And It Don't Stop 

The hero’s handle is Ice Cream Man, in an ice cream man’s outfit. (does he have a real name? Does it matter? Ice for short). Lives in a poor part of town. We see him fumbling down the front walk of his house, with a heavy mechanical crate, maybe half the size of a refrigerator. He crashes down the few stairs of his front yard. 
His mom bellowing from the house: You takin’ out the fuckin’ trash?

Ice: Uh, no, ma. 

Mom: No problem, I’ll get the fuckin’ butler to do it after he’s finished polishing my tiaras! When you get back, the trash’ll be under your bed sheets, junior! Why don’t you bring me back a double scoop of fuckin’ respect!
Ice (muttering): Last thing you need is a scoop of anything, you cow. 

He wrestles the crate into the back of his ice cream truck. He slams the door, then blasts off (it is a flying ice cream truck).
Title(?)
Ice cream truck flies over city lights. Maybe over the amusement park and roller coaster in Trip’s comic. It focuses on a 6 or 7 storey warehouse-like building. The roof is extremely crowded and bustling with hip-looking activity. He lands the truck on the roof.
He gets out, and takes his crate out of the back. He wheels it through the aggressive crowd, looking timid, maybe a little scared. As he makes it through the crowd, he sees the center of the activity. It is a very large circular area of the roof. There are lights everywhere, monitors and stuff, and a huge board with a tournament tree diagram, to show who’s eliminated. (there are 64 participants, and 6 levels of one on one matches. So after level 1 is done, 32 remain, then 16, then 8, then 4, then 2, then 1) He tries to get a look, but there are too many people in front of him. He stands on his crate to see. 
Two techjockeys are dueling with their hoppers. The crowd is roaring and goading them on with various esoteric taunts. Their names are Fronty Bassdrive with hopper named Giz, and Stelth with hopper Reverberatum (Stelth is the “villain” of the story, hence very sinister looking and intimidating. His hopper is large, menacing, and humanoid). 
Stelth’s technophone is quite an edifice, sort of a tank full of turn tables, etc, that rolls around to wherever he moves. Fronty’s is more of a pod, that he sits in. They are in a heated match of spitting flows and techjiving their hoppers. 
Fronty is supposed to be a pretty lame contender. 

Fronty:
All ya playa hata’s, get off your high HORSE!
Fronty’s inna house and this nigga’s a FORCE!

He’ll beat on yo bitch, an’ then if he’s ABLE
Brand her FB an’ lock her inna STABLE!

She look at him an say “Shit, I seen WORSE!”
An’ I’s like “Ho, my kinda lovin’ ain’t par for da COURSE!”
Fronty makes a series of maneuvers on his tech, a few record scratches and some button sequences. His funky, stout hopper makes a few dance moves, and pummels Stelth’s hopper a bit.
Stealth starts “techjiving”.

Stelth:

Keep her, see, fatass vamp’s ova’ fed!
Stelth goes out to stud like a champ thoroughbred!

Any bitch sees me, she starts feelin’ her oats,
Don’t axe what please me, whatev boat your floats!

Flies unzipped, threads got ripped, it got racy, yo!
Too hot to trot, she tripped and fell-atio!

A few deft moves on the turntables and control pads, and Reverberatum does some crazy move sending Giz flying across the stage. 

Fronty: Damn! Er… 

Fronty gets sweaty and nervous. 

Fronty:

So you say you’re a stallion? Yo, prove it!
Where yo’ bling and medallion? What, lose it?

Yo’ bitch so eager to go down south,

Too bad she ain’t tell ya she gots hoof and mouth!

This dawg and pony… (sound effect interrupts him: BZZZZZZT!)

Uh… uh… oh snap…
Uh… My… uh… My flow’s like a big juicy wiener…
Between two buns, have you seen her?  … Her buns I mean. Uh… (shit!)

Put ketchup and mustard on it. Best when served hot…

I like ‘em so much… I… like ‘em a lot.
The crowd gets agitated, jeering him a bit. Stelth steps in with a vengeance. 

Stelth:
Stelth don’t do dis shit by the book!
He got a dime-inches unit that plumps when you cook!

You think that I’m playin’, you think that I’m callous,
Cause I’m TJin’** with an edible phallus?
Wanna hear lies, then go axe a liar!
This nigga is packin’ vast Oxsar Mayer!
**TJin’ = Tech Jockeying

With authority, Stelth commands Reverberatum to finish the opponent off. A couple critical blows, then his picks up Giz and crams it into a compartment in his chest. Giz gets compacted and spit out, totally flattened. The crowd roars in excitement.

We see Ice still watching from over the crowd, and a better look at the arena. Above, near all the monitors, is a glowing sign that says “Hotdogs”, next to a clock. The way the game works is (though this is never explained, the reader learns as he reads), during a face-off, there is always a “groove” and a “shade”, displayed on the signs. The groove is the theme of the rap they have to use, and it switches at random times during their flows. Clearly the grooves of the previous challenge we “Horses” and “Hotdogs”. The “shade” is a word that they have to use as a basis for their rhymes. In this case, the shade was set to “*”, which means they can use any rhyming scheme they want. Since this is the first round, the groove/shade switch-ups are very easy. As it progresses to higher levels, the switches get more frequent and random. 
A competitor standing next to Ice: Ohhhhhh… SNA-ZIZZLE. Stelth is fuckin’ dope! No wonder he’s the champ every year. 
Ice: Yeah…
Competitor: Hey, kid… I don’t know you. You new?
He looks at his uniform, reads “Ice Cream Man” on his jacket.
Competitor: Oh yeah, the Ice Cream Man! I read your name on the board, and’s like “Whaa?” Ha ha, kid, I hope you didn’t spend too much money on your hopper! You’ll be served like a 6 course meal!
Ice: Whatever.
Maintenance personnel sweep the stage clear of debris while everything is prepped for the next match-up, which happens to be Ice’s turn. The crowd is buzzing with anticipation. We see the tournament tree, with “Ice Cream Man” lit up, along with his opponent’s name. 

His opponent is called Mixpack. In addition to his array of standard gear, he has six turn tables floating around him, hovering by rocket boosters. They constantly move and rotate around him, and he juggles between records to scratch, behind the back, forward, to the side, with lightning speed. His hopper, called Hexadrop, is a large, mech-like droid with chicken style legs, and a hexagonal body he uses like a hammer. 
The contenders are announced, and Ice rolls out his crate to the center of the stage. The crowd hushes a bit, kind of snickering at the noob. 
Mixpack: I hope you just got some cold beer in that that thing. Cause I KNOW you don’ts wants ta snatch a piece-a Mixpack!
Ice pushes a button on the top of his crate, and it unfolds mechanically into a technophone rig which is like a robotic body suit. Kind of reminiscent of those robotic utility suits in Aliens. When it unfolds, out of the crate rolls his hopper, which unfolds into a little humanoid robot who is about half Ice’s size. The hopper’s name is Sitteen Bit. 
Mixpack: Your funeral.

The round countdown begins. 3… 2… 1… JIVE!
The groove board buzzes to a new word. BZZZZZT!

“STEEL”
Mixpack:
KICK IT!
Yo-When-I
Stick it into yo’ chest, with my blade of pure STAINLESS 

And-when-I

Stick shit up wit’ my glock, you know it don’t be PAINLESS.

My angry steel sics,
In yo’ dome my bullets six. 

Want to rap with Mix? Kid, you must be BRAINLESS.

While he is rapping, he executes combos with his hopper. Hexadrop pivots here and there, and pounds the floor with his “head” a few times. Ice casually executes defensive maneuvers. He makes a turn on his turntable for every dodge, and Sitteen Bit dodges in a radial fashion around Hexadrop.
Turntable: WIKWIKWIK-WIICK-WIIICK-WHHHOHHHW!

Groove buzzer interrupts Mixpack’s rap: BZZZZZT!
“MILK”

Mixpack:
Uh… Mi..Milk is…

Ice:

Yo listen, 
My icebox neva’ ain’t spacious

Enough for that cold creamy smooth liquidacious!

It’s my white debutante with a bumpin’ rear end,
My spoon’s confidante and my Cork Flakes’ best friend!
Non-dairy don’t scare me. Soy-sub? Just dare me.
Like God marryin’ fairies, feedin’ vegetarians rare-meat,
Ya follerin’?

What you hollerin' with that bullshit you swollerin'?
I spit udder destruction. Ya boy's soy intoleran’! 
Sour milk can’t be sent-back, 
Like white women who went-black.
Your shit is expired, ya rhyme’s 2 per-cent phat!
I looked…
Groove buzzer interrupts: BZZZZZT!

“ROYALTY” (Ice continues without the slightest pause.)
… at my kingdom, I was finally there,
To sit on my throne as the Prince of Bellaire!
While I’ma tech-hop Lord-King, yain’t fit to pester

A pawn up the ass of a bor-ing court jester!
So you say I can’t rap? But if you upbraid ME-I
Might get you wrapped, round a pole like LaDY-DI!
A die, you’re one short of mother fuckin’ Yahtzee.
I’m in it for sport, your blood-suckin’ paparazzi. 
While Ice is rapping, he is perpetrating some hellacious combos using all the tools at his disposal, with sick calm. In the blink of an eye, Sitteen Bit hops up and lands a crushing kick to Hexadrop’s head, leaving a huge dent. Hexadrop starts teetering, and Sitteen lands and runs in fast circles, tighter and tighter underneath Hexadrop. He then jumps straight up like a rocket, head-butting his leg at the joint, severing it. When Sitteen’s in mid air, he fires thrusters, sending him down like a rocket, stomping on Hex’s head. He keeps stomping, with a  40-50 hit combo, utterly pulverizing the hopper to scrap. 
The crowd is left speechless and silent. A tear rolls down Mixpack’s cheek. 
Some guy: Shit, this kid’s flow is fried bananas!

Another guy: CHICKEN-fried bananas!

Another: Where’d he get those combos?

We see the tournament tree board. All of the round 1 matches are finished, and half the competitors’ names are crossed out. The next level down on the tree is illuminated, with the new match-ups populating the branches. 
All of the winners stand on the inside of the circular stage, while the losers stand outside the perimeter with their scrapped hoppers. The circular stage then lowers, like a giant elevator, to the next floor down. All the losers remain as spectators on the roof, looking down into the hole.
With each level progressed, this elevator platform keeps going down one floor, leaving the losers on the previous floor. Also, when it goes down a floor, it detaches a part of itself, an outer circle, so the platform keeps getting smaller and smaller. The final round takes place at the bottom floor, with progressively larger holes in the floors above, for spectators to watch them through. This is a pretty shitty diagram, but gives the idea. [image: image1.jpg]



“All winners stand in the center ring. Prepare for next stage.”

After a few matches, it is Ice’s turn to go again. The crowd is eagerly anticipating him this time to see what mad flows he’ll bust out.
“Hey, Ice Cream Man starts this stage.” 

“Huh. I gotta see what mad-flows he’ll bust out this time.” 
His opponent is Flystrobe, with hopper DieseLMNOP. (I’ll leave it vague as to what they look like. Though needless to say, DeiseL is more intimidating than Sitteen Bit).
Before the match begins, there is a silent face-off between them. Flystrobe is sweating hard. 
…

BZZZZZT! 

Groove: “PORK”

FZZZZZT!

Shade: “GRASS”

Flystrobe explodes out of the box. While he raps, DeiseL is attacking furiously with break dance moves, to absolutely no avail, making no contact at all with a nimble Sitteen.

Flystrobe:

Don’t gimme no tongue, don’t need no sass!
Just gimme a cutta young tasty swine-ass!

Don’t observe Kippur-Yom or Over-Pass!

But ifidid I’d still eat pork and give up yo mom’s…

FZZZZZT! Shade: “TOOTH”

… uh… cabooth!

Like chops the best if you wanna know truth!
But still dig the lard cause it goes down so smooth!
Bacon and ribs I …

FZZZZZT! Shade: “FROWN”
… cannot refuth! Ah, oh fuck… I mean, turn down!
This lil’ piggy went onna drive-by, this lil’…
BZZZZZT! Groove: “CLOCKS”

…Oh… Tick… SHIT! Tick, tock, the hands go aroun’

Kid, you white, but you think you brown!

Just matter-a time ‘fore you know you a clown,

Makes me frown you boun’ to go down without renown,

And… and… rkk!

Guy in crowd: He’s burnin’ through all his rhymes!

Another: Hellz, the nigga’s smoked!

Flystrobe freezes, totally paralyzed. DeiseL grinds to a halt as his operator is too flummoxed to use his technophone. 
Guy: Yeah. That’s one bad case of jivelock the dude’s got.
The seconds tick down on the shade clock.

FZZZZZT!

Shade: “NATION”

Ice explodes into rhyme. His hopper stops messing around, and uppercuts DeiseL with ridiculous force, sending him 50 feet skyward. Sitteen Bit launches up after him, keeping him in the air with dizzying combos, beating the absolute living shit out of DeiseL. Maybe an entire couple pages are devoted to this thrashing, while Ice keeps rhyming.
Ice:

The clock’s wound down on your rhyming constipation.
Bout time you found out about the cred-o-this Caucasian.
My hand ticks across your face like a watch in hyperspace,
In a warp drive race with a tricked-out space station.
My hand picks another ace cause ya deal with no haste. 
I count cards, you get charred, 
Burned so hard, scorched back in time, ‘fore you was disgraced,

When had you, what this cracka’ could do, no appreciazation!

My flow is tight clock-workin’ …
FZZZZZT! Shade: “TREE”

… like deadly harmony,
Won’t never stop-workin, juiced by Cs-133,
Rigged to a bomb, set to detonate-in-me,

S’like I’m part machine, ain’t no disarmin’-me. 
You can bitch-n-whine, an’ plead-with-me,
But a stitch-in-time…
FZZZZZT! Shade: “MASS”

… won’t save your ass!
Who would-a thunk how things came to pass,
BZZZZZT! Groove: “SUGAR”

I tech-hop with a punk who flows like molass’!
So can I ask,
If it ain’t all that crass,

Why you belong in that sweetest of class,
With sixth-of-a-dick and a half-of-an-ass?
Ice halts, and Sitteen lands on the stage. The crowd explodes with excitement, as parts of DeiseL rain down on the stage.
Guy in crowd: Kid is pure alarm!
Another guy: How’s he handle the switches like that? Mother fucker’s got ice cream in his VAINS!

Another: Oh SNAP, what if Ice gets to face Stelth! It’ll be HAZARDOUS!
Guy: The only way that’ll happen is if they meet in the final. They’re on opposite sides of the tournament tree.

Other guy: Oh SHIT!

Stelth (looking concerned): He best hope his luck runs out before that… 
The next sequence is a montage-like progression, with both Stelth and Ice facing off in their respective matches, always winning, moving up to the higher levels. We see the tournament tree being narrowed down, while the elevator platform keeps going down and getting smaller. The opponents they face are a variety of miscellaneous tech jockeys and hoppers (which I won’t name or describe).
BZZZZZT!

Groove: “GROCERIES”

Stelth:
Your melon’s all spastic, like you smoked a bad stash.
Asked “Paper or plastic?” you reply “Cash”! 

FZZZZZT! Shade: “HIVE”

I’m bumpin’ display-cases and spillin’ my jive

All over your gay-faces, clean up in aisle five!

Reverberatum destroys the opposing hopper.

BZZZZZT!

Groove: “HYGIENE” 

Ice’s opponent:

Uh… um. Soap… is…

Ice:

Your mental loss is my mental gain.
Use dental floss, avoid dental pain!

FZZZZZT! Shade: “HATTER”
Your rhymes are toilet splatter. 
I don’t take no fecal matter,
Or is that fecal material? 
All I knows is my flow’s anti-bacterial!

FZZZZZT! Shade: “FATE”

I-am-an innate
Force to sanitate 
The filth who’d rather-hate. 

I scrub and latherate…
FZZZZZT! Shade: “WHO”

With lethal rhyme shampoo!
But damn, boo! The crowd can't even stand-you. 
Who’d wanna tape-you? My grandma could out jam-you.
So I’ll just scrape-you, like dog shit off my damn-shoe.
Ho, pray on your knees,
I spray you with Febreeze. 
All employees must wash their hands of-you!

S. Bit wreaks havoc on opponent.

BZZZZZT!

Groove: “COWBOYS”

Stelth:

My ho don’t confer on what don’t involve her

Lest she feel my spur and taste my revolver. 

FZZZZZT! Shade: “RAT”
Pimpslapped her tooth out, in spittoon it was spat

She din’know she just stepped in a 10 gallon shat!
Reverb destroys a hopper.
BZZZZZT!

Groove: “HEAT”
Ice:

I’m breakin’ all rec-ords, all you break is a sweat!
While I shatter tech-hordes, your bladder makes ya wet!

Before someone burns-ya, it be best to learns-ya

When the going gets tough, the tough going get!

FZZZZZT! Shade: “HATER”

As I turn up the flame, you beg I refrige-ya-rater. 
But yourself, none’s to blame, so yo, immol-ya-later!

Sitteen Bit uses a built-in flame thrower to incinerate his opponent. 
We finally see the tournament tree, narrowed down to the final two: Stelth, and Ice. Debris and smoking wreckage is scattered everywhere on the upper floors, while all the frenzied spectators are watching through the holes in the floors. 
The atmosphere before the bout is very tense and dramatic. This looks to be the clash of the century. 
Stelth: Your rhymes are flagrant, kid. Mad flagrant. But you’re gonna have to go back to mixing in your momma’s garage. 
Ice: Can we make this quick? I got ice cream to sell.

3… 2… 1… FINAL JIVE!

BZZZZZT! FZZZZZT!

Both groove and shade boards say: “FREESTYLIN!”

Stelth:
Check out kid-brazen, sportin’ dad’s ice cream truck,
It don’t seem to faze-him, with whom does he fuck.

But this dawg’ll reveal what a pussy-fantastic
He is when I steal his Junior Scholastic!
Playtime is done, kids outta the pool,
It’s the end of the fun when I take you to school!
This nigga’s a bully who’ll rail on your back,

And jam-pack shit/piss in your pail and knapsack!

Rip up your lame notebook, themed with Blue’s Clues,
Shank your shorts down, gloat-Look! Pink Underoos! 

I am your wedgie, I rend buttock asunder…
Ice:

If we served up your mom we’d end world hunger!
Listen, you daft?

Do I really haft-

Ta shut your mouth for you, to silence that draft?
If you add up the stupid

Of all the stuff you-did,

Wouldn’t meet the IQs, of all asses just bruised,
By the mad skills of this “lucky new-kid”!
Hey Stelth, what’s that mean? You’re just a wealth of obscene
Raucus and deafening blunders.

Your ass couldn’t sneak-by, or pass for a weak try

To stalk-us while passing gas thunders!
S. Bit has begun harassing Reverberatum, dodging his attacks and taunting him. The crowd is delighted.
Stelth: NO ONE STEPS ON MY FLOW! YOU WILL SUFFER!
Ice:
I wouldn’t step-on, if you’d just step-off!
Your lepton-sized brain in your skull-shaped trough,

Tells you you’re breeze-cool, when it’s only disease, fool!
Germs got your bod hijacked, your doctor says “Lie back,
“Your rap’s more a dry hack than it is a wet-cough!”
Stelth:

If whack rhyme’s-a plague, kid, you’re an epidemic,
To call you anti-dope’s like sayin’ Hitler’s anti-Setimic!

You ain’t seen nothing’ yet kid, get ridda that smug grin.
You better hope it lasts while it’s fun, I got beats and jives that neva’ been done,

And’ll turn this loss into a …

STOP IT! YOU ARE MAKING A MOCKERY OF THIS NOBLE INSTITUTION!
Ice’s hopper is absolutely humiliating Reverberatum. Reverb is lying down with his back on the ground, squirming helplessly, as Sitteen pins him by casually putting one hand on his face. Sitteen starts slapping him silly.
Stelth gets frustrated and uses his tank-like technophone to ram Sitteen bit, knocking him away from his prone hopper. Stelth then pulls out a little cassette. 
Stelth: That’s it! This competition can eat pungent crotch-sausage. I’ve got a new mix tape y’all might enjoy.

He pushes “play”. Suddenly, it’s revealed there are LOTS of copies of Reverberatum in the warehouse, on each floor. All their eyes light up, and they go into some kind of angry mode. 
One of the tournament judges: Foul! Ok, lock it down!

They throw a switch, and the holes in each floor are sealed off by huge sliding metal doors. Each floor is left in darkness. 
Stelth: Nice try…

All the Reverberatums get into a certain configuration on each floor. They all then stretch and reach up to the ceilings, making connections to each other through the ceilings and floors, damaging them. A huge 7 storey robot is formed, called Reverberata. He barrels out the side of the building, destroying a face of the warehouse, causing major damage to the structure. He stand’s in a huge empty lot next to the building wreckage. Junked hoppers and wounded competitors are everywhere in the debris. 
[image: image2.jpg]



Ice and his hopper are unharmed, standing in the empty lot, still ready to challenge. 
A helicopter marked “Judges” attacks Reverberata, launching missiles. Reverb extends his hand towards the chopper. It disassembles into the smaller robots, which all lunge towards and grab the chopper, bringing it to the ground. It explodes. 
S. Bit launches an offensive, rocketing himself through Reverb, punching holes in him. Reverb is unfazed, and swings at a nimble S.Bit. 
Stelth: You cannot inflict a mortal wound to Reverberata! To bring him down you must break them all!
Ice:

Stelth’ s marbles ain’t intact, he’s gone bunk in da head. 
He thinks this Voltron act is gonna buy him some cred!

Stelth: STOP RAPPING!

Ice:

Your anger is what blinds ya, grinds ya mind and it don’t stop. 
The flow of rhyme’s what binds ya to the true art of tech-hop.

Stelth: This is not a tournament anymore! Can’t you see it has broken down? This is now a true act of aggression! 
Ice: 

While you control your men-made man, I’ve not forgot the force
That drives it all, so here’s the plan: S. Bit, target the source!
S. Bit, who has been hopping around, dodging his attacks, jumps up onto Stelth’s technophone. Reverb, following him with his fists in rage, throws a punch. Stelth flinches, but Reverb notices him at the last moment, and halts the punch, a couple feet from S. Bit’s face. S. Bit then pulls a grenade out from behind his back, drops it on Stelth’s technophone, and hops away. It expodes.

Reverb freezes in the punching position, now lifeless. He tips over and crashes into the building wreckage, disintegrating into smaller robots. 
Ice folds up his technophone suit and his hopper back into the crate. It’s completely quiet, no apparent survivors or witnesses. He retrieves the tournament trophy from a pile of rubble, then flies off into the night in his truck (which was resting on top of some rubble).
Maybe as we see him flying away, per an aerial view, we see a horde of zombies encroaching on all the dead bodies in the wreckage, and perhaps the light from a distant explosion on a military test site (from Zombie Zero).

