
New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by R.E.Potter - 2008/04/21 11:05_____________________________________Almost ready to kick off... just a few more days to sharpen your pencils. I'll either post the first sentence along with a word or two to throw in,,or a picture to base your story around,,also, with a word or two that shoulden't belong. No judging will be done... comments are welcomed however. Post one copy on this thread. 

  :dry: < hope the first sentence then is nothing to wierd.

   :silly: < it will be.============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by The_Gimp - 2008/04/21 11:30_____________________________________Is this a contest or something? :)============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by R.E.Potter - 2008/04/21 11:34_____________________________________Not at all. Just something we do on here every so often for fun. To challenge ourselves.============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by lorislittlesecret - 2008/04/21 13:09_____________________________________Potter..I can't wait that long...what am I going to do?

Mr Gimp...check out the other topics we have had to get an idea.  Actually the last 5 or so stories of mine have been off of writing prompts that we have done on here.

As for judging, there's no point, we all know that I would win anyway...hahaha  j/k============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by R.E.Potter - 2008/04/21 14:26_____________________________________lorislittlesecret wrote:
Potter..I can't wait that long...what am I going to do?

Mr Gimp...check out the other topics we have had to get an idea.  Actually the last 5 or so stories of mine have been off of writing prompts that we have done on here.

As for judging, there's no point, we all know that I would win anyway...hahaha  j/kIDOL SIGHTING============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by R.E.Potter - 2008/04/21 14:30_____________________________________. http://www.storiesville.com/images/fbfiles/images/untitled.JPG============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by lorislittlesecret - 2008/04/21 14:47_____________________________________What is it with you and American Idol....============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by Dirkin - 2008/04/21 16:14_____________________________________Hah thats hilarious. So we post these stories on the forum? or a link to the story, sorry this will be the first that I've done============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by lorislittlesecret - 2008/04/21 16:21_____________________________________You can post on the main page, but post here too....see the other topics for how we have done it in the past.============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by 1800 - 2008/04/21 16:29_____________________________________Watch me slowly go insane over the next few days waiting for something to write. Sure I got ideas for my own stuff, but I just don't know how to put them into words.============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by The_Gimp - 2008/04/21 19:41_____________________________________Nice, if I am not overwhelmed with end of semester homeworks I'll give it a shot. :)============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by SageSyren - 2008/04/23 10:50_____________________________________Sounds fun.  I'll give it a try, if something unexspected doesn't come up.:laugh:============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by R.E.Potter - 2008/04/23 14:20_____________________________________New topic will be posted by tomorrow by noon for those still interested in the 'challenge your mind'contest thingy we do. 

the company is not responsible for any prizes given out... so don't be looking kids.============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by lorislittlesecret - 2008/04/23 17:09_____________________________________No Cookies?============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by 1800 - 2008/04/23 17:12_____________________________________I know what that means. No cookies = No crown. Nevertheless I am prepared for a challenge.============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by lorislittlesecret - 2008/04/23 17:13_____________________________________Crowns do not equal cookies.....============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by R.E.Potter - 2008/04/23 17:31_____________________________________Me love cookies http://www.storiesville.com/images/fbfiles/images/2956747690.jpg============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by lorislittlesecret - 2008/04/23 19:55_____________________________________Mmm..let me bribe you with my chocolate chips....============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by 1800 - 2008/04/23 19:58_____________________________________Oh no! Who broke the cookie monster out of rehab?!============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by R.E.Potter - 2008/04/24 06:53_____________________________________Hey everyone who wants to test thier brain power. Here's the opening sentence to your story.

Life for Jimmy Colten was uneventful; even predictable, but today he would soon discover his ordinary world would be anything but.


Seems it could go either way..horror,drama,comedy...ect..

oh,,almost forgot..you need to throw these two words in somewhere in the story....loser & cupcake/or cupcakes.

may 4th will say is the last day to submit on this topic.

again..this is always just for fun.

post on this forum so we can keep them all together and on the home page if you feel you have a gem.B)============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by whitj310 - 2008/04/29 17:32_____________________________________I see I'm the first out. Long story-sorry. JJ White
New Topic #5 - Kaleidoscope

Life for Jimmy Colten was uneventful; even predictable, but today he would soon discover his ordinary world would be anything but.
He grabbed the seat cushion with both hands so tightly that his fingers turned white from the pressure. Jimmy was used to traveling on his Vespa scooter at a top speed of only forty-miles-per hour, but now his heart thumped wildly as Chip Reston gunned the bright yellow Saleen Mustang to 125, one hand on the wheel, the other feeling up Jimmy’s date, Sara.
“Slow it down, will ya Chip?” Jimmy pleaded from the back seat. “I’m not even buckled in. Slow it down, I tell ya!”
“Slow it down, slow it down,” Chip mocked his skinny, acne faced rider. “Didja hear that Sara? Your loser boyfriend’s scared shitless. Why you wanna hang around a wimp like him for?”
Sara scooted around in the front bucket seat and peered over the headrest at Jimmy. She frowned, and turned back to the broad shouldered tight end of the Claxton High varsity football team.
“He’s not my boyfriend, Chippy. I needed a ride and he had his scooter. I didn’t know it was going to break down.” She leaned in close to his ear and whispered. Chip grinned and slowed the car to a stop on the edge of the state road.
“Get the hell out, Colten.” 
Jimmy shook his head. 
“I’m not getting out. It’s almost a mile to town. C’mon Chip, quit screwing around.”
“Last stop for Colten,” Chip said, pulling on an imaginary train whistle. Sara burst out laughing and flung her arms around Chip.
“All nerds exit at this stop,” Chip continued. Sara was beside herself with laughter.
“No way,” Jimmy said, and crossed his arms.
“Okay, Colten, have it your way.” Chip said, as he exited the car. He reached in and grabbed Jimmy by his faded “Linkin Park” T-shirt and dragged him out of the back seat. In one motion, Chip flung Jimmy down the small ditch embankment and shut the door. Jimmy raised his head to see Sara waving wildly at him as the Saleen’s tires smoked down the highway.
Jimmy had thought that losing his father last year was the low point in his young life but now he felt his life descending toward a miserable spiral of despair as everything he did seemed to bring him more heartache. Since his father’s violent and unexpected death last year at the hands of a burglar, Jimmy had endured the embarrassment of his alcoholic step-mother, taunting classmates, bad skin, and now the humiliation of being dumped by the only girl he had ever dated.
He kicked at a rock along the side of the highway in frustration, and began walking the mile into town. He turned at the sound of a light “thump” behind him, and eyed a small white tube lying on the emergency lane pavement. He picked it up and perused it on all sides. It was about six inches long and an inch wide and had two sections of white cardboard with glass lenses in each end, like a telescope. The sections rotated in opposite directions as if they were designed to be used as a focusing tool. Written on the outside of the tube in large letters were the words, “Spectre Kaleidoscope”. Smaller letters underneath read, “Try me”. 
He’d always been fond of the kaleidoscope he had as a child, so he held it up toward the sun and twisted the two sections. He lowered it immediately and rubbed his right eye where the sun’s light had temporarily blinded him. It had no colored glass prisms inside the tube as it should. Instead, it was merely a tube of clear glass and even more unusual, glass that had no magnification.
Why would they build a kaleidoscope that wasn’t a kaleidoscope, he wondered?
He looked through it again, this time pointing at a “Drive Safely” sign the Department of Transportation had erected at the site of a fatal crash. Jimmy read the eulogy to the dead motorist written underneath the motto. It read, “In Memory of Hector Gonzalez”.
Suddenly, a man’s face appeared in the glass and Jimmy felt himself being tugged toward the sign. He dropped the tube and looked straight ahead, but saw no one. He picked up the kaleidoscope and again aimed at the sign. A Hispanic man, dressed in a white long sleeved shirt and gray pants, waved to him and grinned.
“Jesus!” Jimmy yelled, threw the tube in the ditch, and ran down the road toward town. A half mile from the town he approached another “Drive Safely” memorial sign. At the bottom of the signpost lay the kaleidoscope. He hesitantly picked it up and again peered through it at the sign. Standing in front of him was a sad looking young woman holding a baby.
“Oh my God,” he said. “Who are you?” He walked toward them still peering through the glass kaleidoscope and reached out with his right arm. He felt the soft belly of the baby and was about to say something, when the woman grabbed his arm. He dropped the tube and the ghosts disappeared from his view, yet he was still being dragged toward the sign by his right arm. He screamed, “Let me go!” and kicked off the signpost with his feet until he felt his arm release from the vise-like grip. He scooted back on his buttocks away from the sign. As he caught his breath, he saw the inscription, “In loving memory of Wendy and Jessica Rouse”.
He ran toward town and didn’t stop until he reached the outskirts. Two gravediggers were hard at work, throwing dirt on a white casket in St. Mary’s cemetery. As he walked by the grave, he felt his foot kick a small object. The tube. The same tube he threw away twice, now haunted him, dared him to pick it up. He walked faster but the tube stayed close, rolling behind him like a new puppy. Jimmy stopped and tentatively lifted it. Surely he would see nothing. If the tube only showed the dead where they met their fate, then surely he would see no ghost in the cemetery. Why would it want him to view a cemetery where the dead rest? They didn’t die there like the people on the highway.
He pointed it at the gravediggers and looked through the tube. An older woman floated above the casket, beckoning him with a fragile, withered finger. As if predetermined, the gravediggers laid down their shovels and stepped behind a front end loader for a cigarette break.
Jimmy stepped closer to the specter.
“What do you want? Can you tell me why I can see you? Did you die here or was it somewhere else?”
There was no answer. Jimmy lowered his gaze momentarily to view the woman without the tube, but she wasn’t there. He looked through the tube again and jerked his head back when he saw the woman’s face in the lens. He felt her hands grab his shoulders and before he could scream, he was sucked into the casket and into utter darkness. He lay on top of the corpse with his back atop her chest. She wrapped her arms tightly around him and whispered, “Stay with me, love. Don’t leave me. I want you to stay… forever.”
Jimmy screamed and beat against the inside of the casket with his arms and legs.
“Let me out! Let me out!” he screamed. “Dear God, help me.”
His voice grew faint as the last of his oxygen was replaced with the methane gas of the decomposing corpse. Her bony fingers dug painfully into his chest.
“Stay with me love,” she cooed.
A bright light blinded Jimmy as the viewing part of the casket opened.
“What the hell are you doing in there, son?” the startled gravedigger asked.
Jimmy didn’t answer. He snapped the bones of the old woman’s arms, jumped out of the casket onto the earth, and ran for home. The white tube laid aside the old woman’s shriveled cheekbone.
He rushed in his house and sped by his drunken step-mother, Lucy, who licked the last remnants of a cupcake off her fingers.
“What the hell smells like a dead dog, for Christ’s sake?” she asked him as he rushed by. “Is that you that stinks, Jimmy? God, the least you could do is get me a beer, you useless…” Her voice drifted off as Jimmy threw the last of his clothes out his bedroom window. After he showered and dressed, he sat on his bed and tried to fathom what had happened. When he lay down on his pillow, he felt something hard against his ear. It was back. He knocked it on the floor, but it floated back toward his hand. He smashed it against the desk, but the shattered glass reformed and the object once again flew back to him. He took it, walked over to the open window, and threw it outside to the backyard, but when he turned around it was beside his pillow again.
Surrendering, he picked it up and placed it to his eye.
“Fine. I’ll do what you want if you’ll just leave me alone.”
He scanned the room. Nothing. No ghosts in his room, thank God. He placed it on the bed.
“There’s nothing here, now go!” he yelled at the inanimate object. The tube rolled near his hand. When he grabbed it, it pulled him to the window.
“Fine,” he said. “Whatever.”
He looked through it into the backyard and his mouth gaped open. It was his father, waving to him as he had years ago from the bleachers of his Little League games.
“Dad. Oh my God, Dad. It’s me… Jimmy” he said, waving back through the window.
He ran by Lucy, ignoring her as he went out the back door into the yard holding the tube over his eye. He walked near his father.
“Dad, is that you?” he asked.
His father nodded.
“Can you speak?”
He shook his head no and reached out to hug Jimmy. Jimmy relaxed as he felt his father’s strong arms pull him close. He stepped back.
“Dad? Are you coming back?”
His father shook his head sadly.
Jimmy thought of that day a year ago when the burglar shot his father, right where they now stood.
“Dad, I miss you so much. I hate Lucy and I hate school. When that burglar killed you, my life stopped too. I…I…wish you were still here.”
Jimmy’s father shook his head vigorously.
“What’s wrong? Are you trying to tell me that you can’t come back?” he asked.
His father continued to shake his head no.
“The burglar?” Jimmy asked.
His father nodded.
“The burglar that shot you?”
Again the man nodded his head. 
“Do you know who did it, Dad?”
Yes, he nodded.
Jimmy thought quickly and ran into the house and grabbed some paper and pen. He quickly jotted the alphabet on the paper and ran to his father. He pointed to the paper and said.
“Spell out who did it, Dad?”
His father pointed to four letters.
“L-U-C-Y,” they spelled.
“Lucy did it, Dad? Lucy killed you?” he asked incredulously.
He looked at his father through the tube for a response and noticed his father was pointing frantically behind him. Jimmy turned and saw Lucy racing toward him, an axe held high above her. Jimmy held his hands over his head to try and deflect the blow when suddenly the axe flipped in the air and came crashing down on Lucy’s head, splitting it in two. She collapsed to the ground, the axe still lodged in her skull. Jimmy felt sick as he gaped at the grotesque sight, then screamed when he felt someone grab his shoulder. It was his neighbor Jerry Watkins.
“Are you alright son?” he asked. Jimmy nodded.
Watkins stared down at the mutilated corpse of Lucy Colten and shook his head.
“I saw her coming after you, Jimmy. I saw what she intended to do. The axe must have slipped in her hands. It was odd how it seemed to float almost on its own. And turning like that. I couldn’t believe it. She was dead before I could even warn you.”
Jimmy sighed deeply as he felt the warm arms of his father wrap around his chest.============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by Dirkin - 2008/05/03 09:54_____________________________________Ok heres mine:

Life for Jimmy Colten was uneventful; even predictable, but today he would soon discover his ordinary world would be anything but.

Jimmy Colten’s ordinary world was that of a ninja. He would plod along through work everyday, assasinate someone here, spy on someone there, all the while thinking to himself: sigh! Why is life so boring? Jimmy had been doing his job for ten years now, and he was sick of it. Sick of the routine of constant unchanging martial arts training, of endless boring weapon drills, everyday perfecting dull techniques for murder that leave no evidence or clues. He really felt that he was going to lose his mind with boredom!

I never wanted to be a ninja thought Jimmy as he ran from an angry band of samurai one night. Again with the samurais, probably the tenth time this month. How could life possibly get any more predictable? It wasn’t the first time he had been forced to jump off of a castle wall into a river, to run through a forest while sword wielding enemies tracked him from a short distance away. He wished it was the first time, back when he had started this job, back when it was still possible to be challenged, to be excited about doing something new.

What else could I do? I thought it was a good choice, the best choice available to me. He remembered back to when he had chosen the exciting career of a ninja. Back then he had worked 9-5 as a shop assistant, bored with the work and realising that the limited money and respect a shop assistant gained would never get him anywhere in life. He needed something more, something challenging that paid well. Something that could one day buy him a home, holidays and a wife. That was why he sought out the life of a ninja! Get paid well to go on exciting missions, killing and fighting, it sounded a lot better than what he was doing!

And now he was bored. Ten years, and it had happened as he knew it would. Actually it had happened about two years into his new career. No-one likes their job, no-one. A common rule of thumb, that no matter what you do for a living, you will get sick of it eventually, thought Jimmy. Everyone in the world must eventually resent having to be somewhere and do something, just to get paid. A samurai suddenly jumped out from behind a tree to cut off his escape, and as he blew a handful of lye flakes into his opponents eyes, he realised that he had left it far too late to change his career path now. 

I’m 34 years old! Who would consider me as an employee now? The sad fact for Jimmy, he mused as he scaled a massive tree to hide in the branches, was that whatever type of job he went for he would have to compete with younger, more determined applicants, and he could tell who the employers would favour over his aging, loser ass. He had put too many years into becoming a ninja,  foolishly he now realised, and it was way too late to consider something else. He was stuck as a boring, run of the mill ninja, another Joe Nobody, coming fourth place in the rat race.

The samurai, as predicted by a bored Jimmy, had screamed in pain from the lye that was permanently blinding him.  Other samurai caught up and grouped around him, eventually splitting up to search for while as he watched them from high above. He almost wanted to drop down and let them catch him, just to have something different happen for once. He almost wanted to march up to his boss tomorrow and say; “Guess what? Fuck this bullshit and fuck you too! I’m outta here!”. He would walk away from this boring job and never look back. And then… and then what? What… what would he do? Jimmy knew as he had known all his life since school, that he didn’t have any dreams. There was nothing that he wanted to do instead. No alternative to this, and being a ninja paid too well to throw away and do nothing..

Well… there was one thing…

Cupcakes! Thought Jimmy. He allowed himself a minute to consider his true love, that crazy pipe dream that he wished was a viable option for his life.

The samurai underneath him was the man he had blinded with the lye flakes. Jimmy saw his chance: the other samurai had moved away looking for him, leaving the blind one unattended. With a deep, weary sigh, Jimmy rolled his eyes at the coming events, wishing they were already over with so he could go home to bed and escape. He dropped down from a height of three stories to land behind the sightless samurai. The samurai was a particularly skilled warrior, being able to sense Jimmy despite his soundless landing. The samurai spun about slashing at Jimmy with his katana. Or at least, slashing at the space where Jimmy had been.

Jimmy performed yet another aerial cartwheel, no hands on the ground. The déjà vu he experienced from this mundane manoeuvre  was sickening. Mid cartwheel he lashed out with his small blade to cut the jugulars on both sides of the samurais neck. Death would come soon for this man. Lucky sod thought Jimmy.

This is when the unexpected happened. The blind Samurai started talking! 

“Oh man, ah fuck this is it: I’m going to die a samurai. God dammit, I never wanted to be a damn samurai. Why the hell did I do it? Aah, aaaah…” the rapid blood loss was taking its toll.

“That’s funny, I never wanted to be a ninja either.” Said Jimmy.

“You… You’re the one who killed me? I can’t see.”

“Yeah it was me. Sorry man, just doing my job, you know…”

“Oh dude, don’t talk to me about ‘doing my job’, trust me I know what you mean. You say… oh man I need to sit down, feeling light headed. Ok that’s a bit better…”

The samurai’s speech was slurring as he pulled out a pack of cigarettes and offered one to Jimmy, lighting his own in the process.
“Ah… ah ah. Ok im alright for a sec. So you say that you never wanted to be a ninja? Well I never wanted to be a samurai, not in a million years. I just did it because it was the best option. It paid well, I could save money, it was a career move, I could retire one day and live comfortably, you know all the ‘smart’ reasons. I thought it was the right choice for my life, long term. Well let me tell you, here I am dying and the one thing I wish I had done with my life was be an archeologist! Oh God if I had only gone for it… it might not have worked out financially or even at all but at least I’d die happy, not resenting all the time I‘ve wasted… ACKSGHHHH.. HACKKSSHRGHHH…” He was cut off by the large amount of blood that was erupting from his throat and out of his mouth. The samurai died leaving a solemn Jimmy contemplating his words, puffing sadly on a cigarrete.

Hours later, when the remaining samurai had given up the hunt and left, Jimmy finally made his way home, looking forward to a hot shower, a good beer and a  book to unwind after a hard days work. The samurais words still haunted him. 

I don’t want to die having endured this stupid job for things that don’t matter, or won’t matter when I’m dead. When I look back on my life from the afterlife, are the things that matter going to be how much  money I had when I retired? The size of my house? The career I hated? No! I’m going to want to look at a life lived doing what I love! For fucks sake, I have wasted enough time!

Jimmy’s ordinary world, blue collar ninja, would be anything but! He would tell his boss to shove it! He would go for it! He would do what he had always loved! He had no idea how it would happen, but he was going to try. He was going to design and sell his own brand of cupcakes!============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by R.E.Potter - 2008/05/03 11:15_____________________________________See, your mind is a powerful tool. Great stories from you two so far..whitj310 and Dirkin. I have been so busy I havent even started on a story. Might not nake the deadline to my own topic...lol. 

A story about a magical tube and a deranged mother..very creative. That would suck to be in a casket with an old shirveled up lady. Kinda got a chuckle from one of your characters names,,,Chip Reston, if I ever end up in a soap opera..thats the name I want...weird stuff Whit...nicely done.

Then we have a story bout a bored ninja. Tell ya honestly, if killing and jumping from buildings and scaling tree's everyday is uneventful...my life must really be boring. Laughed at the dialouge between the dying samuri and the ninja bout there choice of jobs,,funny stuff. And then quit to become a cupcake designer...still laughing...good job as well.============================================================================Re:New Topic # 5...i thinkPosted by lorislittlesecret - 2008/05/04 10:41_____________________________________Shit...what a week, I need an extension too.  Please pretty please...I'll give you a cookie....:woohoo:============================================================================
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