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A simple ode to a simple law: “Parts is Parts.”



Whether you’re raiding the net, ripping the tech, or a solo in a dark alley about to lay waste to an army... we thank the makers of CyberPunk 2020 for taking us to and through a world that is both extraordinary and our own.



Here’s to all the Old School Gamers!






And remember, we would love to hear from you!

You can find us at Confederacy of the Quill Online
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by Madolyn Locke

Rexx D liked the fact that she couldn’t speak. It was a birth defect that even the Ripper Docs couldn’t fix with their bio-tech and computer chips. For the crime boss, it meant that he had someone in his stable who literally would never talk.

He’d found her - or rather Shade had - during one of his periodic sweeps of the warehouses where homeless teens and runaways gathered. They were recruitment drives, to be honest, but having Rexx D’s crew come through randomly kept the area safer than others. And if you got tapped, it could be a pretty sweet gig. 

It hadn’t been a particularly easy life on the streets, but for Vassa, making her own way was better than the chaos she’d left behind at the group homes. ‘Homes’ was a very misleading description. Across the country, the year 2042 meant there were so many children without parents that the government had started renovating deserted malls into youth complexes. The idea was to keep them all safe and off the streets. There was housing, classrooms, entertainment, even medical... and none of it was run well. Vassa had heard of a few facilities on the west coast that had been taken over by corporations and were actually havens, but that wasn’t the norm. It certainly wasn’t her experience. The Syon House had been nothing more than a gang town, with kids as young as 7 or 8 being groomed for roles as enforcers, or worse.

It hadn’t taken long before she knew she wouldn’t be able to stay there until she aged out. She was a walking target, and her lack of speech was considered disrespectful by more than one of the young gang captains. The adults who were presumably in charge were no better; most of them had assumed she was slow and they couldn’t be bothered to try and get through to her. More often than not, they also assumed she was deaf. But she wasn’t. Vassa could hear very well. It had been a hard run, while she lived there, but she learned two things - how to take a beating, and how to remember everything she heard.

They were two skills which would serve her well.

While not ideal on the streets, she’d at least had some security and a sense of belonging. There were still those who had tormented her, of course, but there were some protectors too. One of them, it turned out, was a recruiter for Rexx D’s organization. That’s how Shade had found her. Vassa had always wondered about her future; she knew that school was out of the question, there’s no way she could ever have afforded it. Jobs weren’t likely since she couldn’t speak, and she didn’t fancy the idea of being a nun. It left her fairly limited, and resigned to a life in the shadows; picking pockets just to survive. It hadn’t ever occurred to her that she might actually be useful to someone.

Shade had known, though, and immediately offered her a chance to clean up, get warm, and have a meal - even if things didn’t work out after that. She’d have been stupid to turn it down.

The hotel Shade took her to was amazing. It was stately, old-fashioned, and classy in a world of neon and digital. There was a hush that fell over everything upon entering. Vassa was instantly incredibly aware of the dirt she was tracking in - but Shade squeezed her shoulders and whispered not to worry. There was something oddly comforting about the gesture; it certainly wasn’t what she had expected. She knew what Shade was... she’d never have guessed that criminals could be gentle and compassionate.

After a luxurious shower in the largest bathroom she’d ever seen, being wrapped in a plush robe, and fed a meal beyond her wildest dreams, Vassa would have agreed to almost anything. As it turned out, Shade wasn’t even asking that much. Just that she be available to run certain errands as may be needed during her ‘shifts’, and to always be on call if an emergency came up. In return, she’d have a place to live where security was constant and the bills were paid, and a little extra on the side. Vassa remembered writing on the notepad she’d been given and asking if anyone was ever dumb enough to turn that down. Shade thought that was hilarious and chuckled the entire time he was getting himself another drink.

Vassa couldn’t believe her luck. She was living a life she’d never thought possible. Her new boss owned an apartment building for his people; it was easier to keep them safe and accounted for if they were all in one place. The entire building was nothing but studio apartments, which was more than enough space. Vassa caught herself just standing in the middle of her apartment - HER apartment - looking around in wonder. She had this space all to herself.

It had taken about five minutes for Vassa to ‘move in’. All she had was a large duffle with some clothes and a few small things she’d collected over the years. On the street, it was never smart to own more than you could carry with you at all times. She was sitting on her bed - another luxury - after putting her few outfits in a drawer when there was a knock at her door. She answered it to find Shade holding a large basket.

“And hello to you too,” he joked, striding into Vassa’s studio and dropping the large basket on her small two-person dining table. She watched as he surveyed the room and then looked back at her. “Not bad, not bad. Everything appears to be in order. Ok - so here’s the situation. This unit is already stocked with a few essentials... like, you can see that the bed is made and whatnot. There’s a change of sheets and some towels in the bottom drawer of the dresser there. I’d love to say we’re all on sonic showers, but that upgrade costs more than we’ve got right now. So we’re still on water. Gotta say, though, a nice hot water shower still beats all after a tough day. And there will be some tough days, believe that.”

He stepped back to the large plastic basket and kept talking.

“This here is a laundry basket for you. The units don’t have their own washers & dryers, those are downstairs in the basement. You’re responsible for handling your own stuff and not making any messes down there. When you’ve got funds coming in, you may want to buy disposable outfits and eighty-six the whole washing thing, that’s your call. In the meantime, the facilities are available to you. Inside the basket here we’ve got a few basics... small thing of laundry detergent & softener - for the aforementioned facilities - about a week’s worth of flash-meals to get you started, some fresh fruit because that’s important, a cookbook of some basic hearty and filling meals because you might want to actually use this kitchen for real food, and some essentials like toothbrush, soap, that kinda thing.”

Vassa watched as he wandered around her small space, filling it with his size and charisma.

“The kitchen already has pots & pans, everything should be in working order, and I’ve got one of my crew guys coming up later on to get your vid-screen and net-box set up. Just the basics; if you want anything fancy that’ll be on you. Same with decorating. Have some fun, make this place your own.”

He stepped toward her, reaching into the massive pockets of his coat.

“Here’s a few cred to cover you until you get your first cut, and the standard ‘company’ phone. You’ve already got me & the building crew in your contacts. They know if you need anything it’ll come through as a text. This is also how you’ll know when and where to be for assignments. You do not go anywhere without this phone. Not even to piss. We crystal?”

Vassa nodded, taking the phone and money.

“Brill. We’re all set, then. You need anything?” he asked, looking her closely in the eyes. Vassa shook her head, smiling at him in gratitude. “Oh! One last thing,” Shade continued, reaching into his inside coat pocket and producing a small metallic ring. Vassa couldn’t place the metal, but it was almost glowing. “Wear this. Whatever finger it fits, and let me know if you need another size. Most everyone wears them on the left thumb, but it’s totally up to you. This signals you as one of Rexx D’s, so there’s none of that ‘oh, man, I didn’t know she was...’ kripe from anybody.” He winked at her as she put the ring on. “Ok, you’re all set then. I’d suggest wandering the neighborhood, getting the lay of the land, seeing what’s what... maybe try out one of the local restaurants... just get comfortable. You’ll get a message when we need you.” 

With that, he was gone. Vassa couldn’t help grinning as she put away her welcome gifts.

Even in the state-run facilities, vids and old movies had been available for entertainment. Vassa had loved escaping into those other worlds. One thing that had always intrigued her were movies where the hero - or spy, or agent - would be in a location and a nameless, faceless person would approach them out of nowhere; giving them an envelope or a package. She had always wondered about those silent characters, so unsuspectingly vital to the plot. Who were they? What was their story? Now, she was going to be one of them. She couldn’t wait.

Vassa had been working as a courier for several months before she ever actually met Rexx D. It might have gone longer, except for the incident. She was a good courier, so she’d been getting more frequent assignments. And she was starting to get a reputation. People knew she didn’t talk, and as always, they began to assume that she was either slow or deaf. Vassa never saw any need to disabuse anyone of that notion.

One night, she had a package for an address she’d delivered to before. A restaurant she knew well. She was let in, and headed to the back as usual. She silently made her delivery and turned to go. Before she was out of the room, she heard her contact say, “Fucking Rexx again. Ceesha, get me a line to Piezo. I thought he had this shit covered.” Vassa made sure that she didn’t react in any way; she just left the restaurant.

As soon as she was clear of the building, she sent a text to Shade: Need To Meet. Have Info.

It took less than half an hour before Vassa found herself in front of Rexx D, with Shade relaying what she had heard and told to him. The young woman found her boss to be intimidating, though not because of his size. He wasn’t particularly large, but he was fit. He wasn’t gorgeous, but was attractive. There was something compelling about him. He wore his position and authority as though it were natural. As though he was born to it. There was nothing unsure in his manner. No bluster. No need to prove anything. He simply WAS; and it was compelling.

The man sat in an armchair across from an expensive sofa that held Vassa and Shade. His brow creased as he heard what Shade had to say, the index finger of his right hand against his lips. When he spoke, his voice was soft but strong.

“Shade, this is a serious charge. How sure are you of this information?” he asked.

“Boss, I’m as sure as anyone can be without hearing it themselves. Vassa here has been a great courier. Months she’s been working assignments. Not a drop late, or missed, or even a hitch.”

“Hmmm,” Rexx D nodded at his trusted associate’s assessment. Slowly, he looked up and locked at Vassa. The young woman’s eyes widened at feeling the full force of her boss’ gaze, but she did not look away.

“So, you heard this?” he asked. Vassa nodded. “I’ve heard mutters in the street that you can’t hear. I’ve heard you’re a sleg. No smarter than a turnip.”

The young woman shrugged her shoulders, slightly shaking her head.

“Why should I believe you?” Rexx D asked. Vassa tapped her ear and then the center of her forehead. “You remember everything you hear?” She nodded in response. Rexx D stood up and moved toward his desk.

“Very well, let’s test your theory.” He hit a couple buttons on the LED surface lights which triggered his net box. “Shade and I are going to have a conversation. Then we’re going to leave the room. I want you to recount what we said. Ready?” Vassa nodded.

Ten minutes later, Rexx D and Shade walked back into the man’s office. Vassa still sat on the
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