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Juanita shrugs. "What's the difference?" 
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 One 
 
    The doors opened and a foul stench drifted in. Alric’s nose wrinkled as he forced his legs to move. Stepping out beyond the main doors, the young man’s heart beat like a jackhammer. Thoughts swirled as he made his way into the dirty street. Thick shafts of light burned through the thin layer of smog, illuminating the street in subdued brilliance. 
 
    Alric lifted a hand up to shield his eyes from the sun. Heart thumping like a freight train in his chest, he tried to admire the outside world of the towers and found its dirty glory seriously lacking. Used and crushed cans laid about while something that looked like a rat scurried away with trash in its mouth. Grime covered walls and windows along the street as filthy neon signs glowed, even in the midday light. 
 
    Alric turned his attention upward, still shielding his eyes. Magnificent towers rose into the partly gloomy sky, shiny and wonderous. Measuring hundreds to thousands of stories tall, they stabbed upward with the promise of comfort and security.  
 
    Alric wanted to turn around and step back in. If he made it to the elevator, he could be back in his place and pretend this was all a faint nightmare. Lowering his gaze to the grimy street, he knew he was already here. He simply had to walk two blocks and he would be at Dr. Neon’s office. 
 
    The young man took a deep breath to calm his nerves and immediately regretted it. He coughed and choked before an alert filled his gaze. 
 
    Activating filtration implant.  
 
    A swirling symbol appeared in the corner of his gaze, and his breathing became normal. The small implant at the entrance to his lungs worked, filtering toxins from the air and allowing scrubbed oxygen to fill them. Breathing easier, he pushed away the nagging doubts and began to walk. 
 
    Thoughts rained down like mad harpies as he tried to regain control of his anxiety. First time out of his tower was like entering an alien landscape. A man lay in a gutter, eyes closed and a stupid smile on his face. He was covered head to boot in filth, but the simple smile told Alric all he needed to know. The man was lost to a nano drug called Pure. It created euphoria by stimulating and converting serotonin while keeping you in a dream state. With one injection, it could last for an entire year. The nano-drones would only wake you for activities for survival, but once you ate and drank, the user would fall back into a stupor until they needed to survive again. 
 
    Alric walked by, hating the knowledge filling his mind. He spent weeks researching the lower levels, watching vids and gathering every piece of information he could. The worst of humanity lay at the bottom levels and the streets. Either genetically inferior or unwilling to work for the systems in place, they were sent to the lower floors. Those who didn’t follow the government mandates were forced to relocate as well and sometimes, driven to the streets. It created a system all citizens had no choice in. You worked and earned your way up to nicer floors and added security or you were relocated to levels where crime was rampant and human life was worth less than zero.  
 
    Wisps of smog drifted by along Alric’s ankles as he looked to a corner and saw a humanoid Sentry drone. Its black armored body stood, plasma rifle magnetized to its chest and forever watching electronic eyes scanning the area. Alric lifted his trench coat’s collar but gave the drone a head nod. The Sentry continued to scan the area as if he didn’t even see him. 
 
    Moving along, the young man put a little more energy in his step. Focusing on his goal, he quickened his stroll. Thoughts turned jagged as he tried to calm his beating heart. It was just a small procedure and he would be out in an hour. An image of Lana touched his mind and his pulse slowed. She would be waiting for him to return and then he could talk all about his harrowing journey in the slum streets of York City.  
 
    Alric smirked to himself as he walked along. The city’s name was changed over a hundred years ago as it grew taller and larger. Like a hungry mold, it grew over land and water to accommodate the growing populace when it was no longer safe to live in more rural areas. The drifting poisonous clouds ate through small areas, killing all living things without effective filtration systems. If there was a power outage, families faced a chance of falling asleep and never waking up again. 
 
    The young man cursed under his breath, his mind a kaleidoscope of random thoughts. He had a safe home and loving partner. He may not be considered for the Mars Relocation groups, but he could still live his life in safety in the mid-floors of the Blue Sky Tower. The Mars Relocation initiative was nearly fifty years away, but Alric was fine living out his days in security while the world continued to die. 
 
    Waking up from his muddled thoughts, Alric smiled as he saw a neon sign with a doctor in a white lab coat with sunglasses greeting him. When he took a step closer, a holo image appeared of the doctor, pointing the way in. A metal shuttered door slid upwards as darkness greeted him. 
 
    Alric took a deep breath, knowing his small journey was only at the halfway point. Taking a step forward, he froze as an outline of a large man stepped into view. 
 
    Alric’s heart fluttered in fear as a thick, green-skinned humanoid stepped out. Slightly pointed ears covered each side of the bald head as tusks jutted from behind thick lips. Small eyes narrowed for a moment, sizing Alric up while a white triangle was painted over one eye. Thick muscles pushed out against thick skin as the humanoid stood at about six foot three. Alric was not small, standing at six one, but to stare at the thick shouldered monster of a creature before him caused him to feel smaller.  
 
    The green humanoid huffed in annoyance as he saw Alric was not a threat. Alric was quick to step aside as the thick creature stepped past him. Alric was sure the orc would have bashed him out of the way if he didn’t move. Once the orc reached the street, it turned and walked away without a second glance back. 
 
    Alric found himself struggling to breath and let out a big exhale. He had no idea he was holding his breath. Turning to the entrance, he hurried in and the metal door shuttered down behind him. 
 
    Neon lights glowed red along the corners of the corridor. A sinking feeling pulled down on the young man’s spirit with every step. The red light gave the hallway an otherworldly feel, like marching into the abyss itself. Alric firmed up his resolve and pushed on. Hand reaching into his coat, he touched the handle of a small plasma pistol in a hidden holster. Remembering the amount of credits he paid for it, he at first felt it was too much. Now that he was here on street level, it was worth every credit. If it came down to a fight for his life, he would be armed and go down shooting.  
 
    Reaching the end of the corridor, a metal door slid up and white light spilled out. Alric’s eyes squinted as he stepped in. The door shuttered behind him and a sliver of gloom wrapped around his spine. 
 
    White tile glowed along the walls, ceiling and floor. A man in a lab coat stood next to a terminal and several hovering tables with instruments on them. A worn-out chair took up the middle, several robotic arms above it. The room was medium sized and smelled of cleaning chemicals. It was enough for Alric to wrinkle his nose. Gaze floating down, the young man noticed a barred drain with crimson streaks along the metal and spots around it. Another tendril of anxiety caressed his nerves as he took a deep breath. 
 
    “Alric Vine,” Dr. Neon asked while he placed tools and equipment on the floating trays. 
 
    Alric nodded. “Yes, Dr. Neon.” 
 
    The Doctor held out a hand, but didn’t turn around. “Your payment went through. Undress and take a seat. The procedure shouldn’t take longer than an hour.” 
 
    Alric hesitated, mind drifting to his trench coat and the pistol hidden within. The Doctor was going to put him under, but he hoped the strange man didn’t rummage through his belongings. It was one of Alric’s many worst-case scenarios, several of them also involving his organs being harvested or waking up in the sub-levels as the main course of flesh eaters. 
 
    Not wanting this to take any longer than needed, Alric began to undress. A large metal tray floated next to the chair and Alric began piling his clothes on, making sure the coat was on top. When he was fully nude, he climbed onto the chair and sat back, muscles tight. 
 
    Dr. Neon turned around and Alric’s eyes widened a hair. The man wore dark glasses but the rest of his face was pulled back like a tight tarp. Cheekbones pressed out at the tightly pulled skin. Lips were stretched, giving him an almost demonic grin. Black hair was pulled back like his face, giving him an almost alien appearance.  
 
    Dr. Neon stepped closer, floating trays staying at his sides like trained servants. Alric found himself talking just so he didn’t vault from the chair and run out into the streets naked. 
 
    “I saw an orc leave your office. I didn’t know you served mythics here.” 
 
    Dr. Neon stepped closer as the trays surrounded Alric. “I cannot discuss doctor patient privilege, but I can tell you, I help all for the right price.” 
 
    Alric nodded a little too quickly. “I understand, but I thought all mythics were dangerous rebels? I mean, wouldn’t he be arrested on sight? Are they allowed to move around on the street and sub-levels?” 
 
    Dr. Neon moved tools on trays, rearranging them for better access. “First time on the streets?” 
 
    Alric nodded again. 
 
    “If I were you, I wouldn’t ask too many questions unless you want sentries questioning you. Now, how many hours do you have on your access request before your considered missing?” 
 
    “Twenty-three hours,” Alric said a little too quickly. Every tower citizen had to put in a request to access street level. If he didn’t return by the end of the designated time, a drone retrieval unit would be activated and search for him. It was a way to ensure safety for valued citizens, even one like Alric who had no real future prospects. 
 
    Dr. Neon nodded. “I’m sure you hear all kinds of stories. Many of them are not true. We don’t harvest organs and no one is going to eat your flesh, at least not on the street.” 
 
    “That sounds like something someone would say and was going to do it anyway,” Alric smiled nervously. 
 
    Dr. Neon nodded as he picked up a breathing mask. “You’re funny, very funny. It would hurt my business if patients went missing so you have nothing to fear. I’m going to put you under now. When you wake, you should feel fine, but give it an hour before you use the implant.” 
 
    “Yes, Doctor,” Alric said in a soft voice before the mask was placed over his nose and mouth. 
 
    The edges of the mask suctioned on and gas began to flow. Alric mentally commanded turning off his filtration implant, but activated a subroutine to filter out the gas should his body began losing blood or organs were being removed. Despite the Doctor’s reassuring words, Alric didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
    Dr. Neon picked up a tool. Alric’s eyes grew heavy, lids sliding down and darkness consuming him. 
 
    The abyss yawned as Alric floated. Serenity coiled around his body like a snake and he found himself smiling. There were no doubts or worry. He was free of all earthly bonds. It felt magical until a beeping sound touched his senses. Lana’s face appeared in the darkness before it melted away, shafts of light stabbing into his eyes. 
 
    Alric blinked as he tried to regain his senses. Not sure what was happening, he turned on his filtration implant. The fogginess lifted after a few seconds and his eyes began to focus. 
 
    Dr. Neon stood, cleaning a tool. Alric gazed down to a spider drone as it cauterized the small incision just over his groin. The spider drone finished its work and leapt onto a tray before curling into itself and forming a tight ball. 
 
    Alric reached over and dug out his pants, slipping them on as Dr. Neon continued to clean his instruments. 
 
    “The operation was a success. As I said before, give it an hour before activating it. You’re free to go and be sure to tell others about my services. It will be greatly appreciated.” 
 
    Alric slipped his shirt over his head, gaze darting to his coat and sitting on the edge of the reclined chair. “Thank you, Doctor.” 
 
    Dr. Neon turned around with a wide, toothy grin. Alric knew the sight of his pulled back face was going to give him nightmares for a few weeks. 
 
    “If you need anything further, please contact me through the usual channels. I have upgrades for your implant to enhance your experiences.” 
 
    Alric touched his coat, wanting to run back to his tower and forget he was ever down here when the very air wrinkled. The oddness slowed him down as he turned his head to the Doctor. Ripples shimmered behind the Doctor as he stood with his demonic grin. The edges of the grin slowly fell to gravity’s pull as he slightly turned his head. A dark flash filled the chamber before a cloaked woman sprang forward, a short sword swinging around and the edge touching the good Doctor’s neck. Another hand grabbed his hair and held his head in place.  
 
    Alric was frozen, staring at the woman as shadows of her black hood covered most of her face except for her chin and dark purple lips. Gloved hands held the Doctor as lips curved into a wicked smirk. 
 
    “Dr. Neon, so glad we could meet again,” the woman’s voice floated into the air like velvet. 
 
    “Whisper, please, we don’t need to behave like this,” the Doctor said nervously. 
 
    “Yes, we do. You know who I’m searching for and your name came up on one of my hunts. Which is strange since you told me last time you never had contact with him.” 
 
    “I haven’t had any contact with him,” Dr. Neon nearly stuttered. “It was coded messages, asking for advice. That is all. He sent them to many of the network doctors.” 
 
    The shadows receded and an eye stared into Alric’s soul. The young man stood still, watching with wide eyes.  
 
    “I’ll need to see those messages to confirm,” Whisper said slyly as she pulled the sword back. 
 
    Dr. Neon nodded as he stepped to a terminal. Fingers tapped at the keyboard and the screen glowed on. The cloaked woman in black leather stood to the side while Alric continued to stare.  
 
    Dr. Neon tapped at a few more keys before stepping back, standing between Alric and the woman in black. 
 
    “There are the messages. Please scan them and go.” 
 
    Whisper stepped closer to the terminal. Left hand up, she began tapping at keys while her eyes scanned the information. 
 
    Dr. Neon rubbed at his head as a bead of sweat dripped down from a stretched temple. The only sound was the tapping of the woman in black with a sword in her hand. Alric couldn’t believe what he was seeing and looked to the door, planning his own quick exit. 
 
    “Whisper, he will only be found when he allows himself to be found,” Dr. Neon said as a hand reached for a cutting tool on a nearby floating tray. 
 
    Whisper recorded the messages as she kept her wicked grin, “I’m not playing his game anymore and neither should the rest of the world.” 
 
    Shadows lengthened under Dr. Neon’s eyes as his hand gripped the sharp tool. “He is the Master. He dictates the adventure.” 
 
    Whisper’s grin faded away. “He doesn’t dictate me,” the woman in black said as she whipped around, short sword out. 
 
    Dr. Neon’s eyes widened as he raised the cutting tool, only for Whisper’s blade to slice across his throat like a hot knife. Blood spurted as his left hand went up to clutch at the wound. A blink later, his face exploded outwards. Gore, brain matter and crimson streaks bounced off Whisper’s leather clad body. Pieces of white skull hit the tiled floor with a clatter.  
 
    Whisper stared from under her hood, Dr. Neon standing for a second, what was left of his head flopping to the side before it collapsed. Behind his crumpling form, Alric stood, plasma pistol in hand and eyes as wide as saucers. When the dead Doctor hit the ground, Alric’s pistol hand began to shake. 
 
    “Thank you, but I had it under control,” Whisper said as she wiped blood splatter from her porcelain white cheek. 
 
    “I…I…never…killed…anyone before,” Alric said as he lowered his pistol. 
 
    Whisper wiped blood off her leather covered chest. “You get used to it.” 
 
    Alric looked down on the cooling body as bright red leaked out onto white tiles and down the metal drain. 
 
    Whisper stood straighter, shadows still covering her face as she looked on the paling young man before her. 
 
    “Thank you for helping,” the woman held out her gloved hand, “I’m Jenna Whisper. Pleased to meet you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two   
 
    “Jenna…Whisper,” Alric said in a low voice as his gaze lingered, “the Dark Rogue?” 
 
    Jenna bowed slightly, “The names can be so dramatic, but yes, the one and only.” 
 
    Alric held the pistol in hand, barrel pointed down. “You’re…a murderer.” 
 
    Jenna stood up, made a small pout, glanced to the bloody mess on the floor and then back to Alric. “Apparently, I’m not the only one.” 
 
    Alric looked down, his face white as a ghost. “He was going to kill you. I couldn’t just stand here and…” 
 
    Jenna nodded but a small smirk formed. “Thank you, but he was dead before you pulled the trigger.” 
 
    Alric’s mind snapped to attention as he lifted the pistol and pointed at the rogue.  
 
    Jenna raised her hands to the top of her shoulders, palms out. “I thought we were having a friendly chat?” 
 
    “I just came down for a minor procedure. I wouldn’t have stepped out if I knew this was going to happen!” 
 
    Jenna raised an eyebrow, “Came down? You’re a tower citizen?” 
 
    Alric opened his mouth and an alert filled his gaze, flashing red. 
 
    Alric Vine, you have witnessed a crime. Sentry drones have been dispatched to bring you in for questioning. Do not resist! Do not resist! Do not resist! 
 
    Jenna stepped forward, hands still up, but making eye contact. Alric kept the pistol up but his hand was shaking like a leaf. 
 
    “Are you receiving an alert? Are sentries on their way?” 
 
    Alric said nothing, but glanced away and returned his gaze to the woman in black leather. 
 
    The Rogue’s expression hardened as she lowered her hands. “What’s your name?” 
 
    Alric was silent. 
 
    “I know your scared, but if sentries are on their way, they will make both of our lives very difficult. You’re a tower citizen and have an implant that turns on when a crime is witnessed or committed.” 
 
    “I know about the Guardian implant! They are going to arrest you,” Alric growled. 
 
    Jenna shook her head slightly. “They will never catch me, but you, I don’t believe tower citizens are allowed to own a firearm. I hear the prisons are worse than street level.” 
 
    Alric turned the pistol slightly and looked at it, heart hammering in his chest. A hand flashed forward, palm striking the pistol and sent it flying. Alric’s heart dropped in his chest as a forearm smashed into his throat and slammed him against a wall before the pistol clattered on the tiled floor. 
 
    “We don’t have a lot of time,” Jenna said as Alric struggled to breath. “I know someone who can wipe it, but we have to leave now.” 
 
    “…Why?” grunted Alric as he fought for air. 
 
    “Maybe I’m not as dark as everyone says I am,” Jenna said with a mad grin before she pulled her arm from Alric’s throat. 
 
    Alric slid to the floor, clutching at his throat. The throbbing pain began to subside and he began to breathe normally again. 
 
    Jenna stood over him, eyes piercing his soul. “I also don’t need the government to have any more evidence to use against me. Are you coming or do I leave you to be interrogated for having an illegal firearm?” 
 
    Alric coughed as Jenna held out her gloved hand. The young man looked to it before taking hold. Jenna pulled him up easily and Alric was to his feet. Eyeing Jenna, he marveled at her strength. She was much stronger than she appeared. 
 
    Jenna turned and walked toward the entrance door. Alric scooped up his pistol and holstered it in his trench coat before following. Anxiety flushed frayed nerves as Alric followed the woman in black leather. They made their way down the corridor and emerged onto the street. 
 
    Sunlight bathed the street from above but the shadows seemed to grow longer from alleys and dark doorways. Alric glanced to his tower, a few blocks away. A thought stabbed at him. He could make a run for it. He could say it was all just a misunderstanding. The authorities would have to consider it because he had no prior marks. He was an upstanding citizen, they had to listen to him. 
 
    The feeble reasoning died before it could infect him into action. He lifted the pistol and pulled the trigger. Despite any circumstances, he would be held liable and face VR imprisonment. He wouldn’t see Lana for a long time and with an offense on his record, he would be moved to the lower floors as further punishment. 
 
    Jenna glanced back, “Are you finished with contemplating escape or are you coming?” 
 
    Alric lowered his gaze for a moment and followed the cloaked rogue.  
 
    The pair moved along the dark side of the street. Jenna turned her head, scanning the area before they moved along. Alric noted a few Pure heads, but the streets were practically empty. The further away they walked from Alric’s tower, the deeper he felt he was never going to see it again. 
 
    “Alric, Alric Vine,” the young man said with a defeated tone. 
 
    “Good to meet you, Alric Vine,” Jenna whispered over her shoulder. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    The rogue stopped at a corner and looked around as she spoke, “The Blue Light District. I have a place and a few friends we can talk to about wiping your Guardian implant.” 
 
    Alric raised an eyebrow, “Blue Light District? Is that like a red-light district?” 
 
    Jenna finished her visual sweep and looked to Alric with a smirk. “Red-light districts are for normal citizens. You’ll see what I mean when we get there.” 
 
    The pair made their way deeper into the city-like maze. Streets turned into a blur and Alric soon found himself lost. He thought to turn on his internal GPS, but nixed it since the sentries would have an easier time finding him. 
 
    “What’s your life like in the tower?” Jenna asked as they walked. 
 
    Alric’s head tilted forward, shadows covering his eyes. “Simple. I have a girlfriend, steady job as a sniper in the Grid War battlegrounds. The credits are good.” 
 
    Jenna nodded. “What floor do you live on?” 
 
    Alric hesitated before he remembered the security systems could keep Jenna or an army out. “Forty-two.” 
 
    “That is a decent floor to live on,” Jenna said as she led the way. 
 
    The air grew still as they walked before Alric spoke up. 
 
    “What’s life like…on the streets?” 
 
    “Tough. It may not seem like it now, but when night falls, all the mythics and monsters come out,” Jenna said without hesitation. 
 
    Alric’s eyes widened as Jenna looked back and gave him a sly smile. 
 
    “But you don’t have to worry about it. We should have your implant wiped and be back at your home before sunset.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Alric said in a low voice. 
 
    “Don’t thank me yet. We’re not safe until we reach the Blue Light District. Tell me about your girlfriend.” 
 
    Alric walked along, thoughts fumbling. “I…I never expected Jenna Whisper to be this…cordial?” 
 
    “What did you expect? I would slice your throat and let you bleed out for looking at me?” 
 
    “Um, yes?” Alric shrugged. 
 
    Jenna let out a soft giggle. “My reputation is just that, a reputation. If you’re not a mark or trying to kill me, you’ll be okay.” 
 
    “You’re an assassin too?” 
 
    “I’m many things. Tell me about your girlfriend.” 
 
    Alric raised an eyebrow. He wasn’t sure why Jenna was asking about his girlfriend. It was odd coming from a woman who could slit his throat and leave him in the gutter. He expected her to be dark and mysterious, but she had a pleasant demeanor and genuinely seemed like she wanted to help. 
 
    “Lana is amazing. She’s my best friend and we play many games together. She fawns over me and I like to spoil her. It’s perfect.” 
 
    Jenna looked back again to Alric’s dreamy eyes, “Is she digital or real?” 
 
    Alric stopped in his tracks. “Why would that matter…” the young man trailed off as muffled words floated into the air. 
 
    Jenna stopped and turned around. Her expression was smooth as stone. Alric on the other hand could hear someone talking over the screen system. Every block had a number of digital screens to inform the populace of toxin levels in the air or fierce storms that battered the city. Most of the time, information filled every screen, but the muffled words sounded like it was localized a block away.  
 
    Alric squinted as he tried to hear. It sounded like it was a street away. He couldn’t make out the words, but it sounded like someone was addressing a crowd. It had the familiar tinge of directives. The inflection was calm and orderly. The moment Alric felt he was understanding what was being said, it stopped abruptly. 
 
    “Get ready to run,” Jenna hissed as she turned and began walking at a brisk pace. 
 
    “What was that about?” 
 
    “Someone stirring the plot,” Jenna growled as she strode across a street. 
 
    Alric was about to ask what she was talking about when he crossed the street and turned his attention to marching footsteps. The young man froze as twenty sentries marched in formation in his direction. They were a street away, but the smooth helmet-like heads shined in the midday sunlight. Plasma rifles were magnetized to their armored chests as pistols lay against metal hips. 
 
    Jenna whirled around and launched through the air, cloak billowing. Alric stared like an ancient deer caught in the headlights. Questions filled his mind if they were just a patrol or they were looking for him specifically. 
 
    Jenna landed in front of Alric, cloaking floating down behind her and a short sword in her hand. 
 
    “Run for cover when I give the signal,” Jenna ordered. 
 
    “They could be just a normal patrol…” Alric said before a voice boomed from the sentries. 
 
    “Alric Vine, stay where you are! You are to be escorted to the Blue Sky Tower for questioning,” the lead Sentry said loudly even though it did not have a face. 
 
    “Run!” Jenna shouted and charged. 
 
    Alric was rooted to the spot as the cloaked rogue moved like a black shard in the sunlight. Sentries lifted mechanical hands and took hold of plasma rifles. Mag-locks disengaged and rifles were free. With cold precision, they brought their rifles around and aimed at the incoming woman. 
 
    Jenna was silent as a tomb as she darted toward the Sentry force. Legs bending, she launched into the air, sword gleaming in the light. Alric was speechless as the sentries raised their rifles and pulled triggers. Blue plasma blasted out, lighting up the area. 
 
    The air rippled as Jenna was airborne. Before a bolt could strike her flying body, reality wrinkled and she vanished.  
 
    Plasma bolts struck the buildings above Alric and he quickly unrooted himself, ducking low and running for a corner. Metal fingers released triggers and heads swiveled, scanning the area. A breath later, Jenna appeared in the midst of the patrol group, sword out. 
 
    Metal heads turned before sparks blasted out, one head spinning through the air. Jenna moved like a dancer, bending and turning as her short sword sliced through a thin metal neck and sent another head flying. Leg kicking out, she struck a Sentry’s mid-section and caused it to bend in half before her sword flashed and split its robotic skull open. 
 
    Alric watched in stunned astonishment. Jenna moved like a machine, knocking away one Sentry with a kick and slicing another Sentry’s rifle in half. It boggled his mind how she could do that since ancient swords were not sharp enough to break titanium armor. A memory flashed on how she effortlessly picked him up and knew she had to have some kind of augmented strength. 
 
    Jenna spun, sword flashing. Another head was separated from a metal neck and sparks showered the air. Pistols were drawn and intimate weapon fire lit up the area. Jenna spun and dodged, not a single bolt touching her. One Sentry shot another in the head while several rushed the elusive rogue. A metal hand reached out and it was cut away at the wrist. 
 
    The sentries dwindled to twelve as Jenna moved with the skill of a trained fighter and acrobat. Alric relaxed a little, thinking Jenna was going to simply mop up when a loud, booming shout echoed off the walls. 
 
    From another side street, a gang of large orcs, numbering about thirty, rushed out into the intersection. They carried spiked clubs, makeshift swords and axes. The leader eyed Jenna and the sentries before lifting his club. 
 
    “For the Master, kill the constructs!” the orc shouted and charged.  
 
    The large group of orcs rushed headlong into the battling sentries. Jenna moved and jumped, her body flipping over sentries. When she landed, a metal hand clamped on her shoulder. Sword slicing up, wrist separated from hand and the Sentry reached again with its other hand. Jenna spun away, the hand on her shoulder falling off. Bending low, she darted back the way she came when the group of orcs smashed into the remaining sentries. 
 
    Plasma fired and weapons came crashing down. Jenna leapt away as a lone orc swung a club at her. She hit the ground and rolled back onto her feet when the shadow of the orc was over her. Not blinking, she turned on her heel and her sword flashed. The orc grunted before his head went spinning from his neck, a trail of blood swirling through the air. 
 
    Alric pulled his pistol from his coat and aimed. The orcs were fighting with the sentries, but several seemed to eye Jenna and gave chase. The rogue moved, legs a blur and body low. The orcs tried to close the distance, but could not match her speed. One lifted his club and threw it. It spun through the air and as Jenna was about turn away, the handle struck the back of her head. 
 
    “No!” Alric shouted as he aimed and squeezed the trigger. 
 
    The furious orc kept his eyes on Jenna as she stumbled before light filled his gaze and caved in his face. The large orc made a gibbering sound as he lurched forward and fell like a sack of stones. The other two orcs looked up to see Alric as he aimed at them. Jenna regained her balance and broke into a full run while an orc was over her. Thick arms reached out to her flapping cloak when the air rippled and reality wrinkled. A blink later, the rogue was gone. 
 
    Alric aimed as the orcs chasing Jenna were now running toward him. Even with a pistol in his hand, they showed no fear as they charged. 
 
    Alric was about to pull the trigger again when Jenna appeared next to him. She grabbed a fistful of his collar and pulled him from the corner edge and into a small street. 
 
    The orcs rushed along as the group behind them smashed the last Sentry to metal parts, their cries of triumph echoing off the walls. 
 
    The three orcs rushed past the corner and glared down the street. Small eyes drank in the empty street, scanning and snarling. All they saw was garbage in the gutters and dim neon lights in the daylight. 
 
    “Victory!” an orc cried out from behind. 
 
    The three orcs glanced to each other before one of them shrugged. They turned and marched back, weapons held high as their leader held up a smashed Sentry’s metal skull. 
 
    Alric held his breath as Jenna pressed her body hard against his. Large hood over their heads and cloak held up, Jenna said nothing, her face half an inch away from Alric’s. The young man could not help but feel her breasts pushed against him and hips touching his. Jenna’s scent filled his nostrils and he found himself savoring it. She smelled like deep vanilla and jasmine. It was overwhelming as he soon found his body reacting. 
 
    Jenna was silent, meeting Alric’s gaze and something hard pressed against her. 
 
    Alric mouthed the word “Sorry.” Jenna gave him a sly smirk before she barely moved her hips against him. The sudden push back from the rogue caused all the blood to drain from his head. When his body betrayed him and he pushed his hips to hers, Jenna licked his chin and pulled back. 
 
    Light blinded Alric. When he looked down, blinking away the stark sunlight, he caught a glimpse of Jenna’s cloak barely visible before it became black once again. 
 
    “You have stealth equipment?” 
 
    Jenna nodded before looking down the street. “A self-respecting rogue wouldn’t have anything less. Let’s get going before the orcs start looking for us again.” 
 
    The pair turned and made their way down the street, the triumphant grunts of orcs echoing off buildings and glass. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    A dim neon sign stood at a street entrance. Sunlight touched one side of the smaller buildings. The day began to slide into mid-afternoon but Alric was stuck, staring at the faint blue neon words. 
 
    “This is home, for now,” Jenna smiled. 
 
    The neon sign glowed with the words “Blue Light District,” a naked horned woman on one side and a naked man with angel wings on the other side. Both of them smiled and soon turned into holographic images, beckoning them in. 
 
    Alric lowered his gaze to the street beyond. Ancient steps to ancient buildings stood. The area looked like something he learned in class about old New York. Before modern towers took up every piece of land, there were areas called Neighborhoods. Usually a cluster of buildings or streets where families often stayed to raise their children. The street before him looked just like those old vids, but the longer he stared, the more different it seemed. 
 
    Neon signs stood over each building entrance. Half-naked and fully naked images danced with seductive flair. It might have seemed normal except some women appeared to have scales while others had fins. Feathers appeared along arms or wings flexed while humanoid dragons roared or danced.  
 
    Alric’s gaze drifted down to street level with actual people mulling about. The longer he stared, the more he noticed, they too looked like creatures he would see on the Grid. Mythics carried on conversations while others glanced at the entrance and licked their lips. Horns graced some heads while tails flicked or flopped. A female tiger-woman purred nearby and stared at Alric like she was hunting. 
 
    “We…are going in there?” 
 
    Jenna nodded and stepped forward, “The sooner we wipe your Guardian implant, the sooner you can return to your tower.” 
 
    Alric reached out and grabbed Jenna’s arm. The rogue stopped and looked down at his hand, brow forming a sharp point. 
 
    Alric let go, “I’m sorry. I just never been in a place like this before. I know about mythics, but I didn’t know places like this existed.” 
 
    Jenna turned and faced the young man, “If tower citizens knew, there’d probably be more visitors. What’s so strange about this place?” 
 
    “It’s not the place, it’s the people. I never understood why anyone would genetically alter their body to become a mythic. It effectively ruins anyone’s chance for a seat on the ships to Mars.” 
 
    Jenna let out a small sigh. “You have been sheltered for a long time. I remember when I was like that. It was a shock to the system to see what the government doesn’t want you to know too much about.” 
 
    The rogue kept her hood up as she continued, “The air down here is not very good, even with a filtration implant. The toxins will affect your body over a period of time unless you’re in a controlled environment. Many citizens on street level cannot afford a place beyond the first ten floors of any tower. Bad filtration systems and poverty have sealed their fates and they will not be going to the colonies on Mars.” 
 
    “But they can earn their way up. The systems in place allow anyone to make their fortune through hard work and dedication,” Alric reasoned. 
 
    Jenna shook her head. “Those without strong genetics will never go beyond the seventieth floors.” 
 
    “Is that why the Master gave mythics a reason to change their lives?” 
 
    Jenna’s eyes took on an annoyed edge before looking away. “The Master is a manipulator and insane. He led the Mythic rebellion from the comfort of his secret places. He directs them to his will, making it into one giant game. 
 
    “He created the Gen-tubes so that anyone could become any creature they wanted. Once he gave them his gifts, he handed out quests to further his own ends and give those with nothing, a reason to live.” 
 
    Alric stepped closer with understanding eyes. “There are reports on him all the time, but they leave out a lot of details. He is only known as a terrorist and creator of the mythic rebellion.” 
 
    Jenna gave Alric a hard stare. “In exchange for new bodies, all mythics must follow the Master’s directives.” 
 
    “And if they don’t follow his directives?” Alric wasn’t sure he wanted to the answer. 
 
    Jenna’s wicked smirk returned, “They either become Adventurers, NPCs, or quest goals. You don’t want to be on the bad side of a quest goal. They usually end up dead, or worse.” 
 
    “This is insane! How can people live like this?” Alric said with a frustrated edge. 
 
    Jenna’s features softened. “How can people play in virtual worlds, earning credits and moving up in towers for a chance at a better life? One not promised to them.” 
 
    Alric’s lips parted, but no sound came out. He couldn’t deny her point. Objectively, their entire world view was built on gaming to distract the populace from the world ending. The government said they were trying to find ways to clean up the atmosphere and the oceans, but little was actually said on how. The promise of flying off to start again on Mars dominated the feeds for two hours out of the day. Alric felt it numerous times, the dangling of something new and shiny to distract everyone from their current problems. Even he was caught in a situation he couldn’t change, because he was no one. 
 
    Jenna kept his gaze, watching a war of thoughts crawl along the young man’s eyes. “Let’s hurry in so we can wipe your implant. Evening into night time here can get pretty rowdy.” 
 
    Alric hesitated before he nodded. The pair stepped beyond the gate and into the old-fashioned street. Women and men called out to the pair, some lifting clawed hands and others waving with a raised wing. Despite the toxic air, a strange perfume drifted along and Alric found the tension in his shoulders subsiding. 
 
    Jenna stared ahead as they walked. When they reached a six-story structure, Alric turned and looked at the windows. Mythic women pranced, danced and beckoned with clawed hands to the tall young man. Lips were licked and small holo images filled the front while a sign glowed “The Lucky Dragon” in green neon. 
 
    “How well do you know the person doing the wipe,” Alric asked. 
 
    “Long enough to know she does a great job,” Jenna said and took to the steps. 
 
    The pair made their way through the front door while mythics across the street called out, promising a good time. 
 
    Inside, Alric drank in the comfortable décor. Red and gold patterns covered the walls along the upper half while wood paneling covered the lower half. Ancient chandeliers hung from chains connecting to dark wood beams. Low light gleamed off crystals. Along the walls, lanterns hung. An old wood staircase led up from the foray and large rounded entrances lay to the left and right to large rooms filled with couches, chairs, and small bars. 
 
    From the room on the right, a woman stepped through in a tight green dress. Slits ran along the dress from the hip down. The dress was the tamest part as Alric stared at the woman’s oval eyes with a serpent slit for a pupil. The eyes glowed a hypnotic emerald green. Her face was pale except for green scales running down the sides of her face, along her neck and over her bare shoulders. Forearms to hands and knees to bare feet were covered in scales. A thin tail snaked behind her as she approached. She gave Alric the once over, a wide smile forming. 
 
    “What do we have here? A new client?” the lizard woman grinned with sharp teeth. 
 
    “Madam Zory, this is a friend who is in need of your technical services,” Jenna said plainly. 
 
    Madam Zory gave Alric the once over again, “We here at the Lucky Dragon try to fulfill everyone’s needs.” 
 
    “I hope you can help with this one,” Alric shrugged, unsure if they were speaking in code or not. 
 
    Madam Zory turned and pointed an open hand to one of the rooms. “Please, follow me so we can be a little more comfortable.” 
 
    Alric and Jenna stepped through the entrance to a side room. Jenna made her way to a chair while Alric sat on a couch. Madam Zory snapped her fingers as she entered. From behind a door, a woman dressed in a pink, frilly dress stepped out with a tray in her hands. Two drinks stood on the tray as she approached, Alric lost to her appearance. Red horns rose up from her forehead. Pink-ish red skin glowed along her face and every exposed part of her arms and legs. A deep cleavage caught the young man’s attention as she bent forward to offer a drink. 
 
    Alric noticed her blank expression as she didn’t make eye contact. The young man took a drink and sipped it before the demoness turned and offered to Jenna. A pink tail with a pointed end snaked from under the short, frilly dress. Jenna took the other drink and sipped it. 
 
    “Thank you, Lulu. Please wait by the stairs and help clients as they show up,” Madam Zory instructed before she took a seat in a lavish chair opposite Alric and Jenna. 
 
    “There are scrambling devices throughout the establishment so what happens here stays private. We can talk freely.” 
 
    Alric was about to speak when Jenna cut him off. 
 
    “My friend here requires his guardian implant to be wiped, at least the last several hours.” 
 
    Madam’s Zory’s kind, inviting expression took on a focused edge. “Was it activated?” 
 
    Jenna and Alric nodded. 
 
    “Have sentries been dispatched to find you?” 
 
    “They have and were taken down by myself and a band of orcs in the area,” Jenna said. 
 
    Madam Zory spoke as she turned her attention to Alric, “They will send a larger force in the coming hours. They must interface with your implant to download the events. We have to wipe those files and replace them with others. The fee for my services can be expensive.” 
 
    Alric nodded as he thought back to his account. He had a large amount of credits from many Grid War missions. He barely spent much due to his simple lifestyle and felt he could confidently pay for it. 
 
    Madam Zory stood up and crossed the small distance. Lifting a hand to the back of her neck, fingers pulled a thin cable and stretched it around. Her other hand reached down to Alric’s neck as he sat. Fingers found his port and she slipped her cable in.  
 
    A connection was immediately established and they both appeared in a virtual white room. Alric glanced around, knowing private connections can be made to conduct business without saying a word in reality. 
 
    2D screens hovered before Alric as Madam Zory stepped closer. A screen lit up with a credit amount for services. Alric did blink a few times, seeing that it was more expensive than he thought it would be. Lifting a virtual hand, he tabbed at the accept screen. Credits funneled from his account into the Madam’s account. 
 
    “Thank you, Alric,” Madam Zory said before she leaned in and kissed him. 
 
    The pair opened their eyes in reality, Zory pulling her cable from Alric and letting it slip back into her neck. 
 
    “Transaction complete. Let’s see about clearing your mind of all this stress,” Madam Zory said with a seductive hiss.  
 
    Jenna and Alric were to their feet as the Madam moved across the room to a bookcase built into the wall. A slender, scaled hand reached up and tapped a few book binds. A lock slid behind the case and it opened. The Madam took hold and opened it wider, beckoning the pair in. 
 
    Alric gulped as Jenna led the way. First thoughts swirled of being killed and harvested for organs. He couldn’t explain the rationale behind it, but it was recurring, a nightmare within his current nightmare. Madam Zory mentioned a larger force of sentries might be coming for him and he needed the information out of his head. 
 
    The bookcase closed behind them and all three stepped along the short tunnel. The Madam took point and when they reached the end of the hall, she took hold of the doorknob and twisted it. 
 
    The door opened to a small room with medium lighting. Alric looked it over and it reminded him of Dr. Neon’s office. It had a reclined chair in the middle and a shelf to one side of the room filled with cables and equipment. A stool stood off to the side. The walls were red. Alric looked down and saw no drain; a small sigh of relief falling from his lips. 
 
    “Have a seat and we can get started,” Madam Zory said as she pulled out a module and a roll of cable.  
 
    Alric sat down on the reclined chair, his thoughts a storming hive of bees. The nightmare of the last two hours was almost over and he could return to his tower and never step foot on the street level again. 
 
    A cable attached to the port in his neck. Jenna sat on the stool by the chair, her purple eyes scanning Alric as he flexed his fingers and tried to relax. 
 
    “Your implants are integrated into your nervous system and brain. I will have to operate while you’re awake. There should be no pain, but I need you to keep talking so I can tell if I strayed into an area I shouldn’t be in,” Madam Zory stated. 
 
    “How many times have you performed wipes?” Alric couldn’t help but ask. 
 
    The Madam smiled behind Alric, “Enough to know what I’m doing, I think.” 
 
    Alric’s brow went up as he turned his head to try and look at the Madam. 
 
    “You have nothing to worry about,” Madam Zory giggled. “Let me clean away those dirty images and fill your mind with new ones.” 
 
    Tension strangled Alric before electrical impulses cascaded into his mind. The tension bled away and a calm fell over his entire body. Alric thought the pulses felt like fingers in his brain, massaging parts and caressing others. It was not completely odd and in a small way, it helped him relax. 
 
    “Please, talk,” the Madam said as she closed her eyes, a new cable in her neck. 
 
    “I don’t know what to talk about,” Alric said plainly. 
 
    Jenna leaned in a little closer, her eyes glowing under her dark hood, “Tell me about Lana?” 
 
    “Why are you so interested in my girlfriend,” Alric said in a calm whisper. 
 
    “I’m not interested in her,” Jenna’s gaze fell to Alric’s neck. 
 
    Alric swam through the pulses, a sudden realization tapping his mind. “Lana is my love. I barely know you.” 
 
    Jenna stared at him for a long moment before she reached into her cloak and pulled out his cellphone. Alric’s eyes widened a hair as he tried to lift a hand to snatch it from her, but found his body not responding. 
 
    The rogue tapped at the screen and touched the holo display. “The room’s location is scrambled so they won’t find us here,” Jenna said as she held up the phone. 
 
    A holo image appeared as the phone was calling. The ringing vibrated as Alric stared, his body not under his control. Anger and fear washed over him as the ringing stopped and a holo image of Lana appeared. 
 
    “Alric? Where have you been? I was notified sentries were looking for you!”  
 
    The young man stared, drinking in Lana’s long brown hair and large eyes. She gave off an air of sweetness even as concern touched her gaze. 
 
    “I’m on street level. I wanted to take in some of the sights before coming home,” Alric lied. 
 
    “I’m so worried,” Lana said as she clutched her hands to her chest. “They said you witnessed a crime and want to bring you back to the tower. Where are you now?” 
 
    Jenna stared as Alric gave a half-hearted smile.  
 
    “It’s all a misunderstanding. I’ll be home in a few hours,” Alric said in a soothing tone. 
 
    Lana’s lip wrinkled, as if fighting back tears. “You have to come home now! I can’t bear to be without you any longer. Talk to the sentries and return to my arms! I need you with me.” 
 
    Alric’s eyes darkened. “Lana, listen to me, it’s important you don’t say anything to anyone. I will be back home in a few hours. I just need to clear my head. Can you do that for me?” 
 
    Tears streamed down from the corners of Lana’s big eyes, “I can’t. I have to tell them about this phone call. They have to know where you are so they can bring you home.” 
 
    “Lana, I’ll be home. I just need you stay quiet until I get there,” Alric said with a pleading edge. 
 
    Lana leaned closer, tears streaming down her cheeks, “I want you home!” 
 
    “Lana,” Alric sighed. 
 
    Lana’s tears stopped and her eyes took on a different glow. Her face now a serious mask, stared into Alric’s soul as she spoke. 
 
    “Alric Vine, you are to report to the Blue Sky Tower for your protection. Indicate your location or you may receive charges of…” the image went dead. 
 
    Alric stared, his mind a puddle of pulses. 
 
    Jenna took hold of the cellphone with both hands and broke it in two. Dumping them in a nearby waste unit, it flared before a puff of smoke rose up. 
 
    Alric turned his gaze to Jenna, “Why?” 
 
    Jenna’s gaze took an understanding but strong edge. “You’re not the only one living a lie. Millions of citizens live their lies daily. They surround themselves with pretty things and distractions to appear normal. I understand it because I lived like that as well.” 
 
    “So, you wanted to drag my life out and stomp on it? Lots of citizens have androids for lovers.” 
 
    Jenna’s expression saddened. “No. I had to be sure about your life. I need something from you and time is not our friend.” 
 
    “I don’t understand any of this. Why do you need me? Why are you assassinating people? Why do you care enough to help me hide my crime?” 
 
    Alric felt tendrils of regret and shame as his life spun out of control. He never admitted out loud about Lana, content to live a peaceful life. She was so real at times, he often forgot she was a robot in human-like skin. The moments of tenderness and peace was enough to calm his soul and he didn’t care that it wasn’t real. It was his life in a large tower stabbing into the sky. 
 
    Jenna stood up. Purple eyes gazed down on Alric as he lay helpless. Madam Zory continued to work, her eyes staring off at nothing. The air shifted and took on a warm edge. 
 
    Alric didn’t blink as Jenna shrugged off her cloak and let it pool to the floor. Cloak gone, Alric could see her sensual curves under a layer of leather. The outfit was tight, adhering to her fit body. Gaze drifting down, a hint of silver gleamed between her legs. A zipper took up the apex between leather clad thighs. 
 
    “If I explained, I doubt you would believe me,” Jenna said as she stepped closer and placed her hand on his chest. 
 
    “After today, I don’t believe anything anymore,” Alric said with sad resignation. 
 
    Jenna ran her hand along Alric’s chest before stopping at his stomach. Pulling away, she took hold of her top and unhooked something from under her arms. Leather fell away as her creamy bare breasts defied gravity. Small, dark nipples pointed outward as Jenna kept her half-closed gaze on Alric. 
 
    Alric looked up, trying not to stare at her chest. He admired her long, dark purple hair tied back in a ponytail. Her beauty was striking, not a mark on her flawless skin. He couldn’t wrap his mind around her keeping such beauty when he saw her fight. She was quick and agile, but even she took a strike to the head from an orc and it barely fazed her. 
 
    “Even in the darkest moments, there can be some warmth and hope,” Jenna whispered as she slid her hand over his body. 
 
    Alric’s gaze fell to her breasts again as they bobbed to her small movements. Gloves off, she threw them on her cloak before she took hold of his belt. Alric’s arms twitched but he still found it difficult to move. His belt came undone and his zipper was pulled down to the base. Light touches sent shockwaves through Alric, unable to hide his wanting desire. Member filling with blood, he felt like dog laying in the sun, laid bare before the world. 
 
    Jenna reached down, fingers slipping into his underwear and pulling out his throbbing member. Knees bending, she slipped down until she was on her knees by the side of the chair. Fingers curled around the veiny shaft and she slowly stroked Alric, turning her purple eyes to him. 
 
    “Consider this a reward for attempting to save my life,” Jenna said with a small smile. 
 
    Alric simply watched as Jenna turned to his erect member and leaned over. Lips wrapped around the tip and gently suckled while her hand made long, slow strokes. Alric let out a hiss of pleasure, his former anxiety draining away as bliss played on sensitive nerves. Movement returned slightly and he found his hand reaching for her firm breasts two inches away. Squeezing, his manhood hardened like steel.  
 
    Jenna slowly suckled, tongue running along his head, snaking against every contour. The throbbing thickness pulsed against her lips before her head sank down, taking one inch and then another.  
 
    The room warmed further as Madam Zory continued her work. Alric watched as the rogue bobbed her head slowly. Jenna’s tongue ran along the side and pressed it to the roof of her mouth, making the sensations tighter. Alric could barely understand what was happening, but nature took its course, needs taking root. Hips moved under their own power, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth while he squeezed. A moan vibrated along her throat as his head touched the back of her throat. Alric’s finger swirled at her nipple and pink touched Jenna’s cheeks. Eyes closing, she quickened the tempo, just enough to drown out her low moans. Wet sounds rose up in the small room as the rogue let her teeth graze the base of his cock. 
 
    “You need to keep talking,” Madam Zory said with a faraway voice. 
 
    “I…don’t know why…you’re doing this,” Alric said between gritted teeth as Jenna continued her masterful work. 
 
    A touch of pre-come touched Jenna’s tongue. She licked it deep into her throat before pulling her mouth away. The rogue stood up and stared down at Alric’s member. A pale hand drifted to her crotch and she pulled down the zipper between leather covered thighs.  
 
    Alric turned his gaze, seeing pink lips among small curls of hair. Jenna’s womanhood bloomed, wetness gleaming in the dim light. Eyes holding a seductive glare, she climbed onto the reclined chair, pressing her womanhood to the shaft of his thick spear. 
 
    “You defended me…when I didn’t need your defense,” Jenna said with a breathy whisper. “Don’t you like this?” 
 
    “You feel…amazing,” Alric said as wet heat ran along his shaft. 
 
    Jenna’s hips moved, sliding along the shaft, but not letting him in just yet. The rogue leaned forward; her breasts pushed into his face as she kissed his forehead. 
 
    “Don’t fight it,” Jenna hissed as her hips moved to a primal rhythm. 
 
    Alric was silent, his hips moving to her tempo. Body heat spiraled upwards as Jenna lifted her hips a few inches. Alric couldn’t help himself, moving his hips and the tip of his cock touching her wet line. Together, they maneuvered as Alric’s purple head pushed at her thin opening. Pink folds parted and Jenna gasped. Thick inches spread her inner world wider as wetness flowed. She sank down slowly, raised veins pushing against her wanting valley entrance. 
 
    Alric’s hands rose up, taking hold of her sensual hips and helping her along. The returning feeling to his arms surprised him for a moment before it was drowned in seething bliss. When Jenna reached his base, she stayed there, grinding herself to him. 
 
    “We need these moments…to feel alive,” Jenna said and bit her lip. 
 
    “I need this moment…to feel alive,” Alric growled before closing his lips around her nipple and gently biting it. 
 
    Jenna’s eyes opened as her hips increased the tempo. She looked down as Alric ignored her with gentle nibbles and sucking on her creamy breast. The connection between them blazed bright as wetness soaked into Alric’s pants. It didn’t faze him in the least, lost to the seductive squeezes of the leather clad rogue. 
 
    The wet heat connecting their bodies slowly reached its crescendo. A feeling or a thought nagged at the rogue and she pulled back, but her hips didn’t stop. Alric watched as her eyes closed and breasts bounced. Moans grew louder as she took complete control, knocking Alric’s hands away from her hips. He stared as her moans grew heated with every slide down of her body and squeeze of her tight valley. The sea of nirvana began to crest and Jenna’s moans grew softer. 
 
    Eros Implant activated! 
 
    Alric’s eyes widened as he completely forgot about the surgery, he had a few hours ago. He never tested it and had no actual experience with it. Before he could mention anything, needful urges bubbled up from his soul as his cock hardened like granite. Jenna’s entire body pumped on his rock-hard member, eyes closed and lost to dreamy bliss. 
 
    A tremendous push stretched Alric’s will to the breaking point. Unable to hold back the cresting waves of bliss, he let go and his world bloomed into paradise. Cock thickening, Jenna’s mouth opened wider as her inner world was spread to the breaking point. A thrust down and jets of come spurted in her tight space. Alric let out a grunt and a moan as Jenna continued to ride him. 
 
    Knowledge dazzled Alric’s already addled senses as his soul held on for dear life. The implant glowed from deep within, sending the orgasm from a ten and doubling it to twenty on the pleasure scale. It rocked his spirit as he fought to stay in his body. Hands lashed out and grabbed Jenna’s hips, forcing her down as another spurt of come painted her insides, followed by another.  
 
    Alerts blinked in her vision, displaying a simple computer animation of nano-drones emerging with Alric’s seamen and latching onto nerves. They glowed hot as another tidal wave of ambrosia crashed into her, followed by seven more.  
 
    Time lost all meaning as man and woman continued to move, draining every drop of pleasure from each other as nerves burned bright. The effect was beyond what they could articulate, their long, blissful moans the only meter for what they were feeling. 
 
    “…Alric…” Jenna seethed as her eyes rolled into her head. 
 
    “Jenna,” Alric said simply as he held her, their bodies unwilling to separate. 
 
    Madam Zory’s eyes took on a light, as if she was back in her body. The Madam looked down to see Jenna and Alric lost to a heavenly act and smiled.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    Alric lay in the darkness, his spirit at peace. Eyes closed, he dimly marveled how he never felt such a welcoming calmness before. It was as if the rest of the world was a dream and he was a thought floating on the wind. 
 
    A sun appeared in the clear blue sky as emerald green grass surrounded him. Rolling hills filled the distance as he lay, drinking in the heavenly sky. It took his breath away, a sigh emerging from between lips.  
 
    “Hi, silly boy,” said a familiar voice. 
 
    Alric turned his head to see Lana lying next to him. She was naked and pressing her body to his, a gentle smile on her lips. The young man returned her smile. The two lay, basking in each other’s gaze when Alric felt Lana’s hand on his member. He was already hard and she began to stroke him. 
 
    “I hope you have a present for me,” she said playfully as she upped the tempo. 
 
    “I just want to shower you in presents,” the young man said slyly. 
 
    The stroking continued; Lana happy to help him feel better. Alric enjoyed it, thoughts already picturing her on her back, his face buried between her welcoming thighs. It caused him to get harder and Lana let out a gasp of faux surprise. 
 
    “You can shower us all in presents,” said a voice. 
 
    Alric lifted his head to see Lana stroking him and Jenna on her hands and knees, lips inches from the tip of his cock. She gave him a wicked leer before touching her lips to his throbbing member. When she began to suckle, Alric was frozen, enjoying the play between the three of them. 
 
    The bright sunlight bathed their naked bodies and Alric felt himself getting close. 
 
    “I could stay here forever,” he whispered before the light faded and darkness covered his mind. 
 
    Confusion rippled through him. Body reacting, he sat up and opened his eyes with a small shout. Bliss caressed nerves as he looked down. He was naked in a strange bed, a woman’s head bobbing between his legs and another woman in the bed. Chaotic confusion parted as reality began to take on focus. The woman sucking on his member had dark blue skin, black hair and slightly pointed ears. Gaze running along her body, he stopped at the lower part of her form. She was humanoid from her head down to the bottom of her shapely ass but beyond that, she had the lower body of a giant serpent. The thick tail moved about, writhing as her head greedily sucked on his hard member. 
 
    “Your awake,” the other woman smiled. 
 
    A faint memory coaxed him a she recognized the frilly pink demoness from before. Her hair was in curls as horns shined in the dim light. She was wearing the same short dress. Bare, pinkish red legs curled under her body as she leaned forward, an eyeful of cleavage inviting Alric to touch her. 
 
    Alric was about to say something when the woman-serpent between his legs curled her tongue around his shaft and tightened. The feeling spiked with pleasure as he was speechless to her mouth and skills. 
 
    Lulu looked down at the woman and pouted, “Mara, your taking too long with his cock! I want a taste!” 
 
    Mara ignored the demoness, sucking with renewed vigor. 
 
    Lulu sighed and leaned in close, running a clawed hand along Alric’s bare thigh. “She’s so greedy.” 
 
    “Where am I?” Alric asked as he tried to keep his thoughts in order. 
 
    “You’re still in the Lucky Dragon. Madam Zory said this was part of your recovery to make sure your story checked out when you come across anyone accessing your Guardian implant,” Lulu smiled innocently. 
 
    Alric simply nodded as Mara gave a muffled moan, lips tight around his cock. 
 
    Lulu’s smile melted away and gave Mara another annoyed look. A delicate hand snaked under her short dress and soon, fingers danced along her nub. Alric looked down, seeing clearly as she rubbed her clit, her expression filled with bored bliss. 
 
    Mara’s moans grew as pre-come touched her tongue. Lower body coiling, she never looked up as she ran her lips up and down on his veiny member. 
 
    “You’re mythics,” Alric grunted as he felt himself getting close. 
 
    Lulu shook her head as she continued to swirl her fingers against her clit. “Not really, but we look like them. Mara is a lamia and I’m a succubus. Madam Zory made us.” 
 
    Alric nodded as it began to make sense. Androids were so life-like that a brothel of them would be easier to run than actual people. Lana appeared along Alric’s thoughts, but they quickly faded away, replaced with stunning arousal. 
 
    The young man looked around, trying to take in his surroundings as Mara suckled like she was trying to pull his soul through his cock. The room was simple, with a dresser, mirror, and a single window looking at a brick wall. The light outside was dim and Alric figured it was close to sunset. He turned his gaze to a nearby chair where his clothes draped on it. His trench coat hung from a peg on the wall. 
 
    “Where’s Jenna?” 
 
    Lulu continued to play with herself as she spoke, “She’s in her room down the hall. She wanted us to bring you to her after we were done.” 
 
    “We…don’t have to do this,” Alric said between clenched teeth. 
 
    “Yes, we do,” Lulu said and reached over to Alric’s hand. 
 
    Warm fingers took hold of Alric’s hand and pulled it close. She pressed his fingers to her wet slit, guiding him until he grazed her clit. A tremble filled her body as she held him there.  
 
    “Play with me,” Lulu demanded like a child. 
 
    Alric took over, swirling his finger and playing with her. The succubus leaned back on her hands, hips moving to his gentle swirls, moans filling the air. Mara let out a muffled scream, her own fingers against her nub and orgasm blooming. The long, thick tail thrashed, but she didn’t break the connection. The room dripped and smelled of sex and Alric couldn’t contain himself any longer. 
 
    Mara pulled back an inch, come spurting into her open mouth. The blue-skinned lamia’s eyes widened as bliss overrode her entire being.  
 
    “You…have to taste…him,” the lamia barely whispered before diving down and licking the side of his cock, come spurting on the side of her face and sliding down his shaft. 
 
    Lulu didn’t hesitate as she leaned down with her tongue out. She licked up the other side while Alric continued to play with her. Come spurted a third time and both monster women licked and slathered like hungry animals after a fresh kill. Alric was lost to overpowering bliss as the monster women licked every drop and gulped it down. Shaft rigid, he wasn’t losing his need for more. 
 
    Lulu pushed Mara aside and straddled the throbbing cock. Sinking down, she moaned and giggled as her wetness cascaded down his member.  
 
    “You feel nice,” Lulu said innocently, but her actions were anything but.  
 
    The succubus bounced, legs wide and knees bent. Hands pressed down on Alric’s hips as she rode him, moans and wet sounds filling the room. Mara languished beside them, dark blue nipples contrasting against light blue skin. She swirled a finger along his thigh before cupping his balls and giving them a gentle squeeze. 
 
    “I…need to speak to…Jenna,” Alric seethed through tight teeth. Lulu had a vice-like grip on him and a sliver of panic flared. 
 
    Mara shook her head, “Lulu won’t let you go until you come. After that, we can take you to Jenna.” 
 
    “I need you so bad,” Lulu whined while clawed finger tips dug a little deeper into his flesh without breaking skin. 
 
    “Alright,” Alric managed as Lulu bounced on him with renewed fervor. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jenna sat on the edge of her bed, eyes staring at nothing. The room had a single light which turned on the moment the sun went down. A dormant flat screen hung on the wall next to the room door. A single window looked out to a brick wall, the sun having already set and darkness covered this side of the world. 
 
    The rogue continued to stare at nothing, her mind drifting from thought to thought to concerns. Moments of her union with Alric flashed across her mind’s eye. She knew he had gone to Dr. Neon for an Eros implant. As far as she knew, it shouldn’t have worked on her. The confusion deepened, unsure what to feel as the mystery swirled. 
 
    A knock at the door woke the rogue from her trance. 
 
    “Come in,” she called out. 
 
    The door opened and Madam Zory stepped in. Closing the door behind her, she stepped forward until she stood before the sitting woman in black. 
 
    “Your friend should be ready soon. Lulu and Mara are entertaining him to keep his story straight,” the Madam said simply. 
 
    “Thank you,” Jenna said with a faint smile. 
 
    Madam Zory eyed the beautiful rogue. “I welcomed you into my home, but if you keep bringing me problems to solve, I’m not sure how long you can stay.” 
 
    Jenna nodded. “I was planning on moving on soon anyway.” 
 
    The Madam nodded. “Is it because of the Master or because of something else?” 
 
    The rogue was silent for a long moment before she spoke up. “The last year hasn’t revealed anything. I’m wasting my time here. I need to explore other sections of York or maybe another city.” 
 
    Jenna’s eyes took on a kind shine, “Thank you for letting me stay.” 
 
    Madam Zory bowed slightly, “Once you find what you're looking for, come back any time. I would love to hear your stories over tea.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Alric was on top of Lulu, driving his hips into her as his cock stabbed her deep. Mara watched as Lulu squealed and moaned like she was being attacked. Alric had turned the tables, throwing the succubus down and driving his need to spill his seed. The succubus had toyed with him the entire time. The moment he was close, she slowed down or made odd statements to distract him. It continued until the burning need of release took hold. 
 
    “Punish the brat!” Mara shouted with a smile. 
 
    “Punish me! I’m so bad!” Lulu whined as her body and breasts bounced to each deep thrust. 
 
    Logic flew out the window as Alric continued. Hips thrusting, he grunted with an overwhelming need. Cock thickening, Lulu squealed in delight as he forced himself to the hilt. White seed burst forth and Lulu moaned her pleasure. Alric’s soul burned bright and stayed shining as bliss spilled with each slow thrust. 
 
    Lulu curled her legs around his hips, pulling him in close and feeling the throb of his cock spurt again and again. 
 
    Alric slowed and pulled away, come leaking from the succubus as she cooed.  
 
    “Take me to Jenna,” Alric demanded. 
 
    Mara reared up but Lulu stayed on her back, her eyes rolling in her head. The lamia moved to Alric’s clothes and coat. Picking them up, she slithered closer and presented them to the young man as he stood to his full height. 
 
    In mere moments, Alric was dressed. The succubus stayed on the bed, fingers between her messy thighs and giving herself gentle, swirling strokes.  
 
    “Follow me,” Mara smiled and slithered toward the door. 
 
    Alric followed the lamia as they stepped out into the hallway. Mara’s lower body moved hypnotically as her upper body was nearly still at a statue. They made their way to the end of the hall. Mara pointed to the door and bowed before turning and slithering back. 
 
    Alric stood before the plain door. Pulse quickening, he knew he had to see her, but didn’t know why. She was practically a stranger except for the few media reports on her. The intimate moment they shared spoke of deeper meaning, yet he couldn’t figure out why.  
 
    Lifting a hand, he was about to knock when the door opened. Jenna stood, hood over her head and purple eyes glowing in the dim light. 
 
    “I heard you standing in front of the door, but you didn’t knock,” Jenna said simply. 
 
    “I…wanted to talk for a little bit,” Alric said with genuine need. 
 
    Jenna eyed him before pulling back. Alric stepped in and the rogue closed the door behind him. She sauntered to the side of the bed but didn’t sit down. 
 
    “You don’t have to worry. I’ll bring you home,” Jenna said plainly. 
 
    Alric’s hand twitched before he spoke, “It’s not that. I wanted to talk about…before.” 
 
    Jenna’s features took a sharp edge. “It was nothing. The mood took me and I wanted to feel good. Once I escort you back, we never have to see each other again.” 
 
    “I don’t believe that. I know you felt it, because I felt it too.” 
 
    Jenna shook her head. “It was the implant and maybe the excitement. Everything is new to you down here so I can understand why you thought…” Alric cut her off. 
 
    “I’m not an idiot who needs to be coddled. I could tell it was more than just selfish desire. It might have been at first with you, but I saw the look in your eyes during.” 
 
    Jenna stared for a long second. “You don’t understand what is happening.” 
 
    “Explain it to me,” Alric said with an annoyed tone. 
 
    Jenna’s brow formed a point, “I don’t have to explain anything to you. You’re just a guy I saved and had your implant wiped. You don’t fit down here on the streets. I’ll bring you back to your tower so you can have your life back!” 
 
    Alric watched as Jenna’s eyes bore into his soul. A fire was lit and she was ready to tear him to pieces. Catching himself, he looked down and bowed his head slightly. Jenna’s hard expression softened for a second before she looked away. 
 
    “I may not be here much longer so, someone should tell my story,” Jenna said with a soft voice. 
 
    The rogue sat on the edge of the bed and patted the spot next to her. Alric sat down and turned his upper body to face her, his attention fully on her. 
 
    The rogue looked away for a moment before she began speaking. “I used to live in a tower, over two years ago. I had spent most of my life in one and it had become my world. It was a high level so everything came easy. My family was promised seats on a ship to Mars when everything was ready. My life was planned out and I was happy. 
 
    “Then, I met a man and fell in love. He was a beautiful, intelligent, and artistic and I fell hard for him. 
 
    “We built a life together and for a few years, it was wonderful. I thought we would sit, side by side on a ship, blasting off to a new life. It was a sad wish while the world was slowly dying.” 
 
    Jenna shifted uncomfortably before continuing, “Time marched on and he began to grow distant. He disappeared for long stretches and when I saw him again, he told me he was out, trying to find himself. I loved and trusted him so much, I never questioned it. I was such an idiot. 
 
    “One night, he disappeared completely. I saw him, before he left. He had a strange look in his eyes before stepping out the door. Months passed and I didn’t hear from him. He was not located in any towers and sentries couldn’t locate him. 
 
    “I had almost given up until he sent me a message. He asked me to go to a location on street level and he would explain everything. I didn’t hesitate. I procured an access badge and rushed to street level and the location he wanted me to find. 
 
    “It was a run-down warehouse. When I stepped in, the door locked behind me and I couldn’t get it open. A Gen-tube stood in the middle of the empty warehouse. I remember the smoke billowing out of the chamber. A flat screen on a pole blinked to life and my love smiled. He asked me to enter the tube and when it opened, he would be waiting.” 
 
    Jenna’s eyes half closed as she continued, “I missed him, but I didn’t rush into the tube. I had questions and needed answers. The Mythic Rebellion had begun and fear kept me on edge. My love smiled as he said he understood, but he told me to enter the tube again. I resisted, screaming at his image as he stared at me.  
 
    “After about twenty minutes of me screaming and him not giving me any answers, I stepped into the tube out of defeated frustration. It was a mistake, I knew it, but I needed to know and only he could tell me.” 
 
    “What was his name,” Alric asked with pained curiosity. 
 
    Jenna looked up, eyes glaring at the ceiling, “I couldn’t tell you his real name if I tried. I can only call him by what everyone calls him, the Master.” 
 
    Alric’s eyes widened a hair as Jenna continued. 
 
    “He’s sick. I believe a tumor in his brain appeared and he never had it treated. It’s the only explanation I have for what he has done. I stepped into the tube and the door closed. The next thing I know, I’m stepping from the tube, my body feeling different. He was on the screen, smiling like a proud parent. When I asked him what he did to me, he laughed. 
 
    “Images appeared on the screen, moving in fast forward of what happened in the tube. He had my brain and spine removed. Hands I didn’t recognize took my real body out and placed a new one inside. My brain and spinal cord were implanted into the metal body before skin grew over it. It covered my new body as the surgery continued. When it was finished, I woke and stepped out. 
 
    “He told me he would hold onto my body, allowing me some time to get used to my new role. He said he had quests for me and rewards if I performed them well. If I completed enough of them, I could have my body back and return to my old life.” 
 
    “You have an android body, like a cyborg? That’s illegal,” Alric said as he remembered from classes from his youth.  
 
    Implants were fine, as were having androids, but cyborgs were outlawed. They created an improper power balance and humans were designated to stay mostly human so they could preserve the human race. It was strictly enforced and anyone breaking the law were grown a new human body and imprisoned for life since they couldn’t be trusted to not do it again. 
 
    Jenna nodded. “The Master had done more than just change my body.” 
 
    Alric remembered Jenna as she disappeared and reappeared during the fight with the sentries and orcs. “The teleporting? I don’t understand how that even works. No one has that technology yet.” 
 
    The rogue glanced down, “He is a genius in more ways than one. He implanted in me a Quantum Teleportation Engine. It allows me to warp space and time, disappearing from one area and appearing in another. It has a limited range of a hundred feet and I can only do it three times per charge.” 
 
    Jenna flexed her fingers and curled them into her palms on her thighs. “He also has a sick sense of humor. He knew I was never one to cheat. I had despised the notion of it, wanting to only be in a monogamous relationship.” 
 
    Jenna turned slightly to Alric, her eyes holding a sad edge. “I can only activate the QT engine after intercourse. It has to be with someone new, every time. I tested it out after I was nearly killed one night, going back to someone I slept with before. We tried all night, but the engine wouldn’t unlock and I had to seek someone else out.  
 
    “The Master laughed when he told me that was the only way. He berated me, telling me I had to embrace my true self if I was expected to survive. That is why I hunt him.” 
 
    Jenna lifted her head and made eye contact with Alric, “It’s why what you felt, doesn’t mean anything for us. The QT Engine has saved my life countless times. Loyalty to anyone means a death sentence and my hunt won’t stop until I get my body back and the Master pays for what he did to me.” 
 
    “Sounds like he’s a real asshole,” Alric said with a hint of anger. 
 
    Jenna nodded. “He is, but he’s a dangerous asshole. He started the Mythic Rebellion, creating a bridge between reality and his game world. He was obsessed with 20th century role playing games, taking what he learned and applying it everywhere. When he appears, mythics bow to him and follow his every command.” 
 
    Alric’s expression softened, “I’m sorry he did this to you. No one should ever be manipulated like this. I know you said nothing can happen between us and I respect it, but that doesn’t mean I don’t want to be your friend.  
 
    “I doubt Madam Zory and the monster girl androids here are best friends. How long have you been searching? How long have you been alone?” 
 
    Jenna’s eyes stared like two pools of velvet light, “Two years. About as long as the rebellion has been active.” 
 
    “I want to help…” Alric began before Jenna cut him off by standing up, her back to him. 
 
    “No. Life is cheap to the Master. He creates quests and those involved have to fight or die. You’re not involved. You must go back to your tower and go back to your life.” 
 
    Alric tilted his head forward shadows covering his eyes. “What life? Like you said before, it was a lie. An android I loved turned on me like a switch. I…could never see her the same. She was my world, but it was a fake one. You have your mind, even if you’re in an android body. The Master may be manipulating you, but he can’t control you, not completely.” 
 
    Jenna turned around, a stern expression painting her face. “You can still earn your seat on the ships to Mars. You can…” 
 
    Alric cut her off, “No, I can’t. My genetics don’t meet the requirements. When the ships do leave, I will be left behind, like all the other trash that don’t meet their perfect standards.” 
 
    “Is that why you went to Dr. Neon for the Eros implant?” Jenna said in a small voice. 
 
    Alric knew what she was getting at. The implant was a misdemeanor on the mid to lower floors but a felony on the higher floors. Perfect humans for the journey were to remain mostly human to ensure the continuation of the human race. Implants could cause irreparable harm if installed incorrectly and the government didn’t want to take any chances.  
 
    “I know I’m not going to Mars. I resigned myself to staying on Earth until I die. It doesn’t matter, no one will miss me, not even Lana.” 
 
    Jenna stared at the pools of darkness covering Alric’s eyes. Fingers curled as she fought the urge to touch his shoulder. 
 
    Alric looked up, light returning to his green eyes. “I want to touch you so bad. You’re real to me and I want to help you with every fiber of my being. Just because I’ll be left behind, doesn’t mean I can’t help you get your body back so you can fly to Mars.” 
 
    “Alric, you don’t know what you’re saying…” Jenna stopped when the flat screen blinked to life. 
 
    The pair turned their attention to the flat screen on the wall as a robed figure sat at a table. Part of the table and his upper half were visible but everything else around him was blank darkness. The robe was worn and frayed, small holes lining the edges. The hood was deep, and inky darkness obscured the face completely. Gloved hands lay on the table as the figure was still as a statue. 
 
    “You both have become acquainted, excellent. I have information and quests to hand out. I suggest you pay attention,” said the robed figure. 
 
    Alric was to his feet as Jenna’s brow hardened. Alric stepped to her side and both peered at the robed man on the flat screen. 
 
    “The Master,” Alric said as Jenna remained silent. 
 
    The hooded head bowed slightly, “Welcome to the game.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five     
 
    The glow of the flat screen filled the small room with an eerie light. Alric and Jenna stared as the robed figure sat, darkness bleeding out of his hood like a writhing creature from a nightmare. A tendril of anger and fear coiled into the mood, Alric resisting the temptation to aim his pistol and blast the screen to burnt debris. 
 
    The Master was silent for a long moment before words filled the room, “I have a quest you might be interested in, Jenna Whisper. Follow the quest directives and you may actually come a step closer to your goals.” 
 
    “Spit it out! I don’t have all night,” Jenna hissed as she glared at the screen. 
 
    The hooded figure nodded before the Master continued, “There are four pieces to a map. The map is the location of your body and where I reside. Take on this quest and It will lead you the first piece of the map.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous! Why are you playing this game!” Alric growled at the screen. 
 
    The Master ignored Alric and continued, “Once you accept it, I will upload the details to you so you may carry it out.” 
 
    Alric turned to Jenna, “Don’t play his game. We can figure out another way.” 
 
    Jenna was silent, her glare receding and eyes shifting to the side in thought. The silence stabbed at Alric as his mind worked, trying to change this situation for the better. Hopes were dashed as Jenna looked back to the screen and nodded. 
 
    “Excellent. Quest details are being uploaded,” the Master said plainly. 
 
    “Jenna, he will never let you win,” Alric said with pleading eyes. 
 
    Jenna’s eyes darted in her head for a moment before they became still. Lifting her chin, she once again glared at the image of the Master. 
 
    “The first piece is deep in Orc Town? Are you trying to kill me?” 
 
    The Master shook his covered head. “What kind of adventure would this be if I was simply trying to kill you? You have increased your skills and became an adventurer of note. With your experience, it should be easy to sneak in and locate the piece of the map.” 
 
    “What’s the catch?” Jenna said as her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Do you want to make an Underground Knowledge roll?” 
 
    Alric’s eyes widened, unsure this was actually happening.  
 
    The rogue nodded. 
 
    The Master reached into his robe sleeve and pulled out several dice. He shook them in his hands for a moment before letting them fall and bounce on the table before him. Numbers shined up and glowed, their results appearing in the upper right corner of the screen. 
 
    “You succeed. You are able to summarize that the orcs you encountered before figured out who you are. They have put a large bounty on your head. Beyond that, you’re not sure why they want you dead.” 
 
    “I can guess that you had something to do with it,” Jenna hissed. 
 
    The Master said nothing. 
 
    “This has to be a trap,” Alric said with a flustered edge. 
 
    “Everything is a trap,” Jenna added quickly. 
 
    “You are going through with this?” Alric said with deep concern. 
 
    The Master turned his attention to the young man, “You are part of this little adventure. I suggest you follow Jenna, if you don’t wish to answer to the authorities.” 
 
    “Leave him out of this!” Jenna said with a harsh whisper. 
 
    The Master ignored her and began talking to Alric, “Since you are an NPC, I can be a little freer with information not pertaining to the game. The authorities are on their way to arrest and question you, Alric Vine. They use three stages before they give up. The first group of sentries were defeated so they will send a larger force. Should you escape or defeat them, Enforcers will be sent as a last resort. If they fail, you will be expelled from all towers and your access will be revoked.” 
 
    “You just called me a Non-Player Character!” Alric said with disdain.  
 
    Fear stabbed at Alric as thoughts of home floated to the forefront of his mind. 
 
    The Master continued, “You could run, flee to your tower and explain what happened, but then Ms. Whisper will be unable to collect the first map.” 
 
    “Don’t drag him into this,” Jenna said with concern. 
 
    The Master chuckled before he spoke, “It’s much too late for that. He had his chance to run home, but he followed you. If he is to be part of the game, he must earn his way in.” 
 
    “This is crazy. We shouldn’t be doing this,” Alric sighed, the decision already cemented in his heart. 
 
    The Master nodded. “Time is ticking. Jenna, take Mr. Vine with you to the location of the quest. Both of you are needed to unlock the first piece of the map. When you obtain the map, Mr. Vine is free to go. I will even perform some magic so Mr. Vine is not incarcerated. Everyone will have a victory.” 
 
    Jenna was silent as she nodded, acknowledging her directives. 
 
    The Master simply nodded back before the screen went dark. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Jenna said with a serious tone, drawing her short sword and holding it at her side. 
 
    Alric pulled his pistol but gave a nervous glance to the naked blade. “How far is Orc Town?” 
 
    Jenna’s gaze had shifted to the room door, senses dialed to eleven. “It’s about twenty streets away. Fifteen minutes on foot. I’m sorry you are now a part of this.”  
 
    Alric gave the rogue a head nod and a small smile. “I never would have felt right if I left. I want to help.” 
 
    “Stay close and do everything I tell you,” Jenna said as she stepped to the door. 
 
    Fingers curled around the old-fashioned knob before a small click touched sensitive ears. Alric eyed the cloaked rogue, pistol at his side and wondering what he had gotten himself into. The air took on an electric current as Jenna pulled the door open and a dim hallway stretched out before them. 
 
    Alric stayed two feet behind the rogue as she silently stepped into the hallway. Heart hammering inside his chest, a cold sweat touched his brow. This wasn’t going to be a random encounter in the street where he could shrug it off as weird or unusual. He was walking into a fight and the anticipation clawed at his spine. Trying to disassociate, he mentally tried to convince himself it was a simulation. He pictured the quest or mission goals and anything that might happen. He simply had to survive and help Jenna, not that she really needed it. Spending countless hours in simulated warzones from fantastical to other worldly, he simply had to stay focused. Alric wished it was really that simple, but logic and his heart told him in faint whispers, this was not a simulation and real people could be killed. 
 
    Jenna stepped out, walking along the thin corridor. Alric stayed behind her, finger moving from the side of the weapon and hovering over the trigger. Each step was painfully slow as they made their way. When they were halfway down the hall, the edge of the stairs glowing in their minds, Alric stepped on a loose floorboard and a squeak touched the still air. 
 
    A side door opened instantly, something darting into the corridor behind them. Alric turned his head, just enough to see a blade swing up and come down. Stepping back, he raised his pistol in response but the blade was much too fast. Aiming for his neck, Alric felt his life flash before his eyes when another blade slipped past him and parried the sword, a foot from his neck. 
 
    Mara growled as her lower body curled. Jenna grabbed Alric by the shoulder and shoved him aside. The lamia pounced with the power of a cannon, her body crashing into Jenna and sending her bouncing off a wall. Alric regained his balance and aimed as Mara turned her attention to him. Serpent eyes drank in his form as his finger squeezed the trigger. Regret painted his heart as he was about to kill a woman, he was intimate with not too long before. It burned at him as he pulled the trigger and the plasma pistol went off. 
 
    Mara’s sword turned sideways, plasma striking it and bouncing off. A hole was blasted inwards from the shot and Alric stared at the lamia, before pulling the trigger again. The lamia advanced, her blade knocking away another plasma burst. Tail coiling and pushing, she gave the young man a manic grin until a shadow touched her eyes.  
 
    Jenna jumped over Alric, her body slipping over his shoulder and sword out. Mara’s blade came up and weapons clashed as sparks flew up. In the small space of the corridor, Jenna moved like a dancer, blade flashing forward in quick strikes. Mara backed off, parrying every incoming blow. Sparks flew up and some showered the lamia’s eyes. The lamia’s eyes closed and Jenna took the advantage. Dipping low, a sword slashed overhead blindly before the rogue stepped in and drove the point of her sword into the lamia’s lower body.  
 
    Alric watched as sparks leaked out of the lamia before Jenna twisted the blade twice and pulled it out. Mara screamed as she slashed like a hurricane, Jenna stepping back and parrying each sword strike. The pair fought, trying to gain an edge. 
 
    Alric aimed, but couldn’t get a clear shot. He waited as Jenna threw her body into the attacks, forcing the lamia to retreat. The sounds of clanging swords filled the corridor.  
 
    “Alric! Kill her and we can share the reward!” Mara shouted as Jenna forced her back. 
 
    The young man said nothing as he tried to get a clean shot. From behind, a giggle touched his ears and he glanced back. 
 
    Lulu stood in her schoolgirl outfit, a wicked dagger in each hand and a manic smile on her face. The succubus licked her lips before giggling again. 
 
    “Alric, join me and we can fuck our lives away,” the succubus said with manic glee before she charged. 
 
    Alric stared as the succubus ran toward him, full tilt. Finger on the trigger, he pulled it back in rapid succession. Lulu’s daggers shot up, parrying plasma bolts and laughing. Alric remained calm as he judged his next shot and pulled the trigger. Plasma shot out as Lulu was nearly on him. A bolt grazed the rising blades and Lulu’s eyes went wide before a bolt struck her cheek. Metal and burnt flesh flew off, striking the wall and falling to the floor. 
 
    Alric saw the android frame under the succubus’s half destroyed face. Her giggling turned to mad wails as she pounced again. Her body airborne, Alric aimed at her chest and pulled the trigger. A plasma bolt struck her dead on and her body turned in the air. Several more bolts struck her and sent her flying back until she hit the wall by the stairs. As she slid down, another bolt struck her chest and her body flailed before reaching the floor and twitching. 
 
    “Love…me…” Lulu said with a robotic voice before she slumped down like a broken doll. 
 
    Alric turned his attention behind him. Jenna moved like a skilled butcher, slicing away pieces of the larger lamia. Mara’s body heaved as exposed flesh, circuits and leaking bio-fluids flowed down her scaled form.  
 
    “Jenna…don’t let them stop you,” the lamia heaved and darted forward. 
 
    The Rogue timed her movements, stepping closer, shifting and swinging her sword. The lamia roared until Jenna’s sword sliced through her neck. The roar stopped abruptly as Mara’s head went spiraling through the air, hitting and wall and bouncing down to the floor. The lamia’s body deflated and fell to the wooden floor, foul liquids dripping from its many wounds. 
 
    Jenna wiped her sword across her thigh before turning and marching down the hall. She stepped past Alric and he quickly followed. Alric gave a last, mournful look to the non-functioning Lulu and hurried after Jenna. 
 
    The pair made their way down the stairs to the bottom floor. The Rogue watched the shadowy corners as the front door was a mere fifty feet away. Quickening her pace, she silently rushed ahead with Alric behind her when a shadow burst from the side room. 
 
    Madam Zory appeared, a short sword in each scaled hand. Jenna’s blade flashed forward, parrying swords and taking a step back. Alric aimed, but again could not get a clear shot. The lizard woman and rogue eyed each other, swords at the ready. 
 
    “The bounty on your head is large enough that I can retire,” Madam Zory smirked before taking a confident step forward. 
 
    “I thought our friendship was more important than credits,” Jenna said with a stony expression. 
 
    “You can’t retire on friendship,” Madam Zory said before she darted forward. 
 
     The rogue and madam clashed, blades swinging so fast, they turned into a blur. The wide corridor lit up as sparks rained down from each strike. Jenna’s body moved with skill and precision while Madam Zory’s movements spoke of power and finesse. The pair seemed evenly matched, swords battering at each other as the floor shook from their attacks. A tail whipped around and Jenna stepped back out of reach. The Madam spun and launched, scaled foot kicking out and slamming into Jenna’s chest. 
 
    Alric rushed ahead, grabbing Jenna to prevent her from falling back. Madam Zory’s scaled feet touched the floor as Alric pushed Jenna back to her feet. A boot stepped forward and Jenna’s sword clashed against Zory’s sword. The lizard woman’s other blade sliced low, trying to sever Jenna’s leg. The rogue lifted her knee, connecting with the wrist of Zory’s incoming blade. A blink later, Jenna spun her sword and sliced upwards. 
 
    The blade sliced through where Zory’s shoulder and arm connected. The lizard woman screamed as her arm separated and flew through the air, red and blue liquid splashing against the walls. Jenna took advantage, slicing down and separating Zory’s hand from her wrist. The other sword flipped from her falling hand and stabbed into the wooden floor.  
 
    Madam Zory backed up, blue and red liquids spurting from one shoulder and one wrist. She trembled as she looked down at her mutilated limbs. Stepping back, her body touched the wall and she slid down, liquids painting her legs and the floor around her. 
 
    Jenna stepped up to the Madam and pointed her sword between Zory’s eyes. “Your previous hospitality has earned your life, but if I see you again, I’ll cut off more than your limbs.” 
 
    Alric watched as Jenna let her sword fall to her side and make her way to the front door. The young man followed, seeing the hollow gaze of the Madam as she looked down at what was left of her robotic limbs. 
 
    Madam Zory looked up with an almost child-like eyes. “Alric, her path will lead to nothing but death.” 
 
    Alric’s expression hardened as he turned and followed Jenna.  
 
    The Rogue made her way into the street, neon lights filling the area. Alric stepped out and was nearly dazzled by the various blue neon signs and holograms filling the Blue Light district. Bodies danced and called out as many people filled the street. Tower citizens mingled while drones walked with cocktail drinks on trays. The entire area looked like one giant block party, with people following mythics into buildings. Music thumped, loud enough to drown out all the fighting that took place inside. 
 
    “What’s our next move,” Alric asked as he took in his surroundings. 
 
    Jenna peered down the street, “We escape.” 
 
    Alric followed her gaze and his heart nearly froze in his chest. Forty sentries marched past the entrance gate to the Blue Light District. Mythics turned to see the approaching army while some tower citizens fled into nearby buildings. The music stopped as boos and hisses filled the air. A few lizard people drew long swords. In response, the sentries pulled their rifles from their chests and took a defensive position. They moved slowly, plasma rifles pointing out as the crowd on the street gave them plenty of room. 
 
    “Alric Vine, come to us and you will be escorted to your tower,” boomed a projected voice from the lead Sentry. 
 
    Jenna stepped in front of Alric, hiding him partially from view. “At the opposite end of the street is a locked gate. We make a run for it.” 
 
    “If it’s locked, how do we get through?” 
 
    “I am a rogue after all,” Jenna smirked. 
 
    On the street, the crowd grew restless as the Sentry drones moved slowly along the street. Some picked up bottles and threw them. Glass shattered against faceless heads as the drones didn’t break formation. 
 
    “You bastards are killing us!” one mythic screamed. 
 
    “One night, we will storm the towers!” another mythic shouted. 
 
    “The Master will remake the world!” another one bellowed, his voice echoing off the walls. 
 
    Jenna eyed the crowd, “Get ready.” 
 
    Alric stayed close, peering over Jenna’s shoulder as the sentries were moving closer to their location. The air took on an edge like a powder keg was ready to set off. Mythics growled and eyed the sentries, despite plasma rifles leveled at their chests. The indifferent sentries stepped with mechanical precision until one turned its head in Jenna and Alric’s direction.  
 
    From an open window, a tip of an arrow appeared. It pulled back slightly and shot forth. The arrow moved silently through the air as it arced down. The tip glowed hot as a drone turned to it. The arrow point cracked the faceless head. Light glowed from between the cracks before the Sentry’s head exploded in light and metal shards.  
 
    Bedlam erupted as the sentries pulled on triggers and opened fired. Mythics screamed as plasma bolts cut them down. Arrows launched from open windows, stabbing into robotic bodies and exploded. Fire, light, and explosions rippled across the street. Screams and shouts merged with the chaos. Bodies fell, some from running away and others charging toward the black sentries. 
 
    Jenna grabbed Alric’s shoulder as they bolted in the opposite direction. Plasma bolts and explosions filled the air as the pair leapt down from the small staircase and hit the ground running. Alric glanced back to see sentries shooting down mythics with depraved indifference. His heart twisted in his chest as the chaos erupted into a full storm. 
 
    “Don’t look back,” Jenna commanded as she led the way. 
 
    Alric turned his attention forward, but the screams and shouts filled his ears. A knot formed in his stomach as he tried to keep up. Jenna was fast, her cloak billowing and her legs practically blurring. A plasma bolt struck a nearby wall and Alric ducked lower, not sure if it was a mis-fire or he was also being targeted. 
 
    The flood of bodies rushing in the opposite direction of the violence hid Jenna and Alric. They blended into the crowd, Jenna’s gaze on the gate in the distance and Alric’s gaze on the rogue. The jostling and fleeing caused Alric to be bounced around, fighting to maintain his balance. Jenna on the other hand, elbowed her way through, eyes on the prize. 
 
    A goblin crashed into Alric and instinctually, he grabbed her to keep her from falling.  
 
    “Thank yo…” the goblin said before a bolt blasted through the side of her head. 
 
    Blood splashed into Alric’s face as the goblin’s body crumbled in his hands. He let go, dazed and confused as what was left of the mythic slumped to the ground. The screaming and sounds of plasma fire disoriented the young man. Senses dialed to eleven, his world was nothing more than light and noise. Losing track of Jenna, he stumbled with the crowd. A panicked screaming filled the night as the gate bowed, but did not open. Plasma flashed and bodies fell as smoke rose up. 
 
    “Jenna!” Alric shouted, death hovering over him with a tooth filled grin. 
 
    A hand reached from the panicked crowd and took hold of Alric’s coat. He went with the flow, Jenna pulling him through the crowd as screams continued. Sword in hand, bodies parted around the rogue as flashes of light filled the area behind them. The Rogue pushed on until she reached the gate. Sword up, she slashed down hard, the lock bursting into sparks and the gates swinging open. 
 
    Alric’s senses slowly returned as Jenna pulled him with the deluge. The crowd rushed through like a raging river and split off down side streets. The young man looked up, the towers above them nearly spinning. 
 
    “You’re suffering from shock. Stay calm. I won’t let you go,” Jenna said as she pulled him down a side alley. 
 
    Alric could barely make out the words before Jenna’s cloak shifted to a darker shade, matching the darkness around them. The rogue lifted up her cloak and swung one side over Alric’s shoulders and back. The pair huddled together before they disappeared from sight, the sounds of plasma fire echoing off walls in the cool evening air.          
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Six 
 
    Jenna’s cloak pulled free as they slowed their escape. Alric stumbled to the side, his hand touching a wall and leaning against it. With heavy breathing, he fought the urge to throw up. Thoughts flashed like a demented film. The screams echoed off his soul and he could still taste mythic blood in his mouth. Never had it all become so real and he fought to keep it together. 
 
    Jenna stayed close, visually scanning the non-descript street. Cloak over shoulders, fingers tightened around the short sword handle. Ears twitched as she took in her surroundings and when everything seemed all clear, she turned to Alric. 
 
    “I…I never thought…they would open fire on defenseless people,” Alric heaved. 
 
    Shadows covered Jenna’s eyes. “As I said, life is cheap on the streets. Mythic life means even less.” 
 
    “I…” Alric couldn’t finish his thought, senses cringing and trying to return to normal. 
 
    Jenna eyed the heaving Alric. “I’ll return you to your tower. I’ll find another way to get the pieces of the map. You don’t belong here.” 
 
    Alric’s head shot up, his gaze making direct contact with Jenna’s eyes. “No! I’m staying by your side. There is no way I can return to my life and know you are down here, risking every moment to stay alive.” 
 
    “You’re going to get killed,” Jenna said coldly. 
 
    Alric gave the rogue a mad smirk, “It’ll be worth it just to spend a little more time with you.” 
 
    Jenna’s expression softened a hair. “Alric, this game is life or death.” 
 
    Alric’s shoulders rose and fell with his chuckles. “You don’t know me. I hold Purple Stars in the Grid Wars. I have sacrificed myself countless times to save my teammates.” 
 
    Jenna sheathed her sword and crossed her arms. “In the Grid Wars, you can die and come back for another game. In the Master’s game, you die and your gone, forever. You may not go to Mars, but you can still live a happy life back in your tower.” 
 
    “Living the lie? No thank you.” 
 
    Jenna’s hooded head tilted forward, darkness covering her entire face. “Alric, staying with me will only drag you to Hell. Go back to your life and be happy.” 
 
    Alric pushed off the wall and stepped toward Jenna. Looking down on her hood, a new fire lit in his belly. 
 
    “Jenna, I know there is something more between us. I felt it when you walked into Dr. Neon’s office. I’m staying with you so we can complete your quest. This is your chance to be free and I…want to help.” 
 
    The rogue looked up to Alric’s kind eyes. Turning away, she began walking. 
 
    “Stay close and do everything I tell you and we might survive the night.” 
 
    “Yes, my Captain,” Alric smiled as he followed the rogue.   
 
    Cool air drifted down from the dark sky, sending a chill through the air as the rogue led the way. Alric followed, scanning every dark corner, alcove and doorway. The violence several blocks away had died down and soon silence reigned. 
 
    The pair walked on, the streets surprisingly empty with the occasional holo-projection or neon sign bathing the area in weird light. The breeze picked up and trash rolled across their path but they pushed on. 
 
    Alric’s gaze drifted to the cloaked rogue. Thoughts of their union burned bright against the cold events that took place just before their harrowing escape. Try as he might, he could not deny Jenna’s allure. She was the kind of woman he was attracted to in the many VR worlds and stories he enjoyed. It was the only thing Lana did not have, a sense of strength. The android was loving, helpful, and caring, but didn’t like to play violent games too much. Visiting far off worlds and exploring suited her and Alric enjoyed those times, but sometimes, he just wanted to take it to another level, just to feel a little more alive. 
 
    Head bowing slightly forward, his old life rippled along his mind. It was over and he knew it. After this night, he could hardly think of returning. It coiled along his heart, fangs sinking into his beating soul, poison changing everything he felt and knew to something else. 
 
    “How did you parry plasma bolts? I didn’t know ancient weapons can do that,” Alric asked trying to get out of his own drowning thoughts. 
 
    “My sword is hardened on a molecular level and the edges honed to a nano-razor’s edge. It’s light, but can cut through metal easily. It’s strong enough to parry plasma bolts, but if it's hit too many times, it will heat up and bend,” Jenna said over her shoulder. 
 
    The Rogue walked on, a sliver of darkness touching her mind. “The Master entrusted a certain number of blacksmiths with the technology. They can create many different weapons and even the playing field since mythics and adventurers cannot use modern weapons.” 
 
    Alric raised an eyebrow, “You can’t use rifles and pistols?” 
 
    The back of Jenna’s hood moved from side to side, “No. It’s hardwired into me and many others. We can’t pick up a modern weapon and use it. The Master wanted the game to fit his rules as much as he could. Cyborgs and androids cannot be modern in modern times.” 
 
    Alric thought about the pistol in his trench coat, “Maybe it’s a good thing I came along? I can offer fire support.” 
 
    Jenna said nothing for a long moment. When the silence grew to a deafening roar, the rogue turned her head and looked back at Alric who trailed three feet behind her. 
 
    “Thank you for coming with me. Madam Zory was as close to a friend as I could have considering my work. Now that bridge is burnt, I will have to look for a new place to live.” 
 
    “I can help with that too, somehow,” Alric said with a small smile 
 
    Jenna nodded as they walked. 
 
    Alric perked up a little, “So, can I ask a question? Why did you visit Dr. Neon’s office?” 
 
    “I received a tip that he may have had information on the Master. Since they were in communication, I thought I could narrow down the Master’s location. I knew Dr. Neon would not agree with simply helping me. I teleported in because his hallway had defense systems.” 
 
    “Was it the Master who gave you the tip? I saw how he used dice rolls for information checks. I don’t know how honest he is with his weird rules.” 
 
    Jenna sighed before she spoke, “Despite his madness, the Master follows the rules of the game to the letter. As for the information, I’m connected with a network of rogues and information dealers. It took a long time to figure out how it all works but it does work. For the right price, you can get almost any information you want.” 
 
    Jenna looked ahead as she continued, “Information on the Master is sacred and rare. I paid a lot of credits just for a dead end.” 
 
    “Hardly a dead end, you met me,” Alric said with a wide smile. 
 
    Jenna looked back and shook her head. She fought her own struggling smile and failed, her lips curving up in amusement. 
 
    “True, I met you,” Jenna said with a soft edge before bright lights flashed. 
 
    Alric’s hand went up, trying to block the blinding floodlights. A shadow was to his side, short sword out. Alric’s eyes adjusted a little to see three, large Enforcers come toward them from three different directions. The street was a cross street and the ten-foot-tall Enforcers moved with near liquid grace as they blocked each street except the one the pair walked from. 
 
    “Alric Vine, you are being escorted to the Blue Sky Tower for questioning. Surrender now or face harsh penalties, up to and including imprisonment. You have ten seconds to comply,” said a calm voice from the Enforcer before them. 
 
    Alric’s hand reached into his trench coat when Jenna touched his forearm. 
 
    “They will kill you if they see that weapon. Hide and come out when it’s all over,” Jenna directed the young man before her knees bent. 
 
    Alric took a step back as the Rogue darted forward like a black dagger. The Enforcers turned their smooth heads to the incoming woman. Armored, metal arms rose up as attached plasma cannons charged to life. 
 
    “Surrender,” the middle Enforcer said emotionlessly. 
 
    Jenna grinned as she approached in the blink of an eye and leapt into the air. The rogue’s body spun as the center Enforcer opened fired. Plasma bolts rained upward in rapid succession as the Jenna flew toward the giant robot’s chest. Arms and legs flashing out, she hooked her left hand on the top of the Enforcer’s chest and planted her boots on his midsection. Sword swinging, it cut through the head but was stuck halfway through. 
 
    “You have committed many crimes. You are sentenced to summary execution,” the Enforcer said as a fist aimed for the rogue. 
 
    Jenna leapt up, body twisting in the air as the metal fist missed her. Sword out, she slashed again at its head, the sword sinking in only half way and sparks shooting up. The Enforcer reached up to grab at the rogue when her sword flashed again, a metal hand flying off a wrist and hitting the street. 
 
    “Jenna,” Alric whispered as he backed up. 
 
    Flood lights from thick, armored shoulders turned in his direction. The two other Enforcers began marching, the very ground shaking with each step. 
 
    Jenna kicked off the sparking head and into the air. Turning her body, she was ready to dive down for the killing blow when a metal arm swung up and slammed into her body. The rogue went spiraling through the air and hit the ground with a rolling thud.  
 
    “No!” Alric shouted as he pulled his pistol. 
 
    The two advancing Enforcers lifted their arms, plasma cannons charging. 
 
    “You have an illegal firearm! You will be subdued!” both Enforcers said with urgency. 
 
    Jenna raised her head to see the flood lights on Alric as he lifted his pistol to the two Enforcers. Hand reaching into her cloak, she pulled out a long dagger and threw it. The dagger spun until it struck the back of one of the Enforcers, the tip sinking in a few inches. The Enforcer stopped its advance, turning to see a dark shadow run and leap into the air. It turned its cannon and opened fired. 
 
    Alric watched as Jenna flew through the air, cloak billowing behind her. An explosion by his foot caused him to stumble back as an Enforcer advanced, arm cannon aiming for the young man’s chest. 
 
    “That is your only warning. Drop the pistol.” 
 
    Something snapped from within and Alric shouted, “Fuck you!” before turning and running. 
 
    Jenna landed on the shoulders of the Enforcer, ready to stab her sword in its head when the other Enforcer opened fired on the fleeing Alric. Plasma bolts lit up the street as a stream of destruction was going to reach the running Alric. Turning his upper body, he fired back, plasma bolts striking the Enforcer’s chest but doing no damage. 
 
    Jenna gritted her teeth as she activated her QT engine. The air rippled as the Enforcer reached up to swat her away. Reality bent and Jenna appeared on the shoulders of the Enforcer firing at Alric. Sword in the same position as with the other Enforcer, this time, Jenna stabbed down with all her strength. The sword penetrated the hard, armored head and stabbed down to sensitive systems. The Enforcer’s aim shook and misfired as sparks flew up. Jenna twisted the blade, the loud crunch filling her ears. A pop and fizz, and smoke billowed up. Jenna wretched her sword free when a plasma bolt struck her back and she went spiraling through the air. 
 
    Alric reached a corner, turned around and aimed as he saw Jenna fall. Finger pulling on the trigger, he opened fired. The Enforcer Jenna hurt stumbled to the side as gears whirled. A small tendril of smoke rose up from its chest before plasma bolts struck exposed parts. The Enforcer shuddered before it fell. 
 
    Jenna hit the ground, smoke rising up from her cloak. Spinning her legs, she vaulted back onto her feet and charged the Enforcer who shot her. It turned its cannon to the approaching cloaked woman. The first Enforcer who Jenna cut off its hand advanced on them. Plasma bolts blasted out in a stream and the rogue leapt into the air. 
 
    Body spinning, Jenna planned her attack as Alric aimed at metal legs and continued to fire. Bolts singed black legs, but didn’t slow down the metal monsters. The sound of weapons fire bounced off the walls but Jenna was silent, moving through the air like gravity had no hold on her. 
 
    Body turning, she planted her feet on the firing Enforcer before leaping off. Blade out, her body became a spear as she stabbed the approaching Enforcer in the chest. The blow was so strong, the Enforcer took a step back as sparks showered Jenna’s arm. QT engine powering up, the air wrinkled once again as the rogue disappeared. 
 
    The Enforcer stumbled as sparks leaked out of the chest wound. The other Enforcer turned and fired back at Alric. Bolts hit the corner wall and Alric pulled back, debris and smoke filling the space by him.  
 
    Jenna appeared, a hundred feet above the Enforcer she had damaged. Gravity took hold and she fell, legs curled and sword pointed down with both hands. Sensors went off inside the Enforcer. When it turned to look upwards, Jenna came down hard, driving her sword between the neck and shoulder of the Enforcer. Twisting her blade, sparks lit her up. 
 
    The Enforcer shuddered, a plume of smoke rising up. Jenna planted her feet, pulled her blade free and leapt across the small distance to the other Enforcer. It continued to fire and advance on Alric’s position. When sensors pinged with an incoming second target, Jenna let out an almost inhuman shout before slicing hard across. 
 
    Alric took a deep breath, finger on the trigger before swinging his arm out and aiming. Eyes widened as the Enforcer’s head went spinning through the air. Jenna held onto the headless Enforcer, driving her sword into electronic guts again and again. Smoke furled up as she savagely stabbed and sliced. The Enforcer shuddered, fell and crashed onto the street floor. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Alric shouted. 
 
    “Alric Vine, you have been found guilty…” the last, damaged Enforcer said as it lifted its cannon arm. 
 
    Jenna turned to see the Enforcer aiming at Alric. It was over fifty feet away. Engine powering up, reality wrinkled. 
 
    “…of crimes against society. You shall be executed…” the Enforcer said as Jenna appeared before it. 
 
    The rogue stepped in, blade flashing for a moment before driving into the armored chest. Alric watched as he aimed, Jenna driving her sword into the metal construct nearly a dozen times. Sparks and smoke billowed, the plasma cannon arm dropping to its side as it slowly slid down to its metal knees.  
 
    Jenna pulled her sword back and spun her entire body in a wide arc. The blade cut through the thick neck and the head went flying. The Enforcer let out an erratic groan before small lights along its black body winked out and it stayed on its knees like a statue. 
 
    Alric bolted for Jenna as she stood. The rogue turned around to see the young man running toward her when pain touched synthetic nerves. The rogue fell to one knee, an alert filling her vision of the damage she took from the blast to the back. Alric was on her, grabbing hold and helping her back to her feet. 
 
    The pair said nothing as they turned and continued their march toward Orc Town, three smoking Enforcers filling the intersection with an occasional spark flaring between them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Seven 
 
     Jenna grunted and Alric slowed down. The pair made their way to a dark doorway, Alric helping the rogue to sit down on the single step. Silence had long returned, the sound of their breathing breaking the night’s stillness. 
 
    Jenna pulled her cloak aside as Alric stood over her. He could see the burnt hole through her cloak as it moved to the side. Taking a step closer, he looked down at her blast mark and cracked skin. A reddish liquid bled out from the wound, sealing it and dripping into her leather. 
 
    “It’s not too bad. My self-repair systems will close it up and begin mending my top and cloak,” Jenna said with a wince. 
 
    “You still feel it though?” 
 
    Jenna gave a small nod. “The Master wanted me to feel every cut, every burn, and every stab. He has told me on many occasions, pain is the greatest teacher of all.” 
 
    “What a fucking asshole,” Alric said as he stared down helplessly. 
 
    “Yes, he is,” Jenna said with a faint smile. 
 
    Jenna sat back and leaned against the door. Alric sat down beside her, wishing he could do more. 
 
    “Orc Town is two blocks away. We’ll have to sneak in and avoid the patrols,” Jenna stated. 
 
    “You used all three charges. Maybe we should do this another night when your rested?” 
 
    Jenna shook her head. “Not with a bounty on my head. The Master will clear the bounty once we reach our objective. He’s done this before, to motivate mythics and adventurers. That’s why they are quick to attack, so they can collect the bounty before it goes away.” 
 
    Alric scratched his head. “Can’t we…find someone you can…you know.” 
 
    Jenna gave a weak smile. “I doubt anyone would find me attractive in this state and willing to spare a moment to sex me up right now.” 
 
    “I don’t know, guys can be pretty horny,” Alric tried to be funny. 
 
    Jenna touched his shoulder, “It doesn’t have to be just guys.” 
 
    Alric lifted an eyebrow. 
 
    “My visual systems see the sex of my partners. A woman simply has to bring me to orgasm while a man has to orgasm inside me.” 
 
    “Sounds weirdly hot,” Alric grinned. 
 
    “It has its moments, on occasion,” Jenna said as she forced herself to her feet. 
 
    Alric looked up, seeing the wound slowly closing and the fabric of her torn cloak mending together. 
 
    “I should be slightly better by the time we get to the border of Orc Town. Let’s not waste any more time.” 
 
    Alric stood up, hand diving into his trench coat and pulling out his plasma pistol. Checking the readout, the weapon had about ten percent charge left, enough for maybe a dozen shots before it was empty. 
 
    Jenna looked down at the pistol, seeing the readout, “I suggest you use it only when you absolutely have too. The sound of plasma fire will alert the whole town. We need stealth for this quest.”  
 
    Alric slipped his pistol back in his coat. “I wish I was more help. I don’t have strength or speed implants so I am at a disadvantage. Pistol almost empty, I’ll be useless.” 
 
    Jenna looked down the street as she spoke, “You’re keeping my spirits up, that’s good enough for me.” 
 
    “Glad I can help,” Alric said but didn’t feel it within. He continued to feel like a burden and wanted to do more. 
 
    “The map point is part of the quest. We have to sneak past the border, the location we need is two streets in. Orcs are mostly nocturnal and like to stir up trouble with some of the other races.” 
 
    “There’s other towns, like elves and fairies?” 
 
    “There are other towns but they go by real names. Orcs like to keep things not too complicated. Sex and violence are their main traits, preferring to dwell in ignorance so they don’t have to think too hard. It makes their lives simple and effective.” 
 
    “Sounds lovely and horrific at the same time.” 
 
    Jenna nodded. “It can be. You don’t want to be an orc prisoner. They tend to play with them before they lop off heads.” 
 
    Cold seeped into Alric’s heart as Jenna’s implication sank into his mind. The thought of being gang raped or mutilated by orcs didn’t sit well with him. Her words drove home how dangerous this little adventure truly was. Thoughts of home vanished as he knew once the Enforcers were defeated, his place and all his belongings would be seized by the tower government. All his files and virtual space he owned would be deleted and any record of him would disappear. If he stepped back into any tower, he would be apprehended and forced to live his days in a virtual prison world where pain tolerances are set very low and lawlessness ruled. Death would be an instant respawn so there was no relief from the torments inflicted on his mind and body. 
 
    “I won’t let them hurt you,” Jenna said simply. 
 
    Alric woke up from his waking nightmare. “Ditto,” he said, trying to sound brave. 
 
    Jenna’s gaze remained on Alric for a long second before she turned away and began walking. Alric followed, his fears falling to the background and timid bravery fueling his need to help complete the quest.   
 
    Time slowed down as the pair crossed two streets and approached a dark corner. Jenna bent low, gaze cutting through the dark street to a makeshift barrier and torches along the rusty, metal walls.  
 
    Alric peered over Jenna’s shoulder, seeing several orcs standing at a gate. A small tower stood behind the gate, a lone orc peering down with a crossbow in his large hands. Beyond that, firelight lit up nearby towers, their windows black to keep the orc’s nighttime activities from disturbing citizen residents above them. 
 
    “We’ll circle around the block and see if we can climb the fence,” Jenna whispered. 
 
    “It doesn’t look very high,” Alric noted. 
 
    “I can jump it easily. Can you?” 
 
    Alric looked to Jenna’s wicked grin. “Maybe if I stretch.” 
 
    Jenna turned away, hiding her widening smile. “Follow me.” 
 
    The pair snuck off, silently moving down a side street and circling around. Alric tried to calm down his nerves with little success. Blood pumped in his ears and a sudden urge to use the bathroom painted his soul. He wanted nothing more than to be a brave warrior, helping Jenna complete her quest, but right now, he felt like some wet behind the ears fool with a nearly spent pistol in his coat. 
 
    Jenna and Alric stepped down a small side street. Staying low, they reached the orc made wall. Firelight rose up from the other side but their side was dark as pitch and smelled of open sewers. 
 
    “I’ll jump over. When it is clear, you’ll see my open hand over the top. Start climbing but be quiet. Once you’re over, we stay low and make our way in,” Jenna instructed. 
 
    “Be careful,” Alric said warmly. 
 
    Jenna nodded before she turned and leapt straight up. Alric watched as the rogue effortlessly made it over the top of the wall and disappeared over the side. 
 
    Jenna landed on her feet, quiet as grave. Before her, an orc stood with his back to her. The orc lifted an old-fashioned cigarette to his big, green lips and tried to light it. A club with nails in the top lay by his thick feet. Beyond him, there was little movement, but down the street several orcs laughed. 
 
    The rogue pulled a dagger from her cloak. Her left hand bunched up some of her cloak. The orc took a long drag, humming some strange tune. Jenna approached like a ghost from a dark forest. When she was close enough to smell his foul stench, she launched herself at him. 
 
    The orc felt an arm swing around his neck, fabric stuffed into his opening mouth. A breath later, a dagger sank into his back, the tip just barely appearing from his chest. The orc gave a muffled grunt as Jenna pulled him back. When the orc struggled, she twisted the dagger and air escaped his lungs. The orc went limp and she pulled him to the wall. Laying him down gently, she stepped on him and raised a hand, palm open and out. 
 
    Alric took a deep breath before he stepped to the wall. The metal plates stood awkwardly against one another, allowing for grasping. Alric took hold and began to climb. He questioned the orcs need to make terrible defenses, but quieted his mind, knowing without it he would be scrambling up against the side.  
 
    Like a long-limbed spider, Alric made it to the top and slipped over. Hand missing the hole he was going to grab, he fell and landed on the big dead orc on the ground. The young man stared as the orc stared up at the sky. A shadow fell over him and Jenna took hold of Alric’s hand. Helping him to his feet, the pair lay low. 
 
    Jenna spread her cloak over Alric’s shoulders, the fabric rippling until it matched the background. Moving along, they hurried across a dirty street to the waiting shadows on the other side. Three orcs walked along the street, talking and hitting each other on the shoulders. 
 
    Jenna and Alric stayed very still, watching as the orcs strolled by, missing the dead orc laying against the base of the wall. Alric let out a long exhale before Jenna pulled him along, staying in the shadows as they made their way deeper into Orc Town. 
 
    The cloak blended the pair into the background as they made their in. Several male orcs were punching each other while several females cheered them on. The smell of cooking meat filled the area and Alric didn’t want to think too hard on how they got it. The further they invaded the town, the more they saw. Some orcs walked around, patrolling the areas while others were engaged in rough sex. A female orc cried out for more as several males had her pinned to a wall, taking turns, much to her delight. 
 
    Alric wanted to ask how they could live like this, but kept his mouth shut as they were neck deep in enemy territory. Jenna’s gaze was focused as they slipped around several corners. When they crouched down in a deep shadow, the rogue pointed ahead and Alric looked to where she was pointing. 
 
    A small building stood, but Alric quickly thought it looked like a warehouse. Lights flashed from plain windows as a line of orcs stood outside the main entrance. An orc in a bowtie with a clipboard stood by a velvet rope. He was the biggest orc Alric had ever seen and his size seemed to keep everyone in line. Some orcs growled and moaned, wanting to get in, but the bouncer held his clipboard in one hand and fixed his bowtie with the other. It was almost comical that the orc wore a simple loincloth and tie but Alric wasn’t about to go up to them and point it out. 
 
    “The location is in the back of that building,” Jenna whispered. 
 
    “The Master is not making it easy, sneaking into an orc nightclub,” Alric whispered. 
 
    Jenna grabbed Alric’s arm and the pair stayed close to the shadows. The rest of the street was empty as they made a wide arc so they wouldn’t be spotted. Circling to the back of the large warehouse, Jenna scanned the area, her gaze locking on a single door. 
 
    Without hesitation, Jenna made her way across the street, Alric in tow. The two made it to the door and hunkered down. Alric eyed the door, seeing that it had an electronic lock. The door itself looked like it could keep out an invading force. 
 
    “Keep an eye out as I work,” Jenna said and pulled a small kit from her cloak. 
 
    Alric nodded. Placing his back to the wall, he watched the street. Thumping music vibrated from the building but the young man stayed to task, watching every shadow for any surprise orcs. 
 
    Jenna opened her kit and pulled out several small rods. Reaching up, she removed the housing to the lock unit. The metal rods in her hands began to vibrate as she began to work. Alric glanced to the rogue, seeing that she was connecting the rods to certain sections and cutting through a wire or circuit. Once three rods were in place, the red light on the lock turned green and the door opened an inch. 
 
    “Some skills work in the modern world,” Jenna whispered as she took hold of the door and opened it wider. 
 
    The pair slipped in, Alric closing the door behind him. 
 
    Dim lights ran along the corners of the small corridor. Jenna stood to full height, as did Alric. Stepping along, they moved with caution toward the door at the other end. Jenna drew her sword and took point. Alric pulled his pistol and held it down at his side.  
 
    The corridor was bare, no signs of cameras or sensor nodes. When they reached the end, a simple door knob shined in the dim light. Jenna took hold and slowly opened it inwards. Alric was ready to go in gun blazing when mist spilled out and covered their boots. The door opened wide, Jenna stepped in, Alric closed it behind them. 
 
    The chamber was bare except for a lone tube in the middle and a flat screen on the wall. The entire room was medium size. The fog rolled along the floor but didn’t go higher than their knees.  
 
    Jenna circled around the tube from one side while Alric circled from the other side. They both met, shoulder to shoulder, staring at the eight-foot-long tube. The hatch was open and a red light cast an eerie crimson glow. On either side, a hand reader glowed with the same crimson light. 
 
    “A Gen-tube?” Alric said out loud. 
 
    The flat screen flashed on and a robed figure sat, a wooden table under his arms and dice scattered about. 
 
    “Welcome brave adventurers!” the Master boomed. 
 
    Jenna and Alric turned to the flat screen, annoyance filling their brows. 
 
    “I’m happy you made it this far. Jenna, your skills have improved from the struggling player when you started. Congratulations.”      
 
    “Explain,” Jenna insisted with a growl. 
 
    The Master nodded before he continued, “It’s a simple puzzle, but the consequences are quite dire. Figure out the puzzle and I will tell you the next steps.” 
 
    Alric turned to the gen-tube, eyeing the hand readout pads. “It doesn’t take a quantum science major to see that we both have to touch the pads to activate it. I just don’t understand how we will get a map from just a gen-tube.” 
 
    Jenna turned her gaze to the tube and her heart sank in her chest. “One of us has to enter it to gain the piece of the map.” 
 
    The Master nodded. “You were always my best player.” 
 
    “What happens after one of us enters the tube?” Alric asked. 
 
    “Jenna, do you wish to make a knowledge roll?” 
 
    The rogue nodded, her hand tightening around the sword handle.  
 
    The Master picked up a pair of dice and rolled them. When they stopped, numbers flashed on the screen, indicating seventeen. 
 
    “I’m afraid you failed your roll,” the Master said with an even tone. 
 
    Alric stepped forward, facing the Master on screen, “I’ll do a knowledge roll!” 
 
    The Master shook his head, “You’re an NPC so you don’t get knowledge rolls.” 
 
    “This is bullshit! How can I play the game if I don’t know all the rules!” 
 
    “Games, much like life, don’t always tell you the rules. A good Dungeon Master will work with the players, even if they don’t know what they’re doing.” 
 
    Jenna looked down and then back up to the screen, “I’m not meant to get in the tube.” 
 
    Jenna turned her attention to Alric, “He is.” 
 
    Alric’s eyes widened as the Master nodded. 
 
    “As I said, you are my best player. You receive an XP bonus for coming up with the answer on your own.” 
 
    “What happens when Alric enters the tube?” 
 
    “The piece of the map will be downloaded into his neural implant. The process should take about thirty minutes, during which time, you will have to defend the tube.” 
 
    Jenna and Alric stared as the screen switched to orcs jumping, drinking and partying in a larger room. The sound was on mute, but lights flashed in sync with the barely felt vibrations coming from the other side of the warehouse. 
 
    The screen flashed again to the robed form of the Master, shadows covering his face. 
 
    “Mr. Vine must enter the tube freely and of his own will. Once inside, the timer will begin. You will have that amount of time to defend the tube before Mr. Vine emerges. After that, you are both free to go…if you can,” the Master’s voice floated from the flat screen with a touch of amusement and measured malice.  
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    Jenna’s gaze lowered. “Please, don’t bring him into this.” 
 
    “Things set in motion cannot be undone,” The Master said in a low tone. 
 
    Alric turned to Jenna. Putting a hand on her shoulder, he turned her to face him, both hands on her shoulders. The Rogue couldn’t look up, guilt painting her shadowy expression. 
 
    “I said I wanted to help and I meant it,” Alric smiled. 
 
    Jenna shook her head slightly, “Once you step into that tube, he’s going to change you. It will be permanent. Your old life will be forever gone.” 
 
    “It wasn’t much of a life,” Alric said with a knowing smile. “Besides, my new life can bring new meaning.” 
 
    Jenna looked up into Alric’s emerald green eyes, her spirit tightening with concern.  
 
    The Master bowed his head, “I’ll leave you to make your decisions. When it’s all over, I’ll come back to speak with you again.” 
 
    The screen went black for a few seconds before a thirty-minute timer appeared. Jenna and Alric glanced to it for a long second before they turned their gaze to each other once again. 
 
    Jenna sheathed her sword at her hip. Glancing to another doorway that led deeper into the warehouse, strategies filled her mind. 
 
    “The orcs will come through that doorway. There are about fifty of them from what I saw on the video feed. It’s going to be a hard-pressed fight, but I will defend you for as long as I can.” 
 
    “You’re Jenna Whisper, famous rogue of the streets. If anyone can do it, it’s you.” 
 
    The Rogue let a small smirk form before it melted away. “Thank you, but it will take more than my fame and skills to fight a small army of orcs. As long as I have the element of surprise, I can take the advantage, but not for long. Also, I can’t…” Jenna trailed off. 
 
    “Do you feel you would have a fighting chance if you could teleport?” 
 
    Jenna’s head made a small, simple nod.  
 
    Alric touched the back of his fingers to Jenna’s alabaster colored cheek. “We should try and see if we can unlock it.” 
 
    Jenna’s expression saddened. “It doesn’t work like that. It will be a waste of time.” 
 
    “It’s not a waste if we get one more moment together. I know it’s been a crazy day and night, but what I said before stays true. What we felt was real. You can try to protect me all you want, but I want you to know, I’ll do the same. I’ll protect you for as long as I have breath.” 
 
    Alric’s eyes took on a bright shine, “You don’t have to go alone anymore.”  
 
    Jenna gazed into Alric’s eyes. Heat touched her cheeks as she saw the genuine feelings flow like a natural spring. It snaked along her spirit, caressing synthetic nerves. Mechanical heart pumping, blood surged along the living parts of her body. A cascading effect rippled along her cyborg body and she found it impossible to resist the innocent allure of Alric’s spirit. 
 
    Hands rose up, pulling off leather gloves and tossing them aside. Delicate fingers touched Alric’s jaw before she leaned in and kissed him. The heat between them grew as tongues slid into mouths, tasting one another. Bodies moved, stepping closer until they touched. Alric took hold of her waist, keeping her close as they drank in scents, heat, and passion. 
 
    Alric couldn’t fight the flow of blood as it drained from his mind. Filling his member, it began to harden as they embraced each other. Jenna’s hands drifted, touching him like it was the first time. Alric’s hands smoothed over her plump bottom and squeezed.  
 
    The air around the couple blurred, taking on a warm haze. Thoughts burned of wanting need. Clothes began to feel restrictive, but before Alric could do anything, Jenna took hold of his zipper and pulled it down. Warm fingers dove in, taking hold of his member and freeing it. Not letting go, she pulled away and stroked him slowly with a wicked smirk. 
 
    “A moment in time before death claims us all,” Jenna said with a breathy whisper. 
 
    Alric smiled before his eyes widened. Jenna placed her other hand on his chest and pushed him hard. Not breaking the connection, she forced him against a wall. Hand stroking and cold metal against his back, Alric grunted. The gentle caress of the Rogue sent tendrils of bliss along his member and into his heart. It was a gentle moment before Jenna eyed him like a fox before going in for the kill. 
 
    The Rogue lowered herself onto her knees. Alric looked down as she took the tip of his throbbing member and pressed it to her lips. Hand stroking, she licked and suckled before she devoured him. Inches speared her mouth and touched the back of her throat. She moaned her delight as her lips moved over the now wet shaft, back and forth in a soothing, loving kiss. 
 
    Alric bent his head back, enjoying her lips around his shaft while her tongue pressed the bulk of his manhood to the roof of her mouth. Sliding back and forth sent chills up his spine and a heated desire for more. The sounds of her suckling only made him harder, a drop of pre-come touching the back of her throat and the Rogue drinking it down. 
 
    The tempo grew for long moments before Jenna pulled away and stood up. Alric looked to her as she turned around and undid her cloak. Twirling it around her leather-clad body, she tossed it onto the hard floor. Alric drank in her curves now that they weren’t obscured by the thick cloak. Pale hands moved to her sides, unfastening and unhooking pieces of her outfit. Alric stood with a raging hard on as the Rogue tossed pieces of leather armor and lifted up her black shirt. 
 
    Back still to Alric, Jenna glanced back before hooking thumbs into her leather pants. Pushing them down, her round bottom was free. The young man couldn’t help himself, taking hold of his throbbing member and stroking it as Jenna undressed. When she stepped out of the remainder of her clothing, her body glowed in the dim light. Smooth skin covered a fit body. Dark purple hair turned black. Hips held a caged power as she turned around. 
 
    Alric admired her beauty, drinking it in as he grabbed at his clothes and began taking them off. Jenna smiled, not ashamed of her body. Breasts defied gravity as dark nipples pointed in desire. Small waist and strong thighs protected her almost delicate womanhood. Small curls of hair framed her valley, pink lips emerging and wetness gleaming even in the poor light.  
 
    Jenna stepped forward as Alric stepped out of his pants and threw them aside. Creamy breasts bobbed with each step until she laid her arms on his shoulders. The space between them was small, but both souls cried out to close the distance. Jenna leaned in, her body touching his. Warm sensations burned bright before the Rogue closed her thighs, Alric’s member between them.  
 
    Alric stiffened into granite, her valley opening wet and touching him. She cooed her desire, moving her hips slightly and coating his throbbing member with her lust.  
 
    “Don’t be shy,” Jenna whispered, her breath on his neck. 
 
    Alric said nothing as he grabbed her waist. Jenna relented, letting him control the tempo. Breasts pressed against his hard chest, she moaned her wanting. 
 
    Alric could not deny the growing madness in his spirit. Heart beating like a hammer, he only knew desire and what he wanted, for both of them. Fingers and hands took a firm hold and the young man turned the Rogue around and slammed her back against the wall. Jenna smiled until Alric took hold of her leg and lifted it up. One leg went over his shoulder, followed by another. The rogue gave seductive eyes, dripping with wanting before they widened a hair, the tip of Alric’s cock touching her unguarded valley. 
 
    Alric moved his hips, allowing the tip of his cock to rub against her dripping slit. Playing with the pale beauty, she moaned, her hips trying to take more. The young man smiled before he slowly invaded her tight space.  
 
    Jenna’s breath quickened as thick inches separated strong inner walls. Surrendering to the invasion, heightened senses burned bright as pleasure caused moans to spill between parted lips. The heat between them chased away the small chill in the air. 
 
    Alric’s body betrayed him when he reached the hilt. Hips moving of their own accord, he thrusted and pulled back, feeling every pull and tug. Jenna squeezed Alric, nearly to a strangling point but the young, viral man would not be stopped. One hand touched the wall behind the Rogue while another squeezed one of Jenna’s full breasts. Sucking in a deep breath, bliss poured all over her mind and body as Alric manhandled her. 
 
    The tempo rose like waves crashing on a beach. Alric could not hide his needs, grunts rising up his throat as he was lost to Jenna’s beauty and tight grip. The need had consumed him, but he warred with the wet warmth Jenna gave him. It created a perfect circle of lust and holding back to enjoy the moment. 
 
    Jenna bounced as she was pinned to the wall. Alric found it harder to hold back, his thrusts crying out for release.  
 
    The Rogue felt Alric’s cock thicken. Unhooking a leg, she curled it down and pressed her foot against the wall. With a strong push, Alric stumbled back with wide eyes. Jenna’s expression was demonic, a not so innocent smile on her lips. Alric tipped backwards, Jenna still on him. When he fell, he hit the cloak covering the floor with a loud “Thud.”  
 
    Jenna giggled before her hips began to work. Giggles turned to moans as she rode him, his thick head rubbing her secret spot. 
 
    “That’s it. That’s what I want,” Jenna moaned. 
 
    Wetness dripped down her inner thighs before they touched Alric’s hips with a downward thrust. The Rogue used Alric and he didn’t mind, hips rising and falling like a passionate calling. The connection between them blazed bright. The outside world no longer mattered, their union consuming every thought and sensation.  
 
    Alric parted his lips, ready to announce he was close to coming. Jenna beat him to it. 
 
    “I’m coming,” Jenna said in a sultry whisper, her mind no longer in control of her body. 
 
    Eros Implant initiating. 
 
    Alric forgot about the implant. The moment took complete control and instantly wanted to feel it the way it was meant to be. Turning off the implant didn’t diminish the wild heat between them. If anything, it fueled him more. Hips rose up to meet Jenna’s downward thrusts. The gravity of desire prevented them from moving too far away. Jenna let out a strangled whine, nerves tightening to the breaking point. 
 
    “I won’t leave your side,” Alric said in the barest of whispers. 
 
    Jenna heard every word as her eyes widened. Nerves flared with bliss before Jenna’s body shuddered into a small frenzy. Crying out, the dam broke and paradise came crashing down, drowning the woman with ecstasy. Heat glowed as pink touched her cheeks and neck. Another orgasm flashed and another. The moments of bliss caused her to lose control as a deluge of wetness erupted.  
 
    Alric held her hips as she squeezed him. Wetness erupted and flowed onto him like a loving stream. He smiled for a moment before the lust consumed him again. Hard as stone, he lay on his back, helping Jenna milk every last drop of her orgasms. Time stood still as they were both lost to the moment. 
 
    A needy anger of release plagued Alric’s mind. Nerves lit up like he was short-circuiting. Jenna rode him, eyes closing as she milked another orgasm. The image of her enjoying the moment was all Alric needed. 
 
    Hands grabbed at Jenna’s wrists. Eyes half opening, the Rogue was turned to the side and slammed down onto her back. A breathy sigh rose up as Alric held her wrists above her head, hips thrusting with power. Each push caused her to gasp and every time he pulled back, she cried for more. Pinned, Jenna moaned, begging for him to come. Alric continued his repeated invasion, the edges of his vision turning white. 
 
    “Make me feel it…” Jenna hissed as she looked into Alric’s determined eyes. 
 
    A strangled grunt rose up Alric’s throat as he thrust deep. Cock thickening, Jenna let out a loud moan as her inner world spread to accommodate Alric. The last strand of control was blasted away as molten come erupted. Spurts of seed filled the tight space as Alric held the Rogue down. Hips thrust again and again, driving his bliss and affection. Come leaked from between their tight embrace. The tightness around Jenna’s wrists relented.  
 
    Jenna broke free from Alric’s hold, one hand digging fingers into his back and her other hand digging nails against his ass cheek, keeping him deep inside her. The spiral of ecstasy rolled along their nerves and spirits until Alric collapsed on Jenna. The rogue held him between her arms and legs, stroking his back and basking in the glory of their moment. 
 
    The Rogue’s warm smile faded as an alert touched her gaze. Body stiffening slightly, Alric lifted his head and stared down at the Rogue. 
 
    “My QT Engine is charged,” Jenna said in disbelief. 
 
    “It worked?” Alric said in surprise. 
 
    Jenna lifted her upper body up a little before she felt Alric slowly begin to harden again.  
 
    “You’re still turned on,” Jenna said slyly. 
 
    “How could I not be? That was amazing.” 
 
    Jenna fought to try and make sense of what was happening when she gave up and flopped back down. Leg’s spread, she felt Alric begin to move, his cock thickening again. 
 
    “The timer doesn’t start until I step into the tube,” Alric reminded Jenna as he gently thrust to the hilt. 
 
    “I suppose one more, just to be sure,” Jenna grinned before she bit her lip. 
 
    Alric nodded before his hips moved with greater power. Bending his head down, he suckled on her pointed nipple, tongue slathering over them with renewed needs. Jenna held him, fingers sliding into his hair while she cupped his ass cheek. There was no soreness from either of them, their bodies blazing hot with primal needs. The ebb and flow of their union grew with each heated breath. The fire burned bright once again as they punished each other with affection and deep kisses. 
 
    *** 
 
    Alric was all smiles as Jenna fastened her cloak to her shoulders and lifted the hood over her head. He admired her beauty as he sat against the wall before his gaze turned to the Gen-tube ten feet away. The initial feelings of closeness retreated as he gazed on the next step of the quest. 
 
    “So, we made a mess on your cloak,” Alric said, trying to take his mind off the bubbling fear in his stomach. 
 
    “The cloak and clothes are self-cleaning. Nano-drones will cleanse any mess and repair any damage,” Jenna said before she caught Alric glancing to the tube. 
 
    “You’re worried,” Jenna stated. 
 
    “A little,” Alric smiled. 
 
    “You don’t…” Jenna began. 
 
    Alric stood up to his full height, chest out. “I won’t go back on my word. I promised to help you and I will.” 
 
    Jenna parted her lips, ready to say something before she closed them. Alric stepped to her and took the rogue’s hands into his. 
 
    “Do you believe you can defend us?” 
 
    Jenna nodded. “I can.” 
 
    “That’s all I needed to hear,” Alric smiled before stepping to the tube. 
 
    The young man stood beside the standing tube. He looked in to falling mists. Scanning the inside, he saw at the base of the tube was a locked box integrated within. It pulsed with a red light. 
 
    “Alric,” Jenna said as she stepped closer. “I’ll be here when you come out. I just don’t believe the Master is telling the whole truth about the map.” 
 
    Alric nodded. “I don’t believe him either, but if this will help you find your body, I can’t say no. You have shown me what it really means to live and I will always be grateful.” 
 
    Jenna’s demeanor shifted, a shy vulnerability appearing in her gaze. “I’m counting on you to stay you.” 
 
    Alric nodded and gave the Rogue a playful smirk. “Don’t let those orcs push you around. Teach them that Jenna Whisper is someone they should fear.” 
 
    The Rogue gave a stoic nod. 
 
    Alric leaned into Jenna and pressed his lips to hers. The kiss entwined their spirits but only for a moment. Alric pulled away and placed his hand on one of the scanners. Jenna moved to the other side and placed her hand on the other hand scanner. 
 
    The scanners turned green. The Gen-tube began to power to life. Alric took in a deep breath before stepping into the tube, tendrils of mist flowing over his body. Jenna stepped over until she stood before him. The cover closed down until the tube was sealed and locks stabbed into place. 
 
    The air was cold as Alric stared out between the mists to Jenna’s beautiful face. She stared back, watching with a sliver of pain in her eyes. Alric nodded before mists filled the entire inner tube, blocking the last images of Jenna. Power glowed as Alric hoped it was all going to work out. The cold mists turned warm and Alric found it difficult to stay awake. In seconds, he drifted off, lost to the abyss. 
 
    Jenna stared at the tube, unable to see Alric anymore. A heavy sigh fell from her lips as she turned her back to him and looked to the single wide door that led deeper into the orc warehouse.  
 
    The flat screen on the wall blinked and the thirty-minute timer began to count down. 
 
    Jenna took a deep breath, easing the tension in her body. Hand gliding to the pommel of her short sword, she drew the blade in one single, smooth move. Holding it to her side, she stood like a statue in a graveyard, her gaze on the door. Cloak around her shoulders, she planned and readied herself. The tension bled away as experience filled her with skill and deadly accuracy. 
 
    There were no words of self-encouragement. The Rogue stood like a dark avenger, blade at her side and eyes filled with distilled rage. The thumping music in the distance washed over her senses. 
 
    With unblinking eyes, she waited for the storm to come. 
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    Loud music thumped as muscled bodies writhed on the dancefloor. Like worms from the abyss, orcs moved to the hypnotic trance as melodic vibrations cascaded over their senses. Video screens played violent acts as an orc with sunglasses stood on a high platform, controlling the music like a demented conductor for a twisted symphony. 
 
    The club was in full swing. Bartenders made drinks at the bars and orcs laughed and sometimes, punched each other. The mood was light, despite the barrage of music. Several orcs took over a corner, their bodies naked and taking each other like wild animals on a moonlit night. 
 
    The night seemed like it would spin on, a normal night in Orc Town. When the music stopped and all the video screens flashed to a man in a dark robe, sitting at a table, the thick crowd of orcs turned their eyes to the flat screens. 
 
    “The Master,” Several orcs said in unison, their words echoing from other orcs. 
 
    Some orcs kneeled. Others, bowed their heads in respect. The atmosphere changed to something dark and vile. Teeth clenched and thick fingers curled into fists. They all knew when the Master showed himself, their lives would change to rage and violence. 
 
    “My children,” the Master began, “It brings me great joy to speak to you once again. Time is short and I must inform you of an invader in your midst.” 
 
    Orcs turned heads slightly, eyeing one another. 
 
    The Master continued, “I fear an adventurer has infiltrated your nightclub. They are attempting to spy so they can bring others to raid your town.” 
 
    Thick arms rose up as orcs shouted and yelled in defiance. 
 
    The hooded head of the Master bowed, “You know I have a soft spot for my people. With great pain, I must ask you to take action! Stop the adventurer before they bring others. Cut them down so your children will be safe. Don’t let them get away!” 
 
    Orcs hooted and hollered, hands open and bartenders throwing spiked clubs, sheathed swords and daggers into the crowd. Orcs grabbed hold of weapons or passed them along, their hoots growing louder like a cresting wave. 
 
    “Stop the adventurers and great gifts will befall all those who carry out my will,” The Master said and pointed a gloved hand to the side. 
 
    Heads turned to a wide door in the back of the club, a light above it, glowing red. The howling madness took root as the room of orcs surged like an overflowing river. The Master vanished from the screens, but the grunts and screaming remained. Orcs pushed at each other, the tip of the rush leading to the single door. Snarls and yells blasted the area. When a large orc barreled toward the door, the sound of dented metal rang, washing out the horde’s screams. 
 
    Orcs rushed along the corridor, weapons at the ready. Beady eyes saw another door at the end of the long hall. They carried on and, in a blink, shoulders smashed into the metal door. The door bent and blasted off its hinges, hitting the floor with a mighty slap. Bodies poured in, black eyes searching. 
 
    Mist covered the floor by a few inches. A lone tube stood in the middle, glowing red. Other than that, nothing else moved. 
 
    Orcs stepped in, this time, cautiously. Weapons at the ready, they scanned every corner, their very gaze trying to penetrate the mist along the floor. A steady stream of orcs followed, taking their cue from the ones in front. Fifteen orcs spread out when the wall above the door wrinkled and a black cloak came into view. 
 
    Jenna eyed the orcs as they slowly began to fill the room. Holding onto a pipe built into the wall, a short sword gleamed in her right hand. When enough orcs filled the small room, Jenna picked her targets, seeing that their numbers would add to the confusion. 
 
    An orc moved to the standing tube. It pressed its face to the smooth glass and tried to make out the features of the tube’s lone occupant. A snarl filled its throat as it lifted a spiked club, ready to smash the tube to bits. 
 
    Jenna’s boots pressed against the wall and she launched herself. Like a ghost, she flew over the horde of orcs. When the orc by the tube was ready to bring his club down, a sliver of pain touched his mind. Turning, he watched in disbelief as his club arm fell away, blood spurting from the stump. Before he could understand what was happening, the same blade cut across his neck and everything went dark. 
 
    Orcs witnessing the cloaked woman turning, an orc head falling behind her and a fountain of crimson red rising up into the air, stunned the horde. It was just long enough for Jenna to take the advantage. 
 
    With surgical precision, the Rogue launched at the stunned orcs, blade swinging. One orc grabbed at its throat as blood spurted. Another orc raised its sword, only for the hand to separate at the wrist. A third backed off, only for the tip of Jenna’s blade to slice across his wide eyes. The orc screamed as Jenna pounced, driving her boot into the brute’s chest and send him crashing into other orcs. 
 
    Bedlam erupted as Jenna kept moving. Clubs and swords swung at a moving shadow. Jenna stayed low, her sword slicing at the sides of knees. Some legs came off while others barely held on with gory sinew and broken bone. Many orcs screamed in pain as the lone rogue moved like a skilled butcher through a slaughterhouse. Screams blended with raging grunts as the horde of orcs came together, trying to surround the deadly shadow. 
 
    Jenna smirked as she jumped and planted her heel in an orc’s face. Blood burst from his nose caving in and the rogue leapt off his face, slicing upwards. A female orc’s face split upwards and her screams drowned in her own blood. Jenna slammed another boot into an advancing orc. When she landed, the horde pounced. 
 
    Thick hands grabbed hold of the rogue as they buried her in muscled bodies. The orcs raged, holding her and preparing to pull her apart. The air wrinkled and she was gone. 
 
    Orcs grasped at nothing as thin eyebrows rose. The rogue appeared above them and came down, stabbing her short sword into a head and driving her heel into another orc’s face. The confusion turned into a seething roar. Clubs and swords swung out and Jenna bent low. Weapons cut and bashed fellow orcs who were too close. The chaos returned as orcs damaged their own people, trying to hit, one, small rogue. 
 
    Launching herself upwards, Jenna spun like a ballerina, sword out. Faces, throats and jaws were shattered, cut or otherwise sliced open. The howling of pain grew with each surviving orc clutching at their destroyed faces.  
 
    The carnage reached a fevered pitch as Jenna actually began to repulse the invading army. Some orcs backed off while others turned and ran. The rogue knew she could show no quarter or they would regain their courage. Shoulders low, she advanced, slicing and cutting with skill and finesse. Bodies fell as Jenna fought the storm. Blood covered the floor and some dying orcs trembled with their last breaths.  
 
    Jenna advanced on the fleeing horde when something caught her eye. Glancing to the side, another orc with a missing hand, held the bloody stump to his chest while raising a club in his left hand over the standing tube. 
 
    The Rogue’s brow formed a sharp point as she spun and threw her sword. The blade soared through the air and stabbed deep into the orc’s chest. The orc’s beady eyes widened before his body crumbled to the bloody floor. 
 
    Jenna turned to race to her sword sticking in the orc when several orcs grabbed her cloak and pulled her to them. Foul breath fogged the air as the orcs grinned, knowing they had their prize. 
 
    Jenna grunted as she pulled two daggers from her cloak, turned and began stabbing. Black eyes widened as she leaned into them, her arms a blur and stabbing halfway with each dagger in rapid succession. Blood spurted, but she continued her masterful work, cutting away at muscles, tips slicing through internal organs. The orcs holding her cloak lost their grip, hands moving to bellies and trying to hold in organs. Jenna showed no mercy, stabbing into sides of throats. 
 
    A club swung out from the side of her gaze and made contact with the rogue’s head. Jenna’s world shook as she stumbled into another orc and instinctually stabbed at him. The orc moaned before he collapsed. Jenna turned, her gaze moving in and out of focus. Several orcs rushed her and she backed up. When they took hold, the air wrinkled and she was gone. 
 
    “Fucking BITCH! Show yourself!” a large orc screamed. 
 
    Jenna appeared by the Gen-tube, hand reaching out and pulling her short sword from the dead orc. Wits returning, she glared with contempt at the eight remaining orcs. The rest had retreated out of the room, but these last eight looked like they were either brave, stupid, or both. A wicked smirk appeared as Jenna took a step forward. 
 
    An orc with a white triangle painted over one eye heaved with contempt, sword in hand. “Jenna Whisper. The bounty on you will ease many lives.” 
 
    “No one will claim it, not even you,” Jenna hissed as she took another step toward them. 
 
    “Every orc in town will be coming toward this building. You will not make it out alive.” 
 
    Jenna glanced to the timer on the screen, indicating she had twelve minutes left. “I just have to last long enough until that reaches zero.” 
 
    The orcs standing on either side of the large orc readied themselves. Weapons gleamed in the dim light as snarls pulsed through the air.  
 
    Jenna eyed them, searching for weakness. It was one thing to attack a chaotic horde but if the orcs in the room were skilled, they could come together and take the advantage. 
 
    The orc lifted his green chin in contempt, “Once you’re beaten, we will fucking take you until you beg for us to stop. Then and only then, will we chop off your head and fuck your bloody holes.” 
 
    “Enough foreplay!” Jenna smiled and launched at the orcs.   
 
    Orcs charged with a roar. Jenna was on them, body moving like a dancer as clubs and swords hacked at her, missing by inches. Senses alive, she watched as each one clumsily tried to hit her and each one missed. A thought touched the back of her mind, telling her if she was hit once, she would be out of commission. Senses frosty, she let them wear themselves down as they tried to hit her. When one mis stepped, Jenna sliced across his neck, blood pouring forth like red milk from a jug. 
 
    The orcs closed in and two met a similar fate. Hands clutched at throats as their very life drained away. One orc closed the distance, stabbing out with a short blade. Jenna turned sideways, her cloak billowing and the blade penetrating the fabric. The rogue gave the orc in her face a wicked leer before driving her blade into his gut and twisting it twice. Fear filled his eyes before Jenna pulled her sword and rammed the pommel into the side of his face, sending him crashing to the slick, red floor.  
 
    The orc with the white triangle over his eye brought a thick sword down. Jenna parried it, her knees bending from his strength. He glared at the rogue and licked his lips. Jenna pulled a dagger from her cloak and sliced upwards, separating his sword hand from his wrist. Blood sprayed on her pale features as the orc’s sword clanged on the floor.  
 
    Jenna licked the blood as the once brave orc fell back into a scramble, clutching his bloody stump to his chest. The orc ran as the remaining orcs charged. Jenna’s shoulders loosened before spinning, dodging, and slicing. Blood splashed against her cloak and leather clad body. The gruesome carnage died down as bodies fell.  
 
    When the last orc fell to his hands and knees, blinded and moaning from the thick cut across his forehead, Jenna stepped over him and spun her sword. When the blade pointed down, she drove the tip to the back of his head, burying it halfway. 
 
    Jenna looked up as she pulled her sword. The orc with the white triangle was gone, the last image Jenna saw was his heels as he raced back to the main club room. 
 
    The rogue looked to the timer, seeing she had nine minutes left. 
 
    “Time to spare,” Jenna smiled sardonically and wiped her sword against her thigh. 
 
    *** 
 
    Darkness curled around Alric’s mind as he drifted on strange, dreamy tides. Images floated along, many things feeling different. Something stabbed into his thoughts like a rusty syringe, filling him with new, alien knowledge. It didn’t hurt as a new understanding touched the edges of his sanity. 
 
    The darkness fell away to a dim, red light. Eyelids slid open, tendrils of mists caressing his cheeks. The glass cover was frosty, a dark figure standing just on the other side. Sensations returned to limbs. Energy grew with each passing second, Alric feeling better than he ever did before.  
 
    Purple eyes peered in from beyond the mists and glass. Something beeped and the cover slowly opened, mists spilling out. The figure stayed where they were, watching with widening eyes. 
 
    When the cover was fully open, Alric reached out and touched the edge with one hand. His other hand followed. Lifting a leg, he stepped out, strength filling him before he glanced to his hand.  
 
    Stunned silence wrapped his mind as he saw his skin was no longer pale but a deep violet. It was almost black except when it touched the light, giving it a dark purple hue. Lifting both hands up as he stepped out of the tube, he turned them over to make sure what he was seeing was real. 
 
    Jenna’s eyes returned to normal, drawing her short sword, turning it sideways and holding it to Alric’s eyes. His reflection glowed as he saw long white hair and dark, sharp features along his face. Wonderment and panic touched his rapidly beating heart. The young man stepped away from the rogue and stood in the dark reflection of the flat screen. Fingers touched his face as he could make out pointed ears, dark skin and long, pure white hair. Wicked looking leather armor covered his body from neck to toe. His features were thinner as his body didn’t completely resemble how it looked before. His former clothes, trench coat and even his pistol were long gone. 
 
    “Alric,” Jenna said with a hint of sadness. 
 
    Alric turned and it was then when he noticed the sea of hacked bodies and blood along the floor. The young man drank in the horrors at their feet and a small smile crept into his cheeks. 
 
    Jenna’s sadness melted to curiosity as the dark elf smiled with white teeth. 
 
    Alric chuckled to himself. When his shoulders stopped shaking, he lifted his chin and closed his eyes. 
 
    “I earned my way into the game,” the dark elf said plainly. 
 
    Jenna stood; her voice silent. 
 
    Alric opened his eyes and looked to the beautiful rogue. Before he could speak a word, information filled his gaze. 
 
    Alric Vine   
 
    Race: Dark Elf 
 
    Class: Archer 
 
    HP: 38 
 
      
 
    Attributes 
 
    Strength: 8 
 
    Dexterity: 12 (+4 racial bonus) 
 
    Constitution: 8  
 
    Intelligence: 11 (+3 racial bonus) 
 
    Wisdom: 8 
 
    Charisma: 9 (+1 racial bonus) 
 
      
 
    Special Ability 
 
    Quantum Power Shot: 3 
 
      
 
    Alric studied the stats for a long second before they moved to the side of his gaze and alerts began appearing. 
 
    You have gained Part One of the Dead City Map! 
 
    Please retrieve your gear! 
 
    Alric turned his attention back to the tube. Inside, a blinking red light turned green. A whirl of a lock touched sensitive ears before the box within the tube popped open. The dark elf stepped over, mindful of the puddles of blood. Reaching in, two items slid up into view. 
 
    Alric lifted the items and looked them over. The curved black metal of the item in his right hand unfurled. A thin cable emerged and when it finished, a black bow was in his hand. In his left, a black quiver shone in the light, twenty arrows filling it. 
 
    The flat screen blinked on and the Master gave a slow clap. “You both survived for now, congratulations.” 
 
    Alric and Jenna turned toward the screen. 
 
    The Master continued, “Alric, you have indeed earned your way into the game. Now that you are an adventurer, it’s important to follow the rules so you may gain experience points as you progress.” 
 
    Alric looked over to Jenna with understanding eyes. 
 
    The Master cleared his throat before he continued, “Recharging Jenna’s QT Engine was no accident. Since you are both now part of a party, you may aid each other with recharging your special abilities without concern. It should make your lives easier with the trials to come.” 
 
    Jenna stepped forward, anger in her eyes. “This has gone on long enough!” 
 
    The Master stopped her before she could continue, “It will go as long as I say it will. If you want to return to how it was, find the remaining three pieces of the map. Complete the storyline and you both earn your freedoms and your rewards. But know this, if you defy the game, I will only make it that much harder for you to reach your goals. It would be a shame to be cut down during the height of your adventures.” 
 
    Alric placed a hand on Jenna’s shoulder. “We can do this. We can succeed,” the dark elf whispered. 
 
    The Master rolled a pair of dice. When they rolled to a stop, a number appeared in the corner. “You notice the faint rumble of approaching orcs in the distance. I suggest you make a hasty retreat. If you survive, I’ll be in contact for the next leg of your epic quest.” 
 
    The screen went dark. 
 
    Jenna turned from the screen and faced Alric. Head bowed; rage rumbled along her spirit. 
 
    “We will be okay,” Alric said with a soothing tone. 
 
    “He’s dragging you into the game to spite me. He wants me…us to hurt.” 
 
    “Then, let’s show him he can’t break our spirit,” Alric said with a confident smirk, slinging the arrow quiver over his head and securing it to his back. 
 
    Jenna’s anger receded as she looked up to Alric. The dark elf showed no hint of anger, pain, or sorrow. Instead, he beamed, despite his dark complexion. For a moment, Jenna held on a glimmer of hope. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here before we’re surrounded,” Alric said as he turned and walked toward the corridor they snuck through before. 
 
    The pair made their way down the small corridor until they reached the door. Taking hold of the handle, Alric pushed it out and the pair stepped out into the street. 
 
    The sounds of marching feet, screams, and howling madness bounced off immensely tall buildings. Jenna drew her short sword while Alric held his black bow in his hand. The new player never fired a real bow in his life, but he did it plenty of times in fantasy realms he visited on the Grid.  
 
    From several streets, gangs of orcs with weapons and torches appeared. They shouted to each other, gathering their strength. The light of their torches made their hulking shadows longer as the entire area filled with their voices. 
 
    Jenna looked down a small street, the Orc Town wall within sight. “Make a run for the wall.” 
 
    Alric pulled an arrow from his quiver, “Now seems to be the best time to try my quantum ability.” 
 
    Jenna turned her gaze sideways, “Now?” 
 
    Alric nodded, “Now.” 
 
    The pair took a quick breath. When the approaching orcs spotted them, they roared with a monstrous fury before they charged. The horde of orcs rushed along, eyes on the prizes as Jenna and Alric bolted for street before them. 
 
    Alric smirked with confidence and he pulled an arrow back on the bowstring. Hidden knowledge whispered in his mind, knowing full well what he had to do. Bowstring taut, the black arrow arced with power. Energy spilled down the bowstring to the arrow, tendrils of lightning cackling along the shaft and arrowhead.  
 
    The dark elf ran, turning his upper body and aiming at the incoming horde. The orcs took up his vision, left, right and center. Aiming was simply a step as there were plenty of targets. Aiming down the middle, he exhaled and released. 
 
    The arrow shot forward like a bullet. An orc in the front of the advancing horde blinked and grunted, a crackling black shaft in his chest. Other orcs near him turned their gaze to the falling orc, their eyes widening. When the orc hit the ground, an explosion ripped through their ranks like a bomb. 
 
    Alric and Jenna bent low, running at full tilt as the explosion hurtled orc body parts into the air. The very street rumbled from the explosion, screams filling the night.  
 
    Jenna glanced back to Alric, who ran with wide oval eyes. 
 
    “Holy shit!” he yelled as bodies rained down, what was left of the orc horde, slowing down their advance. 
 
    From another street, orcs raced out to meet the two fleeing adventurers. Jenna firmed her jaw before ducking low and slicing across. An orc’s thigh split sideways, his lower leg falling in one direction and the rest of him falling in another. Jenna stayed low, running and slicing at any orc getting too close. 
 
    Alric pulled another arrow, pulled back the bowstring and released. This time he didn’t charge it, but it was deadly nonetheless. The arrow stabbed into the side of a green head just as it raised its blade to cut down Jenna. The orc’s natural movements stopped abruptly as his body went slack and hit the ground. Alric pulled another arrow, pulled back and let go. Another arrow stabbed into an eye socket, the orc wailing in pain. 
 
    Jenna reached the wall, turned and stabbed an incoming orc. Several more were nearly on her when one by one, arrows sunk into their heads and backs. The rogue turned to see Alric smiling as he ran toward her. Behind him, another horde of orcs gave chase. 
 
    “Alric, behind you!” Jenna shouted. 
 
    The dark elf glanced over his shoulder. The horde of blood thirsty orcs rampaged after him. Alric strung up another arrow and charged it.  
 
    “Get over the wall, now!” Alric shouted as he jumped and turned in the air. 
 
    Jenna turned, cloak billowing as she grabbed a crack along the wall. The rogue vaulted herself upwards and over the side, disappearing from sight.  
 
    Alric was turning in the air. Bowstring taut, the black arrow arced with power.  
 
    “Not today,” the dark elf exhaled before he released. 
 
    The energy fueled arrow stabbed through the air. When it struck an orc forehead, the creature let out a small whine before the arrow exploded. 
 
    Alric hit the ground and rolled back to his feet. Running full tilt, he reached the Orc Town wall as blood and body parts rained down. Jumping up, he took hold of the top of the wall and vaulted himself over as horrific screams filled the forest of metal buildings. 
 
    Alric landed next to Jenna. The dark elf and rogue grabbed each other’s arm and ran off into the darkened streets, shouts and screams echoing into the night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Ten 
 
    A rogue and dark elf raced through the deserted streets. Alric’s legs moved like they were brand new and powerful. He tried to fight his growing smile and failed. He felt amazing and the good feeling cascaded over his new body, his new life. 
 
    Turning onto a small street, street lights flickered and shadows grew longer. Jenna reached over and grabbed Alric’s collar, dragging him into a darkened doorway, their bodies mostly hidden by shadows.  
 
    Breathing returning to normal rather quickly, the Rogue visually scanned the street, but didn’t let go of Alric. The dark elf looked to the beautiful Rogue, lost in her porcelain features. Jenna continued to survey the area until she saw that they were not followed. Letting out a small exhale, she turned her purple eyes to Alric. 
 
    “We made it,” Alric said with confidence. 
 
    “Maybe,” Jenna said with a whisper, monetarily lost in Alric’s new form. 
 
    Information filled the corner of Alric’s gaze, detailing changes, upgrades and new implants. He read the words even if he could not break his gaze from Jenna. 
 
    “I have been changed on a genetic level. Skin pigmentation, muscle and bone alteration, and several implants have been added to my body. I see a diagram, with unknown tech implanted along my arms. I assume to allow me to make power shots.” 
 
    “Were you issued a character sheet?” Jenna asked. 
 
    Alric nodded. “I have some racial bonuses, but from what I gather, I’m just starting out. I have skill points to spend to round everything out. It seems, this is the new me.” 
 
    Jenna stared with a hint of sadness. “He will torture us until he is bored.” 
 
    Alric’s hand drifted to Jenna’s hip and he pulled her closer, “Let him. I never felt more alive than I do right now. What do you think of the new me?” 
 
    Jenna touched his dark cheek, “Beautiful and handsome.” 
 
    The door entryway pad blinked to life. Jenna and Alric pulled away from each other and turned around, the rogue’s hand falling to the pommel of her blade and Alric reaching for his bow on his back.  
 
    The small screen blinked again and the Master appeared. “What a harrowing and daring escape. I’m impressed.”  
 
    The rogue and dark elf relaxed a little, but not completely, their annoyed gaze on the small screen. 
 
    The Master continued, “The great adventure truly begins! It pleases me to tell you that you have rose above and beyond what I thought you were capable of, Jenna Whisper. Your trials will continue, but now you will have a party member.” 
 
    The Master turned his attention to Alric, “Playing the game is distilled purpose. I reward my players who play well. Fight my guiding hand and it will hurt you and your entire party. Since you are new, this will be my only warning. Jenna knows the lay of the land, follow most of her examples.” 
 
    “What’s next for us,” Alric asked with a heated tone. New body was one thing but bending to a psychopath’s rules was another matter entirely. 
 
    The hooded Master nodded. “For now, simply try to survive. For the future, both of you have started a main questline. The rewards will match how you play so I suggest you play well.  
 
    “As I said before, you’re a party now and not subject to the restrictions placed when it comes to charging your special abilities. Enjoy every moment because tomorrow is not promised. Either I or quest givers will approach you with your next steps, but random, small quests will appear in your quest logs, if you need a little extra credits. NPC’s may reach out to aid or hinder your quests. Adventurers are making names for themselves. The Streets will be transformed into a world worth living in again.” 
 
    The darkness under the hood writhed like an agitated storm, “Fate is a double-edged sword. Your actions will have repercussions, good and evil. Think on your actions or cosmic retribution will come down on both of you.” 
 
    The darkness along the Master’s hood seemed to subside as he turned his attention to Alric, “Your bow, quiver, and arrows are of special design. As you noticed, the bow allows you to fire a power shot. The Quiver uses nano-drone tech to rebuild arrows. You can only hold twenty arrows now, but with experience, that number will grow. Your normal arrows have the ability to penetrate armor, use them wisely.” 
 
    The Master turned his attention to the rogue, “My dear Jenna, I will stay true to my word. Find the pieces of the map, locate your body and you shall have it back. I swear it to you.” 
 
    The Master eased back in his chair, light from above barely illuminating the tip of his nose. “My Rogue and Archer, fight well and epic rewards await you.” 
 
    The screen turned black and the Master was gone. 
 
    “Asshole,” Jenna and Alric said in unison. 
 
    I heard that. 
 
    The words scrolled across the dark elf and rogue’s eyes before they disappeared. 
 
    Alric and Jenna turned to each other, lips curving into smiles. 
 
    The Rogue stepped closer, pressing her body against the dark elf, gaze touching his slender neck and moving up to his now dark green eyes.  
 
    Alric touched her waist and held her to him. “What do we do now? I don’t have any credits, a place to live and only the clothes on me.” 
 
    “I have some credits. We can stay at an inn and talk about the future, all night long,” Jenna said with a sultry flair. 
 
    “Sounds amazing,” Alric said, keeping his smile. 
 
    Jenna’s smile faded as concern bled into her purple eyes. “Are you okay, with all of this?” 
 
    “I never felt more okay in my life than I do now. For the first time, I feel truly alive. I know the Master will make our lives hell, but it will be worth it, for both of us. I want you to find your body and be on a ship to Mars. I want to know I helped someone, other than myself.” 
 
    Jenna’s eyes warmed before she pressed her full lips to his. The mood took hold, tongues swirling in an intimate kiss. Time flowed, the two adventurers enjoying their private moment before they parted. 
 
    Jenna kept her gaze as she spoke, “We will be on a ship to Mars, together.” 
 
    “Sounds like a bright future,” Alric said with a sly grin. 
 
    Growls and shouts echoed off towering buildings. Jenna and Alric looked up to the immense towers, their bond growing closer. Taking each other’s hand, they raced off down the street. Fingers curled tightly, their bodies moving to a new rhythm. Glancing to each other, they drank in the warming connection. 
 
    The rogue and dark elf darted down a dark street and disappeared, an epic adventure touching their minds and hope filling their hearts. 
 
    ~Fin~ 
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