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​Chapter 1 – Welcome to Pixel Palace
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The day the Pixel Palace opened, the whole town of Welvin felt like it had been dropped into a time warp. Neon lights sputtered to life on Main Street, painting the cracked sidewalks in toxic greens and blistering pinks. Inside, the air smelled like melted plastic, cheap grease, and the faint ozone tang of overstressed circuits. The symphony of bleeps and bloops drowned out all common sense. Cabinets glowed in a kaleidoscope of temptation, each machine a shrine to excess.

Frank Peniston leaned against the wall like he was casing the joint for an armored car heist. His trench coat caught the arcade’s rainbow glow, flickering like a walking disco ball. He watched the kids swarm the machines, wide-eyed and wild, their sweaty palms clutching rolls of quarters like they were rosaries for a new religion.

To Frank, it was obvious. This was no mere arcade. This was a cathedral. A neon cathedral. And every CRT screen sang the siren song of temptation—an endless litany of lives lost and gained, the quarter-fed hunger of Pac-Man’s insatiable mouth.

He said all this out loud. Nobody asked him to.

Ronald Whitaker, his lifelong partner in both crime-solving and bad dietary decisions, ignored him completely. Ronald was elbow-deep in the skee-ball lanes, his face clenched in the holy rapture of competition. He’d been there since they walked in, pumping tokens into the machine, muttering numbers under his breath as the wooden balls clattered down the ramp. “Fifty, fifty, fifty...” He wanted the big prize: a neon lava lamp in the display case, its wax suspended like trapped ghosts.

Welvin had never seen anything like it. Greasy pizzas the size of manhole covers spun on warming trays. The local teens shouted “pew pew!” as they mashed buttons, the sounds of fake laser fire rattling the walls. Parents lingered awkwardly by the entrance, praying to invisible gods that the arcade wouldn’t also serve booze. For a moment, Frank thought maybe the town had found its salvation in flashing pixels and sticky floors.

Then he walked in.

Rex “High Score” Hammers.

Leather jacket blacker than sin, sleeves rolled high to show off biceps tattooed with lightning bolts and high scores. A pompadour so slick you could’ve used it as a mirror. Aviators indoors, naturally. He chewed gum like it owed him money.

He didn’t just swagger into the arcade—he invaded it, a one-man gang, an 80s ghost who’d refused to die with his decade.

Rex went straight for the Galaga machine. Some skinny kid was on a hot streak, ships blasting through bug armadas, score climbing into the stratosphere. Rex cracked his knuckles, tapped the kid on the shoulder, and said, “Move it, nerd.”

The kid hesitated. Rex shoved him aside, finished the level, and posted a high score with mechanical perfection. He claimed the kid’s quarters from the ledge, pocketing them without shame. Then he turned and slugged the poor bastard in the stomach, dropping him like a sack of bad laundry.

The room froze.

Rex strutted to the next cabinet. Street Fighter II. A couple middle-schoolers were mid-fight, Chun-Li’s legs a blur of lightning kicks. Rex inserted his token, annihilated them with a perfect string of combos, then demanded their lunch money. When they didn’t cough it up fast enough, he slammed one kid’s head into the screen. Chun-Li froze mid-kick, her pixelated eyes staring eternally at the crime scene.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
WOYSTIEK

SIUSTICE~

A FRANK PENISTON MYSTERY

FRKANAFUKRI PEIERSEN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
GLASS
MAMMOTH

PUBLISHING





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





