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The Tale Of Frisky Kitty

Part One: Before The Ball

“Come experience the marvel for yourselves! All the glamor and splendor of a royal ball in the days of old, but available today on the moon! That's right folks, I didn't stutter! Music, dancing, drinks and women all over the room! All this could be yours to enjoy, if you act quickly! Tickets are limited my friends, so buy now and experience the passion of the 43rd annual Starlight Crater Ball!”

He hatred that commercial, he really did. That guy's voice was beyond annoying, I mean we are talking a goat licking your ear annoying here, and the sound effects would have been better used on macaroni. Tickets had been limited five months ago when the bought his, what a crock line that one was. Oh well, at least he knew he was going to have a great time there even though he hated those types of social events. They were just so boring. He just couldn't believe that with only six hours until the ball they were still playing that piece of crap ad. At least it was better than that old 20th century music they had been playing, in celebration of the upcoming ball.

Not all the ads they played on 5078.984 Yilkan were that bad though thankfully. Some of them he actually quite liked. Especially the Frisky Kitty one that they only played at night. How did it go? Oh yes...

“Meow.”

“Oh my John, it looks like your kitty is hungry! Let's see what happens if we give her some Frisky Kitty cat food!”

“Meow Meow!”

“Wait, did you say Frisky Kitty? Uh oh...”

“Oh no, you gave your kitty that other brand didn't you?”

“Maybe...”

“Too bad...”

“Fisk fisk reorwwwww!”

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh....”

“Buy Frisky Kitty for your special kitty.... or else.”

That ad always made him crack up laughing, he just wished they would play it all day instead of only after ten.

That reminded him, he needed to get dressed! (Sometimes he forgot, we don't like to talk about that. Who knows why cat food made him think about pants, not relevant to the story.) He snatched them up off his bed and started to slip into them. Glancing at his wall clock, he noticed it was fast approaching six.

“Clock, tell me how much time until Amy arrives,” he announced to the room.

“Amy is due to arrive in negative three minutes Peter,” the built in lock responded in a robotic but eerily feminine tone that always caused his cat to scurry under the bed for cover.

“Holy cow, she is going to be here any second...” His frantic scream to no one was cut off by the metallic sound of his doorbell as it rang through his small apartment.

“Come in, it's open!” He called out.

The hatch squeaked open (Which reminded him that he needed to get that thing oiled up) and just as the woman who had rung the bell slipped inside he finished pulling his pants up and zipping them. She stared at him for a minute, as she clearly saw him doing that. Then her eyes started to slide slowly down his body starting at his waist. “Oh my!” She said in surprise, “Just where might your shoes be?”

He racked his brain for a quick lie to cover up for his forgetfulness. “Um... Space penguins. Space penguins stole my shoes.” He hoped that she would buy that lie, she did not.

“What is your problem? Just go get your shoes on, I don't want to be late.”

So after a failed attempt at convincing her that space penguins were a real thing, they left for the ball. Unfortunately, Amy asked him if she could leave her bird there while they were out. So that meant that his cat would have to be locked up. He, of course, agreed to do this because he didn't want that smelly flapper thing hanging around on his dates shoulder all night. The downside to this, of course, was bird poop all over the place since Amy refused to keep the thing in a cage. Sadly, as they walked out of his apartment together, Peter forgot to lock up good old Fluffy. 

Part Two: The Shuttle Ride

The shuttle ride to the crater was pure torture. Any amount of time he spent sitting next to someone as beautiful as her always was for him. There was that awkward silence that always made him feel uncomfortable. He was never quite sure what she thought of him, or she thought about him at all since she never even glanced his way. Should he put his arm around her, or hold her hand? If he did would she scoot closer to him, or would she scoot away? All these things were nearly unbearable for Peter as they sped through the tunnels to the Prismatic Desert Concert Hall.
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