FYBER’S 11

Written by Bluejay

Concept from Fy-chat

The players:

FyberOptic: Charismatic Leader

Bluejay: Playboy 2nd in Command

Shadow: The Muscle

Rotary Turbo: Wheel Man

Boris: The Money

The job:

After reading about it in the news, the Fybertech crew decides they want free games too, and if Toys “R” Us was good for one robbery, why not another?

ACT I

The camera pans in on the five players around a table, sitting on it is a laptop connected to a projector, aimed at a screen, Fyber and Blue are standing on either side of the laptop.  Shadow, Rotary Turbo, and Boris are sitting about the table, all waiting to hear what the plan is.

Boris: So you guys read a news article about this, and expect to be able to pull it off again.  And you need me to give you gas money for this? Why?

Fyber: Because we need to put gas in the van.

Blue: *nodding* Plus, we’ll bring you back an X-Box or something, maybe some LEGO sets, everyone loves LEGO sets.

Boris seems unconvinced, but the promise of LEGO seems genuine, he slowly nods his head in consent.  Shadow and Rotary Turbo exchange glances, looking at Fyber and Bluejay Shadow speaks first.

Shadow: So why are we here?

Rotary: Yeah, why call us?

Bluejay: Well, first we need a wheelman. *nodding towards RT*

Fyber: And we’ll need a strong arm to break things.

Shadow: Breaking things? Breaking things is my specialty.

FyberOptic thinks back to a few days ago, we see a flashback showing Shadow smashing Fyber’s commemorative Power Rangers collectable glass set.

Fyber: *tone less than happy* Yes, we know that, Shadow.  Anyway, the point is, I want a Wii, and Blue wants a new DS so we figure Toys “R” Us is the perfect target.

Shadow: *perks up* I want a PS3

Boris: I still wonder why you two can’t just BUY the things you want.

Bluejay: Because my job pays nil, and I needed something to do.

Fyber: Blue, you work for me.

Blue: I know, and you don’t pay me. Regardless, we’re certain there’s not much in the way of security, except…

Bluejay looks to FyberOptic who taps a few keys on the laptop bringing up an overly well done 3D model of the store in question, Fyber just shrugs it off when Bluejay rolls his eyes at the detail involved

Fyber: There are camera’s here… here, and here, and another over the loading dock.  The doors and windows are alarmed, but the junction box outside is old; if that’s any indication, then the interior alarms will go off when I cut the power.

Rotary: So I drive up, you cut the power… then we smash windows and take stuff?

Fyber: Not quite, you *pointing to RT* Get me around back, you’ll have to take the long way around to avoid the camera at the loading dock, then once I cut the power at the junction box, we head to the front door.  We’ll have to be fast, the interior police alarm may still trip, and we don’t want to get caught.

Blue: After that when we get back out front, Shadow, you’ll use your claws to get us through the door, or a trash can, a bench, hell whatever you can find really, just so long as the plexi is gone.

Rotary: Then what?

Shadow: Yeah, we just take a cart and fill it?

Fyber and Bluejay look at one another for a long moment.

Fyber: A cart does work better than our plan.

Blue: Yeah, what were we thinking… “use their store bags”, a cart’s MUCH better.

Boris, Shadow and RT all share a glance worried over the leadership of Fyber and Bluejay, but the thought of free toys and games is too much for any under-matured male.  All three are soon nodding their agreement to the plan.

Fade to Black

ACT II

Cameras panning in from two separate angles, the one on the left side of the screen shows the store, a sweeping shot circling the perimeter, slow, showing the lights in the windows turning off one by one, people going to their cars, and ending back at the front door with the manager locking it.

The second camera shows a van, top of the line, pristine white, tinted windows, the tires brand new, across the top is an array of sensor equipment, motion, infra-red, satellite tracking, GPS, and a myriad of other devices that you have no idea what they do, but they’re REALLY shiny.

There is a loud pop and another van pulls about it, old battered, tape holding one of the rear windows in, the siding dented and rusted.  Parts of the trim missing, on the roof is a busted luggage rack, behind the wheel is Rotary Turbo, Fyber sitting shotgun.  Bluejay and Shadow are sitting in the back. The cameras merge as the brown, black, white, yellow, and gray van pulls into the now empty parking lot.

Shadow: So, Boris got us this? I mean, I know it’s a lowly robbery and all but still…

Fyber: No, Boris gave us money for gas, the van is Fybertech property.  And I’d appreciate if you stop kicking my seat.

Shadow: My legs are cramped.

Rotary: Look, we’re here, how about we do this… the power steerings shot, it’s leaking fluids like a siv, and I’m pretty sure that smell is burning rubber… and maybe dead animal.

Blue: Just don’t cut the engine, who knows if it’ll start again.

The passenger side door opens and Fyber climbs out, walking to the junction box and looking it over.  It’s older than he thought it was, almost comically so.  He looks at the crowbar in his hand and shrugs, moving to pry the door open.  As soon as the crowbar touches the metal of the door it falls free, hanging only by the ancient padlock meant to keep it from being opened.

Inside is just as decrepit as out and Fyber is almost afraid to reach in, not for being electrocuted, more because it’s got cobwebs all over the inside. He reaches in slowly, touching the switches needed to turn off the power, they snap under the pressure, but don’t move. Sighing, Fyber just rips out the wires; the store goes black.

Fyber: *speaking into a headset* Okay, power’s out.

Tires squeal from lack of sufficient air as RT pulls around to pick up Fyber, bringing him and the rest to the front door.

Blue: Okay, Shadow, you’re up.

Shadow gets out of the van with a grin, walking up to the doors and stretching his hands, getting his claws ready when he notices that the door keys were left in the lock, looking about to see if the others are watching, he merely unlocks the door and hides the keys, waving the others in.

Fyber: I didn’t think you had that kind of restraint Shadow, it barely looks like any damage at all.

Shadow: Uh, yeah… thanks Fyber.

Blue: Okay, Shadow you’ve got building sets, Fyber’s taking video games, and I’ve got board games.  If there’s time we all go to action figures.

Shadow: Mega Block?

Fyber: Hell no. LEGO, only LEGO, and nothing BUT LEGO.

Shadow: Right, got it.

Blue: Fyber, try and grab me a Black or White DS, not pink.

Fyber: Get the girly, got it. *grinning as he heads off*

The camera splits into three angles, one following each of the thieves, then a fourth showing Rotary sitting behind the wheel.

Bluejay is seen in the games section, loading a shopping cart with as many different board games as he can grab, anything that looks good, Monopoly, Sorry, Scene-it, Mouse Trap, and many others, he stops and holds Twister in one hand and Chutes and Ladders in the other, trying to decide.

Fyber is in the store room piling system upon system in his carts, Wii, 360, and a PS3, as well as a few DS Lite, then heading out to the sales floor and grabbing games, he comes to a stop and holds up a copy of Barbie’s Horse adventures in one hand, and DDR Extreme in the other, trying to decide.

Shadow is picking up LEGO sets, Star Wars, Batman, Avatar, as well as the City, Bionicle, and Exo-Force sets.  Grabbing everything he sees, looking at a DUPLO set, picking it up, tossing it and a few others into the cart, just filling it with everything LEGO he can spot.

Rotary is sitting in the van, the engine running, the radio, one of the only parts of the van that still works, is playing AC/DC’s TNT on one station and Queen’s Bohemian Rhapsody on another.  He flips between the two, settling on AC/DC, watching the open door, waiting for the others.

The cameras all reconnect at the front of the store as the three inside all arrive at the front, carts full.  They each head out to the van and start to empty their carts, Fyber and Bluejay look to Shadow, all three smiling at a job well done.  Shadow walks back to the door and locks it, walking away, leaving the keys in the lock just as they were; they pile into the van and pull out.  Sirens can be heard in the background as the van leaves the lot.

Fade to black.

ACT III

The camera pans down on a police station, Holding on the exterior, specifically the sign above the door reading “POLICE” we hear the voices of our thieves arguing.

Blue: I told you Turbo, I told you NOT to stop the engine.

Rotary: I didn’t, I told you… it flooded.

Shadow: Well look where it got us.  A police station.

Fyber: Look let’s just work on a way out of here.  I’ve got a call… I’ll try and reach Boris.

The camera angle changes from an exterior shot of the police station to a close up of a policeman’s face

Officer: Hey, you guys alright?

The camera pulls back to show the four are still inside the van in question, stalled out front of a police station, the officer leaning on the drivers side window with a kind smile, RT swallows and looks at him.

Rotary: Oh, um, no, it’s just stalled, flooded; we just need to wait a few more moments is all.

Officer: *offering the same kind smile* alright, drive safely gentlemen.

The officer walks into the police station, a moment later the van starts up, and drives off.

The five of them are sitting around a table, Boris listening to a largely untrue retelling of a harrowing high tech burglary and eventual high-speed chase.  He nods as they all keep adding to the grand story.  Toys “R” Us now a fortress with armed guards and attack dogs, snipers and land mines.  The Cops, using helicopters and missiles, as well as lasers and robots.  In the end Boris leans forward.

Boris: Look guys, this is all nice and well, but here’s a question for you.  Where’s my LEGO sets and my 360?

Fyber: *sorting through the pile of swag* Here you go, and first pick of the LEGO sets.

Blue: Just… leave the Batman sets.

Fyber: And I wanted the Bionicles….

Shadow: Err, City sets are my favorite…

Rotary: Racing.

Boris: Gee that leaves me the DUPLO, Potter, and Star Wars sets

Fyber: Um, actually, I wanted that Death Star set….

Blue: Hogwarts….

Shadow: Y-Wing.

Rotary: Speeders and AT-AT’s

Boris sighs and just starts grabbing sets from every collection, then grabs a 360 and some games.

Fyber: Well gentlemen *raising a glass of water* to the perfect crime.

The other four fallow suit in the toast.

Fyber: To Fyber’s Eleven.

A murmur spreads through the others.

Shadow: Fyber, there’s only four of us.

Rotary: Yeah and last we checked, four is not eleven.

Fyber: Look it just a name, besides, it sounds better than Fyber’s five.

After glances all around Bluejay speaks up.

Blue: Not really. “Ocean’s Eleven” works because there are eleven of them, and both words start with vowels, “Fyber’s Five” would have the same appeal.

Fyber just gives an exasperated sigh and grabs his share of the loot, walking away. Boris doing the same, followed by Rotary Turbo, Shadow looks at Bluejay.

Shadow: So, what do we steal next? Diamonds? Jewels? DVDs? Snacks?

Blue: We’ve already stolen a plot; let’s leave it at that.

Bluejay takes his share and walks away; Shadow looks around the now empty room and shrugs.

Shadow: Well, at least I got to do something. *noticing that all that’s left on the table are the DUPLO sets and Chutes and Ladders* HEY! Guys, where’s MY share!

Fade to black and roll end credits

CAST

FyberOptic……………………………………………………………………...….Himself

Bluejay…………………………………………………………………………..…Himself

Shadow……………………………………………………………………….….…Himself

Rotary Turbo…………………………………………………………………….…Himself

Boris………………………………………………………………………………..Himself

Stan Lee……………………………………………………………………….…Policeman

LEGAL STUFF

All stunts performed by trained dogs, no animals were harmed in the writing of this short story. All Characters and events portrayed are purely fictional and mostly unoriginal.  None of this is meant to be taken seriously so have a good time and laugh about it.  Bluejay is the only character that is my own creation, everything else belongs to everyone else, except Stan Lee, he seems to be in everything, him and Kevin Smith, but I couldn’t think a place to put Kevin Smith, unless I put him in as the store manager, hell maybe a re-write… never mind,  anyway, hope you enjoyed this story.

