Ray Too Much Experimenting

A story by Em Gin II

NOTE:  ~'s mean that I'm talking!~


It was a fine but cold day outside and Crash Bandicoot was relaxing in his own unique way, (note the word sleeping) when...
Cortex: Shh! He won't notice us if we're bushes! *Tries to warm his hands*
Brio: How are you planning to turn into a bush?
N. Tropy: Use your imagination! I love winter! *Picks up a ball of snow* Woo hoo! I'm going to use my imagination... *He breathes in and out* I imagine I'm a... piece of dog poo!
*Suddenly N. Tropy disappears and in his place is a piece of dog poo*
N. Gin: I'm sure I read this in a book or something... it's old wherever it's from...
*N. Tropy turns back into himself*
N. Tropy: Wow... a new experience!
Brio: *Whispers to N. Gin* He's Dr. Tropy the Winter poo! 
*Both of them start sniggering loudly*
Cortex: Shut UP, you two! 
*Crash wakes up*
Crash: Whoa... I slept! That required thinking... zzz...
*He falls back to sleep*
Cortex: You don't realise how close you were to losing your heads, you two!
N. Gin: Dr. Cortex, you don't realise how close you are to losing your head!
*Cortex turns around... into the barrel of a gun!*
Brio: Hey, wasn't there a song about looking into the barrel of a gun?
N. Gin: Uh huh, it was by John Farhnam I think... 
N. Tropy: He is sooooo old! Remember when he used to be called Johnny?
Cortex: Don't kill me! What, where'd the gun go? 
~It's part of my mysterious writing charm, Cortex. Now shut up and get on with the story!~
Cortex: Oh, right. Once upon a time... I imagine I want to be a bush!
*Suddenly Cortex disappears and in his place is George Bush*
Cortex/George: Okay, so I have to work on it...
Brio: Oh my god, it's George Bush! Do you like being president?
N. Tropy: Can you autograph my arm?
N. Gin: *Rolls his eyes* It's Dr. Cortex you idiots!
Brio: It's Cortex? Oh well... can you autograph my head?
*Cortex whacks him onto the ground into a pile of dog poo*
N. Gin: Oh and N. Tropy's been transforming into dog poo again he says it makes him feel special to have people run away in fear from him!
Cortex/George: Doesn't he have that anyway?
N. Gin: Well, I tried to tell him...
Brio: Ouch, I think that hurt... *sees the squashed dog poo* ahh, dog poo! *Runs down the street*
Cortex: *Transforms back to himself* It's going to be funny when N. Tropy transforms into himself again...
*Later back at Cortex's Castle...*
N. Tropy: I feel squashed... am I?
N. Gin: Well, it depends on what you consider squashed. If you consider being wider then you are tall and being only approximately half a metre tall and 1.5 metres wide squashed then I'd say you're squashed.
Brio: You're supposed to let that down gently...
N. Gin: Don't tell me... oh, hey N. Tropy, nice day, how's the ray going, good weather for a sunbake, you're squashed?
Cortex: You guys are so mellow...
Brio: You wouldn't mean marsh-mellow would you? Yum!
N. Gin: That would be marsh-MALLOW, Brio.
Brio: So? It doesn't matter how it's spelt as long as it's roughly the same thing and edible!
N. Gin: Well, dog food cake is edible...
*Dingodile comes in*
Cortex: *Gags* You guys are crazy!
Brio: You wouldn't mean...
N. Tropy: *In a squashed voice* Shut up, help me get un-squashed here!
Dingodile: You look better squashed! Quite stray-nge when you think about it...
Cortex: No way, we need to capture Crash Bandicoot! MWAHAHA!
Brio: We'll do that! *Grabs on N. Gin's arm and drags him out of the door*
Cortex: Well, that sounds good to me! *Hops on his reclining chair and falls asleep*
N. Tropy: What about me?
*Brio and N. Gin walk silently to where they saw Crash last... at his house!*
Crash: ZZZ...
Brio: Well at least he's healthy...
N. Gin: *Rolls his eyes* ...
Brio: What? Dot dot dot?
N. Gin: Yup, dot dot dot...
Brio: But that's dot dot dot dot dot dot!
N. Gin: Brio? Shut up!
Crash: ZZZ...
Brio: Let's grab him!
*Unfortunately, when they try to grab him, he wakes up!*
Crash: Wha... huh?
Brio: Listen buddy ol' pal, we need to capture you for Cortex, so come on! If you come we get a pay rise!
Crash: Okay! Let's go!
*They take Crash back to Cortex*
Cortex: Ah! You two actually did something right! You both get a pay rise!
Brio: YAY!
*They take Crash into the room where another ugly ray is sitting*
N. Gin: This isn't the ray that turns things into bandicoots, is it?
Brio: Nope, this is the ray that turns bandicoots into things!
N. Gin: Ooh, I like it, let's test it out! Go under it, bandicoot!
Crash: Sure!
Cortex: Wait! *He bends under the ray to adjust something*
Brio: *Looks over at what Cortex is adjusting but knocks the on button* Oops!
*Suddenly a horrible transformation takes place... Cortex and Crash are merged together as one! The worst bit, they're in Cortex's body TOGETHER!*
Brio: This doesn't look good...
Crash: My god, you have a bad bod, Cortex!
Cortex: WHAT?
*Cortex's body starts hitting itself*
Brio: Some things never change...
N. Gin: What?
Brio: I saw him doing this in the shower!
N. Gin: *Horrified* WHAT? You walked in on him in the shower?!
Brio: Don't ask...
Cortex: WHAT DID YOU SAY BRIO?
Brio: I walked around while you were in the shower! ^.^;
N. Gin: Wonderful... so we have to deal with a bandicoot and a scientist in the same body and a squashed time keeper? Life isn't fair sometimes!
Brio: I beg to differ, we're actually dealing with a bandicoot and a scientist in the same body and a squashed time keeper who's just eaten a grass cake!
N. Gin: Holy...
Dingodile: ray...
N. Gin: No! Don't say that r word!
Cortex: Get me outta here! Crash is taking up all the room!
Crash: Bull! I'm stuck in the feet here!
Cortex: Rubbish! Stop complaining! I'm stuck in the hands!
*Cortex's body starts hitting its foot and kicking it's hand*
Brio: Wow! This ray is soooo cool, come on, N. Gin! *Tries to drag him in* 
N. Gin: No way... I have a feeling you'd be a shove-people-into--the-butt person...
Brio: Hmph, you poop... you bum-hole!
N. Gin: I think you've just proved my point!
Brio: *Goes over to the squashed, slightly green N. Tropy* C'mon! Ray time!
*They go under and press the on button*
N. Tropy: Hey, I'm not squashed any more! 
Brio: Hey, neither am I! Oh, I wasn't anyway. Oh well, I'm not squashed, but nothing happened! Try again!
N. Gin: Stop it!
Brio: You're jealous!
N. Gin: What?
Brio: Haha, tricked you! *Presses the on button*
N. Gin: No!
Dingodile: You ray-ging idiots! Oops, bad pun!
*Brio and N. Tropy are transformed into a tree and an alarm clock*
N. Gin: A tree? What's with the tree?
Cortex: What happened to Brio and N. Tropy?
N. Gin: Umm, hey Dr. Cortex, nice day, how's the ray going, good weather for a sunbake, Brio's a tree and N. Tropy's a clock?
Crash: Why a tree?
N. Gin: *Puts his head in his hands* Don't ask me...
Crash: Whoa! Cortex, you trying to shove me out of the nose or something!
*Cortex's hand is whacking his nose*
Cortex: Yes! You take up too much room!
Crash: *Pops out of Cortex's nose as a mini-Crash* What the hell?
Cortex: Yes! All to myself...
Crash: Forget this! *Goes under the ray*
*Suddenly there is a flash of light and Crash is lying on the ground*
Cortex: Oh no, my love, what's wrong?
N. Gin: No! Not another pillow hypnosis!
Dingodile: My my, this is an interesting aray-ngement! *Shakes his head* Another lame pun...
Crash: I... I'm okay... don't worry... my darling...
N. Gin: Uh oh... next they're going to tell me they're my father. *Rolls his eyes*
Cortex: N. Gin, Crash and I have something to tell you...
N. Gin: What? NO! I don't want to hear it!
*Brio the tree is getting blown around in the breeze so N. Gin brings him/it in and waters him*
N. Gin: Brio, you're a moron, did you know that?
*The tree doesn't do anything*
N. Gin: Oh right, I forgot trees can't talk... oops!
*N. Tropy the alarm clock goes off*
Cortex: I'll look after the clock... *grabs a hammer*
N. Gin: What the hell are you doing?
Cortex: I always do this to my alarm clock each morning? Haven't you ever wondered why I go through 8 alarm clocks a week? And before you say, I need the extra one for Sundays because I don't wake up with one, I need two to ring through my hangover!
Crash: *Jumps under ray, turns back to normal and runs out of the door* So long! Thanks for having me over today!
Cortex: *Waves goodbye* Any time! Come back next week? *Turns to Dingodile* What day is it? 
Dingodile: Umm, Thursray! Oops...
*N. Gin shoves Brio and N. Tropy back under the ray and they turn back to normal*
Brio: I didn;t like being a tree, why did you water me? I'm satched now!
N. Tropy: It's called WATER, Brio!
Cortex: Well, at least things are back to normal...
Brio: About time...
N. Tropy: Hey, that's my line, pinhead! >.<

~*So things actually got back to being normal! First time for everything around here I guess... oh well!
Out-takes:
Take 1: Cortex: What happened to Brio and N. Tropy?
N. Gin: Umm, hey Dr. Cortex, nice day, how's the ray going, good weather for a sunbake, Nrio's a cree and Ben. Nropy's a tock! *Starts laughing* Oops, sorry, got a bit tounge-tied there...
Take 2: Cortex: What happened to Brio and N. Tropy?
N. Gin: ZZZ... wha? Huh? We were filming?
Take 3: Cortex: What... umm... what... umm... is my line?
N. Gin: What happened to Brio and N. Tropy?
Cortex: What did happpen?
N. Gin: No that's your line!
Cortex: Oh, I knew that... ^.^;

Brio: I saw him doing this in the shower!
N. Gin: *Horrified* WHAT? You walked in on him in the shower?!
Brio: Don't ask...
Cortex: WHAT DID YOU SAY BRIO?
Brio: I walked in on you when you were in the shower!
Cortex: What? I only have baths!
Brio: >.<; WHAT? >.<

*Suddenly Cortex disappears and in his place is George Bush*
Cortex/George: Okay, so I have to work on it...
Brio: No matter, fail once and try again!
Cortex/George: Right...
*After several failed attempts in which he turned into a brush, a shrub and a pusher Cortex gave up*
Cortex: I'll never be able to do this...
N. Gin: You should be grateful... Brio uses his imagination every day and look what it does to him...
Brio: WHAT?! >.<

~*Hope you enjoyed the next in the ~*Hypnosis Attractions*~ series! Thanks for reading! Luv ya! Em Gin!*~
