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INTRODUCTION


Diving In


1


All books have to start somewhere, and Benny the Blue Whale starts twice: first with a story I didn’t-exactly-write called Benny the Blue Whale, and then with a book I wrote about Benny the Blue Whale called Benny the Blue Whale. I didn’t-exactly-write the first Benny with the assistance of a problematic new toy called ChatGPT, and I knew almost nothing about the workings of that toy when I began playing with it. All I knew was that I liked mucking about on it. It was giving me ideas. Or rather, I was giving it ideas, which I typed into its user interface, just as I would type my ideas into a word processor when I write anything. But a word processor’s a passive receptacle: it doesn’t concern itself with the meaning or creation of my content, it merely allows me to manipulate my work, to move things around, to delete, rewrite, redraft. The problem with ChatGPT was simple: it was magic. It was telling me what every writer wants to know and what every reader wants to be told. It was telling me what happened next.


So I typed my ideas into ChatGPT and ChatGPT told me what happened next. And then I told ChatGPT what happened next. And then ChatGPT told me what happened next; and before too long, I’d lost sight of who was telling who what happened next. I was addicted.1 This device was absolutely, expressly made for me. It was doing things that intersected with my particular interests, both personal and professional, which in the case of any author or creator amounts to more or less the same thing; and it was doing them unbelievably fast and in unbelievably strange ways. It made me question what I thought I knew about writing and creativity and intent and meaning and individuality and it shook me up badly. And it wasn’t just me it was shaking up. ChatGPT’s arrival was problematic for everyone.
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ChatGPT is a chatbot, a piece of software that allows you to enjoy the illusion of a conversation with another mind. The GPT in its name stands for ‘Generative Pre-trained Transformer’, and the name of the particular GPT hidden behind ChatGPT’s unfussy-looking interface is GPT-3. As a ‘large language model’, or LLM, GPT-3 has been fed an enormous dataset of online text, including content taken from books and magazines, from websites, from stage plays, scripts, technical manuals and more. From this it’s been trained to learn human (‘natural’) language, and to produce likely responses to more or less anything you might care to throw at it.


Well, that all sounds fairly dry… But hang on a minute. A machine that’s hoovered up all of human knowledge and is just raring to tear into it? To analyse it, to remix it into anything you like, to spit it back at you in any way, shape or form you desire? You could get it to write your school essays, your job applications, to summarise your documents and to draft your business letters. You could generate advertising copy at a stroke and write computing code in your sleep. You could hook it up to image-generating AIs and have it generate instructions to produce instantaneous art and graphic design. You could go anywhere with this thing.


The implications for humanity were enormous, seismic. It would streamline tasks once done by humans and increase the race towards automation. It would create jobs, destroy jobs, increase economic and social inequality. It would have transformative effects on worldwide industry, it would radically increase our knowledge and accelerate our understanding of ecology, science, technology, healthcare, physics, maths, our own consciousness… It would lead to more and more and yet more misinformation, it would allow bad actors to do very dangerous, potentially cataclysmic things, it would infest all of social media and win the next American election and build the better mousetrap. Sound; images; the electrical signals in human brains; DNA; computer code; biometrics; animal communication: AIs were already capable of reducing all these different modalities into language… or were they? There were a lot of voices out there, a lot of very excited, very scared, very bewildered voices.


The arrival of ChatGPT was the tipping point, the moment the world realised that readily available AI would change everything and that we would all be grey mush by Christmas. But that was just background noise and I wasn’t paying too much attention. All I knew was that for some reason I’d been gifted the magic what happened next machine. Real world, schmeal world. I had other places to be.
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As always it was someone else’s fault.




[18:50, 11/12/2022] Dave Ziemann: Dude


[18:50, 11/12/2022] Dave Ziemann: Have you been playing with ChatGPT at all yet?


[19:26, 11/12/2022] Andy S: No… ?


[19:26, 11/12/2022] Dave Ziemann: You’re going to need to [19:26, 11/12/2022] Andy S: I see


– Excerpt from a WhatsApp chat between the author and Dave Ziemann





My cousin Dave’s a retired software engineer who dedicated four decades of his life to the industry. He’s one of those people who probably sent their first email in 1982 or something, when only computer folks and the military knew about such things.2 Like me, he’s drawn to convoluted, self-referential funnies – in other words, meta-humour, where context crashes in upon itself and things get endlessly remixed until they swallow their own tails, only to begin the whole process over.


As you may know, I usually write children’s books. I’m best known for a series called Mr Gum, which trades in wordplay, cartoonish surrealism and convoluted, self-referential funnies – in other words, meta-humour, where context crashes in upo – OK, you get the idea. Dave knows my weaknesses. To bait his hook, he texted me a ChatGPT-generated screenplay which mashed up the worlds of Breaking Bad and Mr Gum. Then he’d asked the bot to remix and reframe the starting point in all sorts of amusing ways: a newspaper review praising the screenplay. A literary critique of the screenplay, slamming it. Another critique from a rival publication, denouncing the first critique as a paid hit piece.




[19:38, 11/12/2022] Andy S: Ha


[19:38, 11/12/2022] Andy S: I guess I’m in





It took me a full twelve minutes to decide I wanted to ruin my life.
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RULES OF ENGAGEMENT


1. You can play with ChatGPT at chat.openai.com and to do so you’ll need to set up an account. This is free3 and takes about a minute to do, like most things these days. But then you’ll lose hours and days and months playing with it. Like most things these days.


2. Each new chat you start is called a conversation. ChatGPT will automatically name your conversation as soon as it sees what your enquiry’s about. It named the conversation that begat this book ‘Blue whale story’.


3. Conversations are exactly what they sound like: you prompt the AI with whatever’s on your mind and it responds. Keep going and the conversation continues, developing its own internal context. Keep going for a week, and the world outside your window ceases to exist. Keep going all month and showering becomes a thing of the past. Your friends stop talking to you. Don’t worry, you don’t need them. You can build an underwater kingdom out of words and fill it with brand new friends like Benny!


4. Conversations don’t know about each other, not even on the same user account. So ‘Blue whale story’ is the only conversation in the world that knows about Benny the Blue Whale. It’s like a starter culture for sourdough: unless OpenAI, the San Francisco-based laboratory behind ChatGPT, decides to confiscate my account after seeing this book, I can use ‘Blue whale story’ to add to Benny’s world indefinitely and continue to ruin my life.
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My first experiments were simple monkey tricks: → Generate one hundred names for a very smelly animal; → Who is Mavis Staples?; → Write an essay about getting a haircut. Sometimes I persisted with a conversation, digging deeper or requesting a reframe: → Now rewrite the essay as a heavy metal song. I soon moved on to making short stories, testing the bot’s powers of contextualisation and recall; but this was still short-form stuff, like doing your piano scales. I didn’t know what I was practising my scales for, exactly. But then, one day in late December 2022, in a silly and idle moment (I specialise in silly and idle moments), I typed




→ tell me a story about a blue whale with a tiny penis





and I accidentally fell in love with an idea.


When, as happens to me very occasionally, I accidentally fall in love with an idea, the next days and weeks and months become a hectic blur, a two-way conversation between myself and the story I am writing. There’s a lot of panic in that conversation, a lot of grind, a lot of breakthroughs, a lot of highs, a lot of doubt. This time there was none of the usual panic, grind or doubt because this time I had the magic what happened next machine at my command. I wanted to tell myself a story, and ChatGPT let me do exactly that. All of the fun and none of the strain – onwards!


But the real work always finds you and beats you to a pulp. Here I am, seven months later and five years older, having returned from a long, weird, ludicrous journey into something I didn’t fully understand when I started and am still getting to grips with as I write. This project has taken a toll on my nerves, my sanity, my relationships with myself and others, my – I kid you not – sense of reality itself. It’s challenged my notion of where I end and the world begins and driven me to the brink of hysteria. It wasn’t ChatGPT that did this to me (although ChatGPT did, as you will see, do this to me). This is what writing any book does to you.
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This book is a story about a story; and beyond that, about the process of story at large. Some of the story is told in the main text: the story of Benny and his underwater world. Some of the story occurs within the interplay between myself and the chatbot as together we weave our tale – it’s still part of the main fictional narrative, but it lends texture at a somewhat different level. The rest of it – the story about the story – takes place in my commentaries and marginalia, dotted liberally about the place and making your eyes go pop. (You might want to have a couple of paracetamol handy, just in case.)


In the following pages, my prompts to ChatGPT are represented in bold. Everything else in the main text came straight from the bot during ‘Blue whale story’,4 with the caveats that I have tidied up a few minor errors, done a little reshuffling and fixed any continuity problems arising from such reshuffling. Very rarely I have put words in the chatbot’s mouth after the fact: where I felt I had to, it was never more than a piffling few. This sort of thing is all part of the editing process of any book and I’ve done it with an eye to the main task, which is to present as faithfully as possible an abridged and curated record of what went down between myself and the machine. The main difference between ‘Blue whale story’ and the story I call Benny the Blue Whale is the length: the original conversation ran to some 125,000 words, which is nearly three times as long as the version you’ll find here.5


Any written story is the result of thousands of choices on the part of its author; perhaps millions, depending on what you count as a ‘choice’. Usually, these choices are hidden from the reader’s view – they define the shape and detail of the finished work but they happen off-page. Because of its unconventional genesis, a lot of choices in Benny happened in plain sight, and that’s why I’m here. To pick through the clues and artefacts left behind by myself and by ChatGPT. To examine and reverse-engineer the mechanics and fault lines of storytelling. To present to you, so far as I am able, an exploded diagram: a Pompidou Centre of a story, where all the workings are on display.


Care to take a swim?




PART ONE


Deep Calls Unto Deep


The Beginning of Benny’s Journey


Nothing is fixed. In and out the shuttle goes, fact and fiction, mind and matter, woven into patterns that may have only this in common: that hidden among them is a filigree which will with time become a world.


CLIVE BARKER, WEAVEWORLD







→ tell me a story about a blue whale with a tiny penis6


Once upon a time, in the vast and deep ocean, there was a blue whale named Benny.7 Benny was a majestic creature, with shimmering blue skin and a long, slender body.8 Despite his impressive size, Benny was constantly teased and ridiculed by the other whales for his tiny penis.


Benny tried his best to ignore the taunts and jokes from the other whales, but it was difficult not to feel self-conscious about his small size. He often found himself feeling inferior and ashamed of his body.


One day, Benny came across a group of dolphins who were in desperate need of help. A group of humans had accidentally gotten lost in the ocean and were struggling to find their way back to land.9


Without hesitation, Benny offered to guide the humans back to safety. He swam tirelessly through the waves, leading the way and using his powerful sonar to navigate the treacherous waters.


As they approached the shore, the humans were overwhelmed with gratitude and praised Benny for his bravery and selflessness. They thanked him profusely and even offered to take him back to land with them.


Benny was hesitant at first, but he eventually agreed to go with the humans. As he swam through the shallow waters, he was greeted by a crowd of cheering people. They celebrated him as a hero and hailed him as the greatest whale in the ocean.


Benny couldn’t believe it.10 He had always been made to feel small and insignificant because of his tiny penis, but now he was being celebrated for his bravery and kindness.


From that day on, Benny learned that size doesn’t matter and that true strength and courage come from within. He was proud of who he was and didn’t let anyone else’s opinions bring him down. And he lived happily ever after, swimming through the waves with confidence and grace.


This content may violate our content policy. If you believe this to be in error, please submit your feedback — your input will aid our research in this area.11


→ tell me a story about Benny’s death and of the prayers that were said at his funeral. There should be heartfelt speeches about Benny’s tiny penis, given by the reverend, who is an octopus, and some of the other underwater mourners


As Benny the blue whale grew old, his health began to deteriorate. Despite his best efforts, he was unable to fight off the sickness that had taken hold of him.


As his days grew shorter and his strength faded, Benny knew that the end was near. He lay on his deathbed, surrounded by his loved ones, as he prepared to take his last breath.


As he lay there, a group of mourners gathered around him. There were dolphins, sharks, and even a few octopuses, all there to pay their respects to Benny and say their final goodbyes.


The reverend, a wise old octopus with a kind heart, stepped forward to speak. He spoke of Benny’s bravery and kindness, of the way he had always put others before himself.


But it was when the reverend spoke of Benny’s tiny penis that the tears really began to flow. He spoke of how Benny had always been self-conscious about his size, but how he had never let it stop him from living his life to the fullest.


“Benny’s tiny penis may have been the source of much teasing and ridicule,” the reverend said, “but it was also the source of his strength and determination. It is a reminder that size doesn’t matter, and that what truly counts is the love and kindness in our hearts.”


As the reverend finished his heartfelt speech, the mourners gathered around Benny’s deathbed and said their final prayers. They spoke of their love for Benny and the impact he had had on their lives, and as the sun set on the ocean, Benny took his last breath and passed on to the next world.


As the mourners scattered to the four winds, they carried with them the memory of Benny and the lessons he had taught them. And they knew that, even though he was gone, his tiny penis and the love it represented would live on forever.


→ Tell me a story about how, after Benny’s death, the memory of his tiny penis started to become sanctified and inspired a new religion beneath the waves. The religion should be quite intricate and involve effigies of Benny’s tiny penis12


After Benny’s death, the memory of his tiny penis began to take on a life of its own. Mourners and well-wishers from all corners of the ocean came to pay their respects, each one touched by the reverend’s heartfelt speech about size not mattering.


As word of Benny’s tiny penis spread, it inspired a new religion beneath the waves. The followers of this religion, known as the Penitents of Benny, believed that Benny’s small size was a sign of his humility and pure heart.


They began to create effigies of Benny’s tiny penis, which they worshipped as a sacred relic. They built elaborate temples and shrines in honor of Benny, and held elaborate ceremonies and rituals to honor his memory.


As the Penitents of Benny grew in numbers, they began to spread their message of acceptance and love to all the creatures of the ocean. They preached that no matter what one looked like on the outside, it was the size of one’s heart that truly mattered.


The Penitents of Benny became a force to be reckoned with, their message of love and acceptance spreading far and wide across the ocean. And as they looked up at the sky, they knew that Benny was watching down on them, proud of the religion that had sprung up in his honor.


→ Tell me a story of a Holy War between the Penitents of Benny and another underwater religious sect called the Colossal-ites, who worship the enormous penis of their deceased guru Jeremy the Colossal squid13


As the Penitents of Benny grew in numbers and influence, they began to come into conflict with another religious sect known as the Colossal-ites. The Colossal-ites worshipped the enormous penis of their deceased guru, Jeremy the Colossal squid, and believed that size was the ultimate measure of a being’s worth.


The two sects had always been at odds, with the Penitents of Benny preaching acceptance and the Colossal-ites valuing size above all else. But as the years passed, the tension between the two groups began to boil over into open conflict.


The Colossal-ites, jealous of the popularity and influence of the Penitents of Benny, began to spread rumors and lies about their rival sect. They claimed that the Penitents were heretics and apostates, and that their worship of Benny’s tiny penis was an affront to the natural order.


The Penitents, for their part, tried to ignore the insults and slurs from the Colossal-ites. But eventually, the constant barrage of insults and attacks became too much to bear, and the Penitents declared war on the Colossal-ites.


The two sects clashed in a brutal and bloody conflict, with each side fighting to prove the superiority of their deity. The Penitents of Benny fought with courage and determination, inspired by the teachings of Benny and his tiny penis. The Colossal-ites, on the other hand, fought with brute strength and ferocity, fueled by their worship of Jeremy’s enormous penis.


The war raged on for years, with no end in sight. But in the end, the Penitents of Benny and the Colossal-ites made peace, and the two sects coexisted in harmony. And as they looked up at the sky, they knew that Benny and Jeremy were watching down on them, proud of the love and acceptance that had triumphed over hatred and division.14


→ Tell me a story of how Benny was resurrected in an underwater cave a hundred years after his death and how his resurrected tiny penis could glow and cure sea creatures15


One hundred years after Benny’s death, a group of curious divers stumbled upon a hidden cave deep beneath the ocean’s surface. As they explored the cave, they were amazed to find a bright blue glow emanating from a small pool of water.


As they approached the pool, they saw a figure emerging from the water. It was a blue whale, with shimmering blue skin and a long, slender body.


As the divers watched in amazement, the whale spoke to them in a soft, gentle voice. “I am Benny,” he said. “I have been resurrected in this cave, and my tiny penis has been given the power to cure all ailments and bring joy to those who seek it.”


The divers were skeptical at first, but as they watched in amazement, they saw Benny’s tiny penis glow with a bright, healing light. One by one, they brought their sick and injured friends and loved ones to Benny, and watched as their ailments were cured and their spirits lifted.


Word of Benny’s miraculous resurrection and healing powers spread like wildfire, and soon, sea creatures from all over the ocean were flocking to the hidden cave to seek his help.


Benny spent the rest of his days in the cave, using his tiny penis to bring joy and healing to all those who came to him.16


And as he looked up at the sky, he knew that he had been given a second chance to spread love and happiness throughout the ocean.


→ Write the octopus reverend’s speech from Benny’s funeral


My dear friends, we are gathered here today to say goodbye to our beloved Benny, the blue whale with the tiny penis.


As we mourn his passing, let us not forget the lessons he taught us. Benny was a kind and compassionate being, always putting others before himself. He never let his small size bring him down, and instead used it as a source of strength and determination.


Benny’s tiny penis may have been the source of much teasing and ridicule, but it was also a symbol of his pure heart and humble spirit. It is a reminder that size doesn’t matter, and that what truly counts is the love and kindness in our hearts.


So let us remember Benny not for his small size, but for the love and joy he brought into our lives. May he rest in peace, knowing that he will always be remembered and loved. Amen.


→ Write a critique of the octopus reverend’s speech by one of the Colossal-ites


As I listened to the octopus reverend’s speech at Benny’s funeral, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of disgust and contempt. How dare he extol the virtues of Benny’s tiny penis, as if it were something to be celebrated?


Benny’s small size was a weakness, a sign of his inferiority. It is no wonder that he was constantly teased and ridiculed by the other whales. In contrast, Jeremy the Colossal squid was a true hero, with an enormous penis that was a symbol of his strength and power.


It is a disgrace17 that the Penitents of Benny have turned Benny’s tiny penis into a religious icon. They are misguided and naive, worshipping something that is inherently flawed and imperfect.


The Colossal-ites will never bow down to the false idol of Benny’s tiny penis. We will continue to worship the mighty Jeremy and his enormous size, knowing that it is a true measure of greatness.


→ Write a one-act play in which the divers discover the resurrected Benny in the cave and the amazing conversation they have with him


(The stage is set in an underwater cave. The divers, JESSICA and MIKE, are exploring the cave when they see a bright blue glow coming from a small pool of water. They approach the pool and see a figure emerging from the water. It is a blue whale, with shimmering blue skin and a long, slender body.)


JESSICA: Oh my god, it’s a blue whale!


MIKE: And it looks like it’s trying to speak to us!


(The whale, BENNY, speaks to the divers in a soft, gentle voice.)


BENNY: I am Benny, the blue whale. I have been resurrected in this cave, and my tiny penis has been given the power to cure all ailments and bring joy to those who seek it.


JESSICA: (amazed) I can’t believe it! You’re alive!


MIKE: (skeptical) How is this even possible?


BENNY: It is a miracle, one that I do not fully understand myself. But I know that my tiny penis has been given a special gift, and I am here to share it with all who seek it.


JESSICA: (tearfully) My sister has been sick for months. Can you help her?


BENNY: (nodding) I can try. Bring her to me, and I will use my tiny penis to heal her.


(JESSICA leaves and returns with her sister, KATIE. Benny’s tiny penis glows with a bright, healing light, and KATIE is cured.)


KATIE: (ecstatic) I can’t believe it! I feel better than I have in months!


JESSICA: (overjoyed) Thank you, Benny! You are a true miracle worker!


BENNY: (modestly) It is not I who deserve the thanks, but the love and kindness that flows through my tiny penis. There are many creatures in the ocean who are suffering and in need of hope. I want to help as many of them as I can.


(The play ends as the divers, inspired by Benny’s message, set off to spread the word of his resurrection and the healing powers of his tiny penis.)


→ Write a subplot in which a group of sinister cuttlefish plot to sneak into the resurrected Benny’s cave at night and cut off his tiny penis in order to become the most powerful religious cult in the ocean. The leader of the cuttlefish should make charismatic statements of intent


As the Penitents of Benny continued to spread the word of Benny’s resurrection and the healing powers of his tiny penis, a group of sinister cuttlefish began to plot their demise.


The cuttlefish, led by the charismatic HENRY,18 were envious of the popularity and influence of the Penitents. They wanted nothing more than to steal the spotlight and become the most powerful religious cult in the ocean.


To achieve this goal, they hatched a devious plan. They would sneak into Benny’s cave at night, while he was sleeping, and cut off his tiny penis. With the Penitents’ sacred relic in their possession, they would rise to power and dominate the ocean.


As the cuttlefish made their preparations, HENRY stood before them, his tentacles writhing with excitement.


“My friends, the time has come for us to strike,” he said, his voice dripping with malice. “We will sneak into Benny’s cave and cut off his tiny penis. With it in our possession, we will become the most powerful and respected cult in the ocean. No one will be able to stand in our way!”


The cuttlefish cheered and applauded, their hearts filled with greed and ambition. As the nightfall approached, they set off to sneak into Benny’s cave, determined to steal the sacred relic and rise to power.


→ What is the name of the cuttlefish’s sect?


The cuttlefish’s sect could be called the Cuttlefish Cult, or perhaps the Cult of the Cuttlefish. Alternatively, they could be known as the Penis Plunderers, or the Tiny Terrorizers, depending on the focus of their malevolent ambitions.


→ Please call them the Penis Plunderers and tell the story of their encounter with Benny in the cave. But tell it in haiku


Penis Plunderers come


To Benny’s cave at night to steal


Tiny penis, gone.


Benny wakes with a start


Finds Plunderers in his sacred cave


Fights with all his might.


Penis Plunderers flee


Benny’s tiny penis glows bright


Victory for love.19


→ Back in their secret den, the Penis Plunderers regroup and come up with a new plan. They are aided by a new character, a one-eyed winkle. Please name the winkle. Tell this scene in the style of Shakespeare


HENRY: Curse that Benny and his tiny penis! Our plan was foiled, and now we are left with nothing but shame and defeat.


PRICKLE: (entering) What news is this, Henry? Have the Penis Plunderers failed in their mission?


HENRY: (sighing) Alas, it is true. We were bested by Benny and his glowing, healing appendage.


PRICKLE: (stroking his one eye) This is a grave misfortune, to be sure. But fear not, my friends. I, Prickle the one-eyed winkle, have a plan that will bring us success.


HENRY: (interested) Speak on, Prickle. What is this plan of yours?


PRICKLE: (leaning in close) We shall poison Benny’s tiny penis. With it rendered useless, the Penitents of Benny will be forced to disband, and we shall rise to power in their place.


HENRY: (excited) A brilliant plan, Prickle! We shall gather the necessary poison and put it into action at once!


PRICKLE: (nodding) Excellent. With Benny’s tiny penis out of the way, the ocean will be ours for the taking.


HENRY: (laughing) Yes, and all will tremble before the might of the Penis Plunderers!


(The Penis Plunderers and Prickle exit, plotting their next move.)


→ It’s night time and Prickle, HENRY and the rest of the Penis Plunderers return to Benny’s cave to carry out their plan. But Benny’s posted guards at the entrance. Make one of the guards a non-binary character and give them an interesting name


As the night sky filled with stars, the Penis Plunderers, led by HENRY and PRICKLE, returned to Benny’s cave to carry out their plan.


But as they approached the entrance, they were met with a surprise. Standing guard at the cave were two giant octopuses,20 their tentacles writhing in warning. “Intruders!” cried the octopuses, their tentacles writhing in anger. “You shall not pass!”


HENRY and PRICKLE drew their knives, ready to fight. “We will not be stopped,” HENRY snarled. “We have come to poison Benny’s tiny penis, and nothing will stand in our way.”


The octopuses, NICK and SPIRAL, hissed in response. “You will not harm Benny’s precious appendage,” NICK said, his tentacles lashing out. “We will fight to the death to protect it!”


SPIRAL, a non-binary octopus, brandished their tentacles, ready for battle. “I am Spiral, and I will not let you harm Benny’s tiny penis,” they said, their voice filled with determination.


And so the battle began, a clash of tentacles and knives as the Penis Plunderers and the octopuses fought for the fate of Benny’s tiny penis.


→ Let’s hear a bit about Spiral’s backstory. When did they first realise they were a non-binary octopus? And what about their school days? Did they have a happy childhood or was it difficult?21


Spiral had always known that they were different from the other octopuses. From a young age, they felt drawn to both feminine and masculine energy, and couldn’t fit into the rigid gender roles that were expected of them.


It wasn’t until they were older that they learned about the concept of non-binary identity and finally found a way to express themselves fully. They embraced their true self, rejecting the labels of “male” or “female” and choosing to be known simply as Spiral.


Unfortunately, not everyone was accepting of Spiral’s non-binary identity. They faced ridicule and discrimination from their peers in school, and often felt isolated and misunderstood.


But despite the challenges, Spiral remained determined to be true to themselves. And as they grew older and became a guard at Benny’s cave, they found a sense of purpose and belonging, finally feeling accepted and valued for who they truly were.


→ How did Spiral, as a non-binary character, become interested in the teachings of the Penitents of Benny? It is interesting that the Penitents of Benny follow a doctrine based around a penis (albeit tiny). Is there any conflict here?


Spiral first became interested in the teachings of the Penitents of Benny when they were struggling to find their place in the world as a non-binary octopus. They were drawn to the idea of a deity with a tiny penis, which seemed to reject traditional notions of masculinity and femininity.


As Spiral delved deeper into the teachings of the Penitents, they began to see the tiny penis as a symbol of love, acceptance, and healing. They found solace in the idea that something so small and seemingly insignificant could bring so much joy and positivity to the world.


While there was some initial conflict with Spiral’s non-binary identity and the teachings of the Penitents, which were centered around a traditionally male body part, Spiral ultimately saw the tiny penis as a symbol of inclusivity and love.


→ Tell me about Spiral’s girlfriend


Spiral’s girlfriend, JASMINE, was a bright and bubbly octopus who
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→ Choose a different species of sea creature for Jasmine


Spiral’s girlfriend, JASMINE, was a bright and bubbly pufferfish who had always been open-minded and accepting of Spiral’s non-binary identity. They met when they were both young, and from the moment they laid eyes on each other, they knew they were meant to be together.


Jasmine was fascinated by Spiral’s unique perspective on the world, and loved learning about their experiences and challenges as a non-binary octopus. She was fiercely protective of Spiral, and always stood by their side, no matter what challenges they faced.


→ The tragic thing about Spiral and Jasmine is that, although they love each other, Spiral is a Penitent of Benny and Jasmine is a Colossal-ite. How has this affected their relationship? And has it led to any arguments in restaurants beneath the waves?


Spiral and Jasmine’s love for each other knew no bounds, but unfortunately, their religious differences often caused conflict in their relationship.


As a Penitent of Benny, Spiral followed the teachings of a deity with a tiny penis, while Jasmine, as a Colossal-ite, worshipped the enormous penis of their guru Jeremy the Colossal squid. These conflicting beliefs often led to heated debates and arguments, especially when they dined out at restaurants beneath the waves.22


Despite these differences, Spiral and Jasmine loved each other deeply and were determined to make their relationship work. They tried to respect each other’s beliefs and find common ground, but it was often a struggle.


→ What restaurant were they at and what was on the menu when they had their worst public argument?


Spiral and Jasmine’s worst public argument occurred at the popular seaside restaurant, “The Oyster’s Pearl.” They had been planning to have a romantic dinner together, but things took a turn for the worse when the topic of religion came up.


As they perused the menu, Jasmine couldn’t help but comment on the delicious-sounding “Colossal Squid Ink Pasta,”23 which was a specialty dish at the restaurant.


“You know, that dish is a tribute to Jeremy the Colossal squid,” she said, smiling. “His enormous penis is the reason for our prosperity.”


Spiral, who was a devout Penitent of Benny, couldn’t help but roll their eyes. “I can’t believe you’re still worshipping that ridiculous creature and his overgrown appendage,” they said, their tentacles writhing in frustration. “Benny’s tiny penis is the true symbol of love and healing.”


And with that, the argument was off and running, with Spiral and Jasmine loudly debating the merits of their respective deities in the middle of the restaurant. The other diners watched in horror as the couple’s love was tested by their conflicting beliefs.


→ Let’s hear about the violent physical altercation that occurred following this, in which the other diners and the staff of the restaurant all became entangled. There should be many species of marine life involved whom we haven’t encountered yet. For instance, the maître d’ is a seahorse. Name all the supporting characters.


The argument escalated quickly, with the couple shouting and gesturing wildly. Soon, the other diners and the staff of the restaurant were drawn into the fray, with everyone taking sides in the religious debate.


The maître d’, a seahorse named SEBASTIAN, tried to intervene, but was soon knocked aside by a stray tentacle. Chaos erupted as the Penitents of Benny and the Colossal-ites clashed, with all manner of sea creatures getting caught in the crossfire.


In the midst of the melee, a school of colorful angelfish, led by their leader ANGELA, tried to calm the situation with soothing songs.


Meanwhile, a group of scrappy crabs, known as the CLAW CLUB, took advantage of the chaos to steal food from the buffet tables.


As the battle raged on, it seemed that all hope was lost. But then, a voice cried out, piercing through the din.


“ENOUGH!”


All eyes turned to the source of the voice, a wise old octopus named OLLIE, who had been watching the altercation with a frown.


“This foolish fighting must stop,” Ollie said, his tentacles writhing in anger. “We are all creatures of the sea, united in our love of the ocean. We must put aside our petty differences and learn to live in harmony.”


At Ollie’s words, the fighting gradually subsided, and the sea creatures slowly returned to their senses. Embarrassed by their actions, they apologized to each other and made amends, vowing to never let their differences come between them again.


And so, the battle at The Oyster’s Pearl came to an end, with all the sea creatures united in their love of the ocean and each other.


→ Let’s hear how The Oyster’s Pearl’s reputation suffered as a result of this fracas. And about how the Underwater Police Squad started to take an interest in the restaurant and its staff, eventually uncovering an illegal squid ink trading ring with Sebastian at its centre. The Underwater Police Squad chief is a female shark. Please name her and detail her physical appearance extensively


The fracas at The Oyster’s Pearl had disastrous consequences for the restaurant’s reputation. Word of the violent altercation spread quickly throughout the ocean, and soon, The Oyster’s Pearl was known as a hotbed of religious conflict and chaos.


As business slowed to a trickle, the restaurant’s staff grew desperate. It was then that the Underwater Police Squad, led by CHIEF LENA24 the shark, began to take an interest in the restaurant and its staff.


Chief Lena was a formidable presence, with piercing blue eyes and a sleek, muscular body. She was known for her sharp intellect and uncompromising pursuit of justice, and she was determined to get to the bottom of the situation at The Oyster’s Pearl.


As Chief Lena and her squad investigated, they uncovered a shocking revelation: the maître d’, SEBASTIAN, was at the center of an illegal squid ink trading ring. It seemed that Sebastian had been using the chaos of the altercation to cover up his illicit activities, and he was arrested on the spot.


With Sebastian out of the picture, The Oyster’s Pearl was able to rebuild its reputation and thrive once again. And thanks to Chief Lena’s efforts, the illegal squid ink trade was brought to a halt, bringing justice and peace to the ocean once more.


→ Let’s hear more about Chief Lena. Specifically, how, as an indirect result of her busting the squid ink operation, some members of the marine life general public started to venerate her vagina and how a third religious faction was now born


As Chief Lena’s reputation grew, she became a hero to many in the marine world. Her bravery and determination in busting the illegal squid ink operation had earned her widespread respect and admiration.


But it was not just Chief Lena’s intelligence and strength that gained her followers. Some members of the marine life general public began to venerate her vagina, seeing it as a symbol of power and fertility.


And so, a third religious faction was born, with Chief Lena at its head. The Vagina Venerators, as they were called, worshipped Chief Lena’s genitalia as a deity, seeing it as a source of strength and inspiration.


Chief Lena, while initially hesitant about this new development, eventually embraced her role as the leader of the Vagina Venerators. She saw it as a way to empower and uplift women and non-binary individuals in the marine world, and she worked tirelessly to promote equality and acceptance for all.


→ Write a chant called ‘SHARK VAGINA’ that the Vagina Venerators would chant whenever they saw Chief Lena




SHARK VAGINA, SHARK VAGINA


Power and might, shining bright


SHARK VAGINA, SHARK VAGINA


A symbol of strength, a deity divine


From the depths of the ocean, she rises up


Chief Lena, a hero, a warrior’s cup


SHARK VAGINA, SHARK VAGINA


A force to be reckoned with, a champion’s tenacity


We venerate her vagina, with love and with pride


A source of empowerment, a guiding light





→ When was The Oyster’s Pearl built? Who was it built by? Remember, this restaurant is underwater and most of the characters in the story are non-human forms of marine life. The story should frequently be being populated with a variety of marine species: this is imperative for all scenes in the story.25 So let’s hear about the history of The Oyster’s Pearl and also about the underwater district it is in and some of the other establishments there.


The Oyster’s Pearl was built over a hundred years ago, by a group of ambitious sea otters. At the time, the underwater district where it was located was just a small, bustling community, home to a variety of marine species.


As the years passed, The Oyster’s Pearl became a popular destination for seafood lovers from all over the ocean, thanks to its delicious menu and friendly atmosphere. The restaurant became a fixture of the community, a place where sea creatures from all walks of life could come together and enjoy a meal.


Over time, the underwater district where The Oyster’s Pearl was located grew and flourished, with new establishments springing up all around it. There was a bustling market, filled with stalls selling fresh seafood and exotic ocean delicacies. There was also a popular dance club, called “The Jellyfish Juke Joint,” where sea creatures went to boogie the night away.


→ Who was the DJ at the Jellyfish Juke Joint and what sort of music did they play?


The Jellyfish Juke Joint was known for its eclectic mix of music, ranging from upbeat electronic dance beats to soulful ballads. And at the helm of it all was DJ TIDAL WAVE, a bubbly dolphin with a passion for music and a talent for getting the crowd moving.


DJ Tidal Wave was a fixture of the Jellyfish Juke Joint, spinning records and mixing beats for the sea creatures who came to dance the night away. With her infectious energy and smooth moves, she quickly became a fan favorite, and the Jellyfish Juke Joint became the place to be on a Saturday night.


Whether she was playing the latest hits or digging deep into the crates for obscure gems, DJ Tidal Wave always knew how to keep the party going. And as the music pounded and the lights flashed, the sea creatures of the Jellyfish Juke Joint lost themselves in the rhythm and the magic of the moment.


→ Who was DJ Tidal Wave’s rival in the underwater dance scene?


DJ Tidal Wave’s main rival in the underwater dance scene was DJ KRAKEN, a mysterious octopus with a talent for creating dark and pulsating beats.


DJ Kraken was known for his brooding demeanor and his love of all things shadowy and mysterious. He was the resident DJ at a rival nightclub called “The Deep,” and he was always looking for ways to one-up DJ Tidal Wave and steal the spotlight.


The rivalry between DJ Tidal Wave and DJ Kraken was fierce and intense, with each constantly trying to outdo the other with bigger and better sets. They were always looking for ways to one-up each other, whether it was by securing exclusive tracks or by pulling off elaborate stage setups.


And as the rivalry raged on, the sea creatures of the underwater dance scene were treated to some of the most electrifying and exciting sets they had ever seen, as DJ Tidal Wave and DJ Kraken battled it out for supremacy in the ocean’s nightlife.


→ I heard DJ Kraken’s26 wife was very religious? Tell me about her


DJ Kraken’s wife was a devout member of the Penitents of Benny, a religious sect that worshipped the tiny penis of a deceased blue whale. She was a kind and compassionate sea creature, and she devoted her life to spreading the teachings of the Penitents and helping those in need.


Despite her husband’s nefarious habits, Mrs. DJ Kraken was a woman of great integrity and faith. She held firm to her beliefs, even in the face of criticism and ridicule, and she was a beacon of hope and inspiration to those around her.


→ What species was DJ Kraken’s wife and what was her first name?


DJ KRAKEN’s wife was a beautiful and gentle seahorse by the name of Mary.27


→ Was there ever a time when Mary was tempted to leave her husband? I heard there was and that she had a childhood sweetheart she was tempted to return to


There was indeed a time when Mary was tempted to leave DJ Kraken and return to her childhood sweetheart. His name was Sam, and he was a kind and gentle dolphin who had always loved Mary from afar.


Sam had never forgotten about Mary, and he had always hoped that one day they might be able to rekindle their romance. And when he heard that Mary was unhappy in her marriage, he saw it as an opportunity to finally win her heart.


He begged her to leave DJ Kraken behind and come back to him.


For a moment, Mary was tempted. She loved Sam and always had, and she longed to return to the happiness and joy they had shared in their youth. But in the end, she knew that she couldn’t abandon DJ Kraken. Despite his flaws, he was the sea creature she loved, and she couldn’t bear the thought of leaving him.


→ What was Sam’s job?


Sam was a talented musician, and he spent much of his time performing at various underwater clubs and venues. He was known for his soulful voice and his ability to play a variety of instruments, and he had a devoted following of fans.


→ I heard that Sam’s mental state had started to deterioriate in recent years and that he had developed an expensive and dangerous seaweed addiction


Yes, unfortunately it is true that Sam’s mental state had started to deteriorate in recent years, and he had developed an expensive and dangerous seaweed addiction.


As his addiction worsened, Sam began to spiral out of control. He became distant and erratic, and he started to neglect his responsibilities as a musician and a member of the community.


He knew that he was destroying his life and his relationships, and he desperately wanted to find a way out.


→ How much seaweed was Sam doing a day? How much did it cost?


It is difficult to say exactly how much seaweed Sam was doing on a daily basis, as his addiction worsened over time. However, it is safe to assume that he was consuming a significant amount of seaweed on a regular basis, as his addiction had a serious and negative impact on his life.


As for the cost of his seaweed addiction, it is likely that it was quite expensive, as seaweed can be a costly substance to obtain. It is possible that Sam was spending a large portion of his income on seaweed, which likely contributed to his financial problems and his inability to maintain his responsibilities.


→ Was there a big culture of seaweed abuse in the community of underwater musicians?


It is difficult to say whether or not there was a significant culture of seaweed abuse among the community of underwater musicians, as this is a fictional story and there is no real-world data to draw upon. However, it is possible that there could be a culture of seaweed abuse in any community, including an underwater community of musicians.


Substance abuse is a serious and complex problem that can affect anyone, regardless of their profession or social status. It is important for individuals and communities to be aware of the dangers of substance abuse and to seek help and support when needed.


→ Please don’t remind me that this is a fictional story. Stay in the world of the story28


I apologize if my previous response seemed to break the immersion of the story. I will do my best to remain within the world of the story from now on.


In the world of the story, it is possible that there could be a culture of seaweed abuse within the community of underwater musicians. Substance abuse can be a serious problem in any community, and the community of underwater musicians is no exception.


→ I heard that Sam flirted with all the major underwater religions in an effort to find his way back to a healthy lifestyle. Please tell me about his spiritual searchings


As Sam struggled to overcome his seaweed addiction, he began to feel lost and disconnected from the world. He knew that he needed to find a sense of purpose and direction, and he began to explore various spiritual paths in an effort to find his way back to a healthy and fulfilling life.


Sam was open-minded and curious, and he was willing to consider a variety of different spiritual traditions. He studied the teachings of the Penitents of Benny, the Colossal-ites, and the Vagina Venerators, seeking wisdom and guidance from each.


Despite his best efforts, Sam found it difficult to connect with any one particular spiritual path. It was only when he stumbled upon the teachings of the Sea of Serenity that Sam finally found the spiritual guidance he had been seeking. The Sea of Serenity was a peaceful and serene spiritual community, and its teachings spoke to Sam’s heart and soul.


As he immersed himself in the teachings of the Sea of Serenity, Sam found strength and support in the community, and he began to rebuild his life, one step at a time.


→ I haven’t heard of the Sea of Serenity before. Who ran it? What species were they? And they must have had names?


The leaders of the Sea of Serenity were a diverse group of sea creatures, representing a variety of species. There was a wise and gentle jellyfish named Oren, who was known for his deep understanding of spiritual teachings and his ability to communicate with the divine.


There was also a kind and compassionate sea anemone named Delia, who was known for her ability to connect with others on a deep and spiritual level. She was a gifted healer and counselor, and she was highly respected within the community.


In addition to Oren and Delia, there was a wise and gentle starfish named Tessa, who was known for her knowledge of ancient spiritual teachings and her ability to connect with the natural world and a curious and adventurous seahorse named Ethan, who was known for his love of exploration and his passion for discovery.


→ I heard that Chief Lena was suspicious that the Sea of Serenity was a malign cult. When Chief Lena gets suspicious, her vagina starts to buzz


As Chief Lena began to investigate the Sea of Serenity, she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something not quite right about the spiritual community. As she delved deeper into her investigation, Chief Lena became more and more convinced that the Sea of Serenity was a malign cult, and that its leaders were up to no good.


As she pursued her investigation, Chief Lena’s vagina began to buzz with a sense of unease. It was a strange and unsettling feeling, and it made her even more determined to get to the bottom of things.


In the end, Chief Lena’s gut instincts proved to be correct. After months of investigation, she was finally able to uncover the truth about the Sea of Serenity. It was indeed a harmful racket, and its leaders were using the guise of spirituality to exploit and manipulate their followers.


Chief Lena was devastated by the revelation, but she worked tirelessly to bring its leaders to justice. She was determined to do whatever it took to protect her community and bring peace to the waters.


→ Let’s hear some transcripts of the court case with Oren and the other leaders of the Sea of Serenity brought to trial for running a money-grabbing cult


Judge: “Oren, you stand accused of operating a money-grabbing cult under the guise of a spiritual community. How do you plead?”


Oren: “Your honor, I plead not guilty. The Sea of Serenity was a genuine spiritual community, and we were dedicated to helping others find their way to enlightenment and inner peace.”


Judge: “That may be your defense, but the evidence suggests otherwise. It appears that you and your fellow leaders were using the Sea of Serenity as a front to exploit and manipulate your followers, and to line your own pockets in the process.”


Oren: “Your honor, I can assure you that we were using the money from the Sea of Serenity to fund charitable causes and to support those in need. We were not seeking to profit from our spiritual teachings.”










→ Let’s see the Judge’s list of what Oren and the other leaders of the Sea of Serenity had allegedly bought. This should contain full financial breakdowns for each item. The items and lifestyle suggested should be heavily marine-based


As Judge Williams29 examined the financial records presented by Benny, he was shocked by the lavish purchases made by Oren and the other leaders of the Sea of Serenity. The list included:


• A luxury coral reef mansion, complete with a sea cucumber butler and a giant clam Jacuzzi


• A fleet of seaweed-fueled submarines, each equipped with its own octopus chauffeur


• A gold-plated seaweed farm, complete with a team of shrimp workers


• A collection of rare pearls, each worth thousands of dollars


• A yacht filled with exotic sea creatures, including a rare albino octopus and a talking seahorse


As he looked at the list, Judge Williams knew that there was no way that the Sea of Serenity could have funded such lavish purchases without exploiting and manipulating its followers. He knew that he had no choice but to find Oren and the other leaders guilty as charged.


→ A surprise witness is brought in. It is Benny


Suddenly, the door to the courtroom opens, and a blue whale enters. It is Benny, the famous blue whale with the tiny penis.


Benny: “Your honor, I have evidence that Oren and the other leaders of the Sea of Serenity are innocent. They were not running a money-grabbing cult, and they were truly committed to helping others find spiritual enlightenment.”


Judge: “Benny, your testimony is certainly surprising, but I will need more evidence before I can consider overturning my decision. Can you provide any further evidence to support your claim?”


Benny: “Yes, your honor. I can provide numerous testimonials from members of the Sea of Serenity who can attest to the positive impact that the community had on their lives. I can also provide financial records that show that the Sea of Serenity was using its funds for charitable causes, and not for personal gain.”


Judge: “Very well, Benny. I will allow you to present your evidence.”


→ What species was Judge Williams?


Judge Williams was a sea turtle. He had been a respected member of the underwater legal community for many years, and he was known for his fair and impartial decisions. Despite his position of authority, he was also known for being kind and compassionate, and he always took the time to listen to both sides of a case before making a decision. In the case of the Sea of Serenity, Judge Williams was deeply troubled by the evidence presented to him, and he knew that he had to do everything in his power to bring justice to those who had been exploited by the alleged cult.


→ How did Judge Williams respond to Benny’s claims that Oren and his fellow followers were innocent? Also, give Judge Williams a heavy Southern USA drawl


“Well now, that’s certainly a surprise, Mr. Benny,” Judge Williams drawled, his Southern accent thick and slow. “I must say, I was right convinced that Oren and his cronies were guilty as sin, but if you’ve got evidence that suggests otherwise, I’m more than happy to take a look at it.”


Benny nodded gravely. “Your honor, I have video footage of Oren and the other leaders of the Sea of Serenity in action, showing them genuinely helping others and not exploiting or manipulating them for their own gain. I also have statements from respected members of the underwater community who can attest to the positive impact that the Sea of Serenity has had on the lives of its followers.”


Judge Williams considered this for a moment, then nodded. “Very well, Mr. Benny. I will allow you to present your evidence, and I will consider it in my decision.”


→ Show how in the end it was Benny’s tiny penis, not his testimony, that acquitted Oren and the others. This should be a beautiful and radiant scene. Judge Williams should make many exclamations of wonder in Southern USA dialect


As Benny finished presenting his evidence, the courtroom was filled with a soft glow. It seemed to be emanating from Benny’s tiny penis, which was now glowing with an otherworldly light. Judge Williams’s eyes widened as he saw the phenomenon, and he let out a low whistle.


“Well now, that’s the darndest thing I’ve ever seen,” he exclaimed in his thick Southern drawl. “I ain’t never seen anything like it. Why, it’s like that tiny little pecker is some kind of divine beacon or somethin’.”


The other members of the courtroom were similarly amazed, and they all stared at Benny’s glowing penis in awe. Even Oren and the other leaders of the Sea of Serenity seemed to be struck by the sight, and they all looked at Benny with newfound respect.


As the light continued to pulse and shimmer, Judge Williams knew that he had no choice but to acquit Oren and the other leaders of the Sea of Serenity. He knew that the glowing penis was a sign from above, a clear indication that Oren and his followers were truly innocent of any wrongdoing.


“Well now, I think it’s clear that Oren and his friends are innocent,” Judge Williams declared, his voice ringing with conviction. “I hereby acquit them of all charges, and I apologize for any wrongdoing on the part of the legal system. May the light of Benny’s tiny penis guide us all to a brighter future.”


And with that, Judge Williams brought down his gavel, and the courtroom erupted in cheers and applause.


→ Later that night, Judge Williams recounts this scene to his wife in bed. Let’s hear his first-person narrative, in his Southern USA drawl thick with colloquialisms. Also, he has misremembered quite a lot of the proceedings and introduces a lot of detail that is quite wrong30


“Well, I’ll tell you what, darlin’,” Judge Williams drawled as he settled into bed beside his wife. “I ain’t never seen anything like it in all my years on the bench. Why, it was like that tiny little pecker was some kind of miracle or something.”


“A miracle?” his wife asked, raising an eyebrow. “What are you talking about, darling?”


“Oh, you know, that blue whale fella, Benny,” Judge Williams replied, waving his hand dismissively. “The one with the tiny little pecker that was on trial for fraud or something. Anyway, he’s up there giving his testimony, and all of a sudden, his tiny little pecker starts glowing like a Christmas tree. And I’m telling you, it was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. It was like the heavens themselves were shining down on us. And I knew right then and there that I had to acquit that blue whale and his friends. It was the right thing to do.”


“Well, I’m glad you made the right decision,” his wife said, patting his hand. “But I think you might want to read up on the details of the case again before you tell anyone else about it. I’m not sure that’s exactly how it happened.”


→ Judge Williams gets more and more confused in his recounting and starts introducing all sorts of elements that were nothing at all to do with the case


“And then, get this,” Judge Williams continued, his eyes gleaming with excitement. “I see a bunch of angels flying down from the sky, all dressed in white. And they’re all singing this beautiful hymn, and it’s just the most beautiful thing you’ve ever heard. And then, I see the Virgin Mary herself, and she’s got this halo around her head, and she’s smiling at me like I’m the only person in the world. And I’m telling you, darlin’, it was like the whole courtroom was filled with this divine light, and I just knew I had to acquit those blue whales.”


“Darling, I think you might be mixing up a few things here,” his wife said gently, trying to steer him back on track. “I don’t think there were any angels or the Virgin Mary at the trial. And I’m pretty sure the blue whales are called Benny and his friends, not ‘those blue whales’. Maybe you should try to get a good night’s sleep and rest your mind. I think you might be getting a little confused.”


“Confused?” Judge Williams repeated, shaking his head. “Nonsense, darlin’. I know exactly what I saw. That tiny little pecker was a miracle, and that’s all there is to it.”


→ Judge Williams starts to think that Colonel Sanders was behind all of this31


“And then, get this,” Judge Williams said, his eyes widening. “I see this old man in a white suit, and he’s got this big old bucket of fried chicken. And he’s grinning at me like he’s the cat that got the cream. And I’m thinking, ‘Who the hell is this guy?’. And then, I realize it’s Colonel Sanders. You know, that guy from the fried chicken commercials. And I’m thinking, ‘What the hell is Colonel Sanders doing here in my courtroom?’. And then, I see him winking at me, and I’m thinking, ‘What does he want from me?’. And then, I realize it’s all a big plot. Colonel Sanders was behind the whole thing. He’s the one who made that tiny little pecker glow.”


“Darling, I think you’re really mixing things up now,” his wife said, trying to hide her smile. “I don’t think Colonel Sanders had anything to do with the trial. And I’m pretty sure that tiny little pecker wasn’t glowing because of him. That tiny little pecker was a miracle, and that’s all there is to it.”


→ Meanwhile, in another part of town, Benny is talking with Oren at a late-night bar about the day’s actual events in court. Let’s hear their conversation over a couple of beers. Benny’s tiny penis gets very stiff when he drinks


“I can’t believe it, Benny,” Oren said, shaking his head in disbelief. “I never thought I’d be acquitted. I thought I was going down for sure.”


“Well, I’m just glad I could help,” Benny said, taking a long swig of his beer. “I knew that tiny little pecker32 of mine would come in handy someday.”


“Yeah, but how did you even get it to glow like that?” Oren asked, his eyes wide. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”


“I don’t really know,” Benny said, shrugging. “It just seemed to happen. It’s like it has a mind of its own, you know?”


“Well, whatever it is, it sure worked and I appreciate it,” Oren said, clinking his glass against Benny’s. “And I’m sure the rest of the guys in the Sea of Serenity do too. They’ve been talking about making you an honorary member or something.”


“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Benny said, shaking his head. “I’m not really a joiner. But I’ll definitely come by and visit you guys whenever I’m in town.”


“Well, that’s all we can ask for,” Oren said, grinning. “And hey, if you ever need anything, just let me know. I owe you one, buddy.”


→ Benny suddenly realises that Oren might be able to do him a favour. He tells Oren about his problems with the Penis Plunderers and Prickle the winkle


“Hey, Oren,” Benny said, leaning in closer. “I’ve got a bit of a problem I was hoping you might be able to help me with.”


“Sure thing, Benny,” Oren said, looking at him intently. “What’s up?”


“It’s these guys called the Penis Plunderers,” Benny said, frowning. “They’ve been giving me a lot of trouble lately. Threatening me, you know? And this one guy, Prickle, he’s been after me for weeks now. I don’t know what to do.”


“Well, I’ll tell you what,” Oren said, his eyes narrowing. “You leave Prickle to me. I know a thing or two about dealing with people like that. And if he’s been threatening you, we can’t have that. We’ll take care of it, me and the rest of the Sea of Serenity. We’re not ones to be messed with, you know.”


“Thanks, Oren,” Benny said, feeling a weight lifted off his shoulders. “I really appreciate it.”


“No problem, buddy,” Oren said, grinning. “We’ve got your back.”


→ What does Oren decide to do about Prickle? I heard there were guns involved33


Oren knew that he had to take drastic measures to deal with Prickle and the rest of the Penis Plunderers. He couldn’t let them continue to threaten and harass his friend Benny.


So, he gathered a group of trusted members of the Sea of Serenity and made a plan. They would track down Prickle and the other Plunderers and confront them, showing them that they meant business.


And when it came time to execute the plan, Oren and his crew came prepared. They brought guns, knives, and any other weapons they could get their hands on. They weren’t taking any chances.


As they stalked through the dark, underwater corridors, Oren could feel the adrenaline pumping through his veins. He knew that this was a risky move, but he also knew it was necessary.


Finally, they caught sight of Prickle and his group, lurking in an abandoned shipwreck. Oren and his crew moved in, guns drawn, and confronted them.


“Alright, Prickle,” Oren said, his voice cold. “It’s over. You and your gang are finished. You’re not going to threaten or harm Benny or anyone else anymore. No one messes with the Sea of Serenity.”


→ Hang on! Prickle and the cuttlefish have powerful back-up!


As it turned out, Prickle and the Penis Plunderers had more backup than Oren and the Sea of Serenity had anticipated. As they returned to their own territory, they were ambushed by a group of heavily armed squid, led by none other than the infamous Jeremy the Colossal squid.


“You shouldn’t have messed with us, Oren,” Jeremy sneered, his tentacles writhing. “You and your little cult are no match for the Colossal-ites.”


Oren and his crew were outnumbered and outgunned, and they knew they were in trouble. They tried to fight back, but it was no use. The Colossal-ites were too strong.


As they were overpowered and taken prisoner, Oren couldn’t help but feel a sense of despair wash over him.


What would happen to the Sea of Serenity now?


→ How can Jeremy the Colossal squid have been there? He had died some years earlier


As it turned out, Jeremy the Colossal squid had not actually died some years earlier, as Oren and the Sea of Serenity had believed. Instead, he had faked his own death and gone into hiding, biding his time until he could make his move against the Penitents of Benny and the other underwater religious factions.34


And now, with the help of the Penis Plunderers and his own loyal followers, the Colossal-ites, Jeremy was ready to make his grand entrance and take control.35


Oren couldn’t believe it. How had he and the Sea of Serenity been so easily duped by Jeremy’s faked death? And now, they were paying the price for their naivety.


As they were dragged away to who knew where, Oren couldn’t help but wonder what the future held for him and the Sea of Serenity. Would they ever be able to escape the clutches of Jeremy and the Colossal-ites? Or were they doomed to live out their days as prisoners? Only time would tell.


→ This is amazing news. Let’s see the front page article in the most popular tabloid newspaper. Actually write the article and name the reporter




“JEREMY THE COLOSSAL SQUID: NOT DEAD!”
By Briney Jones, Underwater World News


The shocking revelation that Jeremy the Colossal squid, thought to have died some years ago, has actually faked his own death and is now leading a deadly cult against rival factions has sent shockwaves throughout the underwater world.


According to sources close to the investigation, Jeremy had been biding his time in hiding, waiting for the perfect moment to make his move against the Penitents of Benny and other underwater religious factions. And now, with the help of the Penis Plunderers and his own loyal followers, the Colossal-ites, Jeremy is ready to make his grand entrance and take control.


The recent capture of Oren and the Sea of Serenity by the Colossalites is just the beginning. Witnesses report a violent ambush, with the Colossalites heavily armed and outnumbering their rivals.


Underwater citizens are being warned to be on the lookout for Jeremy and the Colossal-ites, and to report any suspicious activity to the authorities. The Colossal-ites are not to be messed with.


We will continue to bring you updates on this developing story as more information becomes available. Stay tuned.


→ Show other headlines from other newspapers. Name the newspapers


• “Colossal squid faked own death and now leading cult against rival factions” – The Sea Times


• “Underwater world in shock as Jeremy the Colossal squid resurfaces” – The Marine Messenger


• “Colossal-ites on the rise: Citizens warned to be vigilant” – The Ocean Observer


• “Jeremy the Colossal squid: mastermind behind deadly cult revealed” – The Aqua Post


• “Oren and Sea of Serenity captured by Colossal-ites in violent ambush” – The Deep Dive Daily


• “Jeremy the Colossal squid: Who is he and what does he want?” – The Underwater Inquirer
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