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The White Room (0)

 


Felicia finished washing her hands and
grabbed a paper towel to dry them. Faintly she could hear people
singing in the background.

 


“—When peace, like a river, attendeth my
way,

When sorrows like sea billows roll;

Whatever my lot, Thou has taught me to
say,

It is well, it is well, with my soul.

 


It is well, with my soul,

It is well, with my soul,

It is well, it is well, with my soul—”

 


She wasn’t a regular church goer but she
enjoyed classical hymns when she heard them. Particularly when a
congregation was singing them, there was something really sincere
about how they sounded.

 


Opening the door, she was faced with a long
hallway, that cornered in an L. To her left was the main sanctuary
and to the right were smaller rooms used for children’s Sunday
school and… other… things... Honestly, she wasn’t all that familiar
with what churches did with their many spare rooms.

 


To get to the sanctuary she’d need to go
down and take a left. She turned a corner and saw something
strange. There was a man there and he was wearing what looked like
a black vest. She had a split second of confusion until he shifted
his stance and she saw a gun.

 


It didn’t happen often but occasionally
there were church shootings on the news. Over the last 10 years,
there had been more and more such shootings. Some churches had
gotten into the habit of having congregation members come in armed
or having a police officer stand near the entrance. But this church
she was attending today did not, as far as she knew, have any of
those safety measures.

 


The people who were usually at the door
weren’t there right now. The door had been left unlocked.
Basically, they were the perfect targets for someone with an axe to
grind.

 


Adrenaline rushed through her, fear and
anger colliding inside her in a mess of emotions.

 


Just because she didn’t attend this church
didn’t mean she didn’t know people in it. Her friend was here. Her
friend’s family was here, including her new born baby brother.
There were also lots of nice people she barely knew. And this guy
was just going to…. Shoot them dead?

 


Just like that?

 


Like hell!

 


Her feet moved before the sensible portion
of her mind could catch up. Though she was no athlete, she was
light on her feet and barely made any sound as she practically flew
across the hallway. The man had just enough time to hear someone
coming and turn slightly before she tackled him, going straight for
his knees. He didn’t quite fall but he did stumble.

 


Wasting no time at all, Felicia began
screaming out for help while mixing in a liberal amount of
profanities. She couldn’t let this guy shoot anyone and she began
frantically kicking, punching and grappling whatever body part she
could grab hold of. She even bit into his hand. Those sitting near
the back of the sanctuary heard a ruckus and paused in their
singing.

 


The man was struggling to disentangle
himself from the surprise assault. Though Felicia was seriously
having a go at him, she wasn’t a large girl to begin with, and this
guy was quite a bit bigger than her. After recovering from getting
hit in the knees, bitten, and kicked, he swung his gun and
shot.

 


This all happened in a few seconds.

 


The shot rang out very clearly.

 


Felicia felt a stabbing pain and then cold,
falling backward heavily from the bullet’s impact. She couldn’t
breathe and felt like she was suffocating. As things grew dark
around her, she could hear the door swing open and a surge of
voices, screaming.

 


Vaguely, a caring but unfamiliar voice spoke
to her, their words seemingly tearfilled, “Hold on girly, hold on.
The ambulance is coming, hold on—”

 


And then… nothing.

 


..

…

….

 


“You swear you’ll take good care of
her?”

 


“How many times must I tell you I will?”

 


“If I didn’t owe you a favor I’d never let
you have her… my poor little child...”

 


“Everyone owes me a favor— Ugh, stop crying!
You’re acting like I’m dragging her down to hell or something.”

 


“But—but— you’re like a walking disaster…
that’s its own kind of hell, you know? I’m giving her to a walking
disaster… she’s going to suffer, I just know it… my baby, I’m
sooooooorrrrryyyyyy—!”

 


“You’re really rude, you know that?”

 


..

…

….

 


“This is the one?”

 


“Yes. What do you think? Picked a good one,
didn’t I?”

 


“...what a ‘good one’? I don’t need any
help…”

 


“We both know you failed miserably last
time.”

 


“No, I completed my task!”

 


“You’re so stubborn… Tsk, you completed it
the worst way possible, I already explained.”

 


“You didn’t specify in the guidelines
that—”

 


“Ah, let’s not argue about this again. I’ve
already got her, so there’s no going back. Unless YOU want to deal
with that sobbing mess instead?”

 


“...”

 


“That’s what I thought. And anyway, it might
be fun to have a companion...”

 


..

…

….

 


Companion?

 


Who was going to be a companion? Her?

 


Wait, before that, who’d been talking? There
were three voices total but she didn’t recognize them…

 


Oh, she felt warm again. Until she felt it,
she’d forgotten she’d lost feeling after being shot.

 


Shot? She’d been shot? She was thinking, so
she survived right?

 


Move some limbs to test things out
first.

 


Oh, fingers movable. Check. Toes seem good.
Double check.

 


She opened her eyes and found herself
staring at a white ceiling. It was flat and seamless, the paint so
even there wasn’t a single brush stroke anywhere to be seen.

 


Lifting her arm, she saw it was intact. She
felt around where she thought she’d been shot and was relieved to
feel smooth skin, like always.

 


Huh? That wasn’t right. She had been shot.
There should be a scar at least!

 


She sat up suddenly at this thought and
looked down at herself. She seemed to be wearing a simple cotton
dress that went to her knees. Vaguely she felt underwear, but
realized there was no bra. These weren’t her clothes, but they also
weren’t a hospital gown either.

 


Looking around she found herself in a room
with perfectly white walls.

 


Hm?

 


Where is the light coming from? There’s no
light fixtures, no windows, no doors—

 


No doors?!

 


She stood up and immediately turned around
to double check. When she didn’t see anything, she began feeling
the walls. After careful examination, it really did seem like there
were no doors. Not only that, there was absolute silence in the
room. Not even the whir of an AC or ventilation system. It was like
the room was cut off from everything, even moving air.

 


A prickle of fear began making it’s way down
her spine. Where was she? Why was she here? What had happened after
she got shot?

 


“Greetings.”

 


Felicia let out a high pitched squeal of
fright and jumped away from the voice that had sounded to her left.
Hands gripping her chest, she looked over and…

 


...was stumped.

 


It was a circle with a strong glowing
circumference and it was floating in the air right beside her.

 


Yes, it was just floating there. In. The.
Air.

 


“Greetings.”

 


When it spoke, the circumference dimmed and
glowed along with it’s vocal candace. Its voice sounded like an
advanced male text-to-speech program. There was also, she noted,
three dots in the center of the circle.

 


She stared at it and it… appeared to stare
back. Though it was hard to say since it had no eyes.

 


Finally, a pixelated question mark appeared
on its… well, she supposed it was a kind of face so… its face.

 


“Does the user hear this system?”

 


“What are you?”

 


“The Dimensional Automated Repair System.
Also referred to as DARS.”

 


“But… what are you?”

 


Several ??? appeared on its face, showing it
was confused by her question.

 


Thinking a bit, she rephrased her question,
“Why are you here?”

 


“This system is here to guide you.”

 


“Guide me? Guide me to do what?”

 


“This system was designed to help the user
complete missions.”

 


As it spoke, the dots appeared again.

 


“Missions…?”

 


“Missions may be thought of as corrupted
timelines that need to be corrected.”

 


“...timelines, what..?”

 


“The user will enter the timeline and, with
this system’s assistant, correct the error in the timeline.”

 


“Uh, and why would I do that?”

 


The question marks appeared on its face
again.

 


“This system does not understand the
question?”

 


“The last I remember I was shot.”

 


“Correct.”

 


“So… uh… where I am?”

 


“This is the user’s room.”

 


“...my room?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Wait, but I was shot—”

 


“Correct.”

 


“-why don’t I have any injuries?”

 


“The user suffered fatal injuries.”

 


“F—fatal?! You mean, like, death fatal?”

 


“Correct.”

 


“Uh… but I’m… alive… here… talking to…
whatever you are…”

 


“Incorrect. The user died and is, therefore,
dead.”

 


“No, but, right now I’m obviously
alive.”

 


“Incorrect. The user has died.”

 


“But then, how can my body—”

 


“The body user had in EARTHPLAIN033 is dead.
The body the user currently inhabits is a replacement.”

 


“WHAT?!”

 


“Human souls don’t function properly without
a body, thus a body was provided.”

 


Felicia sat down with a thump, grabbing her
hair on either side of her head, feeling immensely confused. How
could this body be a replacement? It felt exactly like her old
body.

 


Was she hallucinating? Was this some kind of
weird lucid dream?

 


“The user is perfectly sane and awake.”

 


She gave him a piercing glare. “How did you
know what I was thinking?”

 


“This system guessed.”

 


“You… you guessed? You didn’t read my
mind?”

 


“This system does not have the ability to
read the user’s mind. However, this system is a guide and
understands basic human psychology. The user would understandably
be confused and upset to find herself in a new location without any
warning.”

 


“This isn’t real... I just… just need to
wake up or something…”

 


“User, this is real.”

 


“Yeah? Well, prove it!”

 


“In what manner could this system prove the
user is experiencing reality?”

 


“Take me home.”

 


“This location is the user’s home.”

 


She bristled, “No it’s not! This is… I don’t
know what this is… take me to my home, to… 146 Hollydale Dr!”

 


“User wants to return to EARTHPLAIN033 home
location?”

 


“Yes!”

 


“Sending Request…. Request received.”

 


“What are you doing?”

 


“User requested to return to EARTHPLAIN033
home location. This system does not have the necessary power to
complete the request. Therefore this system sent the request to the
appropriate authority.”

 


“Appropriate… are you working for
someone?”

 


“That information is restricted.”

 


“Why is it restricted?”

 


“This system is designed to help the user.
Information that will not currently help the user, is
restricted.”

 


“Why would knowing your boss not help
me?”

 


DARS’ circumference pulsed for a moment and
then he said in his computer-generated voice, “This system does not
know.”

 


Felicia pursed her lips in annoyance.

 


“Ding! Reply to request has been received.
It reads: ‘To [Felicia Li Yun], Those fated to die, stay dead.
Unless you want to terrorize your family as a zombie, you can’t go
back. I advise you to accept your new life and stop dwelling on the
past. You’ll be happier that way. Truly, [Redacted]’.”

 


“...I take it back, I don’t want to know
this arshole boss of yours.”

 


“Since this system can not send you back to
EARTHPLAIN033 home location, how else might this system prove your
current situation is real?”


Felicia went silent. Exactly how could this
System thing prove to her this was reality? After all, it was
possible to dream of waking up, only to still be in a dream. It was
possible to believe something to be sincerely real while under the
effects of a drug. Only by truly waking, truly detoxifying, does a
person realize they’d been in a dream or under the influence.

 


But that was the crux of the problem.

 


To prove it was real, she needed to be
“woken up”. She defined “waking up” as being home, in her bed, or
even in a hospital bed with a grizzly wound. But if she really had
been “fated to die” and couldn’t go back, what other method was
there to convince her?

 


When Felicia didn’t reply, the strange
circular object asked, “User?”

 


“I… maybe pain?”

 


“Could the user elaborate?”

 


“Maybe if I feel pain I can tell if this
place is real?”

 


“Common opinion in EARTHPLAIN033 is that
there are 10 levels of pain. This system is restricted from
applying levels 7-10 on the user. Between levels 1-6, which level
of pain would the user like this system to apply?”

 


“...I feel really weird applying pain levels
to myself but… er…. level 5?”

 


“Where would the user like the pain to be
applied?”

 


“Uh… here… I guess?” She pointed at a random
part of her hand.

 


The circle suddenly got closer, causing her
to tense. A small electrical current appeared out of it and hit the
exact place she’d pointed at.

 


“Ow, oooooooooooooooow!!” She howled in
surprise and, obviously, pain. “It frickin’ hurts!”

 


“As requested.”

 


The pain rotated from throbbing to piercing.
She shook her hands but it continued.

 


“Why isn’t it going away?!?!!??”

 


“Would the user like the pain to stop?”

 


“FRICK YES!”

 


Immediately the pain stopped, causing her
body to slump.

 


She would never underestimate pain levels
again!

 


“Is the user now convinced?”

 


Felicia blinked, the pain having momentarily
caused her to forget her goal. She stared at the spot that had
hurt, which felt fine now, and bit her lower lip.

 


That pain had felt extremely real.

 


Usually people pinched themselves to tell if
they were dreaming or not but… suddenly, she wasn’t too sure that
was a valid way to prove anything…

 


“Not really.” She admitted. There was no
reason to lie at this point. Feeling helpless, she asked without
expecting anything, “Do you have any ideas?”

 


DARS light throbbed. “Hold your nose until
it’s shut.”

 


“Eh?”

 


“The user asked, the system is attempting to
help.”

 


“Oh.”

 


“Hold your nose until it’s shut.”

 


“Uh, ok…” She grabbed her own nose and
squeezed it until it was shut. With a slightly nasally sound, she
asked, “Now what?”

 


“Close your mouth and try to breathe through
your nose.”

 


“But—”

 


“User, do not argue with the system while
the system is trying to help you.”

 


“Well… ok…..”

 


“Do not open your mouth or let go of your
nose until this system says you can.”

 


She shrugged and closed her mouth. Though
she knew it wasn’t possible, she tried to breath through her nose.
Naturally, with her mouth closed and her nose clamped, she couldn’t
breath. Though she waited, DARS didn’t give her any kind of signal.
After a while, her lungs started to burn and she instinctively let
go of her nose and opened her mouth, gasping and glaring at the
circle angrily.

 


“Why didn’t you let me breath?!”

 


“Breathing is a basic body function. If a
person forcefully stops oneself from breathing in a dream, while
still trying to breath, two things will happen. 1) The person will
continue breathing despite the fact they should not be able to,
contradicting human biology or 2) The person will naturally wake up
because they’ve caused their real body to stop breathing. The body
will forcefully jolt the person awake as a means to start the
breathing process again.”

 


“Neither of those things happened
though...

 


“Correct, because this is not a dream. You
responded the way a wakeful person would, which is to release
yourself and breathe normally rather than suffocate. Though this is
by no means a conclusive method, it is a method to determine dreams
from reality.”

 


“...”

 


“Has this system helped assure the
user?”

 


“Maybe I’m hallucinating then?”

 


“...”

 


“What? We haven’t covered hallucinating
yet!”

 


“Correct.” The circle bobbed in the air and
finally said, “Please take hold of this system.”

 


This time Felicia didn’t argue and
immediately grabbed DARS. She blinked in surprise.

 


“Please describe the feeling of this system
in your hands.”

 


“Uh… you’re surprisingly round.”

 


“Continue.”

 


“How are you letting off that weird glow
around your edges if you’re round like this? I thought you were
some kind of weird flat circle with a glowing circumference…”

 


“This system was designed to look this way
and had no control over it.”

 


“Huh, I guess that makes sense…” She held
him further away from herself and tilted her head. “You’re smooth
but not slippery. No matter which way I turn you, those three dots
are always facing me… weird, really weird. You feel round but you
look flat.”

 


“Sniff this system.”

 


“...wut?”

 


“Remember the goal, User.”

 


“Right uh…” She brought it close and sniffed
it cautiously. She was a little surprised to smell something
resembling cleaning chemicals. “You… smell clean.”

 


“This system always maintains a high level
of cleanliness.” He immediately followed with, “Lick this
system.”

 


“Aw hell no!” She practically threw it away
from her. Instead of falling, it floated back up into the air.

 


“You pervert circle!” She pointed at it
accusingly.

 


The circle in question showed a series of
!!!! on its blank face.

 


“This system is not a pervert.”

 


“Who but a pervert asks to be licked?”

 


The exclamations vanished to be replaced
with three dots again. “...typically hallucinations depend on one
or two of the human senses: sight, smell, sound, touch, etc. A way
to tell a hallucination apart from reality is to experience the
possible hallucination with all physical senses. That is, if a
person can see it, touch it, smell it, hear it, and even taste it,
then it can be safely categorized as ‘real’.”

 


“Really?”

 


“Correct.”

 


“REALLY?”

 


“This system has no sexual interest in the
user, rest assured.”

 


She squinted at it and muttered,
“...somehow, I feel like I just got insulted…”

 


“Has the system proved to the user that what
she is experiencing is real?”

 


Felicia frowned. She could keep asking for
more tests but… exactly how many more could be done before she was
satisfied? That pain felt extremely real. The sense of suffocating
and then breathing also felt real. DARS, a thing that shouldn’t
exist, also felt real. He even smelled clean.

 


“Am I…. really dead?”

 


“Correct.”

 


“What about my parents? My family?”

 


“The user was dearly loved and so will be
dearly missed.” DARS tone was flat as he spoke, as if her death and
her family’s sorrow meant nothing to him.

 


Probably because it didn’t.

 


She didn’t move for several moments and then
began to sniffle, a sense of overwhelming loneliness and despair
engulfing her. DARS floated down and placed itself on her shoulder,
bouncing up and down ever so slightly, as if attempting to comfort
her. This only made her feel worse and she burst out into
tears.

 


“I didn’t want to die!”

 


“Yes.”

 


“I just didn’t want everyone else to
die!”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Should I have just hid in the bathroom and
let everyone get shot?”

 


“User was fated to die.”

 


“You said that before. That’s a terrible way
to comfort a person.” She glared at him, wiping her tear eyes.

 


DARS stopped his light bouncing, the dots
scrolling endlessly across his strange face, apparently thinking.
Finally he said, “All people have a fate, a destiny. User was fated
to die in that church. However, though the user was fated to die,
she had control over how it happened. Based on the user’s
personality, if she was fated to die regardless of what she did,
then wouldn’t it be better to go down helping save others?”

 


She sniffed loudly several times before
nodding slowly. If she was going to die no matter what, going down
in a blaze of glory was definitely preferable. When she thought how
people would always remember her trying to save others in her last
moment, a sense of relief washed over.

 


Maybe she was weird for thinking this way,
but dying with meaning was better than living to the ripe old age
of 100 without accomplishing anything.

 


“Though the user has died, because the user
has a strong sense of justice, she was selected.”

 


“Selected?”

 


“To complete missions.”

 


“Oh yeah… missions… you… you mentioned that
before too…”

 


“Yes.”

 


“What was a mission again?”

 


“Missions may be thought of as corrupted
timelines that need to be corrected.”

 


“Corrupted timelines….” Felicia
muttered.

 


“Correct.”

 


“How do I correct them?”

 


“You will be given a series of goals for
each timeline. You will be sent to take over the body of someone
who is close to the corrupted parts of the timeline—”

 


“Woah, I’m taking over a body?!”

 


“Correct.”

 


“Like some kind of body-snatching
alien?!”

 


“It is better than the entire timeline
collapsing.”

 


“Eh? Collapsing?”

 


“Corruption… you might also think of it as
errors or bugs… left unchecked will cause the entire timeline to
self-destruct.”

 


“When… when you say timeline… you mean…
like… a world with people in it? A whole world?”

 


“Technically, a timeline includes the entire
universe as well.”

 


“You mean if I fail a whole, like, universe
will get destroyed?!”

 


“No. If you fail, you will simply repeat the
mission from the starting point until you succeed.”

 


“...thank God! If I had to get it right the
first time I might die from stress before doing anything.” She
sighed in relief and then paused, “Wait, won’t I get stuck in a
never ending time loop?!”

 


“Why does the user assume she will fail
before even trying? Regardless, the user does not need to worry.
Missions are divided into difficulty levels. The user will start at
level 1, the easiest level. This system will also be there to help
as a guide.”

 


“Still though… why me? I only just graduated
from high school… other than being good at studying and... uh…
having a strong sense of justice I guess, how am I qualified to
save a universe?”

 


“This system was not privy to all the
qualifications required for user selection. However, the user
should be rest assured that she was not selected at random.
Whatever strengths and weaknesses the user has are perfectly suited
for the tasks asked of her.”

 


“Even my weaknesses?”

 


“Correct.”

 


“Huh.” She went silent in surprise. “Wait,
why do you keep calling me “user”?”

 


“The user is the user.”

 


“But I’ve got a name.”

 


“Correct.”

 


“So why not use it?”

 


DARS’ outline flashed a bright red and then
several dots rapidly scrolled across its face.

 


“This system… does not want to.”

 


“...what?”

 


“This system denies the user name change
request.”

 


“...what the frick… why?”

 


“The user name change request is
denied.”

 


“...”

 


“...”

 


“Are you picking a fight with me?”

 


“This system can not fight the user.”

 


“You sure? You sound like you want to.”

 


“Mission Level 1 will now begin.”

 


“Seriously? You’re really just going to
pretend that didn’t happen?”

 


“Would User like to Review the Mission?”

 


“Oy, oy— you round little punk—”

 


“The users selected [yes] to Review the
Mission…”

 


“Hey!”

 


“Displaying Review now…”

 



Chapter 0

 


DARS deceptively flat face changed from its
usual white to something that resembled a small, round TV with
people and places moving across it. His computer generated voice
spoke over the events on his ‘monitor face’ like a narrator:

 


[There once were two twins that were
separated at birth. One was called Jenny and the other Janice.
While Jenny was adopted into a wonderful, caring family, Janice was
not so lucky. In her younger years things were alright, but as she
grew older her parents fought more frequently until they went
through a vicious divorce—]

 


“Uh... do adoption agencies separate twins?”
Felicia asked, eyebrows furrowed in doubt.

 


“User, do not interrupt the review or this
System will just send you on the Mission without any
information.”

 


“Jeesh, so testy!”

 


[When Janice’s parents separated, things
only got worse for her. Her father was drunk all the time and her
mother began sleeping around. No matter which parent she lived
with, her life was miserable. To escape her broken family, Janice
spent more and more time wandering the city streets. By chance she
fell into the wrong crowd and began doing drugs. In her drugged
stupor, she was less restrained and soon her life spiralled out of
control.

 


As an adult, in a moment of lucidity, she
decided to find her birth family. She wasn’t able to find her
parents, but she did discover she had an older twin sister who
looked exactly like her. Seeing a good opportunity, she decided to
meet with her twin.

 


Jenny wasn’t like Janice, who’d suffered
abuse from her parents and peers. She lived a good life with
loving, generous parents. She was innocent and pure, but most
importantly: ignorant and gullible.

 


Janice could use Jenny to her heart’s
content as long as she cried on her old twin’s shoulder and acted
pitifully. Taking money, gifts, even “borrowing” Jenny’s identity,
Janice was able to live very well for herself despite her poor
choices in life.

 


One day Janice met Darius King, a wealthy
second generation businessman. He was extremely handsome but cold.
He wasn’t interested in Janice, which made Jancie want him more.
Finally, after all her efforts failed, she resorted to drugging him
when he foolishly let his guard down. Her connections were such
that the drug she used on Darius was extremely effective, finally
allowing her to spend a wild night with him like she wanted.

 


By chance, she got pregnant from that one
night stand. Rather than abort the child like she would have
usually done, she used her pregnancy to threaten Darius for money.
At first Darius didn’t believe she was carrying his child, but when
a paternity test came back positive he had to believe it. Furious
at how she was blackmailing him, but unwilling to let his own child
be killed, he agreed to her terms.

 


She lived a luxurious life thanks to his
“generous support”. After several months of living like a queen,
she couldn’t bear to live like a pauper again. Unwilling to give up
this splendid life, she demanded Darius marry her “for the child’s
sake”. If he didn’t, she’d run away with his kid and he’d never see
his child.

 


Darius had already gone as low as he was
willing for a child he’d never met. He absolutely refused to marry
such a terrible woman. When he wouldn’t agree to her terms, she did
as she’d promised and fled.

 


With nowhere to go, she decided to go to
“gullible” Jenny’s house. Along the way there it started to rain
heavily, she was speeding and lost control of the sports car she
was driving, getting into a horrible accident.

 


Janice had long since had her driver’s
license confiscated by the police. She was using Jenny’s driver’s
license and so it was Jenny’s parents who were called. The parents
who got the call about “Jenny’s” untimely death, and how the baby
had survived and they needed to immediately come to sign papers and
take the child, were naturally very confused… After all, the real
Jenny was safe at home and sitting in front of them.

 


Jenny and her parents went to the police
station to figure out what had happened. Only then did they
discover it was Janice, who had been pregnant and was near giving
birth. The child had no father, or at least no way to find one, and
Janice had been using Jenny as her alias. Jenny could prove she was
Janice’s twin sister. The police ended up giving the child to
Jenny.

 


Jenny loved that baby and took good care of
it. Years passed, with Darius only finding out Janice had died in a
car crash. It was only by accident that Darius saw Jenny walking
with his son. He realized his son was alive and, he thought, so was
Janice.

 


After some initial confusion and arguing,
Darius fell madly in love with Jenny. She was a loving mother,
docile and sweet. He couldn’t stand being away from her and found
himself distracted at work. Rather than choose between work and
Jenny, he chose Jenny.

 


Selling off his company, he took Jenny and
his son and lived in the countryside for the rest of his life.
Using his skills, he invested the money from his company's sellout
and used the proceeds to live a comfortable life until he and Jenny
died.

 


If there was anything sad that came of his
decision, it was that his company floundered under new management.
Eventually going bankrupt and shutting its doors completely.]

 


There was a long moment of silence.

 


Finally Felicia spoke up, “That’s… that’s
it?”

 


“Correct.”

 


“That… are you sure I didn’t just watch the
premise to a really poorly written romance novel?” She paused. “One
that doesn’t even include the romance except as an
afterthought?”

 


“This is not a novel but a timeline.”

 


“...”

 


“...”

 


“I can’t accept this! There’s so many things
wrong with what I saw! I’m positive adoption agencies don’t allow
twins to be seperated! I’m sure there should have been Child
Service’s knocking on Janice’s parents door at some point! And how
could Jenny NOT NOTICE Janice was basically stealing her identity?!
How could Janice and Darius even met, their social circles and the
places they frequented should be totally different! And the cops—
what about the cops just handing a newborn baby over like that?!”
She flailed her arms in angry frustration, “What the frick is wrong
with this world— I mean, timeline?! It’s like a whole bunch of
stupid romance tropes strung together!”

 


“The quality of this timeline is
dubious.”

 


She pointed at him in triumph, “Ah ha! So
even YOU noticed!”

 


“However, the lack of rationality is also
what makes it a Level 1 Mission.”

 


“It… it does?”

 


“When the user goes into the Timeline, the
lack of internal consistency means no one will notice if the user
is… different. Therefore, the user will have room for making
mistakes.”

 


“Oh.” Her pointing finger dropped.

 


“Would User like to hear the Goal for Level
1 Mission?”

 


“Goal?”

 


“To help the user fix the errors in the
Timeline, two goals are given for each Mission. The main goal must
be completed, and the quality of the completion will determine the
reward—”

 


“Reward? I get a reward??”

 


“—correct. The second goal is an ‘extra’,
optional, goal that the user may decide to aim for or skip
completely. However, completing the extra goal will give the user a
larger reward.”

 


“Oooh!” She clapped excitedly, feeling
something had finally gone right for her. “I love rewards! What
kinds of rewards am I going to get?”

 


“Wouldn’t it be more beneficial for the user
to know what the main goal is first?”

 


“Oh right.”

 


“To complete the mission, the user must aim
for this goal: [Prevent Darius King from meeting Janice OR Jenny at
all costs. If he meets Janice even once, she’ll become obsessed
with him. Even if she doesn’t get pregnant, her obsession will make
him miserable and lead to his company going bankrupt. If he meets
Jenny, with or without a child, he’ll fall madly in love with her
and eventually sell off his company and it will go bankrupt.]”

 


Felicia blinked. “You mean the goal isn’t to
save Janice? It’s about… saving Darius’… company?”

 


“Why does the user assume Janice needs to be
saved?”

 


“Doesn’t she though?! Look at what she did
to herself! If someone could just help her—”

 


“Janice behavior is not considered an error
in this Timeline and, therefore, will remain as-is.”

 


“But—”

 


“User, Janice can not be saved.”

 


“How do you know that?”

 


The dots on DARS face blinked several times
before he explained, “If Janice behavior were to change for the
better in this Timeline, that by itself would be considered an
error that needs to be fixed.”

 


Felicia frowned, feeling uneasy. “How can
someone changing for the better be considered an error?”

 


“Do you know why this System calls your
Missions a ‘Timeline’ and not worlds or universes?”

 


“How could I know? You’ve barely told me
anything.”

 


DARS ignored her sarcastic exasperation,
continuing, “This System uses the word Timeline because what is
being dealt with is a plane of existence.”

 


Felicia’s mouth opened into an O, her face
confused.

 


“There is more than one universe. And of the
thousands upon thousands of universes that exist, they have
thousands upon thousands of variations, what this System refers to
as ‘timelines’. Each timeline has a set path it is to take, if it
deviates from this path it will collapse. For the person called
‘Janice’, there is likely a timeline where her parents got along,
or they split amicably, or where she was wise and chose a better
path. But this Timeline you are going into is not one of
those.”

 


“Timelines are like… dimensions then?”

 


“Correct.”

 


“I don’t understand… why does there have to
be a timeline where Janice has to be miserable?”

 


“Do you enjoy existing?”

 


“Huh?”

 


“Do you enjoy existing?”

 


“What’s that got to— nevermind, yes I do.”
Even though she was pretty sure she was dead at this point, she
still felt alive. The feeling of being alive was very very nice,
especially after experiencing a quick but painful death.

 


“Do you think every person in your family
line was happy?”

 


“...er… well… no… I guess not...”

 


“Then, you would agree that someone,
somewhere, in your family line was likely not happy?”

 


“...sure.”

 


“It takes only a single deviation for a
person’s life to change, much less for their descendants to change.
So for you to exist as you are today, someone had to live an
unhappy life. Your life was the result of someone’s unhappiness. If
they were not unhappy, and in a very specific way, you would not
have been born. ”

 


“Ah.”

 


“You are not an exception, but the norm.
Many people came into existence because someone before them was
miserable. If that one person didn’t live a miserable life, those
after wouldn’t exist.”

 


“...that still seems so unfair…”

 


“How is it unfair? There is a timeline where
you do not exist because that one person who was unhappy, was
allowed to be happy. There is even a timeline where they were
unhappy in a different way, and someone different than you was
born. And then, there is your timeline, where they were unhappy in
the exact way needed for you to exist.”

 


Felicia rubbed the back of her neck, feeling
uncomfortable. It was difficult to talk of justice and fairness in
the face of the reality DARS was describing. She knew that for her
to exist, everything had to go a certain way, even without DARS
having to tell her…

 


Just as an example, if her parents hadn’t
had sex on a certain day in a certain month, would she exist? Just
a single detail could have changed her fate, and that’s just
talking about her parents. The people before them and before them….
Going back generations… how many details had to go just right for
her to exist?

 


If someone was unhappy along the way, even
having horrible things happen to them, could she dare shake her
fist at God and say it “wasn’t fair”? When the end result of
someone’s suffering was allowing her the chance to be born?

 


Unable to come to any real conclusion
herself, she said haltingly, “I… I guess… I understand… what you’re
saying...”

 


“This System is satisfied the user
understands.””

 


“Um… so… based off what you said, doesn’t
that mean there are a lot of timelines?”

 


“Correct. The timelines per universe are so
numerous that… errors occur. This is why the User was selected, to
help fix these errors.”

 


“Wait.. I don’t understand… how does there
being so many timelines cause errors exactly? If we know the reason
behind the errors, then can’t we just fix that instead? Why go
through all the trouble of going inside the timeline to fix things
when we could just find the source of the problem and fix that
instead??”

 


“That information is restricted.”

 


Felicia narrowed her eyes, “Is it really
restricted or do you just enjoy not telling me important
information?”

 


“The System currently has many restrictions.
As the user completes higher levels, more information will be made
available.”

 


“Why not now though?”

 


“That information is restricted.”

 


She gave a hollow laugh, “Of course.”

 


“Would User like to know the extra
goal?”

 


“...sure.”

 


“[Help Darius King to live a balanced
private and professional life.]”

 


“...”

 


“...?”

 


“Uh… How am I supposed to do that? Am I
gonna be Darius King’s therapist or something?”

 


“No, User will be Darius King’s older
step-sister.”

 


“....I’m gonna be who now?”

 


“Darius King’s older step-sister.”

 


Felicia remembered something important that
DARS had said earlier and asked slowly, “And she’s…. Ok… with me…
taking over her body?”

 


“...”

 


“......?”

 


“...”

 


“.........??????”

 


“...”

 


“............???????????”

 


“...the step-sister won’t notice that you’ve
taken over her body.”

 


“What was with that long pause just
now?!”

 


“The step-sister will be a good host for the
user. Her name is also Falicia.”

 


“Hey! I’m asking a serious question!”

 


“This System will now initialize the
Mission.”

 


“Wait, d on’t ignore me you punk—”

 


“Initialized.”

 



Chapter 1

 


It felt like Felicia was falling. The sort
of terrifying free-fall feeling you get in a dream. Her body
instinctively spasmed from the shock.

 


“Felicia, sweety, we’re almost there.”

 


Felicia blinked blearily, feeling sweaty and
looking around in confusion.

 


“Where am I?” She asked out loud, then
immediately clamped her mouth shut.

 


Her voice was several octaves too high and
didn’t sound right. Looking down, she found her body to be small
and dressed in a disturbingly bright pink frilly dress. Her mouth
dropped open in shock.

 


“Did you sleep so hard you forgot?” Came a
chuckle in front of her. She looked up and realized a woman was
driving. “We’re moving to your new Dad’s place today.”

 


Felicia was in a car, a high end looking
one, sitting in the back seat. The woman who had just been talking
had bright red hair and smoky makeup that looked several years out
of fashion. Her voice was low and smooth, the sort of voice usually
associated with radio stations.

 


“...Dad’s place…?” Came Felicia’s bewildered
reply.

 


“Wake up, sleepy head!” The woman said with
some exasperation. “I told you we’d move to your new Dad’s place
after the wedding. Hopefully all that sleepy sand between your ears
didn’t make you forget my wedding!”

 


Strangely, Felicia did remember the wedding
in question, she even recalled being the flower girl. It was the
most bizarre thing, to remember something she was 100% sure she
hadn’t been there for.

 


As the images and voices cycled through her
mind, the woman driving became more and more familiar. This was
her… this body’s… mother: Kimberly O’Hare, more commonly called
Kim. And formally O’Hare. She was now Kimberly King.

 


Felicia touched her face, which was the face
of a child, and felt ill.

 


[User.]

 


“AAAAAGH!” She screamed out in surprise.

 


Kim swerved on the road dangerously,
startled by her daughter's loud high pitched yell. She finally
regained control and hastily parked on the shoulder of the road,
turning around in alarm to look at Felicia.

 


“Sweety, what’s wrong?”

 


“THAT!” She pointed at DARS, who was
floating next to her serenely.

 


Kim looked to where Felicia was pointing and
frowned.

 


“What? I don’t see anything.”

 


“You don’t… you don’t see it…?”

 


[User, only you can see me.]

 


Felicia's mouth dropped open again.

 


[User, tell the host’s Mother you saw a
spider.]

 


“What?” Felicia asked in confusion.

 


Kim looked at her daughter in equal
bafflement. “Huh?”

 


DARS face showed a # of anger, followed by:
[If the user continues to behave this way, the host's Mother will
think you’ve lost your mind. There is a limit to how forgiving this
timeline can be, please follow this System’s advice
immediately.]

 


Felicia’s traumatized brain finally caught
up with what was happening.

 


“S—spider…” She sputtered out and glanced at
her “Mother”, repeating more firmly, “Sorry, thought I saw a
spider.”

 


Kim relaxed and then rolled her eyes,
scowling at her daughter in mock anger.

 


“I know you’re scared of spiders but you
almost got us both killed screaming like that. Don’t do that
again.” She scolded.

 


“S—sorry.”

 


“Mmm, as long as you know.”

 


Kim put the car back in gear and got on the
road.

 


Felicia sat there feeling stupid.

 


DARS had said she was taking over the
step-sister’s body but… she didn’t believe it. She really didn’t
believe what he’d said and that it was really going to happen.
She’d only somewhat accepted being dead emotionally, as to the
rest…

 


When she woke up in a stranger’s body, of a
child no less, her mind immediately wanted to reject what was
happening to her. How could this be real? How could any of this
really be real?! She didn’t want to believe it!

 


Felicia looked out the window to a familiar
but
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