
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Maniac Mayhem 3: Bottleneck

        

        
        
          Maniac Mayhem, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Ulises Ramos

        

        
          Published by Ulises Ramos, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MANIAC MAYHEM 3: BOTTLENECK

    

    
      First edition. March 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Ulises Ramos.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233023484

    

    
    
      Written by Ulises Ramos.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
        
            
            In the end; there can only be one left. I don't care if it's not me.

Isaac Dorenev
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CHAPTER 1: “DYNASTY AND PRINCE”
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ACT 1: PROLOGUE

The scene switches to the spire where Lydia once sat.

[20 YEARS LATER...]

Ribanna sits on top of the throne where Lydia used to sit on.

With her armor now colored in white and decorated with golden heraldry.

Along with a cultist robe with text in legan that says;

“MORE THAN A LINK”

“THE WORLD BEYOND”

“SAVE WHOEVER CAN”

Ribanna smirks.

Nibbling on one of her fingers on her right hand.

Her left leg relaxed and the other on the throne; held.

Her left hand and arm are relaxed.

A terrorist, orange-colored, bows down before Ribanna.

— My empress..

— Yes, commoner..?

— The breeding fields are uh..

— Giving offspring already.

Ribanna becomes hunched and smiles.

— Righty then.

Ribanna stands up from her throne.

As a platoon of terrorists scolt her, she eventually reaches the breeding fields, about 20 kilometers from their location, story 28th of the spire.

The scene shows both half-shark, half-human hybrids, humans, sharks and other alien babies.

Ribanna smiles and grins, observing from afar.

— We’ve estimated about 3,000 have grown up and are ready to fight and engage in combat throughout these 20 years.

—  My lordess, I..

Ribanna hushed the terrorist.

Her face becoming puzzled.

—  And is the “one” ready?

—  Which one?

A headless, hybernated legan Ibarra lies dormant in one of the tubes.

Infact, there’s a whole line and a whole story dedicated to cloning him or dedicated to capturing different occasions of him just.. Existing.

— Money is a currency.

— But predators don’t buy their prey.

The scene shows the terrorist with a clipboard and Ribanna, with her hands behind her back.

—  They hunt them.

—  Free of charge.

Ribanna — with her head slightly hunched forward, the veins of her forehead and so be it head and face too slightly bulged — clears her throat.

And then, with the grownup hybrids infront of her, as she sits in a throne, elevated above them all, she spits out the following, with a tone unchanging and a rage that doesn’t seem to have a burnout mark anywhere on it.

— YOU ARE NO BROTHERS!

— YOU ARE ALL BLOOD!

— AND EVERY SINGLE ONE OF YOU IS A BLOOD CELL!

— YOU ARE ALL BLOOD BROTHERS!

— WOMEN, CHILDREN, MEN.

— YOU WILL GRAB YOUR WEAPONS!

The terrorists swiftly turn, grabbing their guns from their back.

And then putting them — with a loud thump — to their front.

As they would now put their chin forwards.

Listening.

Ribanna kept talking.

— AND YOU WILL DEFEND THE SACRED!

— YOU WILL DEFEND WHAT HAS GIVEN BIRTH TO THIS RACE!

— OUR BENEFACTORS!

— THE VESSELS OF OUR BODIES HAVE BEEN SHAPED IN THEIR LIKING!

— AND WE SHALL THANK THEM FOR IT!

— I WILL TOLERATE NO WEAKNESSES AS GOD HAS ALREADY NITTPICKED EVERY SINGLE ONE OUT OF YOUR BODIES!

— I WANT YOU TO BE A UNWITHERING WAVE AMONGST THE HORIZON!

— AND THE TSUNAMI YOU’LL MAKE IN COLLECTIVE PRESENCE SHALL TURN OVER THE WORLD!

— SHOWING IT’S DARK SIDE!

— SHOWING IT’S TRUTHS!

— AND ITS LIES!

— AND YOU SHALL UPGRADE IT!

— ENHANCE IT!

— YOU SHALL BE THE NEW GENERATION!

— AND WE LIVE ON THROUGH YOU!

— YOU ARE NO LONGER IN VITRO SPECIMENS!

— YOU ARE VESSELS!

— LONG LIVE THE ROANOKE TERRORIST ORGANIZATION!

The hordes of hybrids chant and roar a warcry.

— HAIL!

— HAIL!

— HELL YES!

— LONG LIVE IT!

— MAY IT LIVE FOREVER!

The hybrids are gathered into thousands of ships.

And are transported into the main ship.

Somewhere distant in space.

Too big and heavy to move.

Ribanna appears in the background with her voice on off — chanting a war speech.

The hybrids run through tight halls.

Grabbing onto the guns.

— GUNS WILL BE YOUR CLAWS!

— AND WITH YOUR CLAWS YOU SHALL RIP OPEN THE CURTAIN!

— YOU SHALL USE IT TO DIG THROUGH THE SMOKESCREEN!

The hybrids enter thousands of different armor kiosks.

Light armor..

Heavy armor..

Stealth armor...

Special Forces armor..

Officer armor..

And then they’re spit out

Ribanna slams hers fists against the handguards of her throne.

— FIGHT UNTIL YOUR DEATH!

— BECAUSE ONCE YOU’RE DEAD, YOU’LL BECOME PART OF IT ALL!

— AND YOU’LL LIVE FOREVER!

— YOUR BROTHERS ARE TO DIE FOR!

— AND THEY ARE TO DIE FOR YOU, TOO!

— FIGHT!

— DESTROY!

— RAVAGE!

— DEMOSTRATE!

— DO NOT HOLD BACK!

— BECAUSE THAT IS WEAKNESS!

— AND THE GODS WE TELL THEM ABOUT ARE NOT WEAK!

— THEY WOULDN’T BE GODS IF THEY WERE WEAK!

The hybrids enter quickly into dropships.

Equipped.

Armored.

Reforced.

Ready.

And they enter tight, compact pods.

And a pilot is chosen for each dropship.

Taking off.

— AIM DOWN YOUR SIGHTS AND FIRE!

— DESTROY ALL OF THOSE WHO REFUSE!

— BECAUSE IT MEANS THEY WILL BE DESTROYED WHEN THE DAY COMES!

— NO MATTER WHAT, WHO OR WHY!

The scene shifts.

A farmer with a herd

A whip is slammed against a herd of sheeps.

The scene shifts as the slam occurs as the dropship pilot slams his hand agaisnt the launching pad of the pods.

Launching them like rockets out of a rocket launcher into atmosphere.

As their landing causes explosions.

The pods have four terrorists per pod.

They land on a muddy zone.

Next to the ruins of a mossy spaceship.

— MARCH!

— YOU ALL HAVE TO KILL THEM ALL!

—  YOU HAVE TO BE FIERCE!

— SPITE BEING YOUR FUEL!

—  YOU SHALL SPIT IN THEIR FACE JUST LIKE THEY HAVE SPIT ON YOURS!

—  YOU SHALL CUT THEIR ARMS OFF LIKE THEY CUT OFF OUR ARMS!

—  YOU SHALL CUT OFF THEIR HEADS FOR THEY HAVE BEEN POISONING OURS FOR CENTURIES!

—  FEEDING US GARBAGE!

—  WE NEED REVELATION!

—  WE NEED CHANGE!

—  ENLIGHTMENT!

— Something to live and fight for.

—  Something to..

—  DIE!

The scene shifts to the battlefield.

As two legions of zealotry soldiers are deployed onto the battlefield.

Both factions clash.

A zealotry soldier charges with their plasma-arc bayonet mounted on said zealotry soldier’s rifle agaisnt a terrorist; a green one —  eventually reaching and ramming against her and impaling their guts; the heat and electricity from the plasma arc blade melts her interiors and causes her to drop dead on the ground, vomiting blood. —  from said blood, the scene shifts to Ribanna’s throne room.

With the carpet on the ground being red —  the scene starts there and then the camera slowly shifts to look up to Ribanna.

Furious.

Angry.

Unforgiving.

Relentless.

One of the hybrids, a normal human, stands besides Ribanna, as a bodyguard.

Ribanna laughs.

Her teeth are perfectly clean and white.

Ribanna’s eyes glow with overcharge.

As she indirectly clenches her fists out of excitement and happiness.

With a zap from her armors’ thunder, a light goes off.

CH. 1 ACT 2

BONFIRE HORROR STORIES

And the scene shifts; zooming into the light and then zooming out at a wrecked ship in orbit of planet earth.

An arm and a leg float.

The scene slowly zooms into the planet as the arm slowly falls through atmosphere.

Resisting the burn upon entering atmosphere thanks to its armor.

As the arm falls, the clouds are seen.

And then it phases through the clouds.

Eventually shriveling up into a tiny rock.

And then hitting the metallic roof of the top story of a highrise building.

The scene zooms into the interior of the room.

As a person, a grown-up version of baby Isaac, flinches in fear and surprise.

— The fuck?

Isaac shakes his head.

And then stops frowning.

Isaac walks through his house.

Which was all closed up.

The blinds on the windows closed and rolled down.

The only light present was the orange light emanating into the room from the holes on the blinds of the windows — which in itself were few already —  the dusk settling made it even dimmer.

Isaac knew the interior of his house pretty well.

So he just navigates.

His house was next to the survivor group that David and Mikhail had constructed along these 20 years.

Isaac was pretty fond of that fact.

Isaac slowly made his way down a staircase.

Lowering himself to the bottom floor of his house.

And eventually opening the door to exit the house into the hall.

Where all the windows were rolled down —  with only the lights from the blinds present.

Isaac walks.

And all that is heard or could be heard is his own footsteps.

As they echo, Isaac eventually made it to yet another staircase.

A bright green sign reads the following.

“EXIT”

Isaac eventually exitted the highrise building as a whole.

Walking through the street.

His suit reads the current stats of his location.

He was accustomed to wearing SIPAA that he and his group scavenged from the crater that was that mythical city called “Builder Ville”

[WELCOME, ISAAC DORENEV..]

[It is 21:20, military time, 12th of january 2044.]

[ABIGAILSVILLE, Northwestern Lake Visualization District]

[Your cardiac rhythmn is 70 beats per minute.]

Isaac sprints over to the camp.

— Hey!

— HEY, OPEN!

— GUYS!

An elder Mikhail sits ontop of the gate.

Doing guard shifts.

He opens the gate mechanically with the push of a button.

Isaac enters inside; sprinting, still, too.

Isaac enters the camp armory.

He thinks to himself.

— I need some gear.

Isaac was accustomed to supply runs.

Where he and three or more other people ran across the vastly desert abigailsville looking for supplies to loot.

Isaac grabs a double sided blade.

— Cool.

Isaac presses the buttons on the hilt.

The blade switches to the right with one.

The blade switches to the left with another.

The blade ignited with the last.

He desactivates it for now.

Mikhail grabs his enhanced helmet and puts it on.

Using the visor as a binocular.

Looking down with force to activate the visor.

The visor scans.

Hordes upon hordes of dormant increpators.

And above them a dropship.

Containing Ribanna and two hybrids.

The dropship rams against Mikhail’s post.

Isaac looks up in absolute shock.

— MIKEEEEEEEEEE!

Mikhail falls down; being launched; his armor barely saving him.

Isaac runs to Mikhail, dragging him away.

Ribanna walks out of the dropship; or rather, launches herself out of a pod, infront of Isaac.

Walking out.

— So this is where you all keep your fancy pantsy faggot people in? — asks Ribanna.

— Seems comfy.

Ribanna grins.

Isaac ignites his blade while Ribanna speaks.

Ribanna used her overcharge thunder to zap both Mikhail and Isaac 

Isaac screams in agony, sobbing softly and in a low tone; trying not to cry too loud.
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