Binary

It’s like American Psycho meets Seinfeld. There’s no point and it’s heinous.
“I’m not gonna touch it.”

“Just touch it. Go ahead.”

Billy clicks send and the tiny bits of data are off, wizzing past his ear across the 802.11b wireless network protocol, through his scalp and his brain, and into the router, down 30 feet of Category 5 cable and out into the cyber whatever. He was talking to himself before placing the order.
“Get in here and check this out” Billy waits to flush, he does a double maneuver closing his laptop, slinging the strap over his shoulder and hiking up his black mesh shorts at the same time. He marvels at not so much the size or shape of his shit but the expediency for which it occurred. It only took one good push. Done.
Sam hunkers in, slathering peanut butter over a slice of stale rye that incidentally cracks in half and one part falls peanuts down in the doorway. “Aww thats nothing, but I do see grapefruit.” He walks away folding the remaining portion of rye into a spiral and fills his mouth mumbling “Can you get that?”

It’s 12:47 in the morning, or 4:21 in the morning blinking 12:47 because at some point the breaker blew when Sam tried to run the space heater during his chat with Becky17.

“Fuck yah. I found a Latin translator / sentence builder online. It's so ghetto delicious.” Sam looks at Billy who is squatting down trying to squeegee the peanut butter off the hardwood with his index, middle, ring finger, and now palm. He got it all enough. The laptop teeters from side to side, Billy’s hip: a fulcrum. Billy’s voice bounces down the narrow hall. “Free download with a subscription to Vogue, slap in a phony CC, retrieve the URL from my spare hushmail account and I’m golden, and anonymous.”
Hackers for hire by day, night, whenever - Sam moves onto a box of Cheezits, never taking his eyes off the twenty-one inch Tonka trunk with the 100hz horizontal refresh rate at 1600x1200 resolution. If a monitor could fuck its mother this would be that mother fucker. He leans forward, slouching, probing the base of his chair, moving, hand flat against the floor, the box nests in the crook of his thumb and index finger, confirm contact, contact confirmed, retracting arm, plunging opposite hand, success. The screen is filled with layered arrays of windows, blinking, expanding, throbbing in a language that looks like fragmented English because it is fragmented English and math equations, some Latin (of course) and after the race riots of 2012, some Spanish too. I’m kidding. It’s snippets of code from the latest bank software unrolled by the Federal Reserve for tracking the movement of twenty dollar bills across the globe. Fuck yah. And Billy and Sam were hired by the Government to hi-jack the codes from the Russian satellite “Stolichnaya” because it is believed the original programmers that wrote the software in San Francisco leaked it onto the net and then the Russians got it, improved, dramatically, the encryption algorithms, embedded it into the chips launching sequences of their satellites and in their remaining missile silos and planned to rebuild their country by selling licenses to the emerging micro powers of the third world. A virtual and virtually untraceable cyber currency would carve up countries and states as anarchy swept through the governments and economies that are built on tangible goods.

“Are you still talking to that girl?” Billy leans back on his red chair, extending his arms so that he can still type, he slants over to look at Sam’s mother fucking screen. “LOL Russian Satellite – You really know how to impress a girl. Did you show her your picture yet (I can airbrush out the bags from under your eyes)?” Sam meets girls in the lowliest of places on the internet (Yahoo chats) and lures them to his webpage where they agree to pose nude doing whatever as long as they write ‘Samz inbox rulz’ on a part of their body.
“Hey fuck you. At least I’m talking to a girl. What are you doing right now? Hold on-” Sam doesn’t wait for Billy and turns his head back around to his screen, “Yes sweetheart, you want to click on the big blue button right there-” leaning into his microphone, duct taped to hang at his chest from a pair of Sony ear buds. “Answer me Billy.” Sam is typing.
“Me and Jerry are getting 5 to scrim.” Billy is a cyber athlete.
“Tell Jerry he owes me a hard drive for that stunt he pulled last week with the matchbook.”

“He says don’t talk with your mouth full.” Jerry is also a cyber athlete, he used to live in Des Moines, rent-free, in his grandma Gussy’s basement. “You know if you keep lying to Becky17 like you did to Randy2494, the same shit is going to happen. And I’m not moving to another apartment again,” Just a second, “I’m going to make some tea, you want any?” Jerry has since moved to Canada where he’s been living illegally with several other cyber athletes.
Jerry, “No,” over the internet.

Sam, “No,” over his shoulder.

“Sin in the kitchen! Two, Three,” scanning “– there are three mice in here Sam”

“I know”

Billy stomps and they don’t pay him any mind

“Fuck this story.”

