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    I dedicate this book to Brenda Legacy, the coolest chick I knew of that freedom crazed era...

      

    



3 60’s Beatniks

in

Granny Boots

SUPPOSITIVE

“Come with us for a trippin’ groove over the retrospective draggin’ mean-timed colossal squareville, to the ambient cooling meltdown of abstractive-ness, dueling poetry, battled brainerisms, and a gardened vegged hipped sun shadowed of the unwonted... Illuminous speedo kickin’ Granny Boot!”

Sara...

This book is a work of fiction. Any character relation to any known infamous, famous or not so famous people is purely fictional. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Time Continually Lost


[image: ]




At Woodstock, three young ladies were standing as close as they could get to the stage where Janis Joplin was performing. They were in utter awe of their hero and saved up for months planning for this trip. Suddenly, an older man and his wife pulled Sara aside and placed something in her hand. Sara smiled as the older man and his wife departed, waving goodbye. Sara went over to her friends, Mary and Marsha and huddled together. She told them to open their mouths and stick out their tongues as Sara fed them each an acid tab, finally placing one on her own tongue. They all swallowed simultaneously as they turned to watch Janis, arm and arm, swaying and flowing to the music, listening attentively to Janis’s legendary vocals.  A few minutes sleeked by while trails of light infiltrated their vision. Things were warping and distorting as they all grooved to the music, ultimately losing total bearings on reality, or so they imagined. 

“Hey Marsha, are we in the year 2016? Were we not just in Woodstock, New York? I could have sworn, Janis was singing Summertime.” said Sara scratching her head through her red bandana. “Sara, I am trying to listen to Janis...wait, where in hell are we?” said Marsha looking around frantically. “Hey, those pills that guy gave us; your friend, I think they are really starting to kick in! I do not remember coming to this place! Last thing I remember is popping that pill while Janis was shrieking between verses!” said Mary, who was hugging herself in confusion. The 3 60’s Beatniks in Granny Boots, who were dressed in organic-colored stretchy tops and maxi-skirts, looked around through their circular, rose shaded glasses. Being startled hearing some machinery starting up around them, they began walking cautiously on the steal grating, clutching tightly to the hand rails. Marsha noticed a large sign that said, “100 percent fully automated factory accident-free year, 2016.” As they proceeded slowly towards the stairs, leading down from the steel grated platform, they all descended cautiously to the main concrete floor that was painted with yellow boundary stripes. Yellow arrows within the borders pointed to an office door located at the rear of the large factory building. They all proceeded to follow the yellow path huddled together, clutching on to each other tightly.

Once they reached the office door, they all peered through the large window, seeing a long desk with flat screen monitors and keyboards. Mary carefully grabbed the knob on the office door and opened it slowly. As they all poked their heads in the office, seeing nobody was there, they all proceeded inside and closed the door. “Look at those weird typewriters guys!” said Sara, flopping down in one of the office chairs. “Yeah, and look at those skinny TVs! I never seen a TV that thin before!” said Marsha looking closely at each one. All the monitors had 3d modeling programs running, showing different stages of designs and assemblies that resembled female dolls. “Those must be futuristic Barbie dolls! They show all the genitalia and everything.” said Marsha looking curiously at each monitor. “How come there are no Ken dolls? I’ll bet he is well hung!” said Mary smirking, pressing different buttons on dissimilar devices on the far wall. “Mary, don’t be pressing buttons! You do not have a clue what they are for! With our luck, we will be transposed into Barbie dolls and end up Christmas presents for some bratty futuristic kids!” said Sara sitting, spinning in circles, looking bored. “Hey Sara, how did you know we are in the year 2016?” asked Mary, still messing with the different buttons on the diverse panels and devices. “Because there was a sign out there that said accident-free year 2016. Please stop messing around with that stuff Mary!” said Sara in a cautioning tone.

“I know what I am doing.” said Mary looking at the different panels and devices. “Yeah, Ok, coming from the woman that lost her job at Sam’s Soda Parlor because you could not operate a cash register, operating a futuristic factory, oh my god!” said Sara laughing while grabbing one of the brochures on the long desk. “Eat me, Sara!” scowled Mary now looking at another device that looked like a shower. It read on the top label, “Real 3D Modeler Silhouette-r”. Mary got startled as the Modeler silhouette device said; “Step in and face forward. Arms extended and neck and shoulders straight.” As Mary stepped in and complied, the machine covered her with clear flexible PEX type plastic and shrunk tightly to her silhouette, leaving only holes for her nostrils. “The Modeler will compensate for clothing and other accessories with the laser x-ray reader, only recording the nude silhouette of your body and hair.” explained the Real 3D Modeler Machine.  Mary by this time was shrieking. Sara flopped down the brochure and got up. “I told you not to mess around Mary!” said Sara attempting to turn off the device. Marsha now noticing Mary shrieking started to laugh. “God Mary, only you can end up being eaten by a futuristic cloning device thing-a-ma-jig or whatever.” said Marsha giggling franticly.  As Sara looked for a switch or button to turn the device off, another adjoining piece of equipment powered up. The identification label on that device read; Real 3D Modeler Silicone 3D Printer. “Please wait while the resultant print model is completely printed. The operation will take approximately 20 minutes.” said the Real 3D Silicone Modeler Machine.” Just then, the Real 3D Modeler silhouette portion of the machine, released Mary. Mary, now free, ran to the other side of the room.

“You see, I was right, the machine is a cloning thingy! It is cloning Mary!” said Marsha looking scared and backing up with Mary clinging tightly to her. “Boy, it is a wonder you two even graduated from high school. It is a Modeler. It is just making a silicone model with a 3D printing unit. It is not cloning her.” said Sara watching in amazement as the printer started to print the 3D copy of Mary. As they all watched the printer quickly assemble a silicone model of Mary, the machine was assembling Mary’s breast portion of her body. “Are you kidding me, your tits are not that big!” said Sara sarcastically. “How would you know sunken treasure chest? Guys would have to dig to suck your nipples.” said Mary retaliating. “Yeah Sara, you have no room to talk, but definitely room up there!” defended Marsha as she giggled. “Oh, go get married and have a dozen children, both of you twits! And I hope your tits hang to your knees when you are both eighty!” said Sara watching the printer complete the print. “Now cooling and softening-solidifying the 3D print. The process will take 30 seconds. Please wait.” said the 3D Modeler machine. Finally, the glass 3D printer doors opened. “Please remove model for duplicate or new.” said the 3D Modeler machine. Sara quickly removed Mary’s silicone doll and sat it down on one of the office chairs. Sara then went to the controls, typed something, and went to the silhouette-r, stepping into the stall to activate the process again.

Mary and Marsha were examining Mary’s silicone duplicate. They were both touching and probing the doll with amazement and excitement. Mary spread her silicone resemblance’s legs and closely examined the vaginal opening. “Wow, it is the spitting image!” commented Mary smirking. Mary and Marsha looked at each other and started to laugh. By this time, Sara was out of the silhouette-r stall. “Wait until you see mine!” said Sara with a devious look on her face. “What, you went in there? Are you crazy?” said Marsha still examining Mary’s silicone replica’s genitalia. “Don’t be a prissy Marsha. Just watch as mine prints!” said Sara excitedly.  As they all watched, the printer was assembling the breast portion of the replica. “Get real Sara, how did you make the machine grow you boobs like that?” asked Mary shaking her head. “Because I can read!” said Sara chuckling as the printer was completing her enhanced replica. “Oh my God, Sara, now your boyfriend will be too busy with your replica and too tired to ever do you! Not that he does you much anyway, ice queen.” said Marsha, holding her mouth as she giggled. “Look who’s talking, Marsha the eternal virgin! I think there may be mold covering your cunny!” said Sara as she removed and sat her replica on a chair next to Mary’s model. “Ok, now let’s set the machine to normal. You are next Marsha!” said Sara as she finished removing the enhancements from the Real 3D Modeler. “Not a chance! I am not going in that futuristic brain-sucking contraption thingy!” said Marsha backing into a corner. Quickly, Mary and Sara grabbed Marsha and dragged her to the silhouette-r. They held her in place until the silhouette-r secured Marsha to start the process. Marsha shrieked throughout the silhouetting process until she was finally released. “You bitches!” said Marsha in retaliation, backing away again. 

Not too long later, the machine completed printing Marsha’s silicone replica and were all seated next to each other on office chairs. Marsha, Sara and Mary sat in other chairs, each facing their respective replicas. “I wonder if this thing prints clothes?” said Marsha curiously. “You, prissy prom queen!” said Sara still examining her replica’s enhanced breasts. “Yeah, may be lingerie or something sexy like! I wonder if we can take these things back in time?” said Mary in wonderment. They all looked at each other giggling and laughing. They continued examining their replicas in amusement through their circular, rose shaded glasses.
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"Let’s get out of here. We need to eat soon. We need some money. I was reading this newspaper, hopefully recent, and it has an address for work. Adult actresses needed. Will pay $50.00 guaranteed for an audition. Terms and modelling contracts apply." said Sara, reading the ad to Marsha and Mary. "What about our dolls? I want to keep mine and bring it back when we go!" said Mary grabbing her doll. "Yeah, me too!” said Marsha hovering over her replica. "Well, I hate to break it to you both but I think we may be stuck here unless we can find that O’Leary guy to get us back. May be this is just a dream and we will awake any moment? Either way, I am hungry and we need some coin. In the mean time we can hide our dolls behind this panel. Judging from the amount of dust, no one goes back here. They will be safe until we get back." said Sara as she looked behind the panel, pulling miscellaneous lumber away. Quickly, they carefully stacked the dolls in the back of the panel and placed the lumber back to camouflage the dolls. "Sara, how will we get back in this place? The doors will most likely lock when we leave or someone who works here will lock up." asked Marsha placing the last piece of lumber. "I found some keys here hanging behind this panel, most likely spares. We will find the door these keys open and leave from there." explained Sara pocketing the keys in her skirt. "Where are we anyway? We do not have a clue where we are Sara." said Marsha looking nervous. "According to the newspaper, we are in Los Angeles. I know my way around. According to the address on this brochure, we are not far from downtown where that agency is located." said Sara confidently.

Walking to different doors in the plant that seemed to be totally unmanned, they found the exit door that the keys opened. "Ok, this is the door we have to come back into when we return.  We will mark it with some lipstick. Give me your lipstick Marsha." commanded Sara holding out her hand. "No way, use your own!" said Marsha clenching her purse. "I left mine somewhere in time. Gimme now." commanded Sara attempting to grab Marsha’s purse. Marsha moved her purse out of Sara’s reach and reluctantly dug in, finding her lipstick, giving it to Sara. Sara drew a peace symbol above the door knob and handed back the lipstick to Marsha. "Ok lets boogie." commanded Sara as they all walked towards the nearest street. After walking for a few hours, they finally found the address. "Come on girls, $150.00 is waiting for us and I am starved." said Sara leading the way inside the seedy production company's reception area. As they all entered the waiting area, they saw an array of different women, mostly very young. "Jesus Sara, all these girls look too young to be here. You did say adult auditions did you not?" asked Mary looking around confused. "Yeah Sara, these girls are just babies." said Marsha applying some lipstick. "It is a production company. They probably make different types of films they need kids for I guess." said Sara leading the way to the reception desk. "Hello uh, girls, are you here to audition?" asked the receptionist looking over their clothes. The receptionist had blond, purple and pink hair with half her head shaved and several pierced earrings in her nose, ears, lips and forehead. "Yes, thank you. We are all here to audition, $50.00 apiece guaranteed, right?" said Sara showing the ad. "That is correct. But you will all need to sign this modelling waiver. If you like, you can all audition together." said the receptionist handing Sara 3 copies of the modelling waiver. Sara grabbed the copies and read the contract. A few minutes later, Sara signed her copy. "Ok girls, sign the forms." said Sara handing Marsha and Mary their copies. After they signed, Sara handed the copies to the receptionist.

"All right, give us our $50.00 each." demanded Sara. "You have to audition first. Then we pay you the money." said the receptionist firmly. "I am afraid not! The waiver clearly states that upon signing this agreement, $50.00 is to be paid to the model immediately before the audition session. So, pay up sweetie!” demanded Sara holding her arm extended with her palm open. "I am afraid that is not what the contract means. It means after the session." reaffirmed the receptionist. "What is your name honey?" asked Sara to the receptionist. "Taylor." answered the receptionist. "Well Taylor, you get your entertainment lawyer here immediately to show me how that clause means later. Or I will go outside and bring in a cop to read it for you!" said Sara in a serious tone. "Just one moment, I will get the producer." said Taylor, leaving her desk. "Thanks hon." said Sara folding her arms, looking about. "It smells bad in here! Can we go?" said Marsha with a disgusted look in her face. "Please Marsha, stop being a snobby impotency inducer for five minutes." said Sara reading the different signs and literature scattered about on Taylor's desk. Mary, who was sitting in the reception area, was seated by a man and talking. "So, you are an adult actor too? What roles do you play?" asked Mary naïvely. "There is really only one kind of role for men here. I just do what the director tells me." said the man looking over Mary's voluptuousness. "We are adult models too. We just posed for some life size silicone Barbie dolls. Genitalia and everything." said Mary trying to look experienced. The male actor just looked at Mary a bit confused. Then they both laughed.  Marsha was standing and trying to avoid any contact at all with anyone near her. An older adult male actor walked up to Marsha. Marsha squeezed out a phoney smile trying to be polite. "Hey baby! I hope we are in the same film together. I would like to pop your throat cherry!" said the male actor crudely. "I beg your pardon sir? Sara!!" said Marsha now getting really paranoid, frantically looking around.

"Marsha, you prissy, whining frigid generator, talk to the man! He won't bite! Try to mingle." said Sara still reading copies of different agreements and contracts carelessly sprawled over Taylor's desk and cabinets. "So, you are new at this aren't you? Just follow my lead. If you are here for the audition, I can give you some pointers. Let’s go in the back lounge there and I will let you practice on me." said the older actor with a coy grin. "I really don't think so. I am not here for popping cherry thingies or practice of any kind. Sara, I really need to speak to you." said Marsha politely, trembling with disgust. "Can't you see I am reading Miss Chastity belt?" said Sara still engulfed with legal literature. "Hey there, I like a woman with small breasts! Who is your friend honey? I‘d like to test her gag reflex." said the older actor now zeroing in on Sara. "Are you speaking to me you limp imp?" said Sara not very impressed. "Yeah, I like an intelligent lady. Especially when I..." said the older actor cut off by Sara. "Hey, I know you? I thought you were petrified? Medusa was the last woman you tried to date right? Only problem is she turned your brain to stone and left everything else soft." said Sara sadistically. The older actor looked at Marsha. Marsha and the older actor started to laugh. "No brains, no pain." said Sara to herself as she resumed reading. "I am sorry for what my friend said to you." said Marsha sincerely. "My name is Jed." said the older man. "My name is Marsha. Don't take this the wrong way but I am saving it for marriage." said Marsha seriously clueless. Jed looking more confused looked at Sara and they started to laugh.

"You seem like a very nice lady. Perhaps we could go for a drink? Get to know each other?" said the younger male actor to Mary. "That sounds nice. I would like that." said Mary mesmerized by the young actor’s demeanor. Just then the younger male actor leaned over to kiss Mary. Mary responded enthusiastically as they started to smooch and make out. Sara, who was pretty much done reading everything, saw Mary making out. "Mary! Come here now!” shrieked Sara startling Mary and everyone else in the agency. Mary got up and fixed her hair, walking over to Sara. "Are you kidding me? You are making out here? They probably have hidden cameras everywhere you loose floozy! Stay here with me. We are here for the audition and that is it! We are not here to give it away." said Sara clutching Mary's arm. “Besides, he could be your unborn son for all you know!” said Sara conning Mary. "You really think so?" said Mary with an unsure expression. Taylor finally returned to her desk. "You are correct Sara; here is the $150.00, $50.00 each. All three of you can go to audition room 3 on the left." said Taylor pointing the direction. Sara counted the money and put it in her bra. "It will definitely be safe in there!" said Marsha looking at Mary and Taylor. Then Marsha, Mary and Taylor started to laugh.
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"At least I am able to get into my bra, Miss Full body Iron Girdle." responded Sara to Marsha as she led Mary and Marsha to audition room 3. Mary grabbed the door knob and opened the door cautiously as the 3 60’s Beatniks in Granny Boots poked their heads into the room and looked through their circular, rose shaded glasses. "Come in please." said a man standing in the middle of the dingy, poorly painted room setup with tri-angular lighting and two cameramen with digital cameras and a black leather sofa. On the back wall was a tacky poster of a tanned, bleach blonde, seedy looking woman, mostly nude, dressed only in an eye patch over her left eye, and a crimson bandana, holding a pen that resembled a phallus, writing "PiratesJiveHoes.com" in pearl white lettering between her partially opened legs.  "Cute." said Sara hesitant to enter. As Sara, Marsha and Mary entered, they seen another man dressed with a white tee shirt and blue jeans, bare feet with every square centimeter off his arms covered in tats. "Welcome, my name is Dwayne, the producer and director and this is Zack, our male actor that will be performing with you girls in this audition. I will be standing by and will start and stop the filming if necessary. Zack will start off with a series of questions and all you three have to do is answer his questions and follow his lead and instructions." said Dwayne in a polite mannerism. "So, we do not have any lines or q-cards to read?" asked Sara looking at Zack with a sceptical expression. "No, this is unscripted, an improvisation if you will. No need for a script because the questions will be straight forward and the instructions will be intuitive." answered Dwayne as he adjusted the lights. "Please, sit down, all three of you on the sofa. I love your costumes." said Dwayne looking them over while pointing the lights towards the sofa. "Costumes?" said Sara confused as they all sat on the sofa.

"OK, roll it, you can start Zack." said Dwayne as he stood back out of the lights. "It really smells like urine in here." whispered Marsha to Sara. "Oh, don't be a wussy puss, Marsha." whispered Sara still examining Zack with scrutiny. "So, what are your names?” asked Zack in a condescending, DJ deliberate type voice. "Sara." answered Sara rolling her eyes. "Marsha." answered Marsha breathing shallow in disgust.  "Mary." said Mary naïvely smiling. "So how old are you girls?" asked Zack trying to maintain superiority. "We are old enough. We are not jail bait if that is why you are asking." said Sara smartly, now with her arms folded. Zack looked over at Dwayne. Dwayne motioned Zack to continue. "So, what do you girls like to do, are you in college?” asked Zach a bit unsure. "I like many activities, reading, going to the library, concerts, museums, emporiums, theaters." answered Sara starting to get bored. "I like dancing, listening to music, especially Janis. I love shopping and going for soda." said Marsha trying to look enthusiastic while breathing shallow. "I like to do anything." said Mary with a blank naïve expression. "So do you girls like dick?" said Zack gaining some confidence. "Dick, who’s Dick?" said Mary looking around at the others. "I think he is one of the cameramen." said Marsha still breathing shallow. "Oh my God, just shut up you two and I will answer for you, God. He meant dick as in penis." said Sara getting analytically frustrated. "Phallic-worship, let me see, only in the true sense of eroticism." answered Sara looking Zack direct in the eyes. Zack again started looking at Dwayne and he quickly motioned Zack to continue. "So, you do like giving head?" asked Zack in an off-tone mannerism, feeling a bit unbalanced. "I believe I answered that question Zack, however, being here is leading me to believe that this place is a crude collective of undisciplined erotism, thoughtless sexual escapades, licentious folly and satyriasis." continued Sara not being impressed with Zack mentally.

Zach went towards Dwayne and whispered. Dwayne whispered back and motioned Zack to continue. "So, Mary, do you like to get gagged by dick?" said Zack appearing very intimidated. "Gagged? If dick means penis, and gagged means...” said Mary getting cut off by Marsha. "You know, when you stick your fingers down your throat to vomit after a big meal so you don't gain weight. It stinks though, kind of like it stinks in here. A mixture of urine and vomit." said Marsha breathing shallower. Sara, who looked at Mary having a blank expression and Marsha looking very nauseated, started to laugh. "Zack, if you are trying to refer to the perfect sexual union, fruitful orgasms from perfect states of erections, clitoral and penile, genital harmony, well I am afraid you are referring to the wrong orifice!" said Sara in a composed but irritated manner. Zack now in a total state of inadequacy went over to Dwayne and whispered again. Dwayne whispered back and motioned Zack to continue. Zack opened his tight jeans and exposed his large penis. "How would you like to talk with this in your mouth!" said Zack in a retaliating tone holding his penis in his right hand. "Wow; that is very big! Nice!" said Mary looking with excitement. "Ewwh, I could never touch one with a tattoo on it! Gross! And it stinks!" said Marsha ready to faint. "You two take the cake let me tell you. Well Zack, that is a large phallic I have to admit. Does it ever become erect? It looks a bit limp and impotent. Are ye in repose of your libido?" said Sara in an empathetic, commanding tone, looking thoroughly un-amused and bored.

"Why don't you take those stupid costumes off and I will ram it down your throat and we will see who is limp." said Zack in total retaliatory frustration stroking his penis as it remained limp.  Sara, Mary and Marsha looked at each other and started to laugh. "Zachary, to continue this escapade would only produce an uneventful laborious copulation and sexual disquiet. To be honest, this whole experience has only produced false phalli and coital failure coming from a person sexually perverted who has abused his sexual organ from flagellation that would only lead to inefficient penetration and orgasmic delays. So, before you give me anymore of your labia, maybe you should re-evaluate your approach to the female species." said Sara in literary dominance. Just then as Zach became speechless, he did up his pants and walked out of the audition room. The cameramen shut off their cameras and Dwayne stood there scratching his head while turning off the lighting. "Jesus Sara, you did not have to say those things to Zack. You really upset him. What did you say to him anyway?" said Mary blankly. Marsha stood up and looked at the rear of her skirt. "I hope I did not stain my clothes." said Marsha looking and examining herself and breathing shallow. "We spent 20 minutes on this couch, on film Dwayne, so that means, according to the audition contract, you owe us $300.00 a piece." said Sara standing up. "Come on Mary, let’s get out of here before I really get sick." said Marsha opening the door. "Marsha, you prissy cheerleading snob witch." said Sara looking at Dwayne waiting for the money. "Speak for yourself drive-in iceberg." said Marsha as she and Mary walked out of the audition room.

"Well Sara, I have to be impressed by your sexual knowledge in a biblical sense. But unfortunately, we cannot sell that type of film and make any money." said Dwayne folding his arms, as the cameramen put away their gear. "Dwayne. Your male actor did not get it up, so that is not our fault. We answered every question. It is not my fault he cannot handle a woman with a brain." said Sara liking Dwayne mentally. "Well Sara, you definitely have a brain, but you are a bit above average in that respect. However, we still cannot sell that type of film, at least not in this market." said Dwayne dismantling his lighting props. "You seem like a smart guy. Would you may be like to take me for a drink?" said Sara teasingly. "I certainly would but I am married. But because you have made my day with that request, here is the $900.00. Who knows, maybe this film could be educational." said Dwayne handing over the money. Sara put the money in her bra and backed away from Dwayne smiling, then opened the door and left. After she closed the door, Marsha and Mary were standing there smirking. "Take me for a drink? Sara has a crush on someone; I don't believe it." said 

Mary smirking. "The ice queen was melted somewhat by a guy? I am telling your boyfriend!" said Marsha giggling. "Shut up and let’s go eat, Floozy River and old maid!" said Sara heading towards the exit. Mary and Marsha followed Sara, snickering and giggling.
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"Look, there is a place we can eat, Slump-a-Round Coffee shop. Sounds like a place where we can be at home." said Sara, leading the way across the street. Mary pulled open the door and the 3 60’s Beatniks in Granny Boots peered into the coffee house through their circular rose shaded glasses. Sara led the way in, towards a table to sit. As they all sat down, they looked over the place with curiosity. "Why are they playing elevator music?" asked Mary with a frowned expression. "At least it is clean and smells like coffee and not bodily excretions!" said Marsha breathing normal and appearing more comfortable. Sara who was already reading the coffee and food menus looked up at the coffee house surroundings and decorum. "It is a bit too clean in here. No one is smoking. And where is the bean bags and poetry stage? Looks like a place my mother would take me." said Sara as she resumed reading the list of options. Mary and Marsha started reading the menus. "Look at the prices, $15.00 for a tuna salad sandwich, salad and a café latte. And that is the special!" said Marsha in amazement. "Yeah, expensive!" said Mary blankly, being irritated by the music. "Look, we are in 2016. What do you expect? Besides, we have the money, so let’s eat." said Sara looking around for a waitress or waiter. "If we have to listen to this crap, then the meal should be half price." said Mary slumping in her chair. "It is probably very popular music of this time, even though it sounds like Benny Goodman on acid." said Sara zeroing in on the man behind the cafeteria styled counter.

"Sir, Sir? Where are the waiters? We would like to order?" said Sara in an authoritative tone. "You have to order here, at the counter." said the man in a geeky, nauseating tone. The man had over moussed short hair that looked like he just woke up, an earring in his nose with large black pointy eyebrows. He was dressed in black dress pants and a brown dress shirt with a logo "Slump-a-Round Coffee Shop", and a name tag that read "George". Sara, Marsha and Mary left their seats and walked towards the counter. "I will have the Rueben sandwich and salad, one of those large oatmeal cookies, and your cappuccino extra zap extreme" said Sara looking very hungry. "I will have one of those 6-inch turkey subs with everything, a salad and a café latte with extra chocolate sprinkles." said Mary licking her lips. "Give me the special and a soda water." said Marsha inspecting the counter for cleanliness. There was three stages of preparation; George, who took the order and readied the beverages, Sally, a blond girl in the same uniform with six earrings in each ear, and her hair in a modern twisted B-52 hair due rendition, who was preparing the sandwiches and salads, and Jeff, a black man with short black curly hair in the same uniform, with his pants hanging down below his hips, exposing his boxer shorts, prepared the containers, utensils and trays and attended the cash register.
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