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Chapter 1

Overture of a Dream



 As we begin to challenge evolution, 

 we begin to win a seemingly impossible race against God, thanks to the ostensibly non-existent shortcuts between the cracks of existence. 

 The very fibres that create what we are, is something we’ve suddenly created, 

 and everything we see, smell and touch, we made ourselves. 

 Everything we knew is now nothing…

 A whisper of a memory passed

 The lines become blurred. 

 How do we define our reality, our existence? 

 And now, how do we define fantasy? 

 Eventually our skewed lines between our very existence and our very dreams are lost, 

 and we’ve lost sight of the truth. 

 We’ve removed ourselves from what we knew was life, and created something much, much different. 

 So, what is life? 

---

I’m not the kind of person to recount a dream out loud. I’m really not even the kind of person to remember my own dreams or think twice about them. I can maybe remember three dreams in my entire life. In one dream that I had when I was a child, I was climbing a mountain when I fell down onto a giant anthill. Suddenly, bears began to crawl out the top of the hill. In another dream I had as a child, I was in a bank when a large gang of little people

entered and started to shoot up the place. Neither dreams were particularly significant in my life, but I still felt the need to mention them. 

The other dream I can remember I had while on a plane ride, travelling far north into the Canadian wilderness (Which is another story—A long story, which I promise I will get to). I was walking down a dark, grungy sort of alleyway, littered with decrepit neon-glowing signs, advertising low-end bars and clubs. There was a little staircase, which descended a few feet below the street-level towards a dark metal door. Standing in front of the door, a woman stood smoking a cigarette, staring at me as I walked past. 

I stopped in front of her and she smiled at me. She turned around and walked through the dark metal door. For reasons I don’t know, I followed the woman. I pushed the door open and found myself in a strange, dark sort of reception room. The room was poorly decorated with cheap art, bed sheets on the walls and an old stained rug. A young girl (who could not have been older than eighteen) sat at a small table, reading one of those pop-culture magazines. She looked up at me. She asked me if I would like to see the girls. 

I said, “Yes.” 

The young girl got up and walked through one of the sheets, which hung from the wall, apparently covering a hallway or a doorway to another room. 

Soon after, the girl re-emerged with five other girls, all impossibly beautiful. 

There were three white girls: A brunette, a blonde, and a redhead. 

Additionally, there was an Asian girl with black hair, and a black girl with dark brown hair. 

“These are the base models,” the young girl explained as she watched me stare at the beautiful women. “If you want custom, that’s extra.” 

I chose the brunette. She had dark freckles across her nose, which was a feature I quite admired. The other four girls turned around in almost perfect unison and walked back through the bed sheet doorway they came in through. 

I took another good look at my selection. 

She was gorgeous. She was thin, with a curvy chest and curvy hips. Her hair was long—longer than any of the other girls’ had been. She was wearing a tight black nighty, which cut off just below the cusp of her butt cheeks. Not unlike the other girls, her cleavage was practically spilling out of her top—a feature they had programmed very intentionally. 

As she began to walk, the skirt of her nighty lifted ever so slightly, 

revealing the edge of her soft butt cheeks. I had made a good choice. 

We found ourselves in a dimly lit room with an old bed in the center of it. 

On top of the bed was a bed sheet, which probably hadn’t been changed in over a year, and had hosted God knows how many fucks. My date placed her hand firmly on my chest and pushed me down, onto the bed. She stood, towering over me, smiling flirtatiously. 

Music began to play—strange music, unlike any I had ever heard. 

Reminiscing on the scenario, the music was actually quite creepy, but in the moment it seemed completely normal. 

My date began to slowly dance to the music. She swayed and twirled, lifting her arms over her head and closing her eyes, as if actually emotionally affected by the music. Then, as if part of her well-practiced routine, she began to remove her clothes. She took her nighty by the base of her skirt and began to lift it up over her head, revealing a pair of white cotton panties. 

I can vividly recall my heart rate increasing drastically. The most beautiful specimen I had ever seen was standing just feet away from me, performing an incredibly sensual strip tease. She through the nighty aside and I stared at her incredible chest. Her nipples were erect as they sat defiantly upon her perky tits. Slowly, she began to lower herself to her knees. She crawled up between my legs, and then, reusing the same move as before, pushed on my chest until I was lying on my back. 

I could feel the brunette beauty sliding my pants down my legs. Her soft fingertips travelled back up my legs as she returned for my underwear. 

On the roof were pictures of naked women, and cut outs of magazines—

all crudely tacked and glued up. All the women portrayed on the roof were well equipped, with huge tits. I took a deep breath in as I felt the waistband of my boxers beginning to slide down my legs. I could feel a cool breeze, which existed impossibly in the room, crawl over my naked legs. My body began to lose its tension and I started to melt into the old mattress. 

My beautiful brunette began to slide her face towards my crotch, in between my legs. My heart was pounding tremendously, excited for my soon-coming blowjob. 

Then suddenly, I felt a large warm tingle flutter through my body, emanating from between my legs. I could feel the prostitute’s tongue travelling up and down the length of my crotch. The warm tingle became

stronger and stronger with every wet stroke of the tongue. It was unlike any sensation I’d ever felt. I was descending quickly into a powerful state of euphoria. 

My date stopped and stood up, still looking down at me. I looked up at her and smiled, extremely relaxed. Carefully, she fondled the sides of her panties with her fingertips. And then slowly, she began to slide them down. 

My expression dropped. Between the prostitute’s legs, there was no pussy. Instead, a long hard dick sprung out. It throbbed powerfully as it stood tall, proud to be free from its cotton imprisonment. I was in shock—frozen in my place. I could not speak. I could not move. The tall transgendered prostitute began to walk towards me. 

In my near-catatonic state I was able to look down between my own legs. 

Something was wrong—My cock wasn’t there. I pulled myself up and looked between my legs. A little wet pussy sat where my cock used to me. 

“W—What’s going on?” I managed to say, or at least I tried to say. 

I received no response from the programmed prostitute. Instead, she placed her hand on my chest and pushed me down with a great force. Her artificial strength was too strong. I could not resist her. Slowly, still holding me still, she crawled up on top of me. As she lowered herself down, I could feel her long, thick shaft slide along my abdomen. I could feel its thick veins pumping blood as the massive manhood throbbed hard. 

My brain couldn’t process what was happening fast enough. I was sweating, scared shitless. I could feel the tip of the gargantuan cock slip down to my slit and snuggle up against my wet hole. I closed my eyes tightly. 

Luckily for me, it was just a dream. Like just about every other dream I had ever had, this one fleeted from my mind quickly and soon enough it wasn’t even a whisper of a memory in my mind. That is until later, but I will get to that in good time. 

Five years ago, in September of the year 2112, an assignment fell upon my desk that I had been dreaming about since I started my career as a journalist. My paper had received an exclusive invite from Markus Larson, the CEO and founder of MJL Technology Corporation himself to tour their revolutionary virtual reality system’s headquarters, which had been kept highly secret for many years. I would be the first journalist to see the inside of MJL Corp. and I would be the first person to speak with the designers

since the announcement of the project nearly ten years before. 

Naturally, I was ecstatic, honoured that my paper was chosen above all others, and that I was chosen above all my fellow writers. MJL Co.’s virtual reality system was ground breaking—without question, the biggest technological and sociological breakthrough of the twenty-second century. 

The job saw me on a plane, headed for British Columbia, Canada where MJL Corp. was based. The job originally entailed my trip lasting all of October. I never expected how long I would actually be there, covering a much different story than I was prepared for. 

MJL Technology Corporation, short for Markus James Larson Technology Corporation, was originally an ambitious hardware firm that was well known in the late twenty-first century for creating incredibly fast and efficient processors for both personal and professional level computers. Their impressive new technology completely changed the way computers were designed, being the first computer technology company to utilize biological computing, or, computers, which were essentially lab created living organisms. Though, as “science-fiction” as that may sound, the chips looked just like any other computer chip. The main difference was that, instead of inter-connectivity via wires and metals, the different parts of the chips were connected with a fluid, which fired signals, much like synapses in the brain. 

After twenty years of incredibly successful operations, making MJL

Corp. one of the most profitable companies on the planet, MJL Corp. 

practically shut down, leaving only a single processor factory operating out of Quebec, Canada. All of their ambitious technological undertakings were abandoned and firms were shut down all around the world. 

When asked for a statement, Markus Larson gave none. For an entire decade, the sudden remission of MJL Corp. was a mystery. Other companies came and went, but none were ever nearly as successful as Larson’s. After a few months, Markus was nowhere to be found. 

Then suddenly, in the year 2095, an announcement was made from an undisclosed location via the Internet that MJL had been secretly working on a massive project for nearly ten years. The project, at the time labelled “Earth 2” (a tongue-and-cheek label made up by Markus himself, who was known to have a sense of humour about things). Larson didn’t release any details about the project aside from the working title. Naturally, for a few years there were a lot of big theories and big speculations. 

Finally, on the first day of the twenty-second century, Markus released all the details about “Earth 2” on his website. The project was re-titled

“Enhanced-Life”. 

Enhanced-Life was a massive virtual reality system that would revolutionize everything. It was a complex system, containing technology that had been developed in secret, and was far more powerful than the technology anyone knew existed. By simply sitting down inside of a “Pod”, and resting your head back in a rubbery gel-like backrest, you would essentially be teleported inside of a massive computer, which was wirelessly connected to every other Pod on the planet. Your body would fall asleep and your mind would be hooked up to The Network. Once inside The Network, you found yourself in a gigantic room where artificially intelligent humans greeted you from behind massively long desks and assisted you in going to wherever you wanted within the Enhanced-Life universe. 

Enhanced-Life programmers, from their undisclosed headquarters, created everything inside of Enhanced-Life. In the beginning, “EL”, as Enhanced-Life was often shortened, offered a series of games, social experiences and a number of massive areas where people could socialize, visit shops, and essentially do whatever they wanted to within the system’s limitations. Users could use either real money or the Enhanced-Life currency to do a number of things. 

Enhanced-Life became available to the public in the year 2105. While MJL Corp. planned on making a model you could personally own-- at first they began by renting out their Pods at various MJL owned Enhanced-Life Stations across North America. The company was still in the experimentation and testing stages of their new product, and weren’t ready for a wide-scale release. 

A year after Enhanced-Life became available to the public at EL-Stations, Markus and MJL Corp. ran into a great deal of negative media. Enhanced-Life was being heavily criticized for its “highly-addictive qualities”, primarily concerning one particular feature with the EL-Pods: A life support system, which would provide a user’s bloodstream with all the necessary hydration, vitamins and nutrients they needed to survive. MJL released a counter statement saying, “People will inevitably become addicted to what we’ve created. We just don’t want those people do get hurt in doing so.” The statement didn’t stop the negative press or the soon-to-be protesting. 

MJL Corp. carried on regardless. The press would become worse and worse every year. Journalists who were desperate for a little bit of attention would fabricate false stories about the company and their intentions. As the Enhanced-Life software became more refined and bigger, anti-EL groups became angrier and more aggressive. 

In 2108, EL unveiled a slew of new worlds people could travel to, as well as a number of new games, which received mass appeal from gamers everywhere. EL’s massively multiplayer war game, Contra-X was a war game which users could connect to a number of different servers, which recreated different historic battles. The game was labelled “frighteningly real”, and naturally received a lot of backlash from the anti-EL groups (and conservative parents alike). Despite the backlash, it also garnished a massive fan-base of dedicated gamers. MJL then opened another one hundred EL-Stations worldwide, in part due to the game’s success. 

In the summer of the year 2111, all EL-Stations were shut down abruptly after a Russian user named Fyodor Pytrovich was killed in The Network. 

Killings within The Network weren’t unusual. After dying in the system, users would simply respawn. Users could access certain areas, and modify their settings to remove dying completely from their Enhanced-Life experience. However, on that summer morning in 2111, another user in game killed a user, and that user, Fyodor Pytrovich died in real-life. Police ordered a mass shutdown of the entire EL-Server until further notice. The investigation lasted months. Police never found the culprit, and MJL Corp. 

was slapped with massive fines (not that it mattered—Markus Larson owned nearly about a tenth of the world’s assets). 

Finally, in 2112, Enhanced-Life reopened. While it was still very popular, suddenly they were operating with a large degree of negative-stigma. Line-ups to spend an hour in a Pod no longer stretched entire city blocks. A lot of people were scared of Enhanced-Life. Only the die-hard world explorers and the Contra-X gamers still frequently used EL. 

So, Markus Larson personally made a lot of big changes to the system, creating artificially intelligent police officers that existed in the system’s many towns, cities and eerily desolate metropolises. Strict rules were introduced into the previously lawless universe of Enhanced-Life. For lots, this ruined the entire experience. However, for the general population, this was enough to bring some life back into the massively expansive

undertaking. 

I was brought in, as a journalist, to meet the team behind Enhanced-Life and to show the world their newer and safer system. I was strictly advised to inform no one, not even my own mother, about the job. The very man who handed me the invite accompanied me everywhere I went for three days before I was picked up in the middle of the night at a private airstrip. The man even stayed with me at an undisclosed hotel for the nights following my acceptance of the job. 

Our flight departed at three in the morning. We were headed nine hours North, deep into the mountains of Northern British Columbia, Canada where MJL Corp.’s hidden Enhanced-Life base of operations was. 

I was excited, but also scared. It was by far and wide the biggest, most important job that had ever landed on my desk. I had no idea of what to expect. 

But despite my excitement, I was able to rest my head back and fall asleep. Then, I had that strange nightmare. 
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Chapter 2

MJL Technology Corporation



Upon my arrival, two security guards and the president of MJL Technology Corporation, Jarius Knudstrom, a tall blonde Swede with bright blue eyes, greeted me. He was a painfully handsome fellow with a big smile practically fused onto his face. His custom Italian suit was perfectly crafted for his well-sculpted body, and he stood tall with an incredible aura of confidence. It was, after all, his job to look impressive, and he was great at his job. 

As I stepped off the plane, he flashed me with his contagious smile as the two security guards made no hesitation in searching my body. I wasn’t used to being searched, so I was initially taken aback. 

Ignoring the guards, Jarius spoke. “Welcome to the Great White North, Mr. Karlson.” He extended his hand for a shake. “We’re excited to have you.” 

“Please,” I replied, “call me Ben.” 

“Okay, Ben. As you’d like.” Knudstrom’s accent was strong, but it had a practiced elegance to it. His English was perfect. It almost seemed as though he purposefully held onto his Swedish accent after mastering English. 

A sharp breeze blew, nearly knocking us all onto our feet. The air was cold. My feet, even with my brand-new snow boots (which I’d bought specifically for this trip) were freezing. Jarius, who looked completely comfortable, could tell I was struggling with the weather. 

“Please,” he said. “Let’s head inside where it’s warm—and so you can finally see what we brought you here to see—what all the fuss is about!” 

I smiled and followed the charming Swedish man as he led the two guards and I towards a large metal door. The door looked as though it was installed on the side of a rock, which protruded out of the mountainous

valley. Above it was a foot of snow, obscuring it from any possible airplane or satellite imaging. The company’s base could not have been more hidden. 

Jarius pulled back the door, revealing a large elevator. Jarius moved aside and, being the gentleman he was, motioned for us to enter before him. 

“Please,” he said, smiling. 

We all entered the elevator. Jarius swiped an access card and then punched in a code. Unlike a standard commercial elevator, this unit did not simply list the various floors. Instead, there was a keypad with a strange number of keys—all completely unlabelled. The elevator began to descend smoothly down into the mountain. 

“Do you get motion sick, Mr. Karlson—I mean, Ben?” 

“Not generally,” I said. 

“Good. A lot of people struggle with the speed of this elevator.” 

I wasn’t expecting as long of a ride as it was. It took us nearly five minutes to reach our destination. As we descended, I felt a tremendous pressure in my ears. We must have gone down at least a couple of kilometers. 

The doors opened into a bright white hallway. There were no lights on the ceilings or the walls. Instead, each panel glowed a soft white glow, as if the entire hallway was a light itself. Speckled along the walls of the hall were various doors, all white and made from some sort of matte plastic. 

Jarius led me down the long corridor towards a door, which had been conveniently labelled with my name. “This will be your bedroom for the next few weeks,” he said. He opened the door. 

The room was not at all what I was expecting. The walls were covered in deep red-ish floral wallpaper and a cherry wood wainscoting. There were massive bookshelves, filled with old books, as well as newer looking books and binders. All of the furniture was made from beautifully hand-carved wood. There were a number of other doors within the room. 

“Your bedroom is through that door there,” Jarius said walking over to the aforementioned door. “It’s been stocked with bed sheets, towels—

everything you need.” 

Jarius opened the door to reveal a beautifully decorated bedroom. The bedframe was fittingly hand-carved. The entire bed was massive—king sized. 

There was a small stepladder next to the bed. Necessary seeing as the bed

was so high off of the ground. 

“It’s beautiful,” I said. 

“I’m glad.” Jarius walked back into my living area. “You’re welcome to relax here for a while, or I can take you to meet the team. I understand if you choose to relax. It’s been a long flight.” 

“No, I’d like to meet the team if I may,” I said. 

Jarius smiled and brought me back out to the hallway. In the hall, Jarius told the guards they could relax and return to their usual duties. We walked back to the elevator. Jarius, with his long legs, was a fast walker. My presence seemed to make him very excited-- or maybe that was just part of his image. 

He asked me if my flight was good, and if I needed anything extra—small talk. The second elevator ride was much shorter, and it brought us to a large open space. 

The space was filled with people sitting behind computers. It was a busy room, but also very relaxed. People smiled as they chatted with one another, working away at their computers. Unlike the hallway, this room was very dark, with massively high ceilings. 

“This is where we do most of the work with Enhanced-Life. All these people are world builders. They’re always working on additional content within Enhanced-Life.” 

“They’re programmers?” I asked. 

Jarius smiled. “No—Not quite. They design the games and the worlds, and then their concepts get sent to Markus, who does the programming.” 

“Markus Larson?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Markus Larson does all the programming for Enhanced-Life?” 

“That’s right. He’s the only one with access to the code. He’s also the only person who can understand the code, seeing as he wrote it himself.” 

“That’s incredible. There must one hundred million lines of code.” 

“Oh, probably many more than that,” Jarius said. 

“Ben Karlson?” a voice said. I looked over, and a younger man (no more than twenty-one years old) was standing with his hand extended. “Henry

King,” he introduced. “Pleasure to meet you.” 

“Nice to meet you,” I replied. 

“Henry is one of our new builders. He’s also the youngest member of the team.” 

Henry smiled. 

“They say working here is a big sacrifice,” I said to Henry. “Is it true that you have to cut off contact with friends and family?” 

“That’s not necessarily true—a sensationalized rumour, really,” Jarius said before Henry could speak. “Members of the team can still contact their families and friends—but we monitor contact. At least that’s how its been as we’ve been unveiling new features. Soon enough, once we are out of our beta stages, our workers will be free to contact whomever, whenever.” 

“It’s a sacrifice, but its also a one in a lifetime opportunity,” Henry added. 

“May I interview you later?” I asked Henry. 

Henry looked up at Jarius for approval. Jarius laughed. “Yes. You may interview whomever you would like.” Jarius’ natural charm cut through the nervous tension from Henry. It was obvious that there were a lot of strict rules in play that they didn’t necessarily want me to know about. I was there, after all, in the hope that my article would boost their public image. “Come this way, there’s someone I’d like for you to meet—Your guide for the next couple of weeks.” 

Jarius led me down a long isle of builders, working hard at their computers. Near the end of the isle was a man dressed much more casually than the rest in the room. He wore a brightly coloured tank top and a pair of Hawaiian shorts. He had scruffy dark hair and about a week’s worth of beard growth. 

“Ben Karlson, Charles Fentiman,” Jarius said, introducing the man to me. 

Charles turned to me and smiled. “Call me Charlie,” he said, standing up from his chair. His shirt was untucked and unbuttoned, revealing his semi-transparent white undershirt. My first impression of Charlie was that he was a slovenly man. 

“Charles is our lead monitor,” Jarius explained. “He scans the whole Network for what we call ‘Blips’—glitches in the system, people abusing the rules—that sort of thing.” 

“Nice to meet you,” I said. 

“Yeah—Yeah totally, man. Cool,” Charlie shook his head, smiling. He stood in a slightly slouched position. 

“For the next few weeks, Charlie will be able to answer all of your questions about Enhanced-Life. He knows it inside and out.” 

“They stopped approving my design ideas, so I’m getting downgraded,” 

Charlie jokingly explained. 

Jarius forced an awkward laugh. “Charlie is kidding,” he said. 

“Sort of,” Charlie inserted. 

“Well, I have a lot of questions—I suppose we can meet up at your convenience and go over them,” I said. 

“Yeah—For sure. We’ll do that.” Charlie smiled again, scratching his itchy beard growth. “Feel free to pull up a chair and ask away now—I’m not really doing anything important.” 

Jarius awkwardly laughed again. “He’s kidding again. Everything we do here is very important.” 

“Sort of,” Charlie said again. 

I could feel the tension between Charlie and Jarius. They clearly weren’t

“buddies”. 

“Well, okay. I suppose I can leave you two alone. Do you remember how to get back to your quarters?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Here is an access card,” Jarius said, holding out a card imprinted with my name, “Just swipe it in the elevator to be taken up to your floor.” 

“And the other floors?” 

“--Are off limits unless you are accompanied by me—I hope you understand. Some of our people work best with privacy and require some

— notice before we can visit.” 

Charlie laughed and shook his head. He could see right through Jarius’

bullshit and he wasn’t afraid to show it. Jarius hid his anger in his tense stance. He stood silent for a moment, and then turned to leave. 

“Let me know if you need anything,” he said trying to maintain a level of charm as he left. 

“Thank you, Mr. Knudstrom,” I said. 

“Big phoney Swedish bastard,” Charlie muttered, falling back into his chair and spinning back around to his computer. 

“You two clearly don’t get along,” I observed. 

Charlie laughed. “Pull up a chair.” Before I could pull up a chair, Charlie spun around and grabbed me a chair and yanked it forward. “Here.” He brushed a number of candy wrappers off of the seat, leaving behind a number of crumbs and stains. 

“Thank you,” I said, sitting down, pretending to ignore the distress of the chair. 

“He’s a bit of an asshole,” Charlie explained. 

“Aren’t you afraid of being fired?” I asked. 

“No,” Charlie explained. “The beauty of working here is they can’t fire me. I know far too much about the whole operation. They need to keep me under their wing. That’s one thing most people who work here don’t realize

—Everyone just sucks up like a bunch of fucking brown-nosed school children.” 

“So why would Knudstrom assign you to me?” 

“Because it wasn’t his decision. He has no power here.” 

“Who does?” 

“The only person who makes any decisions is Markus. Everyone else is just an ant in his domain.” 

“And Markus Larson likes you?” 

“Markus Larson has no idea who I am.” 

I stared at Charlie, slightly confused. “So again—why you?” 

“Markus Larson doesn’t know anyone here.” 

“Does he not visit the builders?” 

“He doesn’t visit at all. No one’s ever seen the guy.” 

“Really?” 

“Really,” Charlie said. 

“Okay—so I’m still confused. Why did they assign you to me?” 

“Who knows-- I don’t know. No one knows. It’s all madness.” 

I looked over at Charlie’s monitor. A seemingly endless stream of numbers and letters scrolled automatically up the screen. There weren’t any discernable patterns to the characters. 

“So, what are you looking for on your screen?” I asked, pulling out a notepad from my side-bag. 

“Blips.” 

“What are Blips?” 

“Blips are disturbances in the Network.” 

“And what you are looking at is the Network’s code?” 

“No—it’s a code created to monitor the code.” 

“I heard that no one’s ever seen the code for Enhanced-Life. Is that true?” 

“No one but Markus. Do you want a drink?” Charlie opened a drawer and pulled out a six-pack of beer. “Let’s have a drink.” 

“They let you drink here?” 

“They don’t care. They just give you a dirty look, but that’s about the extent of that. Here…” Charlie passed me a can of beer. 

I looked down at the can and laughed. I liked Charlie, and was happy he was assigned to me. I got the sense that he wouldn’t bullshit me. “So what does a Blip look like?” I asked. 

“These are all Blips. Every little character you can see here is a Blip.” 

There were hundreds--thousands of “Blips” passing by every few seconds. 

“Really?” I asked. 

“That’s right.” 

“Is the program broken?” 

“Nope. Think about it like… Quantum physics. How are you with quantum physics?” Charlie asked. 

“How am I?” 

“How much do you know about it?” 

“Oh—I don’t know. Some, I suppose.” 

“Well, think about it like Quantum Teleportation—Single particles teleporting to a completely different place in the universe, and to a

completely different time—and then back again before any time has passed.” 

“Okay,” I said slowly, wrapping my head around the theory. 

“Basically, that’s what happens in EL. As something interacts with a particle, it moves. Sometimes they move to a whole different place in the universe, and then they come back—unnoticed by any EL user. But this program detects the particle variation—Are you following me?” 

“I guess so. So what are you looking for then?” 

“Well, when something happens that breaks the system’s ‘laws of nature’, it can cause a large Blip, or a series of Blips—as the particles compensate for the unexpected changes. Every location in EL has a randomly assigned code

—A series of numbers and letters—zillions of possible combinations. My job is to sit here and look for patterns, lots of Blips in the same spot, repeating. 

Get it?” 

“And what do you do when you detect something wrong?” 

“The only thing I can do—Go into EL and investigate. We don’t have access to the code, so we can’t just go in and delete the glitch like we would with any normal computer program.” 

“So you go into EL on a regular basis?” 

“Yep!” Charlie said with a smile on his face. “Often times undercover, seeing as a lot of the time, Blips are created by someone doing Pod modifications and fucking around with EL worlds.” 

“People do that?” 

“Shit yeah. Tons of people.” 

“I’ve never heard of that,” I said. 

“MJL doesn’t exactly advertise it,” Charlie explained. “My job is sort of to make sure it doesn’t get far enough that the public will catch wind.” 

I looked at the monitor again, watching the “Blips” stream by. I looked back at Charlie again. “So if MJL is looking to improve their image, why did they put me with you, of all people? The person who watches every little flaw in the program?” I asked again. 

Charlie shook his head, as confused as I was. “Man—I have no fucking clue.” 
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Chapter 3

What They Don’t Want You To Know



There wasn’t much for me to do at the MJL Corp. headquarters. My pass literally got me from my living quarters to the builders’ room and back. 

Before going to bed on my first night at the facility, I sheepishly tested the doorknobs for the other doors in the hallway—but they were all locked. 

There weren’t even other MJL staff that lived on the same floor as me, or used the same elevator as me. It was becoming fairly evident that there were lots of things they did not want me to see. But, as curious as I was, I decided at the time that I valued the opportunity over discovering the secrets of Enhanced-Life. 

I retired to my bedroom and fell asleep almost immediately, wiped from my full day and a half of travelling. The bed they had provided me was insanely comfortable—more so than my own at home. 

I only slept for a short while, waking up in the middle of the night for seemingly no apparent reason. I had a strange dream, which may have been the culprit, but as soon as I was awake, I had completely forgotten it. I lay awake for probably an hour before I found myself on my feet, pacing around my room. 

My bookshelf had been stocked with a large amount of reading material. 

There was lots of fiction for entertainment purposes as well as biographies on famous computer scientists from the past hundred years. The bottom few rows were stocked with binders containing a detailed history of MJL

Technology Corporation and every relevant employee they ever had. I slipped through the many pages, looking at the pictures in the binders as they chronicled the evolution of the massive company. Once again, I couldn’t help but feel they were trying to get as much influence into my article as they

could. I put the binders back and continued to pace around the room. 

I found myself walking back down the bright white hallway, quietly testing doorknobs—bored and awake. Once again unsuccessful, I decided to go check out the builder’s room again. 

All the lights in the massive room had been left on, but all the souls had departed. It was an eerie, forlorn atmosphere of a place that was usually bustling with people. Now, it slept silently in the night, abandoned and quiet. 

Like a busy university hallway in the evening or a Time Square trading office on a weekend, the builders’ room was a vacant fairground—an emotional afterimage that felt not just empty, but hyper-empty, with its population seemingly in the negative. 

My footsteps echoed loudly through the room, accentuating my very presence. I looked down at the locked computer screens as I passed them. 

Then, I heard a metal door open and a number of hurrying footsteps enter the room. I stopped frozen in my place. A series of human silhouettes walked into the room, not noticing my presence. 

“It’s coming from Pegasus-Nine, near a shop called Kae’s,” a voice said. 

“How big is it?” another voice asked. 

“Not huge, but its coming from a pretty popular spot.” 

“Does Pegasus-Nine have a history of server abuse?” 

“Not that I know about.” 

A series of automatically programmed lights flicked on as the people walked towards the monitoring station. It was Charlie and another shorter dark skinned man whom I hadn’t met yet. Charlie stopped walking as he noticed me. 

“Journalist?” he asked. 

“Hi—Sorry, I couldn’t sleep.” 

“What’s your name again?” Charlie asked. 

“Ben.” 

“Ben… Who let you down here?” 

I was silent for a moment. “I did… No one stopped me. Should I not be here?” 

“Go back up to your room,” Charlie said. He continued walking with his

co-worker towards the monitoring station. 

“How many?” the dark-skinned man asked. 

“Anywhere from one hundred to a couple hundred.” 

Charlie and the man stopped at the computer and looked at the screen. 

Charlie began to point out the problematic Blips. I stepped in closer to watch. 

The man looked over at me. 

“Ben,” Charlie said to me. 

“Who is this guy?” the stranger asked. 

“He’s the journalist they hired… And he shouldn’t be down here.” 

A sense of nervousness crossed over my body. My gut was telling me to turn around and walk away, but my morals kept me still. I had an overwhelming urge to protect the integrity of my work, which meant holding my ground. Besides, Charlie told me himself that no one had the power to do anything except for Markus himself. 

“Ben!” Charlie said again. 

“If I go back up to my room, you won’t like the article I publish—And neither will Markus Larson. I guarantee it,” I said. 

“Fuck,” Charlie said. “Fine—You want to stand here and watch a bunch of Blips, be my guest.” 

Charlie turned back to the computer. “As far as I can tell, it doesn’t look out of the ordinary,” he said to his partner. 

“Are we code-blueing it anyway?” the man asked. 

“Yeah, I’ll check it out.” Charlie turned and began to walk away from the computer. 

“Where are you going?” I asked. 

“Jesus, Ben. You sure a nosy little bastard.” 

I followed him. “Well?” I asked, ignoring his jab. 

“I’m going into the Network and looking into the Blip. Feel free to watch the monitors with Danny.” 

“Can I come?” I asked. 

“Can you come? No you can’t come.” 

“Let me come.” 

Charlie sighed. “No.” 

“Have it your way. I’m sure Markus will enjoy reading about how powerless everyone here is, including the president himself, and how you are all just ‘ants in his domain’.” 

Charlie stopped and looked at me. He shook his head. “You really are a journalist, aren’t you?” 

“I want to come into the Network.” 

“Fucking fine. But listen to me—If I tell you not to publish something—

you don’t publish it—you got me?” 

“Sure.” 

“I mean it. And my name doesn’t go on it—nowhere. As a matter of fact, say you came in alone on a hunch if you’re going to mention it at all.” 

“Sure.” 

“I’m dead fucking serious, news boy.” 

“I got it.” 

Charlie stared at me for a moment and then continued to walk. 

“Have you ever been inside of EL?” he asked. 

“No.” 

“Do you know how to use a Pod?” 

“No,” I replied. “But I’ve read they’re very straight forward.” 

“Well, they are. But these are Builder Pods, not Consumer Pods. You don’t go to EL’s Front Desk. You go in through back doors. Like a service elevator.” 

“Alright.” 

“I’ll punch in the code for you.” 

We walked through a large door into a room with a massive number of Pods. The Pods were bright white, with massive glass domes, which were raised over the comfortable looking seats. On the front of each Pod was a small little keypad and a small little screen. 

Charlie walked up to a Pod and typed in a code. “Sit down,” he commanded. 

I followed the command, sitting down in the chair. 

“Rest your head back.” 

I rested my head back. The backrest of the Pod felt like it was beginning to engulf my head with a dry gel-like substance—an uncomfortable feeling as it went though my hair. 

“Close your eyes and wait a moment. You’ll be in the Network in a moment.” Charlie punched a code into his own Pod and sat himself down. 

I closed my eyes. Suddenly, I felt a spinning sensation, as if I were drunk. 

My body started to feel weightless. I could feel energy pulsing through my body. I started to float away from myself, drifting into a sleep-like state. 

Suddenly everything was white. 
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Chapter 4

Enhanced-Life



Using a Pod at a regular consumer EL-Station required a quick training session, which they charged for. While for many people, it seemed like a money-grab (which it was, seeing as it should have been a free service) it was very necessary. 

Being thrown into Enhanced-Life without any training or education was like being blindfolded and led into a labyrinth. Your captor takes off the blindfold and says, “Now find your way out.” It’s not impossible, but it’s a pain in the ass. 

I had never used Enhanced-Life, nor had I ever gone through the training simulator. There were features in EL that were vital to know in order to properly experience the thing. One of which was a menu, which was controlled by your thoughts. By thinking of a certain phrase, you could see your menu as if it were floating in front of you. Through the menu you could access various features, including teleportation to the “Front Desk”, where you could subsequently navigate through Enhanced-Life. When I entered Enhanced-Life for the first time that night, I had no idea how to access the menu, or get to the Front Desk. 

Which was a shame because Charlie, likely intentionally, punched in the wrong code and I found myself in what I could only image was the wrong sector. 

As the blinding white faded away, I found myself in what I later learned was the “Rainbow Sector”—a user built world for adult fans of a popular little girls children show, “Rainbow Kitties”. The world was decorated exactly like the kid’s show, with bright pink colours and lots of colourful rainbows in the sky. The roads themselves were floating solid rainbows. 

Every user-built world in Enhanced-Life required approval from the moderators at MJL Corp. Something told me that this particular world was a hesitant approval. 

The users of the world had modified themselves to look like “Kitties”, the show’s main characters. What was severely disturbing about the whole scene was that the population in the world was seemingly exclusively hefty males over the age of forty. 

I looked around and down at my body. On my body were the standard Enhanced-Life clothes—a white cotton t-shirt and a pair of white cotton pants, programmed to perfectly fit my body. 

Upon my appearance in the Rainbow Sector, people started to turn their heads to me. Some sectors had a “dress code”, and this was one of them. 

Generally, upon entering certain sectors, you are brought to a “Change Room” where you can customize your outfit with the sector’s pre-designed options. If you enter through a backdoor like I did, you skip that process. 

“Excuse me,” one of the Kitties said, walking over to me. He put on a fake sounding female voice, which was disturbing in itself. 

“Uh—Hi,” I replied. 

“How did you get in here? Were you approved by a Rainbow mod to enter?” Some sectors had user-assigned moderators, such as fan-made sectors like The Rainbow Sector. 

“Could you tell me how to get to the Front Desk—I’m new,” I said, ignoring the disturbing older man’s initial inquiry. 

More Kitties turned their heads to look at me. I’d clearly violated their little inner-circle, and not the way they probably liked being violated. 

“You say ‘Main Menu’, and you look at the option you want, in your case

‘Front Desk’, and then you say ‘Select’ while focussed on it. After some practice you can do it without speaking...” The Kitty-man was polite enough to offer me the free training, despite his disturbing demeanour. 

“Main Menu,” I said as the crowd watched me. The menu popped up, as if through a projector in the middle of my forehead. No one else could see my menu but me. There were a number of options—the first was ‘Front Desk’. 

“How did you get in here?” the Kitty asked again. 

“Select,” I said, ignoring the Kitty once again, while focussing on the

option, which read ‘Front Desk’. 

In the blink of the eye, I was outside of the Rainbow Sector. I’d found myself in the massive white limbo that was the Front Desk. There were thousands of other people spread out into the visible distance—some chatting amongst one another, and others talking to one of the thousands of artificially intelligent receptionists. About twenty feet ahead of me was a free artificially intelligent receptionist, smiling at me. She was modestly pretty and tall. She had perfectly straight brown hair, and she was dressed in all white from her neck down to her feet. She looked entirely human, except for her impressive stillness. 

I walked forward. 

“Hello, Ben Karlson,” the receptionist said, “Did you enjoy your recent visit to the Rainbow Sector?” 

I coughed as I looked around to make sure no one heard the receptionist. 

Only one nearby individual looked over with a certain look of disgust. 

“Um—Could I be transported, please, to —um—Pegasus-Nine?” I said, ignoring the question. 

“Absolutely,” the desk girl said. “And where would you like to go in the Pegasus-Nine region?” 

“Um,” I thought. What was the name I heard Charlie say? “Mae’s?” I guessed. 

“Hm—I can’t find a place called Mae’s. Did you mean Kae’s?” 

“Yes—that’s it,” I said. 

“Just hold for one moment,” the girl said. 

Once again, my vision began to whiten out and suddenly I was transported to a slimy alleyway. On either side of the way were grungy looking shops accented by decrepit glowing neon signs. Pegasus-Nine was one of the original Enhanced-Life worlds, from the early beta stages. After Enhanced-Life reopened following the infamous murder of Fyodor Pytrovich in 2111, MJL introduced a slew of new sectors, and Pegasus-Nine became somewhat of a desolate area as people flocked to the newer more interesting areas. Slowly, P9 (as it was often called) became rundown and quiet. 

Pegasus-Nine was originally designed as an “always night time” zone, where there were a number of bars, pubs and clubs for people to hang out at. 

After everyone left, it became a place for people to go to talk privately—

mostly people affiliated with crime and gangs (outside of Enhanced-Life). 

Since Enhanced-Life’s code couldn’t be unscrambled, it made it the perfect place to converse completely unmonitored and free of any surveillance. Drug dealers would meet up with buyers and discuss deals and drop-off locations for later in real-life. 

MJL Corp. turned a blind eye to the obvious abuse of their product by gangs and criminals. In all fairness, the same can be said about telephones and the Internet—Enhanced-Life was simply a means to an end. 

I looked around. It seemed as though I was alone, so I began to walk down the alleyway, listening to my own footsteps as they bounced off the grungy P9 walls. I turned around a bend. 

Charlie was standing by a door. I began to make my way over to him when he noticed me. 

“Oh, hey,” he said, disappointedly. 

“Thanks for that,” I said. 

“Sorry—I must have punched in the wrong location code.” 

“I’m sure you did,” I said. 

Charlie looked around the alley and then back at me. “Look—I’m all done—finished up here. It turned out to be nothing. We should probably head back.” 

“Why are you bullshitting me, Charlie?” 

Charlie sighed, looked around again and then walked up to me. “Okay,” 

he whispered. “If this is what you want—so be it. Just know something—

what I do in here is for the protection of everyone who uses Enhanced-Life, okay? You may think I’m some evil villain, but I’m not. Don’t judge me—

and don’t write your fucking article until you understand what I’m saying.” 

“Why don’t you just tell me what you’re afraid of me knowing?” I whispered. 

“I make sacrifices—Believe it or not, I don’t want anyone else being killed in here. Because no one, including myself, knows or can access the EL

code, I have to find other ways to keep it safe here.” 

“What ways?” 

Charlie sighed. “Just, stick with me for your little vacation here, and

you’ll figure it out. You want to be a fancy famous journalist—fine by me. 

Go swing your dick on top of the Empire State Building and shout it out. 

When you’re here with me—you’re a Monitor, like me. Tell them I’m training you.” 

“Them?” 

“Anyone you fucking see. You’re a Monitor now. Got it?” 

“Sure.” 

“Ben the Monitor… Monitor Ben.” 

“I’m a Monitor—got it.” 

“And if at all possible, keep your blabby mouth shut.” 

Charlie turned around and walked back to the door he was waiting at. I followed. 

“What are we doing here?” I asked. 

“For Christ sakes, Ben—what did I just say about keeping your blabby mouth shut? You’ll figure it out. Right now, you only need to know what I’m telling you, and right now that’s nothing.” 

Footsteps became audible from within the dingy building. I closed my mouth and nervously waited to see who would answer. 

The door peaked open. A very large and bald man opened the door. He was wearing a thick rubber apron, and was dressed like a butcher. 

“Who is it?” the man asked. 

“Charlie Fentiman.” 

The door opened more and the fat man saw me. “Who the fuck is that?” 

“That’s Ben—my partner. He’s another Monitor.” 

“Partner?” 

“He’s cool, man. He’s a trainee.” 

“I ain’t supposed to let no trainees in here.” 

Charlie sighed. “He’s fine—I wouldn’t have brought him if he wasn’t.” 

“I don’t think so. Trainee stays outside.” 

“Go get Dixie,” Charlie said. 

“Why?” 

“You don’t want to let my boy in, we take it up with Dixie—now go get Dixie.” 

“Dixie’s busy,” the fat man said. 

“That’s your problem.” Charlie and I stood in silence as the fat man thought slowly. He was by no means a smart human being. “Alright, fine. 

You don’t want to let my boy in, I’ll go have all you fuckers deleted clean out of EL.” 

“Fine—Fine. He can come in. Sheesh.” The fat man stepped aside and we entered. 

Charlie walked in, and I followed, continuing to keep my mouth shut as we walked down a dark, grimy hallway towards a curtain, which hung at the end of the hall. Charlie stopped and looked back at the fat man. 

“Where’s Eli?” Charlie asked. 

“Third door on the right,” the fat man said. 

Charlie turned around and looked down the hall. There were only two doors on the right. “There is no third door on the right.” 

“Uh—I mean, the left.” The fat man held his title as dumbest man in Enhanced-Life. 

Charlie and I walked down to the third door on the left. Charlie knocked. 

“Who is it?” a voice called out. 

“Charlie—and a buddy.” 

There was a moment of silence. “Come in,” the voice finally replied. 

We entered. 
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Chapter 5

Let The Show Begin



A slender man with a Salvador Dali style moustache and pointed goatee stood up as we entered the room. He raised his arms up into the air and smiled. This man was Eli Burnham. 

The room was small—very small. There was a couch in the center of the room, which faced a large wall sized window, which was blacked out. 

“Guests!” he cried out loud. “And with what perfect timing!” 

Charlie walked over to the man and shook his hand as if they were old friends. “Eli—my man. How have you been? Long time no see.” 

“I’ve been quite well, actually. My people and I have really gotten quite nicely settled here in EL.” 

“That’s good to hear. I’m glad.” 

“And who is your friend?” Eli asked, looking at me. 

“This is Ben Karlson. He’s a new Monitor—don’t worry though, he’s cool.” 

“I never worry, Charlie. Not with you.” Eli walked over to me. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Karlson.” 

“Ben is fine, thank you,” I said softly. 

“Eli—I’ve gotta ask, why am I getting Blips out of your joint, here? This isn’t the place to be fucking around.” 

“Oh, calm down, Charlie boy. We’re just having a bit of fun.” 

“Over one hundred Blips is more than just a bit of fun,” Charlie said. 

“Okay, so we’re having a lot of fun.” 

“What’s going on?” 

“Well, don’t get mad at me—I just found out about this last night.” 

“Found out about what?” 

“Hm—Why don’t you have a seat? The show’s about to begin soon anyway.” 

Charlie looked back at me and then he sat down. “Ben,” he said, patting the couch and offering me a seat. Eli sat down next to us. 

“It’s amazing—people are really starting to figure this EL thing out,” Eli explained. “It’s amazing what you can do with it.” 

“You’re making my job a real pain in the ass,” Charlie explained. 

Suddenly, a curtain started to pull away on the other side of the large, darkened window. The room on the other side was still too dark to see anything. 

“I’m excited. Are you excited?” Eli asked Charlie, practically bouncing up and down on the couch. 

Charlie didn’t respond. I could sense that he was nervous—as was I. 

“What is this, Eli?” 

A light flicked on inside of the room. It looked like a low-end bedroom in a run down apartment. There was a dirty looking mattress on the floor and the paint on the walls was peeling off. Otherwise, the room was empty. 

A door opened inside the room and a man entered. He was a normal looking man, wearing a business suit, with his dark hair slicked back. An older woman held the door open for him. 

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

“John,” he said. “Just call me John.” The man was nervous. He crossed his arms and looked around the room, refusing to make eye contact with the older woman. 

The older woman smiled. “Okay, John. Your date will be right with you.” 

“Can he hear us?” Charlie whispered. 

“No—Nor can he see us! Speak freely, friends!” Eli cried. 

The man awkwardly paced around the room, looking at the dirty walls and old mattress. He was nervous—you could practically see his heart beating out of his chest. 

“What’s going on, Eli?” Charlie asked. “Who is this guy?” 

The door inside the stranger’s room suddenly opened again, and a tall

beautiful blonde walked in. She had long stilettoes on her feet, and she wore a sleek black dress, which cut off just below the cusp of her butt. Her body was a masterpiece—perfect supple cleavage and an excellent curvy butt. 

The man turned to the woman and looked her up and down. He was so stunned by her beauty that he couldn’t get a word out. 

“Hey, handsome,” the girl said, smiling flirtatiously. 

“H—Hi,” John replied. 

“I’m Jaylee,” the beauty said. 

“Hi Jaylee.” 

“You’re name is John?” 

“Yes.” John still hadn’t moved since the woman entered. 

“Do you want to squeeze my tits, John?” 

John bit his lip and gulped deeply. “Y—Yes.” 

Jaylee walked over to him with her perfect strut and then stopped just feet away. “Go ahead,” she said. 

John’s hands were trembling as he lifted them up to Jaylee’s perfect chest. He wrapped his trembling fingers around her perfectly soft rack and he squeezed, feeling her hard nipples against the sweaty palms of his hands. 

“How does that feel?” Jaylee asked. 

“It’s good.” 

“Do you want to suck on my nipples, John?” 

“Y—Yes please.” 

Jaylee took the shoulder straps of her dress and slowly slid them over her long, soft arms. The dress hung on tightly to Jaylee’s big tits. She gave it a little tug, and the dress successfully cleared her perky nipples and rested around her waist. Her boobs sat gracefully upon her chest. 

“Go ahead,” she said, placing her hands under her tits and holding them up for John. 

John took another deep nervous breath and then began to lean forward. 

He opened his mouth slightly and let one of Jaylee’s perfect, firm nipples fall onto his bottom lip. He closed his mouth around the nipple and then pushed his tongue forward in a flicking motion. Jaylee inhaled a long, deep breath, as she felt the pleasure beginning to flow through her artificial body. 

“Just like that, John. Don’t stop,” Jaylee said as she placed one of her hands around the back of John’s head, pulling him in tightly. 

I looked over at Charlie, who looked at me very briefly. I could tell he was feeling uncomfortable, and he could probably tell the same about me. 

Eli, on the other hand, couldn’t look away. I was waiting for him to pull his cock out at any minute. 

We watched for a minute as the businessman sucked the prostitute’s tit. 

“Eli—Pipe up. What’s going on here?” Charlie said, breaking the silence. 

“Shh—You’re going to ruin the fun.” 

Eli was determined to make Charlie suffer in suspense. 

John continued to stand, sucking on Jaylee’s breasts. With one of his hands, he fondled Jaylee’s free breast. 

“Do you want to have a little bit of fun, John?” 

“Yes,” John said, barely removing his lips from Jaylee’s rock-hard nipple. 

“Let’s have a little bit of fun,” Jaylee said, pulling John’s sucking head off of her body. She took John by the hand and began to guide him around the room, around the old mattress on the floor. 

John was still nervous, unsure of what was happening. 

“Ooh, I’m so excited,” said Eli as he clasped his hands tightly together. 

Jaylee reached out and grabbed both of John’s hands. She pulled them over to a hook that had been fastened into the wall, just a few inches above the mattress… Conveniently, there was a pair of handcuffs, already cuffed to the hook. 

“What--What are you doing?” John nervously asked, without putting up any sort of fight. 

Jaylee cuffed John’s hands. “Lay down,” she instructed. 

John followed instruction, lying down on his back. Jaylee pulled a bandana out of a small side drawer next to the bed. She walked back over to the cuffed businessman. “Here,” she said, wrapping the bandana around his eyes. John was too nervous to speak. 

Once finished, Jaylee walked back around the bed and crawled up onto the mattress, in between John’s legs. Slowly, she undid his belt. 

“Does this guy know we’re watching?” Charlie asked. 

“Of course not. What’s the fun in that?” Eli responded. 

“This better not be some snuff-show.” 

Eli laughed and continued to watch the show. 

Jaylee slowly began to pull down John’s suit pants. She pulled them past his feet and threw them down on the floor. 

John laughed nervously. “It’s breezy in here,” he awkwardly observed. 

Jaylee smiled. 

“Are you—Are you going to suck my dick?” John asked nervously. “Like the little dirty whore you are?” John dirty talk didn’t pack much punch through his nervous stutter. 

“Shh,” Jaylee said, silencing her date. John bit his lip again. 

Jaylee fondled the waistband of John’s underwear with her fingertips. 

Slowly, she began to pull the undergarment down John’s legs. 

Suddenly, my expression dropped, along with Charlie’s. I looked over, and Charlie’s face had quickly turned white. 

Between John’s legs was not a cock. Instead, John had a damp little pussy where his dick should have been. 

“Eli…” Charlie said, disapprovingly after a silent moment of shock. 

“Wait…” Eli said, too captivated by the show to look away. 

Jaylee sunk her head down between John’s legs and pressed her stunning face up against John’s wet slit. She began to lick the whole length of his quivering pussy, up and down. 

John took in a deep breath, still unaware of his change of genitals. 

“Eli, where’s that man’s dick? What did you do to him?” 

“Hey! I told you not to get mad at me. I didn’t do it.” 

“Who did it? What the fuck is this?” 

“I can’t say—but its not just one person. People are unlocking EL. All of the secrets are coming out.” 

“Are you saying they’re figuring out the code? People are fucking with the code?” 

“I don’t know how they’re doing it—do I look like a God damned computer scientist?” 

“This is bad, Eli. This is how people  die.” 

“This? This is harmless.” 

“This won’t be the extent of it, and you know it,” Charlie said. 

“Relax Charlie. This is what Enhanced-Life should have been all about from the beginning. A place where you can live out any fantasy you dreamed of. Not just some little kiddy social gathering bullshit.” 

“These are the Blips we were getting,” Charlie said, looking back at John. 

“Right there between that poor mother fucker’s legs.” 

John had fallen deep into a state of absolute euphoria, unlike any he had ever felt. His body squirmed and swayed on the bed, given its limited limitations with the handcuffs. Jaylee’s tongue was deep inside of John’s pussy. Her face was covered in John’s warm vaginal fluid. 

“Oh, God,” John said as he took in another deep breath. He was still unaware of exactly what was happening. 

“Get this shit out of here or I’ll get you and your whole operation wiped off of the Network,” Charlie said sternly, unable to look away from the

“show”. It was like watching a train-wreck—you didn’t want to watch the carnage, but you couldn’t look away. 

“Charlie—please,” Eli said. 

“I’m fucking serious.” 

“A thousand bucks,” Eli offered. 

Charlie stared at Eli for a moment in silence. “Three thousand.” 

“Three thousand? Charlie, c’mon…” 

“I’ll have you taken out of EL forever in the next five minutes.” 

“Okay fine!” Eli said, reaching underneath the couch and pulling out a briefcase. He opened it, revealing multiple large stacks of Enhanced-Life’s cash. He took three stacks labelled ‘one thousand’ and handed them to Charlie, who put them inside his inner jacket pocket. “I don’t know why I bothered showing you this. I thought we were pals.” 

“We are. But I still have a job that I’m expected to do.” 

John cried out loud as Jaylee tickled his clit with her tongue. John was cumming, for the first time ever as a ‘woman’. Jaylee sat up from between John’s legs, her tits sitting gracefully on her chest. 

“That was incredible,” John said. 

“You want more?” Jaylee asked? 

“Yes please.” 

Jaylee smiled. She reached down and began to slip the rest of her dress over her perfect naked body. Suddenly, a giant hard cock sprung out from between her legs, bouncing for a moment before settling into its erect, upright position. The blindfolded John still had no idea. 

“Are you ready?” she asked. 

“Yes,” John replied quickly and anxiously. 

Jaylee crawled over John’s body, lining her huge shaft up with John’s tight, wet pussy. With one of her hands she removed John’s blindfold. 

John, with a massive grin on his face, looked down. His expression dropped and his face turned whiter than snow. 

“W—What’s that? What’s going on?” John spun into a panic. 

“Shh,” Jaylee said, taking one of her hands and placing it firmly on her cock. “Just relax.” Without warning, she pushed her dick forward into John’s pussy. John’s mouth fell open wide and he cried out loud. 

My heart raced as I watched the act. I couldn’t leave the room or look away—I had to do exactly as Charlie did so to not raise any suspicion. 

Charlie watched with a large frown on his face as his mind mowed over all that had transpired, and what he could possibly do about it. 

Jaylee slid her massively long throbber deep inside of John’s virgin slit. 

Warm fluid gushed out between his tight vaginal walls as the massive manhood sunk deeper and deeper. John tried to pull his hands away from his cuffs, but they were fastened solidly into the cement wall. He tried kicking his legs, but resistance was ultimately futile. 

Jaylee began to pound John’s tight pussy. She was relentless, raising her whole body up high, until the tip of her cock peered out, and then she slammed back down swiftly, sending John’s hot fluid flying into the air. 

I waited for Charlie to get up and leave, so I could as well, but he just sat, lost in his own mind. I was stuck, watching a man get fucked hard by a beautiful, well-endowed woman. 

Slap! Slap! Slap! 

Jaylee’s firm, fit pelvis slapped hard against John’s butt cheeks after every sharp interval. His tight pussy closed and released tightly as the veiny ridges of the thick rugged shaft stroked his clit. He was beginning to surrender to the gorgeous woman. 

“Oh, fuck,” he said aloud. His fingers wrapped around the chains on his handcuffs and he squeezed tightly. 

Jaylee began to breathe heavily herself as she approached her own climax. John’s butt was becoming redder with every slap. More and more fluid gushed out of him. He was being fucked as a woman, by a woman and he liked it—he loved it. 

“I can’t watch any more of this shit,” Charlie said, standing up abruptly. 

“Let’s go.” 

“It was nice to see you again, Charlie.” 

“Yeah, sure.” 

“Perfect timing with your exit. I could use some,  ahem,  alone time,” Eli said with a menacing grin on his face. 

At the time I thought that I, like Dante in the Divine Comedy, had just experienced Hell as a passive observer. What I didn’t realize at the time was that I had just seen the first of many circles of Hell. 

Charlie stormed out of the building and began to walk fiercely down the alleyway. He was fuming. 

I ran to catch up, looking over my shoulder to make sure no one had followed us. 

“I take it you’ve never seen that before?” I said after a moment of silence. 

“You would take it correctly,” Charlie replied with an angry sarcasm behind his voice. 

“What are you going to do about it?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“You don’t know?” I asked. 

“Look, journalist. Remember when I said to keep your yap shut?” Charlie said, grabbing me by the collar. He stood in a frozen anger for a moment before releasing me. “Sorry,” he said, releasing me and taking a deep breath in. “They’re figuring EL out. They’re learning how to hack into it—change

things—Things that shouldn’t be changed.” 

“Can’t you just ban them all?” I asked. 

“I don’t know who ‘them all’ is.” 

“You can ban Eli.” 

“Eli’s one of very few people who could help me figure out who needs to be banned. Banning every dinky drug dealer and pimp who comes into EL is worthless. It does nothing. You need to find the big players, and you need to find out where they’re hiding in real life. I need to figure out who’s hacking into EL. There are very few people in the world smart enough to be able to do that.” 

“Okay. And how do we do that?” I asked. 

Charlie laughed. “We?” he asked. “There’s no ‘we’, journalist. After this you’re finding someone new to follow around for the next month. I put up my end of the bargain—showed you what I do. That’s all you need from me.” 

“I want to see where this goes. I need to know. The world will want to know what happened here when it’s all over.” 

“Well, then maybe I’ll tell ‘em,” Charlie said. 

“Then maybe I’ll tell them you took a three-thousand dollar bribe to let a drug dealer watch a man get fucked on a dirty old bed by a transgendered prostitute.” 

The fume rose once again to Charlie’s face. “You snotty little fuck.” 

I prepared myself for a punch to the face—I could see Charlie’s hand getting ready for it. But, he resisted. “Fine,” he said simply. “Have it your way, journalist.” 

I couldn’t help but smile at my little victory. 

“But you publish nothing until this is over.” 

“Deal.” 

“Let’s go spend some of this money,” Charlie said, turning around and walking down the alleyway. 

“On what?” 

“Liquor, drugs and whores. What else?” he said. “You can leave this part out of your article.” 

I ran to catch up with Charlie, fascinated by his fickle decision-making. 

We walked a ways down the alleyway, and then I noticed something—

There was a little staircase, which descended a few feet below the street-level towards a dark metal door. Standing in front of the door, a woman stood smoking a cigarette, staring at me as I walked past. 

Suddenly, my dream from the plane ride in came rushing back into my head. It was the very same girl I had seen in my dream, at the very same door in the very same alley. She smiled and winked at me, as if she knew exactly who I was. 

“Journalist! Are you coming or not?” Charlie called out from. 

I looked back at Charlie and ran again to catch up with him. 

“You like whores?” he asked. 

“What?” 

“You’re staring at a whore. That’s a brothel.” 

“It is?” 

“Yeah,” he said. “One I should be shutting down, but I won’t because it’s one of the better ones.” 

I laughed. I looked over my shoulder, and the woman was gone. 

I thought to myself, “I’ll come back when I’m alone.” I was determined to figure out what it all meant. 



To be continued…
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