När jag tänker efter: Ge mig ett ja eller nej så fort du bestämt dig vad nästa serie blir. För om det inte blir den här får jag hellre ut den asap.

...scratch that, har en annan idé att dra först. Men det tar vi på IRC. Men du kommer antagligen inte kolla det här dokumentet innan jag har sagt hej och dragit upp idén där, så varför skriver jag ens det här?

Bestämde mig för att bjuda in dig till den här eftersom jag vill ha lite åsikter. Mest eftersom jag kommit på lite grejer som är ändrat från mina tidigare idéer. Dels så är första akten inte längre lika... låt oss säga... explicit, dels ska ramberättelsen inte vara med lika mycket. Från början hade jag tänkt att det skulle inledas med att Shiva å 666 snackar, och avslutas med detsamma, men jag har kommit fram till att 666 inte ska vara med på bild alls, utan samtalet ska transplanteras till textboxar (de citat som är inom [häftklamrar] ska bli textboxar). Har väl ungefär tänkt mig att det ska vara några textboxar i början av några akter (originalplanen var i början av varje. Det sprack) så att samtalet kommer i snuttar och i princip inte kommer verka jättevettigt förrän slutet av ståryn. Föreslår olikfärgade textboxar för dem, ljust för Shiva och mörkt för 666. Dock ska det inte vara uppenbart från början att det faktiskt är Shiva och 666 som snackar i dem. Tror jag har satt dem såsom jag vill ha dem nu.

Dessutom har jag lyckats med konststycket att skriva det här med visuell humor som inte funkar i textform (därav att jag övertalade dig att göra det till serie) samtidigt som jag har skrivit några långa stycken med exposition som antagligen inte funkar i serieform (du kommer förstå vilka delar jag menar...). Jag tror helt enkelt att vi får ta och göra som så att efter avslutad akt postas det dessutom en text för akten. Eller nåt.

Lite grejer ska antagligen skrivas om, men...

Saker i orange är sånt som inte längre direkt ska vara med, så det behöver du inte bry dig om egentligen, men det får stå kvar... så du får se hur den här historien utvecklades och vad ni nästan drabbades av.

Och Pallette ska ha sina glasögon för hon är mycket sötare då.
 I alla fall ska hon ha dem när hon inte har sitt löjligt stora headset på. Jag jobbar på en logisk förklaring till varför en reploid behöver glasögon. /Kenny


Navigation



A normal day at the Maverickhunters headquarters, in the beginning of spring. A season for love to bloom - and in some cases...

"Sixboy?" Shiva sat down on the roof beside her black companion. He was lying down with his eyes closed, but did not appear to be sleeping.
"Huh?" He raised an eyebrow, looking at the purple-skinned woman.

Spring.






666 sighed and sat up. 


---

<BILD: Helsida, nån exteriör på MH. Lite träd och skit. Titelblad, i princip. Nedanstående tre textrutor. NAVIGATION någonstans. Möjligen nåt mer krafs om att det är en ståry i fyra delar skriven av mig och illustrerad av dig.>
["What do you... really think of me?"]
["What?"]
["I mean... me... you... us."]

-Akt ett-

Alia. (ska se ut som hon gör i X8, för den designen är snyggare än X5-X7.)
Layer.
Pallette.
<BILDER: Litet porträtt på var och en av dem.>

The three head Navigators of the Maverickhunters. There are, of course, many others, but they are the three highest ranked ones. They organize all other Navigators, and are called in for the hardest missions requiring their knowledge. The sheer amount of administrative tasks they perform personally or supervise is astounding, 90% of which the majority of the hunters have no idea even needs to be done. Safe to say, without them, the HQ would not be nearly as efficient.

They're professionals, all of them, but that does not stop them from having personal lives... with personal issues.

It all started out in the head Navigation room of the Maverickhunters Headquarters, on a day seemingly like any other. The trio was performing some of their daily duties - only a fraction of all the things they regularly do, and yet too many to list. It was a fairly slow day as none of them were currently advising any high priority mission.

<BILD: Navigatörsrummet, de jobbar.>

Navigator discipline is normally second to none in the entire HQ, as they effectively keep the entire place together. Today, however, Pallette was... less than focused.


"I need... I need a cup of coffee. And some fresh air. I'll be back in ten. No, make that fifteen."

After visiting the coffee machine, Pallette stepped out of the building, paper cup in hand. She walked out to one of her favourite places. A secluded spot, it was good for little more than some green in the middle of the buildings. Hardly anyone ever went there, and there were only two walls that actually had any windows overlooking the place. As such, one could place him- or herself so that noone could see them. Pallette knew this, and sat down in the grass, leaning against the wall, at that very spot. She sipped on her coffee as her thoughts started wandering. This is no good... I can't let myself be distracted by... by...
<BILD: Pallette sitter.>
She thought about her workmates. Alia was the de facto leader of them, since she had been around the longest. The rumor about her having a relationship with X was a longlived one, having existed already before Pallette joined the Hunters and did not seem to be dying down anytime soon. Pallette was one of the few who knew the truth about this, but noone knew she did and she wouldn't tell anyone even when asked. Then there was Layer. Infatuated with Zero, who seemed almost... completely oblivious to the whole thing. But maybe he wanted to prevent a repeat of what happened to Iris... she hadn't been around then, but knew the whole story. The exact nature of Zero and Iris' relationship was not entirely clear, but it seemed that they were more than only friends... and then he had to destroy her when she got corrupted by the Maverick virus. Lives ruined by Mavericks... that was something all three of the head Navigators had in common. Alia had been the research partner of Gate, a well-regarded reploid scientist. But when his research was deemed dangerous and his creations destroyed, he snapped and decided to take revenge. It is thought he developed a virus strain for personal use, to become more powerful. In the end, even though X was the one who had stopped his antics, it was Alia who finally had to kill him. Layer had been working in a weapons manufacturing plant which was taken over by Mavericks. She was the only one who managed to escape, all her other friends being eiter killed or infected.
Pallette knew this. She knew they both had worse pasts than she did, and what people they had set their sights on. Even so... having these two good-looking women so close to her, especially with Layer's ridiculous getup that didn't even cover her entire chest, turned out to be... certainly distracting at times. Sometimes it just became too much, which was why she took at least twice the amount of coffee breaks they did. Put together.
As her thoughts drifted, so did her hand that wasn't holding the cup of coffee. No... I shouldn't... But it didn't really work that way. Her left hand had wandered to her waist and slowly crept downwards. She was just about to think 'to hell with it' and proceed with what she had started doing when she was interrupted.
"Yo."
<BILD: Ja.>
She looked up. Her right hand still held the coffee cup, and her left hand was still... strategically (or unstrategically, but your mileage may vary) placed below her waist. In front of her was a purple woman, hanging upside down from a tree in front of her. This was in itself fairly... unsettling, and the fact that the clothes she was wearing meant that hanging upside down put her panties on full display didn't help. Pallette's eyes widened.
Nothing happened for a few moments. None of them moved. You would probably have been able to hear the beat panels. (idén är att i serien ska det vara typ tre-fyra rutor som är så gott som exakt likadana där ingenting alls händer
. Möjligen att en sån liten buske blåser förbi. Du vet vad jag menar.)
"!!!" (något som inte alls fungerar att visa i texten här - när Pallette blir överraskad som så så börjar hon tala i någon symbol-font. Ska se om jag hittar någon som blir bra att använda)
Shiva closed her eyes and smiled before somersaulting down from the tree. "Aren't you one of the Navigators? Sneaking off from work for some... private time, are we?"
"I... I... I just needed a break..." She stood up. "Working so close to Alia and Layer made me... well..."
Shiva searched in her mind for faces to connect with those names. As she found them, she realized what was going on here. "Oh, you're into that."
Pallette blushed and looked down. "I... like girls, but-" (Detta citat samt ovanstående är del av en dumreferens ingen annan kommer fatta. För att jag kan. Originalet är ordväxlingen "Oh, you're into that." "I like girls, but now, it's about justice." från ett spel som blev komiskt dåligt dubbat till engelska. Kan lyssnas på här
.)
She didn't manage to say more before she had Shiva's hand at the back of her head and Shiva's mouth in and around her own. The surprise kiss made her drop the cup, and before she had managed to entirely grasp what was happening, Shiva drew back.
"!!!" (mer symbolfont.)
"Meet me at the bar when you're done for the day. I'll buy you a beer (visst, Shiva, -en- öl...), and we can talk." Winking at her, Shiva leaped up into the tree again and disappeared over the roof. Pallette stood there, still surprised. Did I just... get a date?

-Slut på akt ett-

---

["Depends... do you want me to be honest or do you want to be satisfied?"]
["Right now... I will only be satisfied by the truth."]

-Akt zwei-

Pallette was on her way to the bar. She had changed to more casual clothes. A white t-shirt, a yellow vest and a light pink skirt, as well as glasses instead of her headset.
She had not been to the bar often, and usually didn't drink much. She had been there with Alia and Layer a few times after work, but never stayed past the first drink. It wasn't that she didn't enjoy company, or didn't want to socialize, it was just... there'd always be a bunch of half-drunk guys who tried to hit on them, and that always made her uncomfortable.

Shiva looked at the bartender and put two fingers on the counter. "Hey, barkeep, two pints of black." (det vill säga Guinness.)
"...black?"
"Believe me - when it comes to talking about... problems, nothing gets you going quite like a pint of black." As their order was delivered, Shiva grabbed the glasses and they walked over to a table in the corner. She took a big gulp and put down her glass. "Now, about your... situation."
Pallette took a sip of the drink, wiped off some foam and looked down. "It's just... I've never been attracted by men. Girls, on the other hand... I don't know how to explain it."
"You don't have to explain... I know what you're talking about."
"You do?"
"Yes... men are... rough. Not that this is a BAD thing, mind you - they're supposed to be rough. And they show it. Women, on the other hand... more multi-faceted on the surface. But when you get down to it, women are... soft. Like a piece of silk, it touches you gently and you... touch it the same way." She took another drink from the glass. "Now... you haven't actually touched any of this proverbial silk yet, have you...?"
"N... no, I..."
"And you haven't told anyone? Not even your workmates... your friends?"
"I... didn't want them to think I was weird."
"But it's not weird, sweetie..." She thought for a moment. "Or, more accurately... it's not any weirder than the alternative. Love is always weird... but I'll never get you reploids. If you're built for a purpose... why do you even have, y'know... not to mention any sex drive at all?"
"Well, I... I'm a human-like reploid. Of course, I was created already capable of a lot, but otherwise I've formed my identity like anyone else... and I... took a liking to..."


"We haven't always been Navigators, you know... but all three of us had our former lives destroyed by mavericks in one way or another, so we lent the hunters our expertise. Alia was a reploid researcher, Layer worked in a weapons manufacturing plant, and as for me... I was a programmer, mainly doing work in the field of mathematics."

"ONE MORE OVER HERE!"

"That Alia... always actin' so high 'n mighdy just 'coz she's been 'round fer longer... bet she doesn't think that anyone knows 'bout her an' X..."

"An' Layer... she never shuss up 'bout thad zhero... friggin' cow, the hell does she need thoze jugs for aneeway..."---

(för att fyllesnack är kul... men jag tror jag ska skriva om det)


---

["Alright... I'll be blunt, then."]

-Akt numero tres-

Pallette woke up, face down in her pillow.

She felt somewhat... fuzzy. Not remembering much of last night, she drowsily got out of bed without taking much notice to anything and went into the bathroom, starting to undress for a morning shower.

That was when she realized she was already naked, and a glance at the clock revealed that it was nine AM. She was supposed to be in the Navigation room at seven thirty today.

"Wh- why- how- when- what in the name of-"
"Good morning, sweetie."
Looking back towards her bed, Pallette saw that it was not empty. A purple-skinned woman... Shiva, was it? Yes, Shiva. She quickly grabbed a towel and wrapped it around herself. Shiva had her body up to and including the chest under the blanket, but the top half of her chest and shoulders were completely bare...
"Last night was great, don't you think?"
This was where Pallette started frantically searching in the memories of yesterday. She met Shiva... they went to the bar... they... she realized she was completely unable to remember anything past the fourth or fifth drink. But they had been drinking... and she woke up naked... in the same bed as Shiva, who also seemed to be... her face turned an interesting shade of red. (föreslår att minnessökningen visas som en filmrulle med tidigare rutor... som trasslas till totalt runt den fjärde drinken.)
"I... I have to get ready for work, I'm already late..." She closed the door to the bathroom and turned on the shower. Cold. Shiva stood up and let the blanket fall to the floor - revealing that she was, in fact, dressed, but had slid her clothes down to bare her shoulders. She readjusted them and left the apartment, jumping up to the roof. Pallette rushed out shortly thereafter, hastily dressed with a slice of bread in her mouth.
"Let's meet over a cup of coffee whenever you have a break!"
Pallette heard her, but didn't reply. She did, however, want to talk to Shiva again, and as such decided to silently agree. It didn't bother her much that Shiva didn't know when she'd actually have a break - she had the feeling that whenever she did, and went to the cafe, Shiva would know. And be there. She... seemed to be that kind of person.

Pallette was a logician at heart. Her main skills were in the fields of mathematics and programming, as well as decryption and hacking. She lived her life with very much the same philosophy - at least, she seemed to. Privately, she was a bit different... but it did bother her a bit that she didn't actually have much of a private life. Especially not any social one. She had some problems making friends, Alia and Layer being the closest she got, but they didn't meet very often outside of work hours. And any love life was just... forget it. There had been some guys who found her cute and asked her out, but she had rejected them without any explanation. She was fairly sure noone knew she was a lesbian (apart, of course, from Shiva, but she didn't seem the type to go around telling people about that), but after what Shiva had told her yesterday she felt like it maybe wouldn't be that big a deal to come out. Not... not today, though. She had never had any problems coming to terms with it herself - having realized she liked other girls early after her creation, before she was fully aware of the general public view of homosexuality.



Pallette slumped over the table, face down with her arms stretched out.
"Give me a triple espresso..."

"I'll have an Irish."
"Do you ever drink anything without alcohol...?"
"Not if I have anything to say about it."

"Did we... did we actually do anything last night...?"
"Nah. You just stappled in, threw off all your clothes, declared yourself queen of the world and passed out."
"...so..."
"Thought I couldn't leave you alone in that state, so I put you in bed... plus, I didn't want to waste that opportunity to joke around with you."


---

["I do care about you..."]

-Akt den fjärde-

Wise men say, only fools rush in...
"Oh, shut up."
(skämtet här är att Pallette i princip säger åt soundtracket att hålla tyst)



"I... I love you, Shiva..." She was blushing. "I've... I've not been in love often, but... I've never been... so sure of myself..." (jag har fortfarande kvar min fetisch för överanvänding av "..." - betvivlar att jag nånsin kommer sluta med det...)
Shiva looked at her. The look on Pallette's face right now was like that of a school girl who had just confessed to the most popular guy in the class. Shiva put her hand to her own face, looked down slightly... and started laughing. "It figures... it just figures, doesn't it? The one girl I decide to not seduce immediately, the one girl I decide to help come to terms with herself... that's the one girl who honestly starts loving me." She shook her head a bit. "It's like some kind of karma..."
Pallette looked at her, still blushing. "S-so..."
Shiva looked up in the sky and sighed. "I don't think..."
Pallette looked down, looking a little disappointed. "Oh... but it's... I understand, you have a..."
"I don't think it would be possible for me to not love you."
Pallette looked up again, staring at Shiva with wide open eyes. "Th- then you-" She didn't have the time to say more before Shiva placed a finger over her mouth and embraced her.
"But what about-"
"Don't worry... I'll take care of it. If I know him correctly, he'll..." She became silent. Pallette wrapped her own arms around Shiva, and they just stood there, holding each other, none of them saying a word for a few moments. Shiva then let go and looked up towards the roof. "In fact, I'll do that right away... wait here." She leaped up into a tree and disappeared over the roof as Pallette sat down in the grass, thinking about the past few days... how fast everything had happened, and that it seemed to lead to... she closed her eyes and smiled. She had never had anyone before... she was still a virgin, but suspected that wouldn't last much longer. She felt like her life had taken a turn for the better in every possible way - she felt much more at ease with herself now. Even if we don't... I'm not going to hide it anymore. But from what Shiva had said, it didn't seem likely that it'd end like that.

She waited.

She had almost dozed off when she felt someone grab her left hand. She opened her eyes to find Shiva sitting beside her, smiling.
"So..."
"He's more perceptive about this kind of stuff than he's given credit for. He saw through me completely..."
"He... knew?"
"He didn't know what I had found... but he knew I had found something." She let go of Pallette's hand and put her arm around her shoulders instead. Pallette moved a little closer, leaning against Shiva. "And I sure did..."

They sat there in silence for a while. There were no more words that needed to be said.

"It's getting late..." Pallette stood up, grabbing Shiva's hand. Hand in hand, they walked through the HQ towards the living area. There were some whispering, but they ignored it. There was no reason for them to hide anything, as they were both sure they had found happiness in each other - happiness of the best kind. It wasn't their problem if some people found it strange.





-The slut på historien-

["...but I do so more as a friend and a fighting comrade than I do as a girlfriend."]





He reached down into his pouch, producing a cigarette and a lighter. Lighting it up and taking a puff, he looked up in the sky. "The reason I went with it when you said you wanted me was because I wanted to help you... I knew at that time that you were looking for something, and I wanted to help you find whatever answer you were looking for. If it really was love, I'm not sure..."
Shiva chuckled. "You saw through me to that extent, did you?"
"I assumed you wanted to come here, since you had heard me talk about this place a lot... and found something within my stories giving you a clue. So you found an excuse to follow me here." Blowing out a smoke cloud, he turned his head towards Shiva. "Is that not so?"
"You're... perfectly correct."
"And since you wanted to hear this... I assume that this chapter between us is over, and you have found your answer."
"You're more perceptive about this stuff than you're given credit for." She stood up. "That's perfectly right again." She started walking away, but stopped after a few steps and turned her head back. "But we're still partners, right?"
666 took another puff before throwing away the cig and snickered. "Battle partners, 'til death do us part."
Laughing, Shiva turned back and started running.


...och fråga mig inte varför jag försöker skriva romans när det är helt uppenbart att jag inte kan göra det. 
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