PCA: Weekend Riots

Can't Win Them All
"Look, you can't just plug it in and expect it to work, there's gotta be HDMI or some shit that needs to get hooked up right."
"Eh pendejo, I fix this shit before, gimme five 'n I got it!"

Sal and Traze were both sitting around the television, trying to get the console hooked back up; after Rig took it over to Team Junkyard's place for a day, the Aggron hadn't bothered to get everything set up again. With Traze tilting the television backwards so the Cacturne could wiggle in behind it and hook the color-coded plugs up. Unfortunately, Sal couldn't see without light, and in the cramped space behind the television, there was no room to fit a light. Traze had already suggested bringing Sal's girlfriend over and getting her to glow into the gap, which had drawn a swift kick from the plant, unimpressed with the joking. Alex was in the finishing stages of a shower, but for the moment, the pair battled it out over the PlayStation 3.
"A'ight, food's done." Rig called from the kitchenette, pulling the pair of pizzas from the oven and setting them on cooling trays, waving his hands over them in a feeble attempt to make them cool faster.

"Sweet." Traze grunted, trying to steady the television as it hovered over Sal's head, who finally got the cords hooked up properly.

"Should work now." Sal squirmed backwards out of his hole, bouncing his head off the wall as he did so. "AIE, fuck!" he groaned and rubbed the impact spot, ruffling his dark green hair in the process. Traze set the television back down, checking the PlayStation before backing up and heading for food; Sal dug the controllers out of his bag, plugging them in before falling down on the couch with a groan. Traze brought over a couple slices of Deluxe for the Cacturne, and a glass of orange juice, both which Sal took with a grin. "Gracias puta."
"Got it working?" Rig demanded, falling down heavily across from Sal as Traze grabbed a controller, taking the loveseat in front of the television and firing up Gran Turismo 5. When the screen lit up, Rig grinned. "Shit yeah, nice."

"They got the Top Gear test track in 'ere hermano!" Sal replied, taking a bite from his pizza; a moment later, Alex stepped around the corner, long board shorts reaching well past his knees.
"Oh sick." He commented, falling down next to Sal and swiping a slice of pizza off the trays before taking a bite. The group swapped comments while Traze played, debating cars, discussing which track to race, even throwing insults when someone made a stupid comment. An argument managed to break out over the Aston Martin DB9 and the DBS, prompting Rig to throw a pillow at Alex, catching the Houndoom on the chin and spilling Alex's drink over his shirt. After the laughter subsided and Alex returned, sans shirt, another discussion, far from cars, opened up.

"How was your vacation?" Traze questioned, driving an Acura NSX around the Nürburgring as quickly as he could. Rig shrugged, Alex smirked and sank lower into his couch, while Sal merely shrugged. "Well?"

"Was pretty ace… spent a lot of time surfin' and jus' chillin' on the beach." Alex replied. "Got to meet Vali's dad 'n granddad. Was sick. They got some nice rides on the islands down there; SLS AMGs, couple Astons, lotsa rich 'mon. Too much money not enough brains."

"Didn't meet the rest of her family?" Rig pried.

"Nah, they're all real stuck up 'n rich, y'know? Oh and dude, her dad's a Poliwrath; had no idea till I met the guy! Had to be eight feet tall, I swear." Alex added, watching Traze navigate the Carousel.

"She like her present?" Traze ducked around the corner, pinning the throttle into the next series of kinks.

"I think so. Like, I dunno, coulda been fakin' an all that. She's already got like… five boards, so what's one more, y'know?" Alex shrugged, playing the question off. He wasn't going to say what he had received in return; that was for him to know and appreciate, and everyone else to wonder. All that he knew was that he hadn't done nearly enough, especially when he compared the gifts. "'bout you?"

Sal smirked and took a long drink from his glass before setting it back on the table. "Had a good time man, jus' chillin'. Lotsa time at the club, taught Stella some moves 'n shit. She real cool… met her friends 'n shit; swear that Scizor 's fuckin' crazy. She say she built the Magnezone 'n they dorm man." The group shared a laugh, shaking their heads in disbelief. Yeah, there was a good bunch of loonies in the PCA, but none they had met had been quite that bad. "Y tu, Traze?"

"Uh, well…" he paused the game and set the controller down, taking a deep breath. "Uh… was good. Spent some time with Dad, talkin'. Hailey came back, 'n Heather busted her nose; punched that bitch right out. I don't think she's ever had that many presents at once, either. Was all starry eyed, blushed a lot… got to drive her around in the Mercedes too."
"Shiiiit." Rig and Sal whistled, grinning at the Aggron. Rig, however, had a question. "Why'd you need to talk to Dad? This ain't abou-"

"Yeah, it is." Traze admitted, shoulders sagging as he fell back in his chair, staring at the floor. Rig groaned and Alex shook his head.

"Dude, don't beat yourself up. It's not like you broke 'em up or anythin'." Alex commented, trying to get the Aggron back up. "It was just bad timing. Don't think 'bout it."

Traze shook his head. "I think I rushed in, though. Like, seriously… it was a crush. Morgan probably liked her better 'n shit. I know she wonders what it would've been like more and more. I asked Dad what he thought, just trying to get my head straight, and he just said t-"

"To take it slow, don't do anything rash, and if you really feel like you made a mistake, to talk to her 'bout it." Rig finished for Traze. "Same shit he said with Hailey. 'cept Heather ain't Hailey, dipshit. Hailey was hell, Heather is hella better for you anyway." he snapped, glaring at his brother.

"What if I just rushed in 'cause I wanted someone?" Traze growled back, trying to rationalize his thoughts. "What if I just grabbed the first girl that tripped past 'n asked her out, huh?"

"Did you?" Sal questioned, sitting forward to see past Alex.

"No, of course not!" Traze replied. "I really do care about her, but what if that's what she sees, huh? Then what?"

"If you can't get the one you love, love the one you got." Alex concluded, shrugging and heading for the sink to drop his plates off. "Look, Traze. Don' think 'bout it too much, man. Hurtin' yourself over nothin'. She loves you, Morgan ain't gonna break ya up jus' to get her. He's got style 'n class; he ain't Rig."

"Oi!" Rig shot, glaring at the Houndoom, somewhat insulted. Alex merely shrugged him off, turning back to Traze, who had sunk back into his seat silently. With a slight grumble, Alex then turned to Rig.

"What 'bout you?"

Rig suddenly fell silent, taking a long moment before he could reply, which caught the trio by surprise. "I uh… kinda fucked up." was all he could manage, before Sal smirked.

"You knock some chica up?" he teased, watching for the Aggron's reaction; when he got none, Sal sat forward. "No man, y'didn't."

"No, nothin' like that, but uh… girl, yeah." Three groans went up from the group, and Alex stood.

"Not my problem. Have fun." with that, he walked off, heading to his room. Traze glared after the Houndoom, and Sal tried to stop him, but the Houndoom was having none of it. Sal shook his head, turning back to Rig.

"See puta? He tired of yo' shit." the Cacturne snapped. "Same shit, all th'fuckin' time."

"It's getting pretty old." Traze added bluntly, turning to his brother.

"Yeah, I know… 'm tryin' to get better, alright? This one's… different, kinda." Traze and Sal remained silent, waiting for the explanation. "Uh… well, I got… two chicks." groans from both the Cacturne and the Aggron. "Nono, honestly, 's different."

"Better start talking." Traze growled, shifting around in his seat and grabbing another piece of pizza.

"Okay.. uh." Rig began, for once looking honestly worried. "Two girls… kinda like one, really like the other one."

"Problem?" Sal questioned.

"Well, uh… one I kinda like puts put, 'n she's awesome in the sack. Good drinkin' girl too. But she ain't got nothin' on the other chick."

"Then what's the problem?" Traze asked.

"Second chick's a Junior, don't put out… an' she's datin' some dude."

Two more rather loud groans went up from the pair listening, Traze merely shaking his head in disbelief. "Seriously?" Rig nodded slowly and Traze raised a hand to pinch the bridge of his nose, completely stunned by the idiocy of the situation. "You're banging a chick you don't like, and you want a chick that's taken… just to bang her and break her heart, huh?"

"No!" Rig replied, rather hurt.

"Fuck that shit man, 's all you do!" Sal snapped, glaring daggers at the Aggron. "Love 'em, leave 'em. Y'ain't got shit man, jus' gonna smash that chica like all th'other ones! Both of 'em!"

Rig fell silent for a long moment before shaking his head, standing, and heading to his room; after Alex yelled at him for a second, Rig returned, grabbed his coat, and headed out the door before anyone could even get a word after him. Traze merely shrugged and went back to playing, while Sal stretched out on the couch to watch; the night had been killed, once again by Rig's undying need to be the winner, to always come out on top.

Minutes later, Alex swaggered out of his room, looking around. "Rig peaced?"

"Yuh." Traze grunted, unwilling to turn to look during a race.
"'kay." the Houndoom added before heading back to his room. Sal was confused, but didn't push the subject; for all anyone knew, Rig had gone off to get some before returning, all his cares and worries shoved to the side once again, forgotten and buried under layers of apathy and 'could-not-be-asked-to-care'. The group broke for the night, everyone heading in their own directions; Traze and Sal stayed up to game, while Alex merely went to his room, crawled into his bunk and laid down, hoping to pass out sometime before Rig got home. As the hours slid past and Alex's Early Bird did it's work, the Houndoom debated all the different problems that Rig could have had involving a girl. Ideas and solutions floated around, years of dealing the with exact same problems coming back to haunt him. Alex wanted his friend out of that life, knowing that it went nowhere. Self gratification was fun, but ultimately hollow. The Houndoom even knew that, deep down, his car obsession wouldn't pay off. He needed someone in his life, and in his case, he managed to get lucky; he had fallen for Vali, and she stumbled right after him. Given the situation, there wasn't much better Alex could ask for.
Nearly five hours later, well past midnight, the door creaked open on his room and Rig slipped inside. He took one look at the Houndoom and sighed before easily out of his shirt, as quietly as possible. As he closed the door, Alex finally spoke up. "Y'know I can't sleep."

Rig paused at the doorway, nodding slowly before taking his jeans off, leaving them in a neat pile on the floor before sinking into his bunk, forearms resting on his knees. "Yuh. 'm sorry bro. 's my stupid, shouldn't've brought it up."

"No, 's your bad for messing up. 's my bad for not wantin' to help." Alex replied, rolling sideways and hanging off the edge of the bed to peer at his lifelong friend. "Talk."

Rig took a moment, composing his thoughts. After a long moment, he merely shrugged. "A'ight, so, check it… 'fore y'all left, I met this chick, Maria. She's real sweet, you know, got her tough side, got some serious bite. Zangoose chick. Lil' on the chubby side, but shit does she have a nice rack man. And her ass, dude, you ain't never seen anythi-"

Alex cut him off with a wave of his hand. "Vali in a bikini, your argument is invalid. Stay on topic bro."

"Uh… sorry. Anyway. She talked real big, we got into a battle… tried to Dig on me, I EQ'd her ass back into the open; hurt her pretty bad 'n tore her shirt up. Well, off. Uh… kinda lent her mine 'n helped her back to her dorm. Shit snowballed from there." Rig fell back onto his bed with a solid thud that shook the unit as a whole, almost dislodging the Houndoom. "Didn't want it to happen, but… fuck dude, she's smokin'. Been kinda off-'n-on booty call ever since. She don't want a relationship, shut me down when I asked, so… well, never gave it much thought."

The Houndoom nodded, musing over the problem. "Uh… well, 'f she ain't in the mood t'date, what can y-"

"I ain't done." Rig snorted, shifting around. "Uh… then, was this one day… 's like, way back. 'fore I met Maria. You guys all ditched, had shit to do; can't remember who went where, think Sal was DJing a set or some shit. Anyway, I got pissed, took your camera 'n bailed out, wanted to take some pics. Just kinda chill out and relax, you know? Long story short, I ended up in the conservatory and met this Heracross chick; Karma. Again… she's a complete babe. Like, not in the massive T 'n A, just everythin's perfect. Tight, everythin' is tight. Just perfect, you know?" Rig seemed to be off in his own little world, so Alex snapped his fingers to draw the Aggron's attention back to reality. "Uh… hah, sorry. Anyway, point is, we started hangin' out. She's real good with that zen shit. Good advice, but she's a bit clueless to the real world."
"Naïve?" Alex offered, to which Rig nodded.

"Yeah, 's the word. She real naïve. Learns quick, though. I don't think she knows I like her, 's the problem. So… now I'm stuck. Gotta pick one, want two. I like Karma a hell of a lot more… but she don't put out."

The Houndoom slapped an open palm to his face, shaking his head. "Go for the bug, dude. Who cares if she don't put out, if you like her more." Rig was silent for a long moment, causing Alex's brain to click into gear. "Bitch is taken, ain't she." The Aggron cleared his throat loudly, and Alex could almost see Rig's gaze drop to the floor. "You moron. Goin' after a taken chick. Awesome."

Rig shrugged helplessly. "Dude, I don't pick who 'm gonna fall for, a'ight? She's fuckin' sexy, real smart, tougher 'n nails… her attitude is awesome, 'n she ain't afraid to kick ass. Her boyfriend's some Butterfree, could probably snap his neck with a sneeze!"

"Then why the issue?"

"'Cause I still wanna be nuts deep in some real tight Zangoose pussy?"

Another slapping noise, and once again, Alex's hand made contact with the bridge of his nose. Rig sighed heavily, sinking lower into the bed. "Dude, you can't have both."

"I do now, don't I?"

"No, you ain't got either. Neither of 'em are datin' you, 'n if that Zangoose chick finds out you playin' her for some Heracross, she gonna flip. An' if this Heracross 's as naïve as you say, then she ain't got a clue you like her." Alex snapped. Rig was silent for a long moment before Alex continued. "Listen dude, nothin' good can come of this. Pick one, stand by yo' decision, call it a lifetime. Friend-zone one, try for the other."

The Aggron below him mulled the Houndoom's words over, before sighing heavily and rolling into his bed, hunkering down for another long night. He knew, without a doubt, which of the two he wanted for a relationship; the problem was, a couple rather nasty hurdles sat in his way. How would he explain it? How would he manage to get around them? With a groan, Rig pulled the blankets around his frame tighter, trying to find a comfortable position. Above him, Alex merely stared at the ceiling, feeling like he had somehow failed his friend. There was only one logical course of action that he saw; ditch the bug, go with the Zangoose. Unfortunately, if the Zangoose didn't want to date, that ruled the possibility out, adding confusion.

'Highschool drama, gotta love it.' Alex thought to himself, closing his eyes and trying to fall asleep.
