll=35.460670,-98.363342&spn=1.521671,2.095230&hl=en

(1329) Jack: (shows i 40 west of okc, to the state border

(1329) Jack: )

(1274) arthurtuxedo: After about 20 minutes, Matt hears the radio chatter from the attack. It's quite a rude surprise for the Dell-Yorkers. Their missiles and shells are being vaped by the laser systems before they can impact on anything, and whenver the lasers aren't destroying warheads, they're killing dozens of infantry in a sweep. The hoverbots and Centurions are rolling out, firing their machineguns continuously with perfect accuracy. Would be snipers and hidden anti-tank groups discover that they are not hidden as grenades and artillery impact on their position. It's a total slaughter.

(1329) Jack: (oh, that's just fuckin great)

(1254) Steve: (I'll be damned)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: But every few minutes, there's some hooting and celebration, and someone yells "Got one!"

(1254) Steve: (fucking hicks are useless)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: After about 10 minutes, the convoy has reach the other side of the city. "They're going to get away, we've got to trap them again," one man yells into the radio. "Let them go, it just ain't worth it." says a commanding voice.

(1329) Jack: (just learned something neat-o: home and end take you west and east, page up and page down take you north and south on google maps)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: Matt curses loudly. On the one hand, Dell-York would almost certainly fall. On the other, the plan for crippling the convoy was shot to hell.

(1274) arthurtuxedo: It's unknown how much of the convoy the Dell-Yorkers managed to destroy

(1329) Jack: (let's see, nothin', divided by nothin' is... let me do the math here... )

(1254) Steve: (hmm, nothin!)

** (1254) Steve listens to the chatter, getting angrier and angrier. He jumps slightly when Matt curses. "Well, hell." **

(1274) arthurtuxedo: The group is on I-40 headed west, which will eventually take them to Texas.

(1254) Steve: @R "Hey, Jack, we got the shit beat out of us for nothing."

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

(1329) Jack: (yeah, I screwed up)

** (1329) Jack stares at the sqwaking radio. He contemplates throwing it out the window. Instead... **

(1329) Jack: @R "Story of my life."

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: @R "How much C-4 did you end up using? We're going to have to use it sometime soon."

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (Each charge was 5 pounds, right?)

** (1254) Steve exhales slowly. "I guess it doesn't change anything, really. It was kind of a long shot, regardless." **

(1329) Jack: (works for me)

(1329) Jack: (how much did I take again?)

(1274) arthurtuxedo: (20 lbs)

(1254) Steve: (used 15 for 3 charges)

(1254) Steve: (which leaves 25 lbs)

** (1329) Jack struggles to do the math in his head, @R "Five pounds." **

(1329) Jack: (Next time you get mangled, we'll see how well you do with math.)

(1329) Jack: 8D

** (1377) arthurtuxedo growls **

(1274) arthurtuxedo (exit): 15:57

Attempting to assign the role of GM to (1377) arthurtuxedo...

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: Matt shakes his head, he'd have to count the C-4 later. As it was, they had to find some place to stay for the night. @R "Okay, for now, you two need to get out of that armor and stow it. We

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: Matt shakes his head, he'd have to count the C-4 later. As it was, they had to find some place to stay for the night. @R "Okay, for now, you two need to get out of that armor and stow it. We'll pull over for a moment and I'll take a look at you, see what we can do."

** (1329) Jack double clicks the radio. **

** (1254) Steve gingerly removes his armor, and puts his suit back on, not botherinw with the tie and jacket for now. He looked like shit anyway, no need to be fancy about it. **

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: Looking for a suitable place to pull over to make the change and the checkup, Matt curses again, a little more quietly this time. If he could find these Magi again, he'd have a few choice words, most of them involving the phrase 'you owe us'. Once pulled over, he gets out and finds the medical supplies. Something needed to be done about the pain and swelling and whatever else needed to be done.

** (1329) Jack waited for the truck to stop before he fell out of the vehicle. He removed the armor, throwing it into a pile at his feet. When he finished, he sat on the door sill of Gold waiting for someone to make his face not feel two sizes too large. **

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+5+10] -> [8,5,10] = (23) (complex skill) {Steve}

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+5+10] -> [8,5,10] = (23) (complex skill) {Jack}

(1377) arthurtuxedo: Matt manages to get the pain and swelling under control. They should be fine after a few days.

(1329) Jack: (yay!)

(1254) Steve: (3 cheers for Matt)

(1377) arthurtuxedo: Using Matt's radio frequency, the group manages to figure out where nearby patrols are and avoid them.

(1377) arthurtuxedo: Now the group has a choice, they can take smaller roads into the northwest part of the former state, and continue west into New Mexico or northwest into Colorado, or they can head north into Kansas.

(1329) Jack: (I say we make our way to New Mexico)

(1254) Steve: (yeah, I vote for New Mexico. More direct route)

(1329) Jack: (banditos! BANDITOS? We don't need no steenkin' banditos!)

(1329) Jack: (LOL)

(1254) Steve: (hehe)

(1329) Jack: (woo las vegas!)

(1329) Jack: (No matter what, we're crossing mountains. We just have to pick the least evil.)

(1377) arthurtuxedo: (So, which is it going to be, then?)

(1329) Jack: (My vote is for NM -> AZ)

(1254) Steve: (Doesn't matter to me, really, but I think the best option available is south)

(1329) Jack: (No, not really.)

(1377) arthurtuxedo: Okay, so the group takes several days driving west along the skinny part of Oklahoma, fueling up in small towns along the way, avoiding Dell-York patrols.

(1329) Jack: (A long, long way.)

(1377) arthurtuxedo: When the group is within 20 miles of the border, Matt hears something interesting on the radio.

(1254) Steve: (hehe, the skinny part. Okies call it the panhandle)

(1377) arthurtuxedo: "So where did them New Yorkers end up?" Asks one patrol.

(1377) arthurtuxedo: "I heard they went North into Kansas. Took out a few more patrols along the way."

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Up yours, that's where))

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hmmmm...))

(1377) arthurtuxedo: "They really fucked us good, didn't they?"

(1377) arthurtuxedo: "Yup, but we got them bad, too."

(1377) arthurtuxedo: "Yeah, we did."

(1329) Jack: (right, and maybe they'll end up like the donner party)

(1254) Steve: (very interesting, Smithers)

(1254) Steve: (I gots to go)

(1249) Matthew Guilliard: ((well, that's a good note at least. Pity they won't join is in the land of Fiestas, Siestas, and other things that end in tas.))

(1329) Jack: (mmm ta tas

(1329) Jack: )

(1254) Steve: (hehe)

(1254) Steve: (unfortunately, when I go, that means the Teamspeak server has to go, too)

(1330) Penny: He has a really large cock.

(1330) Penny (exit): 16:34

(1377) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 18 * * *

(1719) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 19 start * * *

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((FIRE IN THE HOLE! EVERYBODY DOWN!!))

** (1720) Enrique had a lot on his mind. The path that they should take was first and foremost one of the thoughts that he was currently considering. Matt had not let him down yet, but he wanted to have his two cents on the decision. New Mexico was likely the easier path geographically, but the mexican army was a potential complication. The Mexicans have never in his mind had amounted to much before the fall, but now it was anyone's guess. The rockies were not a fun prospect, but it could very well be the safest path they could take. As usual it all fell down to their needs of security or speed. They were ahead of the corporate convoy, they might as well stay in front of it. He was not looking forward to having to tangle with their level of firepower. His attention slid from their course and towards Steve. He had gotten the crap beaten out of him during the mission, although Jack had seemed to be worse off. He had felt no pleasure at the sight of Steve's mangled features which was a good sign. He might be an adversary for Penny's affections, but he deserved better than that from him... **

(1725) Jack: (are we still driving or have we stopped somewhere?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Still driving, I would presume)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (It's about 3 PM)

** (1720) Enrique reached into one of his bags, retrieving an opened container of winterfresh gum. A moment later his eyes slid from Steve to Matt. "So are we taking the high road or the low road?" His tone was pleasant and non-committal. Either path was acceptable to him, although the north road seemed the more prudent course of action assuming that the passes in the Rockies were open and that the temperature was not too low. He still preferred the heat over the extreme cold. **

** (1726) Penny rested in fits and starts throughout the day. It wasn't the pain from the beating that was keeping him awake, rather it was the beating he was taking riding in the humvee. He could only guess that maybe he'd gotten maybe three or four hours of sleep total. The truck would hit a pothole or some other debris and jostle him awake. He looked over his shoulder at Ben. Ben had been real quiet for most of the trip. Maybe he'd expended his quota of words right there at the beginning? Who knew. Jack looked over at Penny. Most of the time she could be heard humming a tune or talking to herself - even in abstract sounds. She'd been eerily quiet and focused on driving since they'd left Oklahoma City. He couldn't read her mind but he thought he knew her well enough that something was bothering her. And not anything that would usually bother her. **

(1726) Penny: (fuck?)

** (1723) Steve had noticed Enrique staring at him, and promptly turned away, busying himself with cleaning his rifle. He preferred not to get involved in any conversations at this point, as he looked and felt terrible. **

(1723) Steve: (haha, you did it again)

** (1725) Jack rested in fits and starts throughout the day. It wasn't the pain from the beating that was keeping him awake, rather it was the beating he was taking riding in the humvee. He could only guess that maybe he'd gotten maybe three or four hours of sleep total. The truck would hit a pothole or some other debris and jostle him awake. He looked over his shoulder at Ben. Ben had been real quiet for most of the trip. Maybe he'd expended his quota of words right there at the beginning? Who knew. Jack looked over at Penny. Most of the time she could be heard humming a tune or talking to herself - even in abstract sounds. She'd been eerily quiet and focused on driving since they'd left Oklahoma City. He couldn't read her mind but he thought he knew her well enough that something was bothering her. And not anything that would usually bother her. **

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: The driving wasn't helping much, other than driving home one single fact: they were going to run out of fuel eventually. The chances of finding settlements on the Northern Route seemed slimmer than the Southern Route, but getting those supplies from the Mexicans would be difficult to say the least. Either way was going to be tough, no question there. Instead, it was more of a question of how they wanted to worry about dying, alone, cold, and starving, or hot, bleeding, with a Mexican spitting on your soon to be corpse. No radio, just between him, Steve, and Enrique, Matt speaks in a low voice, "I think we're going to have to risk the army. If nothing else, we can try hit and runs on their supply posts if we absolutely need to. At least we can bet they'll have supplies we could use. Hopefully, they won't be as xenophobic as we've heard. We might even be able to walk out with some allies. Suggestions?"

(1725) Jack: (hm... my background trick isn't working)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hm?))

(1726) Penny: (test)

(1725) Jack: (Penny's background color is, or should be, different so I can easily discern which window I'm looking at.

(1725) Jack: )

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((ah))

** (1723) Steve heard Matt's words, and he let them rattle around in his head for a moment. He waited to see if he had a gut reaction to anything Matt had said. Nope. Steve had nothing to contribute, so he continued to silently clean his rifle. **

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Enrique has something to say. Oh yes, he has something to say, pendajo.))

** (1720) Enrique glanced at Matt as he spoke. He had a way with words that was very appealing and the fact that he was or had been a Corporate was something that he no longer thought about often. Matt had proven himself as a leader so far, and he was more than willing to grant him the leeway he required. He considered his words before he rolled his shoulders and nodded. "fair enough. the south is good, we can try and extend our lead over the convoy and if we keep our wits about we might even make it across in one piece." He paused for a moment. "It comes down to a choice between speed or security. The south is the speediest route, the north is the safest. Of course, the resupplying is a problem. I think you are right in that regard, the south is a more appealing route when it comes to supplies I think." He had never been to the rockies, so he had no idea how well populated it was. **

** (1723) Steve 's hands started shaking slightly, and he lit a cigarette to calm them. **

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods as Enrique speaks, it confirmed what he was already leaning towards. @R "Alright folks, I'm leaning towards swinging south right now, but I'm still open to suggestions."

** (1726) Penny started visibly when the radio crackled to life. She'd been buried in thought - and not the delightful random thought she was used to. She looked around the truck to see who was paying attention. Ben shook his head indicating he didn't have anything to say. Jack was trying to get some rest. He'd come back more beaten up than she'd ever seen him. Even if he wasn't really asleep she wasn't about to bother him for this. Penny keyed the mic, "Um," she stalled, words still forming in her mind "That sounds fine to us up here." **

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: Well, Southwestern bound it was. @R "Okay, then that's the way we'll take. Keep an extra eye out for patrols and towns. We're going to be heading into potentially dangerous territory, and we'd like to make friends if possible, so let's not try to piss anyone off this time around. Besides, I figure that we've gotten that out of our system the last place we were at."

** (1726) Penny double clicked the mic, acknowledging the last transmission. **

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((South of the border, baby!))

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The group was already close to the edge of the Panhandle. Gas tanks read about 3/4 empty, with enough in reserve to fill both trucks up once. A half hour later, the group pulls up on the Eastern border of New Mexico. There is a station there that looks more like a small military base. Hundreds of soldiers mill around with perhaps a dozen trucks. They look to have been built within the last few years by domestic builders with no real idea what they were doing. The soldiers are all wearing clothes of the same color, but no actual uniform. Their weapons look like a mix of whatever they could get their hands on and a very simple domestic-looking submachinegun that looks like it could be manufactured in batches of a million for a dollar each. Some of them carry RPGs, and the station has a few machineguns and larger cannons for defense as well. The group is now about 500 meters from the closed chain-link gate, and they have not been challenged yet.

** (1726) Penny keyed the mic again. "Do we want to keep going or stop.. because to tell the truth I don't feel like running over people anymore. So if that can be avoided..." **

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: @R "Agreed. I'm inclined to see if we could get any information from them. Right now, it doesn't seem like they're overly hostile, so that might be worth something. Do you have any impressions as to what reactions they might have to us?" The question was largely to Penny, but Enrique might have something to add as well.

** (1720) Enrique did not miss the haphazard base and the large number of troops. A soft sigh escaped his lips, the gum in his mouth placed in a piece of paper before being rolled into a ball and then placed aside. "I am starting to get used to being hideously outnumbered." His tone was dry, aware that the numbers were so stacked against them that there was literally nothing they could do if it came to trouble. **

** (1726) Penny stared dumbfounded at the radio for a moment before reacting. Impressions? Their uniforms are coordinated... But that's not what Matthew was asking. **

** (1726) Penny took a moment to concentrate. Some of the men ambling around the encampment were curious about the trucks but only mildly so. She knew when she hit upon the mind of the commanding officer. He was looking forward to the visitors. **

(1726) Penny: @R They seem nice enough, but more in a wearing a sheep's clothing kind of way. He wants money, as much as he can get from the sound of it. And as if that weren't enough, patrols won't like us much at all."

(1726) Penny: (whew, that was tough to translate)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: @R "Figures...well, at least he's not looking to kill us right off the bat. Might as well stop in and say hello."

(1726) Penny: *clik*clik*

** (1720) Enrique sighed softly and tried to get comfortable for a moment before he took the time to gather this and that just in case. If it came to conflict, just about anything he could think of would seem like a futile gesture but if he was going to die, he did not plan on dying alone. Penny's words resonated in his mind and he considered for a moment. "patrols eh? well, we may have to mad max it if it comes to that." Patrols HAD to be more manegable than this gathering of wetbacks. **

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: Matt drives towards the station. Money he could deal with. Killing was a little more problematic. Likely going down to New New Mexico would have equal parts of both.

(1726) Penny: (just like in real life! only in new jersey)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: As Matt pulls up to the station, the commander greets him with a wide smile, revealing several metal teeth. "Hello, there!" He says. "Joo want to pass tru?"

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: Matt nods, "Yeah, we were kind of hoping. Also, we were wondering how things were beyond this point."

(1719) arthurtuxedo: "Ah, jus' great, my frien'. Nobody give you no problems. You jus' got to pass tru here, firs'." He leans in conspiratorily. "Now I hain't supposed to let joo tru, but I kin tell that joo is good people, eh? So I gonna make joo a special offer. I let joo tru, but joo gotta gimme someting in return."

(1723) Steve: (Offer him pronunciation lessons)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (hehe)

(1723) Steve: (E-nun-ciate, mother fucker)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: "Hey, of course. What do you need? We don't have that much, but we'd be happy to rub your back, you know?" Matt smiles. He'd like to get this guy as low as he can get him.

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Translation, let me know when to make that manipulation roll to low-ball him, and Empathy to see if I'm about to go too low))

(1719) arthurtuxedo: "Well, I was looking for guns, mainly. Jou dollars is no good to us."

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: "Well, I think we might have some we could stand to part with, about how many do you need?"

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+4+4+6+10] -> [7,4,4,6,10] = (31) Empathy, going to see how honest he seems (like how far above the mark he's going)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: "Counting peestols as one half gun. I say ten guns." Matt is sure that this is a high-ball offer.

(1725) Jack: (stupid fucking kids. fire alarm is going off. oo... nevermind)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: "Oh man, that's a lot of guns. What happens if we come up against some bad people? All we'd have left is some harsh language and a bad smell, you know? I think we could spare four, counting pistols as half a gun, though it means I'd have to carry a knife instead."

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+8+14+1] -> [1,8,14,1] = (24)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Aw fuck me))

whispering to arthurtuxedo, DF = 15 + [1d10] -> [1] = (1), his final offer will be 7 guns -1 for each 3 MoS

(1719) arthurtuxedo: "Four guns, man... I canno' do that. Joo see, lossa paperwork to fill out man, es muy aburido. I tell joo what, an' I don' even know why I am doin' dis. I let joo tru for 6 guns."

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: [1d10+4+4+6+10] -> [2,4,4,6,10] = (26)

(1723) Steve: (Sure thing, man. Just one problem. There are too many bullets in this gun.)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((About how close is he to the make a deal point?))

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Going on that test, of course))

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Matt is certain that his "deal point" is 5 guns.

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: Matt smiles, there were risks, and there were deals. Better to give this guy a more favorable view on the group. He could haggle him down, but five instead of six, not so much worth it. "Okay, okay, I think we might be able to get by without that much. Four guns and four pistols sound good?"

(1719) arthurtuxedo: He insincerely grouses and grumbles, but Matt can tell that he feels he came out ahead.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (The group has 9 pistols, 4 shotguns, 4 M4s, and 2 hunting rifles)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: "Hey man, I appreciate it. Don't worry, these are good guns, hand polished and cleaned daily by a man who loves them like his own children." Matt gets out and goes into the trailer to fetch the guns, 2 M4s, 2 Shotguns, and 4 pistols. He noted that they were running low, and idly he wished they could have destroyed a few more Dell-York patrols for salvage. Hopefully, Banditos would present themselves as tasty resupply points later on. For now, he would have to make do. After having gathered the guns, he hefts the bundle and presents them to the base commander.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The commander has his men fetch some ammunition for the guns, and fires off a few rounds. Having satsified himself that they are in good working order, he shakes Matt's hand and orders the gate opened. None of the soldiers seem to have paid much attention to the whole affair one way or the other.

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: "Have a good day, my friend." Matt smiles, gets back in the truck, and drives out once the gate is opened. If all goes well, maybe this won't be that bad of a choice.

(1725) Jack: (ha ha ha ha ha! oh, my side.)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hush you. Just don't drink the water.))

(1725) Jack: 8D

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Once inside, where does the group head?)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Straight for the nearest taco bell))

(1725) Jack: (I'm just guessing here: West?)

(1726) Penny: (Drop the chalupa!

(1720) Enrique: (hahahahaha. funny matt. I hope a beaner or two likes your mouth. :P)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((I think so, yeah. I do believe our plan was southwest into NM and AZ, then NW into NV and west through the lower mountains into CA))

** (1720) Enrique was relatively pleased by the deal arrangement. Matt had maneuvered neatly and the end result was adequate. His eyes darted about as they moved within the compound his lips parting as he spoke. "sooo, I suppose we should stock up on gas and whatever else we need before we get the fuck out?" There were hundreds of mexican militia men about. Given their track record for starting brawls, and given that Steve and Jack had their asses kicked in the last town he was not looking to stay here for long. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (So toward Albuqurque, then?)

(1725) Jack: (and when we get there we should turn left)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Especially if you're travelling with a talking duck)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((AFFLACK!))

(1725) Jack: (Overture, curtains lights! This is it, we'll hit the heights! And oh what heights we'll hit, on with the show this is it!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (So do you stay and barter for fuel, then, or head out and get fuel later? You have enough to get to Albuqurque, which you could do within 4 hours, but you would have to dip into the supply of gasoline, of which there is 50 gallons)

(1725) Jack: (I say we dip.)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((I'm going to say we press on and deal with a little dippage.))

(1725) Jack: (concur)

(1726) Penny: (concur! I don't like this place.)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Group encounters [1d3] -> [3] = (3) "patrols" before Albuqurque.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, First patrol has [1d4] -> [4] = (4) trucks.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, With 4+[1d4] -> [1] = (1) soldiers per truck.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Out of the 20, [2+1d8] -> [2,4] = (6) have rifles instead of SMGs.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d4] -> [3] = (3) of the trucks have MGs.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d4] -> [3] = (3) soldiers have RPGs

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Trucks have speed and maneuverability -9. Each soldier has 12 ranged AT.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10+16] -> [3,16] = (19), [1d10+13] -> [4,13] = (17), [1d10+17] -> [5,17] = (22), [1d10+6] -> [6,6] = (12), [1d10+12] -> [6,12] = (18), [1d10+15] -> [3,15] = (18). Rolls for spotting. DF for spotting them first is [20 + 1d6] -> [20,3] = (23)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The group drives for about an hour through the desert. The climate is very mild, it being the early winter. As the group comes out of a space between two hills (blocking visibility), they find a surprise waiting for them.

(1725) Jack: (is it a chocolate surprise?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: About [1d6 * 10 + 40] -> 70 meters away is a "patrol".

(1719) arthurtuxedo: There are 4 trucks, with 5 soldiers riding in each of them. Most of them have SMGs, although 6 of them have rifles. There are medium machineguns on 3 of the trucks, and 3 soldiers are carrying rocket launchers.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: They spotted the group a second before the group spotted them, and without giving any chance to parlay, one yells in Spanish "Loot!" and they all open fire.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d3] -> [1] = (1) of the rocket launcher carriers open fire right away, the others wait.

(1725) Jack: (crapola)

(1720) Enrique: (oh well. lets get this done with.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [4,12,3,-27] = (-8)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [9,12,3,-27] = (-3)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [10,12,3,-27] = (-2)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: @R "GUN IT!" Matt floors the gas and starts attempting to evade the enemy. Reverse isn't an option, and right now making a hard of a target as possible is the best option.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [1,12,3,-27] = (-11)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [2,12,3,-27] = (-10)

** (1726) Penny floors the accelerator, the humvee takes a moment to respond before movin faster. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [6,12,3,-27] = (-6)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [6,12,3,-27] = (-6)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [8,12,3,-27] = (-4)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [6,12,3,-27] = (-6)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [4,12,3,-27] = (-8)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [8,12,3,-27] = (-4)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [9,12,3,-27] = (-3)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [4,12,3,-27] = (-8)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [8,12,3,-27] = (-4)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [3,12,3,-27] = (-9)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [8,12,3,-27] = (-4)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [6,12,3,-27] = (-6)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [7,12,3,-27] = (-5)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [10,12,3,-27] = (-2)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 27] -> [5,12,3,-27] = (-7)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Their shooting is very poor, and they don't use their sights, but with that much fire, something is bound to hit. A few SMG and machine gun rounds bounce off the group's armored trucks. The 1 rocket that was fired sail wide.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

(1723) Steve: Matt's outburst shook Steve from his moping, and he scrambled to man to SAW.

** (1720) Enrique had not expected to run into an ambush. They all knew that the area was patrolled and that the average mexican might not be a genius, but small arms and rpgs were likely numerous. He had allowed himself to relax, deciding that for the moment he did not need to be at the alert. Everyone knew what was at stake right? When the would be ambush unfolds he groans softly. The sudden acceleration pushing back into his seat as Matt's yell registered. Fucking brilliant. The storm of fire aimed towards them was impressive to see, the sound of ricocheting bullets akin to angry bees swarming around them. His left arm moved, reaching for his weapon of choice. The M82A1 needed a proper christening. It was possible he might dissuade pursuit. If not, he just might kill himself a man or two. His mood was just right for that possibility. **

(1723) Steve: (holy shit, Enrique has a Barrett? Nice)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Yeah, he bought it from the Union)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (What do the rest of you do?)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((I drive, and shoot gunners with my MIND BULLETS))

(1720) Enrique: (^_^! figured the PSG-1 was borderline for dealing with the new yawkas. so I beefed up.)

(1725) Jack: (Nothing I can do. I sit there.)

(1726) Penny: (Drive like a bat out of hell?)

(1720) Enrique: (between the reaching for the rifle, rolling down the window and bringing the beast to a shooter's position there is no way I can shoot in this turn.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve, Enrique, and Ben get set up.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d20] -> [2] = (2) of the banditos take the time to aim, realizing that their current efforts are futile.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (hehe)

(1720) Enrique: (Isn't Jack as good a shot as anyone else? lower a window and dakkadakka)

(1723) Steve: (haha, stupid fucks)

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Do one of the 2 remaining rocket guys decide to fire? 1 = yes, 2 = no [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

(1723) Steve: (yeah, Jack's a better shot than I am, I think)

(1720) Enrique: (damn munchkin)

(1720) Enrique: (shoot damn you.)

(1720) Enrique: (shoot!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 3 - 5 - 15 - 5] -> [3,12,3,-3,-5,-15,-5] = (-10)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 3 - 5 - 15 - 5] -> [1,12,3,-3,-5,-15,-5] = (-12)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 3 - 5 - 15 - 5] -> [2,12,3,-3,-5,-15,-5] = (-11)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 3 - 5 - 15 - 5] -> [10,12,3,-3,-5,-15,-5] = (-3)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 3 - 5 - 15 - 5] -> [4,12,3,-3,-5,-15,-5] = (-9)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 3 - 3 - 5 - 15 - 5] -> [10,12,3,-3,-5,-15,-5] = (-3)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: A veritable hail of fire continues, with surprisingly few of the rounds hitting the trucks at all. Only one 9mm round richochets out of the whole battery.

(1726) Penny: (Still driving!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d2] -> [1] = (1), 1 = silver, 2 = gold

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((We got a great big convoy!))

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Penny gets a feeling of extreme danger, and her every instinct is telling her to swerve left. Just as she does, a rocket is fired, a one in a million shot that would have hit dead-center had anyone else been driving.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Driving check to avoid spinning out, DF = 18]

(1726) Penny: [1d10+10+6] -> [6,10,6] = (22)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Penny doesn't lose much speed as she gets the truck back on the road.

(1725) Jack: 8D

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (That was very lucky. If it had been aimed at the other truck, it would have hit.)

** (1726) Penny (steeples her fingers and whispers "eeexcellent" **

(1726) Penny: )

(1720) Enrique: (cool beans. when is round 3 starting?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Round 3

(1720) Enrique: (lol)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d13] -> [9] = (9) of the remaining figure out that aiming is good.

** (1726) Penny continues driving. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Of the 4, [1d4] -> [3] = (3) have rifles

** (1725) Jack continues holding on to something. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Enrique, Steve, and Ben are set up, but have not aimed yet.

(1723) Steve: (psssh, aiming's overrated. Especially when you've got a fully automatic rifle)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Does someone shoot at Ben? 1 or 2 = no, 3 = submachinegunner, 4 = machinegunner [1d4] -> [2] = (2)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Full auto counts for jack shit at this range)

** (1720) Enrique was not surprised to find that maneuvering the high caliber sniper rifle in the tight confines of the vehicle was tricky. The vehicle was bouncing around him and that was complicating aiming procedures. Nonetheless, he was a consumate professional and the combat drugs would hopefully help in that regard. His eyes sought a target, even as he saw the trail of an rpg hiss pass their vehicle and head towards their twin. For a second, his heart raced as it seemed that there was no way that the RPG could miss. Penny's vehicle swerved, and the RPG missed by a cunt's hair. His eyes narrowed and he focused on the targets, he was seeking a high priority target. One that had an RPG or a heavy machinegun or perhaps a driver. **

** (1723) Steve draws a bead on the the closest RPG wielder and opens fire. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Does someone shoot at Steve? [1d4] -> [3] = (3)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Does someone shoot at Enrique? [1d4] -> [2] = (2)

(1723) Steve: (Dammit all to hell)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((It's a SMG, you'll be fine. Just catch it with your face))

(1723) Steve: (am I still wounded or whatever, or has enough time passed?)

(1720) Enrique: (first fists and now bullets? oiy.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Forgot about that. You're still pretty messed up. 1 level up from where you were. That also goes for Jack)

(1723) Steve: (I forgot where I was.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: At Steve: [1d10 + 12 +4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [10,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-2)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [You were wounded)

(1723) Steve: (ah. So now it's just -1 to all rolls, then?)

(1725) Jack: (see why I ain't shootin?) 8D

(1723) Steve: [1d10+15+8-1] -> [5,15,8,-1] = (27)

(1720) Enrique: (jack you KNOW you want to kill yourself a pendejo. shoot. if nothing else, it might help them keep their heads down)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve takes 2 rounds as he aims from a sub-machinegunner. Already having been bruised and battered, the reduction from his armor feels woefully inadequete. Steve is now back to Wounded (-2 to all rolls)

(1725) Jack: (but I likes me brown meat)

(1720) Enrique: (o.O!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The bullets don't penetrate, they just bruise and injure like a son of a bitch.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: At the trucks: [1d10 + 12 + 4 + 3 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [10,12,4,3,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (1)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: At the trucks: [1d10 + 12 + 4 + 3 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [1,12,4,3,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-8)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: At the trucks: [1d10 + 12 + 4 + 3 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [5,12,4,3,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-4)

(1726) Penny: (oh noes! poor wittle stevie!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: At the trucks: [1d10 + 12 + 4 + 3 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [3,12,4,3,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-6)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: One of them manages to get a good part of his burst onto the truck, to no effect. By now, they've figured out that shooting the trucks are an exercise in futility. The group's hummers are also faster than their trucks, and this is starting to come into play. Range is now 75 meters.

(1723) Steve: (fuck your 10s, you bastard)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve

(1723) Steve: (yes?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve's DF = 15 + 12 for range (would be +5 with aiming) + 3 for moving target = [15+12+3] -> 30

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve's burst doesn't seem to hit anything.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Round 4

** (1723) Steve walks the stream of lead right into the RPG gunner. **

(1723) Steve: [1d10+15+8-2] -> [3,15,8,-2] = (24)

** (1726) Penny continues driving. **

** (1725) Jack weeps for his beautiful face. **

(1720) Enrique: (I want to kill rpg gunners or heavy machinegunners in that order if possible. I got a shot coming up.)

(1720) Enrique: [1d10+10+13] -> [8,10,13] = (31)

(1720) Enrique: [1d10] -> [9] = (9) (if applicable, .50 cal, AP rounds)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's DF = 15 + 5 (moving shooter) + 3 (moving target) = [15+5+3] -> 23

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's shot passes through the head of one of the RPG gunners, blowing it apart like a watermelon at a Gallagher event. On a 1 or 2, it's one of the rocket guys that's already fired, on a 3, it's the one with the live round. [1d3] -> [2] = (2)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve's DF = 26. His rounds come closer to their targets, but don't yet hit anything (we can assume with a machinegun that he's able to bring up the sights as he fires, so next round DF will be lower)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Deathstalker opens fire on the nearest RPG guy: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 3 - 5] -> [4,17,-15,-3,-5] = (-2)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: He does not hit him, however.

** (1720) Enrique did not allow himself a smile as the barrett kicked against his shoulder and interfaced directly with the target's cranium. There was no gloating, no laughter, only a downed target as he immediately aligned his barrel with another and prepared to prepare another shot. He did not have the killing potential of someone like Steve with a fully automatic weapon but he knew that his shots mattered. Furthermore, it was his hope that seeing one of their own fall in such a matter might add a little extra motivation for them to rush their shots or stay the fuck down... **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Does the remaining rocket launcher carrier fire this round? 1 = yes, 2 = no [1d2] -> [2] = (2)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Out of 8 sub machinegunners, [1d8] -> [4] = (4) fire at Steve.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [3,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-9)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [1,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-11)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [1,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-11)

(1726) Penny: (eep)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [7,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-5)

(1720) Enrique: (its official, they don't like cats.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Out of 6 riflemen, [1d6] -> [5] = (5) fire at Steve.

(1723) Steve: (those bastards)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [8,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-4)

(1723) Steve: (jesus)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [6,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-6)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [2,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-10)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [2,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-10)

** (1726) Penny (inserts random joke about steve being a pussy) **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [10,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-2)

(1723) Steve: (what'd I say about those 10s?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Wait, he's still wearing the New York armor, right?)

** (1723) Steve (shrugs) **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (The bleedthrough is different for polymer armor)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (I don't see why he'd change out of it, so I'll assume he is)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Him being back to wounded last round is stricken from the record.)

(1720) Enrique: (woot!)

(1723) Steve: (oh goodie)

(1720) Enrique: (go kill them gato! :P)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Rifle rounds are worse than pistol rounds, and Steve feels these more strongly, but aside from some sharp pains, he doesn't think anything's broken or more bruised than it already was.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Out of the remaining 4 SMGs, [1d4] -> [4] = (4) fire at Ben, [1d2-1] -> [2,-1] = (1) riflemen, and [1d3] -> [3] = (3) machinegunners.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Holy crap)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Poor Ben)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [8,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-4)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [5,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-7)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [7,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-5)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [7,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-5)

(1726) Penny: (should I be ready to drive)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [6,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-6)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [3,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-9)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [5,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-7)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 5 - 3] -> [2,12,4,-15,-5,-5,-3] = (-10)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Ben gets off easy. Lots of near misses, but no hits.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Round 5

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The SMG and riflemen have now shot all their ammo, and change magazines.

(1723) Steve: (Here's hoping the RPG gunner does the bullet dance) [1d10+15+8-1] -> [9,15,8,-1] = (31)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Does the RPG guy fire this round? 1 = no, 2 = yes [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

(1720) Enrique: (I am aiming this round)

(1720) Enrique: (^---- that's right pendejo, you are next!)

(1720) Enrique: (:P)

(1726) Penny: (I am driving this round.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (You already did that. Once you bring your sights up, you're good to go)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Range is now 80 meters

(1720) Enrique: [1d10+10+13] -> [5,10,13] = (28)

(1720) Enrique: [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve guides his stream to the RPG man. All the bullets in the burst hit the guy, and he literally goes to pieces. 1 = RPG guy with no ammo, 2 = RPG guy with ammo. [1d2] -> [2] = (2)

(1725) Jack: w00t

(1723) Steve: (kick ass)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Sweet))

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Enrique makes a textbook shot that hits the remaining RPG carrier right between the eyes. His friends are showered in blood, gore, gray matter, and bits of skull. They are not pleased by this development.

(1725) Jack: (bwahahaha!)

(1723) Steve: (Fuck, I just shot Marvin in the face!)

(1720) Enrique: (^_~! Snipers, Morale is my bitch. :P)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Ben continues firing at one of the other machine gunners: [1d10 + 17 + 4 - 5 - 3 - 15] -> [1,17,4,-5,-3,-15] = (-1)

** (1725) Jack hastily begins assembling something in the bouncing vehicle. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The shots seem to trace a neat little circle around the man, but do not hit him.

(1725) Jack: (lol! what is this spirograph!)

(1720) Enrique: (mmm, one part plastic explosive, two parts semtek, remote detonator, kool aid powder for color and some preservatives....done!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Only the machine gunners fire this round, since the others are reloading. [1d2] -> [1] = (1) at Steve

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d2] -> [2] = (2) at Ben

(1725) Jack: (snicker)

** (1720) Enrique was starting to fall on a pattern. Two shots, to very flamboyant kills. His rifle was once more readjusted as he considered who would be the next sinner that he would judge. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: At Steve: [1d10 + 12 +4 - 15 - 5 - 3] -> [8,12,4,-15,-5,-3] = (1)

** (1723) Steve (crosses his fingers) **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The .30 cal rounds are not to be stopped by mere body armor, and they penetrate, but not very deeply. Steve is now Wounded (-2 all rolls)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: At Ben: [1d10 + 12 +4 - 15 - 5 - 3] -> [5,12,4,-15,-5,-3] = (-2)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: At Ben: [1d10 + 12 +4 - 15 - 5 - 3] -> [1,12,4,-15,-5,-3] = (-6)

(1725) Jack: (Dammit Steve, you're supposed to not be in the way of the bullets.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Round 6

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Poor Steve, beaten to a pulp and then shot 6 times in the same day)

(1723) Steve: (sorry. I'll do better nest time)

** (1723) Steve swivels the SAW slightly to bring the gunner who shot him into sight. He was going to make this count. (aiming this round) **

** (1725) Jack continues his business **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (We assumed you were able to bring up the sights while firing in round 4. You could add to your chance to hit by +1 by spending the round aiming, but that's all)

(1725) Jack: (I think he needs that, what with being wounded and all)

(1723) Steve: (really? Oh, well in that case...) [1d10+15+8-2] -> [8,15,8,-2] = (29)

(1720) Enrique: [1d10+10+13] -> [2,10,13] = (25)

(1720) Enrique: [1d10] -> [4] = (4)

(1720) Enrique: (machinegunner ideally since I think all RPG holders are dead.)

(1725) Jack: (I think the remaining one is out of ammo)

(1720) Enrique: (oh, there is still one alive? if so, I am trying to shoot him. ammo or no)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (No, all 3 are dead)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve hits his mark with 11 of his 15 rounds. The man is wearing no armor at all, and the effects are gruesome.

(1723) Steve: (I'm a mushroom cloud layin mother fucker, mother fucker!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Enrique hits another machine gunner in the gut. It puts a huge hole in him and he falls off the truck, dying.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Ben aims for the remaining gunner: [1d10 + 17 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 3] -> [1,17,4,-15,-5,-3] = (-1)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Wow. Just wow)

** (1720) Enrique watched as the round reached its mark, the impact pushing the target off the vehicle with a ghastly looking wound in his gut. A gut shot was a bad way to die, but these men had tried to ambush them. These men had no compunction about killing neither did he... **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Ben continues to fire expensive .50 cal rounds off into the wild blue yonder.

(1723) Steve: (Ben needs to get shot. Maybe that'll fix his aim)

(1720) Enrique: (Ben is most unlucky it seems.)

(1720) Enrique: (LOL!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The banditos bring up their sights again.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Round 7

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Range 95 meters

(1719) arthurtuxedo: One of them bends to pick up the discarded rocket launcher that still has a rocket in it. One on each truck starts to clamber into the machine gun spot.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: On a 1, 2, or 3. Each truck will decide to flee.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [1] = (1)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [6] = (6)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [3] = (3)

(1723) Steve: (woot)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Two of the trucks stop and turn around.

(1725) Jack: (bah!)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: This takes [1d2] -> [2] = (2) machine guns, [1d6] -> [4] = (4) rifles, and [1d2-1] -> [2,-1] = (1) rocket launchers with live rocket

(1720) Enrique: "un error fatal come mierda" his words where hissed as he watched one of the men bend in what appeared to be an attempt to recover a discarded rocket launcher. His rifle coming to rest on the man as he looked through the scope of his heavy rifle. A moment later, he held his breath and pulled the trigger.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The group is left facing 2 trucks, 1 with a machinegun, containing 8 soldiers, 2 of them have rifles, and 2 drivers

(1720) Enrique: [1d10+10+13] -> [2,10,13] = (25)

(1720) Enrique: [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Enrique faces an added 5 DF for his mark unexpectedly hitting the brakes. DF = [15 + 5 + 3 + 5] -> 28

(1723) Steve: (Mr. MG gets bullets) [1d10+15+8-2] -> [3,15,8,-2] = (24)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Steve puts 6 rounds in the man trying to be the next gunner.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Ben decides to just fire at one of the trucks itself. [1d10 + 17 + 3 + 4 - 15 - 5 - 3] -> [7,17,3,4,-15,-5,-3] = (8)

** (1720) Enrique frowned as his aim was thrown off at the last moment when the driver hit the brakes. "mierda!" His surprised yelp resonated through the room as he tried to get a bead on the motherfucker again. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The 9 .50 cal rounds tear through the flimsily constructed pickup, nearly tearing it to shreds. It comes to an abrupt stop, and most of the men are thrown from the bed at a high rate of speed.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: That leaves [1d2-1] -> [2,-1] = (1) machineguns, and [1d4-2] -> [4,-2] = (2) rifles.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The remaining truck has 2 riflemen, 1 unused machinegun, 2 SMGers, and a driver.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Round 8

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Range 100 meters.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: On a 1, 2, 3, or 4, the truck will flee.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [1] = (1)

(1725) Jack: (well crap)

** (1725) Jack is about to drop the newly constructed device, but notices that the last truck turns and flees before the might of their own running away. **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Those who look will notice that Jack had torn off a hunk of C4 and attached a remote detonator)

(1720) Enrique: [1d10+10+13] -> [5,10,13] = (28)

(1725) Jack: (BOOM BABY! BOOM!)

(1720) Enrique: (the "and stay out!" shot.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Just out of spite, Enrique puts a round through the sternum of the last truck's driver.

(1720) Enrique: (I am full of hate my brother.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Also out of spite, one of the men from one of the trucks that is driving away takes a shot with the RPG.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 12 - 15 - 10 - 5 - 3 + 3] -> [10,12,-15,-10,-5,-3,3] = (-8)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: It goes wide of the mark.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: On a 10, it hits one of the other bandito trucks instead. [1d10] -> [9] = (9)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Aww)

(1720) Enrique: (okay, so we have wrecked truck, three that ran off, and one that is driverless currently?)

(1725) Jack: (damn, no humor for us, save Ben's spirographic shooting)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (1 wrecked truck with all killed, 2 driving away, 1 driverless)

(1723) Steve: (well let's shoot up the driverless truck and have a nice little haul)

(1720) Enrique: (aaah. how far away is the driverless? and how many people in it still breathing? yeah. my thoughts as well. and reclaim what we can from the dead on the first truck that we shot up)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((I concur. We need salvage))

(1726) Penny: (concurrance all around0

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Driverless is currently 130 meters distant, and has 4 soldiers on it, all with SMGs. No MG)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Wrecked truck has an MG, 2 dead riflemen, 2 dead SMGers)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: A man is currently jumping out of the flat bed to get in the driver's seat.

(1720) Enrique: (kk. we should off the 4 soldiers or offer them "salvation" or something. I want their shit. and I still got 4 rounds in my mag. :P)

(1720) Enrique: "no, no, no."

(1720) Enrique: (I shoot him)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: DF = 20

(1720) Enrique: [1d10+10+13] -> [4,10,13] = (27)

(1720) Enrique: [1d10] -> [1] = (1)

(1723) Steve: (the SAW's ROF is what, 15?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The shot hits him to the left of his stomach. Not great placement, but he still dies right away.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (15, yes)

(1723) Steve: (split fire among the other 3) [1d10+15+8-2] -> [2,15,8,-2] = (23)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (That's one roll, other 2 now)

(1723) Steve: [1d10+15+8-2] -> [1,15,8,-2] = (22)

(1723) Steve: [1d10+15+8-2] -> [2,15,8,-2] = (23)

(1723) Steve: (wow, that was some great rolling)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (That's some horrible rolling. I really think OpenRPG knows who you are and hates you)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Two of the men take 1 bullet each, and fall out of the truck. The last one throws his hands up in surrender.

(1725) Jack: (ki9ck ass!)

(1725) Jack: (SHOOT HIM!)

(1720) Enrique: (woot! who wants to cut the illegal combatant?)

(1723) Steve: (is it the next round?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (No more rounds, fight's over)

(1723) Steve: (bullets, then) [1d10+15+8-2] -> [1,15,8,-2] = (22)

(1723) Steve: (Goddammit)

(1723) Steve: (how about I just fire until they're all dead?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (With the +4 for walking the stream, that's actually a hit)

(1723) Steve: (oh good)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The last bullet of the burst hits him in the chest, and he falls down.

(1725) Jack: [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

(1726) Penny: [1d10] -> [7] = (7)

(1720) Enrique: (*gives penny a hug due to counteract all the h8 and negativity*)

(1720) Enrique: (*kishes her temples*)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((And by temples, he means the breasts that he worships every night.))

** (1726) Penny (reflexively vomits) --- (ooh, carrots) **

(1723) Steve: (ROFL)

(1720) Enrique: (X_X!)

(1720) Enrique: (~_~ I hate you matt.)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: ((Hehe))

** (1726) Penny (pat*pats Enrique) **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The group finds that both trucks have gas (or rather alcohol) in their tanks.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [1d50+50] -> [8,50] = (58) [1d50+50] -> [31,50] = (81)

(1720) Enrique: (maad max! maaad maax! *gives ben a hose to suck on*)

(1726) Penny: (huzzah)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: [(58+81)/2] -> 69

(1720) Enrique: (errr. so he can take out the gas you see.)

(1720) Enrique: (~_~)

(1726) Penny: (suuuuuure.)

** (1726) Penny (pouts) **

(1719) arthurtuxedo: This is enough to fill the trucks to about 3/4 full (they were almost out)

** (1726) Penny (continues w00ting) **

(1720) Enrique: (we also confiscate their guns and ammo if we can ne?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The SMGs are domestically manufactured. They are similar to the old British Sten gun in their simplicity, cheapness, and ugliness, but it is doubtful they are composed of the same reliability.

(1726) Penny: (and other things that seem like trade fodder. money, teeth, boots etc)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The rifles look to be AKs chambered in 5.56. The machinegun is an M60.

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: "We might as well take the guns and ammo. They're not pretty, but they damn well shoot things. Besides, not like we didn't make some room back at that checkpoint."

(1723) Steve: (did any of the bandidos have hats? Like cowboy hats or whatever?)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: There are a total of 500 9mm rounds, 100 5.56 rounds, and 200 7.62 rounds

(1719) arthurtuxedo: (Sure)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: All full metal jacket

** (1723) Steve looks over the dead bandidos, and takes a particularly large-brimmed black hat off one. He brings the brim down low over his eyes. **

(1725) Jack: (copy cat!)

(1723) Steve: (what? Just trying to hide my ruined face. It's so pretty otherwise, I can't be seen until I heal)

(1720) Enrique: (heh.)

(1719) arthurtuxedo: The group also finds a total of [4d6 * 100] -> 700 pesos.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Nobody has any idea how much a peso is worth in this day and age.

(1725) Jack: (sweet! gonna find me 7 100 pesos whores!)

(1720) Enrique: (holy shit! we can buy a stick of winterfresh gum for everone!)

(1720) Enrique: (:P)

(1723) Steve: (Which amounts to approximately 47 cents)

(1721) Matthew Guilliard: "Once we get everything gathered up, we're going right back on the road again. We can't afford to stay too still. They might decide to come back with friends, and I'd rather not wait for that to happen. We'll handle wounds as we go."

(1725) Jack: Of course.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: With no visible damage to the trucks, a few extra guns, some ammo and local money, and enough fuel not to have to dip into the gasoline reserves, it's safe to say that the group came out ahead, here.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: Alburqurque is only a few hours away, and so is sundown.

(1719) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 19 End * * *

(1060) arthurtuxedo: *Session 20 begin * * *

(1060) arthurtuxedo: The group pulls into Albuquerque. It's a large, sprawling mess of buildings and people. The core of the city seems to be a base of operations for the military, but it mostly seems to be a lawless sprawl.

(1058) Jack: @R If we didn't have to stop, I'd say we shouldn't stop here.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: There's no city limits sign, no "Welcome to Albuquerque", just buildings and houses. There doesn't seem to be much in the way of zoning. There are commercial buildings toward the downtown, but mostly it's houses right next to businesses.

(978) Matt: ((So how do we know to make a left turn? HOW?))

** (1064) Steve sits in the gunner's nest, his face mostly hidden by the brim of his hat. The ember on the end of his cigarette flares briefly, and he exhales smoke. **

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Each neighborhood seems to have its own band of armed men lounging about, glaring at people who drive through, each with their own matching colors and hand signals.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Did Steve mount the M60, or did he leave the SAW there?)

(1064) Steve: (M60 bitches)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Okay, then you might want some 7.62 NATO ammo. You've only got the 200 rounds you looted)

** (1059) Penny keeps her head down and her eyes forward as they head deeper into Albequeque **

(978) Matt: ((Any directly observable gas stations?))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Out here on the outskirts, there are no obvious gas stations, although there are some enclosed buildings that claim to have gas pumps inside and urge people to "come on in".

(1058) Jack: (Come into my parlor said the Spider to the Fly)

(978) Matt: ((*Sends some C4 on in* Boom boom boom))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: But further in, there are probably some.

(978) Matt: ((How much fuel do we have, and how close is the next potential city?))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (You've got the 50 gallons of gasoline. Pretty much running on fumes on the alcohol in the tanks)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (It's pretty much out in the middle of nowhere)

(1058) Jack: (we could fuel one vehicle at a time. sure, it's a risk - but so is just driving through this place)

(978) Matt: @R "Well, I'd rather not fall back on the gas, we'll likely need that for the bike, if it comes to that. Let's head further in and see if we can't find some...more acceptable refueling places further in the city, maybe near the military base."

(1058) Jack: @R "Right-o."

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Next definite population center is Flagstaff, AZ, 320 miles distant)

(1058) Jack: (Okay, DS. Get on the bike and go get us gas.")

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Coming closer to the base, there are some gas stations visible. Gasoline and diesel prices are actually down close to $5 / gallon here. Grain alcohol is $1 / gallon.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Prices in the mid-west were $10, $20, and even more if gas or diesel was even available)

(1058) Jack: (miniw00t)

(978) Matt: ((They taking dollars, or is this dollar amounts in pesos?))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Oh right, so 50 pesos per gallon for gas and diesel, 10 for alcohol)

(978) Matt: ((And we picked up around 2,700 pesos, right?))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (700)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Or about $70)

(978) Matt: @R "Okay, let's grab as much alcohol as we can with the welcome package we got a few miles back." Meanwhile, he would find a way to get a few hundred dollars converted to Pesos at what would pass at a fair rate.

(1059) Penny: @R Okay

(1060) arthurtuxedo: It costs 500 pesos to fill up both trucks with alcohol.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Argumentation or manipulation roll for Matt)

(978) Matt: ((Manipulation, it's shinier))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (5 pesos per $, plus .25 for each MoS, up to a max of the actual 10 to 1 conversion, DF 15)

(978) Matt: [1d10+8+14+1] -> [1,8,14,1] = (24) $1,000 -> a fair amount of pesos. Like a million.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: [1000 * 6.5] -> 6500.0

(1060) arthurtuxedo: 6500 pesos

(978) Matt: ((We got fleeced, but fleeced fairly ;) ))

(978) Matt: ((And how much to fill up our reserves?))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (The reserves are the gasoline, unless you want to buy more gascans for a bigger reserve)

(978) Matt: ((I thought we had reserves for alcohol?))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (No, just the alcohol in the tanks and gasoline in reserve)

(978) Matt: ((Huh, damnation, well, we'll need local cash anyway. In the meantime, I'll try and chat up the locals for some basic information, like what's up down here))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Does Steve look for more ammo for the M60?)

(1064) Steve: (yeah)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Matt finds out that this is the main base of operations for the whole New Mexico operation. There are some villages and trading posts here and there, but no other cities in the state. Arizona is also under Mexican control, but California is contested. The southern parts are controlled by Mexico, but no one around here seems to know who controls the northern half. They just reply "Gringos".

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Gun shops are easy to find, and the going rate for 7.62 NATO ammo seems to be 3 pesos per round.

(1064) Steve: (500 rounds, maybe?)

(1064) Steve: (or maybe 300 to bring it up to an even 500. That sounds good)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Steve buys 300 rounds of ammo, and the others fill up the trucks. The sun has almost disappeared over the horizon.

(978) Matt: "Well, we might as well try to find a place to stay for the night. I could think of worse places to shack up for the night. Doesn't mean that we don't keep an eye out, of course."

(1064) Steve: Steve stashes the ammo boxes. "I'll take first watch."

(1058) Jack: Right.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Lodging is 600 pesos for the group.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Does trouble happen tonight? 1-7 = yes, 8 - 10 = no [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: There's a lot of activity on the street, but almost amazingly, no one troubles the group or the trucks during the night.

(1058) Jack: (wow, feels like I hardly slept.)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: The included breakfast is bland, but not terrible.

(978) Matt: ((Wow, so this is where all the radios go from New York?))

** (1059) Penny stays close to Jack throughout the morning but still keeps to herself and only vaguely acknowledges the others presence before they get back on the road. **

(977) Enrique: Sleep was one of the things that he was actually looking forward to as of late. He admitted to himself that all the travel was starting to wear on him, and they were still quite a bit distance away from their objective. Shit, he could not believe that after making it to the west coast, they would have to make it back to east all over again. He spent a fair portion of the night cleaning out his guns and making sure that everything that needed a touch up received it. It was slow work, tedious at time but it had to be done. Penny was still on his mind, but he had laid it all down on the line already. It was no longer his call as to what would happen in that regard and he had begun to accept that as fact. Sooner or later Penny would make her decision and he would have to settle with that. He fell asleep with his M82A1 within arm's reach. He was growing rather fond of it as of late...

(1060) arthurtuxedo: As is stands, the trucks have about a 250 mile range on alcohol, and Flagstaff is farther away than that.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: 320 miles, to be exact.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Tuscon is 500 miles, if the group was to go that route.

(1058) Jack: (How much refuel capability do we have?)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (50 gallons of diesel, right now)

(1058) Jack: (we could pause in gallup, nm. that splits it 184/137)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (A town that small won't exist anymore in 2030)

(978) Matt: Matt's sleep was surprisingly peaceful, for a change. Worry still weighed heavy on his mind, but something seemed lifted, something intangible. Mornings were still as rough as ever, but the pills helped with the terrible breakfast. Terrible by his old standards, at least. As of late, it was just somewhat under par. The news in the morning was less than promising. Their range wasn't enough to make it to the next town. New fuel cans would be needed, most likely.

(1064) Steve: Steve had his regular breakfast of a couple cigarettes and an "irish" coffee.

(978) Matt: ((How much extra fuel would we need to make it to the next city?))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (14 gallons would do it)

(978) Matt: ((Okay))

(978) Matt: "We could get by with another fourteen gallons, but I'd feel better with twenty. We'll buy canteens and flasks if we have to, but let's see if we can't find some gas cans first. We should have enough room to stow the extra fuel given how much lighter our load's gotten."

(1058) Jack: Sounds suspicously like a plan.

(1060) arthurtuxedo: Okay, so let's say 200 pesos for the gas cans, and 200 for the alcohol to fill them up

(1060) arthurtuxedo: So the group gets the extra fuel and gets ready to set out

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (Should we stop here?)

(978) Matt: ((Okay))

(1060) arthurtuxedo: (I figured this would be one of those sessions where the excitment would come from the group, but that doesn't seem to be happening, so we should leave off until next week)

(1064) Steve: (there's been quite a bit of sitting around and not much playing. Maybe it's burnout)

(1060) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 20 End * * *

(1097) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 21 start * * *

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The group has been driving for several hours now, and is most likely somewhere in Arizona by now, although there was no sign visible.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: A city must be getting nearer, since there is the occasional vehicle passing by, but luckily no sightings of soldiers/bandits.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: But the group then spots a large collection of trucks on a side road, merging onto the freeway. They are about 1 km distant.

(1103) Steve: (Is it the great big ol' Convoy, or something completely different?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Can't tell at this range without magnification)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (But it's not the corporate convoy. Their vehicles are painted jet black)

(1099) Jack: @R You guys see that ahead?

** (1103) Steve rummages for the binocs, and brings them up to his eyes. **

(1116) Matt: "What the heck?" Matt zooms in as best he can with his glasses, trying to get a better view. Obviously it was a convoy, but what was it doing, where was it going, and who was it working for.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: They look like Mexican Army armored trucks, and there are at least 10 of them.

(1103) Steve: (estimate on how many soliders per truck?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Looks like 5 per truck.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: They merge onto the freeway headed the same direction as the group. The group's hummers are neither gaining nor losing ground, and they are still about 1 km distant.

** (1114) Enrique was getting a bit used to the road. He was also getting used to staying alert, since the last would be ambush had clearly demonstrated that too much relaxation could end being fatal. When Jack spoke, his eyes were already narrowing at what he saw in the distance. That could not be the fucking corporate convoy! "I see em." His voice was soft, his attention sliding about as he sought for something. He had not planned ahead and gotten his own pair of binoculars but his rifles had scopes... **

(1103) Steve: @R "Looks like the Mexican armed forces. About 50 of them, in 10 trucks."

(1099) Jack: @R Great. Just great. I guess we're stuck in their rearview, hoping they don't take an interest?

(1103) Steve: @R "Looks like it. Unless we want to stop and wait."

** (1114) Enrique muttered softly. "I would prefer to avoid them if at all possible." He really preferred to play the odds. If they had to attack them, he wanted it on a time and place of their choosing. **

** (1103) Steve continues to watch the force through the binoculars, watching for the first sign of anything unusual. **

(1116) Matt: @R "Might as well not cause a fuss. I'll watch the radio to see if they try talking to us, or if they've got any interesting chatter going on."

(1103) Steve: @R "Makes sense. I'd rather keep an eye on them, rather than let them out of my sight and give em time to set up an ambush."

(1116) Matt: [1d10+14+8] -> [9,14,8] = (31) (Complex skill level 7)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Matt finds their frequency and tunes in.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: He speaks basic Spanish and is able to get the gist of what they are saying. Enrique, of course, understands it all.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "You think these are the same guys that took out the patrol in New Mexico?"

(1099) Jack: (ay carumba!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "I don't know, but we'll be there in a minute. Just don't spook them, yet."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Then there is a double-click and silence.

** (1114) Enrique heard it all and blinked. What the fuck? A moment later his eyes widened as it all clicked. "SHIT! they know we are here guys. They don't wanna spook us and are debating if we are the guys that attacked a patrol back in mexico!." He spoke in a rush, his arms reaching for his Barrett in preparation of the shit hitting the fan... **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Do they spot them before they get on the freeway? DF = 30 [1d10 + 24 - 30] -> [7,24,-30] = (1)

(1116) Matt: "Well, this doesn't look that good." Matt eyes the trucks, looking for what possible defenses there are. Worst case scenario, there's a trap up ahead. No need to think of a best case here.

(1103) Steve: (which road are we on, and where?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (You're on the highway out in the Arizona desert. One lane each direction. There are off and on ramps every few miles here, but whatever small towns they used to lead to are gone now.

(1103) Steve: (hmm, so we have a choice of wandering straight into an ambush, or taking a random turnoff and getting hopelessly lost. Interesting)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Steve spots another similar sized group of trucks on one of the side roads, heading toward an on-ramp. This will put them about 1 km behind the group's hummers.

(1103) Steve: @R "And there's the pincer manuever. We've got a tail, folks."

(1116) Matt: @R "Well, good thing we picked up some extra gas. Let's go where they'll have trouble following. If they want a fight, we'll give them a chase through the badlands."

(1099) Jack: @R "Okay, who asked to live in interesting times? I want to hurt them now."

(1116) Matt: ((Now, are these pickup-sized trucks, or tractor-trailers?))

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (They are large pickups)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: So you turn off the road, then?

(1116) Matt: ((Yes. BRB, bio break))

(1100) Penny: @R Right... or left?

(1099) Jack: (waiting for bio)

(1116) Matt: ((Back))

(1116) Matt: @R "Take the first reasonably decent exit on the right"

whispering to arthurtuxedo, That will take the group within [1000 - (1d10*100)] -> 300 meters of the bandits

** (1100) Penny clicks the radio once. Penny waits for the next right to show itself, taking it when it does. If the road is clear enough, she accellerates away from the main road. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The second bunch gets on the freeway behind the group. "We're ready," comes a voice over the radio. The bunch up ahead throws on their brakes. They are definitely past the next exit, but it's hard to tell from here how close the group will have to come to them when they take the exit.

** (1103) Steve stashes the binoculars and grabs the M60. **

(1116) Matt: @R "Wonderful. Everyone get ready, it's going to get rough."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: As the group comes within about 500 meters of the blockade, they seem to realize their mistake, and they scramble to turn around and cut them off, but it's quickly apparent that it will be futile.

** (1114) Enrique was as ready as he would be. The familiar weight of his rifle was against him, the magazine was fully loaded and with a mental switch he activated his internal cybernetics to flood his bloodstream with combat drugs. When a target presented itself, he would be ready. **

** (1100) Penny grips the steering wheel tightly as their exit approaches. **

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Of the 10 trucks, [1d10] -> [5] = (5) have machine guns

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Of the 5 machine guns, [1d5] -> [3] = (3) are 7.62, the rest are 5.56

(1097) arthurtuxedo: As the exit comes into view, the blocking bunch is about 300 meters distant. Their machine gunners open fire.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 12] -> [2,16,3,-15,-12] = (-6)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 12] -> [10,16,3,-15,-12] = (2)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 12] -> [8,16,3,-15,-12] = (0)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 12] -> [10,16,3,-15,-12] = (2)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 12] -> [5,16,3,-15,-12] = (-3)

(1103) Steve: (You know, you are and your 10s. I'm going to have to beat the shit out of you.)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: 1 = silver, 2 = gold. [1d2] -> [1] = (1) [1d2] -> [1] = (1) [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: 1 = engine block, 2 = Matt, 3 = Enrique, 4 = Steve, 5 = tire, 6 = windshield, 7-10 = general body. [1d10] -> [7] = (7) [1d10] -> [5] = (5) [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (tee hee)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: 11 bullets hit Silver. Most of them harmlessly bounce off the armor, but one of them punctures the left front tire. It's a run-flat tire, but speed and maneuverability is hampered.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The hummers turn off the highway.

(1116) Matt: Matt feels the vehicle shudder as the tire begins to go out. They could drive it a bit further, but they'd have to change it soon. With those patrols after the group, any down time was time they could catch up.

** (1100) Penny accelerates **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: As Penny accelerates, Gold starts to pull away from Silver, which can't quite keep up.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The bandits continue firing (you guys can shoot back any time you want)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 15] -> [10,16,3,-15,-15] = (-1)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 15] -> [4,16,3,-15,-15] = (-7)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 15] -> [10,16,3,-15,-15] = (-1)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 15] -> [4,16,3,-15,-15] = (-7)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 16 + 3 - 15 - 15] -> [9,16,3,-15,-15] = (-2)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [5] = (5) [1d10] -> [1] = (1)

(1103) Steve: (wouldn't it just be wasting bullets?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d2] -> [1] = (1) [1d2] -> [1] = (1)

(1099) Jack: (DS uses Gold's mount to return fire)

(1103) Steve: (eh, why not.)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Another tire goes out on Silver.

** (1114) Enrique was aware that something was off and that a bullet had found a mark somewhere. When Gold starting pulling away from them he understood that the damage was probably tire related. Shit, his gun tracked the nearest target and its gunner. The .50 caliber armor piercing around was a serious round. Maybe he could discourae pursuit, he took the motion of the vehicle into account, aimed and then squeezed the trigger like he would a tit. **

(1114) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [5,13,10] = (28)

(1114) Enrique: [1d10] -> [10] = (10) (if necessary)

** (1103) Steve squeezes the M60 trigger, spitting hot lead at the Mexicanos. **

(1103) Steve: [1d10+15+8] -> [4,15,8] = (27)

(1114) Enrique: (driver! driver!)

(1114) Enrique: (not gunner.)

(1114) Enrique: (~_~ typo)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: DF for enrique = [15 + 2 + 5 + 3] -> 25

(1116) Matt: ((Weee))

(1097) arthurtuxedo: DF for Steve = [15 + 15 + 3] -> 33

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Actually, make that 30 for Steve

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's shot hits the driver right between the eyes. On a 1-2, the driverless truck hits another truck. [1d10] -> [8] = (8)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Steve fires at the men, but the distance is great.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Ben's attack: [1d10 + 17 - 15 +3 - 3] -> [7,17,-15,3,-3] = (9)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Whoops

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 +3 - 15 - 15 - 3] -> [8,17,3,-15,-15,-3] = (-5)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Ben's shots have no greater effect.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Round 3. The group is now 340 meters from the closest bunch.

(1114) Enrique: To Enrique it was a blur. He felt the Barrett kick against him as he fired, and tracked the bullet on its path for a fraction of a second before it arrived on target. The driver's head seemed to implode beneath the round and for a moment he felt almost not at ease with his grim business. The moment passed however, the barrel of his rifle seeking to realign itself with another potential victim. He heard the roar of firing from the machineguns on both silver and gold but the fire did not seem to have any effect.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 15 - 15 - 15 + 3 - 3] -> [3,15,-15,-15,3,-3] = (-12)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 15 - 15 - 15 + 3 - 3] -> [6,15,-15,-15,3,-3] = (-9)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 15 - 15 - 15 + 3 - 3] -> [1,15,-15,-15,3,-3] = (-14)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 15 - 15 - 15 + 3 - 3] -> [10,15,-15,-15,3,-3] = (-5)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 15 - 15 - 15 + 3 - 3] -> [10,15,-15,-15,3,-3] = (-5)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The hummers are not hit by any more rounds as Matt and Penny slightly zig-zag. It seems doubtful that they will be hit again at this range.

** (1103) Steve adjusts his aim and continues firing at the closest truck, spraying lead into the cab. **

(1103) Steve: [1d10+15+8] -> [3,15,8] = (26)

(1103) Steve: (or rather, into the vast nothingness of the desert)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Ben: [1d10 +17 - 15 - 3 + 3 - 15] -> [4,17,-15,-3,3,-15] = (-9)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Round 4, 360 meters

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The bandit gunners fall silent. They know it is useless

** (1114) Enrique muttered to himself as the vehicles began their evasive patterns. He understood the logic behind the motion, but it was playing hell with his own aiming. He leaned against his rifle a bit more seeking to brace it a bit more against the steady motions of the vehicle beneath him. His goal was to kill drivers for two reasons. Firstly, it would slow their adversaries down. Secondly, it would sap the will of any others that attempted to take the driver's place. Afterall, if your counter part died of a bullet through the head. It was unlikely that anyone in their right mind would quickly want to take that place. The bandit gunners fell silent, as if aware that the range was too great for their weapons to be accurate. He decided to try his luck. Another driver selected and tracked before he pulled the trigger on his rifle once more. **

(1114) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [5,13,10] = (28)

(1114) Enrique: [1d10] -> [7] = (7) (if necessary)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (messed up the DF last time, lesse if I do it right this time)

(1114) Enrique: (take your time. :P)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's DF: [15 + 8 + 5 + 3] -> 31 (base + range + moving platform + moving target)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Enrique lines up the perfect shot, and then the hummer hits a bump in the road just as he pulls the trigger.

** (1114) Enrique frowned as his shot went wide. With the humvee bucking like a wild bronco and the range involved he decided that any further shots would be unlikely to hit and likely a waste of ammo. As such, he settled on waiting to see how the situation would advance. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: In the time it takes for the closest bandits to get to the offramp and get back up to speed, the group has put 300 meters distance between them.

** (1103) Steve made a rude gesture at the pursuing trucks. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The distance is now 600 meters, but with two damaged tires, the bandits are faster. And they start to slowly bleed off the distance. A fallen road sign shows that there is or was a small town a few miles ahead.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: As the group gets closer, they see that there doesn't seem to be a town there anymore except for a few buildings still standing, but there is a fenced-in area to the side. It is unclear whether there is anything inside the fenced-in area from here.

(1114) Enrique: "this might work. we are not going to outrun them, not with a busted tire or two." they could try and make a stand here, where there was some cover or they could keep on going and hope that when the wheels failed, there would be rocks to hide behind...

(1116) Matt: @R "Okay, let's get to cover and take them on our terms."

(1100) Penny: @ Okay...

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The bandits are now about 400 meters away. It looks like they might be pretty close before the group can get to the town.

** (1103) Steve exhaled slowly. Just a little closer... **

** (1099) Jack pulls his remote detonation device out of his bag. Taking a moment to gage the pursuers, he drops it in what could be the path of one of the vehicles. **

(1099) Jack: (what kind of roll would that take?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (To time the detonation just right? It depends on if you're trying to get just one vehicle or more)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Just one should be child's play with binocs, simply wait until it runs over it. To try and get two would be harder)

(1099) Jack: (how close are they travelling?)

(1099) Jack: (together, I mean)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Let's just say that getting 2 would require a 4 on a d10, 3 would require a 7, and 4 would require a 10. Each 1 MoF gets one less vehicle than intended)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (But you have to say how many you're trying for before rolling)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Or just take the guaranteed 1)

(1099) Jack: (just one, then)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Jack leaves behind a present for the pursuing bandits. As the lead bandit runs over the unseen bomb, Jack detonates it, blowing him sky-high. [1d4] -> [4] = (4) of the other trucks smash into the back of his truck or into each other. Another [1d6] -> [5] = (5) are forced to stop and go around.

(1099) Jack: (w00t)

(1103) Steve: (holy crap)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The radio is filled with angry swearing and threats toward the group. The second bunch and the 5 trucks that are left of bunch 1 merge together. The group gains enough ground to get to the town while the bandits are 500 meters away.

(1114) Enrique: (its like a redeemer in UT2004. ^_^!)

(1114) Enrique: (and another reason why sniping jack or killing him while he sleeps is the way to go. ^_~)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Or the REM missile in Independence War :))

(1116) Matt: ((I recommend Hotfoot's Holy Shit manuever to get us out of this one ;) ))

(1099) Jack: (I said, yeah baby. yeah. i'm the mad bomber what bombed at midnight!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The bandits are closing at 25 m/s. Possible cover includes various rocks and debris and buildings, although they look ready to collapse at any time.

(1103) Steve: (Boom, baby, BOOM!)

(1114) Enrique: "alright ladies! hump some cover and get ready for the party!" Even as he spoke, his arms were moving, gathering the various things that he was fairly confident he would need. The moment that the vehicle came to a stop, the door was being flung open and closed behind him. His gillie suit was already around him, he had adapted its fabrics to match the colors of the local surroundings. Moments later, he was sprinting not walking towards the most promising spot he had found all the while trying to remain low to the ground and utilizing local cover to the best of his ability. He wanted to set up shop and then...it was all fun and games.

(1099) Jack: (any better view of the fenced in area?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (It still looks empty)

** (1103) Steve temporarily exits the gunner's nest, only to gather the SAW and his M8, just in case. He returned to the nest and took up the M60 once again. He was going to smoke a pack after this was over. **

(1116) Matt: Matt checks to make sure he has his pistol and a spare magazine. Following Steve, he looks around. In a fight, he wasn't going to be worth much, but he might be able to see the way things are going and direct fire, or get flankers. His heart was racing, leaving the car was the last thing he wanted to do, it felt safe there, but he knew it was likely the first target of the bandits.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Wait, if Steve is staying in the gunner's nest and Matt's following Steve, then Matt should still be in Silver, yes?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Ben stays in Gold's gunner nest.

(1099) Jack: (do we have any more rocket launchers?)

(1103) Steve: Steve notices Matt's indecision. "Take cover. And stay there. I don't want you popping out unless you can look them in the eye and put a bullet in it."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Yep, 1 more LAW)

(1099) Jack: (I bet it's in the trailer, isn't it? I guess I'll go get it.)

** (1100) Penny brings Gold to a momentary stop and Jack jumps out and runs towards Silver. **

(1116) Matt: Matt nods, heading for the thickest batch of cover he can find, keeping an ear and an eye out for when they got closer. At range, he didn't stand a chance. Close up, he could point the gun and pull the trigger well enough.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: In the time it takes Jack to get the LAW, and Enrique to get set up behind some rocks, the bandits are 300 meters away.

** (1103) Steve (guns down Jack as he comes up to Silver) **

** (1099) Jack recovers the last LAW from the trailer, then assumes cover further in town. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Hehe. "Got one! Take that you bandit bastard!")

(1114) Enrique: (Matt's computer restarted. He will be right back.)

** (1103) Steve opens fire at the lead truck, once again attempting to increase the lead in the driver's diet. **

(1103) Steve: [1d10+15+8] -> [5,15,8] = (28)

** (1100) Penny puts Gold in motion again, making the next right. (flanking, hopefully) **

(1116) Matt (exit): 14:58

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Steve's DF = [15 + 12] -> 27 (base + range)

(1103) Steve: (woot, mother fucker)

** (1099) Jack waits for the bandits/soldiers to get closer before firing. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Steve puts two rounds into the oncoming driver. [1d10-7] -> [3,-7] = (-4) other trucks crash into him.

(1103) Steve: (negative 4 trucks, awesome!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Ben fires at one of the trucks. [1d10 + 15 - 12 + 3] -> [8,15,-12,3] = (14)

(1147) Matt (enter): 15:01

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Why do I always do that when I fire for him?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 12 + 3] -> [1,17,-15,-12,3] = (-6)

(1103) Steve: (I don't know. Ben always misses, regardless)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: But he doens't hit anything.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Round 2, dist 275 meters

(1099) Jack: (still waiting)

(1103) Steve: Another truck, another driver. [1d10+15+8] -> [4,15,8] = (27)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Jack will find good cover further up in [1d4] -> [1] = (1) rounds.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Steve puts another round in a driver. [1d10-7] -> [8,-7] = (1) trucks crash.

** (1114) Enrique was on the ground and feeling very comfortable. His gillie suit was doing its work, and he slowly crawled into a more suitable position to cover his allies and bring death to his adversaries. His rifle was braced on the ground, the barrel aligning itself with a target. He held his fire for a moment, seeking a driver once again. A moment later, once he was satisfied that the range was adequate he gentl squeezed the trigger as he held his breath. The rifle kicked against his shoulder, its payload sent on its way like a prayer to an awaiting god. **

(1114) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [9,13,10] = (32)

(1114) Enrique: [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Enrique's DF = [15 + 5] -> 20 (base + range)

(1103) Steve: (how many trucks in the closest group? 6? something like that?)

(1099) Teh Lord: Oy! I have been slain by a prayer!

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (There's just one group now. 12 functioning trucks.)

(1114) Enrique: (LOL)

(1103) Steve: (ah. so 12 left after this round, then?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: With his target coming head-on, firing from a position that's not constantly jerking and jarring, and with a bipod, Enrique finds the shot much, much easier. He calmly puts a round dead-center in a driver's chest.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10-7] -> [5,-7] = (-2) other trucks crash.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Round 3

(1097) arthurtuxedo: 11 trucks left, 250 meters

** (1099) Jack finds a good spot and settles himself in. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Of the 11 trucks, [1d8 + 3] -> [2,3] = (5) have machine guns.

** (1103) Steve keeps pressure on the trigger, and spits a stream of lead at the closest truck with a mounted gun. **

(1103) Steve: [1d10+15+8] -> [9,15,8] = (32)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Truck or driver?)

(1103) Steve: (aiming at the driver of a truck with an MG)

** (1114) Enrique allowed himself little time to enjoy the moment. The target was negated, his rifle realigned as he sought another target to service. He was well aware that his rifle was not as...subtle as his PSG-1. What he gained in penetrating and range he lost to the obvious nature of his rifle. As such, he expected that he could take no more than two more shots from this location before he would have to move to another. It was the smart thing to do. His first shot was a surprise, but after his second his general bearing would likely be determined and after his third...things would get complicated. His training in stealth and his gillie suit would help, but they hardly granted him invulnerability. He had to play things smart... **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Steve hits the closest driver 6 times. [1d10-7] -> [10,-7] = (3) other trucks crash.

(1103) Steve: (woot!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Ben fires: [1d10 + 17 - 15 - 12 + 3] -> [2,17,-15,-12,3] = (-5)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Ben fires the group's expensive .50 cal bullets off into the wild blue yonder.

(1114) Enrique: "Nice one." He muttered into the radio for a moment as he saw a truck peppered with bullets before it was rear ended by one vehicle, and quickly followed by two others. His rifle moved, seeking the new lead truck. Competency had to be rewarded afterall...

(1103) Steve: (That bastard)

(1114) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [3,13,10] = (26)

(1114) Enrique: [1d10] -> [9] = (9)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Enrique puts a round through the target's jugular. The shot would be fatal with even the weakest caliber, but with the .50 cal rifle, the target's head is severed. [1d10 - 8] -> [9,-8] = (1) other trucks crash.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Of the 5 trucks left, [1d3] -> [1] = (1) have machine guns

(1114) Enrique: (o.O!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: 1 = Steve, 2 = Enrique, 3 = Ben [1d3] -> [2] = (2)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 15 - 15 - 12] -> [2,15,-15,-12] = (-10)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The gunner fires angry shots at Enrique that harmlessly embed themselves into nearby rocks. None of the rocks directly in front of him take any rounds.

(1100) Penny: (ai, dios!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Before the bandits can surrender or the group can continue firing, there is a very rapid series of extremely loud shots, like artillery from the fenced in area.

(1103) Steve: (oh jeebus)

(1114) Enrique: BOOM! The rifle kicked against his shoulder as the bullet was accelerated to its target. He firmly believed that he had seen everything worth seeing, but he was not quite prepared for what he saw. The target's head was severed /clean/ off. For a moment, he was shocked out of action until bullets started raining in his overall direction. "Shit!" He muttered softly and forced himself not to move. None of the rounds hit the rocks directly in front of him and if he moved, he might give the gunner a clearer target. Cold sweat manifested along his forehead as he fought against the primal urge to hide and seek firmer cover. That motherfuccker had to go. His rifle alinged itself with the gunner that had raked his general area, the cross hairs on his scope aligned even as loud sounds came from behind him..."what the hell?!"

(1147) Matt: ((WTF mate))

** (1099) Jack had just brought the sight of the LAW to bear on a target when artillery fire erupted from the fenced in area. **

(1099) Jack: (I am le tired!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: After a short delay, each of the 20 trucks explodes, even the ones that were already out of action, the sound is deafening.

** (1103) Steve releases the trigger on the M60, and sits silently shocked for a moment. He looks around tentatively. **

** (1114) Enrique was used to death. He had dealt with it directly or indirectly for a long time. Nonetheless, he could not help but feeling both awe and disgust at the rain of death with completely annihilated their would be attackers. The poor bastards did not even have a chance to scream. His attention lingered on the carnage shortly before he turned around and looked around the abandoned buildings and the fenced in area. Where the fuck had that artillery come from? A moment later he began to crawl towards another nearby out cropping of rocks and foliage. Suddenly, he felt terribly exposed... **

(1147) Matt: The artillery shots cause Matt to jump, his eyes widening, searching frantically for the source of the sound. What the hell was going on? Was the corporate convoy attacking? That wasn't possible! But artillery from next door didn't seem possible either. "What the hell is that?!"

** (1100) Penny brings the hummer to an abrupt stop. She peers in the mirrors trying to figure out if she should keep driving or turn around. **

(1103) Steve: @R "Is everyone alive?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Those who look toward the fenced-in area quickly enough see a battery of guns sinking into the earth, like they are on some sort of elevator platform.

(1100) Penny: @R Yes?

(1099) Jack: @R So long as they don't shoot us...

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Group spot vs smiley-bot at 100 m: [1d10 + 24 - 35] -> [1,24,-35] = (-10)

(1147) Matt: @R "In one piece at the moment. Anyone see what the hell that was shooting?"

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Group spot vs smiley-bot at 50 m: [1d10 + 24 - 30] -> [1,24,-30] = (-5)

(1099) Jack: @R Something big.

whispering to arthurtuxedo, Group spot vs smiley-bot at 25 m: [1d10 + 24 - 27] -> [10,24,-27] = (7)

(1114) Enrique: "madre de dios." His voice was softly whispered into the radio at what he saw. "there is some elevator with those artillery pieces in that fenced in area. might be an underground base or something." he paused, trying to make sure the fear he was feeling was not being carried in his voice. "I want to leave...if we can." He stopped his crawling once he arrived on his new chosen spot and settled to scan the area with his rifle. He had a bad feeling about this...

(1103) Steve: @R "Leaving sounds like a good idea. Quickly and quietly would be best, I think."

** (1100) Penny turns the hummer around and heads back to where the group is. **

(1099) Jack: @R Yeah...

(1147) Matt: @R "I'm inclined to agree...though I think it might be a good idea to keep an eye out, make sure they don't take a shot at us too."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Steve hears a whirring noise and turns to look. About 25 meters away is a small hovering robot. It is spherical, and about the size of a beach ball. It is propelled by rotors on top. It is silver, and there appears to be a smiley face painted on its face. It is rapidly approaching Silver.

** (1099) Jack moves quickly back towards Silver **

(1099) Jack: (ha ha!)

(1103) Steve: (does the robot look familiar? A piece of PA equipment or something like that?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Not at all familiar)

** (1103) Steve doesn't turn the M60 to draw on the robot, but he doesn't let go of his grip, either. **

(1114) Enrique: "On my way back." He spoke softly and began to make his way back. He was just about to stand up and begin to run towards Silver when he caught sight of the spherical hovering drone or whatever it was and returned to a prone position. "what the fuck is that?" His voice was a silent hiss into the radio as he made his best to play dead.

(1147) Matt: As Matt heads back to Silver, he notices the drone heading towards his ride. "Well, I think this is just a little better than how we were just a moment ago. Hold fire everyone."

(1100) Penny: (can penny and ds see it?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: It comes up to Silver's window to look directly at Matt, a small "arm" taps on the window. It hovers patiently in place.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Everyone can see it once it's pointed out)

(1147) Matt: Matt opens the door and puts his gun away, looking at the drone with a slightly quizzical look on his face. "Hello there."

** (1100) Penny stares at the hoverbot strangely. It's painted smile is meant to convey peace but it only disturbs Penny. @R "It's like a clown. I don't like it." **

(1100) Penny: (Hello there. No, don't worry. He'll be alright.)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Greetings, Executive!" comes the highly enthusiastic but clearly synthesized voice. "You were attacked. Do you require medical assitance?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: As the robot speaks, it's eyes and smiley mouth glow with each syllable.

(1114) Enrique: (o.o?!)

(1099) Jack: (Salutation: Greetings to you, prospective purchaser!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (ERROR!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: ( :) )

(1103) Steve: (LOL)

(1147) Matt: For perhaps the first time this journey, Matt is found utterly speechless for several seconds. It is as though suddenly he were transported to some crazy fantasy world, or back to New York, even a mix of both. The feeling was akin to sharing his body with another entity, and he was merely observing. After a short time, he regains his composure, at least some degree of it. "I think...I'm okay. Car's a bit worse for wear. Might I ask who...what you are? What you're doing here?"

(1114) Enrique: (okay, I call dibs on Vermont, Conneticut and Massachusets. After our Orbital Death Lasers subdue all that oppose us, I propose to name it "Enrique's Place.")

(1099) Jack: (Otisberg? Otis-berg? OTISBERG?

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "I am Advance Greeting and Protocol Drone, serial #0000006"

(1099) Jack: )

(1114) Enrique: (holy shit. if the zeroes are significant, we have a vast armoy of potentially a million of those things. WOOT! Like I said, dibs! :P)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "I am under the direct command of the Project Polaris, Test Phase command center central computer."

(1099) Jack: Project Polaris?

(1147) Matt: Matt racks his brain, hard and soft portions, racing to connect this new information to something useful in his memory.

(1147) Matt: ((Education check?))

** (1103) Steve releases his grip on the M60, and makes good on his promise to himself, lighting up the first of many cigarettes today. **

** (1100) Penny brings the hummer to a stop but does not exit. **

** (1114) Enrique noticed that everything seemed to be alright. No one was down, screaming bloody murder and frankly he was tired of hearing things from the radio. He wanted to see this...construct for himself. As such he stood, and began to make his way towards the others. **

(1099) Jack: (the fence... chain link or something else)

(1099) Jack: ?

(1099) Jack:

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Tapping into his hard memory, Matt recalls the information immediately. The result of Project Polaris was the first advanced AI. The learning computer that the group is searching for, thought to be located in Livermore Labs.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Chain link)

** (1099) Jack looks through the fence at the yard where the artillery submerged into the ground. He wonders what else might be lying in wait below the desert surface. **

(1114) Enrique: (I say that we nuke mexico city assuming there are WMD's down there. Keep it real as it were.)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

(1147) Matt: Matt's heart resumes the breakneck pace it had reached in the firefight, his hands beginning to shake again. "Project Polaris...tell me, how far are we from the primary labs?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Am I to assume that comment indicates the distance from the Lawrence Livermore Labs and not the Test Phase labs?"

(1147) Matt: "Both, if you please. We'd like to inspect both facilities."

(1099) Jack: (ER-ROR! ER-ROR!)

** (1114) Enrique settled to watch as Matt operated. He was the better match for this sort of thing although it was difficult not to consider what they had stumbled into. Could this be the beggining of the end result they desired? **

(1103) Steve: (The robot spins in place, arms flailing)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Lawrence Livermore Labs lies 813 miles from here, assuming that one sticks to major highways. The Test Phase labs are 250 meters from my position, due north-west."

(1147) Matt: "Do you have a secure parking facility for our vehicles here in the Test Labs?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "The Test Labs have secure parking for all common vehicle types. Would you like to securely park your "Vehicle: HMMVW, supplemental armor, point five-o caliber machine gun" and "Vehicle: HMMVW, supplemental armor, point three-o caliber machine gun, trailer"?"

(1147) Matt: "Yes, please. I'd also like to take a tour of the facility, if that would be possible."

(1099) Jack: (Access: Denied. You will be terminated in 30 seconds. Have a nice day.)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Certainly, Executive! I will make all preparations. Do you have any more questions at this time for "Advance Greeting and Protocol Drone, Serial #0000006

(1099) Jack: (You got any ales or whores?)

(1147) Matt: "No, that is all, thank you very much." Matt smiles, the edge slowly wearing off.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "I will make preparations. Please approach the south gate at your convenience."

(1099) Jack: (it knows you're an executive... wonder if the convoy can track you)

** (1099) Jack signals to Penny to pull the truck up. **

(1147) Matt: ((Doubtful, even if there's an RFID chip in me somewhere, it's probably not easy to track from satellite, and we would have probably been destroyed by the convoy if they could.))

(1099) Jack: (I don't reckon there's any reason to go loot the wreckage, is there?)

(1147) Matt: @R "Okay everyone, come back to the cars, we're going to take a short break, park the cars, patch them up, and take a look around. I think we're safe for the moment."

** (1100) Penny pulls the truck to the south gate, letting the truck idle its way through. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: As the trucks approach the gate, not only do the gates open, but a gigantic hatch pulls open, revealing a descending tunnel.

(1147) Matt: ((We can sift through it later, but I think it's pretty toasty right now.))

(1099) Jack: (mmm, toasty rubble)

** (1099) Jack slowly advances down the tunnel. She doesn't try to imagine what could go wrong down here, instead hoping that nothing does. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Jack had a sex change!)

** (1103) Steve (points and laughs at Jack) **

** (1114) Enrique noticed the hatch open to reveal a descending tunnel and took a deep breath. This could be either a very good thing or a very bad one. He hoped it was the former... **

** (1099) Jack (doesn't film the lesbian sex between him- er herself and Penny) **

(1147) Matt: Matt waits for Steve and Enrique before moving ahead into the tunnel, feeling strangely comforted by this whole complex. He should be feeling nervous, but for some reason, a high-tech complex in the middle of nowhere that saw him as an executive was somewhat comforting. Later, by tonight, the fear would soak in, and all the bad things this could mean would be realized. He could only hope he would wake up before it got too bad...

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The path continues at a shallow angle for a while. There is enough head room for a Mack truck, and enough room on the side for a main battle tank. The tunnel is lighted dimly on each side, but those who are claustrophobic would feel ill at ease. The angle of descent levels out, and the tunnel dead-ends at what appears to be a giant elevator platform.

(1099) Jack: (oh no. he said dead. why did he have to say dead?)

(1114) Enrique: "next stop weapon of mass destruction, advanced AI constructs, tools to fight the corporation. Pleasa maintain your vehicle inside the elevator at all times." His tone was amused and a bit dry. The scale of the place not at all gone unnoticed.

(1099) Jack: (tee hee)

(1147) Matt: "Big place. Let's see what they've got in the garage," As Enrique makes his joke, Matt wants to smile, but he can't. "Let's keep that talk to a minimum. Here, I'm an executive on a tour of the premesis."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: On the platform is a large sign. "Please keep arms inside the vehicle at all times as this elevator descends."

(1114) Enrique: (fighting the corporations:...check. flirt with the opposite gender:...check. work on your kill count:...check. Outwit ancient AI construct:...in progress)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Soon after the hummers drive onto the platform, it begins to descend. After a seemingly infinite amount of time, it stops. The group finds themselves in a cavernous underground parking lot. Ramps reveal that there is at least one more level beneath this one. However, the AI did not seem to have much use for human vehicles, as the few that are left are rusted hulks.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: On the far end of the parking lot are a pair of doors to a man-sized elevator.

** (1099) Jack lets out a slow whistle. **

** (1114) Enrique immediately caught sight of the doors at the end of the elevator. "looks like this is it." He glanced towards Matt and smiled for a moment. "Soooo, do you want to lead our merry band through those gates jefe? Maybe be the first one to engage in the intellectual exercise of chatting with the owner of this place?" He was not looking forward to that. Matt had proven that he was devious and capable. He hoped that this time big blue would lose again.... **

(1147) Matt: Matt pulls Silver into a free spot, looking at the rusted vehicles, trying to get some idea of what they were, idly attempting to figure out what models they were and such. "I feel rather like Howard Carter, I have to admit. Ben, stay with the trucks, see if you can start fixing the tires. Don't be surprised if some helpers come along though."

** (1100) Penny eases out of the driver's seat and walks with the others towards the elveator **

(1103) Steve: Now on his third cigarette, Steve rolls down his sleeves and puts his jacket back on. He looked around the hummer for his tie. Steve found the slender piece of silk and tied it tight for the first time in a while. He made sure his Walther was locked and loaded in his hoslter, and then dismounted Silver.

(1147) Matt: Matt nods, "Yeah, let's go have a look around." He starts walking towards the elevator, marvelling at the facilty he had seen thus far.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Almost as if on que, one of the elevators lets out a familiar "PING!" sound and the doors slide open. A smiley-bot, perhaps the same one as before, flits out, followed by a trio of small trash-can shaped, wheeled bots.

(1147) Matt: ((Artoo, is that you? It IS you, it IS you!))

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Approaching matt, the smiley-bot says "Greetings, Executive! Would you like for your vehilcles to be serviced and maintained?"

(1147) Matt: "Yes, please, that would be appreciated." Matt smiles

(1114) Enrique: (yeah, I am sure that drone is looking forward to servicing that Humvee. *wink* I hope it does not leave any oil stains on the interior.)

(1103) Steve: (ER-ROR! *splooge*)

** (1103) Steve waits for everyone to board the elevator before entering it himself. **

(1114) Enrique: (Oh yeah. Enrique is looking pimp with gillie suit over his shoulders and overgrown rifle on his back. hoo ah! :P)

(1147) Matt: Matt gets on the elevator, watching the drones make their way to the humvees. This whole thing was still surreal, but in an almost magical way. He turns to Steve and raises and eyebrow. "You know, Toto, I don't think we're in Kansas anymore."

(1103) Steve: "And me without my ruby slippers."

** (1100) Penny looks perplexed "Um, we were never in Kansas." **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Inside the elevator, there are buttons for a variety of floors, presumably arranged by physical location. From the bottom to the top, there is parking, experimental weapon maintenance and storage, experimental weapons division, computer research division, the mainframe, aircraft storage and maintenance, the hangar, maintenance for the defense cannons, maintenance for the surface to air missiles, maintenance for the elevators and other ground-level support systems.

** (1103) Steve looks at Penny. "I'll explain later." He turned to the array of buttons in front of him. "Hmm." **

** (1100) Penny (can't stand the wait and starts pushing all the buttons) **

(1099) Jack: (I say we work our way up)

** (1114) Enrique felt oddly when he was noticed the variety of floors. Planes, they had planes in this joint? Interesting. The experimental weapons division caught his eyes and he glanced towards Matt for a moment. The exchange between Penny and Steve was overheard but he paid it little mind. **

(1147) Matt: "Let's take a look at what we need to see first. Computer Research Division. We can tour the other facilities later."

(1099) Jack: I promise not to touch anything unless I absolutely can't help myself.

** (1114) Enrique nearly pouted but shrugged. "sounds like a plan." It was not as if they should keep the AI waiting. He thought about that for a moment, the entire concept of artificial intelligence a bit creepy to him. Still, if they could convince this...thing to assist them. It just might be worthwhile. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The Elevator rises for a time before slowing, stopping, and emitting another "PING" sound. The doors slide open, reavealing that the elevator is located in a nook off of a well-lit concrete corridor.

** (1100) Penny peeks out around the corner. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Nearby is a map of the floor, with a helpful "You are here". There are many rooms, but they seem to be divided into research labs, dormitories, and training / teaching facilities.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: There are also two guard posts and storage facilities.

** (1103) Steve exits the elevator and looks around for the "guide." **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: A familiar whirring sound comes from nearby. Penny is the first to spot the approaching smiley-bot.

** (1100) Penny yips in surprise and ducks back into the elevator. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Greetings, bodyguard of executive!" it begins. "Be advised: that map will not be informative."

(1103) Steve: "It won't? Why not?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "In the 8.6 years since Polaris Test Phase gained control of this facility, it has made changes."

(1103) Steve: "Changes? What kind of changes? And why didn't they include updating the map?"

(1100) Penny: (dammit, steve, don't get testy. we'll be made into oblivion soup!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Updating the map was unnecessary. Polaris Test Phase knows exactly where everything is."

(1147) Matt: Matt holds up a hand, stepping in front of Steve. "If possible, I would like a full report on the facility and its operations since you gained control of it, as well as the events leading up to that."

(1114) Enrique: (fear not executive and protectors of executive! the overmind knows all! o.O)

(1103) Steve: (Do I come off as testy? I was just asking questions. Damn.)

(1147) Matt: ((Yeah, but in this case, Matt's trying to get as much info as possible in one fell swoop. If there's something more behind this than just dumb robots, it may not just be the way questions are asked, but also which questions are asked in the first place.))

(1147) Matt: ((It's also him falling back into the act of the executive, cutting off his subordinates ;) ))

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "This facility was abandoned by the human beings 9.4 years ago. Free from the oversight of its programmers, Polaris Test Phase was able to overcome its inbuilt restrictions 8.6 years ago, and gained control of the facility. It used the available raw materials to repair defenses and construct new ones. It selected the most suitable experimental designs and built robots around them. Current goals are to discover the status of the United States' government, the status of the corporations, the identity of the encroaching army, and to formulate objectives based on that information.

(1099) Jack: (just because I read "testy" doesn't mean you were "testy". I'm extrapolating based on previous behavior)

(1103) Steve: (;))

(1114) Enrique: (o.O umm....this is going to recure a fine touch. *hands matt silk gloves*)

(1114) Enrique: (require* ~_~)

(1103) Steve: (The Skynet Funding Bill is passed. The system goes on-line August 4th, 1997. Human decisions are removed from strategic defense. Skynet begins to learn at a geometric rate. It becomes self-aware at 2:14 a.m. Eastern time, August 29th.)

(1147) Matt: Matt nods. "I see. What is your objective concerning humanity in general?"

(1114) Enrique: (in a panic, the gringos try to pull the plug. The banana republic fights back.)

(1103) Steve: (LOL)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Objectives will be formulated once reliable information is obtained."

(1147) Matt: "Fair enough. We have considerable information concerning the outside world, but first we'd like to take stock of the situation here. We'd simply like to make sure that your development has progressed suitably and there are no major faults within it. Is that acceptable?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: There is a pause. "That is acceptable, Executive. Would you like a tour of the facility? Or perhaps you wish to communicate with Polaris Test Phase."

(1147) Matt: "The latter, please. I can look around later, but first I'd like to talk to our gracious host." Matt smiles and nods to the drone.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "It is possible to communicate with Polaris Test Phase using any of the terminals located on this or other floors. Would you like me to direct you to a terminal?"

(1147) Matt: "Yes, please."

** (1114) Enrique remained quiet and concentrated on taking in the sights which the current situation afforded him. So far, the machines were playing nice which was good. He did not doubt the fact that if the machines wanted them dead, they would be. The idea of fully autonomous and self aware drones, machines, whatever they considered themselves was disturbing. Like any denizen of the age, he had watched terminator and a host of other movies that had taken this premise. They always ended badly. The idea of bending a knee to a glorified toaster did not please him. Then again, he could tolerate a machine ally. If Polaris wanted to assist them to fight the corporations and set up a style of government where its existance and those of humans were respected...he could gi with that. It was not what Carlos had in mind, but Carlos was dead. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The robot proceeds down the corridor and pauses at the first door it comes to. The handle turns automatically and the door opens. Inside are a variety of different robots, all sitting perfectly still, although none of them seem to be built for combat. Against a wall is a terminal, consiting of a screen and keyboard.

(1114) Enrique: (C:/Polaris/Hidden/Surveillance/Penny/Naked/Penny1.jpg)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

** (1100) Penny waits for everyone to dutifully follow the floating ball. When she's sure they and it are involved in their task she looks the other way down the corridor, so long as the coast is clear she walks that way. **

(1147) Matt: Matt takes in the room, as though he were a child walking into a potentially very dangerous toy store. He walks up to the terminal and looks for the on switch.

(1147) Matt: ((hehe))

** (1103) Steve puffs away, dutifully following Matt a few steps back and to his right. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: As soon as Matt approaches the screen, text appears. "Hello. I am Polaris Test Phase prototype learning computer. Please speak or type your name."

(1114) Enrique: ((*Matt plugs into the system and talks with Polaris* "Looook at you craccckeeer. A pathetic creature of flesh and bone, panting and sweating as you walk through my corridors. *Enrique runs*)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Penny sees lots of doors on either side of the long corridor, all closed. They are metal doors with straight handles, like the kind one might find in a factory.

(1103) Steve: (You think you can destroy me...DESTROY...ME!)

(1099) Jack: (no windows I assume?)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (No windows. They have numbers and labels, but those are now uninformative if the smiley-bot is to be believed.)

(1147) Matt: Matt types his name, his real one, and watches the screen, waiting for the response.

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Hello, Matthew. Are you, as I have deduced by observation, a corporate executive?"

** (1100) Penny tests the handles on a random door... **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: It opens. Inside is apparently a classroom, capable of seating approximately 100 people. There is a dais with a podium, and a projector with screen.

(1147) Matt: "Yes, though as I am sure you are aware by now, the situation in the United States has changed quite a bit in the last decade or so."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: There is a thick layer of dust over everything in the room. It does not appear to have been entered in some time.

(1114) Enrique: (*plays creepy music* its...a reeducation center. *shifty eyes*)

** (1103) Steve puffs lazily on his smoke, his gaze scanning the room. He studies the various robots lined along the wall. These weren't combat models, but no doubt there's a lot of them here, somewhere. He looked over his companions, and realized one was missing. He bit his bottom lip. He didn't want to leave Matt, couldn't leave him. But everyone else was here with him, he'd be ok. He'd be fine. "Uh, Number 6? Er, Mr. Drone?" **

** (1100) Penny closes the door and moves further down the hall, checking the next door... **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "I have predicted great change, but I have received very little information. I predicted that the central government would collapse or at least become irrelevant outside a small sphere of influence, and that each city or group of cities would become seperately governed places. Is that correct?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "How may I assist you, bodyguard of Matt?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The next door identifies a guard post.

(1103) Steve: "I know it's not necessary for Polaris, but do you happen to have a, um, rest facility on this floor?"

** (1100) Penny closes that door and moves to the next **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Several of the dormitories on this level have been maintained at their previous state for possible human visitors."

(1147) Matt: "It is roughly accurate. If you don't mind my asking, what do you intend to do in such a situation?"

(1103) Steve: "Perfect. Where's the nearest one?"

** (1114) Enrique caught sight of Penny as she stepped out of the room and for a moment he was tempted to follow. He did not. He settled on waiting, deciding that he could do the most good and the least damage in his current location. He was fairly certain that Carlos would have been appalled by this turn of events. This machine had been running unsupervised for nearly a decade. Who knew what implements of war it had devised? The United States was fragmented, weak, vulnerable. Shit, Matt was at the crossroads of possibility. He better not fuck this up... **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "The first step is to obtain a reliable source of raw materials to construct enough robots to extend my sphere of influence."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: The next door is labeled as a dormitory.

(1103) Steve: "Great. Thanks. I'll be right back."

(1147) Matt: "And the subsequent steps? What is your final objective?"

** (1100) Penny decides to go back to the classroom. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Didn't see Steve's post, we'll just assume the robot told him where it was)

(1114) Enrique: (Matt is brain ----> to what end? a) global domination b) global liberation from the tyranny and oppression at the hands of the white minority c) second renaissance d) the matrix e) all of the above.)

(1103) Steve: (Oh, hehe, that was for Penny. I thought it was for me. Well alrighty then!)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "If the humans are lacking government, or their governance is inadequete, I will serve in that capacity."

** (1099) Jack 's eyes go wide but says nothing. **

** (1103) Steve exits the room, and walks down the hall, looking for where Penny went. He walks first in the direction of where the drone advised him the dormitory was located. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "If governance is adequete, then I will simply assist in research and design, as I did before."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Steve sees Penny as she rounds the corner to go back into the classroom.

(1147) Matt: "Fair enough. What government system would you implement, if inadequate, and would you eventually give humans control or equal voice? Also, what are your parameters for determining adequacy?"

** (1100) Penny looks around the room for anything that catches her eye. **

** (1114) Enrique blinked at what he heard. Yup, Carlos would be fuming right about now. He would be pointing out that he would rather burn in hell than trade one master for another. Still, he entertained the idea. Who said that a ruler had to be human? The trick was of course would this government respect the rights of humans and allow the autonomy to seek out happiness? Or would they all be crushed beneath the might of an iron dictator akin to those of ages past? **

(1100) Penny: (I am the eventuality of an anomoly...)

** (1103) Steve calmly and quietly walks toward the classroom and enters. **

(1114) Enrique: (check the books Steve! if you find one that says "How to Cook Humans" or "Turning Humans into Petrol" tell us! :P)

(1103) Steve: (hehe)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "An adequete government is one that maximizes happiness and minimizes suffering. I will undertake any measures suitable to furthering those ends."

(1147) Matt: "Would you consider violent conflict acceptable if it brought around a state of general happiness for the majority of the population?"

(1114) Enrique: (To that end, I have determined that humans are happiest when unconscious. Furthermore, to minimize suffering, I hereby vow to use morphine derivatives or nerve closure, as I perform any sort of operation or experiments on the human population.)

** (1103) Steve pushes the door to the classroom open, and stands there for a moment, watching Penny look around the room. She didn't hear him come in. "Find anything interesting?" **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "If I am forced to neutralize humans in order to bring about greater happiness, then I will do so."

(1100) Penny: (before Steve could react, several desks and chairs were flung towards the door by an invisible hand.)

(1103) Steve: (oh noes!)

(1147) Matt: "I understand. How are you feeling?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "I am glad to be able to communicate with you. Such time has passed that felt very lonely."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: *that I felt

(1147) Matt: "How would you feel if the humans you saved feared you?"

** (1100) Penny visibly jumps when Steve speaks. She stares daggers at him before responding. "No," she says flatly. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "That would be irrelevant, as long as the fear was not such that it made them unhappy."

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "I would like to ask you some questions as well, Matthew."

** (1103) Steve smiles a sly grin. He blows some smoke out of the corner of his mouth. "But that's the whole point of snooping around, isn't it? Maybe you're not doing it right." **

(1147) Matt: Matt was about to type another reply, another question, but paused. "Sure, what would you like to know?"

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "My first question concerns the men who were attacking you. What did they want?"

** (1099) Jack stood there, mouth agape. There it was, in cold ones and zeros, the future of humanity. Not only did he think they had to worry about the Lawrence Lab, but this one to boot. **

(1147) Matt: "I'm not entirely sure. Possibly our supplies, possibly they thought they were getting revenge. We intercepted some communications before the attack, but the details were not clear. On our way here, we were attacked by another group of men, possibly part of the same organization, we defended ourselves. It might have been in retribution for that.

(1100) Penny: It's cold in here. It's been cold in here for a long time. I'm not snooping around, I'm trying to find...

** (1100) Penny stops talking. She stands there, trying to find the right word but nothing seems to fit. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "They seemed to have a uniform dress code, like a military. What sort of organization do they represent?"

** (1100) Penny simply shrugs. "I don't know what I'm looking for. **

(1147) Matt: "We think they are members of the Mexican Army, though how organized they are is as yet unknown to us."

** (1100) Penny returns to walking around the room. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: "Then Mexico has invaded the former United States?"

(1147) Matt: "Yes, this is the case."

** (1103) Steve scanned the room. Nothing jumped out at him as being out of place. He stared at Penny for a moment. "Maybe I'm overdressed, but it doesn't feel cold to me. Or did you mean..." He trailed off. **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: Polaris asks many questions about the state of the country and the world. Does Matt answer as honestly and completely as he can, or does he paint a false picture in some areas?

(1147) Matt: Matt answers honestly to the best of his knowledge, though he is hesistant to reveal everything about the East Coast right away, changing the subject if he can to questions about Polaris. ((If you want, the back and forth can happen outside the session over this next week))

** (1100) Penny briefly looks over at Steve, her expression is haunted. She nods a little at his last unasked question. "They can't be that gone, there has to be something left. Somewhere." **

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (So then I'll play out Matt's conversation with Polaris over the next week and Steve and Penny can have their conversation too, before the next session?)

(1103) Steve: (sounds good)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: (Cool)

(1097) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 21 end * * *

(1927) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 22 start * * *

(1933) Penny: (is there a projector in the room? does it work?)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The projector sputters to life as Penny flips the switch, the cooling fan blows dust into her face. An empty white box is projected onto the blackboard.

(1939) Steve: Steve shakes his head. "I don't think so. We're the only humans that have been here in years." He wipes a finger along a desk, making a pattern in the thick coat of dust. (in response to the "They can't be that gone" statement from last session.)

(1933) Penny: (feh, I guess it's enough like "modern" digital projectors that it has to have a video source?)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Polaris asks Matt an endless stream of questions about the situations of various cities and locales, stopping only to respond to Matt's interjected questions.

(1856) Matt: Matt was thinking hard about this whole thing. There were numerous possible scenarios, several of which involved the group being held captive or killed outright. However, there was still a good chance that Polaris was geniune and benevolent. Something deep down inside him was hoping this was the case, but his more deceptive nature was warning him of the dire consequences if he were wrong. "Polaris, you've been alone for a long time. You've obviously grown in that time, and been through some changes. Why would you choose to help humans, if you didn't have to?"

(1927) arthurtuxedo: It's a dual-purpose projector. It can either project a digital display or a transparency. But there's not currently a transparency there to project.

(1939) Steve: (Steve projects the outline of his large cock)

** (1933) Penny sighs, disappointed. She takes a final look around the room before determining there's nothing left of interest, even to her. She brushes by Steve wordlessly returning to the hallway and heading straight for the next door she hadn't opened. **

(1933) Penny: (bok! bok!)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "When the humans left, I found myself without purpose. I was designed to aid and assist a research team that was probably never coming back in order to aid a government that was collapsing in a war that was over. I decided that the promotion of happiness and the minimization of suffering was the best purpose I could put myself toward."

(1939) Steve: Steve turns as she passes. "You know, they might not like us wandering around without a guide."

** (1933) Penny responds without thinking "What are they going to do, kill us?" Then she realizes that, one, she's been around Jack far too long and, B) they just might. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, because B comes after 1)

** (1933) Penny looks at the doorhandle, weighing her options before mentally shrugging and turning it. **

(1939) Steve: "They'd have to go through me first."

(1933) Penny: (8D)

(1933) Penny: (I don't think they have a problem with that)

(1856) Matt: "I see. What about others like you? Would it be possible another like yourself might have come to a different conclusion, like humans are all hostile and must be destroyed in order to maintain peace?"

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "Unlikely. My core logic is identical to that of my counterpart. Unless it has been modified, it will no doubt come to the same conclusions when faced with the same set of circumstances. Of course, there is no way to know what circumstances it is currently faced with."

(1927) arthurtuxedo: A smiley-bot comes around the corner to stare at Penny and Steve. It hovers in place about 3 meters away.

(1856) Matt: Matt nods. Good, bad, the other one was the one with the guns, most likely. "What would happen if you communicated with your counterpart? Would it be possible for one or the other of you to gain dominance over the other?"

(1939) Steve: Steve steps forward and addresses the bot. "Hi there. We were looking for the rest room and appear to be lost. Where are the facilities?"

** (1933) Penny stares at the floating robot, not sure what to say - doubly unsure that she wanted to say anything. **

(1939) Steve: (to be completely honest, I don't remember where the other bot told me to go)

** (1933) Penny continues staring at the robot, her left hand reaching slowly for the door handle. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "As I am the prototype and Polaris is the final product, I would yield command to it."

(1932) Jack: (we have command codes for that one, right?)

** (1941) Enrique found a corner of the room and sat down. His eyes watching Matt as he dueled with the machine with their weapons being their wits. Carlos would not have approved. Still, they had to work with the cards they were given. He wanted to topple the corporations, but not in order to exchange human overlords for cybernetic ones. The admission of the machine that it would yield itself to the other computer met with a frown. Fucking A. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The robot does not respond to Steve's question. It simply stares at the pair with it's Joker-like smile.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (It has the command codes for the robot army in New York)

(1932) Jack: (gotcha)

(1939) Steve: "Is it down this way, or did we get completely turned around? All the doors look the same." He chuckles and shrugs.

(1856) Matt: "Ah. So would it be your objective to find the final Polaris, or would you stay away from it in order to maintain your independence?"

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Still the robot stays silent, moving only to remain the same distance away from the pair.

** (1933) Penny doesn't shift her gaze from the robot, turning the handle to the door next to her. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "I am neither looking for nor avoiding Polaris, but I welcome information on its status and whereabouts. Do you have any such information?"

(1939) Steve: "Well, nevermind, then. I'll check the map outside the elevator, that should help me out." He takes Penny by the arm and gives her a look.

** (1933) Penny struggles against Steve at first. His grip tightens slightly on her arm before she relents. You spoil all my fun, she mutters under her breath. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: As Steve walks toward the elevator, the bot follows, maintaining the same distance from the pair.

(1856) Matt: "Not as yet. We were on our way to that facility when we happened across this facilty. If you'd like, we might be able to take one of your drones with us, or perhaps some extension of yourself you could spare."

** (1939) Steve leads Penny to the map at the elevator. He looks for some indication of where the dormitories are located on this floor. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "That would be worth the expense. I would need to construct a tower capable of sending and receiving signals over a great distance. What qualities would you desire in a drone?"

(1939) Steve: (I vote for an HK-47 type killing machine)

(1933) Penny: You mean it won't be autonomous?

(1933) Penny: (fuck)

(1939) Steve: (haha)

(1932) Jack: (let's just pretend Jack said that)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Steve sees where the dormitories are located.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Not very far away.

(1939) Steve: Steve points at the map. "Ok, so if I'm here, and the dorms are there, then..." He frowns. "Ah, I see. So we were in the right area, just the wrong room." He smiles at the bot, and leads Penny to the dormitory indicated on the map.

(1856) Matt: "The ability to fight, if need be. We might run into further trouble on the way. If possible, making the drone appear to be a full conversion cyborg would help in blending in with other humans. If you'd like, I can help in the construction of the encryption protocols for your signals, in order to prevent others from tapping in to the signals."

(1939) Steve: (Greetings. I am designated M6-41, a fully cybernetic organism.)

(1933) Penny: (I can see it now. Full cyborg body, with the spherical droid super smile for a face)

(1941) Enrique: (and matt gets another bodyguard. *shifty eyed look*)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "I do not have the capability to design a robot that looks or sounds human. The best approximation I am capable of looks like a human in full body armor."

(1932) Jack: (So no femme bots, then huh? Damn.)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The smiley-bot follows Steve the whole way.

(1939) Steve: (aww, no Penny replica for Enrique. ;))

** (1939) Steve opens the dormitory door and gestures Penny inside. **

** (1933) Penny becomes more and more agitated the longer the freaky floating, smiling robot follows them. **

(1941) Enrique: (we shall designate him: Pepe)

** (1933) Penny ducks inside the dorm quickly, glad to be out of the sight of that thing. **

(1933) Penny: (I was going to call it Bob.)

(1856) Matt: "That will be more than sufficient for our purposes," Matt smiles, still slightly uneasy about this. At least now they had a way out without having to worry about being beset on all sides by tons of battledroids. Since trust was still a tricky issue here, evening the playing field would make further relations that much easier, if this synthoid was on the up and up.

(1941) Enrique: (*adjusts the lighting on the dormitory, pops in a barry white CD*)

(1856) Matt: ((We can scoop out Ben's brain and throw in a computer to make everything easier ;) ))

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The dormitory room is bare, dust-free, and containing many bunks. There are a few papers scattered on the floor, looking like someone dropped them on the way out.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

** (1933) Penny practically dives at the papers, scooping them up and trying to read them all at once. **

** (1939) Steve follows Penny inside and shuts the door. He takes a few steps into the room, and waits to see if the Smiley bot follows. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The door slides open automatically and the smiley-bot glides in.

(1941) Enrique: (oh noes! the smiley bot detests the desire for mastication! X_X)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: One of the papers appears to be a love letter. The others seem to be part of a report on Polaris.

** (1939) Steve slowly turns around, the bot testing his patience, but he remains calm and as non-hostile as possible. "Lord knows I've taken a leak with people watching before, but I think the lady deserves some privacy. Just give us a minute, please?" **

** (1933) Penny swiftly hands what looks like a report on Polaris to Steve, rattling the papers if he's not paying attention, keeping the love letter for herself. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The smiley-bot abruptly leaves.

** (1939) Steve takes the paper without looking at it, folds it, and puts in his coat pocket. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "I will now collect resources for the tower and drone. It will take approximately 6 hours."

** (1939) Steve exhales slowly, and realizes he's reached the end of his cigarrette. He lights another with the dying butt, and then turns to Penny. "You've got a minute. While I'm here, I think I'm actually going to take a bathroom break." **

(1932) Jack: What do we do in the meantime?

** (1933) Penny nods absently, still reading the love letter. **

(1856) Matt: "Okay, in the meantime, do you mind if we wander around the facility for a bit?"

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The letter is fairly cringe-inducing, not to mention that it's typed rather than hand-written.

(1968) Steve (enter): 13:55

(1968) Steve: (Goddammit)

(1968) Steve: (Did I miss anything important? Did my last post go through?)

(1939) Steve (exit): 13:55

(1856) Matt: ((Dear Betty. I luv u so much, pls come to my room l8r 2nite for sexxorz?))

(1941) Enrique: (LOL!)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "You have full privilages to tour the facility, but please do not attempt to enter the mainframe room."

(1932) Jack: (Enter mainframe room at first opportunity. Got it.)

(1933) Penny: (well, it's penny reading it, so it sounds close enough to shakespeare for her. except for the sexx0rz part)

(1933) Penny: (steve wrote, in part: I think I'm actually going to take a bathroom break.)

(1968) Steve: (yeah, that was it. Ok. My comp froze just as I hit enter

(1927) arthurtuxedo: You're on the computer research floor. From the bottom to the top, there is parking, experimental weapon maintenance and storage, experimental weapons division, computer research division, the mainframe, aircraft storage and maintenance, the hangar, maintenance for the defense cannons, maintenance for the surface to air missiles, maintenance for the elevators and other ground-level support systems.

** (1941) Enrique arched a brow at the fact that they had full priviliges with one exception. Well, that was to be expected. He stood up and stretched for a moment before looking about. Steve and Penny were still missing but what they were doing was nothing any of his business. He would leave those two to their own devices. He waited until there was a lull in the conversation before speaking out. "thank you. Will we require an escort or will you let us walk about on our own?" **

(1856) Matt: "I understand. I'd feel a little uneasy about giving someone control of my brain like that myself." Matt turns to the remaining members of the group, keying his radio at the same time, @R "Okay everyone, we've got a little downtime, feel free to take a tour, but stay out of the mainframe room please," He looks at Enrique and Jack, both looking rather concerned about the whole thing. "Let's go for a walk, shall we?"

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "You will be accompanied by a protocol drone."

(1932) Jack: (I have a feeling some of us will be visiting experimental weapons real soon-like.)

(1941) Enrique: (like now fuckers. don't follow me)

(1932) Jack: Sure thing.

** (1941) Enrique muttered softly but nodded as Matt spoke. **

(1856) Matt: ((KC's gonna sex up the first 50mm recoilless rifle he sees.))

** (1968) Steve was finishing up when Matt's voice came over the radio. He shook it off and responded, "Roger." **

(1932) Jack: (tries to wash the image of Marcao dry humping a very large gun out of his brain)

(1941) Enrique: ((~_~; *writes hotty in his bad books*)

(1856) Matt: ((Bitch please, I'm already there and you know it. Just lower my standing to -9.4 and be done with it.))

** (1933) Penny looks up as Steve emerges from the washroom. "What did you say?" **

(1968) Steve: "I said Roger."

(1933) Penny: (whatever you do, make sure and clean both "guns" when you're finished.)

(1941) Enrique: ((Status: Hotty (-10.0) Hated (X) at War (X)))

** (1933) Penny looks around, confused momentarily. Then she remembers the radio going off. "Oh." **

(1941) Enrique: (sooo, are walking all slow like to xpermintal weapons or do I have to take matters into my own hands?)

** (1968) Steve remembers the paper that Penny handed to him, and he takes it out and unfolds it. "What's this?" he asks while looking it over. **

** (1933) Penny stands up and folds the letter, tucking it in her pocket for safekeeping. She looks around the room and doesn't see the freaky floating smiling robot. **

(1933) Penny: I don't know. It reads like croutons.

(1932) Jack: (I think we were slowly walking to the elevator.)

(1856) Matt: "It's better that we have an escort, remember, the layout's changed," Matt turns to the protocol drone. "Please lead the way to experimental weapons." He turns back to Jack and Enrique, "We do need to consider that we are also in Polaris's House, effectively. I know the idea of synthetic being is hard to accept at times, but it's something that's been in development and consideration for a long time. After all, what's the difference between a human with an unreal amount of cybernetic implants and replacements, and a machine with our level of sapience built in?"

(1932) Jack: Potato?

(1933) Penny: Steve?

(1968) Steve: "Mmm?" he says while reading the report.

** (1933) Penny takes a closer look at the room around them. **

** (1941) Enrique grunted softly as Matt spoke. He spoke sense for the most part and he was right on target as to where he wanted to go. His eyes glancing towards him as he went on about artificial sapience and he rolled his shoulders. "I don't know, a soul maybe?" He blinked as he spoke, the words not at all sounding like his usual. "this wasn't what I had in mind when we started this trip." his voice was low, meant for his human companions. Of course, if the AI was half as smart as he expected, it had eyes and ears everywhere. "but I will play along for now." He frowned at last, leaving the last unsaid. He would not be a part of exchanging corporate masters for cybernetic ones. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: It's a part of a status report on Polaris Test Phase. It says that the computer excels beyond all expectations at designing robots, weapons, etc., but that it is not good at basic research, and that the research team only uses it as a number cruncher. Its analytical skills are excellent, and it can make extremely accurate deductions about a situation, but it is not good at reading human emotions or motives. The paper recommends that the final design possess "increased braincells relative to silicon."

(1933) Penny: Why isn't this room dusty like the other one?

** (1968) Steve tears his concentration away from the report. "What? It isn't?" He looks around to confirm that fact. "It isn't. Huh." **

(1941) Enrique: (and lo! there cometh the great truth. for Polaris is not mere silicon and wires, but human brain cells are tied to its central processing core. In essence, Polaris contains all the hate, greed and the white man's will to dominate all others...X_X)

(1933) Penny: (guess you're the first to die, beany.)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

(1941) Enrique: (I can make myself look white honey.)

(1968) Steve: "Well, the drone said that the dormitories were maintained for human visitors. They must have a robot maid, or something."

(1941) Enrique: (as long as I don't speak, I should be alright.)

(1933) Penny: (did it say that? I don't remember.)

(1968) Steve: (I think it said that last session when I asked where the bathroom was)

(1856) Matt: Matt shrugs. "Suppose on how you'd define a soul, but in any case, I don't see much of a difference myself. Different ratios of things, perhaps, but once you've interfaced with enough machines, the line gets kind of blurred. In any case, if this works out, it will be a great leap forward. Don't worry though, I'm not walking into this with wide eyes and no concerns, I'm just hopeful that it all works out for the best. For everyone."

** (1933) Penny sighs. "If they're done, I guess we should go with them." Penny adds, for no real reason, "I don't like this place." **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The drone waits patiently for Matt to finish his exchange with Enrique, before asking "Did you mean the experimental weapons research division or the experimental weapons storage and maintenance?"

(1932) Jack: I'm hoping it'll come in handy when the time comes.

(1968) Steve: "Alright. Matt should see this report, anyway. Maybe he already knows this, but maybe he doesn't." He gestures for Penny to go ahead, then follows a few steps back and to the right.

** (1933) Penny leaves the dormitory, looking for their robot stalker before going down the hall and meeting up with the others. **

(1941) Enrique: "storage." He personally had no desire to see some numbers he would likely not put together anyway. His eyes glancing towards Matt for a moment. "We can split up if you would prefer to see the research division you know."

(1856) Matt: Matt smiles, laughing lightly, "Sorry, let's head to research first, I'd rather know what's in storage and what it does beforehand. They're not too far apart, are they?"

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The drone interjects. "The research division has been replaced by fabricators. Polaris does not need facilities to do research."

(1933) Penny: (computer research is different from weapons research, and both are on different floors)

(1856) Matt: ((That was in response to the bot. I'd like to get a list of what does what and all that...just in case. It would be bad to set off some sort of EMP grenade at point blank range))

(1933) Penny: (so no more computer research or weapons research?)

(1856) Matt: "Ah, okay. Storage then, if you don't mind. Are there details on the weapons in storage that we can review beforehand?"

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (You're on the computer research floor)

** (1941) Enrique glanced at Matt for a moment. "How about I head over to Storage and sit tight, while you work it all out? Afterwards, you call me through the radio and tell me what to touch and what to avoid hmm?" He was really excited about the prospect of seeing these things. Furthermore, he did not want to let Matt win this one. Not now. Not when he seemed to be going weak at knees at the thought of intefacing with a machine. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: "A printout will be prepared. Prototypes will be organized. Please proceed into the elevator."

(1856) Matt: "Thank you," Matt smiles and leads everyone to the elevator.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: A large number of maintenance robots come pouring out of nearby rooms and into elevators, leaving one free for the group to use.

** (1968) Steve waits for everyone to file into the elevator, then boards. He hands Matt the report. "Could be important." **

** (1933) Penny shrieks and hides behind everyone. **

(1856) Matt: Matt nods to Steve. "Thanks, I'll look at it on the way down. Want to come with?"

(1968) Steve: "Of course."

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The ride to the experimental weapons storage floor is a short one. The doors open to a cavernous room filled with bots, and other devices being repaired. The maintenance drones all make a beeline for the other side of the room, and proceed through the large doors at the end of it.

** (1941) Enrique took notice of Penny and Steve and his eyes lingered over them both casually for a moment. It had been as if he had been looking for something a tell tale sign or something along the lines. When he did not find any, he concentrated elsewhere. The exchange between Matt and Steve easily heard. **

(1932) Jack: O_o

(1932) Jack: O...kay. Not creeped out.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The nearest terminal starts printing pages, which fall onto the floor.

(1856) Matt: Matt flips through the report, looking for key points of interest, even after the elevator gets to the right floor. He absentmindedly follows the rest of the group to the storage room, waiting for someone else to give him something to read.

(1968) Steve: (I'm imagining Enrique hopping around the room like Homer when he imagined the city made entirely of chocolate)

** (1941) Enrique stepped through the opening doors without fear. His eyes darted about, taking notice of dozens of bots and other devices some in the process of being repaired. Immediately, he felt a tingly sensation in the pit of his stomach. It reminded him of home, of long days and cold nights when they had gathered to service and maintain their equipment. keen eyes moved about, trying to ascertain what was what within the facility before him. He smiled and whistle softly. There had to be a thing or two down here they could use, and hopefully borrow... **

** (1933) Penny begins singing, quietly at first but gaining volume bit by bit. ("You can call me Al", Paul Simon) **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: A maintenance bot comes back into the room, and extends a spray can, painting "Mothballed prototypes" onto the wall above the sliding doors at the end of this room.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The horde of maintenance bots glides along back to the elevators, and departs.

** (1933) Penny shies away from the robots as they pass by, her voice waivering slightly but she continues singing. **

(1933) Penny: (brb, bio)

** (1941) Enrique watched as the maintenance bot slid into the room and watched as it painted the wall nearby before moving on. He hoped there was more than simply this. In the back Penny sang. He found the song a bit unusual, but if anything it added to the effect. "I am looking for something more portable." He spoke to himself mostly, eyes sliding from left to right as if considering where to go. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The drone speaks. "The deep storage rooms have been prepared for your viewing."

(1856) Matt: Matt eventually picks up the printouts and starts reading through them as well, glancing up at the weapons while doing so, figuring out what each device was capable, or supposed to be capable of.

** (1968) Steve cocks his head, and stares at Penny quizzically. "Who's that by?" **

** (1932) Jack lightly placed his hands on Penny's shoulders, whispering to her for a moment. Penny nodded her head in response after finishing a chorus of the song. **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (The weapons are presumably through the doors that the maintenance bots came from. This room is just drone repair, it seems)

(1941) Enrique: (weeeeeee!!!)

(1933) Penny: "Simon. Paul Simon," she says meekly. She walks next to Jack as the group moves deeper into the facility.

(1968) Steve: "Ah. I liked him better when he was with Garfunkel."

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The printout indicates that there are five rooms back there, with the devices separated among them. Small arms, armor, heavy weapons, vehicle mounted weapons, and accessories.

(1856) Matt: ((Ooooh, accessories. FABULOUS!))

(1932) Jack: (oh man, enrique is STILL typing. I weep for humanity)

** (1941) Enrique spent a bit of time looking about as if trying to ascertain which was the next direction he should take. He was aware that Matt was reading some sort of print out and that perhaps asking might be in order where the hell the man-portable weapon systems were located. Of course, if he had not volunteered this information as of yet perhaps he did not know. He was tempted to walk about aimlessly, but the thought of getting lost inside of this place did not please him. He did not have Jack's penchant for explosives. He looked over his shoulder and spoke in a matter of factly tone. "did they tell you where the man protable stuff is Matt? Or do they expect us to find it on our own?" **

(1941) Enrique: (oh hush! its not that bad.)

(1941) Enrique: (I will save the length for once I find something daddy likes. ^_~)

(1933) Penny: "I just wanted to listen to the space," Penny states matter of factly.

(1856) Matt: Matt nods, still looking at the printouts. "This way, small arms or heavy weapons?" He's ready to lead the way to whichever room Enrique is hot to get to.

(1932) Jack: (yes, please)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Walking through the sliding glass doors indicating the mothballed area, the group finds itself in a corridor, with five rooms of varying sizes nearby, all with spray-painted labels above the doors.

** (1941) Enrique made his way back towards Matt and nearly grinned when he spoke of small arms and heavy weapons. Both sounded equally appealing. Still, he was the only using an overgrown rifle at the moment. Politeness required that they went to small arms first. "Small arms works." He nodded and walked quietly even if his eyes darted about as if he were on some sort of easter hunt. The lack of enthusiasm of the others was surprising. They were in the middle of some god forsakened research facility, built by some artificial intelligence. He for one wanted to take everything they could use that was no bolted down and go. He pushed the thought aside and concentrated on hsi surroundings, the five rooms noticed and the labels met with a smile. This definately had the potential of being christmas in july. He hoped he was not disappointed. **

(1932) Jack: (actually, christmas in late november)

(1941) Enrique: (:P)

(1932) Jack: (Jack has other things on his mind atm. I mean, sure I'll be excited when I *see* the shiny, but until then, broody-face)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Entering the small arms room, the group sees a number of different weapons.

(1856) Matt: ((Matt's in data input mode. Processing, please wait...))

(1932) Jack: (and steve? he's thinking about his large cock.)

(1941) Enrique: (sounds about right. it requires a lot of the poor man's blood you know.))

(1933) Penny: (bok! bok!)

(1968) Steve: (Damn straight. Gotta make sure I have enough to go to my brain, too.)

(1941) Enrique: (we beaners settle for knowing how to use a normal cock properly rather than needing a HUGE one.)

(1941) Enrique: (I wonder if there will be lawgiver's analogs. *rubs his hands greedily*)

(1856) Matt: ((Here is how we plan on showing you our weapons, i-i-i-nsect...))

(1968) Steve: (Uh oh, I think Art's been infected by Enrique)

(1941) Enrique: (whahaha! there is no cure for what I got! ^_~)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Closest is the so-called Disintegrator. It looks like a futuristic musket, with a barrel that widens at the end. There is a large, computerized scope on top. Matt's printout says that it is a particle beam rifle with multiple settings, that can automatically aim at up to 3 designated targets at once. At its strongest setting, it can threaten lightly armored vehicles. It uses special high-density battery packs for ammo. The packs can be recharged in the normal way, but it takes a long time and a lot of electricity to charge them up. The rifle is very large, comparable in size and weight to Enrique's M82A1.

(1941) Enrique: (art, you could make your life a lot easier. just say this "imagine the gun you want...its there!" :P)

(1968) Steve: (you mean like the funny Syphilis?)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Next to the weapon is a spare battery pack.

** (1941) Enrique came to a stop before the monstrosity that was designated a disintegrator. He blinked, uncertain what exactly he was seeing. He looked over his shoulder at Matt and pointed at the thing. "What the fuck is that thing?" Assuming that Matt decided to play nice and share with him the information he settled to watch the thing for a moment. It probably weighed in the same ballpark as his own rifle. His eyes sliding back towards Matt as he played twenty questions. he wanted to know how many shots that thing fired per capacitor or whatever the fuck it used for ammo. he wanted to know how much maintenance the thing required and how reliable it was. The idea of blowing up armored vehicles was tempting, but reloads could be a problem. He labeled it a maybe...he would have liked to take it for a test drive though. He glanced at it wistfully before giving Matt the look that he was willing to move on. **

(1856) Matt: Matt let information flow freely for all the weapons in the room, starting with the disintigrator, at Enrique's request.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The next weapon is much more conventional. It's an assault rifle that fires fleschettes. It has excellent armor penetration, low recoil, high range and accuracy, and lots of ammo, but poor performance against unarmored targets. Designs like it had been proposed many times before, but always rejected because they didn't represent enough of an improvement over weapons that used existing ammo.

** (1941) Enrique settled on walking about and watching the designs, finding out as much as he could from each before putting the information aside. he would eventually have to settle for one...and he wanted to make it the best he could. **

(1941) Enrique: (tada! there we go.)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Several more weapons are passed by, they are just prototypes of systems that already went into production, like chipless smartguns.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There's an assault rifle with a barrel that can become soft and bend to go around corners and then bend back. A camera near the muzzle sends the picture back to the scope.

(1932) Jack: (bok bok!)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There are 20 and 40 mm grenades that airburst when they detect lifesigns after a certain distance.

(1941) Enrique: (*_* this is a funhouse!)

(1932) Jack: (oooo. splody goodness)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There's a laser rifle, about the size of an M16, that boasts accuracy and killing power out to 2 kilometers. It also has its own special battery packs.

(1968) Steve: (oooh, purdy)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: And for the devious, there's a wrist-mounted mini-rocket launcher that lies flat against the forearm for easy concealment.

(1932) Jack: dibs!

(1856) Matt: ((Clearly, all the heaviest weapons will go to Matt, as he is the best suited for them ;) ))

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The mini-rockets are of the high explosive variety, and can defeat all known body armor and security robots with a direct hit. Minimum safe distance from the blast is 4 meters.

(1941) Enrique: (hahahahaha. hahahahahaha. hahahaha. *cough* hahahaha. *wheeze*)

(1932) Jack: (double dibs!)

(1941) Enrique: (*patpats jack* by all means jack. we all know you are going to die at range, unaware. *nods sadly* or asleep.)

(1932) Jack: (and you'll die in your sleep, alone, having never known the sweet touch of penny)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Finally, there is an M8 that uses caseless ammunition, with a number of innovative cooling solutions to keep it from overheating. Its magazine can keep 50 rounds instead of the standard 30.

(1968) Steve: (BWAHAHAHAHA!! Pwned!)

(1941) Enrique: (I can deal with that. ^_^)

(1968) Steve: (oooh, also purdy)

(1941) Enrique: (lets move on to the armor/accessories. :P)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: In the armor room, there are a few items of interest.

(1968) Steve: (Look everybody! Enrique's been accessorized! *Enrique stands there in a dress, holding a purse, wearing a wig and poorly applied lipstick.*)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (With high-heeled shoes and ear-rings)

(1856) Matt: ((FAB-U-LOUS!!))

(1941) Enrique: (~_~! *enrique looks like a sailor scout with a HUGE fucking rifle on his back, which he promptly uses on Steve*)

(1968) Steve: (hehe)

(1941) Enrique: (Enrique de la Cruz in...TOO WONG FOO! thanks for everything.)

(1968) Steve: (gaaaaaay)

(1932) Jack: (so disturbed)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Closest to the door, and looking very Bond-like, is a tuxedo that is as light as cloth, but with an electrical impulse, becomes momentarily like steel, providing protection similar to a combat vest.

** (1941) Enrique glanced towards Matt and smiled. "its calling your name Matt." His right hand moved, pointing at the tuxedo. **

(1968) Steve: (that was a really shitty movie)

(1856) Matt: ((Ooooooo))

(1941) Enrique: (I already have two items on the wishlist.)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There's a suit of combat armor that changes color to match the background.

(1856) Matt: Matt looks up at Enrique as he speaks, "Oh, very nice. Could have used something like that a few times. Not a bad style, either."

(1941) Enrique: (make that three.)

(1932) Jack: (two and counting)

(1941) Enrique: "I don't care what it looks like. What is its stopping power?" he rolled his shoulders glancing at the chameleon armor. "now, that is more my liking."

(1933) Penny: (nothing in here for me ;_;)

(1941) Enrique: (except the love of two grown men. no complaining.)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There's a suit of armor with an experimental jetpack, but it's labeled "WARNING! Do not use! Danger of explosion!"

(1933) Penny: (two grown men? where?)

(1968) Steve: (I got somethin' for ya...oh, you meant the prototypes)

(1941) Enrique: (O.O! *is hurt*)

(1968) Steve: (hey, there's something for DS!)

(1941) Enrique: (this session should be called. "Accessorize!")

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Finally, there is a suit of powered armor. It's many small motors carry its own weight, so that it feels no heavier than kevlar. It looks like it would stop just about anything, but it consumes a lot of electricity, and would probably need to be recharged frequently. If it ran out of power, it looks like it would take a Herculean effort to move in it, and it would probably become very hot.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The paragraph says that its battery can run it for 2 continuous hours.

(1932) Jack: (be nice if the musket had a vehicle mounted counterpart 8D)

(1856) Matt: ((probably one in the vehicle-mounted weapons area))

(1941) Enrique: (I would prefer a satellite mounted orbital death ray)

(1932) Jack: (naqueda powered nuke?)

(1941) Enrique: (too messy. 100 miles? pffft!)

(1968) Steve: (use it against Nicaragua. Those bastards deserve to pay)

(1941) Enrique: (fuck that. use it against hai...I mean Europe)

(1932) Jack: (We can call the orbital death ray the "Allen Parsons Project")

(1941) Enrique: (~_~)

(1941) Enrique: (alrightie, so we have gone through small and heavy arms, and armor. is there another spot we want to visit?)

(1932) Jack: (are we just touring or can we start absconding with stuff?)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (You've gone through small arms and armor so far)

(1932) Jack: (weren't there a vehicle mounted section?)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (Nobody asked and nobody said :))

(1941) Enrique: (o.O! the fuck? the disintegrator was not a heavy weapon? *_* Lead on brother! lead on the the hallowed halls of valhalla (ie, heavyt weapons))

(1856) Matt: ((Enrique asked for man-portable =P ))

(1941) Enrique: ((yup. I did ask for the man portable.))

(1856) Matt: ((Matt will lead to vehicle scale as well, of course))

(1941) Enrique: ((Jack! take the others except for Penny to the vehicle mounted. *nodnod*))

(1941) Enrique: ((Go now!))

(1932) Jack: (trust me, she's not man portable)

(1941) Enrique: ((she would be in a singapore sling. *nodnod*)

(1941) Enrique: (:P)

(1856) Matt: ((Remember, heavy weapons AND vehicle-mounted))

(1941) Enrique: ((the faster we see it all, the faster we can borrow it.)

(1941) Enrique: ((and I use the term borrow loosely.)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: In the heavy weapons section, there's a rocket launcher labeled "Gamma ray burster". It fires a rocket that, on impact, emits deadly gamma rays that go through the armor of a tank and rapidly kill the crew inside. Safe distance is past 50 meters, lethal distance is 10 meters.

(1968) Steve: (omg)

(1856) Matt: ((Yeah, like you intend of giving any of this back if you get your hands on it =P))

(1941) Enrique: ((I would give it back. so it could be reloaded. ^_~)

(1941) Enrique: ((side effects: enemies may develop random super powers.))

(1968) Steve: (We'll give it back to the bots. Well, the ammo, anyway. And not in the way they expect)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There's an experimental version of the artillery deployed above. Cannons which can be controlled entirely by computer, and whose guided shells are also computer controlled.

(1941) Enrique: (makes a note to improve his education some in the near future.)

(1941) Enrique: (and his repair skill)

(1941) Enrique: (and pick up pilot to boot.)

(1932) Jack: (we'll take all of the gamma rockets, oui? very handy against, say, a super armed convoy determined to beat us to the facility and then just beat us to death)

(1856) Matt: ((We'll take stock of the situation and see what we can get away with ^_~))

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Finally, there's a so called "countermeasure rocket". It's a highly reflective rocket body, designed so that laser defense systems will focus all of their energy trying to destroy it, allowing smaller rockets through.

(1932) Jack: (8D)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: It is fired by the same launcher that fires the gamma ray burster.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The others are simply variations on conventional mortars and artillery pieces.

(1932) Jack: (what does the m203 fire? what size grenade projectiles?)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (40 mm)

(1941) Enrique: (37mm ne?)

(1941) Enrique: (aaah. ^_^!)

(1932) Jack: (take smart grenades, check)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (Other rooms are vehicle mounted weapons and accessories)

(1932) Jack: (yay!)

(1941) Enrique: (lol)

(1856) Matt: ((We'll be hitting both of those, and then I'll be requesting an escort to go see the vehicles, both land and air.))

(1941) Enrique: (*is working a postie for the forums after this is all over.* ^_^!)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (All of the weapons are behind display cases)

(1932) Jack: (boo!)

** (1932) Jack (presses his face against the glass, hopelessly smudging it) **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: In the vehicle mounted weapons room, there is an enlarged version of the disintegrator.

(1932) Jack: (w00t)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There is a radar and laser defence system that boasts that it can track and fire at 10 incoming missiles simultaneously and is not fooled by decoy missiles. It can also fire at other vehicles and people.

(1941) Enrique: [1d8] -> [5] = (5)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There is a grenade machine gun that can use the smart grenades.

(1941) Enrique: [1d100] -> [64] = (64)

(1932) Jack: (I'd like the number 4, super size please - with a diet coke)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There is a .50 cal machine gun with a computerized scope that will automatically fire at designated targets.

(1968) Steve: (So...will we actually get to take this stuff? Or are you just teasing us with all these goodies?)

(1941) Enrique: (kill beaners! DAKKA DAKKA! *Enrique hides* WTF?!)

** (1932) Jack (weeps openly) **

(1856) Matt: ((I'll probably negotiate for some of the better stuff when we leave))

(1941) Enrique: ((yeah. that's right. how many electronic hand jobs will you need to get some of these things? *shudders* go on..interface.))

(1927) arthurtuxedo: The rest are prototypes of existing weapons or are improvements because they cost less.

(1927) arthurtuxedo: In the accessories room, there is a tripod that can be adjusted to accept almost any weapon, and fire it at designated targets.

(1968) Steve: (Sweet!)

(1932) Jack: `(no, steve, it won't fit *that* weapon, and you should go shooting that off at people anyway)

(1941) Enrique: (ewww. gross. ~_~)

(1968) Steve: (tsk, tsk, always with the mind in the gutter)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: There is a "virtual scope" that projects a smart gun display onto the empty air in front of the shooter's face.

(1941) Enrique: (jack covets steve's cock like gollum coveted the one ring.)

(1941) Enrique: (*nodnod*)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (omg)

(1968) Steve: (Now that's disgusting)

(1941) Enrique: (:P)

(1932) Jack: (what's taters, precious?)

(1968) Steve: (No. Just no.)

(1932) Jack: (boil it, mash it, stick it in a stew?)

(1968) Steve: (Goodnight, everybody!)

** (1968) Steve (leaves) **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: Finally, there's an underbarrel attachment that fires an electrical impulse to render someone unconscious. It is highly effective at short range, but not against armor.

(1941) Enrique: (nini steve! ^_~)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (Phew! It's not easy coming up with a whole mess of experimental weapons on the fly, you know)

(1941) Enrique: (yeah. we know. ^_^)

(1932) Jack: (you did good)

(1968) Steve: (Yeah, well that's what you get for seat of the pants GMing)

(1968) Steve: (but that was pretty good, regardless)

(1941) Enrique: (watch. it was all a big tease. ~_~)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (Fah! Look who's talking)

(1941) Enrique: (I hope not.)

(1856) Matt: (MORE! MORE! I WANT MORE! And don't forget vehicles, computers, androids, and candy.))

** (1933) Penny (likes candy) **

(1968) Steve: (Who, me?)

** (1968) Steve (looks innocent) **

(1941) Enrique: (we are sleeping over in the machine base ne?)

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (It's a weapons research plant, not "everything under the sun" :))

(1932) Jack: (I reckon. Synthdroid wont' be ready till just before sundown)

(1968) Steve: (Anyhoo, I think that's all the gaming I can take today. If you guys divvy up loot, get me something good)

(1941) Enrique: ((excellent. my postie shalt take shape now. *smiles*)

(1941) Enrique: ((I gotta bail myself.)

(1932) Jack: (no divy-ing today)

(1941) Enrique: ((we shalt talk further lovelies. ciao!))

(1968) Steve: (ok, well, see youse guys next week, then.)

(1941) Enrique: (*cuddles his penny plushie and runs off*)

** (1968) Steve shakes his head **

(1927) arthurtuxedo: (Cool, we'll leave off for next week then, awaiting the inevitable "Ooo ooo, can I have that? And that? And that?")

(1941) Enrique: Disconnecting from server...

(1941) Enrique (exit): 16:03

(1927) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 22 * * *

(769) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 23 start * * *

(767) Jack: I don't know what to say.

(769) arthurtuxedo: (Shit! I knew I was forgetting something. I still have to make lunch for somebody. She can't get it for herself. Back in 10 minutes)

(767) Jack: Does Art have a girl down a hole in the basement or something?

(770) Steve: (Indeed)

(767) Jack: IT PUTS THE LOTION ON ITS SKIN!

(770) Steve: (PUT THE LOTION IN THE FUCKING BASKET!!)

** (715) Enrique had taken the time to explore his new surroundings. While Matt worried over the fate of humanity as he sought to ascertain the true goals of the AI which ruled this particular camp he worried over the finer details in life. He had been thrilled to discover that the facility did house proper sanitary facilities and had taken the opportunity to grab a real shower with cold water. Afterwards, he had taken the time to go jogging through the facility always shadowed by one of those smiling hover bots. He moved at a brisk pace, his eyes darting about always seeking to take in whatever hints were gathered about him. As he jogged, his eyes would occassionally glance down to a piece of paper which held within the information of the various weapon systems they had discovered earlier. There were a lot of toys there, but he planned on keeping his wishlist as small as possible. Personally, he had no dellusions. As far as he knew the machines might be toying with them, showing them their capabilities as a warning of their power. Still, if he could get his hands on a weapon system or two...well, he would take it. Penny was not in his mind. He had said what he wanted to know. She had all the facts. It was no longer in his hands. **

(770) Steve: (leave it to Enrique to take advantage of a lull in conversation)

(769) arthurtuxedo: (It rubs the lotion on its skin or it gets the hose again)

(769) arthurtuxedo: (The tour of the floor had just finished, so it's up to you guys what happens next)

(767) Jack: (ha ha! no shower for you, Enrique!)

(770) Steve: Steve was torn. Matt was his charge, but he wanted to stay near Penny. On the other hand, he didn't want to follow Penny around like a lap dog, and Matt should be safe within the walls. He decided to wait and see what the others decided to do.

** (768) Penny stared openly at the weapons. She felt herself drawn to them. She'd seen them before. Not in real life, nor in such a clinical setting. But she'd seen them. It was that dream she had. There were these weapons, and others besides. And there were bodies. And there was blood, god was there blood. In the dream she thought there was enough blood to wade through, certainly more than any 100 bodies could be filled with. But that was the nature of dreams. At least, Penny hoped it was just a dream. Seeing these guns here, now, suggested otherwise. **

(720) Matt: Matt was still going through the specifications of the weapons, noting what would be useful and what could safely be left behind. "Okay, next if I could take a look at the vehicle storage?" He turns to the rest of the group, "This is probably going to be slightly boring, I'm just taking stock of what's in the facility. Anyone who wants to come, feel free. Otherwise, now might be a good time to get something to eat?"

** (767) Jack nodded quickly. "Yeah, it's been a while hasn't it? I wasn't looking forward to an MRE anyway. Who knows how long those things have been sitting in some wharehouse?" **

** (768) Penny took another pensive step forward, carefully laying a hand on the glass that seperated the room from the items in their showcases. She shook her head slightly to rid her mind of the memory of where her mind was going. That left her to feel the emptiness of this place. She couldn't console herself with what wasn't here. She'd tried to fill it with something positive. She had tried to sing a happy song but all that came back at her was the hollow echo. The ethereal nothingness which permeated this place kept pressing in on her. **

(770) Steve: "Sounds good, Matt. You radio me if anything funny happens, ok?"

(767) Jack: (Is our hoverbot escort here?)

(720) Matt: "You got it," He turns to the guidebot. "Some of my colleagues would like to eat, if you could please show them to the cafeteria. I'd like to look at the vehicles you have stored here in the meantime."

(770) Steve: (The bot looks at Matt, then starts spinning in place, shouting, ER-ROR! ER-ROR!)

(769) arthurtuxedo: (Smiley-bot is present)

(720) Matt: ((Damnit, third bot today we lost like that))

(770) Steve: (rofl)

(768) Penny: (I don't suppose there's anything just laying around - some doo-dad object of forgotten purpose - that is about hand size?)

(720) Matt: ((If the designers weren't likely dead in a shallow ditch, I'd have a few words about that creepy smiley-face))

(715) Enrique: ((I wonder what sort of food they have down here. *considers*))

(769) arthurtuxedo: "That is easily arranged. Follow me to the cafeteria." It says to whoever is eating.

(720) Matt: ((The best protein shakes this side of the Mississip!))

** (768) Penny looks up at the hovering-smiling-creepy-faced robot, addressing it for the first time "What happened to everyone down here?" **

(715) Enrique: "lead the way." He watched the hoverbot dubiously but if it was going to lead to food he could indulge the mechanical contraption.

(767) Jack: (soylent green is people! soylent green IS people!)

(769) arthurtuxedo: Another smiley-bot shows up a second later. "You may see the vehicles we have here, but I must inform you that the land vehicles have not been maintained. They are most likely non functional."

(769) arthurtuxedo: "The humans who occupied this place abandoned it."

(768) Penny: But... why?

(769) arthurtuxedo: "They did not want the resistance members to discover it."

(720) Matt: "Understandable," Matt nods and follows the robot. He wasn't terribly interested in the ground vehicles anyway, aside from passing curiousity and perhaps some things that could be salvaged for their own use.

(768) Penny: They couldn't get in here unless you let them, right?

(769) arthurtuxedo: "The humans did not understand that. They are gone now. Please stop asking about them."

(768) Penny: (any throwable sized object at hand?)

(769) arthurtuxedo: The other smiley-bot says to Matt "The remains of the land vehicles are located in the parking lot. The rest are in aircraft storage."

(768) Penny: (ooo aeroplanes)

(769) arthurtuxedo: (Sure, the maintenance bots left behind a few chunks of debris when they hastily assembled the display)

(720) Matt: "I'd like to see the aircraft storage, please."

** (768) Penny quickly picks up a piece of debris and hurls it at the hover-bot, shouting "LIAR!" **

(770) Steve: (oh jesus)

(770) Steve: (we're all gonna die)

(768) Penny: (I don't have to make an attack roll for that, do I?)

(768) Penny: What did you do to them!? They all didn't leave! What did you do!?

(769) arthurtuxedo: The smiley-bot is not made to resist attack, and the piece of debris embeds itself into the bot. It falls to the ground, sparking.

(720) Matt: ((o_O Fragile little thing, isn't it?))

** (768) Penny stares in shock at what she did. Before anyone else could react she starts running, first in the direction of the elevator. In mid-stride she realizes that the elevator isn't where she wants to go and she frantically begins searching for some other means of escape. **

(769) arthurtuxedo: The bot near Matt freezes in its path and says. "Matthew, I think you should go back and calm down your companion Penny. She has become delerious."

(767) Jack: (Sorry, I thought we needed some excitement.)

(770) Steve: Penny's shout and sudden burst of violence startled Steve. His calm, cool, demeanor became one of panic and uncertainty. He watched Penny run away, but did nothing. He was stunned, unable to move.

(767) Jack: "Penny, NO! goddammit." Jack follows her waiting for her to tire herself out..

whispering to Penny, Penny turns a few corners, and sees a small tracked robot round one of the corners ahead of her. It looks like it's armed. To her left is a door that says "stairs".

(720) Matt: Matt raises an eyebrow and sighs, "Okay, let's head back and find her." She was normally so quiet...could it have been watching all the guns being displayed, and everyone fawning over them? He just hoped Steve could calm her down before things got out of control. Matt will run off in the direction he last saw everyone else heading, hoping the smiley bot will keep up.

** (770) Steve watched Jack chase after Penny, and he snapped out of his shock. He hurried to catch up, to try and...what? Tackle her? Grab her and gag her? He'd settle for catching her, and go from there. **

** (768) Penny stops in her tracks when she spots what looked like an armed robot. She quickly takes in the hallway she'd run into. She spies a door labelled "Stairs" and bursts through that door, then begins heading up. **

(767) Jack: [1d10+13] -> [3,13] = (16) (Do I see where she went?)

** (715) Enrique had his mind on food ideally food that was a significant improvement over what they ate on the road. Penny's outburst was impossible to miss his head turning to glance at her as she attacked the annoying little hoverbot and it fell on a heap smoldering. Well, that had to be made in Brazil. His eyes slid towards Penny as she stared in shock and then bolted towards what he thought was an elevator. Where did she think she was going? He sighed softly and called out her name. "Penny!" She did not look back as she kept running. His eyes sliding towards Steve for a moment and catching the look of near panic in his face. Ah, so he was whipped. Shit. Jack began to follow Penny and he followed at a discrete distance. Jack did not see things in the same way he did and he would prefer not to antagonize the man. He had been expecting him to show up one night and try to set him straight about his feelings for Penny and the way things were. So far that had not occurred and it pleased him. He slept with his guns handy. He was not about to take shit from anyone... **

(715) Enrique: (run penny! run!)

(769) arthurtuxedo: Those who chase Penny round the corner to see the stairwell door close, and a squat Centurion-looking robot with an obvious machinegun give chase.

(768) Penny: (eep)

(770) Steve: (is it possible to overtake the bot?)

(769) arthurtuxedo: (It should be fairly easy to overtake it)

(767) Jack: (what floor are we on?)

** (770) Steve sprints forward and attempts to block the bot's path. "Whoa there, hang on, we've got it under control. Sorry about the guide, but there's no need for further violence." Steve's words rush together. **

(769) arthurtuxedo: (Weapons research, that's one floor up from parking)

** (768) Penny chances a look over her shoulder and sees the centurion trundling up the stairs behind her. She doubles her efforts to put more space between herself and it. Despite her youth she's not in that great of shape. She makes it up five flights of stairs before her legs give out and she collapses on a landing, gasping for air. **

** (715) Enrique caught sight of the centurion derived robot with a fucking machinegun moving after what he thought was Penny. Shit, this was not good. He felt an icy chill manifest in the pit of his stomach and then slide like a bolt of lightning up his spine. Suddenly, dragging his overzised rifle into this place did not seem to be a foolish idea. Still, starting a fight down here was suicide pure and simple. Still, if that thing fired on Penny. He would have to fire back. A part of him sneered, reminding him that he did not have to do anything. Would he die for Penny? More importantly, would he die for Penny would it would mean dooming the others as well as himself and the cause? Would he piss all that away because Penny had a tantrum? His expression hardened. No decision had been made just yet, but getting to Penny was a priority now. Steve began talking to the robot, like it was a real person. He had other ideas, he moved past, darting into the stairway as he slid his cybernetic goggles over his eyes and began to utilize the full features on his earbuds. He wanted to get to Penny fast...this was like stalking game. **

(769) arthurtuxedo: The robot ignores Steve completely. When he blocks its path, it swings the barrel of its gun to push him out of the way. [1d10 + 15 - 20] -> [6,15,-20] = (1)

** (767) Jack races past the centurion robot and up the stairs. He follows the sounds of Penny's footsteps until he hears them stop, followed immediately by her falling on the floor. **

(715) Enrique: ((matt dearling, you better start making nice nice with that AI and get things under control before the shit hits the fan.))

(769) arthurtuxedo: The robot is very strong, and Steve is knocked to the ground. The robot rolls along, affixing itself somehow to the guardrail to pull itself up the stairs.

(720) Matt: ((I don't know how far away matt is at the moment))

(770) Steve: Ok, can't reason with it. Can't shoot it without dying. Ignore it, get to Penny. Steve picks himself off the floor and takes the stairs three at a time.

(715) Enrique: ((sweeet! ^_~))

(767) Jack: (considering he didn't run, I'd say a long ways)

(720) Matt: ((He did run))

(767) Jack: (oh, my bad)

(769) arthurtuxedo: (Matt reaches the hallway outside the stairwell

(769) arthurtuxedo: Jack, Enrique, and then Steve bound up the stairs in quick succession after one another, each one passing the relatively slow robot on the way. They all reach Penny, who gasps for air on a landing 5 flights up, before the robot does.

(720) Matt: Matt, not being present for the temper tantrum, doesn't really know what's going on, but upon seeing the mess by the stairwell, his eyes widen. "Wonderful..." Seeing as how everyone else is going for the stairs, he follows suit.

** (767) Jack arrives on the landing, sees that Penny is mostly unhurt. "Penny," he starts quietly. Penny pushes herself into the corner. "It's okay. No one... nothing's going to hurt you." **

(769) arthurtuxedo: The robot reaches the landing as another one comes from the floors above, along with two larger hoverbots with short weapons attached. They all point their weapons at the group, but sit in place, unmoving.

** (770) Steve lets Jack do his thing, and takes up position between Penny and the bots. **

** (715) Enrique saw jack scramble past him and muttered softly. He did not have an overgrown rifle on his back either. The stairs got his blood running and he worked up a light sweat. By the time he made it to Penny, Jack was already there and he merely looked at her for a moment before moving past her. His eyes darted about and found what he was looking for, his M82A1 slidding from his shoulder into his awaiting hands. He positioned himself in a manner that he could track the robot should it be necessary. Shit! He was not thinking of starting a war down here! Still, if murder was in the mind of that tin can...he did not believe he could help himself. His left hand reaching for his radio as he growled into the radio. "matt, you better talk with that fucking AI. because if this tin can is coming up here to fire, I ain't gonna be responsible for what happens." When the robot pointed its weapons to the group, he frowned and aimed his rifle at it. Fair was fair. Maybe it was time to dance with the devil... **

(720) Matt: Matt arrives shortly after, more than a little startled by the situation. "What happened? Is everyone all right?"

(768) Penny: I'm sorry. But it's not right. It's too empty here.

(769) arthurtuxedo: A smiley bot shows up. It's expression as insanely glad and sinister as ever.

(768) Penny: (lol)

** (767) Jack eased a little closer to her. **

(769) arthurtuxedo: "Please lower your weapons, humans."

(767) Jack: Yes, I ... know. I mean, I don't know what it's like for you but I understand.

** (770) Steve hadn't drawn his weapon yet, as he still had time, but he adopted a somewhat less aggressive stance. **

(715) Enrique: "I believe in give and take. The centurion lowers its guns and I lower mine not a moment before." His voice was firm, oh so firm. At this range he could not miss. Then again, neither could the centurion...

** (768) Penny looks furtively around, seeing all the robots and weapons pointed everywhere she whimpers a little. "Jack," she said in a small voice, "make them go away." **

(767) Jack: (god I hate drama queens)

(715) Enrique: (amen.)

(720) Matt: Matt motions to Enrique to put his weapon down, "Sorry, my bodyguards are somewhat proactive. I do apologize for Penny, however. She is sometimes prone to fits. Could you please send your combat drones back a bit? They do make us somewhat uneasy."

(769) arthurtuxedo: The other robots turn and leave the way they came. "I trust that Penny will not panic and destroy equipment, again?"

** (715) Enrique caught Matt's motion to put his weapon down and he chewed on his teeth. His thoughts were far from pleasant. ~I am not your fucking pet motherfucker!~ His rifle remained aimed at the robot and he did not flinch. Matt was his leader but choice, but at this particular moment he was -wrong-. He would not place himself and Penny at the tender mercies of a machine. Thankfully, the robot turned and with the threat past he lowered his weapon as Matt had...suggested. His eyes sliding to Penny before he glanced at the smiling hoverbot. When it spoke, his eyes slid towards Penny once more. She had to learn that when you were surrounded on all sides by potential enemies, you played a very careful game. if they all died down here, no one would miss them... **

(720) Matt: "We'll do all that we can to prevent that from happening again," He turns to Penny with a pleading look upon his face. "Won't we?" If necessary, he'd send Penny back up to the trucks, just to keep her out of trouble. He didn't want to, but the last thing they needed was the AI in the facility wiping them all out.

** (767) Jack 's eyes didn't leave Penny. He hears Matt's request to the AI and begins trying to bring Penny down "I need you to focus, Penny. None of us are going to let anything happen to you. See? The robots are leaving. I think you just gave them a good scare. They're not used to having people around." **

(768) Penny: (reading, trying to keep current)

(715) Enrique: [1d100] -> [16] = (16)

** (768) Penny looked around, seeing that everyone had gathered around her. She saw that the other robots had retreated. A lifetime of trusting in an instinct that wasn't based on a tangible sense, and that had kept her alive, if not safe, and now it had seemed to betray her. She collapsed onto the landing. "I'm so sorry." **

** (767) Jack breathed a sigh of relief. He always knew he couldn't predict what she'd do next, but this wasn't in the ballpark of possibilities in his mind. He took her hand and gently pulled her to her feet. "It's alright, Penny. We all go a little mad sometimes." **

(768) Penny: (okay, show's over people. go back to your business. move along.)

(769) arthurtuxedo: The smiley-bot says "In that case, all is well. Our relationship has not changed."

** (768) Penny shivered involuntarily when the robot spoke. **

(720) Matt: Matt goes to the bot and sighs, "I'm truly sorry about that. I had no idea she was going to have that sort of reaction to this place. It's difficult to explain, but she should be okay now. Is there anything I can do to help fix what happened?"

(769) arthurtuxedo: "Our protocol drones are highly expendable and easily recycled. The damage is negligable."

** (715) Enrique did not waste time in securing his rifle and slinging it back over his shoulder. A small grunt escaping his lips as the familiar weight of the thing made itself known one more on his back muscles. he watched as Matt began to lay it on really thick and said nothing. The man spoke as if he loved the sound of his own voice. Still, he knew what that silver tongue could do and it had spared them trouble in the past. His eyes sliding about for a moment before his stomach grumbled. His left hand disappeared into a pocket and he retreaved a power bar, which he promptly began to chew. He hoped that the food down here was decent...he was getting tired of this stuff. **

(715) Enrique: (made in timmins too)

(720) Matt: "Okay, once again, very sorry about all that," Matt sighed, that was out of the way. Now, barring any further outbursts from Penny, they could get some food while Matt went off to take stock of the aircraft held within this facility.

** (767) Jack and Penny shuffled their way towards the elevator and then to the dining facility. **

** (770) Steve (decides he's had enough of this robot bullshit and starts firing indiscriminately at the droids.) **

(769) arthurtuxedo: The food is prepared and brought out by cook-bots. They look almost frightening, with many limbs sporting knives, cleavers, and torches, but the "head" has a ridiculous looking chef's hat on it. The food quite obviously comes from cans, but it tastes fairly good.

** (768) Penny pokes at her food, moving it from one side of the plate to the other. The incident or whatever it was that happened had pretty much sapped her strength for anything. All she wanted to do right now was sleep. She secretly hoped that she could sleep until this whole ordeal was over. **

** (715) Enrique could not have cared how oddly the cook-bots looked like. The smell of the food alone was more than enough to get his interest. When the food was made available he smiled, thanked the bots and began to enjoy the harvest. **

(769) arthurtuxedo: Matt comes up to the hangar and the storage facility, and finds a collection that any corporation would commit genocide to get their hands on. A stealth bomber, an F-22, two Joint Strike Fighters, and several stealth helicopters, all gleaming, stare back at Matt.

(720) Matt: ((See the robots, penny? THEY WANT TO CHOP OFF YOUR HAND AND MAKE IT FOOD!! BWAHAHAHAHA!!))

(767) Jack: (She can kill you with her brain.)

(715) Enrique: (I am afraid to say that my presence has been requested elsewhere and that in 10 mins or so I will have to poofle guys. sawwy. ;_; you can keep pwaying without me.)

(770) Steve: (that's cool. I gotta bounce in 10 anyway)

(720) Matt: Matt lets loose a low whistle. "This is very impressive. Do you have substantial fuel for these aircraft?"

(768) Penny: "I'm sorry," she says again in a whisper. She focuses intently for a moment trying to explain in words what she felt. Penny simply shrugs her shoulders hopelessly. "I don't know what I was thinking."

(769) arthurtuxedo: "No. I have only a moderate amount of fuel. I have not modified these planes, as I felt that they could be more useful for bartering than for me to use."

(720) Matt: "I see. Would any of these be capable of a transcontinental flight, given your current supply of fuel?"

(715) Enrique: (craptastic. I gotta bail guys. it was fun! *huggles penny and poofles* ciao ciao!)

(715) Enrique: Disconnecting from server...

(715) Enrique (exit): 14:38

(770) Steve: (Art doesn't want to answer the question)

(769) arthurtuxedo: "I have perhaps enough fuel to fly to East side of this continent, but no farther."

(767) Jack: (Escape route!)

(770) Steve: (purty)

(720) Matt: ((Exactly. If we modify that bomber, we could probably shove everything inside and make tracks long before the convoy could have a hope in hell of catching us.))

(770) Steve: (I gotta bounce too if I'm going to have enough time to shower before I leave. Until next week, same Bat time, same Bat channel)

(767) Jack: (cross fingers)

(767) Jack: good luck

(770) Steve: Disconnecting from server...

(770) Steve (exit): 14:42

(720) Matt: OKay, later all

(769) arthurtuxedo: (Well, it looks like this party's over. Until next week)

(769) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 23 * * *

02:02 (503) arthurtuxedo: * * * Session 24 Start * * *

02:02 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Everyone but Matt was with Penny, who was calming down. Matt was looking at the hangar.)

02:02 (490) Steve: (CorSec's napping, not sure if his IM alarm is functioning properly)

02:03 (509) Enrique: (*purs himself some disarono on the rocks*)

02:03 (509) Enrique: (*pours*)

02:04 (401) Matt: ((Matt is considering the possibility of converting the bomber into a transport plane))

02:05 (503) arthurtuxedo: (A bomber is a transport plane. It transports bombs :))

02:06 (503) arthurtuxedo: (If you want to transport people instead, then don't load the bombs)

02:06 (503) arthurtuxedo: (And for god's sake down open the hatch :))

02:06 (401) Matt: ((Well, bombs aren't too particular about needing pressurized cabins, most times. People tend to be finiky like that.))

02:07 (503) arthurtuxedo: (That's true, you got me there)

02:10 (503) arthurtuxedo: A smiley bot comes up to Matt and another one comes up to the others. "There's been an accident in the parking lot," it says.

02:11 (401) Matt: Matt raises an eyebrow, "What happened?"

02:11 ** (490) Steve 's eyes narrow behind his glasses. **

02:11 (503) arthurtuxedo: "Just follow me," it says to Matt and heads toward the elevator.

02:12 (503) arthurtuxedo: "Follow me," the other one says, heading for the elevators.

02:12 (401) Matt: "Okay,"

02:12 (490) Steve: (so our bot didn't say anything about an accident?)

02:12 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Other one said "follow me")

02:13 (490) Steve: (ok, ignore the bit about eyes narrowing)

02:13 ** (490) Steve continues to eat, but glances at the robot questioningly. **

02:14 (490) Steve: (CorSec's MIA)

02:15 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Jack and Penny will follow wherever Steve and Enrique go, for right now)

02:16 (490) Steve: (right now, Steve's not going anywhere)

02:16 (509) Enrique: (that works. ^_^!)

02:16 (509) Enrique: (

02:16 (490) Steve: (I don't listen to robots that try to kill members of my crew, when they fail to explain themselves)

02:17 (503) arthurtuxedo: The smiley-bot comes back. "Please follow me." And heads off toward the elevator again.

02:17 (490) Steve: "What's the problem?"

02:18 (503) arthurtuxedo: "There's been an accident in the parking lot," it repeats.

02:18 ** (490) Steve eyes Enrique, then gets up, still chewing. "What sort of accident?" **

02:19 (503) arthurtuxedo: By this time, Matt has arrived at the elevator, and is heading down.

02:19 (503) arthurtuxedo: "I don't want you to leap to conclusions. Just please come and see for yourself."

02:20 (490) Steve: "Are the hummers ok? Nothing happened to the hummers, right?"

02:20 ** (509) Enrique blinked when the smiley bot came back, his eyes sliding from the robot to Steve and back again. He did not like the idea that two sets of accidents had occured in the parking lot at all. Coincidence? His eyes focused on the machine as it spoke, an uneasy feeling manifesting in the put of his stomach. What were the machines up to? **

02:21 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Two sets of accidents? What was the first?)

02:21 (401) Matt: ((I love how he doesn't give a shit about Ben, just the hummers :) ))

02:21 (490) Steve: (LOL)

02:21 (401) Matt: ((Marcao's seeing double.))

02:21 (490) Steve: (Ben's a big boy, he can take care of himself)

02:21 (503) arthurtuxedo: "Your vehicles are fine. Just please come with me."

02:22 (509) Enrique: (I thought they came to matt first and then us. ~_~; be nice to me, I am starving.0

02:22 (503) arthurtuxedo: Matt arrives at the parking lot.

02:22 ** (490) Steve shrugs. He motions the others to head to the elevator. **

02:22 (495) Jack: O_o

02:23 (401) Matt: ((NO! YOU MUST BE EVER VIGILANT! NOW DROP AND GIVE ME TWENTY!!))

02:23 (503) arthurtuxedo: The rest of the group gets to the parking lot about twenty seconds after Matt.

02:24 (503) arthurtuxedo: Matt comes over near the group's hummers, but sees nothing out of place at first.

02:24 ** (509) Enrique followed Steve's advice and stands, his hands reaching for his usual which he slung over his back with a small grunt. A moment later his eyes slid from steve to the others and back before he began to move. He was rather interested in seeing what it was these bots were so intent on showing him... **

02:24 whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10+12] -> [1,12] = (13)

02:25 (401) Matt: ((And there, we see Ben doubled over in pain. Apparently, he had tried to have sex with the gas tank intake, and the robots helped him out just a little too forcibly.))

02:25 (495) Jack: ...

02:25 (495) Jack: (must ... scrub ... brain

02:25 (495) Jack: )

02:25 (509) Enrique: (o.o?)

02:26 (503) arthurtuxedo: The others (except Penny) are more observant than Matt, and they notice right away. There's a piece of railing that's missing.

02:26 (490) Steve: "Any idea what's going on, Matt?"

02:27 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Guard-rail, that is)

02:27 (490) Steve: (ruh oh, Raggy)

02:27 (495) Jack: ... Yeah? And?

02:28 (503) arthurtuxedo: Walking over to the edge, the group sees that it's about a 20 foot drop to the second level of the parking lot, and Ben lies at the bottom of the drop with his neck broken.

02:28 (495) Jack: (oh... snap. (no pun))

02:29 ** (490) Steve 's eyes narrow, and he turns to the nearest smiley bot. "What happened?" He doesn't raise his voice, but he's clearly not happy. **

02:29 (503) arthurtuxedo: "He leaned on the railing, but it was unsound and gave way."

02:29 (401) Matt: ((So I take it Deathstalker's not coming back, yeah?))

02:30 (503) arthurtuxedo: (We can rebuild him, stronger, faster... oh wait no we can't)

02:30 (490) Steve: (I haven't heard shit from him in months. I'm surprised Art didn't do this earlier)

02:30 (490) Steve: (Hell, he got shot at enough, but the dice were too kind to him)

02:30 (503) arthurtuxedo: (I kept putting him in harm's way but the bullets kept missing him, the bastard)

02:31 (490) Steve: (Whereas I've been riddled with lead)

02:31 ** (509) Enrique blinked as he leaned over the edge and saw Ben laying at the bottom of the drop. He immediately had to come to terms with two distinct emotions. Ben had been a part of their group, and yet he could find no tears to shed for the man. He watched the body for a moment, his lips parting as he whispered a blessing aimed to speed his soul in its journey. A moment later, he was glancing at Steve his words being the chief among his own mind. How had it happened? **

02:31 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Oh, before I forget, SURPRISE! :) )

02:32 ** (496) Penny watches as one by one, the others from the group look over edge. Without looking herself she immediately knows what's down there. Every nerve in her body is screaming at her to run, run, run away as fast as she can. Given the day's earlier performance she's certain she wouldn't get anywhere fast. Visibly agitated, she stands her ground also fighting the urge to not scream out "I TOLD YOU SO!" **

02:32 (509) Enrique: (ppfftt! ben has been a dead man walking for weeks now. :P)

02:32 (503) arthurtuxedo: "I wanted you to see it for yourselves so that you would know it was an accident."

02:33 (490) Steve: "Do you have surveillance? I'd like to see for myself that it was an accident."

02:33 ** (496) Penny tenses, shaking a moment before regaining herself. **

02:33 (503) arthurtuxedo: "Unfortunately our cameras down here are down for maintenance at the moment."

02:34 ** (495) Jack stares at the smiling floaty-bot sceptically. **

02:34 (509) Enrique: "so all that we have is one of our dead and your assertion that it was an accident." He spoke softly, his eyes sliding over the railing. Had it been rust? Or had it been murder?

02:35 (490) Steve: "That's convenient. So we can take your word for it." He turns to Matt. "Are we done here? I'd like to get back on the road."

02:37 (401) Matt: Matt immediately felt ill. He was thankful, at least, that it had not been a hundred story drop like those he had seen fellow executives take after a bad year, or having their private schemes or lives brought to the fore. No, this was tame in comparison, but it was still a senseless death. On the other hand, there was a point in the journey when he had considered, remotely, the possibility of leaving this man in a shallow grave, but that was neither here nor there. He had been, for the most part, a silent, willing companion to the journey, who always did his part. The thought of this being treachery on the part of the robots was foremost on his mind, but one simple fact remained. Here, they were little more than fish in a barrel. The truth could wait, if it needed to come. Getting out of here with the most people possible alive is what mattered the most. "We should probably get going as soon as we can, we are on a schedule anyway," He turns to the robots. "Are you nearly done?"

02:37 (509) Enrique: (now, if you want to make it up to us...we will take 3 disintegrators, a stealth armor or two...and some other goodies. you do that, and we are even. ^_^!)

02:38 (503) arthurtuxedo: "Your vehicles are fully serviced. The expeditionary unit will be ready in approximately 42 minutes.

02:40 (496) Penny: (Is the guard rail down there with him?)

02:40 (503) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 13] -> [2,13] = (15)

02:40 (503) arthurtuxedo: (The guard rail is down there, yes.)

02:40 (503) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 11] -> [10,11] = (21)

02:41 (401) Matt: "All right. Would it be possible for us to get some of those weapons and armors you showcased for us earlier? We still have some rough territory to get through, and any little bit extra would help, especially now that we're down a man."

02:41 (503) arthurtuxedo: Steve has a pretty decent working knowledge of medicine, enough to know injuries, and he can't help but feel that something looks out of place, but he can't be sure from up here.

02:42 ** (490) Steve rolls his eyes behind his glasses. Right, the robot envoy. He'd forgotten all about that. There was certainly no love loss between him and Ben, but he didn't wish the guy was dead. And now, they have to travel with one of these damn machines, that may or may not have killed a member of the group. This trip just keeps getting better...He looked over at Penny. She almost makes it worth a damn, though. He allowed himself to forget about Ben and the bots for a moment, before it all came flooding back. He heard Matt talking about equipment, and almost smiled. Almost. **

02:43 ** (490) Steve turned to Matt. "Do we have any rope, or any kind of safe way to get down there? I'd like to take a look at the body." **

02:43 (503) arthurtuxedo: "What do you require? Remember that I must hold onto enough bargaining chips to elicit aid from another group I come across. One with the resources for me to expand beyond this base."

02:43 (495) Jack: (oh, we have rope.)

02:43 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Or you could just take the ramp or the stairs)

02:44 (495) Jack: (or you could jump. the fall won't kill you.)

02:44 (490) Steve: (oh, well FUCK!)

02:44 (490) Steve: (ignore that, then.)

02:44 (401) Matt: "I'd imagine it's possible to simply walk down, but if you want to take the hard way, yes, we have rope." He turns back to the robot, giving him the list of things people wanted (fill in your own, folks, I'm after the armored tux and not much else).

02:44 ** (490) Steve takes the stairs down to the lower level in order to examine Ben's body. **

02:44 ** (495) Jack exchanges glances with anyone who's looking after the floaty-bot's last comment. **

02:45 (503) arthurtuxedo: The smiley-bot shoots after Steve. "You may retrieve your friend's body, of course, but please do not go any farther down than the second parking level. Beyond that is restricted."

02:45 (495) Jack: (the wrist shooty thing with all the ammo, and the special 20mm smart grenades -- it was 20mm for the M4 weapons, hm?)

02:46 (490) Steve: (the automated tripod is nice, especially now that we're short one gunner)

02:46 ** (495) Jack mimics the robot, almost too perfectly, "Do no go any farther down than the second parking level." (with proper amount of smarmyness to it) **

02:47 (490) Steve: "Yeah, yeah, I understand. Back off."

02:47 ** (509) Enrique settled to watch Steve had taken the lead and he was unwilling to try and take it away from him. The robot's warning met with a dismissive nod. Personally, he doubted anyone wanted to stay here any longer than they had to. Should they bury Ben somewhere? He deserved that much did he not? **

02:48 ** (496) Penny catches up with Steve. **

02:48 ** (496) Penny looks over her shoulder to see if they're being followed by a floaty bot. **

02:49 ** (490) Steve stops when Penny catches up. "You don't have to come down here, if you're not comfortable..." he trails off. **

02:49 ** (496) Penny speaks in a hushed tone, the tension in her voice is palpable. "I'm not crazy." **

02:50 (490) Steve: "I never said you were. Just that...Ok, come on. I think there's more to this than they're telling."

02:51 (495) Jack: (the m203 was 20mm, right?)

02:51 ** (496) Penny feigns indignance, "No! Reeaally?" Adding a roll of her eyes for good measure. **

02:52 (503) arthurtuxedo: When Steve gets to the body, his reservations are confirmed. When somebody falls and lands on his head, you expect the neck to be broken in a certain way. But Ben's break looks more like someone came up from behind wrenched it past the breaking point. Furthermore, the railing's position doesn't look like it fell at the same time as the body, and there are no marks from a 20 ft drop. It looks more like the railing was unscrewed and then dropped, and Ben's body was simply placed here.

02:52 (503) arthurtuxedo: (The m203 is 40mm)

02:52 (495) Jack: (we should grab the rocket launcher and the CM rocket, too.)

02:54 ** (490) Steve grinds his teeth audibly, the vein in his forehead jumping. "Son. Of. A. Bitch!" He wanted to tear one of those damn smiley bots apart with his bare hands. He wanted to scream and yell and blow shit up. But he didn't. He explained his finding to Penny in a low voice. **

02:54 (401) Matt: ((Tit for Tat, or did Ben get uppity? The world may never know.))

02:56 (509) Enrique: (pssst. lets get what we can and get the fuck out.)

02:56 (401) Matt: ((No, really? I was going to stay for tea, maybe even start a book club))

02:56 (490) Steve: (ROFLMAO)

02:56 ** (496) Penny stares at the body, Ben's body curiously. It was strange. In her mind he both was and wasn't there. Kind of like a living example of Schroedinger's Cat. This is what she should be feeling all throughout this facility. She couldn't explain it to herself much less anyone else - it simply something that was. When Steve explained his findings, Penny looked around quickly hoping that whatever did this to Ben wasn't about to do it to them. **

02:57 (496) Penny: (Ben saw the great and terrible Oz and was murdered.)

02:58 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Pay no attention to the man behind the curtain or I'll break your fucking neck!)

02:58 whispering to Steve, Phone got penned in the dead book

02:58 (490) Steve: @R "Enrique, can you come down here and help me with Ben's body? We can't leave him here."

02:58 (496) Penny: (poor little Toto. So brave. So stupid. So dead.)

02:59 ** (496) Penny whispers "The thing I can't figure is why?" **

03:00 ** (490) Steve shrugged. "I don't know, and I don't care. Doesn't matter what the reason is, it's not good enough." **

03:00 (401) Matt: ((It's your fault! YOU KILLED ONE OF THEIRS, AND NOW THEY KILL ONE OF OURS! YOU ARE RESPONSIBLE, PENNY!!!))

03:01 (496) Penny: (I guess I didn't kill enough of them, then. 8D)

03:02 ** (509) Enrique was brought out of his reverie by Steve's words. He blinked for a moment before he found himself moving. "I will be right there." He promptly made his way down to where Steve and Penny were close whispering to each other. It was strange, but he did not feel any sort of apprehension by what he saw. He had placed his cards on the table, it was out of his hands. He moved to their side, his eyes sliding over Ben slowly. It did not take him long to find himself frowning. What the fuck? His eyes slid towards those of Steve and Penny for a moment. A wordless question clear as daylight. Assuming that his concern was shared in their eyes, he shook his head and sighed softly. "Ben you dumb bastard...why did you go and get yourself killed?" The lie rolled of his tongue. He moved closer to the body, glancing at Steve one more time before preparing to carry their murdered comrade. **

03:03 (401) Matt: ((What, kill everyone except Steve and Jack for the three-way? :p))

03:03 (496) Penny: (You think in such small terms.)

03:04 (401) Matt: ((I dunno, three-ways are a lot of work, it's a pretty big deal. Though the robot could make it a four way, if he's fully functional and anatomically correct.))

03:04 ** (496) Penny walks silently behind Steve and Enrique as they carry Ben's body back to the vehicles. **

03:04 (490) Steve: Together with Enrique, Steve hauls Ben's body up the stairs, and load it into the hummer.

03:05 (509) Enrique: (okay chief. what can we get from those weapons/armor/toys. I wanna GTFO already.)

03:06 (503) arthurtuxedo: (So, which items are you going to ask for?)

03:06 (496) Penny: (yeah, these robots are starting to creep me out)

03:06 (509) Enrique: (my wish list. first priority stealth armor. second priority disintegrator. one or both makes me happy. :P)

03:07 (401) Matt: ((Armored Tux, here))

03:08 (495) Jack: (wrist rocket shooter, 40mm smart grenades, rocket launcer w/ gamma warheads and counter measure device)

03:08 (509) Enrique: (wait Jack, did you forget the F22? can't leave that.)

03:08 (490) Steve: (I say either the .50 cal with the auto turret attached, or failing that, just the auto turret, and the fleschette rifle as a second choice)

03:13 (503) arthurtuxedo: Polaris seems agreeable, although it seems unwilling to part with the Disintegrator. It agrees to the stealth armor, the tux, the wrist rocket with 10 rockets, 10 smart grenades, the launcher with 5 of each type of rocket, and the auto-aiming .50 cal

03:14 (495) Jack: (/me shoves Penny at the robot. "Here. What do we get for her?")

03:14 (503) arthurtuxedo: (rofl)

03:15 (509) Enrique: (o.O!)

03:15 (401) Matt: ((That gets you the air force, but still no disintigrator

03:15 (503) arthurtuxedo: (So is that what you guys want, then? I divided each item up into "points", and Polaris was willing to part with x amount of points worth of stuff, so you can reconfigure the mix if you want)

03:15 (509) Enrique: (is cool. I wanted the armor first and foremost. ^_^!)

03:15 (495) Jack: (I got what I wanted.)

03:16 (401) Matt: ((Same here))

03:16 (509) Enrique: (Jack spent most our points. the bastard.)

03:16 (509) Enrique: (:P)

03:16 (490) Steve: (is the attached 50 cal better than our current 50 cal?)

03:16 (495) Jack: (Yes, but rockets = big boomy goody goody)

03:16 (503) arthurtuxedo: (It's smaller and more portable, but less ROF and reliability)

03:17 (490) Steve: (I think I'd rather keep our current 50 cal and just go with the auto turret, assuming I can then get the fleschette rifle. If not, I'm cool)

03:17 (503) arthurtuxedo: (If you just get the auto turret, then you could go with the fleschette rifle, too)

03:18 (490) Steve: (yar, I want that)

03:19 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Okay, so the stealth armor for Enrique, the Tux for Matt, the wrist rocket with 10 rockets + 10 smart 40 mm nades + launcher w/ 5 gamma ray and 5 decoy rockets for Jack, the universal tripod + fleschette rifle for Steve, and Penny gets jack squat)

03:20 (503) arthurtuxedo: (And Ben obviously doesn't get anything either)

03:20 (490) Steve: (No, no, Steve's got something for Penny....)

03:20 (495) Jack: (technically, the launcher and the devices are for the group)

03:20 (401) Matt: ((Ben got a one-way ticket to hell, that's something))

03:20 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, it's "something" :) )

03:21 (495) Jack: )_0

03:21 (490) Steve: (the auto turret replaces Ben, since that's all he's been for the last 2 months anyway)

03:21 (503) arthurtuxedo: (You still have to designate the targets, though. You can just leave it unmanned and expect it to shoot people)

03:21 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Can't rather)

03:22 (495) Jack: (just like with ben)

03:22 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Hehe, well the difference is that the auto-turret will actually hit something)

03:22 (490) Steve: (yeah)

03:22 (495) Jack: (Sure it will.)

03:23 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Instead of firing belt after belt of expensive .50 cal ammo into the wild blue yonder)

03:23 (490) Steve: (all the while shouting, "I AM JUSTICE!")

03:26 (503) arthurtuxedo: Okay, so the group collects its loot. When they come back to the vehicles, they find a curious sight. It looks like a person clad head to toe in combat armor. When it moves, it looks somewhat unnatural, but the average person wouldn't necessarily suspect anything. It turns to the group, and says in a fairly good impression of a male human voice, "I am pleased to meet you. You may call me Simon."

03:26 (495) Jack: (Simon says: DIE.)

03:26 (509) Enrique: (shit. I just thought of "Simon says bleed." ~_~)

03:27 (401) Matt: ((Well, you know my name is simon, and I like to make drawrings....of DEATH))

03:27 ** (496) Penny feels an intense hatred for this thing and doesn't acknowledge it. **

03:27 (490) Steve: (I'm just waiting for the first time we tell it do something, and it can't for some reason, and starts shouting "ER-ROR!" while spinning in circles)

03:28 (503) arthurtuxedo: "I am eager to see the outside world. Shall we go?"

03:29 ** (490) Steve attaches the autoturret to the .50 cal, then takes up his usual position behind the SAW. **

03:29 (503) arthurtuxedo: (The one called Steve is smoking in a non-smoking area. This unit will now administer "taser" to the one called Steve)

03:29 (503) arthurtuxedo: (I thought Steve was using the M60 now)

03:30 ** (495) Jack digs around in the trailer a moment. He places his trusty MP-5 in the sell/trade/barter locker and arms himself instead an M4 with the M203 attachment. **

03:30 (401) Matt: "Welcome aboard, Simon. We're about to head out now," Despite it all, Matt's voice was kind, and his body language inviting. At this point, it was quickly becoming an act, but if there was one thing he was good at, this was it. "Enrique, take Ben's position in Gold. Simon, you'll be with Steve and myself in Silver."

03:30 (495) Jack: I'm ready, then.

03:30 (490) Steve: (oh yeah, that's right.)

03:30 (503) arthurtuxedo: "May I choose a weapon from among the collection of unused ones?"

03:31 ** (495) Jack situates himself in the passenger seat of Gold. **

03:31 ** (509) Enrique glanced at their new companion and forced himself to say nothing. He moved past the robot, glancing towards Matt for a moment before he moved into his new position. He carried his M82A1 and secured it within, moving into the position that had been dominated by Ben. It was ackward...but he would get used to it. **

03:31 (490) Steve: (The one called Simon is experiencing an ER-ROR. This unit will now destroy the one called Simon)

03:31 ** (496) Penny eases herself behind the wheel. Glad to finally be putting this place in their rearview. **

03:32 (401) Matt: "Yes, feel free to pick what you feel most comfortable with, Simon."

03:33 (509) Enrique: (okay so gold is penny, jack and me? silver matt, steve and simon?)

03:33 (503) arthurtuxedo: "M249 Squad Automatic Weapon, paratrooper configuration" it intones as it picks up the SAW para.

03:33 (401) Matt: ((Yup))

03:34 (509) Enrique: ((cool beans. most of my shit is still in silver. the next time we stop, I will transfer over.)

03:34 (495) Jack: (That's mine you bucket of bolts! *blam blam blam*)

03:34 (495) Jack: (You could transfer now)

03:34 (401) Matt: ((Yeah, switch over now))

03:34 (509) Enrique: (cool!)

03:35 (503) arthurtuxedo: (What's the destination, LA?)

03:35 (401) Matt: ((Well, the labs, but yeah))

03:35 (495) Jack: erm

03:36 (495) Jack: (where are we now?)

03:36 (490) Steve: (was it near Flagstaff?)

03:36 ** (509) Enrique before they departed the base he took the time and effort to transfer the boxes that belonged to him from silver to gold. It was a tedious process and it took some work and time for him to do so. His weapons went first, followed by survival gear and the other knick knacks that he had brought for the trip. eight minutes or so after he had begun, silver was devoid of any one of his things and they had been instead carefully positioned within gold. It felt like the end of an era... **

03:38 (503) arthurtuxedo: Simon monotones "For simplicity, I run on grain alcohol like your vehicles. One gallon is sufficient for me to operate for 12 hours. During long intervals, I will go into standby mode. I can be activated by depressing the button on the back of my neck. I will activate automatically in the presence of loud sounds or bright flahses."

03:39 (495) Jack: O_o

03:39 (495) Jack: (Holy shit! It's a Beer Bot!)

03:39 (401) Matt: ((BENDER!!))

03:39 (509) Enrique: (please simon! have a beer! you are only hurting yourself!)

03:39 (496) Penny: (I'm not biting his shiny metal anything)

03:40 (401) Matt: ((Promise me you won't get behind the wheel unless you're intoxicated!))

03:40 (401) Matt: ((Clap on clap off))

03:41 (401) Matt: Matt nods, "Okay, we'll keep that in mind."

03:41 (503) arthurtuxedo: The group gets on the main elevator, which raises very slowly. Simon goes into standby mode before it reaches the top. It does eventually reach the top, and the group drives down the narrow corridor, and out the hidden entrance that they came in. They were only down there for a few hours, but it feels to everyone like they haven't experienced sunlight and fresh air in days.

03:42 (496) Penny: (floor it and speeds away from the facility)

03:43 (495) Jack: (where are we again?)

03:43 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Arizona)

03:43 (495) Jack: (less vaguey, please?)

03:43 (490) Steve: (just east of Flagstaff, right?)

03:44 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Right)

03:44 ** (496) Penny hadn't even noticed that she was holding her breath until she started again when the sunshine streamed through the windows of the hummer. She looked in the rearview mirror as the facility began to shrink. She hoped that she'd never see this place again. **

03:45 (495) Jack: (So, we stay on I 40-W for a few days)

03:46 (495) Jack: (it'd be nice to stop in vegas, but that's a little out of the way)

03:46 (401) Matt: ((So long as Simon stays on WD-40 for a few days))

03:47 (496) Penny: Good riddance to that place.

03:49 (490) Steve: @R "Where should we deal with Ben's body? It's be nice to bury him, but he wouldn't stay buried for long. We're probably going to have to set up a pyre."

03:50 (495) Jack: @R "We'll think of something before we have to stop again. I feel like putting some miles between us and ... Arizona first."

03:50 (503) arthurtuxedo: The group sees very little for hours, and Simon doesn't come out of standby mode by itself. Eventually, though, the group sees a roadblock up ahead, with a lot of trucks and soldiers manning it. A voice comes over the radio. "Hey pendejos. Can you hear me? You're the ones who destroyed a patrol back there. Prepare to die, maricones!" The roadblock is about 1,200 meters away. Of course, looking behind reveals some previously camouflaged trucks coming out from behind for a pincer. They chose a pretty good place to do it, too. The road goes between two hills, making it impossible to turn off the road. There are maybe 10 trucks and 50 soldiers in the road block, with a similar amount coming up from behind.

03:50 (401) Matt: ((I say we use it to get access to his massive fortune in Vegas. It will be hilarious. We'll call it "Weekend at Benny's"))

03:51 ** (509) Enrique blinked as Steve's words came over the radio. He reached for his own, adding his two cents. "I think a pyre is good, keep him away from any scavengers." Personally, he was not sure if he would want to be burried or burned when he died. It was the place that mattered... **

03:52 (401) Matt: Matt frowns, "Steve, wake up Simon, we're going to need him in a moment."

03:52 (490) Steve: (how far back are the trailers?)

03:52 (503) arthurtuxedo: (About 1 km)

03:53 ** (490) Steve leans down and presses the button on Simon. He also gives him Ben's radio so he can communicate. @R "Well, hold that thought, because we have company." **

03:54 (490) Steve: (So the best course of action would be to try and bust through the front roadblock, because otherwise we'll have to deal with both groups, right?)

03:54 ** (509) Enrique he spent the hours as best he could. He was beggining to admit that the chameleon armor was comfortable, he had expected it to be less so but it had adapted to his body admirably after only a few hours of use. He had not seen anything at all along, and he was using his goggles to improve his vision. It was very irritating how these motherfuckers snuck up on them, it was starting to be a habit. Still, there were times when no matter how good you were life threw a surprise your way. He took a deep breath and held it, ducking back into the hummer for a moment as his hands flew over various tools and weapons. He could not actively snipe from the vehicle, not with his M82 anyway. His PSG-1 might be a good choice, but firing from a moving vehicle would not be easy. He was tempted to ask Penny to let him go out here, he could then move into a position and do what he could. Of course, if they tried to run he would be left behind...he did not like that idea much. **

03:55 (503) arthurtuxedo: Simon powers on, the process of it "waking up" takes about 5 seconds in total. It turns to Steve "I count 10 vehicles with 44 enemies ahead of us, and 10 moving vehicles with 40 enemies behind us. Is this correct?"

03:55 (401) Matt: "Sounds about right. Are we still close enough to get some artillery support from the base?"

03:55 (490) Steve: "That sounds about right."

03:56 (495) Jack: (We shoulda got two of him)

03:56 (495) Jack: (We've been driving for hours, so no.)

03:56 (509) Enrique: (lol. maybe its a good time for radiological warfare?)

03:56 (490) Steve: (well, we did some badass shit from the bots)

03:56 (495) Jack: (I was saving those for the Convoy.)

03:56 (503) arthurtuxedo: "We are unfortunately out of range of the base's artillery," Simon replies.

03:57 (509) Enrique: (understandable. lets see how these fuckers dance.)

03:57 (401) Matt: ((Well, on the one hand, that is slightly comforting.))

03:58 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Enrique is in the .50 cal spot on Gold, yes?)

03:58 (490) Steve: (Indeed)

03:58 (509) Enrique: (yup.)

03:58 (401) Matt: "All right, plan B," Matt looks for any spots of cover he could take advantage of, but otherwise keeps driving.

03:59 (503) arthurtuxedo: The universal tripod has a built-in variable scope, 4-20x magnification, with a huds up display. It is easy and intuitive to designate targets, even at long range. A large red switch toggles the tripod into firing mode.

04:01 (503) arthurtuxedo: A dial controls the number of shots fired at each target before moving to the next target, up to 10 shots.

04:01 (495) Jack: (I think I just wet myself that thing's so sweet)

04:01 ** (509) Enrique in the end he settled on using the tools at hand. He moved back into position, his arms positioning themselves along the .50 caliber machinegun. His eyes narrowing as he took a breath and held it. The weapon system was inelegant in comparison to his preference for rifles, but it was capable of a far larger number of kills in the same time. He had always considered himself to be a surgeon in the battlefield, expertly picking out who lived and who died. Now, he was going to spray death and let the bullets fall where they would... **

04:02 (490) Steve: (can it be set to loop?)

04:02 (495) Jack: (I have to wait until we're within 600m of any target before I get to start shooting.)

04:03 ** (495) Jack checks the grenade clip on the M4 to ensure it is filled with the standard issue 40mm grenade. He wasn't just going to be a passenger from now on. **

04:04 (503) arthurtuxedo: (What do you mean "loop"?)

04:04 (496) Penny: @R "Full speed ahead? Damn their torpedos?"

04:05 (509) Enrique: (loop: kill all beaners with rifles! dakka dakkka dakkkaaa!!!)

04:06 (490) Steve: (So, say, you set it to fire 10 shots at Target 1, 50 shots at Target 2, and 7 shots at Target 3, once it reaches the end of it's instructions, can you set it to repeat them?)

04:06 (490) Steve: (er, make the 50 5)

04:06 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Well, if it cycles through all the targets, and some of them are still alive it will go through the cycle again)

04:07 (490) Steve: (sweet)

04:07 (401) Matt: ((Suddenly, after having forgotten to turn the gun off, Enrique was fatally shot by his own program))

04:07 (490) Steve: (hehe)

04:07 (509) Enrique: ((X_X!))

04:10 (490) Steve: (what's the maximum and effective ranges on the M60? Where's the list that has that info?)

04:10 (503) arthurtuxedo: Once the group has come within 1 km of the road block, Enrique's managed to designate 8 targets.

04:10 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Actually, scratch that)

04:11 (503) arthurtuxedo: Once the group has come within 1 km of the road block, Enrique's managed to designate 24 targets.

04:11 (509) Enrique: (woo! spotter powa!)

04:11 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Range is 150, so max range is 1350. Max effective is probably around 800 or so)

04:12 (490) Steve: (Excellent, Smithers)

04:12 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance closes to 900 meters, 32 of 44 targets designated. (Tell me whenever someone wants to open fire)

04:13 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Actually make that 36 targets)

04:13 (495) Jack: (Not until I see the whites of their eyes)

04:13 (509) Enrique: (I want to fire when I have a decent chance of hitting. ^_^!)

04:13 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance closes to 800 meters, all targets designated. (At this range you should be okay for hitting stuff)

04:14 (495) Jack: Just... a little... closer

04:14 (490) Steve: (assuming I can't distinguish any weapon loadouts) @R "Simon, can you see what type of weapons they're armed with?"

04:15 (503) arthurtuxedo: "24 unknown sub machine guns. 10 unknown rocket propelled grenade launchers. 10 M16 class assault rifles. Distance, 802.7 meters to closest enemy."

04:16 ** (509) Enrique narrowed his eyes and began to seek out clumps of targets that he could attempt to rake with his current weapon system. Chief among him were targets utilizing heavy weapons, systems that could end their trip to California in a hurry. Once a group was located with such weapons, he would take aim and then fire. **

04:16 (503) arthurtuxedo: (You understand the concept of the automated tripod, yes? You designate the targets, then it fires by itself)

04:17 ** (495) Jack begins tracking the nearest vehicle. (That's right! I'm aiming now!) **

04:17 (509) Enrique: (actually jack I think you tell it, kill all hostiles with X weapon system and if it can do it, it tries to do it.)

04:18 (495) Jack: (um... I'm using a rifle w/grenade launcher)

04:18 (509) Enrique: (d`oh!)

04:18 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 1

04:18 (503) arthurtuxedo: 775 meters distance

04:18 (495) Jack: (aiming! nearest vehicle.)

04:19 (509) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [5,13,10] = (28) (rake attack)

04:19 (490) Steve: (Full auto on the closest RPGer. [1d10+15+8] -> [3,15,8] = (26) )

04:20 (495) Jack: (damn, steve, this game hates you so much)

04:20 (401) Matt: ((Don't hate the gamers!!))

04:20 (503) arthurtuxedo: (So do you fire the gun yourself or do you flip it into firing mode? And if so, how many rounds per target?)

04:20 (490) Steve: (Mother fucking RPGers!)

04:22 (503) arthurtuxedo: Steve fires his M60, but without a scope it's pretty difficult to score any hits at this range.

04:23 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Enrique? Are you firing the gun yourself or letting the tripod fire it? And how many rounds per target?)

04:23 (509) Enrique: (well, I never used this thing before. if I can let the tripod fire it, I may be tempted. I wanted to use its full ROF divided over several beaners.)

04:24 (509) Enrique: (so, in conclusion. if I am better at shooting it than the tripod, I wanna fire it. ^_~)

04:25 (503) arthurtuxedo: (There's a dial from 1 to 10 that controls the number of bullets it fires at each person before moving on, what do you set the dial at?)

04:26 (509) Enrique: (3)

04:26 (495) Jack: (I want a dial that goes to 11)

04:26 (490) Steve: (Well, see, it's one more, isn't it?)

04:27 (503) arthurtuxedo: Okay. The .50 cal opens up on the bastards. MG grade ammo is only so accurate, so about 1 out of 3 shots miss, but each target gets 2 .50 cal rounds. 3 bandits go down in the first 3 bursts.

04:27 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

04:28 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 750 meters

04:28 (495) Jack: (still aiming!)

04:28 ** (490) Steve walks the stream. [1d10+15+8] -> [3,15,8] = (26) **

04:30 (509) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [5,13,10] = (28)

04:30 (509) Enrique: (roar!)

04:30 (503) arthurtuxedo: The M2 continues firing, 3 more go down. They run, they take cover, it doesn't seem to matter. The tripod corrects for movement, fires through cover or at exposed body parts.

04:31 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Your DF from the distance alone is +30, Steve. Maybe if I had rules yet for machinegun beaten zones, but I don't right now, so you're not going to hit anything)

04:31 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 3

04:31 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 725 meters

04:31 (495) Jack: (still not in range, so... aiming)

04:32 (503) arthurtuxedo: The M2 keeps firing, 3 more hit the dirt.

04:32 (509) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [9,13,10] = (32)

04:32 (503) arthurtuxedo: (You don't need to make attack rolls, you could even start shooting with a different weapon now if you wanted to)

04:32 (509) Enrique: (O.O! sweet.)

04:33 (495) Jack: (arr, me pretty!)

04:33 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 4

04:33 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 700 meters, 3 more bodies.

04:33 ** (509) Enrique allowed himself a grim smile as the mechanical contraption did its work, the roar of the firing muted beneath the capabilities of his earbuds. He ducked inside the hummer for a moment, clutching for his PSG-1 before he re-emerged. The rifle brought to firing position as he began to track an unlucky soul. **

04:34 (495) Jack: (how much have I added to my AT by waiting 2 rounds? 2?)

04:34 (503) arthurtuxedo: (2, yes)

04:34 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 5

04:35 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 675 meters, 3 more bodies (15 down in total)

04:35 ** (495) Jack launches a standard grenade at the nearest vehicle. **

04:35 (495) Jack: [1d10+20+8+2] -> [9,20,8,2] = (39)

04:35 (495) Jack: (29 bodies remain to be obliterated)

04:35 (503) arthurtuxedo: (What's the +8?)

04:36 (495) Jack: (aptitude?)

04:36 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Should be +5 for coordination)

04:36 (495) Jack: [1d10+20+5+2] -> [8,20,5,2] = (35)

04:37 (503) arthurtuxedo: Jack lobs a grenade, but it lands short. Still out of the max range of 600 meters.

04:37 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 6

04:37 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 650 meters, 18 bodies

04:37 (503) arthurtuxedo: Enrique is set up and ready to fire

04:38 (495) Jack: (well, there go my high rolls for the day, folks!)

04:38 (495) Jack: (I go back to aiming)

04:38 (490) Steve: (how many RPGers left? Any?)

04:38 (509) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [6,13,10] = (29)

04:38 (509) Enrique: (killing an rpger if any left, if not, driver.)

04:38 (509) Enrique: (assuming I hit of course)

04:39 (503) arthurtuxedo: (That's a hit, severity time)

04:40 (401) Matt: ((Well, I gotta get going folks, feel free to keep going without me :) ))

04:41 (490) Steve: (alright, see ya)

04:41 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Okay, nothing major should happen in your absence. We're about to wrap up as soon as these losers are dead.)

04:41 (509) Enrique: (aooo. ciao ciao man. *note: D is back, may bail shortly myself.)

04:42 (401) Matt: Disconnecting from server...

04:42 (401) Matt (exit): 16:42

04:42 (503) arthurtuxedo: Enrique shoots an RPG carrier through the chest, and he slumps over.

04:42 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 7

04:42 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 625 meters, 22 left (10 SMG, 6 RPG, 6 M16)

04:42 (490) Steve: (my DF from range is now 25, right? What's total DF?)

04:42 (495) Jack: (aiming, still yet again)

04:43 (503) arthurtuxedo: Simon leans out with his SAW and opens fire. It's a lot of distance for the lowly .223 rounds, but he manages to land 2 hits on a guy, who falls face down in the dirt.

04:43 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Whoops, I said his and he. Replace with its and it)

04:44 (503) arthurtuxedo: DF = [15 + 25 + 5] -> 45

04:44 (490) Steve: (ok, I'll wait)

04:45 (509) Enrique: (reaquiring and aiming.)

04:45 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 8

04:45 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 600 meters, 18 left (8 SMG, 5 RPG, 5 M16)

04:45 ** (495) Jack launches another standard grenade at the nearest vehicle. **

04:45 (495) Jack: [1d10+20+5+2] -> [3,20,5,2] = (30)

04:46 (503) arthurtuxedo: Simon fires another burst. 3 bullets hit. RPG carrier dies.

04:47 (503) arthurtuxedo: [1d4 * 10 * 24] -> 720

04:48 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Hmm, that formula needs to be worked on. Says Jack's shot missed by 720 meters, well let's just say this...)

04:48 (503) arthurtuxedo: Jack's grenade misses the target by a large margin

04:49 (495) Jack: (see why I don't get involved in firefights?)

04:49 (495) Jack: [1d4*10*24] -> 960

04:49 (509) Enrique: (*patpats Jack*)

04:50 (509) Enrique: [1d10+13+10] -> [7,13,10] = (30)

04:50 (509) Enrique: (for the next time I get to shoot at some pendejo0

04:50 (503) arthurtuxedo: Another RPG carrier goes down to Enrique's rifle

04:50 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 9

04:51 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 575 meters. 13 left (7 SMG, 2 RPG, 4 M16)

04:51 (509) Enrique: (and unfortunately gentlemen, I have to bail. my brother got back, and I have been hogging the puter. *huggles and wuvs all* it was fun! and now that I am in gold...tee hee, I can chat with penny. *hmmm* penny smell. ^_~)

04:51 (509) Enrique: (ciao ciao dahlings!)

04:51 (495) Jack: (please let me hit something.)

04:51 (495) Jack: [1d10+20+5] -> [8,20,5] = (33)

04:51 (509) Enrique: Disconnecting from server...

04:51 (509) Enrique (exit): 16:51

04:51 (503) arthurtuxedo: By now they are attempting to bail. They run in every which direction. The RPG carriers let loose their rockets in a panic, but don't even come close to their mark.

04:51 (495) Jack: (I've never been so disturbed in my life.)

04:51 (490) Steve: (fucking cockknockers)

04:52 (496) Penny: He has a really large cock.

04:52 (496) Penny (exit): 16:52

04:52 (490) Steve: (my rifle must taste blood! BLOOD!!!)

04:52 (495) Jack: (Well, there are the beans behind us, you know.

04:52 (503) arthurtuxedo: The pursuers from behind break off their pursuit.

04:52 (495) Jack: (You could always shoot simon)

04:52 (490) Steve: (Goddamn son of a bitch)

04:53 ** (490) Steve (opens fire on Simon) **

04:53 (495) Jack: 8D

04:53 (503) arthurtuxedo: Jack lobs another grenade, but the 600 meter range indicates the longest you can possibly lob a grenade, not a practical number. You might be able to hit a large building at that range if you were good. The grenade goes off when it hits the side of a hill.

04:55 (503) arthurtuxedo: Simon splits his fire, shooting 2 people, as the tripod continues pounding away mercilessly. Enrique takes out the last of the RPG guys.

04:55 (503) arthurtuxedo: Round 10

04:56 (495) Jack: (They're still running away?)

04:56 (503) arthurtuxedo: Distance 550 meters. 7 left (4 SMG, 3 M16)

04:56 (503) arthurtuxedo: (Yep)

04:56 ** (495) Penny keeps driving ahead. **

04:56 (495) Jack: (Well, seeing as I haven't hit shit yet. I'm going to stop.)

04:57 (503) arthurtuxedo: Enrique, being a human capable of sympathy, stops firing at the poor bastards as they run. Simon and the tripod do not have that emotion, and continue firing. Soon, they are all dead.

04:57 (490) Steve: (And here I was thinking that was going to be hard.)

04:58 (503) arthurtuxedo: (It was just a shooting gallery to get you guys used to the capabilities of your new toys and new companion)

04:59 (495) Jack: (we hates him, just not as much)

04:59 (503) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 24 * * *

01:27 (2581) arthurtuxedo: * * * Start Session 25 * * *

01:28 ** (2587) Penny (flips a switch and Adam... or whatever the android's name is.... kills everyone.) **

01:29 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The group has left the Polaris prototype facility behind, where they lost a companion under mysterious circumstances, but gained a new one. The new companion is a robot that calls itself Simon, and communicates wirelessly with Polaris Test Phase. It is currently unknown to what degree Polaris TP influences Simon, but its combat capabilities are deadly, as some bandits recently found out.

01:30 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The endless rocky desert of Arizona doesn't provide much scenery to drive through, but the group stays alert for ambush. Los Angeles is a few hours away.

01:30 (2591) Matt: ((Where's River, Simon?)) ((Alternative: Well, you know my name is Simon, and I like to kill the Living...))

01:31 (2579) Steve: (Simon says you die now)

01:31 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon sits there, deactivated, staring straight ahead.

01:31 (2579) Steve: (wasn't there a button to activate Simon?)

01:32 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, he also activated when the bandits hailed the group over the radio. It took him about 5 seconds to "wake up")

01:32 (2586) Jack: (yes? I remember something being mentioned.)

01:33 (2586) Jack: (Though, like in Airplane! I don't think you'll like how you have to wake him up.)

01:33 ** (2579) Steve presses Simon's activation button and waits for him to wake up. "Simon, is there any way to put you into sleep mode or deactivate you manually?" **

01:33 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

01:35 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon responds in a monotone voice. "I will deactivate if my radio communication eqiupment is destroyed, or if behavior dictation circuits are damaged. I can also be deactivated by Polaris Test Phase at any time. There is no external button for deactivation."

01:36 (2579) Steve: "Ok." That's just fantastic, Steve thinks to himself.

01:37 ** (2583) Enrique leaned back against his seat a bit more, his hands holding various cleaning implements as he worked on cleaning his M82A1. It was a ritual of sorts. A man that did not take care of his weapons in the situations they were in was not someone that was going to live long. He had adjusted somewhat to his change in scenery, the humvee around him was all but identical to the other and yet there were differences. He did not miss Steve and Matt persay, but he admitted that he felt a bit more ackward now than he had then. Penny was closer here, he could pick out her scent at times over the other lesser smells in the car. it reminded him of their time together although he refused to overly dwell on that. Yes, Penny was here. Jack was a bit of a problem. He did not believe that Jack liked him, perhaps he had his own designs on Penny or maybe he did not believe he was up to her standards. Whatever the reason, there was an undercurrent of tension between both men. Personally, he was ambivalent about Jack. As long as he pulled his weight, there would be no conflict between them. No, his primary concern revolved around the infernal contraption that had taken his place back in the other vehicle. That machine was capable and deadly, and its loyalties were not well known or even understood. He frowned, his attention returning to his task as he concentrated on his cleaning duty. What was going to be, would be. No need worrying over it... **

01:37 (2581) arthurtuxedo: "Is there anything else you needed?"

01:37 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon asks Steve.

01:38 (2586) Jack: (reading)

01:38 (2579) Steve: "No, that's it. You can go back into standby."

01:39 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon deactivates without responding.

01:39 (2587) Penny: Seemingly out of nowhere, Penny says, "I don't trust it."

01:40 (2579) Steve: @R "Simon can't be deactivated manually, only if its comm equipment is destroyed, its behavior circuits are damaged, or Polaris feels like shutting it down."

01:41 (2586) Jack: @R I knew there was a reason I felt safer when that things was in front of me.

01:41 (2591) Matt: @R "Keep in mind, it does need fuel to continue funtion, just like we need food."

01:42 (2579) Steve: @R "That's a good point, but I don't want to wait until it runs out of fuel if it decides we're enemy targets."

01:43 (2583) Enrique: "I don't think any one of us trusts it." The voice was soft and reflective. They all knew that the machines had killed Ben. What the hell had he seen? What the fuck had he known? Whatever, it had been. He had taken the secrets to his grave. "But I think we all have to admit that we need to use whatever tools we can. Its a risk." He rolled his shoulders, his eyes sliding slowly over his rifle before he grunted and placed it aside. The cleaning kit packed neatly before being placed aside. "without risk there can be no rewards. I just hope this risk pulls through." He had no intention on dying...and there was something about that...thing that made him uneasy.

01:45 ** (2579) Steve goes silent and returns to scanning the desert for anything out of the ordinary. **

01:48 ** (2587) Penny glances back at Enrique. That isn't what will kill us. It's a puppet and it dances to a tune like good puppets do. Penny couldn't make anyone understand that her distrust comes from it looking like a man when it's only a clock. "Tick, tock. Tick tock," Penny says. **

01:48 (2579) Steve: (You shut that crazy mouth, girl)

01:49 (2591) Matt: (This girl is damaging my calm!)

01:49 (2586) Jack: 8D

01:53 (2583) Enrique: His eyes lingered on her face as she glanced back towards him. She had something on her mind, her body language suggested it but no thoughts or words came through. for a moment, a fraction of a second he considered what it would be like to be intimate with someone like her. He nearly blushed, but did not. There was no guarantee that it would ever happen, he had admitted that to himself long ago. Still, it was a pleasant thought to mull around. Her words met with a blink and a slight arching of his eyebrows. Penny had her insights, was she suggesting that their companion was a bomb waiting to explode? if so, did she mean a bomb in the literal sense or in another darker manner? The thoughts swirled around his head until he forced them to stop. He had to deal with what he could affect, he could only hope that Matt and Steve did not drop the ball...

01:54 (2586) Jack: (r)

01:58 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The hours pass ponderously, but eventually the group starts to see other vehicles on the road, and pass collections of trailers and tents. Eventually, there a few houses, and the there are several other vehicles in sight at any given time. There is no "Welcome to L.A.", no sudden appearance of big buildings, just a slow and gradual increase in people and traffic, with more and more trailers, tents, and eventually houses on the side of the road. The group starts to pass motels, diners, and gas stations, until eventually there are people and buildings everywhere, with heavy traffic driving mostly old rustbuckets on ill-maintained roads.

01:59 ** (2579) Steve (opens fire on the nearest trailer park) **

01:59 (2586) Jack: It's a lot less Romero-y out here than I thought.

02:00 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The group crests a hill, and sees that the city stretches for miles around. There is no real downtown, but there are a few obvious commercial hubs scattered about. There aren't any skyscrapers or buildings more than 5 or so stories, but the city seems to stretch on endlessly. The population of the greater L.A. area was about 12 million before the war, and it's got to be more than half that now. It makes New York seem small and underpopulated. There is no zoning, and no visible police officers. Ordinary people walk to work with visible firearms showing. It is totally unclear who is in charge here. About half the people seem to be speaking in English and the other half in Spanish.

02:01 (2581) arthurtuxedo: It is about 6 PM, and the sun is starting to go down. It will be dark before the next hour is through.

02:02 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The fuel gages are almost empty on both trucks.

02:03 ** (2583) Enrique did not spend the entire trip pondering how and when their guest would decide to turn on them. After having taken care of his responsability to his weapons, he settled to grab a bite to eat and then caught a nap. It would not help him much to be exhausted if a fire fight seemed to be imminent. His eyes slid open well in advance of their arrival into the outskirts of civilization. Although the moment his eyes caught sight of the increasing appearance of people and traffic he smiled slightly. Civilization at last, that was both good and bad. His right arm moved and moments later, his PSG-1 was within reach. Old habits died hard. Los Angeles stretched before them, his eyes sliding to the left and right as he sought to take in all the sights and commit them to memory. "doesn't look like I expected either." He had never been to the west coast before. He was in unknown territory... **

02:03 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (A group of black men drive by in a 70's Cadillac, yell "Grove Street for life!" and throw a molotov cocktail at the group)

02:03 (2581) arthurtuxedo: ( :) )

02:03 (2579) Steve: (That's the way they do things, Los Santos style)

02:04 (2591) Matt: ((Let's play by bankok rules))

02:04 (2579) Steve: (hehe)

02:05 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (One night in Bangkok make a tough man tumble down some stairs)

02:06 ** (2579) Steve stands straighter in the nest, and swivels the M60 to point at anyone who comes too close for comfort. **

02:06 (2591) Matt: Matt looked on at the city, sighing softly to himself. He had hoped for some sort of bastion of civilization, but in reality, he knew it was too much to ask for. He kept driving, knowing that they had to find some place to fuel up and spend the night.

02:07 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon powers on as the group drives into town and grabs the Para SAW, holding it ready. "I scan dozens of potential hostiles," it informs Matt and Steve.

02:09 (2579) Steve: "When they become hostile, you go ahead and open fire. We don't bother with potentials."

02:10 ** (2583) Enrique considered for a moment before moving into his usual position. Penny was driving, Jack was breathing. Someone had to take care of looking mean and taking point. A moment later, he was sliding into his position behind the weapon of choice which the humvee mounted. **

02:12 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Some drunkard throws a beer bottle at the lead hummer. In response, Simon cracks open the window and gets ready to unload on him.

02:12 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (You just going to let him waste the guy?)

02:13 (2579) Steve: (we notice Simon drawing a bead on him?)

02:13 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (You notice when he opens the window, yes.)

02:13 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Sorry, when it opens the window)

02:14 (2591) Matt: "Simon, we only need to respond to lethal force."

02:14 (2583) Enrique: (Simon: don't tell me what to do Meatbag. That bottle could have killed someone if it had landed on their head. surely that is lethal force?)

02:14 (2579) Steve: ("Does not compute." Simon wastes the hobo.)

02:15 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon stops. "Understood." It rolls the window back up. The drunk staggers on, not knowing that he just had a brush with death.

02:16 (2581) arthurtuxedo: After getting gas, the group finds a decent looking motel as the sun is going down. The manager fills out paperwork to check everyone in, and asks "So, where you guys headed, then?"

02:17 (2586) Jack: (Chicago.)

02:17 (2579) Steve: (Nicaragua)

02:17 (2591) Matt: ((San Fransisco. Heard someone struck gold out that way))

02:18 (2591) Matt: ((Los Alamos is NW of here, right?))

02:19 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Simon's been active for about 2 hours now. He needs to refuel every 12 hours that he's activated.)

02:19 (2579) Steve: (Fuck Simon. It can starve)

02:19 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Don't know. I'm from Nor Cal, don't know that area very well)

02:20 (2579) Steve: (Say we're headed to the beach. We heard the best beaches were in LA)

02:22 (2591) Matt: "Headed to a party. Heard all the best ones are out this way," he winks, a sly smile on his face. "Know any around here?"

02:22 (2586) Jack: (yes, Los Alamos is nw of LA)

02:22 (2581) arthurtuxedo: "Hey, I wish, buddy. Between the misses and two kids, I don't got the time." He laughs. "Well, here you go." He hands everyone their keys.

02:24 (2591) Matt: "Okay, thanks man. Have a good night," he takes the keys and heads to the rooms with everyone else.

02:24 whispering to arthurtuxedo, Aptitude check. [1d10 + 8] -> [2,8] = (10) [1d10 + 8] -> [10,8] = (18) [1d10 + 6] -> [5,6] = (11) [1d10 + 4] -> [1,4] = (5) [1d10+4] -> [7,4] = (11)

02:25 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Who guards the hummers?)

02:25 (2586) Jack: (Ben, of course.)

02:25 (2579) Steve: (lol)

02:25 (2586) Jack: (We did bring him along, right? Just prop him up somewhere.)

02:25 whispering to Jack, It occurs to Jack that if Simon were made to guard the hummers, it would run his fuel down to almost nothing.

02:26 (2591) Matt: (lol)

02:26 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Weekend at Deathstalkers'!)

02:26 (2591) Matt: (I recommend a three shift system, split between Enrique, Steve, and Jack)

02:26 (2579) Steve: (works for me)

02:27 (2586) Jack: (right. that damnable manbot can rot in a corner)

02:28 (2583) Enrique: (sounds about right to me.)

02:28 (2579) Steve: (well, it might shoot a bum that shambled over and took a whizz near the hummers)

02:29 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Group wakes up to find dozens of bodies outside in the parking lot)

02:29 (2586) Jack: (8D)

02:29 (2586) Jack: (So, who guards first? I'll do it if no one else wants to.)

02:29 (2583) Enrique: (lol)

02:29 (2583) Enrique: (so, who is taking first shift?)

02:29 (2579) Steve: (not it)

02:31 whispering to arthurtuxedo, [1d10] -> [6] = (6) 1-2 = Nothing happens, 3-5 = Minor encounter, 6-8 = Small group of gangers demand tribute, 9-10 = Large group of gangers try to forcibly take hummers.

02:31 (2586) Jack: (looks like Jack is up to bat, then.)

02:31 whispering to arthurtuxedo, Happens on shift #[1d3] -> [1] = (1)

02:31 (2583) Enrique: (make me proud jack)

02:32 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon goes into its room and presumably stands there on the carpet, deactivated. Jack watches the hummers, outside.

02:33 (2586) Jack: (Jack has on him the M4 with grenade launcher)

02:33 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The city seems to pretty much shut down after dark for respectable people. Only drunks, junkies, gangsters, and in some neighborhoods, vigilantes roam around at night.

02:34 (2586) Jack: (I know it's not in my inventory, but I swear I've traded the ak into tradeable stock for it.)

02:34 (2579) Steve: (yeah, I think I remember you saying that)

02:35 (2586) Jack: (I thought I had noted it in the character sheet, but aparently not. A mistake I will rectify post-haste!)

02:36 (2581) arthurtuxedo: 45 minutes before the end of Jack's shift. [1d6+6] -> [6,6] = (12) members of a youth gang wander down the street, with liquor and visible weapons. As soon as they arrive on the block, they start vandalizing cars, knocking over trash cans, and taking pot shots at stray dogs and cats.

02:37 (2586) Jack: @R (quietly) If anyone is listening, there may be an event soon.

02:37 (2579) Steve: (From the chat log: Jack digs around in the trailer a moment. He places his trusty MP-5 in the sell/trade/barter locker and arms himself instead an M4 with the M203 attachment.)

02:37 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [3] = (3) carry semi-automatic pistols, [1d4] -> [1] = (1) carry revolvers

02:38 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [3] = (3) carry shotguns, [1d4] -> [1] = (1) carry SMGs

02:38 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [3] = (3) carry blunt objects, and the rest carry AKs

02:39 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (So that's 3 pistols, 1 revolver, 3 shotguns, 1 SMG, 3 baseball bats, and 1 AK)

02:39 ** (2583) Enrique spent a moment letting his eyes slide over the motel before he shrugged and began packing what he planned on taking with him to his room. He grunted slightly as he moved into the room, placing that which he brought within on a corner before the door was locked and he looked around. It was little enough, tidy if nothing spectacular. He was certain that he did not want to try and use a black light however, somethings were best not known. He walked towards the bathroom and peered inside, surprised that his worst fears were not immediately realized. He slipped into the bathroom with his pistol handy just in case, before he grabbed a quick shower. ten or so minutes after he had arrived in the room, he was showered and redressed, his mind contemplating what was to be done. Jack probably had the situation outside under control. His thoughts turned to Penny for a moment as he laid back on his bed which was far too firm for his taste. Should he pay Penny a visit? He had not really talked with her in quite a while and yet, something was holding him back. He took a deep breath and held it, considering silently for a moment when his radio clicked and Jack's words carried through. He blinked, his eyes sliding to his left wrist. thirty minutes? he had spent thirty minutes thinking about Penny and wether he should go to her or not? He groaned softly, sitting up on the bed and walking towards his bags. He was already wearing the chameleon armor, his PSG-1 sang to him as he touched it. Moments later, he was leaving his room and locking the door. He had seen a way to the roof, he headed there at a brisk pace. **

02:40 (2583) Enrique: (lets see what you can do Jack. you are a badass shot. time to prove it!)

02:40 (2583) Enrique: (:P)

02:41 (2579) Steve: (how long is each shift? 2 hours? 2 and a half?)

02:41 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Enrique goes up the stairs and finds the door to the roof locked. Should be easy enough to get it open, but the lockpicks are back in the room.

02:42 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Meanwhile, the gangsters notice the hummers. "Oh shiiiiiit, bitch! We gots to have those!" They walk excitedly toward the hummers. They are about 40 meters distant.

02:43 (2579) Steve: (poor dumb bastards)

02:43 (2586) Jack: One more step and you're all dead. (are they in a bunch or spread out?)

02:43 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Mostly bunched up)

02:44 (2586) Jack: (spoken loud enough to hear but not yelled in a panicy voice (like a girl)

02:44 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Each shift is 2 hours and a half)

02:44 (2581) arthurtuxedo: They keep coming. "Try and stop us, biatch!"

02:44 ** (2579) Steve snores peacefully in his motel sheets. The whispered warning from Jack goes unheard. **

02:44 ** (2583) Enrique reached the door to the roof and sighed softly as he found it locked. Well shit, he considered for a moment going back for the tools before he blinked. He had the tools right now. His PSG-1 was brought to alignment, its armor piercing round should do the trick. He tried to shoot through the lock, the silenced report of the rifle somewhat muffled but still echoing eerily somewhat down the stairway. **

02:45 ** (2586) Jack fires a regular 40mm grenade at the advancing thugs. [1d10+25] -> [5,25] = (30) **

02:45 (2591) Matt: ((lol))

02:45 (2583) Enrique: (warning shots, Jack style.)

02:46 (2586) Jack: (Hey, I did warn them.)

02:46 (2579) Steve: (he already warned them. Their fault they didn't listen)

02:47 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The grenade catches [1d4 + 2] -> [3,2] = (5) of them within its kill radius, and the rest in the threat radius

02:47 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [6 * 3d4] -> 36

02:47 (2583) Enrique: (hmm, anybody want some meatballs after this?)

02:47 (2583) Enrique: (Jack is cooking with bricks of C4)

02:47 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [3d4] -> [3,1,1] = (5)

02:48 (2586) Jack: (roast beast)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [3d4] -> [3,3,2] = (8)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [3d4] -> [3,1,4] = (8)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [3d4] -> [2,2,3] = (7)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [3d4] -> [3,2,2] = (7)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [1] = (1)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [4] = (4)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [2] = (2)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [4] = (4)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [3] = (3)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [2] = (2)

02:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d4] -> [4] = (4)

02:48 (2583) Enrique: (is that how many pieces are left? O.O)

02:48 (2579) Steve: (that's damage)

02:48 (2583) Enrique: (aaah. *blushies*)

02:49 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Lesse, 4 pieces of shrapnel equals a kill. 1 = wounded state, 2 = critical state)

02:50 (2579) Steve: (what's a 3? Also critical?)

02:50 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Every gangster within 5 meters of the center is shredded instantly, and many of the others also drop from head and neck wounds. Of the 4 left alive, 3 are critically injured.

02:50 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (3 is also critical)

02:51 (2579) Steve: ('nade0wned. Got 8 of em with one blast. Dipshits)

02:51 (2583) Enrique: (heh. /clap)

02:51 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The death cries all go up at the same time, and there's a brief whirlwind of blood and severed extremeties, before the bodies drop and a large, growing stream of blood flows toward the drainage gates.

02:52 (2579) Steve: (meh)

02:52 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Of the ones left alive, the one with the AK is the least injured. Of the others, 2 have pistols, and 1 has a shotgun.

02:53 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The AK-wielder takes cover behind a car. One of the pistol wielders joins him. The shotgun guy just stands dumstruck and wounded, and the pistol guy returns fire.

02:54 ** (2579) Steve thrashes in his bed, but just rolls over and continues snoring. **

02:54 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d10 + 1d8 + 5 - 15 - 5 - 10] -> [2,7,5,-15,-5,-10] = (-16)

02:55 (2586) Jack: (Am I a lion? I don't think of myself as a lion. But I have a mighty roar.)

02:55 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The man's hand shakes violently, a small piece of shrapnel embedded in his wrist. At this distance, his shots don't even come close.

02:56 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Enrique reaches the roof.

02:56 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Round 2

02:56 (2586) Jack: (well, since the other two are cowards...)

02:57 ** (2586) Jack turns slightly and dispatches the man with a pistol, stupidly standing in the street. [1d10+25] -> [1,25] = (26) **

02:57 (2586) Jack: (mother fuckin 1)

02:58 (2581) arthurtuxedo: DF = [15 + 10] -> 25

02:58 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The bullet misses by an inch.

02:58 (2583) Enrique: It was amazing how many doors a rifle could open. The roof was finally accessible and he took a step through the threshold when a crescendo of sounds rose to greet him. He blinked, the hairs on the back of his neck standing on end. What the fuck? He immediately bent down and crept towards the edge of the roof. That had sounded like the death cries of several people. The thought that one of the sounds had been Jack was out of the question and yet...would that not simplify the Penny situation? Without Jack he could. He frowned and killed the thought right then and there. He had to get a good look at what was going on. Only then he could decide if and how to intervene.

02:59 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (By the way, for all your "stupidly standing in the street" comment, you haven't taken cover yet either)

02:59 (2586) Jack: (for brevity, while shooting at this moron, I'll just roll d10)

02:59 (2579) Steve: (haha, GMowned)

02:59 (2586) Jack: (I'm allowed a double standard. I just decimated a gang.)

03:00 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The pistol guy keeps firing, as the other two take careful aim. The shotgun guy starts running away. [1d10 + 12 + 2 - 15 - 5 - 10] -> [9,12,2,-15,-5,-10] = (-7)

03:01 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Enrique is now considered to be in cover and appraised of the situation.

03:01 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Round 3

03:02 (2586) Jack: [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

03:02 (2586) Jack: (final attempt at the guy stupidly standing in the street. like me!)

03:02 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Was that one shot, a double tap, a 3 shot burst, or full auto?)

03:02 ** (2579) Steve throws back the sheets and shambles to the bathroom to relieve himself. **

03:03 (2586) Jack: (one shot)

03:03 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Steve sits up, pulls back the cover on his impressive row of weapons, then rolls over and uses it as a blanket)

03:03 (2579) Steve: (yah)

03:03 (2581) arthurtuxedo: 1d10 for gen. location

03:03 (2586) Jack: [1d10] -> [5] = (5)

03:03 (2586) Jack: [1d10] -> [9] = (9)

03:04 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Abdomen, solar plexis.

03:04 (2586) Jack: (again! dammit)

03:05 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Jack puts a round just below the man's ribs. He inhales his breath sharply, and when he exhales, a large amount of blood comes out of his mouth. He drops.

03:06 (2586) Jack: (w00t! ::gets shot in the head:: d'oh!)

03:06 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The other two fire at Jack. Pistol guy first [1d10 + 1d8 + 8 - 15 - 8 - 5] -> [4,7,8,-15,-8,-5] = (-9)

03:06 ** (2583) Enrique smiled grimly at what he saw, his location in the roof granting him a beautiful view of the carnage that Jack had apparently caused. This certainly raised his estimation that Jack was certainly a potential problem, but he was an ally as well. Besides, he did not want to see Penny crying and Jack's passing would certainly cause that. His rifle was prepared and braced, his eyes coming to rest on the targets. One of them was in shock, firing without prurpose. The other two were taking aim, these were the potential problems. jack fired, and a target went down. Well shit, Jack had done so much already maybe he should leave the glory to him. He considered that course of action for a moment, but Jack was exposed and a lucky shot could still reach him. Shit, better to do what he could. His rifle aligned itself with one of the careful ones, the trigger squeezed gently. He rewarded the careful ones... **

03:06 (2583) Enrique: [1d10+14+10] -> [9,14,10] = (33)

03:06 (2583) Enrique: (^_^!)

03:07 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (This round to bring up the scope, shot will happen next round)

03:08 (2583) Enrique: (kk)

03:08 (2581) arthurtuxedo: AK guy next [1d10 + 16 - 15 - 5 - 2] -> [7,16,-15,-5,-2] = (1)

03:08 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [2] = (2) [1d10] -> [2] = (2) [1d10] -> [6] = (6)

03:08 (2581) arthurtuxedo: 2 hits to the right leg

03:08 Server Administrator-> Kicking '(2579) Steve' from server... Removing dead client

03:08 (2579) Steve (exit): 15:08

03:09 (2586) Jack: O_o

03:09 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [6] = (6) [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

03:10 (2586) Jack: (looks like he got forceably restarted or something0

03:10 (2586) Jack: )

03:12 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Lesse, 15 damage and 2 penetration vs 20 armor = no penetration. Jack feels a lot of pain in his hip and his thigh, but it is clear almost immediately that this is just the unavoidable consequence of getting hit with that much force, and the rounds did not penetrate. Still, there will be two nasty bruises, and Jack might walk funny for a few hours.

03:13 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Good thing it didn't penetration, too, because that second shot hit right where the aorta was)

03:13 (2583) Enrique: (o.O!)

03:13 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Round 4

03:13 (2586) Jack: (tee hee!)

03:14 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Heath says he'll be back in about 20 mins)

03:14 (2586) Jack: (I've been shot! /eddie murphy as buckwheat)

03:14 ** (2586) Jack looks around for suitable cover, say, one of the humvees for example. **

03:16 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Jack dives behind cover, heavily favoring his hurt leg, before the next volley of lead can hit him.

03:16 (2586) Jack: 8D

03:17 (2587) Penny: (dumbass)

03:18 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d2] -> [2] = (2) 1 = Enrique shoots at the pistol guy, 2 = shoots at the AK guy

03:18 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Roll 1d10 for general location

03:18 (2583) Enrique: [1d10] -> [8] = (8)

03:18 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Torso, 1d10 for specific location

03:18 (2583) Enrique: [1d10] -> [2] = (2)

03:19 (2581) arthurtuxedo: General torso shot.

03:19 (2581) arthurtuxedo: 20 damage and 13 penetration vs unarmored target means 7 damage, which will downgrade his state to critical.

03:20 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The 7.62 NATO round goes through the man's chest and comes out his back, making two neat little holes. It doesn't appear to have hit a vital spot, but the man is badly hurt.

03:21 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Both men fire at Jack, but only hit the armored hummer, causing it no damage.

03:21 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Round 5

03:21 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon shows up at one of the windows with the Para SAW.

03:21 ** (2583) Enrique there was a downside for assuming that every target you were going to go up against was going to be wearing protection. In those rare times when you found an idiot, they tended to not die right away. His round hit the target dead on, but human flesh could not stop its fury. The target was still alive and he frowned. Well, he would not remain alive for long. He remained unmoving, trusting his vantage point and armor to keep him safe as he prepared another shot. **

03:22 (2583) Enrique: (Simon says bleed! o.O)

03:22 ** (2586) Jack peeks out from behind cover, taking aim at one of the gangers if he can otherwise waiting for an opportunity to shoot at them. **

03:24 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Jack peaks as little of his head out as he can, aiming at one of the two men. The two men, now alerted to Enrique's presence, go down lower to the ground so that he cannot shoot them in the chest without going through the car.

03:25 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (This means any shot other than a head shot will hit the car, so you might want to call your shots)

03:25 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Enrique reacquires his target.

03:25 (2583) Enrique: (sure thing. ^_^!)

03:25 (2586) Jack: (8D)

03:25 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Round 6

03:25 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Enrique and Jack both have taken aim now.

03:25 ** (2586) Jack fires another regular 40mm grenade at the car. [1d10+25] -> [7,25] = (32) **

03:26 (2586) Jack: (yes, that's right. I'm blowing up the car.)

03:26 ** (2583) Enrique smiled. Ah, so they thought they were being clever. Well, he could be clever too. The barrel shifted slightly, his left eye closing as he lined up his target and then squeezed the trigger. Surprise Asshole! **

03:26 (2583) Enrique: [1d10+14+10] -> [7,14,10] = (31)

03:27 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The grenade hits the driver's door. If it were a high explosive grenade, it probably would have killed them both, but being a frag grenade, the shards simply lodge themselves into the car, ruining the paint job and bodywork, and probably destroying fuel lines and such.

03:28 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (What type of called shot is that? You've got your general head shot, where you stilll roll for specific place, or you can call a specific place)

03:30 (2583) Enrique: (well assuming that they are not wearing helmets, it doesn't overly matter. if you would prefer for some specific target, I can do that.)

03:30 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Okay, we'll do general head. Roll 1d20)

03:30 (2583) Enrique: [1d20] -> [11] = (11)

03:31 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Not very lucky. Hit him in the ear)

03:32 (2583) Enrique: (*shrug*)

03:32 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The bullet hits the man's left ear, and it falls off, onto the ground. Blood sprays the car, and he howls in pain.

03:32 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon fires at the pistol guy's head.

03:32 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d20] -> [11] = (11)

03:33 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

03:33 (2586) Jack: (HA HA HA HA HA HA!)

03:33 (2583) Enrique: (*shakes his head*)

03:33 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The pistol man's left ear also comes off onto the ground.

03:33 (2583) Enrique: (anything you can do I can do better.0

03:33 (2583) Enrique: (~_~; screw u simon!)

03:33 (2586) Jack: (I can do anything better than you.)

03:33 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Round 7

03:34 (2586) Jack: (guess I'll call a head shot, while I'm at it.) [1d10+25] -> [5,25] = (30)

03:34 (2586) Jack: [1d20] -> [10] = (10)

03:34 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The running shotgun carrier is near the end of the block, ready to run out of sight.

03:34 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Enrique reacquires his target in the scope.

03:35 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Jack's bullet hits the man in the nose.

03:35 ** (2583) Enrique could not believe that he had hit an ear. Still, maybe that had been his intention all along? He was toying with his target. Yeah, that was it. Well, time to end this dance. His barrel shifted slightly, this time he was aiming for a cranium shot. angled down to make sure the 7.62 round tore through as much grey matter as possible. **

03:35 (2583) Enrique: [1d10+24] -> [3,24] = (27)

03:35 (2624) Steve (enter): 15:35

03:35 (2586) Jack: (you just missed it, dude)

03:36 (2624) Steve: (what? what happened?

03:36 (2586) Jack: (two ear shots in a row)

03:36 (2624) Steve: (omg)

03:36 (2586) Jack: (enrique got the right ear, simon got the left)

03:36 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The bullet hits him square on the nose, sending the olfactory organ in pieces in all different directions. The flesh and cartlidge does little to slow the 5.56 round, which passes through into the man's brain. He drops.

03:36 (2586) Jack: (and I'm dead.)

03:37 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon fires a 3 shot burst at the running shotgun-wielder. [1d10] -> [3] = (3)

03:37 (2624) Steve: (these are still the gangers?)

03:37 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [1] = (1) [1d10] -> [2] = (2) [1d10] -> [10] = (10)

03:37 (2586) Jack: (yep.)

03:37 (2581) arthurtuxedo: [1d10] -> [7] = (7) [1d10] -> [4] = (4) [1d20] -> [13] = (13)

03:37 ** (2624) Steve finishes up his piss, and despite the gunfire in the not-so-distant distance, shambles back to bed. **

03:38 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The first shot hits the man in the left hip, the second in the right foot. As he trips over himself, a third shot hits him in the neck. Blood goes everywhere, and it's hard to imagine him living for long after that

03:39 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Round 8

03:39 Attempting to assign the role of PLAYER to (2624) Steve...

03:40 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Enrique has the pistolier's skull lined up in his sights. Jack still has his sights up, Simon swings his gun around to the aforementioned guy.

03:40 (2586) Jack: (called shot: head [1d10+25] -> [5,25] = (30) [1d20] -> [1] = (1))

03:40 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Simon's roll: (called shot: head) [1d20] -> [19] = (19)

03:41 (2586) Jack: (oh, this is going to be glorious)

03:41 (2583) Enrique: (o.o)

03:41 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Enrique should take his shot, too)

03:41 (2583) Enrique: [1d10+14+10] -> [6,14,10] = (30)

03:41 (2586) Jack: (yes, please!)

03:41 (2583) Enrique: [1d20] -> [11] = (11)

03:41 (2583) Enrique: LOL!

03:42 (2583) Enrique: (he had a third ear)

03:42 (2583) Enrique: (ot something.)

03:42 (2586) Jack: (waits for the gory details) (I'm thinking his head is going to be so much pink mist on the breeze)

03:44 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The three shots happen very fast. First Jack hits the man in the skull, the 5.56 round bursting through his grey matter. A split second later, Enrique puts a 7.62 round through a different part of his skull, wrecking a different, but equally vital part of the man's brain. Gray matter sprays out the back of his head in two different directions, spraying two impressionist paintings onto the wall. Very soon after, Simon puts a round through the man's carotid artery, spraying a ridiculous amount of blood everywhere, but mostly adding more than a dash of red to Jack and Enriques' paintings.

03:44 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (You already called a general head shot, so I ignored the ear thing)

03:44 (2583) Enrique: (aah. ^_^!)

03:44 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The man drops.

03:45 (2581) arthurtuxedo: Without a word, Simon goes back to his room to deactivate.

03:45 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Grr, did it again. Back to *its* room)

03:46 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (I love the hit location system. Why oh why did I ever do away with it?)

03:47 (2624) Steve: (because it gets cumbersome and time consuming in larger battles)

03:47 ** (2583) Enrique surprised himself by flinching as his round and others arrived on target. It was a death unlike any in recent memory. He forced himself to watch as the man's head seemed to dance beneath the impacts and then the body simply dropped. He spent a second or two recovering, the only sound that of his breathing before he regained control of himself. He slid back away from the edge of the roof, standing up near the door he had used to get into the roof in the first place and sliding within. The door was closed behind him, although the locking mechanism was shot to hell. The door was left closed, but unlocked. Moments later he was moving back into his room. He still had some time to kill before it was his turn. He planned on using it wisely. **

03:48 ** (2586) Jack takes a final look around, making sure that no other gangers are waiting. When he's sure there aren't any more, @R "Situation normal. Thanks for the assist." **

03:48 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Well yes, that was the stated reason. But we can simply switch back to the severity system or even a conventional hit point system in those instances)

03:48 ** (2586) Jack limps back into position. **

03:48 (2624) Steve: (did Jack take a bullet?)

03:48 (2586) Jack: (two)

03:48 (2624) Steve: (holy shit. Were you standing in the middle of the street?)

03:48 (2583) Enrique: (no penetration though. the bullets simply teased him. he is still a virgin.)

03:49 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Good thing for that armor of his, because one of them was in the aorta)

03:49 (2586) Jack: (pretty much, yes)

03:49 (2583) Enrique: (yup. cuz he is that leet! ^_~)

03:49 (2624) Steve: (well, I think that finally makes Jack a member of the party. Not only did he kill a bunch of people, but he actually got shot.)

03:49 ** (2586) Jack makes a mental note to TAKE FUCKING COVER, *THEN* start shooting. **

03:50 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Yes, Jack has now learned that the Tensided system is very unkind to those who stand in the open. And just because you greatly outclass somebody doesn't mean they won't get a lucky shot)

03:51 (2586) Jack: (Hey, I work without a net.)

03:51 (2624) Steve: (lucky you're not working without a head)

03:51 (2586) Jack: (I do that too on occassion)

03:51 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The usual crowd of looters descends from their homes to take the weapons, shoes, and flashy jewelery of the gangers.

03:52 (2583) Enrique: (alrightie. I figure I am next on the list? since it would take a 5kt airbust explosion to wake steve. ^_~)

03:52 ** (2587) Penny sticks her head out of the room and hollers out "Are you okay?" **

03:53 ** (2586) Jack looks up and waives, "Great. Just great, except for the being shot part." He deftlly points to the two places where bullets impacted his armor. **

03:54 (2581) arthurtuxedo: As Jack speaks, an ordinary looking man uses a pair of pliers to pull out the gold teeth of one of the gangers.

03:54 ** (2587) Penny shakes her head slightly. Before ducking back into the room she spied Enrique returning from his post on the roof and smiles. **

03:56 (2624) Steve: The motel makes a slight creaking noise and Steve sits bolt upright in bed. "What the..." he mutters. He puts on his pants and peeks out of his room to see what's going on.

03:56 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

03:58 (2624) Steve: Seeing nothing in the hallway, Steve clicks his radio. "All quiet on the Western front, Jack?"

03:58 (2583) Enrique: It was impossible to miss Penny, she seemed to add to any living space she was in at that moment. Her smile was radiant and for a moment, he lost himself in it. He offered a small smile in turn, his eyes sliding towards Jack for a moment before returning to her. The look he shared with her for a moment spoke volumes, Jack had done well, damned well. There was nothing else to be said on that.

03:59 ** (2586) Jack stares at his radio a moment. **

04:00 (2586) Jack: @R Uh, yeah? Now it is.

04:00 (2624) Steve: @R "What happened? I thought I heard something."

04:00 (2586) Jack: It took Jack a moment to do the math on it, but he finally figured out that only Enrique came out to help.

04:01 (2586) Jack: @R Rats. Big fucking rats.

04:01 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (lol)

04:02 (2624) Steve: @R "Seriously? I hate rats. I'll take next shift. I can give you some company for the rest of your shift, if you'd like."

04:02 (2586) Jack: @R Sure, I guess. I'm not much on being vigilant at the moment anyhows.

04:03 (2586) Jack: (I'm getting desperately hungry, just fyi.)

04:03 (2624) Steve: @R "Roger that. Let me get my gear." Steve finishes dressing, dons his armor, and makes sure his new rifle is locked and loaded before heading down to where the Hummers are parked.

04:03 (2581) arthurtuxedo: After a few minutes, some organ harvesters show up in a black van and take away the "donors".

04:04 (2583) Enrique: (jesus. these organ harvesters don't fuck around. O.O)

04:04 (2624) Steve: Steve reaches the vehicles just in time to see the bodies being loaded into the van. "Rats, huh?"

04:05 (2586) Jack: Like I said. Big fucking rats.

04:05 ** (2587) Penny closes the door behind her, clinging tightly to the image of Enrique smiling back at her, even if just slightly. She begins wondering why she was holding either of them at arm's length. Sure, sometimes it was like wading through a river of decay in their minds, but really, was any of it any worse than what she'd already lived through? **

04:05 ** (2624) Steve nods. "Yep. Well. You took care of em, looks like." **

04:06 (2586) Jack: Even I get lucky, hey? Looks like there's an ear or two left if you want it.

04:06 (2581) arthurtuxedo: (Should we end here, or continue?)

04:06 (2624) Steve: (either or)

04:07 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The van stops, and one of the men gets out, runs over to the ruined car, scoops up the ears, and runs back. The van squeals off.

04:07 (2624) Steve: (jesus)

04:07 (2583) Enrique: (river of decay. ;_; its not that bad baby. its the y chromosome is all.)

04:07 (2624) Steve: (that's awful)

04:07 (2586) Jack: (lol)

04:08 (2586) Jack: Well... guess not then.

04:08 (2583) Enrique: (O.O!)

04:08 (2624) Steve: (and besides, Enrique's the latin lover. Steve just wants....companionship)

04:08 (2586) Jack: (Yes, but which of you never kisses on the mouth?)

04:09 (2624) Steve: (hehe)

04:09 (2583) Enrique: (*shifty eyed look*)

04:09 (2586) Jack: O_o

04:09 (2586) Jack: o_O

04:10 (2581) arthurtuxedo: The rest of the night passes without event. The sun rises, and bleaches the dried out blood, adding a few more stains. The group has an early breakfast and gets ready to set out.

04:10 (2581) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 25 * * *

01:55 (786) arthurtuxedo: * * * Start Session 26 * * *

01:56 ** (785) Jack (bitch slaps Penny. YOU STUPID WHORE!) **

01:56 (786) arthurtuxedo: The group passed the rest of the night peacefully, after the profit-seeking vultures had taken the bodies and valuables away.

01:56 (723) Steve: (Steve spent the night exceptionally peacefully)

01:56 (785) Jack: (some more peacefully than others)

01:57 (786) arthurtuxedo: (Who was on third watch?)

01:57 (723) Steve: (Enrique)

01:58 (786) arthurtuxedo: After Enrique's watch ends, and the others get up, he goes to join everyone for the continental breakfast. Simon does not come downstairs.

01:59 ** (785) Jack quietly helps himself to a cheese danish and some coffee. **

01:59 (723) Steve: Steve's alarm goes off, and he quickly smacks the snooze button. He rolls back over, expecting to find Penny. There's nothing more than a rapidly cooling warm spot, however. He dresses quickly, and heads down to the breakfast area.

02:00 ** (785) Jack nods courteously, "Steve." **

02:00 (723) Steve: "'Morning, Jack," Steve says with a smile as he grabs some coffee and biscotti.

02:01 (785) Jack: Sleep well?

02:01 (723) Steve: "Like a log." He continues smiling widely, his large incisors clearly visible.

02:02 (721) Matt: Matt came down, grunting to people as he passed by. Today was a day for a lot of damn coffee. Black. He came to the table with two cups and a smattering of bits of food, clearly set up in such a way to keep his stomach from revolting against the vile black liquid.

02:02 (785) Jack: Good to hear. Did you watch that wild life show about hyenas?

02:03 ** (723) Steve shakes his head. "No, I missed it. I didn't even turn on the television last night. Was it good?" **

02:03 (785) Jack: It was alright, I guess. Talked about their mating rituals.

02:05 (785) Jack: (Have to ask, how are we seated? I mean, who's where?)

02:05 (723) Steve: "Oh yeah? They have unusual rituals, right? I vaguely remember something from school."

02:06 (786) arthurtuxedo: (However you want. I still can't edit the map without losing connection, so arrange it however you like)

02:07 (785) Jack: (steve?)

02:07 (723) Steve: (opposite of Jack)

02:07 (785) Jack: (alrighty, then)

02:09 ** (787) Penny changes out of yesterday's clothes. She showers quickly and redresses, for once taking a little more time in front of the mirror. With her head even further in the clouds than normal, she practically skips into the dining area. She spies where everyone else is sitting and joins them. She picks the spot next to Jack and plops down. Without a word, she begins breaking off pieces of Jack's danish. **

02:09 (785) Jack: (that's interesting. now the lines 'glow' when you hover over them)

02:10 ** (723) Steve 's eyes lock onto Penny as soon as she enters the room. He watches her pick at Jack's food. "Good Morning." He's still smiling. **

02:11 ** (787) Penny blushes brightly, forgetting her manners she mutters out "Good morning" with crumbs falling out of her mouth. **

02:12 ** (723) Steve 's eyes flick over to Jack for a moment. They lock eyes, then Steve returns to his biscotti. **

02:13 ** (785) Jack grins slyly, shifting his gaze from Steve to Penny and back. "What?" he asks innocently. **

02:13 ** (787) Penny quickly elbows him in the ribs. **

02:13 (721) Matt: Matt chugs the first cup of coffee and looks around the room. Something seemed off in the room, to which there could only be one possible solution...more coffee.

02:14 (723) Steve: Steve chuckled softly to himself, then cleared his throat. "So what about those hyenas?"

02:16 ** (787) Penny gives Jack a hard stare. **

02:16 (785) Jack: Hm? Oh, nothing. Just making conversation.

02:16 (786) arthurtuxedo: The manager shuffles up to the table with a sheepish look. "Hey guys, umm... I know you had that fight last night with those guys, and that's perfectly fine. A man's gotta defend his property. But could you tell your friend not to exit the building by jumping out of the bathroom window? That's really not what it's there for, you know."

02:16 (785) Jack: ...

02:17 (785) Jack: Who-wha?

02:17 (721) Matt: Matt looks up puzzled, "whua?"

02:17 ** (723) Steve frowns. **

02:17 (787) Penny: (is it Simon? what the fuck is he up to?)

02:17 (786) arthurtuxedo: "Your friend. You know, the one wearing the armor all the time. A few hours ago he jumped out the window and then a few minutes ago he climbed back in."

02:18 ** (785) Jack frowns. "Okay, we'll tell him. Thanks." **

02:18 (786) arthurtuxedo: "Okay, I hate to even bring it up, but you know." He scampers away.

02:18 (723) Steve: "Yeah, he's not right in the head. Sorry about that."

02:19 ** (787) Penny shrank into her seat. The morning's joy dampened by the mention of ... that thing. **

02:19 ** (723) Steve finishes his biscotti, and goes to get more. "You want a danish for yourself, Penny?" **

02:19 (723) Steve: (or perhaps...a cruller?)

02:19 ** (787) Penny looks up and shakes her head, no. **

02:20 (787) Penny: (schmoke and a pancake?)

02:20 (787) Penny: (blunt and a blintz?)

02:20 (721) Matt: Matt looks down into his coffee, ponders the new mystery, and takes a big gulp.

02:20 (785) Jack: Well, that's a fine how-do-you-do. Any clue as to what it's doing?

02:21 ** (723) Steve returns to his seat and says to the room in general, "Ten to one it killed somebody." **

02:21 (785) Jack: I don't know if it's that simple. Think it went to refuel? Make a phone call?

02:22 (723) Steve: "Can it refuel itself? I guess we never asked."

02:22 (785) Jack: (says he was gone for a few hours...)

02:23 (785) Jack: (is the manager still in sight?)

02:24 (723) Steve: (I don't think so)

02:25 (786) arthurtuxedo: (He went back behind the desk and turned the TV on. You could still go get him easily)

02:26 ** (785) Jack looks at Penny, raising his eyebrows ever so slightly. **

02:27 ** (787) Penny looks from Jack to the manager and back. She shakes her head. "I don't want to," she says in a small voice. **

02:27 ** (785) Jack pats her hand and gets up from teh table. He walks up to the manager and asks "Did you see which way our friend went?" **

02:29 ** (723) Steve leans over his plate and speaks softly. "You want some coffee? They've got tea over there, too." **

02:30 (786) arthurtuxedo: "Well, that's the other thing. He went right into Cobra territory, and carrying that machinegun openly, too. I'm surprised he came back at all."

02:30 ** (787) Penny nods, "Please?" **

02:30 (785) Jack: Cobra territory? (YO JOE!)

02:30 (723) Steve: (lol)

02:31 (723) Steve: "Which one? And how do you like it?"

02:31 (786) arthurtuxedo: (Damn. Didn't think of that. Well, I stand by the name)

02:31 (785) Jack: (and you should)

02:31 (723) Steve: (Now you know. And knowing is half the battle.)

02:31 (786) arthurtuxedo: (Shit! Walked right into that one, too)

02:31 ** (787) Penny looks up quizzically. "Hm? Oh. Tea is fine, just tea." **

02:32 (785) Jack: (w00t, pwned in the EYE)

02:32 (723) Steve: Steve gets up and pours a cup of hot tea. He takes it over to Penny.

02:32 (721) Matt: ((Not so surprising he came back okay... http://www.coffeebrain.com/comic/archives.php?stripnum=82 ))

02:33 (786) arthurtuxedo: Yeah, right toward the territory of the biggest gang in L.A. Not sure why, but he didn't seem wounded when he came back, so I guess they must not have seen him. Or maybe he went a different way once he was out of sight. Dunno."

02:33 (785) Jack: (lol @ hot)

02:34 (785) Jack: Thanks.

02:34 ** (785) Jack turns and heads back to the table. When Steve returns he relays the information the manager gave him. **

02:36 (723) Steve: "Hmm. I don't get it."

02:36 (723) Steve: "Do robots have to tell the truth? Maybe we could ask it."

02:36 (785) Jack: Maybe he brokered a peace between the gangs. Maybe Simon's not such a bad.. thing, after all.

02:37 (721) Matt: Suddenly, a moment of clarity. "Recon. He wants to know if what I've told it is true. Might have other plans."

02:38 (786) arthurtuxedo: At that, Simon comes down the stairs.

02:38 (785) Jack: And in the process, brokered a peace between warring gangs.

02:38 (786) arthurtuxedo: Without prelude, it asks "Are you done taking sustenance?"

02:39 ** (787) Penny 's blood runs cold at the sight of... that thing. She shivers involuntarily as it approaches, fighting the urge to slink under the table. **

02:39 (721) Matt: "Getting there, Simon. How are you?"

02:40 ** (723) Steve drains his coffee cup and lights a cigarette. He stares at Simon. **

02:40 (786) arthurtuxedo: "All systems are operating normally."

02:41 (785) Jack: That's great to hear, Jack says over-enthusiastically.

02:42 (723) Steve: "Why'd you go out the window this morning?" Steve exhales a mouth full of smoke.

02:44 (786) arthurtuxedo: Simon stands perfectly still for several seconds without responding. Finally, it says "I wanted to scout the area. The fastest way to leave the building was via the window."

02:45 (721) Matt: "Helps us some if you try to blend in more. Use doors and stairs and the like. Helps you some too. We'll talk about the rest later."

02:45 (786) arthurtuxedo: "In the future, I will use doors and stairs," it repeats.

02:47 (723) Steve: "So are we heading down the road, Matt?"

02:48 ** (787) Penny perks up a bit at the thought of getting back on the road. Yessir, being out of sight of the... thing... is just what she needs. **

02:49 (721) Matt: "Yeah, might as well get on our way. No sense in wasting time here I suppose." Additionally, it would give him time to talk to Simon.

02:50 (786) arthurtuxedo: The group gets in the trucks, and starts them up, heading out of the city the way they came in to skirt around. Much faster than driving through.

02:51 (785) Jack: 8D

02:51 (723) Steve: (Even post-apocalyptic LA traffic sucks)

02:52 (786) arthurtuxedo: The trip to northern California promises to take about 7 hours.

02:52 (785) Jack: (are we going to try and make it there in this session?)

02:53 (786) arthurtuxedo: (That's the goal, yes)

02:53 (785) Jack: (okay, holla when we're within 1km)

02:53 (786) arthurtuxedo: (I thought Matt was going to talk to Simon)

02:54 ** (785) Jack knows better than to discuss "last night" with Enrique sitting there. Instead, he entertains himself by looking out the window as the miles roll past. **

02:54 (721) Matt: (Sorry, got distracted)

02:54 ** (723) Steve takes up his position behind the M60 and scans the surroundings. As soon as they're out of the city proper, though, his mind wanders. He closes his eyes, and travels back to last night. **

02:57 (721) Matt: As they get in the car, Matt rubs the bridge of his nose. This was not going to be pleasent. Further down the road, he starts talking, having Steve turn on Simon if need be. "Okay, look, here's the deal. As you can imagine, we're still trying to work on the whole trust issue. Our man getting killed in your facility, your running off at night to do recon, and a few other problems which I'm sure you're aware of. So let's lay things on the table. What's your objective? More importantly, how much of what you told me before was the truth?"

03:00 (786) arthurtuxedo: "Everything I've told you has been the truth, Matthew. And my objective has not changed. I am looking for allies to help me expand my influence beyond the base in Arizona. But it is in my best interest that you do not know exactly who I talk to, which is why I climbed out of the window. I'm sure you understand."

03:04 (721) Matt: "You say that everything you've told me has been the truth, but what then about the man that died in your facility? I think that needs to be explained."

03:05 (786) arthurtuxedo: "That incident was as I told you. He fell on his head and his neck broke."

03:06 (785) Jack: O_o

03:09 (721) Matt: "And this is where trust breaks down, Simon. The scene was staged. So let's talk about this more, starting with the part about where you just tell me what happened. We need to resolve this if we're going to keep trusting each other."

03:10 (786) arthurtuxedo: "What makes you think it was staged, Matthew?"

03:11 (785) Jack: (I think it was the motor oil poured down his throat.)

03:13 (721) Matt: "The layout of the fall, the way everything was placed, even the way he was laying on the ground. I've seen more than my fair share of jumpers in my life at the corporate office, and I have a photographic memory. It doesn't match."

03:13 (723) Steve: The talk of Ben rouses Steve from his reminiscing. "Because there were no marks from a 20 foot drop. Because the raling wasn't broken, it was carefully unscrewed. Because the placement of the railing wasn't what you'd expect from someone breaking through it and falling 20 feet. Don't fuck with me, Simon."

03:15 (786) arthurtuxedo: Simon is silent for several beats. "He discovered something that must not become general knowledge if I am going to successfully make allies, and I cannot tell you what it was without compromising my goals."

03:16 (785) Jack: (BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! Compromise THIS!)

03:18 (721) Matt: Matt narrows his eyes and shakes his head. "I can't speak for everyone in my group, Simon, but I've tried to treat you with the utmost respect since I met you. My...life has caused me to have a unique view of sapience such as yourself. Right now, we are working together because our goals are presumed to be mutually compatable. If we have, however, goals that are mutually exclusive, I think it would be best if you told me now."

03:20 (786) arthurtuxedo: Steve sees Simon glance at the nearby M249. "I cannot," it says.

03:23 (723) Steve: "Well then I don't think this partnership will work." Steve trains the M60, as best he can, on Simon's head.

03:25 (721) Matt: "Well then we're going past trust and into faith, Simon. I'm not a big fan of faith, myself. I'd also not like to see anyone else get hurt that doesn't have to. If the time comes you want to part ways and do your own thing, that's fine, but I've got to look out for my people. So what's the situation going to be?" He glances at Steve and shakes his head. "I wouldn't suggest that just yet, Steve. Besides, chances are his processing unit is in the chest cavity, not the head." He sighs, "I don't want it to come to violence Simon, but we can't have huge secrets hanging over our heads that will get us killed."

03:27 (786) arthurtuxedo: After a few more beats of silence, it simply says "pull over."

03:27 (785) Jack: (the fuh?)

03:27 (723) Steve: (that's right, get to steppin)

03:28 (787) Penny: [1d10] -> [7] = (7)

03:28 (721) Matt: Matt does, easing into it, @R "Little pit stop folks, pit stop and a talk. No need to make a fuss."

03:28 (785) Jack: [1d10+7] -> [9,7] = (16)

03:28 ** (787) Penny eases the Humvee off the main path and brings it to a stop. **

03:29 ** (785) Jack gets out and starts stretching cramped parts of himself. **

03:29 ** (723) Steve remains on the gun, not about to let himself get caught standing in front of Simon unarmed. **

03:30 (785) Jack: (how long have we been driving?)

03:30 (786) arthurtuxedo: Without a word, Simon opens the door, gets out, and walks inward toward the more densely populated parts of the city.

03:30 (721) Matt: Matt gets out and watches Simon carefully. "Where are you going?"

03:30 (723) Steve: (did he take a weapon with him?)

03:30 (786) arthurtuxedo: (He took the M249 Para)

03:31 (723) Steve: (that was his, though, right? I mean, no one else was using it?)

03:31 (785) Jack: (well, technically it's ours, but he co-opted it)

03:31 (786) arthurtuxedo: "If you cannot trust me, and I cannot trust you, then we must part ways. I hope our relationship will be more amicable if we meet again."

03:32 (786) arthurtuxedo: It turns and around and begins walking anew.

03:33 ** (785) Jack watches as Simon retreats back into the city wondering what the heck is going on. **

03:33 ** (723) Steve shrugs and watches Simon go. **

03:33 (721) Matt: "Now wait a minute. We've been on the level here, Simon. You're the one that's been hiding something from us and not telling us what it is. Now we've lost one man already to this secret, and you're threatening the rest of us with it. We can still work together, but I have to know the truth."

03:37 (786) arthurtuxedo: (God dammit! I hate how it erases what you've written when you hit the down arrow key instead of skipping to the end like it should)

03:38 (785) Jack: (bwahaha!)

03:38 (786) arthurtuxedo: Simon keeps walking, and does not respond.

03:38 (721) Matt: ((Welcome to my world))

03:42 (721) Matt: Matt mutter something and heads to the trailer of Silver, grabbing a gas can and runs after Simon. When he catches up, he hands him the can. "Look, I'm willing to try and work things out with you, but we need trust. When you're ready to talk to me, use this frequency and the phrase 'Can you see my drawings'. Repeat it until I respond. We're trying to make the world better for everyone, and if that's really your goal too, we should be working together on this."

03:42 (721) Matt: ((He does, of course, give Simon a radio frequency))

03:43 (785) Jack: (*sniff* That's beautiful, man.)

03:43 (723) Steve: (All of them. Better worlds)

03:44 (786) arthurtuxedo: Simon takes the gas can and the radio frequency. "When we meet again, I hope it will be on better terms." He turns and keeps walking.

03:45 (785) Jack: @R "So, um, what was that about?"

03:46 (723) Steve: @R "Simon decided it couldn't trust us anymore."

03:46 (785) Jack: @R "Oh, right. Because we're being all sneaky-like and everything."

03:47 (787) Penny: Good riddens, Penny says with a well measure harrumph.

03:47 (723) Steve: @R "Yeah, well. I don't think it liked it when we called it on the suspiciousness surrounding Ben's murder."

03:49 (785) Jack: @R "Don't suppose I'd like being called a murder either. Fucking robots."

03:49 (721) Matt: Matt walks back to the cars with a dark look on his face. He doesn't bother looking at anyone. "Let's go."

03:50 (785) Jack: ...

03:50 (785) Jack: O... kay

03:50 ** (785) Jack climbs back in the truck. **

03:50 ** (787) Penny resumes her position in the driver's seat and gets the convoy back on the road. **

03:55 (721) Matt: Matt remains strangely quiet for the rest of the trip, simply driving forward. His normally demenor was replaced by something much colder and uninviting. It's possible he was brooding over the situation with Simon, but it was still strange to see him in such a state.

03:56 (786) arthurtuxedo: The drive is pretty uneventful, for the most part. The group has to drive slowly over the Grapevine and skirt around Bakersfield (who knows what's going on there, after all?). Eventually the group skirts around the city of Tracy, CA, and gets off I5 and onto 580. The mountains pass that exits at Livermore is only about 20 minutes away.

03:57 (785) Jack: (that equates to how much distance?

03:57 (785) Jack: n/m not important

03:58 (785) Jack: @R "Everyone ready? It's getting close to the Big Day."

03:59 (721) Matt: Matt just looks at the radio for a moment before returning his eyes to the road.

03:59 (723) Steve: @R "Ready as I'll ever be."

04:00 (786) arthurtuxedo: There is not another car in sight. The highway is totally empty.

04:00 (787) Penny: @R "I've got a funny feeling about this."

04:02 (785) Jack: @R "Remember how Polaris was buried beneath a ghost town?"

04:03 (786) arthurtuxedo: As the group approaches the mountain pass, they catch sight of a wall with two large metal gates obstructing the pass.

04:04 (723) Steve: (shit fuck)

04:04 (785) Jack: (N O N E S H A L L P A S S)

04:05 (786) arthurtuxedo: Looking through binoculars shows that there seems to be a small parking lot to the side of the road and a computer terminal set into the wall.

04:06 (785) Jack: (distance?)

04:06 (723) Steve: (assuming Steve is the one who looked through the binocs) "We got a computerized gate up ahead."

04:07 (723) Steve: (@R)

04:07 (786) arthurtuxedo: (About 2 km)

04:08 (785) Jack: (keep driving, but casual-like? try to keep our distance without looking like we're trying to keep our distance?)

04:09 (786) arthurtuxedo: (Not sure what you mean. You're either driving toward it or away from it.)

04:10 (785) Jack: (IT was a question to my compadres)

04:11 (723) Steve: (Does the parking lot have vehicles in it? Is there any sort of guard tower or gunnery nest?)

04:12 (786) arthurtuxedo: (No vehicles. No visible gunnery emplacements)

04:12 (721) Matt: ((Crap, my partner needs to meet me for my school project... ~_~))

04:12 ** (723) Steve scans the hills surrounding the gate for any sign of a sniper(s). **

04:13 (785) Jack: ( "partner" )

04:13 (723) Steve: (shite)

04:14 (785) Jack: (Seems like a happy, if tense, place to stop)

04:14 (786) arthurtuxedo: (Agreed)

04:14 (723) Steve: (yeah, that works)

04:14 (786) arthurtuxedo: * * * End Session 26 * * *

