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Gaxzu City, a sprawling metropolis resting along the rocky shores of the Lucent Bay, serves as the crown jewel of the Gaxzu Armaments Corporation's assets, the entire city is privatized and operates under the totalitarian rule of Gaxzu Armaments's board of directors.

This city, which is something more akin to a social experiment serves as the headquarters for Gaxzu Armaments's weapons manufacturing and experimental robotics divisions.

Its proximity to rich mineral deposits in the surrounding mountains fuels Gaxzu Armaments's production of high-tech weapon systems, while its bustling nightlife and anything-goes attitude draws tourists in like moths to a flesh-searing flame from across the globe.

With that said, behind the neon lights and pulsing nightclubs, Gaxzu City hides a dark underbelly of powerful criminal syndicates that run illegal arms trading and drug operations throughout the city so it's not what you'd call...safe.

In addition to the mood, the wealthy Gaxzu Armaments' elite operate outside the law they themselves write, exerting their influence through an intricate web of bribes and backdoor deals that shockingly don't make them any less popular among their residents...(namely because everyone who hears about it dies).

For anyone who isn't an elite, in short a peasant, the Gaxzu Armaments's private security forces maintain an iron grip on the city, with surveillance drones and roaming “kill-bot patrols” (as the local God-fearing population refer to the machines as) keeping citizens in line.

However, the lack of accountability leads to unrestrained brutality against the poorer districts, with more or less one or two unjust punishments made to fit every crime.

It's not all doom and gloom, though.

The city's technical colleges and universities give rise to some of the world's greatest minds in engineering and computer science, but their talents inevitably get appropriated by Gaxzu Armaments' R&D division to further the corporation's morally ambiguous pursuits.

Let's be frank here, why cultivate crops if you're not going to take them to market, right?

With it's finances and educational aspects in check, Gaxzu City “appears” as a glittering oasis of progress and culture, but the glossy veneer hides the rot in its dystopian society of infinite contradictions, unchecked power, and totalitarian techno-surveillance.

But taking the former finance and educational aspects into consideration, Gaxzu City has more recently been named one of the World's Top 10 hubs for Sublime Eduction in the “free world”...

Which means every loan-applicable sucker and wealthy grade school graduate and beyond wants to come to this place to land themselves in a Middle School, High School, College or University that will make their resume shine under natural light sources.

This brings us to one young man, known as Cason Turner.

An average 18-year-old guy, who scored well on his National Test for University Admissions and is now studying at one of Gaxzu City's many universities for a Bachelor of Science degree in Psychology.

He is not doing this in response to his own wishes, however, rather he was asked to do so by his father not long before the man fell into a coma 6-and-a-half years ago due to an irregular mishap during a supposedly ordinary medical procedure.

With his father incapacitated, Cason felt the need to strive for success, and worked hard living under the same roof as his father's second wife...who by default is Cason's step mother (a woman named Teresa Cotes).

The only contact he and his step mother have shared since Cason, moved through Middle School, High School and is now heading into university is when they meet up to disagree on two key issues.
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Issue number one...

..."Whether or not Cason should be wasting his time trying to become a psychologist, since his father could've been downright tripping on medically prescribed morphine at the time period when he suggested it."...

And issue number 2...

..."The oh-so-delicate matter of whether or not they should pull the plug on said father's life support."...

The second option is a real hot point of contention, because they both apparently need to agree to it, as such things were stated on under the terms and conditions of Cason's father's will.

It was the old man's nuke-launch-style means of prevention to make sure he'd be dying for a just reason. Since he knew he could count on his dear old son not to off him for some quick cash.

His gold-digging wife on the other hand, is a different story.

The old man knew her intentions and he didn't blame, or judge her. That's why he left her name on the will even though he understood the only thing that would stop her from pouncing on this chance would be the point of making it redundant through the forfeiture of the very funds she seeks to gain.

Comas weren't the only outcome he planned for either, Cason's old man had clauses put in place to allocate his wealth in a manner of ways that defied all logical reason. It's to the point that the old bastard must've spent hours upon hours scheming of ways to make his will a choose-your-own-adventure book of possibilities in the event of his demise.

In the end, Cason and the woman who barely qualifies as his stepmother Teresa Cotes have gotten to the point where they solely talk about his education now.

A more recent point of controversy was his enrolment in such a prestigious school.

Namely, the small set of funds that were put to the side in order to facilitate his means of staying within the city and it's unforgiving rent prices.

The woman was in his ear about it every day from high school graduation, right up until two days ago, where Cason finally packed his things and moved.

Being the genuinely well-meaning, good-natured person that he tries to be at all times, he never once did anything more than respectfully mentioned that he was going to respect his father's wishes...which didn't go down well.

And looking at it objectively, how could one expect it to go well in the first place? Since, if you approach things from Teresa Cotes' perspective, Cason is nothing more than a timid doormat of a pushover who is good for nothing but walking over (her words, not conjecture on his part).

So it's naturally well within her rights to talk him down, call him stupid, and make sure he doesn't do the precise thing she doesn't want him to.

But it's all a little late for that now, since he's already arrived in Gaxzu City, and is in the process of moving into his new apartment.

At this very moment, Cason is hauling the last heavy box up the stairs (with an impressive lack of strength) to his new second floor, one bedroom apartment.

Cason: OK...Just a few more steps

He tells himself as his arms feel as though they are about to be torn off from the weight.

By the time he reaches his front door, he awkwardly leans the box against the wall while he fishes the keys out of his pocket.

Because yes, in spite of the harsh justice system in place, crime levels are that well-known here that he had to keep unlocking in relocking the door every single time he made a journey to and from the moving van.

With this being the last box, however, he can at least be somewhat thankful.

Particularly after finally getting inside, as Cason takes a deep breath and picks up the box again, carrying it towards the small kitchen. Thinking about how he'll soon be done with this exhausting move when suddenly the old-fashioned wall phone in the living room rings echoing throughout the apartment.

Startled, Cason trips over his own feet, the heavy box tumbling from his arms.

Cason: Oh great! I hope that isn't the freaking landlord!!!....

Cans and dishes spill across the floor as Cason tries to keep his balance, arms flailing.

He stumbles towards the noisy phone as it persists in ringing, nearly face-planting into the hardwood flooring before catching himself on the back of the nearby sofa.

Out of breath, Cason now snatches up the phone receiver to finally answer the call.

Cason: Hello?

He pants into the mouthpiece, waiting on a response from the other side, all whilst shaking his head in annoyance at his clumsiness while surveying the mess now scattered across the living room.

Cason: So much for being done with this move...

He mutters to himself before being caught off guard by his stepmother shouting from the other end of the line.

Teresa: What was that!? You just called me a bitch, didn't you!?

Cason: No. I was just worried that-...

Teresa: Yes, yes, worry worry worry. If you spent less time worrying and more time studying? You'd already be a psychologist by now and we wouldn't need to waste money like we are.

Cason: I...haven't even attended a single lesson yet, so I don't know if those estimates are accurate.

Teresa: Oh, so no you're calling me a liar!?

Cason: No, no, I'm sorry. You're probably right, mother.

Teresa: Yuk! Do NOT call me that, we've been over this!

Cason: Right, yes, I'm sorry.

Teresa: That's right, you're sorry. The way God intends it to be. Now that we've got that squared out of the way, we can get down to business.

Cason: OK, sure. I'll do whatever I can to help you. But I should mention that I've not quite finished unpacking everything yet...Or rather, I haven't given everything a place.

Teresa: We can talk about your inability to maintain control over your life later! Right now I have something more important to talk to you about.

Cason: This sounds serious. Is everything OK?

Teresa: For me? Yes. For you? Not so much. You see, I finally decided to pull the plug on your father. He's dead now as of 24 hours ago. Deal with it.

Cason: You're...joking, right?

Teresa: No. That's why I said "deal with it"...Because I know I can do a great many things, but the one thing I cannot do is resurrect the dead. Especially when they've already been clinically brain dead for so long.

Cason: I thought the doctor said he was likely to wake up in 3-and-a-half months?

Teresa: Bah, rubbish. Doctors think they're smart, but I know a lot more than they do.

Cason: It's still legally questionable to pull the plug on somebody when there's a 97% chance that they will wake up based on 43 expert medical opinions...

Teresa: I got a forty-fourth opinion.

Cason: From who, you already had every single doctor in our local area look at him, and seven imported doctors from Brazil. They all said the same thing.

Teresa: Yes, but Derek said he was beyond hope, so what can you do?

Cason: Derek the burger shop owner from the docks!?

Teresa: The very same.

Cason: He doesn't even speak English, how did you ask him for help?

Teresa: Medicine is a universal language, not bound by borders. He knew what he was getting into, and he did a ketchup drawing on your father's head before doing the honours.

Cason: ...My father was killed by a suspicious burger vendor from God knows where, who is only famous for the amount of people who have died thanks to consuming his mystery meats!?

Teresa: When you put it that way, he's actually kind of an impressive assassin with a reputable kill streak honestly.

Cason: This is unbelievable.

Teresa: Unbelievably well-timed when you consider the benefits that came from you leaving for this little failed educational excursion of yours. You were so focused on getting there that you didn't think what would happen once you were gone.

Cason: That's because I thought you would have respect for the law. How did you even pull this off without getting consent from my father's lawyers?

Teresa: I only needed consent from one of them. Have you met my new boyfriend by the way?

Cason: Oh dear God...I think I'm going to be sick...

Teresa: Uh, excuse you, you can't go calling other people's love lives sickening, young man.

Cason: That's not what I meant, and you know it...This is just... a lot to handle.

Teresa: Oh boo-hoo, cry on your own time. Not on the messenger's shoulder.

Cason: It's hard to assemble my feelings when the messenger and my father's killer are one in the same perso-...

Teresa: Sorry, I'm afraid I can't chat any longer, boy. My lovely lawyer lover boy has just arrived with the rewritten documents telling me how much I'm getting. And I can't sit around wasting time listening to you complain about being "robbed" of your share. So go find some other poor sap to call mommy and hear you out. Because lord knows there's not a woman desperate enough to date a loser like you.

Cason: Can I just ask-...?

Teresa: Sorry, child. No can do. I'm busy busy busy. Bye bye now...

Teresa hangs up the phone before Cason can say anything of value in terms of information gathering.

Leaving Cason no other choice but to slowly place the phone back down to hang-up himself, before sighing and looking back at the mess in his new apartment for the second time.

Cason: You know...it may be arrogant to say, but I honestly cannot imagine anyone else in the world right now having a worse day than I am...

Cason then looks out of the window to see the passing of the utmost ominous spectre of power within Gaxzu city.

High above the neon sprawl of Gaxzu City hovers the imposing black shape of The Nuage Fort, Gaxzu Armaments Corporation's top-secret flying research fortress. Shrouded in a perpetual thunderhead, The Nuage Fort serves as the hub for Gaxzu Armaments's most highly-classified black  projects and advanced weapons research.

Created with carbon nanotubes and lightweight alloys, the large aerial structure comes equipped with state-of-the-art plasma engines and anti-gravity thrusters that produce the substantial energy required to maintain The Nuage Fort in flight.

The exterior of the facility is coated with radar-absorbing elements, which make its detection challenging for sensors, and it's deceptively slow-moving appearance also makes it the largest contributor to bird fatalities within the city's airspace (on account of how many feathery beasts get sucked up into the engines of such a monster).

Inside, teams of scientists and engineers work around the clock on cutting-edge cybernetics, artificial intelligence, robotics, genetic engineering and other ethically-dubious technologies for the whole family.

Vast banks of supercomputers churn through unimaginable amounts of data while autonomous manufacturing centres run continuously to produce prototypes and new abominations.

Weapons too dangerous or illegal to be tested on the ground below are deployed in The Nuage's experimental testing labs. Revolutionary energy weapons, acid equipped robot sex dolls, radical body augmentations and more are all developed and trialled within the flying fortress.

Gaxzu Armaments's private army of security robots stand eternal watch aboard The Nuage. In addition to robotics, additional intrusion countermeasures include laser grids, electrified deck plates, chemical mist dispersal systems and other lethal automated defences to keep its secrets safe.

The Nuage enables Gaxzu Armaments to pursue technological supremacy unshackled by the pesky regulation or tedious ethics that encumber lesser baby-faced researchers.

With this impregnable flying stronghold at their command, Gaxzu Armaments's ambitions know no limits...except when tested by a high school girl who just opted to sneak on board one of the transport vessels that were delivering supplies to The Nuage.

This girl in question is known as Louise Quinn, and right now she is currently clinging to the shadows as she creeps through the gleaming metallic corridors of The Nuage Fort.

Her hacked officer credentials have gotten her past the loading dock checkpoints, but in order to nab what she came here for?...She still needs to break into the central vaults.

Following the maze-like passages, Louise avoids wandering drone sentries and surveillance cameras, tapping into her portable computer to loop camera feeds and project false images as she moves.

The deeper she goes following this course, however, the more complex the security protocols become.

Still, in spite of the dangers that would get an ordinary sticky-fingered sort killed, Louise reaches the final vault door.

The fabled digital locks engage counter-intrusion AIs under normal circumstances, and any normal hacker would already have triggered countless silent alarms.

But Louise is far beyond normal, she's both skilled, and here to steal something out of pure sinful spite, so
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