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Author’s Note





The author would like to point out that all the characters in this work of fiction are eighteen years of age or older. All sexual acts depicted in this book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the  characters  in  this  book  are  fictitious  and  any  similarity  to  any  person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 

It  is  my  sincere  hope  that  you  enjoy  this  e-book.  Get  snuggled  up  with your favourite girl, boy or toy and read on…



Preface



Five  years  ago,  in  September  of  the  year  2112,  an  assignment  fell  upon  my desk that I had been dreaming about since I started my career as a journalist. I was chosen to be the first journalist to travel to the secret base of operations of MJL Technology Corporation in an attempt to boost the recently muddied public image of the company. 

At the dawn of the twenty-second century, MJL Technology Corporation announced  Enhanced-Life,  a  massive  and  revolutionary  virtual-reality system.  Unlike  any  existing  technology,  Enhanced-Life  (or  EL,  as  it  was often  shortened)  allowed  its  users  to  socialize,  interact  and  play  immersive games  with  one  another  within  its  incredibly  realistic  environments.  The program  was  a  smash  hit,  completely  revolutionizing  social  networking, societal interaction, and gaming. 

In 2111, Enhanced-Life was shut down worldwide after the bizarre real-life  murder  of  a  Russian  user,  Fyodor  Pytrovich,  within  the  virtual  world. 

Investigations lasted months, but the culprit was never found. Enhanced-Life eventually re-opened, but with much lessened popularity. Markus Larson, the creator  and  operator  of  Enhanced-Life  added  new  safety  features,  including artificially  intelligent  police  who  existed  with  the  virtual  universe.  People hesitantly  returned  to  the  virtual  phenomenon  and  Enhanced-Life’s  virtual population once again began to rise. Despite the new sense of security, many people refused to spend their time in Enhanced-Life’s old sectors, in favour of a slew of shiny new sectors. Soon enough, the old sectors became hotbeds for gang activity—drug dealers meeting with clients to discuss real-life drop offs, or even organizing hits. These old sectors quickly became run-down and scummy. 

I  learned,  shortly  after  my  arrival  at  the  highly  top  secret  base  of operations of Enhanced-Life that there was something off with Markus. The man  behind  Enhanced-Life,  Markus  Larson,  had  never  been  seen  by  his employees.  And  even  more  strangely,  no  one  who  worked  for  MJL

Technology  Corporation  (MJL  being  short  for  Markus  James  Larson)  knew or  had  ever  seen  the  coding  for  Enhanced-Life.  Content-creators  for  the massively  popular  virtual  reality  system  did  not  program  anything.  Instead, 

they  came  up  with  plans  and  concepts,  which  were  electronically  sent  to Markus who did all the implementation himself. 

MJL  Technology  Corporation  assigned  me  to  a  Monitor,  someone  who scans  all  of  Enhanced-Life  for  “Blips”—tiny  impurities  in  the  EL  universe. 

My  assigned  Monitor,  a  slovenly  man  named  Charles  Fentiman,  hesitantly brought  me  into  the  EL  Network  one  night  after  detecting  a  series  of  Blips. 

Upon  further  investigation,  we  discovered  that  people  had  begun  to  decode Enhanced-Life,  modifying  things  within  the  digital  world.  The  discovery came  when  we  investigated  a  brothel  where  customers  were  unwillingly being  transformed  into  women  and  being  fucked  by  transformed  “well-endowed” prostitutes. These twisted dark sexual “shows” were displayed live for  gangsters  and  other  clients  like  Eli  Burnham,  whom  Charlie  knew  from previous  investigations.  Charlie  and  Eli  had  a  history  of  shady  deals;  Eli would pay Charlie off to remain in business within Enhanced-Life. 

The handsome and well-dressed president of the company himself, Jarius Knudstrom,  was  my  host  during  my  extended  visit  at  the  secret  base  of operations.  Albeit  an  insanely  charming  man,  I  could  tell  that  Jarius  was hiding  things  from  me—Things  he  didn’t  want  me  to  include  in  my  article, things he didn’t want the world to know. Jarius introduced me to one of the team’s newest Builders, Henry King—one of Enhanced-Life’s many content creators. Henry King, and other MJL Corp. employees were well prepared for my  visit,  but  would  look  to  Knudstrom  sheepishly  before  answering  any  of my questions. Charlie was much more open with me, more interested in his own agenda within Enhanced-Life than my article. 

After taking a three thousand dollar bribe from Eli to remain in business, Charlie  decided  to  celebrate,  bringing  me  to  his  favourite  illegal  strip-joint. 

On the way, I saw a woman standing by a small brothel. I had a flash of déjà-vu, suddenly remembering seeing the exact same thing in a dream I’d had. I decided that I would investigate later, when I wasn’t with Charlie. 
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Chapter 1

Eyes Wide Shut



 Man craves a great pleasure. 

 He works towards it, sacrificing everything and then, he achieves it. 

 Suddenly, he no longer craves it

 because the man craves what he can’t have. 

 Men crave what they can’t have, 

 which begs the question:

 What do men crave when they finally have everything? 

 What is left to be desired? 

 We longed for the impossible, 

 and then we made it possible. 

 A man who has everything

 is a desperate man. 



Drugs,  liquor  and  prostitutes—that’s  what  Charlie  was  into.  That’s  what Charlie wanted. 

We  were  greeted  at  Charlie’s  favourite  strip  club,  “The  Happy Gentleman”, like celebrities. Everyone knew Charlie by name, and walked on eggshells around him. The entire operation was, after all, completely against Enhanced-Life policy. 

We  were  sat  in  a  back  corner  booth,  far  away  from  anyone  else  in  the joint.  On  a  stage,  in  the  centre  of  The  Happy  Gentleman,  a  beautiful  young woman  (programmed  to  be  no  older  than  eighteen)  swayed  and  expertly navigated a pole under colourful glowing lights. She was completely nude—

massive tits and a perfectly fit body without an ounce of fat. Her hips curved

out  elegantly,  accentuating  her  sensual  choreographed  movements.  As  she raised  her  leg  and  swung  it  around  the  metal  pole,  we  could  briefly  see  her plump,  tight  pussy  and  her  soft,  dangling  clit.  Charlie  stared  at  the  woman, mesmerized by her beauty. 

“Promise me this doesn’t go in your article,” Charlie said. 

“Sure,” I replied. 

“I’m serious. Promise me.” 

“Okay—I promise.” 

“You ever fuck a stripper?” Charlie asked. 

“I slept with a girl who later became a stripper,” I said. 

“Nice,” Charlie said. “Tell me more about that.” 

“She was a shy college girl in one of my journalism classes. We dated for a while.” 

After a short silence, “You call yourself a story-teller?” Charlie jabbed. “I wouldn’t read that article if it was written on a set of giant tits.” 

“Sorry to disappoint.” 

“Do you want to fuck a stripper?” 

Slightly embarrassed, I smiled, “I’m okay.” 

“I do.” 

“They’re  not  real—They’re  just  computer  programs,”  I  pointed  out  to him, even though he obviously already knew it. 

“What’s the difference? You still get off in them.” 

“But you don’t  actually get off.” 

Charlie smiled as he sunk back comfortably into the booth. “Ah, the age old argument—What is real? Cogito ergo sum.” 

“What’s that?” 

“I think, therefor I am.” 

“The stripper doesn’t think—therefor she is not,” I philosophised. 

“How do you know she doesn’t think?” 

A beautiful, topless woman stopped at our table, holding a tray of shots. 

Her rack, like all the other tits in the club, was a model of perfection. They sat perfectly perkily on her chest. She smiled at us. 

“Here you boys go,” she said, dropping off the drinks. 

“What’s your name?” Charlie asked the woman. 

“Dallas,” the girl replied. 

“Do you think, Dallas?” 

“Do I think of what?” 

“Did you think of that answer?” 

“I’m thinking I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“That  sounds  like  thinking  to  me!”  Charlie  said,  taking  the  shot  and holding  it  up.  I  picked  up  my  shot  and  held  it  up  in  suit.  “To  thinking.  To being!” 

We drank. 

“Thank  you,  Dallas,”  said  Charlie,  dismissing  the  beautiful  and  slightly confused waitress. 

“So you’re a philosopher as well as a computer scientist,” I pointed out. 

“I’m a lot of things.” Charlie smiled. 

Charlie  and  I  had  a  few  more  shots.  I  hadn’t  expected  for  the  drunken sensation to be so realistic. The drunker Charlie and I became, the more we became  philosophers,  going  back  and  forth  in  our  existential  rhetoric.  A waitress brought over a small bag of cocaine, which was given to her by the manager  of  the  club,  who  Charlie  knew  personally.  Charlie  made  no hesitation snorting half the bag immediately. Drunk and slipping away from my own inhibitions, I snorted some of the virtual-drugs myself. 

“So  enlighten  me—Why  do  I  feel  the  effects  of  the  alcohol  and  coke  if it’s just code?” I asked Charlie. 

“Because—right now, you are just code. Everything is code.” 

“I  don’t  understand,”  I  said.  “You  can’t  just  program  emotions—real human sensations.” 

“Don’t tell me—I’ve never seen the coding. Not that I could understand it if I did.” 

“Is that really true—no one but Markus has ever seen the code.” 

“It’s true as far as I know.” 

“It’s  impossible.  It’s  just  impossible.  I’m  sure  that  there  is  a  whole

operation running under your nose,” I hypothesized. 

“I’ve been monitoring EL for a decade and I can promise you I’ve never seen anything suggesting that’s true.” 

“It  just  has  to  be  true.  It  would  take  a  decade  for  one  man  to  write  a standard  computer  program,  never  mind  an  entire  universe  as  realistic  and complex as this.” 

“Let  me  let  you  in  on  a  little  secret,”  Charlie  said,  motioning  for  me  to move closer to him. 

I slid closer and turned my ear to his lips. 

“No  one  knows  shit.  Not  me,  not  anyone.  You  won’t  figure  out  shit,  I promise you.” 

I thought about Charlie’s pessimistic overview for a moment. 

“I’m  going  to  go  fuck  a  woman,”  Charlie  said,  standing  up  abruptly. 

“You can stay here, or you can go back to the MJL base. You know how to log out?” 

“Um—no,” I said. 

“It’s easy. It’s one of the menu options. Just open your menu and select it.” 

“Okay,” I said, smiling at Charlie. 

Charlie  went  off  towards  a  backroom,  and  I  stayed  for  one  final  drink, watching the club’s erotic entertainment. 

Before  Charlie  went  through  the  door  out  of  the  main  area  of entertainment,  he  turned  around  and  waved  down  one  of  the  topless waitresses, motioning for her to follow him back. 

The  waitress  smiled.  She  finished  dropping  off  her  drinks  and  went  to meet Charlie in the back. I finished off my drink and sat for a moment. The bar began to clear out as the morning approached, and Charlie still hadn’t re-emerged. I decided to take a peek in the back for myself. 

Completely  casually,  I  walked  towards  the  back  room,  making  sure  no one  was  watching  me.  Carefully,  I  opened  the  door  and  slipped  through, finding myself in  a long grungy  hallway, much like  the one  we  had  walked through at Eli’s hideout. I could hear a number of women’s moaning as they were  being  fucked  behind  the  curtains,  which  were  put  in  place  of  doors  in the  hall’s  many  doorways.  Slowly,  fascinated  with  the  newly  discovered

sexual underground of Enhanced-Life, I made my way down the hallway. 

Quietly, I pulled back one of the curtains slightly, sneaking a peak at the wild debaucheries I had been completely unaware of for so long. 

A  larger  man—probably  weighing  close  to  three  hundred  pounds—was fucking  one  of  the  club’s  young  whores  from  behind.  He  had  her  bent  over the bed, pinned down with one of his thick arms. His many rolls danced and shook like a mountain of Jell-O as he slowly but swiftly pounded the artificial prostitute. 

I dropped the curtain, and continued down the hallway. 

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!” a high-pitched girl screamed from behind one  of  the  next  curtains.  Carefully,  I  pulled  the  curtain  back  and  snuck  a peak. 

It was Charlie, holding the waitress’ legs apart in the air as she lay on her back.  Charlie’s  moves  were  swift  and  fast  as  he  pounded  the  young  girl’s pussy. Naked, Charlie was surprisingly fit (I say surprisingly because I’d only seen him wearing old wife beaters and Hawaiian t-shirt up to this point). He had  thick  muscles  covering  his  whole  body,  which  flexed  sharply  as  he pushed his weight forward into the little cyber-whore. 

The  young  waitress  reached  to  her  sides,  desperately  trying  to  find something  to  hold  onto.  Unsuccessful,  she  grasped  onto  the  bed  sheets  and pulled them off the edges of the mattress. Her eyes were closed tightly as she moaned  loudly,  her  tits  bouncing  up  and  down.  Charlie  gripped  his  hands tightly  around  the  girl’s  ankles,  his  back  muscles  flexing  deeply.  His  speed was accelerating. He was coming closer to his climax. 

The little virtual-waitress’ moaning quickly started to become screaming. 

I  could  hear  her  pussy  becoming  wetter  as  fluid  loudly  gushed  out  of  it. 

Abruptly, Charlie turned his head. 

In  a  quick  panic,  I  dropped  the  curtain,  before  Charlie  saw  me  in  the doorway.  I  stood  in  a  nervous  silence  for  a  moment.  The  sounds  of  Charlie and the young whore continued—I hadn’t been caught. 

I  continued  down  the  hallway,  towards  a  closed  door  at  the  end  of  the hallway.  There  was  a  bright  light  beaming  from  the  crack  under  the  door. 

Something  special  was  behind  that  door—something  unlike  any  of  the whores behind the curtains. I could feel it in my gut. 

I  continued  making  my  way  towards  the  door,  passing  a  number  of

moaning and screaming prostitutes. 

I stopped next to a particular curtain where I could hear a man screaming. 

“Ouch! Ouch!” the man cried sharply. Carefully, I pulled away the curtain. In the barrenly decorated room was an unfit man with his wrists handcuffed to the roof. He was wearing a blindfold as one of the club’s strippers fucked him in the ass with a giant black plastic strap-on. His entire butt was a deep red colour  from  having  been  spanked,  whipped  and  God-knows  what  else. 

Quickly, I dropped the curtain and looked away. 

I  looked  back  towards  the  end  of  the  hallway.  The  mysterious  door  was close. I walked up to it. And then, as I reached for the doorknob, it opened. I stopped, frozen in fear—I was caught. 

A scrawny little man with a pair of thick glasses looked up at me. He held the  door  tightly  to  his  body,  making  sure  I  couldn’t  see  inside  the  secret room. He stared at me for a long moment before saying anything. 

“What?” he asked bluntly. 

I didn’t respond. My brain couldn’t formulate an excuse fast enough. 

“You got a coupon?” 

“A coupon?” 

“Get lost, mother fucker,” the man said quickly before slamming the door in my face. 

I stood silently for a moment, in shock. 

“Thanks babe—Maybe I’ll come see you tomorrow,” I could hear Charlie say. 

“Shit,”  I  muttered  to  myself.  I  needed  to  scram,  but  the  only  exit  was accessibly by passing the emerging Charlie. 

“Menu,”  I  said  softly,  pulling  up  a  hologram  with  all  the  different options: Front Desk, Inventory, Options, More, and Exit. “Exit,” I said. 

My menu disappeared and, “Are you sure?” popped up. 

“Yes.  Exit.  Select,”  I  said  quickly,  seeing  Charlie  emerging  from  the curtain. 

Suddenly, my vision began to whiten. 
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Chapter 2

An Overwhelming Curiosity



I woke up sitting in the Builder Pod I had used to enter Enhanced-Life. The dry gel-like backing began to recede back into the chair. It was as if nothing ever happened, as if I woke up from a dream. I was no longer feeling drunk. 

Unlike  a  dream,  however,  the  memory  of  my  experience  didn’t  begin  to immediately dissolve. 

I couldn’t stop thinking about that little brothel outside of Eli’s hideout. I couldn’t help but think that there was something important in that brothel—

the key to unlocking this whole code-modification mystery. It would have to wait, thought. I needed to find a time to go in when I was alone. 

To my side, Charlie was fast asleep in his Pod—still inside of Enhanced-Life,  likely  doing  drugs  with  a  prostitute  or  taking  bribes  from  shady gangsters. Either way, I needed to go get some sleep before I spent the next day doing some vital research for my article. 

I  walked  through  the  room  where  all  the  builders  worked  on  their  EL

concepts.  It  remained  a  forlorn  desolate  place  as  all  the  MJL  employees remained  fast  asleep.  I  swiped  the  card  Jarius  provided  me  with  in  the elevator and was immediately brought up to my room. There, I went to sleep. 

 Ring! Ring! 

The telephone that was installed into my room woke me up, ringing. I sat up  slowly  and  sluggishly,  looking  towards  the  noisy  object.  I  sighed  deeply and then picked up the phone. 

“Hello?” I said, tired. 

“Ben?”  a  Swedish  voice  said.  I  knew  right  away  that  it  was  Jarius Knudstrom, the president of MJL Technology Corporation. 

“Hey--What’s up?” I sat up and rubbed my eyes. 

“I just wanted to make sure that you had everything you needed, and you were  finding  your  way  around  okay.”  My  presence  at  the  secret  base  had reduced Jarius Knudstrom to a glorified hotel receptionist. 

“Yes. It’s all fine.” 

“I was wondering—Have you started your article yet?” 

“Writing it?” 

“Yes.” 

“No, not yet,” I said. “I probably won’t until I’m all done here.” 

“Oh, interesting. Anyway, we just got a number of reports back from user surveys we conducted. Perhaps you’d like to come down and take a look?” 

“Um—There are some things I wanted to get done this morning. Maybe around noon?” I said. 

There was a silence over the phone. “Ben, It’s three in the afternoon.” 

Shit—I’d  slept  in.  “Right—I  meant  later  in  the  after noon,”  I  lied, awkwardly covering myself. 

“Right. Well, I’ll leave them with Charlie at his desk, and you can take a look at your leisure.” 

I wrapped up my phone call with Jarius and then sprung out of bed to get ready for what was left of the day. 

The  builder’s  room  was  once  again  bustling  with  people.  There  was  a loud  ambience  of  chatter  amongst  the  builders.  As  I  was  walking  towards Charlie’s desk at the other end of the room, I was nearly ploughed over by a man carrying a tray of coffees for his co-workers. 

“Watch it!” the man said, frustrated. 

“Sorry,” I apologized. 

Charlie looked haggard, as if he had a hangover. He was slouched at his desk, wearing the same Hawaiian shirt he had been wearing the day before. I pulled up a chair and sat beside him. 

“How was the rest of your night?” I asked. 

“It was fine,” he muttered, not looking away from his screen. “I asked for a coffee like thirty minutes ago and no one’s brought it for me.” 

I looked around. “Do you want me to get you a coffee?” 

“Yes. Get me a coffee.” 

“Where did you go after the strip club last night?” 

“Journalist!”  Charlie  snapped.  He  looked  around,  ensuring  no  one  had heard. “What did I say about keeping that stupid yap of yours shut?” 

“Sorry.” 

“This is  not  the time or place for that conversation. Jesus—If Jarius heard you say that…” 

“I thought your job security transcended Jarius,” I said. 

“Yes. He’s a bum.” 

Charlie looked back to his screen, watching all the little characters scroll past as he scanned for Blips. 

“Does this not get boring?” I asked. 

Charlie looked over at me slowly with an unimpressed look on his face. 

“Never.  It’s  a  blast!  A  constant  source  of  entertainment!”  Charlie  said sarcastically. 

“Right…” 

“Where’s that coffee?” Charlie asked. 

I noticed a folder full of papers next to Charlie’s computer. It was labelled with my name. “Are those the user surveys?” I asked Charlie. 

He laughed. “Yes. Those are your ‘user’ surveys.” 

“Why do you say that?” I asked. 

“Say what?” 

“You said  user  like they aren’t actually done by users.” 

“I just think its funny how they release a report saying how safe EL is the day after you get here. I looked at it, its all bullshit.” 

I  flipped  open  the  folder.  There  was  about  fifty  pages  of  ostensible Enhanced-Life  users  rating  how  safe  they  feel  using  Enhanced-Life.  Out  of five, each person rated things like “Do you feel safer with the inclusion of the Enhanced-Life Police?” and “How safe do you feel in Enhanced-Life’s new sectors?” There were a number of other stupid questions, as well as a small comment  section  where  people  wrote  things  like  “I  feel  safer  in  Enhanced-

Life  now  more  than  ever,”  and  “Enhanced-Life  provides  me  with  ample security. I feel completely comfortable in all of my favourite sectors.” Charlie was right. This whole folder was filled with fabricated bullshit. 

“I bet that will all make it into your article,” Charlie said sarcastically. 

“Who’s behind this?” I asked, holding up the folder. 

“I don’t know. Probably Knudstrom. Hell, the Swedish bastard probably wrote each one himself.” 

I  laughed.  Charlie  went  back  to  watching  his  screen.  I  thought  for  a moment about how I was going to broach the next topic. 

“Hey,” I said, “If I wanted to go into EL to research some stuff—are there Consumer Pods I can use here? Or just Builder Pods?” 

Charlie looked at me. “What stuff?” he asked, ignoring my question. 

“Just stuff.” 

“Maybe there is. Maybe there isn’t. What stuff?” 

“For my article.” 

“What about your article, journalist?” Charlie could see right through me. 

“It’s just—I’ve never used EL until yesterday. I figured I should probably get to know it before I write my article, so I don’t sound like an uneducated idiot.” 

“You are an uneducated idiot,” Charlie joked. 

He still hadn’t answered my question. “Well, is there or isn’t there?” 

“You’re not going in there to fuck whores, are you, journalist?” 

“No.” 

“Because you go in with me if that’s what you’re doing.” 

“I’m not going in to fuck whores.” 

“I’m  fucking  with  you,”  Charlie  said.  “There  are  some  older  obsolete models in storage. They’re not as shiny as the new ones, but they still work.” 

“Where’s storage?” 

“You see that door over there?” Charlie asked, pointing to a door across the room. 

“Yeah. Is that it?” 

“Yeah. Go take a look,” he said, turning back to his monitor. 

I  stood  up  and  walked  across  the  massive  Builder’s  Room.  I  made  my way to the door, grabbed the handle and opened it. 

It  was  the  coffee  room.  There  was  nothing  in  the  room  but  a  big  coffee percolator, a mini-fridge and a number of cups. “Fucking asshole,” I muttered to myself. I poured the bastard a cup of coffee and returned to him. 

“Here,” I said, putting his coffee down next to his computer. 

“Were they out of cream?” Charlie asked. 

“You’ll drink it like that,” I said. “Where’s the storage room?” 

“Whoa, cool your jets, Benny,” Charlie said. “It’s over there, through that door.” Charlie pointed to another door, on the other side of the room. I looked at it for a moment. 

“What would you recommend a first timer to do in there—In  Enhanced-Life?” I asked, trying to lead him away from my hidden agenda. 

“Hm,” he thought. “You could try Contra-X. You’d probably get your ass handed  to  you,  though.”  Contra-X  was  Enhanced-Life’s  insanely  popular simulated war game. 

“How do I get to it?” I asked. 

“Front Desk. Same way you do anything. Just ask the receptionist when you’re done fucking whores.” 

“Okay. I’ll give it a shot. I’ll see you later,” I said, standing up. 

Leaving  my  “user  surveys”  with  Charlie,  I  walked  over  to  the  storage room.  The  room  was  dark,  and  it  took  me  a  while  to  find  the  light,  which wasn’t automated like every other light in the complex. 

The room was massive, filled with old prototypes, as well as crates filled with canned food, water bottles and other emergency necessities. I walked up to  one  of  the  newer  looking  Pods.  It  was  grey,  unlike  the  new  ones,  which were  all  white.  There  was  a  large  crack  on  the  little  screen.  The  whole  unit was shut off. 

I  looked  around  the  thing  for  an  on-switch.  It  took  me  a  while,  but  I finally  found  it  around  back.  There  was  a  label  above  it,  which  read:

“Caution! Test model. Do not turn off during use! Turning the unit off during use  could  result  in  serious  brain  damage  or  even  death.  Use  with  serious caution.” 

I scanned the room for a more reliable looking unit, but the others looked

worse off than this one. Hesitantly, I flipped on the switch and listened as it hummed  and  coughed,  slowly  powering  up.  “Maybe  this  isn’t  such  a  good idea,”  I  thought  to  myself  as  the  lights  on  the  thing  flickered  as  if  it  was struggling to maintain its power. 

Yet, despite all my hesitation, I sat down in the machine. I rested my head back and closed my eyes. Soon enough, I began to feel light. My extremities went numb. I began to float away from my body. 
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Chapter 3

Go Deeper…



I  felt  a  violent  shock  pass  through  my  body.  For  a  moment,  the  pain  was crippling  but  it  soon  passed  as  I  started  to  gain  consciousness  within Enhanced-Life.  I  quickly  dismissed  the  shock  as  something  to  do  with  the older machine I was using. 

As  the  infinite  whiteness  vanished,  I  found  myself  at  the  Front  Desk, surrounded by other Enhanced-Life users. As the system was designed, there was  an  artificially  intelligent  receptionist  free  and  smiling  at  me.  I  walked forward, immediately feeling stiffness through all of my joints. I was quickly developing  a  sharp  headache.  Then,  if  that  wasn’t  enough,  I  started  to  feel nauseous. 

I had a hangover from all the alcohol and drug use from the night before. 

Apparently, that carried over inside of the immersive virtual system. 

“Hello Ben Karlson. Would you like to visit the Rainbow Sector again?” 

the receptionist asked. 

I  looked  around.  A  small  group  of  friends  had  heard  the  receptionist mention the name of the borderline pedophiliac sector. 

“No,  I  don’t  want  to  go  there.  I  never  want  to  go  there,  and  I’ve  never been there!” I said softly but sharply. 

“As you wish, Mr. Karlson. How can we help you today?” 

The young group of friends began to laugh amongst themselves. 

“Pegasus-Nine,” I said. 

“Where would you like to go in Pegasus-Nine?” 

“Outside of Kae’s Shop, please.” 

“Certainly. Just hold for one moment.” 

I stood for a moment, but nothing happened. 

“Sorry, we’re having an issue accessing your terminal. Just one moment,” 

the receptionist said. 

I continued to wait. Finally, my vision started to whiten as I left the Front Desk.  Quickly  enough,  I  had  found  myself  back  in  that  dingy  alleyway Charlie  and  I  had  been  the  night  before.  Just  as  the  world  was  designed,  it was  night-time  and  the  street  was  lit  by  the  flickering  neon  glow  from  the signs, which lined the building walls. As I fully materialized in the sector, I immediately  fell  to  my  knees.  I  was  suddenly  stricken  with  a  dizzying nausea.  I  leaned  forward  and  began  to  throw  up  all  over  the  deserted alleyway.  My  sudden  illness  was  likely  a  combination  of  my  hangover  and my sketchy connection with my Pod. 

Soon  enough,  I  pulled  myself  to  my  feet  and  looked  around.  I  started walking down the alleyway. Thankfully, throwing up had made me feel much better. I walked around the bend and could see Eli’s hangout in the distance. I walked  towards  it.  There  didn’t  seem  to  be  too  much  activity  inside  that  I could hear through its thin walls. 

I turned and went down the side street we had gone down the night before after leaving Eli’s. Up ahead, I could see the little basement brothel staircase. 

I  walked  up  to  it  and  looked  around,  making  sure  no  one  had  followed  me here. Down at my feet was a massive pile of cigarette butts, and some broken glass. 

I  walked  down  the  few  steps  towards  the  lowered  door.  I  grabbed  the handle in my hand and I turned. It was unlocked. I hesitated a moment, and then entered. 

A surreal tingling sensation crossed over my entire body as the memory of my dream came rushing back to me. The room was exactly as the same as I  had  seen  it  in  my  dream.  The  exact  same  cheap  bed  sheet  decorated  the wall,  the  exact  same  cheap  art  decorated  one  of  the  peeling  walls,  and  the same  dirty  rug  covered  the  ground.  The  same  young,  eighteen  year  old  girl sat at a small table, reading a pop-culture magazine. She looked up at me. 

“Hello,” she said, looking back down at her magazine. 

“Hi,” I replied, looking around the room. The surreal tingling lingered in my spine. 

“You have a coupon code?” the girl asked casually. 

“No,” I said. 

“You want to see the girls?” 

“Um, sure. Do you work here?” I asked, awkwardly. 

The girl looked at me confused. “What does it look like?” 

“Are  you  a—um—NPC?”  I  asked.  NPC  was  short  for  “non-playable character”—an artificially intelligent piece of the Enhanced-Life program. 

“No,” the girl said. 

“Really?” 

“Do you want to see the girls or not?” 

“Yes—Sorry.” 

The young girl stood up and walked through a bed sheet doorway. I stood nervously and waited for her return with the prostitutes. After about a minute of silent standing, the girl returned with the same group of girls that had been in my dream. Another tingle fluttered down my spine. There were three white girls,  a  black  girl  and  an  Asian  girl.  The  white  girls  all  fit  different stereotypes. There was a redhead with lots of freckles, a blonde with huge tits and  a  classier  looking  brunette  with  a  small  cute  patch  of  freckles  on  the bridge of her nose. 

“Which one?” the young eighteen year old asked me. 

“Um—Do any of them have—Anything extra?” 

The girl stared at me, trying to figure out what I meant. “Do you have a coupon code?” she asked again. 

I stood there silent for a moment. What was a coupon code? This was the second time I’d heard that term. “No,” I said again. 

“Please pick a date, sir.” 

“The brunette,” I said. 

The  other  girls  filtered  out  of  the  room.  My  beautiful  brunette  selection smiled  at  me  and  then  turned  to  walk  towards  a  back  room.  She  motioned with her hand for me to follow. I began to walk. 

“’Scuse me,” the young receptionist said. “That’s one-hundred and fifty.” 

“Um,  okay,”  I  said.  I  had  a  chip  installed  in  my  wrist  that  contained  all

my  information,  including  my  banking  and  credit  card  info.  I  had  no  idea whether or not it worked in Enhanced-Life or not. “Can I pay credit?” 

“Then it’s two-hundred.” The girl picked up a credit terminal and held it out towards me. I flashed my wrist over the terminal and it quickly beeped, approved. That was going to be an interesting addition to my credit card bill. 

Without  making  eye  contact  with  the  young  girl,  I  turned  and  began  to make  my  way  down  the  hallway  towards  the  back  room  my  prostitute  was waiting  for  me  at.  The  room  we  ended  up  in  was  exactly  unsurprisingly exactly like my dream—the same old mattress and the same barren walls. As I walked in, my brunette selection had her back turned to me. I reached down subtly  between  my  legs  to  ensure  my  cock  was  there.  Unlike  in  the  strange dream I’d had, it indeed was. 

“Excuse  me,”  I  said.  The  brunette  turned  to  me,  smiling  flirtatiously. 

“What could I get with a coupon code?” I asked. 

“Do  you  have  a  coupon  code?”  the  girl  asked.  Every  part  of  her  face looked so incredibly genuine. 

“No,” I said. 

“I’ve never heard of a coupon code,” the girl said. It was obvious she was lying to me. 

“You don’t know where I could get one?” 

“I don’t know what ‘one’ is.” 

“I see,” I said, realizing I wasn’t going to get an answer out of the beauty. 

“Do you want to fuck me in the pussy or the asshole?” the girl asked. 

A  lump  formed  in  my  throat.  I’d  never  hired  a  prostitute  before.  Not outside of that one particular dream, anyway. “Maybe we can just talk for a bit,” I suggested. 

“Talk  about  what?”  the  girl  was  motivated  to  hurry  up  our  session.  She flirtingly fingered the shoulder strap of her sexy night down, teasing it off the edge of her shoulder. “Do you want to feel my tits?” she asked. 

“How  long  have  you  been  working  here?”  I  asked,  awkwardly  ignoring the sexual advance. 

“What?” she asked. 

“How  long  has  this  place  been  open?  Was  it  around  before  Fyodor

Pytrovich’s murder?” 

“Are you a cop or something?” 

“No—Just curious. I’ve—um—never really been in this area before.” 

“Why don’t you just relax and I’ll suck your dick?” 

“Um,”  I  said  nervously.  My  heart  was  beginning  to  race.  The  brunette began  to  walk  towards  me,  elegantly  despite  her  tall  heels.  “M--Maybe  in  a minute,” I said. 

The  brunette  placed  her  palm  on  the  center  of  my  chest  and  pushed  be back onto the hard, decrepit mattress behind me, just like she had done in my dream. 

I  tried  to  speak  but  the  lump  in  my  throat  had  overwhelmed  my  speech box. 

“Why are you so nervous?” the prostitute asked, sinking down slowly to her knees. 

“I’ve just never slept with a prostitute before—No offense.” 

The  prostitute  laughed.  “Don’t  lie  to  me,”  she  said.  She  leaned  forward and placed her soft fingertips on the belt of my pants. She teasingly began to fondle the buckle, slowly undoing it. 

“Really,” I assured. 

“Was last time not memorable enough for you?” she asked, pulling away my belt. 

“Sorry?” I asked. 

The  beautiful  hooker’s  hand  slipped  over  top  the  crotch  of  my  pants. 

Gently, she began to rub, feeling the bulge of my cock through my bottoms. I inhaled deeply. 

“I’ve never been here before,” I assured the prostitute. 

She smiled. “Just be quiet and relax,” she said, pushing me onto my back with her palm again. “I’ll make sure you remember everything this time.” 

“Have you seen me here before?” I asked. 

The  brunette  whore  ignored  me,  simply  saying  “Shh,”  as  she  retuned  to rubbing my growing cock through my pants. 

I took a deep breath. My body was becoming overwhelmed with nerves, but  I  couldn’t  resist  the  gorgeous  hooker’s  beauty.  I  began  to  feel  the

waistband of my pants sliding down my legs. I took a deep breath and tried to relax.  I  could  feel  the  tension  beginning  to  release  from  my  muscles  and joints. 

The beauty’s soft fingertips returned to my crotch and began to slide up and  down  the  length  of  my  cock,  through  my  boxer  shorts.  Warm  energy began to streamline up my spine. The sensual hooker wasted no time as she began  to  pull  down  my  boxers.  I  corked  my  head  up  just  in  time  to  see  my lengthening cock spring out from my underwear. So far, everything seemed totally  normal.  But  my  investigation  had  gotten  nowhere.  If  anything,  I  had more questions now than ever. 

“Do you know a man named Eli Burnham?” I asked. 

I could feel the gentle fingers of my brunette whore wrap around the girth of my cock. My heart rate accelerated. 

“Maybe,” she said. 

“Does he come in here?” I asked. 

“If he did, I couldn’t tell you.” 

“But you  do  know him?” 

“Everybody knows him. Do I know him personally? No.” She tightened her grip on my throbbing erection and began to stroke, eliciting a sharp sigh out of me as pleasure coursed through my veins. 

“Do  you  know  anything  about  his  ‘special  shows’?”  I  asked  between breaths. 

“Special shows?” she asked without stopping. 

“Yeah—They’re  new…  Underground  shows,”  I  was  too  nervous  to describe the explicit details of the shows. 

“Maybe,”  she  cryptically  said  again,  her  hand  becoming  firmer  against my rock-hard shaft. She leaned forward, opened her mouth and rested her hot lips  against  the  tip  of  my  cock.  I  bit  my  lip.  “Relax.  Stop  talking,”  she instructed again. 

She  leaned  forward  even  more,  sinking  more  and  more  of  my  hard  dick into her warm mouth. With her hand, she continued stroking. 

“Shit,” I muttered in pleasure, letting my head fall back, sinking into the bed.  The  mattress  was  becoming  more  and  more  comfortable  as  my  body became more and more overwhelmed with euphoria. I began to forget all the

questions that I intended to ask. 

The tip of my date’s tongue gently ran down the entire underside of my slick cock, flicking the tip at the end. 

“What’s your name?” I asked, between breaths. My eyes were now closed as I revelled in the pleasure. 

“Carrie,” she said. 

“You’re good at what you do, Carrie.” 

“Thanks hun,” she replied as she resumed sucking my dick. 

I let myself continue to relax into the bed, falling farther and farther away from  my  inhibitions.  My  cock  was  incredibly  hard  inside  of  the  beauty’s mouth. I could feel a trembling developing in my legs. 

Suddenly, there was a white flash and my body was slapped with a sharp pain.  I  winced  on  the  bed.  A  notification  flashed  before  me,  “There  is  an issue with your connection. Please wait a moment.” 

My brunette whore sat up and looked at me. The pain had gone away, but the unexpected shock lingered. “Are you okay?” she asked me. 

“Yeah—It’s nothing,” I said. The notification disappeared and everything seemed to return to normal. 

Carrie  smiled.  She  began  to  crawl  over  top  of  my  body,  looking  down into  my  eyes.  She  sat  up  on  her  knees,  and  in  one  swift  motion,  pulled  her nighty over top of her whole body. She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. The removal  of  her  lingerie  left  her  completely  nude,  with  the  exception  of  her long black stockings, which she kept on. 

“Fuck me, Ben,” she said. 

I stared into her eyes. “How do you know my name?” I asked. 

She smiled, but did not answer my question. She tossed her lingerie down onto the ground next to the bed and began to sink back down. I looked into her eyes. They were so real—so impossibly real. I felt as though I could see the whole universe through her bright green irises. How could they possibly be artificial? 

Smiling subtly, she began to lower her hips downwards. I could feel the soft lips of her pussy slide up against my slick cock. She began to sensually grind  my  shaft  up  and  down,  coating  her  warm  slit  in  her  own  lubricating saliva.  I  looked  down  at  her  lush  lips.  Beginning  to  feel  the  euphoric

sensations between her legs, she bit her bottom with her perfectly white teeth. 

Desperate for a kiss, I placed one hand on her mid-back and the other on the back of her head. I pulled her down and kissed her deeply. As her tongue pushed  through  my  lips,  my  cock  pushed  through  hers.  Her  eyes  opened sharply and she let out a swift gasp. I pushed my long member in deep, her tight  walls  squeezing  hard  against  me.  As  I  slid  in,  her  body  began  to  melt warmly  into  my  own.  My  arms  tightened  around  her  body  as  her  fingers tightened  against  my  arms.  I  could  feel  her  dangling  clit  dancing  along  the top of my cock as I slowly pushed forward. Soon enough, I was completely inside of the beautiful brunette whore. I shifted my hand down from her mid-back to her soft, ripe butt cheek. 

She began to rise and fall against my body. Her knees pulled up next to my hips and she pulled away from our kiss. Closing her eyes, she placed her hands up into her long flowing hair. 

“Fuck,” I muttered, staring up at my virtual-goddess. 

She  swayed  her  hips  side-to-side,  front  and  back  as  she  rose  up  and  fell down. As she slid all the way up, the tip of my cock just peered out before being enveloped by her warm, tight hole all over again. I could feel the walls of her pussy contracting rhythmically against my thick girth. 

Warm juice began to trickle out of her slit, down my cock. I took a deep breath and let my head fall to the side. Then, as Carrie continued to bounce on my dick, I noticed something—

An  empty  picture  frame  sat  on  the  wall.  Inside  of  it  was  just  a  slick-looking black square. There was something off about it—as if something was on  the  other  side.  Suddenly,  I  remembered  Eli’s  voyeuristic  booth.  “It couldn’t  be,”  I  thought  to  myself.  After  all,  there  weren’t  any  forced transformations happening. Why would anyone watch? 

“What’s the matter?” Carrie asked me as she leaned forward and placed the palms of her hands on my chest. She continued riding my hard cock. 

“What? Nothing,” I said. 

“Am I not sexy enough for you?” 

“No—I  mean  yes—I  mean—You’re  sexy  enough.  You  too  sexy,”  I responded awkwardly. Carrie had stopped moving completely, my hard dick resting deep in her pussy. 

“I’m too sexy?” she asked, thinking it was a negative. 

“You’re  perfect,  Carrie.  Really.  I  couldn’t  have  asked  for  a  better—A better girl.” 

Carrie smiled at me and then resumed her occupational duties, bouncing up and down on my cock. 

I placed my hands on the sweet whore’s hips and began to pull her down into me hard after every pull out. I could feel my cock swelling and filling up with cum. 

“Oh, God!” the brunette prostitute cried out, her eyes closing again. She let  her  head  fall  back,  looking  up  to  the  ceiling.  She  began  to  cum.  Warm juice started to stream down my cock, onto the old mattress below. 

I looked down at Carrie’s bouncing tits. The soft supple breasts rippled as they  fell,  before  rising  back  up  for  another  revolution.  Her  nipples  had become increasingly perky as she entered into her orgasm. 

I wasn’t far behind the wet whore. My cock began to bloat as it became impossibly harder. I held back valiantly, squeezing every muscle in my body. 

But  I  could  only  hold  myself  for  so  long  against  Carrie’s  programmed-perfection. 

I  pulled  Carrie  down  swiftly  and  powerfully  into  my  Pelvis  as  hot  cum began to blast out of my cock. “Oh, fuck!” I yelled out loud, closing my eyes tightly, my muscles still tensed. Carrie’s fingertips dug into my chest. 

Suddenly, I felt another swift shock—my Pod was malfunctioning again. 

This time, it didn’t immediately go away. My vision flickered in and out of absolute white as cum continued to pour out of my dick. I winced in pain. 

“Ben?” Carrie asked with a sudden look of concern on her face. 

The pain from the malfunctioning Pod was crippling. I couldn’t respond to my date. 

“Ben, what’s happening?” Carrie asked. 

“N—Nothing,”  I  stuttered,  hoping  it  would  pass.  And  then,  without warning, everything turned white. 
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Chapter 4

Henry



Everything remained white. My body was lost but I still had consciousness. 

“Am I dead?” I wondered. 

There  was  only  nothingness  for  what  felt  like  an  eternity.  I  had  become trapped  in  limbo.  Time  ceased  to  exist.  Matter  ceased  to  exist.  All  that  was left was my confused consciousness. 

“You’re  not  alone,  Ben  Karlson,”  an  echoing  said  through  the nothingness. 

I couldn’t respond. I didn’t have the means. 

“You’re dead  now,  but  that  doesn’t  work  for  me.  I  haven’t  had  my  chat with you yet. You haven’t published your article,” the voice continued. All I could do was listen. 

Was I hearing the voice of God? 

“The monitor has the answer you need to go deeper. Get it from him and all your answers will begin to be answered. I’ll see you soon enough.” 

“Ben!” another voice screamed. 

Suddenly, my eyes began to open. I was lying on my side, staring at the wall  of  the  storage  room.  There  were  multiple  feet  around  me.  Painfully,  I looked  up.  Henry,  MJL  Corp.’s  youngest  builder  was  staring  down  at  me with a shocked look on his face. 

“Oh  my  God,  Ben!  You’re  alive!”  Henry  cried  out.  “Don’t  move.  The medic is on his way down.” 

Slowly, I reached my hand up to a sharp pain on my forehead. I held it for a moment and then looked at my hand. It was covered in blood. 

“What--What  the  fuck  happened?”  I  asked.  I  could  barely  speak.  My body was drained of energy. 

“You tried to use this old broken Pod. What were you thinking?” Henry asked. 

“You should be dead,” I heard Jarius’ voice say. “That Pod’s transmitter is  broken.  Instead  of  connecting  to  EL,  it  sent  one-hundred  volts  directly through your brain.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, still unmoved on the floor. 

“That  Pod  has  never  worked,  Ben.  You  basically  just  sat  in  the  electric chair. Why would you do that?” 

“Charlie told me to,” I said. 

“Damnit!”  Jarius  said  angrily.  He  held  his  hands  on  his  head.  “Charlie disappeared  this  afternoon.  What’s  going  on  Ben?  What  is  he  hiding  from us?” 

I thought about it for a moment. “I don’t know,” I lied. Even though the bastard tried to kill me, I still felt the need to protect him—if nothing but for the sake of my article. “Where did he go?” 

“No  one  knows—Just  try  to  relax.  We’ll  get  you  set  up  in  the  medical room.” Jarius said. “You’ll be the first to ever use it.” 

The medic eventually made his way to me. Henry and the medic carried me  to  the  elevator.  Henry  swiped  his  card  and  asked  the  medic,  “What floor?” The medic replied “Sixteen.” 

The floor we ended up on looked identical to the floor my bedroom was on. It was completely covered in white panels, which emitted a soft glow. 

“We’ll  talk  about  all  this  in  the  morning,”  Jarius  said  just  before  they injected me with some sort of painkiller that ended up knocking me right out almost immediately. 

I woke up in the middle of the night to a piercing headache. I was woken by a nightmare, which I began to forget as soon as I woke up. As soon as I returned to consciousness, I began to think about what Jarius said, about the Pod  being  non-functional.  If  that  was  true,  how  could  I  have  connected  to Enhanced-Life? 

I  managed  to  pull  myself  up  in  my  hospital  bed.  The  room  was  dark. 

Through  a  mirror  on  one  of  the  walls  I  could  see  that  they  had  put  a  large

bandage  on  my  head  where  the  Pod  had  zapped  me.  There  was  a  small bloodstain  on  the  side  of  the  bandage,  my  blood  having  soaked  through  the thick gauze. 

Charlie  was  in  the  base  somewhere—it  was  nearly  impossible  to  leave without arranging a ride by plane. I would never be able to find him, having no  knowledge  of  the  massive  base’s  layout.  But  I  had  a  hunch  I  could  find him inside of Enhanced-Life. If I could get to one of the Builder Pods, I had a chance. Even if the drugs made me pass out in the Pod, I would remain inside of the virtual reality system. 

I  pulled  myself  out  of  my  bed.  Sharp  pains  crackled  through  my  body, eliciting  a  wince  in  pain.  “Fuck,”  I  muttered.  The  immediate  pain  quickly passed.  On  the  counter  was  a  vial  of  morphine—perfect.  I  stumbled  over  to the vial and started to dig through drawers and cupboards. I found a needle. I filled it up with the morphine and injected myself through my arm. 

It would take a few minutes for it to work, but it wasn’t going to help my drowsiness from all the drugs. 

I  stumbled  out  of  the  room  and  down  the  desolate  hallway  towards  the elevator.  The  morphine  was  beginning  to  work,  killing  the  pain  but  also blurring my vision and making my legs begin to numb. I fell against the wall where  the  elevator  was  and  pressed  the  button.  After  a  few  moments  of waning  consciousness,  the  elevator  arrived.  I  fell  into  it.  I  swiped  my  card and the elevator door closed. 

I was close. I just had a little bit farther to go. I felt my body becoming weightless  and  I  couldn’t  tell  whether  it  was  from  the  quickly  descending elevator  or  the  pain  killing  drugs  pumping  through  my  blood  stream.  The elevator soon reached the bottom and I stumbled out of it. 

“I don’t know,” a voice said. I rolled out of sight, behind the closest desk in  the  room.  The  whole  builder’s  room  was  dark,  except  for  a  lone  light  at Charlie’s  monitor  desk  where  Henry  King  sat  with  the  short  dark-skinned Monitor whom Charlie was speaking with the previous night. 

“Are these Blips?” Henry asked the man. 

“Yeah—And a lot of them,” the dark-skinned man replied. 

“What should I do? What would Charlie do?” Henry asked. It was evident that they had placed Henry onto Monitor duty while Charlie was nowhere to be found. 

“Charlie would go into EL,” the man told Henry. “But Charlie’s also been doing it for years. He knows how to safely handle these things.” 

“Where are the Blips coming from?” 

“Look up the character pattern in the system. It looks like its all coming from the same spot,” the dark-skinned man said. Henry and the man shifted over to the next computer and began to type numbers in. 

Carefully, I crawled between the many desks towards the Pod Room. If I were going to get there, I would have to pass Henry. 

“Centuri—The  Blips  are  all  coming  from  Centuri…  A  place  called  The Costume Shop,” Henry said triumphantly. “What do you think?” 

“Stay here—Wait for Charlie to come back.” 

“Danny, c’mon! I can go in and see what it is… Isn’t that the whole point of me doing this?” 

“You’re just on Monitor to make Jarius happy. Charlie’s got a system that works. Let’s not fuck around with it—okay?” 

Henry  sighed.  His  youthful  flame  burned  out.  “Alright.  Okay,”  he  said, defeated. 

“I’m going to get some sleep. You going to be okay until Francis comes in at six to take over?” 

“Yeah, I’ll be fine.” 

“G’night, Henry.” 

“Good night.” 

Danny,  the  dark-skinned  man,  stood  up  and  began  to  walk  towards  the elevator.  I  squeezed  my  body  as  tightly  as  I  could  underneath  one  of  the desks  to  avoid  capture.  My  heart  raced.  Danny  walked  straight  past  me.  He got into the elevator and soon enough, Danny was long gone. 

I  resumed  crawling  towards  the  Builder  Pods.  I  stopped  under  another desk. “How am I going to get past Henry?” I thought to myself. I could see Henry  sitting  at  Charlie’s  desk,  defeated  as  he  watched  the  little  characters stream by before him. 

I started crawling again. My vision was starting to blur. I was incredibly tired, practically passing out on the floor. Suddenly, Henry stood up. I froze, exposed in the middle of an isle of desks. I thought for sure that I was caught. 

But  instead  of  seeing  me,  Henry  turned  and  began  to  walk  towards  the Builder  Pod  room,  leaving  his  desk  vacant.  After  he  disappeared  into  the room,  I  stood  up  and  ran  as  quickly  as  I  could  over  to  the  desk.  On  one computer, the screen displayed its usual stream of Blips. On the other, there was a long list of area codes—the backdoors to every Enhanced-Life sector. 

There  were  hundreds—maybe  even  thousands  of  different  sectors  to  choose from. Finally, I found the one I was looking for. 

“Centuri: 0A891UH” 

I  looked  on  the  desk  for  a  pen  to  write  the  code  down  onto  my  hand. 

Then, I noticed something—On the folder that Jarius had given me, Charlie had written something: “Call me Jonah.” 

“Call  me  Jonah?”  I  muttered  to  myself.    I  didn’t  think  much  about  it  in the  moment.  Instead,  I  continued  my  search  for  a  pen.  Finally,  I  found  one, and I wrote down the Centuri backdoor code onto my wrist. 

Quietly, I continued my stumble towards the Builder Pod room. The room was  quiet  and  seemingly  empty.  I  walked  along  the  Pods.  Henry  was unconscious  inside  of  one  of  them,  having  gone  against  his  colleague’s orders. I made my way down to the very end of the row of Pods where I was least likely to be seen. I practically crashed into the Pod seat as my legs gave out,  being  completely  taken  over  by  the  pain  medicine.  I  awkwardly  typed the  code  I  had  written  on  my  wrist  into  the  keypad.  I  rested  my  head  back, and started to go unconscious. 
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Chapter 5

Call Me Jonah



As  the  white  faded  away,  I  found  myself  standing  in  the  middle  of  another desolate  street.  Also  an  infinite-night  world,  Centuri  was  designed  to resemble Feudal China, if it were overgrown with contemporary technology. 

Classic Chinese architecture was accented with floating monitors advertising products  and  glowing  raised  walkways,  which  arched  over  many  flowing streams. There were many designated planters for flowers, but they were all empty. Like Pegasus-Nine, Centuri was rundown. It was one of the original Enhanced-Life  destinations,  rarely  visited  since  the  re-opening  after  the murder  of  Fyodor  Pytrovich.  The  streets  were  littered  with  garbage,  and many  of  the  buildings  were  abandoned  and  their  monitor  screens  were  long turned  off.  In  the  distance,  a  massive  Chinese  temple  reached  far  into  the world’s  night  time  clouds.  The  streets  were  lined  with  orange  glowing lanterns, many of which had been burnt out or destroyed by vandals. Despite its rough state, you could tell that Centuri used to be a beautiful place. 

I looked around myself, reading all of the shop signs. A short ways down the street was The Costume Shop. There was a glowing orange light on inside the shop. I began to walk towards it. I climbed the red-painted wooden steps up  to  the  wide  and  tall,  hand-carved  doorway.  I  pulled  the  handle  and entered. 

The inside of the shop was an overwhelming labyrinth of costume racks, extending eight-feet into the air. It was quiet. The only thing I could hear was my  own  footsteps.  Trying  to  remain  quiet,  I  navigated  my  way  around  a series of drag-queen outfits. 

“Hello,”  an  old  man  said,  startling  me  as  I  came  around  the  corner.  He was straightening outfits, which hung on the many racks. The old man didn’t look up at me. 

“Hi,” I said after my moment of surprise passed. 

“Can I help you find something?” 

“I’m—um—just looking around, I suppose.” 

“Strange night to just be looking around,” the old man said. 

“Why’s that?” 

“Just a thought.” 

I  thought  for  a  moment.  “Have  I  been  the  only  person  to  come  looking around?” 

The old man looked up at me for the first time. “Hm, that depends.” 

“Depends on what?” I asked. 

“I guess it depends on what you’re looking around for.” 

I  thought  for  a  moment.  The  old  man  was  hiding  something  from  me. 

“You have quite the selection of costumes here,” I observed. 

“I  have  the  biggest  selection  in  all  of  Enhanced-Life,”  the  old  man claimed. 

“Is that so?” 

“Indeed it is.” 

“You’re  selection  is  impressive,  but  surely  if  you’re  making  that  claim, you have more than what I can see here.” I played into the old man’s cryptic game, trying to elicit a clue. 

The  old  man  looked  at  me  for  a  moment.  “Are  you  planning  on  buying anything?” 

“Maybe,” I said. I began to feel nervous. There was more than meets the eye with this old man. 

The  old  man  was  cautious.  “Do  you  have  a  coupon  code?”  he  asked. 

There it was again—a coupon code. I thought hard for a moment, staring at the old man. The tension was so thick; you could cut it with a knife. “What’s your name?” he asked. 

Then,  I  put  it  together.  Something  clicked  in  my  brain  and  I  decided  to take  a  risk,  “Call  me  Jonah,”  I  said,  extending  my  hand  to  the  old  man.  He took my hand and shook it. 

“Let  me  show  you  the  back  room,”  he  said,  turning  around  and  leading

me through his costume labyrinth. He brought me to a door and pulled out a large  ring  of  keys.  After  some  searching  through  the  ring,  he  selected  a particularly rusted key, which fit perfectly into the keyhole and unlocked the door.  Before  opening  the  door,  he  turned  and  looked  me  in  the  eyes.  A moment of silence passed, and then he spoke, “I hope you know what you’re doing,” the old man said. “Screwing around with things you don’t understand

—it’s a good way to find yourself dead, or worse.” 

“Don’t worry about me,” I said to the old man. 

He  sighed,  and  opened  the  door  for  me.  Slowly,  I  entered.  The  old  man did not follow me. Instead, he closed the door behind me, leaving me alone in a long, dark hallway. 

I began to quietly walk down the hallway. There was only one other door aside  from  the  one  I’d  entered,  at  the  far  end  of  the  hall.  A  faint  light glimmered through the door’s cracks. I walked up to it, and could hear noise coming from within the room—faint and seemingly distant. 

Quietly, I turned the handle and opened the door. I found myself in a dark room—much like a prop room of a theatre company. I could just make out a large painted backdrop in the room’s darkness, as well as a number of naked mannequins. I quietly navigated the room, walking slowly towards the source of  the  noise.  As  I  found  myself  closer  to  the  sounds,  I  began  to  make  them out. 

I  could  hear  a  woman  moaning  through  a  crowd  of  men  cheering.  I stopped  for  a  moment  and  listened.  The  woman’s  moaning  was  quickly turning into euphoric screaming. The sounds were all coming from around a long, tall red curtain, as was the only source of light in the room. I carefully sidled  along  the  curtain  towards  the  activity.  Carefully,  I  peered  around  the edge of the curtain. 

A number of men stood in a semi-circle around two women. One of the women,  a  tall  blonde,  was  fucking  a  smaller-stature  redhead  in  the  ass  with her  long,  thick  reprogrammed  cock.  I  crouched  down,  hidden  in  a  shadow, and watched the act. 

Men  cheered  and  threw  their  arms  in  the  air.  Standing  among  the  men were a number of well-endowed women, waiting for turns of their own at the helpless  woman.  There  were  also  a  number  of  beautiful  women  without genetic  modification.  I  scanned  the  faces  in  the  crowd.  I  didn’t  recognize

anyone at first. Then, sitting with a large grin on his face near the back of the room I recognized someone. My heart stopped beating in my chest. 

It  was  Jarius  Knudstrom.  The  chair  he  sat  in  was  tall  and  beautifully hand-carved,  as  if  for  a  king.  It  was  embroidered  with  colourful  gems  and upholstered  with  dark  red  velvet.  He  watched  the  woman  getting  fucked  in the center of the room with a certain look of pride. 

I  looked  around  again  to  see  if  I  recognized  anyone  else,  but  no  faces stood out of the crowd. 

The  blonde  pulled  her  long,  slick  member  out  of  the  redhead’s  asshole. 

She smiled to the crowd and stepped out of the way as another erect woman

—a short Asian girl—took over. The redhead was sapped of energy. She tried to pull herself out, but couldn’t. 

“Give it to her, honey!” one of the men yelled in the crowd. 

Before  the  Asian  girl  could  commence,  a  cheer  started  in  the  crowd. 

“Bigger! Bigger! Bigger!” All the men in the room joined in the chant. 

“Okay! Okay!” Jarius called out. “Make it bigger!” he yelled. 

A  man  I  did  not  recognize,  sitting  next  to  Jarius,  held  a  hefty  device  on his  lap.  The  device  glowed,  as  the  man  began  to  type  into  it.  Suddenly,  the Asian  girl’s  cock  doubled  in  size,  reaching  nearly  an  entire  foot  in  length. 

Men cheered, excited. The massive throbbing member was  thick.  The weight of it was impressive, forcing the Asian girl to place her hand underneath it for support. 

“Fuck her! Fuck her!” the crowd began to cheer. 

The  naked  Asian  girl  walked  forward,  dick  in  hand,  and  began  to  press the bulbous tip of it against the exhausted redhead’s butthole. One man in the crowd whistled excitedly. 

 Clank! 

Something near me, on my side of the curtain me fell over, making a loud noise.  The  crowd  of  men  fell  silent  and  everyone  turned  to  me.  I  quickly receded underneath a nearby table. My heart sank into my stomach and began to burn in my stomach acid. I was for sure caught. 

“Menu,” I whispered quietly. 

My  vision  flickered.  “Menu  cannot  be  accessed  at  this  time,”  a  notice appeared before me. 

“Fuck,” I muttered to myself. I could hear footsteps walking towards me. 

I looked around for an escape. “Menu,” I whispered again. 

“Menu  cannot  be  accessed  at  this  time.”  The  Blips  from  the Reprogrammer  next  to  Jarius  must  have  been  blocking  my  connection  with the Server. 

I could see the investigator’s legs walk past me, as I remained stationary under the table. I held my hand over my mouth to dampen the sound of my breath.  Another  pair  of  legs  walked  past  as  another  man  joined  the investigation. 

“It definitely came from over here,” one man said to another. 

“Get a flashlight.” 

“I’ve  got  one.  Hold  on.”  A  flashlight  suddenly  turned  on  and  began  to scan around the room. I pushed my body impossibly tighter against the back wall, hugging one of the table legs as hard as I could. 

“Whoever’s  here—Come  out!  We’re  going  to  find  you!”  a  man  called out. “Watch that door,” the man instructed the other to guard the room’s only exit.  I  was  trapped.  “Ah  ha!  I  see  you!”  the  man  called  out.  I  began  to  feel light headed as all the blood rushed out of my head. 

“Let me go!” a voice yelled out. The man had pulled someone else out of hiding.  But who could it have been? 

I  ducked  my  head  low  in  an  attempt  to  see  what  was  happening.  The burly man who had searched the room had pulled Henry King, the young fillin  Monitor  out  of  hiding.  He  was  dragging  the  small  MJL  Corp.  employee across the floor towards the crowd of horny men. My heart pounded against my chest. I wasn’t caught, but that wasn’t solace. 

“Who is it?” Jarius called out. 

“Some  scrawny  kid,”  Jarius’  henchman  said,  throwing  Henry  into  the middle of the circle of men, next to the used and abused redhead. 

“Henry King,” Jarius said. 

All  the  men  had  returned  to  their  places  in  the  semi-circle.  I  poked  my head back out. Henry was frozen in fear. 

“Who authorized you to snoop around past hours?” Jarius asked. 

“I—I,” Henry stuttered, unable to string a sentence together. 

“Now  I  can’t  let  you  leave,”  Jarius  said  with  his  strong  Swedish  accent. 

“Which  is  a  pity,  because  I  really  liked  you,  Henry.  You  didn’t  ask questions.” 

“I—I’m sorry. I—I won’t tell anyone. I promise. Please,” Henry begged. 

The men and women around him laughed. 

“You  certainly  won’t,”  Jarius  said.  “Because  I  sadly  have  to  kill  you now.” 

One of the men in the crowd pulled out a strange, metallic firearm. It was thick and clunky, with a glowing magazine attached to its side. 

“What’s that?” the terrified Henry asked. 

“It’s  this  new  thing  they’ve  started  making.  They  call  them   Desolators. 

One  blast  from  this  and  your  brain  is  turned  to  a  puddle  of  goo,  inside  and outside of Enhanced-Life.” 

“Please don’t! Please,” Henry continued to beg. 

A man walked up to Jarius and whispered into his ear. A menacing grin suddenly  crossed  Jarius’  face.  “How  badly  do  you  want  to  survive?”  Jarius asked. 

“I’ll do anything—please!” 

One of the men walked into the center of the room and pulled the redhead off of the table she was bent over. Another man snuck up behind Henry and grabbed  him  from  under  the  arms.  Henry  squirmed.  “What  are  you  doing?” 

he cried. The man pulled him up to the table. There was a chain conveniently fused to the table, which them men tied around Henry’s wrists, holding him in place. 

“You’re gonna make a fine lady,” one of the burly men said, smirking as he scratched his belly. 

“Please don’t!” 

The man in the back typed into his strange device once again. One of the burly guards began to pull away the helpless Henry’s pants. Henry squirmed and yelled in his futile resistance. 

“Cindy,”  Jarius  said  to  the  Asian  girl  with  the  massive  shaft.  “Start stroking that cock of yours. Get it nice and hard.” 

Cindy smiled and nodded her head. She placed her hand on her gigantic cock and began to stroke it up and down its massive length. From far away, I

could  see  her  thick  veins  filling  with  blood  as  she  prepared  to  mount  the young world builder. 

Jarius’ goons successfully pulled down the struggling Henry’s underwear, revealing a newly formed tight virgin pussy. 

Men  whistled  and  hollered  in  the  crowd,  excited  for  the  show.  Cindy walked  up  behind  Henry  and  rested  her  growing  member  between  Henry’s butt  cheeks.  Slowly,  she  ran  the  tip  of  her  massive  throbber  down  along Henry’s  crack  towards  his  quivering  pussy.  The  crowd  of  men  fell  silent, mesmerized  by  the  show.  Instead  of  going  right  for  the  penetration,  Cindy sunk  down  to  her  knees.  She  placed  her  hands  on  the  sides  of  Henry’s  butt and leaned forward, sticking her tongue out and tasting Henry’s sweet virgin slit. 

Henry’s  eyes  closed  tightly.  Cindy’s  tongue  gazed  the  lips  of  his  tight pussy. Meanwhile, her cock continued to grow as it filled with blood. I could see it throbbing, getting higher and higher, eventually pressing up against her fit tummy. She pushed her head forward, pressing her nose into Henry’s butt hole as her tongue penetrated Henry’s newly formed vagina. 

Henry inhaled a large breath of air, feeling himself penetrated for the first ever time. Cindy flicked her tongue around deep inside of the reprogrammed vagina. With one of her hands, she began to massage Henry’s clit. 

Henry  was  falling  victim  to  a  whole  new  culprit--  Strong  waves  of pleasure were coursing through his body and up his spine—unlike any he had ever felt. His fingers curled, gripping onto the edge of the metal table he was bent over. 

I looked up at Jarius, who was watching with a massive grin on his face. 

Of all people, I hadn’t expected him to be the ringleader of the operation—if indeed that was the case. I looked down at the helpless Henry. I thought hard about what I could do but the answer was sadly simple: nothing. As I looked around  the  room,  I  noticed  that  there  was  more  than  one  man  with  a Desolator in his hand.  Could that be what killed Fyodor? 

Cindy tickled Henry’s clit with the tip of her warm wet tongue, eliciting a soft moan from her victim. Henry was becoming lost in his euphoria, drifting away from his conundrum. Cindy stood up and spat into her hand, which she subsequently rubbed onto her long ready cock. The men around the action all watched in silence as the feminized man prepared for domination. As Cindy

began to insert her impossibly large cock into Henry, I looked away. It was too much for me to watch. 

I  could  hear  the  cheers  and  the  whistling  of  the  men  who  watched. 

Through  my  fingers,  I  could  see  Jarius  laughing  and  clapping  his  hands. 

Henry’s  screams  will  forever  be  burned  into  the  back  of  my  mind.  Quickly enough, I could hear the slapping of Cindy’s thighs against Henry’s butt. 

In that moment I realized that it would be suicide to publish the article I wanted  to  publish.  I  needed  to  sneak  out  of  Enhanced-Life,  get  home  to society and publish what they wanted—Some bullshit article about how safe Enhanced-Life  has  become  since  the  murder  of  Fyodor  Pytrovich.  I  would have to write about how great Jarius, the company’s president was, and how impenetrable  the  system’s  coding  was.  It  pained  me  to  know  I  would  be filling the world with lies. And if the truth eventually came out, what would happen to me? My reputation as a journalist would be destroyed. 

“I want in on this action,” one of the burly goons declared, stepping out from  the  crowd.  The  man  began  to  undo  his  belt  as  cheering  loudened between the men. I peeked through my fingers as the man’s pants fell to the floor  and  his  thick  erection  sprung  out.  He  stroked  it  maliciously  with  his hand  as  he  stepped  up  to  Henry,  who  was  still  being  pounded  by  the  hung Asian woman. 

With his long legs, the good stepped over Henry, in front of Cindy. With his  hand,  he  guided  his  long  erection  downward,  pressing  the  tip  of  it  up against Henry’s butt hole. Then, with one swift push, Henry was stuffed with two cocks; face down on a metallic table with his hands chained to one end. 

I looked away again. I could take anymore. Slowly, I started to make my way to the door, which I had entered through. I crawled on all fours towards the exit. 

Henry’s  initial  screaming  soon  softened  as  the  uncontrollable  pleasure once again to take hold of his body. Men whistled and cheered. 

“Cum!  Cum!  Cum!”  the  crowd  soon  cheered.  There  was  a  short  silence amongst the crowd, followed by loud yelling and cheer. The hung transvestite Asian prostitute blasted Henry with her large load. I looked back, and could just barely see through the mound of props. Jarius was walking towards the limp Henry. 

“Thank you for being such a good sport,” he said. “But you don’t really

think I can let you live after this, do you?” 

Henry looked up at Jarius. “Please don’t kill me,” he begged once more. 

“Sorry, boy.” 

One  of  the  armed  thugs  stepped  up  to  Henry  and  held  his  Desolator  to Henry’s head. 

“Please!”  Henry  cried.  But  it  was  too  late.  The  thug  shot.  There  was  a loud  zap  sound, and Henry went limp, smoke and blood billowing out of his ears. 

Carefully,  I  reached  up  and  grabbed  the  doorknob,  slowly  opening  the door. I slipped out and began to run down the hallway towards The Costume Shop,  stumbling  on  the  way.  Once  outside,  I  began  to  whisper,  “Menu! 

Menu!” 

My menu finally popped up. I looked towards the “exit” option. “Select,” 

I  muttered.  In  a  matter  of  seconds,  my  vision  was  once  again  beginning  to whiten. I had made it out unspotted. 

As the white faded away, I found myself in the Builder Pod, the dry-gel material  receding  from  my  head.  My  mind  was  still  in  a  daze  from  the morphine I’d consumed earlier. I pulled myself to my feet and began to make my way down the length of Pods. 

Henry  sat  in  his  Pod,  blood  flowing  down  from  his  earholes.  He  was dead. 

I needed to get back up to the medical room they’d set me up in. I slowly made my way towards the elevator. My pain medication was wearing off and the pain in my head was quickly returning. I stumbled into the elevator. Then, I  realized  my  card  would  only  bring  me  back  up  to  my  bedroom,  not  the medical  room.  If  they  realized  I’d  left  my  hospital  bed,  they  might  get suspicious. 

I  stumbled  back  out  of  the  elevator  and  started  thinking  of  how  I  could get  back  to  that  room.  I  needed  a  different  card,  or  the  floor  code.  I remembered Henry using his card to bring me up originally. I could take the card from his dead body. 

I  made  my  way  back  to  the  Builder  Pod  room.  I  fell  to  my  knees  and started to dig through Henry’s pockets. Eventually, I found the card. Now, I just  needed  to  remember  what  floor  it  was  on.  I  remembered  as  hard  as  I

could. 

“Sixteen!”  I  muttered  triumphantly  as  it  came  back  to  me.  I  swiped  the card  in  the  elevator  and  punched  in  the  floor  number.  Almost  instantly,  the elevator began to rise up towards the sixteenth floor. Before stepping out of the elevator, I slipped Henry’s card through the crack between the floor and elevator,  letting  it  fall  down  to  the  very  bottom  of  the  elevator  shaft.  I couldn’t leave any clues on my person. 

I snuck my way back into the medical room, climbed up onto the hospital bed and almost immediately passed out. Slowly, I slipped into a dream. 

I was standing inside of a massive white abyss in my dream-state. 

“When are you going to take me away from here?” Carrie asked, smiling at me from across an infinitely white plain. 

My  pain  and  worries  were  all  gone  as  I  walked  towards  the  beautiful brunette. She was wearing a long, flowing white dress, which blew in a non-existent wind. 

“When I can,” I responded. 

“I love you, Ben.” 

“I love you too.” 

“I don’t want to be trapped in here any longer.” 

“I’ll get you out,” I told the beautiful prostitute. “I promise.” 

“I can tell you things—answers that you’re looking for.” 

“What? Tell me.” 

“You  need  to  come  and  find  me  so  I  can  show  you.  I  can’t  show  you here.” 

“Why can’t you show me here?” 

“Because  here  is  nowhere.  There’s  nothing  here  to  show  you.  Find  me, Ben, and everything will make sense.”  Carrie  placed  her  hands  on  my  sides and smiled. “Don’t forget this when you wake up.” Carrie kissed me on the lips gently. 

Soon enough, I began to drift back into wakefulness. 



To be continued…
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