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  Previously on The Oh Force!
-By The Captain


  My Dearest Digital Diary,


  After our previous headquarters burned down, we had to move into, eh, there’s a debate on whether it was a motel or hotel. Running low on money, and unable to pay the rent, they kept telling me there was free food then yelling at me when I ate stuff! I got so hungry I bit a tree! And it wasn’t even a real one!


  I got the most epic of brain freezes and was kicked out of the motel hotel place. So, we followed this postcard to a boring white building that had a ton of people in front of it. Apparently, they were waiting for us! I was forced into putting on a big show for the opening ceremony of this cube thing that wasn’t a cube but it was still called the cube. Anywho… everybody applauded at my awesomeness, but I still wish someone would’ve told me! 


  Found out that when I hired Cubicles in the elevator, he got right to work! He re-setup our headquarters just like it used to be, but now we have a really rude robot butler… botler? Eh, we’ll let Andy figure it out. He’s good at names and stuff. We also got a new ride that we thought looked just like our old ride but was a totally new ride. 


  That mob outside left but then came back and they were really angry about who knows what. It turned out all they wanted was this doctor guy. So, I fetched him for them, and they left. Everything was fine. The End!
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  A massive turtle standing on two legs cracks the tiles underneath as it leaps into the air, crashing down near what can only be described as a mountain of rodents. The hulking green turtle’s eyes narrow as it raises both scaly fists into the air, bringing them down with the intent to smash the swarm. The vicious vermin split just in time to avoid its crushing blow. In a frenzy they whip up like a tornado, attempting to jam themselves into the shell of the super-sized snapping turtle. 


  Kirby and Jason sit on the couch, staring intensely at the TV as it casts a sickly artificial glow upon their faces. They thrash away at their controllers as they play a video game called Lemmings vs. Turtles. Both are completely absorbed in the fast-paced fighting game, frantically trying to win. 


  Kirby takes a marginal lead as her turtle rolls, freeing itself from the furry fiends, squishing quite a few in the process. “Yeah! Take that!”


  Jason smiles almost imperceptibly. Beads of sweat run down his forehead as he tries hard not to laugh, so he does not lose his imaginary controller. 


  Captain Ohblivious walks up behind them on the couch and lounges over the back of the sofa, eating his horribly charred piece of toast. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out the half-chewed piece of wax apple, sniffs it, shrugs, and puts it on his briquette of bread as Kirby proceeds to squish the few remaining lemmings. 


  The B.O.T. glides silently across the floor tracking the trail of breadcrumbs that fall in The Captain’s wake. It gets right next to Ohblivious, who is oblivious to the fact that it’s there. The B.O.T. turns its camera-like head upwards to glare at – what his definitions database has designated as – Sloppy McGee. The Captain begins to take a large bite but is interrupted as his mouth begins to close around the breakfast abomination. 


  “I'll show you where to stick it,” The robotic home assistant states in its flat lifeless tone.


  Ohblivious startles and begins searching around the room for the source of the voice. He slides the toast from between his lips, sucking the wax apple from the blackened surface. 


  The B.O.T. reiterates in the only way it can, “I'll show you where to stick it.”


  Generally, the B.O.T. does not intend to be rude. Usually it is quite content, despite the only phrase it can say often being interpreted as vulgar. In this very moment, however, insult is almost assuredly intended.


  The Captain gets his bearings and turns his head downwards to find the household appliance staring back up at him. The B.O.T’s camera shifts between Ohblivious’s face and the thoroughly blackened toast, trying to convey its displeasure. 


  Captain Ohblivious glances at his toast before spitting out the bit of wax apple, focusing his usually divided attention on the B.O.T. He points aggressively at his mouth. “I know where to put it!” He then turns his finger on the mechanized maid. “I'll show you where to stick it!”


  The Captain shoves the apple piece and toast forcefully into the neck of his supersuit, sending a few more crumbs falling to the floor. The B.O.T. quickly surges forward to catch them as they drop, causing Ohblivious to take a few steps back at its sudden movement in his direction. 


  The machine slowly states, somehow more malicious than before, “I'll show you where to stick it.” 


  Captain Ohblivious takes another step back, clearly a little intimidated by the boxy robot. He mumbles out, “I'll show you where to stick it.” 


  The B.O.T. slowly backs away from Sloppy McGee keeping its camera affixed on the messy menace with every turn. It rolls out the door, turning right and leaving the headquarters. Ohblivious begins to relax now that the voracious vacuum has left his vicinity. 


  “I'll show you where to stick it,” The B.O.T. says as it re-enters the doorway. 


  Captain Ohblivious stalks over to the entryway, nearly in a huff. Before he can close the distance, The B.O.T. wirelessly triggers the door close mechanism to slam the door in his face. Ohblivious stares at the door in disbelief.


  Íre Tator still sits on the new bench next to the door. He impatiently swings his legs, letting them bounce back and forth like a Newton’s cradle. The armrest has been worn down from Íre constantly scratching at it to fidget away the boredom.


  Ohblivious babbles unintelligibly trying to find the words to respond.


  Íre, having watched the scene unfold over the last couple minutes, is a little disappointed with the outcome. “Are you really going to let him have the last word?”


  “No!” Captain Ohblivious shakes a finger at the door, providing a less than cogent reply, “You stick it where I don’t have to hear you when the sun shines! Or when it doesn’t shine either!” The Captain thinks about the words that just came out of his mouth. “Yeah! That’ll show him where to stick it!”


  Íre seizes the opportunity to do a little brown nosing. “You tell ‘em, Boss!”


  “I already did!” Ohblivious wheels on Íre, shaking his finger just inches from the diminutive young man’s nose. “Do you want me to show you where to stick it?”


  Íre ceases kicking his feet, hanging his head solemnly. “No sir. I already know where it goes. Just sitting here… waiting for my job interview… patiently…”


  Ohblivious returns to ignoring Íre and watches as Kirby and Jason play their fighting game. “I’ll leave you to it then!”


  Kirby lets out a heavy sigh, trying to eliminate the few remaining lemmings that Jason appears to have just been running in circles around the screen. She notices that her health bar has been slowly dwindling.


  Kirby mashes buttons on her controller and the turtle pounds the ground several times, as if throwing a temper tantrum. “Get back here and let me finish you off! And what the drumpf are you hitting me with?” 


  Seeing his opportunity beginning to slip away and fearing that he will have to sit on this bench for who knows how many more days, Íre blurts out, “Uhm, can I have a job yet?!”


  Ohblivious responds, inching forward without moving his eyes from the TV. “Umm, do you think you can find evil people?”


  Íre thinks for just a quick moment before nodding with a little unfounded confidence. “Yeah, I'm pretty sure I could find… someone.” Íre shrugs, “Somewhere.”


  The Captain stretches out a hand in Ire’s general direction, still watching Kirby try to hunt down the final lemming that scrambles around. “Sure, you can have a job then.”


  Íre is over the moon with excitement as he leaps up from the bench to take the outstretched hand in his own. “Thank you, Captain Oh!”


  Ohblivious yanks the yarny youngster off his feet, flinging him into the air and shaking him violently. Íre cringes in pain as he hopes for this roller-coaster of a handshake to end. 


  Kirby succeeds in smashing the last scurrying lemming. She leaps up from the couch, thrusts her hands into the air, and shoves her nose just inches away from Jason’s. “Yeah, in your face!”


  “Finally!” Captain Ohblivious drops Ire and starts clapping his hands. 


  Íre shakes out his throbbing hand, muttering quietly to himself as he makes his way to his feet, “Finally.” He then proceeds to give The Captain a sloppy salute with the wrong hand. “You're not going to regret this!” He immediately follows up with a quiet afterthought. “I hope?”


  Jason continues mashing away at his invisible buttons, trying to peek around Kirby’s far too close face. He takes one hand off his controller and boops Kirby on the nose, stating confidently, “I win.”


  Kirby wheels around, glaring at the TV. “What?!”


  Captain Ohblivious throws his hands up in excitement just as the screen proclaims, “Lemmings Win!”


  Ohblivious whirls about and slaps Íre on his backside. “Welcome to the team you… you. Now get out there and solve the world’s problems.”


  Íre skedaddles to the exit with quite the scare and a likely bruise on his rearend, fearing any further friendly, unintended pain that The Captain’s encouragement could cause. 


  Captain Ohblivious reaches out, grabs the closet door handle, and swings it open. He stares at the empty space. “Huh? That’s not the new old bathroom. Where’s my pot? And my toiletainment? Oh yeah, they upgraded it.” He slams the door shut and shuffles over to the room that is far better suited to his business.


  The turtle lays on the ground, wriggling ever so slightly. A lemming crawls out of the shell and climbs on top of the carapace. It proceeds to do a little jig while raising its hands in triumph. 


  Kirby tosses her controller at the table, knocking over the stack of contracts that still sit there, completely unread and unsigned. “You cheated!”


  “Aww,” Jason takes on a mocking tone, “Did I hurt your feelings? Do you enjoy always being such a sore loser?” 


  Kirby glares back at him. “Does it feel nice knowing you always cheat?”


  “If by cheat you mean knowing how to play the game,” Jason shrugs and flashes a prideful grin, “Then yes!”


  Andy and Libby enter the headquarters through the door left open by Íre. 


  Libby raises an eyebrow, focusing on toppled stack of bureaucratic busy work. “What's all the commotion about?” 


  “Nothin’,” Jason backs away from the couch to lean on the entertainment center in a relaxed pose that is obviously not meant for Andy. “Just putting your sister in her place.”


  Kirby’s eyes burn into Jason as he casually shuts off the TV. “Rematch! Rematch! You always win. C'mon I'm going to beat you once.” Kirby pleads as she leaps up from the couch to turn the screen back on. 


  Andy tries to change the subject instead of getting involved in their squabbles. “We're gonna check out the rest of the CUBE! You wanna come? We just came from Transportation Deck Two. Did you know we have jump jets?! They told me I couldn’t fly one though…”


  “Thank the Gods for that.” Libby intentionally avoids Andy’s disappointed stare. “So, are you guys in or what?”


  Jason wobbles his head a bit as if mulling it over and then smirks, moseying over to join Andy and Libby. “Sure, I'm in.” 


  Kirby rushes back to the couch, patting her hand on the cushion next to her. “No, No, No, Jason. You can't go. C'mon step up to the plate.”


  Libby and Andy are already halfway out the door, not wanting to be a part of this spat. Jason follows the two of them as he quips over his shoulder to Kirby, not letting her egg him on. “See ya, Kirby.”


  Kirby looks down at the controller on the floor just out of her reach, and then over to the door just as it whisks closed. “Ah, bush.”


  For the briefest of moments, she contemplates going with them, but her pride takes the wheel and her curiosity takes the backseat. Kirby slumps back into the couch, crosses her arms in a pout, and stares at the controller on the floor. The B.O.T. rolls into her view from around the arm of the sofa with its camera pointed up at her. Without saying a word, the bot follows her gaze and rolls over to the controller. A flexible tubelike appendage snakes out of the B.O.T. and grabs the controller.
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