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For my incredible wife; Emeralda, my amazing cat; Captain Cheezburger,  
and all the other ninjas out there in the struggle.



Ice cold nights…dark, dark days.


You are a time travelling pirate named Jerry.  You have been living on a ship known as the Queen Anne’s Revenge.  She’s a dandy of a frigate, triple masted and built for battle.  Boasting a sizeable array of retrofitted laser cannons, fortified by deflector shielding and futuristic pirate weaponry that would put the fear of God in any one who dared cross it’s path.  The Queen was ruled with an iron fist by the famous pirate named Blackbeard.  That is, until you came along and stole it off his drunk ass.  You have been plundering, shooting and fighting through time and space ever since you can remember.  Your life is pretty awesome.  At least, you think it is.                                                                            Until one fateful early evening, when the lookout in the crow’s nest shouts out.                                                                                                                                                        “Attention all hands! Ship! Ship!”                                                                                                        There is a ship on the horizon.  It is around sunset and the sea is calm but it’s covered in a blanket of fog. As your ship nears the other, you know immediately something isn’t right.  The ship is drifting, and no one can be seen on board.                                                                                           You choose to form a boarding party to board the mysterious ship.                                                    You choose not to form a boarding party and decide to sail away like cowards.



You choose not to form a boarding party and decide to sail away like cowards.  Screw this; you think to yourself.  It’s better to stay on course and head for open waters.  Pirates are superstitious creatures, and there was something too ominous about a ghost ship encounter on a foggy day. It just doesn’t feel right, so you continue on.                                                                          Nothing eventful happens that day.  But as we all know, every action has an equal, exact and opposite reaction.  Ever hear of the butterfly effect?  Small, seemingly insignificant things can have long term major consequences.  Whether it is the flap of a butterfly’s wings in Brazil, or the hasty decision of cowardice from a once brave pirate.                                                                                                                                                     The next morning, it is still foggy.  The haze of the atmosphere matches the insides of your brain.  Thanks to a barrel of cheap rum, the lot of you have hangovers the size of a medium sized asteroid.                                                                                                                                                   Suddenly, the sea starts to move.  At first, the entire ship rocks from starboard to port side.  Then from the bow to the stern.  You look everywhere.  You realize that it’s just the ship moving.  The rest of the sea is calm and there is no wind.  Yup, you think; we are up shit creek without a goddamned paddle.                                                                                                                                “Sea Monster!”                                                                                                                                      You scream to alert your men.  Before you know it, a series of dark, green, slimy and totally gross, huge tentacles from a giant squid sea monster rise up from the sea, and carry away your best friend Kyle while he lets loose a blood-curdling scream.                                                                                                       “Nooooooo!”                                                                                                                                          For a moment your eyes lock with his and he screams out.                                                                “Jerry!  I love you bro. I always have man. I mean it! That summer in Guam was the best time I ever had in my life.”                                                                                                                                                Then he disappeared into the sea never to be heard from again.  You take a moment to contemplate what just transpired.                                                                                                         Click here to see the attack.
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Your other buddy Delroy turns towards you.                                                                                        “You guys went to Guam?  How come you never invited me?”                                                           Suddenly, another tentacle appears and wraps itself around the center of Delroy’s midsection.  It pulls him up and down and back and forth, like a goddamned ragdoll.  He struggles and screams.                        “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”                                                                                                            You frantically try to free Delroy by spraying quarter inch holes into the monster’s tentacle with your totally sweet pirate laser machine gun, but it’s no use.  It’s a death grip hold.  Sensing a shadow appear overhead, you pause to look up.  There are six more tentacles coming from all directions.  One of them is heading straight for you.                                                                                                                                    “Game over man.”                                                                                                                                   Is all you have time to say.  And it is.  A tentacle sweeps down, wraps itself around your neck and chokes you out in seconds.                                                                                                                                                The End.                                                                                                                                              ~ Back to Start ~



You choose to form a boarding party to board the ship.  You form a boarding party made up of your fiercest, most trustworthy comrades and row out in your dinghy.  As you approach the ship from the stern and the fog lifts suddenly, you can read the name of the ship.                              				The Mary Celeste                                                                                                                                 There’s no doubt in your mind now.  You found the motherfucking legendary ghost ship.  Or maybe, it found you.  But it’s too late to turn back, so you climb the short ladder up towards the main deck.  Once there, nothing seems out of the ordinary.  This makes you even more nervous. But you can’t look like a scared little girl in front of your mates, so you clear your throat and order everyone to search for rum, gold, silver, jewels and anything else to steal.                                  		Suddenly, you realize; the entire goddamned boat is crawling with ninjas!  The bastards must have been hiding up in the mastheads, and descended silently down the ropes.  They have managed to surround you and your crew in a matter of seconds.                                                                           “Sonofabitch! Ninjas!”                                                                                                                         You draw your modified DL-45 laser blaster, one of your favourite pistols.  A sidearm that packs a mean punch,  you won the beauty in a poker game off some washed up space pirate, back in the day.  You order everyone else to follow suit.  The ninja leader comes forward.  He looks like he wants to talk.                                                                                                                                          You choose to fight, even though you are clearly outnumbered, and surrounded on all sides.                            You are willing to listen to the ninja before you stab him in the throat. 


You choose to fight, even though you are clearly outnumbered, and surrounded on all sides.               													“Fuck this shit!”                                                                                                                                     You yell and lunge forward toward the ninja leader.  This signals your men to do the same.  They all pick their closest target and shoot them with their pistols or stab them with their swords.  The next moment is the weirdest one you’ve ever had in your entire life.  All of the ninjas are no longer there.  They fucking just disappeared into motherfucking thin air.  While you’re still trying to figure out what’s going on, you hear someone groan.  You turn to your left and notice your best friend Kyle has a frigging throwing star in his eye.                                                                      “Ow, ow, ow, ow, I got a goddamn throwing star in my eye!”                                                          You hear another moan.  You turn to your right and discover Delroy has a poison dart in his ass.                     			“Ahhhhh! I got a fuckin’ poison dart in my butt!”                                                                               Everyone else around you has been killed by goddamned invisible ninjas in seconds.  The bastards must have developed some goddamned teleportation abilities.  The ninja leader suddenly appears in front of you.                                                                                                                                          “You should have tried to listen to me asshole.”                                                                                   He takes your head clean off with the longest, shiniest sword you’ve ever seen in your life.                                                                                                                                              The End.                                                                                                                                              ~Back To Start~


You are willing to listen to what the ninja has to say before you stab him in the throat.           “Let’s hear what this pathetic bastard has to say for himself.”                                                              You order your men to stand down, at least, temporarily.                                                                                                                                “I must apologize.  We do not usually travel by ocean, and are unfamilliar with seafaring traditions,” he begins.                                                                                                                           “No shit,” you reply.  “This is our domain; you guys should be on land.”                                           			It turns out that the ninjas need help learning how to sail.  They were stranded in the middle of the ocean due to unknown forces.  If you teach them to sail and help them reach land, they will teach you how to fly and gain tons more cool ninja skills.  Before giving you a choice, the ninja leader looks you carefully in the eye.                                                                                               “Keep the following in mind before you reach your decision.  Everyone thinks it’s cool to be a ninja, but rest assured, there are ice cold nights, and dark… dark days while wearing the black cloth of the ninja.”                                                                                                                                                        You tell the ninjas to take a hike.                                                                                                          You decide to help them out and learn some cool frickin’ ninja skills.


You tell them to take a hike.  Fuck that shit, you think; I don’t have time to teach these jerk offs how to sail. I’ve got better things to do.  After laughing in their faces for a couple of minutes, you tell them you’re not interested.  Then you get back inside your dinghy.  For some reason, you decide to look up.                                                                                                                                 You notice the sky starts turning white, then black, then purple, then grey.  An indescribable feeling of dread takes over your entire body.  You feel completely paralyzed.  You turn to your shipmates.  They are screaming something at you, but you can’t hear a sound.  You close your eyes. A moment later, you open them.                                                                                                   You are in some kind of sleeping pod chamber with a plastic opaque cover.  There are multiple thick black wires attached to your hands, arms, and skull.  You unplug them hastily, and pop open the hatch cover.                                                                                                                                      Click here to see where you are.
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That’s when you discover you are in a massive warehouse facility with hundreds, maybe thousands, maybe millions of other poor suckers who are unconscious just like you were, moments ago.  You realize that your entire goddamned life has been preprogrammed by some unseen being.                                                                                                                                         The knowledge that your life is a meaningless sham is too much to handle.  You attach the wires to your nut sack and electrocute yourself off to eternal darkness.                                                    Life’s a bitch, hombre.                                                                                                                            ~ Back To Start ~ 


You decide to take pity on them and decide that you want to learn some cool frickin’ ninja skills at the same time.  You begin with teaching them how to master the art of using the power of wind to move a vessel.  Following that, a lesson on knots, how to install a peg leg, eye patch design and extreme rum drinking.  Eventually, the ninja leader determines you delivered on your side of the bargain.  Together, you sail to the Super Secret Invisible Fortress Ninja Training School.                                                                                                                                                       After reaching a group of islands somewhere off the coast of Japan, you spend three days climbing a mountain.  Eventually you reach the school, hidden behind a waterfall. You are taken to the Supreme Council of Ninjas.  There are three of them.  They look super old and wear those old school triangle straw hats with trademark ninja black pyjamas.  Curiously, one of them is sipping from a giant 7-11 slurpee.                                                                                                                                                  I wonder where he got that, you think to yourself.  The journey you had was long and arduous. As a result, you are feeling pretty parched.  Somehow, you resist the temptation of asking for a sip.  They present you with a samurai sword and the oldest dude with long, silvery white whiskers all over his face speaks.                                                                                                                             “Thank you for helping us.  We ninjas are an honourable people.  Our word is our bond. Welcome to the Super Secret Invisible Fortress Ninja Training School.  What ninja secrets do you wish to learn?  You must choose, but remember to choose wisely.”                                               You choose to learn to fly.                                                                                                                   You choose nun chuck, throwing star and other weaponry skills.                                                    You choose to learn how to become invisible.                                                                                     You learn to use magic, potion & poisons.                                                                                         You learn Telekinesis.                                                                                                                           You learn to master the art of seduction.  


You choose to learn to fly.  After a few weeks living in a commune on the mountains of Japan, you graduate with a certificate which grants you the coveted skill of learning to fly.  What a great feeling. You feel like godamn Superman. Only way cooler. Because you are a ninja that can fly.  You and your band of ninjas decide to celebrate at the local inn.  After a night of fish tacos and beers, you head home. Along the way, you have the misfortune of miscalculating a low lying power line.  It takes your frigging head clean off.                                                                                                         The only lesson the ninja elders forgot to teach you is that drinking and flying don’t mix.  Arrive alive. If you drink, don’t fly, homie.                                                                                                     The End.                                                                                                                                                 ~ Back To Start ~



You choose to learn how to become invisible.  The main lesson in invisibility is how to become silent.  The first challenge as a pirate in developing this skill, is how to drop your yarrrrrr’s.  The second, is how to stop farting because, let’s face it; pirates eat like shit.  The next step is how to hack your environment into camouflage and blend in seamlessly, thus becoming invisible.  It’s a very difficult, complicated process.  Eventually after many months of hard training and a sushi based diet, you master this skill.                                                                                                                                                           The first thing you do once you discover the art of invisibility is head for the local bus station washroom.  Not because you’re a pervert.  Because you’ve been out celebrating with your fellow ninjas, drinking shots of sake.  As a result, you have to take a wicked whizz.                                                     Shortly after draining the main vein, you hear a kerfuffle in one of the bathroom stalls.  It’s a young lad being harassed by a band of mean looking pirates.  You quickly realize it’s a good old fashioned pirate robbery.                                                                                                                                       You choose to get involved.                                                                                                          Fuck it - you choose to keep celebrating.



You choose to get involved.  Although you’re a former pirate, after being trained as a ninja, you realize how wrong it is to rob people.  Jacking shit may seem like fun, but you’ve since figured out the truth; crime destroys people’s lives.  Worse yet; stealing off little kids is for punk ass suckers that need to be taught a lesson.  You approach the pirates.  There are three of them.  You decide to become visible in front of the larger pirate, a real mean motherfucker that seems to be the leader of the group.  As soon as you appear you confront the bastard head on.                                                                                 “Which one of you bitches wants to dance?”                                                                                       They appear scared shitless for a second or two when they first see you.  After a moment,  they recover.  The pirate leader retorts.                                                                                                             “What did you just say?”                                                                                                                          You choose to fight.                                                                                                                           You choose to reason with them.



You choose to fight.  The first thing you do is take out the leader.                                                          “You heard me, suckah.  Let’s dance!”                                                                                                    You dish out your newly aquired closed quarter ninja fighting skills like you were a goddamn Bruce Lee and Stephen Segal siamese ninja hybrid, working as a sous chef in a kung fu sushi restaurant.  You snap his neck like a goddamn chicken and move on to the other two.  You draw your sword, stab one of them in the heart, and disembowel the third.  The whole scenario is over in seconds.  The bathroom stall is covered in blood.  The scared kid thanks you profusely.  He says he wants to reward you.                                                                                                                                                You choose to accept an award.                                                                                                            The knowledge you stopped an innocent little bitch from being robbed is enough for you.    


You choose to reason with them.  You decide to bluff your way out of this one.                                                                                            “This is my fuckup little brother,” you begin. “If he owes you any money, I will gladly repay it.  If not, then I will buy you the largest jug of cheap beer available on draft and a round of fish tacos the likes of which you have ever seen before.  Just to be clear, the tacos that are on special tonight.  Not the sturgeon.  The shrimp.  But I promise you; your bellies will be so full of beers and crustaceans, you will forget this little shit ever crossed your path.”                                       The pirate leader furrows his brow for a moment or two while he considers your offer.                                              “I don’t normally negotiate with ninjas, as a general rule.  But to tell you the truth, I’m super tired, and kind of hungry too.  I’ve actually got kind of a kink in my neck.  It’s killing me. How about you just buy us a round of drinks, and we can move on?”                                                    You return to the bar together, and buy them a round of drinks.  The drinking session doesn’t end until the end of the night, when the pirate leader invites you to his wedding next week.  The following year, you end up becoming the godfather of his spawn.  Sometimes, you never know who you can become best buds with.                                                                                                                                               ~ Back To Start ~
 



You choose to accept the reward.  Ain’t nothing like getting paid, am I right?                                       “No diggity, no doubt, son.  Let’s have that cheddar!”                                                                            You exclaim, perhaps a little too excitedly.  It turns out the kid has no money.  He does, however, have a coupon for a free taco from Taco Bell. The only problem is, you have to buy two tacos for the third one to be free.  Sometimes, life just isn’t fair.  Even if you are a dope ass ninja dropping dope ass deeds like it was godamn Christmas morning.                                                                                                                                     The End.                                                                                                                                                ~ Back To Start ~



You choose to learn nunchuck and other awesome weaponry skills.  After weeks of rigorous training courtesy of some of the highest rated members of Ninja Elite Special Forces, you finally master the art of ninja weaponry.  Congratulations.  You are now an expert level ninja warrior.  Once you’ve graduated, you are offered a choice of two positions.                                                    The first position is a teaching position at the same academy.                                                              The second position is to join a ninja warrior crew to fight unknown battles.                


The knowledge you stopped an innocent little bitch from being robbed is reward enough.  You don’t do these things to get rewarded.  You do them because that’s what a good ninja does.  A handshake is all you need.  You wish the kid all the best, and send him on his way.  You have a great time that night.  It was a night of jerk chicken wings with hot and honey sauce on the side and many refreshing jugs of beer with your ninja buddies.  Life is good, homie.                                                    You make eyes with the cute waitress.  Her name is Cindy.  Who knows what could happen next?  There is something compelling about karma, and you just earned yourself an entire boat load.                                   Ninja high five for you, compadre.                                                                                                    ~ Back To Start ~                                         


You choose to become a teacher.  The pay is pretty good, and who could say no to those benefits?  There’s a lot to be said for a dental plan.  The only condition you request is that you are able to bring your best friends Delroy and Kyle along for the ride.  The elders are at first reluctant with your demand, but eventually they fold like a cheap suit.                                                                     You get a sweet ass apartment situated on campus grounds.  The school is smack dab on top of a cliff overlooking the Sea of Japan.  The view is stunning.  Your future looks so bright, it would seem, you might need some kind of protection for your eyes.                                                                                                                                                       Delroy and Kyle show up the following week. You all go for cheeseburgers and beers to celebrate.  You go to bed that night drunk and so full of cheeseburgers you think your tummy might explode.  You start to fall asleep, but it’s not long before you are awoken by screaming.  There seems to be some kind of brouhaha brewing outside.                                                                                                                              You rush out the door after grabbing your favourite sword.  You quickly realize everyone else is awake and outside, facing the ocean.  You also notice that you are the only one totally naked.  Everyone else is wearing their ninja pajamas.  It’s kind of embarrassing, to say the least.  You make your way up to the front of the crowd.  Delroy and Kyle are there.  Kyle runs back to his room to find you a spare Samurai Ninja suit, which he tosses back to you, while shaking his head.  There is an eerie silence.  No one moves.  You are about to ask someone what the hell is going on, when out of nowhere, a motherfucking monster with webbed hands, huge ass wings, and a head with goddamn octopus tentacles rises up from the sea.  There’s no mistaking it.  It’s a frigging Cthulhu.  In one fowl swoop, it picks up the Mary Celeste and crushes it with it’s giant left claw.                                                                                                                                                     ~ Click here to see the monster ~                                                                                                                               You choose to reason with the Cthulhu.                                                                                            You choose to fight the Cthulhu.                                                                                                                  
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You choose to reason with the Cthulhu.  After all, monsters are generally misunderstood creatures that were probably bullied when they were kids, right?  Wrong, you dumbass.  It’s too late for psychotherapy for this monster.  The only thing it wants is one thing now.  And it’s your blood.                                                                                                                                                   And guess what?  It succeeds this task in mere seconds by wrapping it’s tentacles around your head and draining all the blood from your body.  Your body is drained and limp like a goddamn boneless chicken before half the time it takes to make five minute rice.                                              Game over, home slice.                                                                                                                                           ~ Back To Start ~


You choose to fight the Cthulhu.  As a general rule, ninjas don’t exactly approve of firearms.  There are way too many guns on this planet and considering how many douchebags there are out there, it’s just not an ideal ratio.  That’s why ninjas normally opt for weapons that take more skill, style and finesse.  But let’s face it, some situations call for an exception to the rule.  Your buddy Delroy tosses you one of your favourite weapons.  It’s a modified M67-X smart gun, a cherished relic from your xenomorph hunting days.                                                                                                                                   “Thanks bro. I always knew I could count on you.”                                                                            “No problem,” he grinned back, giving you the secret thumbs-up gesture, only known to pirates. It’s kind of like the normal thumbs-up for normal people but different.  And way cooler.  It’s impossible to describe.                                                                                                                          “It’s go time!”                                                                                                                                      On your verbal cue, everyone opens up with their weapons on full automatic.  Remember that scene in Predator?  When everyone fires at the same time into the jungle?  It’s like that, only this time, it’s directed at a clearly visible monster and you are all hitting the target.  I’m not going to lie to you here - this shit is totally sweet.  You quickly come up with a plan.                                                                                                                                       With your trusty ninja dagger clenched between your teeth, the next time a tentacle sweeps down towards you, you grab hold of it, and on your hands and knees, you somehow manage to climb up on top of the slippery beast.  Remembering your Cthulhu anatomy class, you locate his cerebral cortex and plunge your ninja dagger deep inside the beast, twisting it, and yanking the whole thing out.  The beast falls down like a pile of godamn green plastic Lego bricks.                                                                                                                                You are the hero, and are richly rewarded for slaying the beast.  This involves a brand new five year teaching contract as a tenured ninja professor.  Plus full benefits and a shiny new Prius.  Stop laughing. It’s a sensible car with great mileage.  It’s also good for the planet, because of climate change; which is way scarier than any monster out there.  Like any good ninja, you’ve learned to respect the planet.                                                                                                                Good job, homie.                                                                                                                                 ~ Back To Start ~       



You choose to join a small band of fellow elite ninja warriors.  Your first meeting is under an ancient oak tree at midnight.  Your fellow warriors appear out of the darkness.  One of them steps forward.  He identifies himself as Tony.                                                                                                “Hi, my name’s Tony.”                                                                                                                          “So what do we do now?”                                                                                                                      He hands you a scroll sealed with the secret ninja wax seal.  It contains instructions for your quest.  You open it.  It reads the following.                                                                                                                                                   Your secret mission is to hunt down and capture or kill a rogue band of ninjas.  They are reputed to be in the Kandahar province of Afghanistan.  They are working as mercenaries for a local warlord.                            One more thing – one of your team is suspected of being a mole, secretly supplying the mercs with information.                                                                                                                                                              “Great,” you say, thinking out loud.                                                                                                         “What’s up? Everything all right?,” asks Tony.                                                                                     “Uhhh, nothing.  We’ve got a mission.”                                                                                                “Well, let’s do this thing then,” says Tony.  The rest of the gang shout:                                                “YEAHHHHHH.”                                                                                                                                Then you realize you forgot to read the last sentence. You scan it quickly.                                        This message will self destruct in five seconds.                                                                                                  In like five seconds, the scroll spontaneously combusts into a ball of fire.                                          “AHHHHHHH!”                                                                                                                                  You cry as you drop it to the ground and stamp it out with your feet.                                                       “It was kind of burning my hands,” you remark, a little defensively.                                                     They don’t look impressed.  You clear your throat, attempting to regain your composure.                     “Um, okay.  So it looks like we’re going to Afghanistan.”                                                                            You choose to take the boat to Afghanistan.                                                                                           You choose to fly to Afghanistan.


You choose to take a boat to Afghanistan.  You kind of miss boats, because of the whole pirate thing.  The boat you choose is seaworthy enough and because it was built by ninja shipbuilders, it looks totally badass.  Like something between an old school schooner and a goddamned space ship.  Jet black and dangerous, a stealth fighter jet with sails to boot.  The first couple of days go smooth like ninja butter.                                                                                                                         Until one fateful morning when you hear a commotion outside.  You quickly realize the boat is surrounded by a band of evil hybrid dolphins with mechanical laser weapons attached to their dorsal fins.  You order your crew to open fire, but it’s no use.  You are no match for these godamned psychotic mammals.  They tear your vessel into goddamn swiss cheese and capture you in mere seconds.  A bonfire is held in your honour on a nearby beach. They sing Kumbayah in dolphin speak, before devouring you, barbeque style.  The bastard dolphins manage to turn you and your buddies into brisket sandwiches.  At least they didn’t leave your beautiful corpse to waste.  If it’s any consolation, you taste delicious.                                                                                                    The End.                                                                                                                                                ~ Back To Start ~


You choose to fly to Afghanistan.  The most direct route carries you over the Syrian Octagon.  Never heard of it? Almost no one has.  It can best be described as a smaller, but no less deadly version of the Bermuda Triangle.  There’s only a couple of intelligence agencies that know about it.  This is next level intelligence shit.                                                                                                                                                        You and your ninja posse begin your flight according to plan.  The weather is good.  There are hardly any clouds in the sky, but there’s a storm up ahead, so you have to take a detour that carries you deeper into the infamous Octagon.                                                                                                                                          All of a sudden, something goes horribly wrong.  You start slowing down, then, inexplicably, your speed increases.  You lose control of your flight no matter what you do.  You turn to your left to see how your buddies are doing, but they’re not there.  You turn to your right, same deal.  There’s no goddamned trace of them.  You realize you are totally on your own.  You try your best to maintain your current speed and altitude for as long as you can.  By nightfall, you decide to put yourself down in a small clearing by a rural village.                                                                                                                        Once on the ground, you walk through a tall field of corn and make your way to a farmer’s house.  There are candles burning inside the window, so you approach it and tap on the glass.  An old man sees you.  He rushes towards you and silently motions you inside.  He looks panicked.  You try to explain your predicament but he tells you to shut up in a strange language you can’t comprehend.  Just then, a loud rumbling sound occurs outside and the old man quickly blows out the candles.  Both of you stare out the window together in the inky darkness.                                                               Suddenly, a row of WWII tanks appear.  On the first one, there’s a flag mounted on top.  You squint until the moonlight catches it at the right angle.                                                                                                “Holy fucking shit,” you remark.  It’s a goddamned Nazi flag!  You look closer.  There are soldiers walking alongside the tanks.  But there’s something not quite right about these hombres.  They are groaning and stumbling, more than walking.  You look closer and realize with a cold chill running down the length of your spine; these are no ordinary run of the mill Nazi infantry soldiers.  These are goddamned Nazi zombies.                                                                                     ~ Click here to see them ~                                                                                                                         You choose to help defend the old man.                                                                                                You choose to run away as fast as possible.
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You choose to help defend the old man.  You hand over one of your favourite ninja swords to the old-timer.  Thinking you stand a better chance at survival by splitting up, you hide in separate closets.  Both of you quietly wait for the zombies to pass.  You hold your breath, sitting there sweating like a nun stranded inside a cucumber patch.  Unfortunately for both of you, one of the zombie Nazi soldiers decides to search the house.                                                                                             You remain quiet until the last possible moment before stealthily opening the closet door.  You approach him from behind and slice his throat like a goddamned avocado and brie sandwich – ninja style.   The zombie motherfucker goes down like a fat kid on a seesaw.  You help him fall gently so he doesn’t make a sound.  The rest of the troupe pass by without incident.                                                                                            Once the coast is clear, the old man thanks you by making a great feast.  You dine on suckling pig and duck a l’orange until your belly is full.  As a parting gift, the old geezer presents you with a suitcase filled with his most prized possessions.  This includes a Ginsu knife,  three Chia Pets, and the complete works of Tony Robbins on VHS cassette.  Sweet.  You are now on your way to your next adventure, and totally empowered.                                                                                                                  Nice work, home slice.                                                                                                                          ~ Back To Start ~ 


You decide to run away as fast as possible.  Screw this, you think to yourself.  I ain’t got time for this shit.  You push past the old man and climb out the window.  On your way out, something makes a startled meow cat sound.  You realize, it’s of course a cat. It must be the old man’s.  It’s black and white, and kind of cute, but none of that matters because it made a sound.  In seconds the Nazi zombie bastards have surrounded you.  You’re able to take out a few of them before succumbing to their blows.  Just before one of them finishes you off, a high ranking colonel wearing a monocle in his left eye and a plastic tipped cigarette in his mouth orders them to stop.  He approaches you and clumps you over the back of your head with something heavy.  You black out instantly.                                                                                                                                                You wake up in a dark prison cell.  Although there is a guard posted outside, he looks like he has dozed off.  After carefully taking in every inch of the room, you decide an old ventilation shaft is your best chance of escape.  You inspect the sealed front side and notice it is held together with screws.  You pull out your secret ninja pouch.  Lucky for you, those brainless Nazis must not have been able to detect it during their search.  Inside, you find the right tool for the job.  It’s a ninja screw driver set.  You proceed to unscrew the grill.                                                                                                                                     You hoist yourself up and climb inside.  You begin to climb through the ancient ventilation system.  It’s made of iron, and is completely dark.  Every five feet or so, there is a series of ancient, rusted bolts tying one section of the system to the other.  You can hear faint voices like ghosts passing in the night.  Although you are terrified, you find it within yourself to push on through.  Every now and then, there is an opening.  You peer through the first room.  It’s a mess hall filled with Nazi bastards eating brain stews and drinking German beer.  You continue on to the next one.                                                                                                                                              To your delight, as you peer through the grill, you can make out the figure of the old man. He’s sitting in a dungeon cell similar to the one you were in.  You whisper to make yourself known and he looks up.  He sees you.                                                                                                          You decide to help him escape.                                                                                                    You tell him you will send help for him.


You learn to use Magic, Potions & Poisons.  It’s going to be just like a Harry Potter movie, you think. And it kind of is, for awhile. You get the whole Hogwarts experience, with classes during the day taught by old ninja wizards.  You learn tons of neat skills.  One night, on a dare from your classmates, you sneak out and climb into the classroom to produce some homemade pirate moonshine that you bragged about knowing how to make.                                                                      Everything is going perfect until you test your concoction.  Your throat immediately seizes up.  When you look down, you notice your skin turning green and huge warts popping up all over your body like goddamn psoriasis popcorn.                                                                                                              The motherfucking teachers must have replaced the test tube that read Alcohol with one that should read Toad, just to weed out drunk ass suckers like yourself.  You are now a giant toad.  Serves you right, trying to impress people.  You should have buckled down and studied, dumbass.  Ribbit, ribbit, motherfucker.                                                                                                                                         ~ Back To Start ~


Fuck it – you choose to keep celebrating.  Who cares about this kid anyhow?  Life is too short to worry about this schmuck.  I’ve got a tall glass of beer and a huge ass plate of chicken wings waiting for me with my name on it.  You turn around and make your way to the exit of the washroom.  Once seated, you begin to drink your beer when a commotion erupts inside the bar.  The pirates, having just finished robbing and killing the young boy, have made their way back inside the main dining area.  They are making a beeline for you.  You finish up your last jerk chicken wing in a second, because those things are delicious.  You love jerk chicken wings.                                                                                                                            In your haste and much to your misfortune, you forgot that you need to eat the meat around the bone before discarding it.  You swallowed the entire goddamn chicken wing without thinking.  You get up to face the pirates, but immediately start to choke to death in front of them while they laugh their asses off.  Learn to chew your food slowly and swallow, before deciding to kick some ass.                                                                                                                                                             Game over, home skillet.                                                                                                                        ~ Back To Start ~


You learn Telekinesis.  How cool would it be to be able to move objects with your brain and  mess with other people’s minds?  It turns out it’s loads of fun.  The only problem is, there is a bully in your class.  He keeps trying to get inside your head and call you names. He is a tiny twerp of a kid, but it turns out he has some pretty bad ass telekinetick skills.                                   You challenge him to a telepathic duel after school.                                                              You choose to try to reason with this dweeb.


You challenge him to a telepathic duel after school.  You think you can take on this ass clown.  Bad decision.  He turns your brain into a sphincter that’s just downed twelve Big Macs.  Your brain explodes all over the school parking lot.  Don’t always judge a book by it’s cover, numb nuts.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     ~ Back To Start ~


You learn to master the art of seduction.  What a great way to get laid!  And it is, for awhile. You learn all kinds of mad skills, while achieving ultimate player status.  You learn how to seduce anyone; young, old, fat, skinny, everyone.  And I mean, everyone.  You get so good at it, that it becomes an obsession.  You can’t stop.  Until one day, you look down, and realize your schlong is about to fall off from a whole whack of diseases.                                                                                You forgot that old BDP track.  Remember to make your Jimmy wear a hat, so Jimmy will have an opportunity to come back.  You head to the hospital and die a slow, painful death.                            Check yourself before you wreck yourself, bro.                                                                                           ~ Back To Start ~


You decide to help him escape.  You pull out your ninja tool set and unscrew the ventilation grill. He’s a heavy sonofabitch, but eventually you are able to hoist the old man up.  Amazingly, the ventilation shaft doesn’t collapse on the two of you.  You take a moment to marvel at German engineering, before moving on.  The old man knows the prison, and is able to direct you towards freedom.  Eventually, you reach an outside  shaft.  You bust out using 100% brute ninja force in the form of a totally sweet Judo chop.  After climbing down the wall from a  rope you made out of socks, shoe laces and candy wrappers, you make it outside.                                                         Congratulations, you are now free.  Once safely away, the pair of you celebrate at the closest Red Lobster.  Despite your protest, the old man insists on paying.  Nice work homes. Try the Parrot Isle Jumbo Coconut Shrimp.  I hear they’re pretty delicious.                                                                                                                                                                                                          ~ Back To Start ~ 


You tell him that you will send help for him on your way out.  To be honest, it seems like a super big hassle to help the guy. Besides, he’s an old man.  How many years left has the guy really got before he croaks?  You continue on until you come to another cell.  This one’s empty, but the cell door to it appears open.  You decide to climb down into it, thinking you can escape easily.                                                                                                                                                    Once inside the cell, you hear a stirring behind you.  One of your worst fears since childhood is waiting.  It’s a monster sized cockroach with goddamned wings on it, and the motherfucker looks hungry.  If you had helped the old man out, maybe you wouldn’t be in this predicament.                                                                                                                                          Sayonara, you selfish douche nozzle.                                                                                               ~ Back To Start ~    


You choose to try to reason with this dweeb.  The next day during your lunch break, you decide to sit next to the boy, who normally sits at a table all by himself.  You offer him a bite of your sushi sandwich.  The kid is so taken aback, he is speechless.  After asking him to tell you about where he came from, you realize that his parents were dipshits that treated him like crap before abandoning him in the middle of a forest.  You quickly realize, this is how dipshits come to be.  You offer him the rest of your sandwich and your friendship.  The only thing you ask for in return, is for him to extract all of his douchiness and bury it in the backyard, forever.  Realizing that in this world, the kindness of strangers is a precious commodity, the kid reaches for your delicious sandwich with tears in his eyes.                                                             Nice job homie. Although there are a wealth of ninja skills out there, learning how to forgive and forget is probably one of the best tools to have in this lifetime.                                                  Vaya con Dios, you magnificent bastard.                                                                                                                          ~ Back To Start ~
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