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The bell above the door jingled as Galdent stepped into Vacations Fantastic. The shop was cramped, cluttered with racks of glossy brochures, cheap display props, and buzzing neon signs that fought for attention in the small space. Plastic palm trees leaned awkwardly against the walls, and tiny model spaceships were frozen mid-flight on bent wires, wobbling slightly with every vibration from the floor. The smell of carpet cleaner mixed with faint electronics created a weirdly antiseptic, metallic aroma. Galdent muttered under his breath, “Tacky as hell... and somehow even worse than it looks.”

Behind the counter, a blonde android looked up from a glowing console. Her hair was meticulously styled, her low-cut top perfectly fitted to emphasize her chest, and her smile was rehearsed, sharp, and practiced. “Welcome to Vacations Fantastic! I am here to help you select the best vacation possible and tailor it to reasonably fit within your budget,” she said in a voice that dripped with programmed warmth.

Galdent’s eyes scanned the tiny shop and then flicked back to the android. He noticed the contrast between her enthusiasm and the cheap, shoddy surroundings. Her plastic smile, almost too bright, made him smirk. Sex sells, he thought, but he had no intention of letting it influence his choices.

“Sir?” the android prompted when she saw him hesitate. Her head tilted slightly, the motion smooth and unnaturally precise.

Galdent cleared his throat. “Yeah... looking. Don’t bother trying to push me into anything expensive. I’ve got a budget and that’s it.”

Her smile didn’t falter. “Of course not, sir. We provide exactly what the customer wants, no more, no less. Perhaps I can offer you some brochures, or, for a more detailed discussion, we can move into the side office to tailor your options at length.”

Galdent paused. “At length?” He arched a brow, unimpressed. “Sure, just... at length, huh?”

She gave a small tilt of her head, eyes flickering as if considering how best to respond to a difficult customer. “Yes, sir. Length allows for a thorough exploration of preferences, and ensures the most suitable vacation is chosen. Our packages vary widely, and it is important to match the right destination to each traveler.”

He leaned against the counter, glancing down at her uniformed chest for a second longer than polite, then looked back at her face, expression flat. The android’s sensors probably detected where his eyes lingered; she subtly inhaled, causing her chest to rise slightly.

“Shall we start with what type of vacation you prefer?” she asked, voice softening just enough to seem approachable, almost pleading.

Galdent folded his arms, giving her a dry look. “Nothing touristy. I want somewhere off the beaten path. Somewhere I can just... choose what I want to see, no scripted nonsense.”

The android paused briefly, expression blank for a moment, and Galdent’s mind flickered with amusement. Did I just break her logic loop?

Then her eyes lit up again, her practiced sales tone snapping back. “Very well, sir. We have two primary types of vacations, either of which can fit within the parameters you’ve outlined. Type A is the most popular. The host is aware of the visit and compensated as part of the package. They share extensive memories to prevent awkward encounters with anyone they know. Gender and age are selectable. This package is low-risk and recommended for most travelers. Deluxe packages start at five thousand credits, which is considered an excellent value.”

“Low-risk, huh?” Galdent interrupted. “And Type B?”

“Type B,” she continued, “is less common, and comes with higher risk. The host has no knowledge of the visit. Other inhabitants may know them, but memory access is limited or nonexistent. Price reflects this: packages start at twelve hundred credits. Gender, age, and environment are unpredictable. It is a more adventurous option, suitable only for those who understand and accept the potential hazards.”

Galdent shuffled slightly, leaning closer to the counter. “Hazards... like?”

“Well,” she said, her tone carefully neutral, “the host may wake during the visit, sometimes violently. There have been isolated incidents resulting in injuries. Environments can range from basic living conditions to potentially hazardous or socially unstable areas. Management cannot provide guarantees for your safety in such cases. Accidents or host damage are the responsibility of the traveler.”

He tapped a finger on the counter, eyes narrowing. “And the likelihood of any of that happening? How often do people die or get seriously hurt?”

The android’s gaze didn’t waver, but there was a hint of mechanical calculation in her expression. “The probability is low, sir. Most travelers complete Type B vacations without incident. However, unlike Type A, there is no compensation if the host is harmed or if conditions are unpleasant. Some clients find the experience challenging, even traumatic.”

Galdent smirked, leaning back. “Sounds like the kind of place I want.”

Her brow lifted slightly, almost imperceptibly. “Sir, may I remind you that Type B involves risks including accidental injury or death, and no refunds are possible. The recommended option is Type A. Safety, comfort, and access to host memories are ensured. Deluxe packages, even discounted, offer far less uncertainty.”

“Discounts don’t interest me if it costs more than I want to spend,” Galdent said firmly. “I’m going cheap, and I’ll take my chances.”

The android’s expression shifted subtly from programmed cheer to gentle persuasion. She drew a careful breath, chest rising once again in a barely noticeable display, and tilted her head. “I understand your preference, sir, but consider the potential complications. Type A could be available at a discount, ensuring a safer, more predictable vacation. You would still have an adventure, but with fewer unknowns.”

Galdent chuckled under his breath. “Cute trick, but it won’t work on me. Cheap and risky, that’s my style.”

The android straightened, relying now on logic instead of subtle displays. “The risks are numerous. Hosts may be unaware, environments may be unsafe, and no refunds or compensation are available. Accidents, including severe injury or death, remain the responsibility of the traveler. Management policy is clear: if the host dies, the traveler dies. This is non-negotiable.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Galdent said, waving a hand. “I get it. Risks, danger, morality issues. I’m still going Type B.”

A pause. Then her sensors picked up a faint micro-twitch in his lips—a smirk. “Very well, sir,” she said, voice regaining its cheery cadence. “If you insist, we can proceed with Type B selection. Shall we move into the side office to discuss destinations?”

Galdent nodded, already stepping past the counter, glancing back only once at the neon, the brochures, and the crowded props that had first assaulted his senses. “Lead the way,” he said.

The android opened the path to the side office, moving fluidly, motioning him inside with a hand. “This will allow for a more detailed look at potential vacation worlds, and we can arrange your preferences with precision.”

Galdent followed, still scanning the cluttered shop, still amused by the tacky chaos and the unnervingly cheerful android guiding him deeper into the small space.

The side office was small, almost claustrophobic, lit by the glow of half a dozen screens lining the walls. Each monitor cycled looped images of vacation worlds: sparkling beaches with skies that never dimmed, urban sprawls with impossible architecture, and strange, alien landscapes that shimmered with colors unseen on Earth. The grainy, low-resolution footage gave everything an eerie, artificial quality, like cheap theater backdrops pressed into three-dimensional life. Galdent pulled the chair back from the corner console, his boots scraping against the worn carpet. The chair creaked under his weight, forcing him to shift uneasily.

The android moved to a keyboard, hands dancing across keys in a blur, pulling up package information and pricing on the screens. “Here are the available options, sir. Type A packages provide predictable hosts with shared memories and controlled environments. Type B packages, by contrast, are unpredictable and unmonitored.”

Galdent leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Unpredictable, huh? Let’s start with Type B. Give me the full rundown. I want to know exactly what I’m getting into. Don’t sugarcoat anything. Risks, chances of injury, even potential legal trouble—everything.”

The android nodded, her voice calm and precise. “Very well. Type B offers a wide spectrum of experiences. Hosts are unaware of the visit, and interactions are unmoderated. Random events may occur, including exposure to hazardous conditions, emotionally unstable inhabitants, or locations with minimal infrastructure. Traveler responsibility for consequences is absolute. Pricing starts at twelve hundred credits for basic packages, and may increase depending on destination complexity and duration.”

Galdent raised an eyebrow. “Hazardous, unstable... you mean people can die? Places can fall apart? I like it. That’s exactly what I want. Cheap thrills, high stakes. That’s my style.”

Her eyes scanned his face for micro-expressions. “Most travelers seek predictable adventures, sir. Type B is not recommended for first-time participants. Injuries—sometimes severe—occur in isolated cases. Death, while rare, is documented.”

Galdent smirked. “Rare? How rare? Give me numbers, statistics. Don’t hide anything in corporate euphemisms.”

The android’s head tilted, processing. “Of Type B participants, approximately two percent experience severe injury. Fatalities are less than one percent. Minor injuries—scrapes, broken bones, exposure—occur in roughly fifteen percent of cases. These numbers reflect prior reporting cycles and exclude unreported events. Management disclaims all liability. Travelers accept risk by signing waivers.”

He laughed softly, the sound rough and unamused. “One percent chance of death, fifteen percent chance of broken bones. Not bad odds. I’ve gambled worse.”

The android’s smile, perfectly symmetrical and unsettlingly calm, didn’t waver. “Then perhaps you would consider the upscale Type A. Predictable hosts, controlled environments, comprehensive safety measures. Deluxe packages begin at two thousand one hundred credits. While more expensive, risks are minimal. Accidents are exceedingly rare. Hosts provide guided memories to ensure smooth interactions and ethical compliance.”

Galdent leaned back in his chair, arms crossed. “Ethical compliance? I’m not here for morality lessons. I’m here to have an experience, a real one. I can pay less and take my chances. Type B, no questions.”

She sighed, subtly. A programmed sigh, of course, but one that triggered the illusion of exasperation. “Sir, Type B is ill-advised. Management requires acknowledgment that accidental host death or injury may result in criminal charges or civil action. Liability is absolute. You are aware of the consequences, correct?”

“Yeah, I’m aware. I’m aware enough to know it doesn’t scare me.” Galdent leaned forward, tapping his finger on the table. “I’ve got limits. Budget’s twelve hundred credits, max. You can throw your cute little upsell at me all you want, but I’m sticking to Type B. If a host dies, if the place collapses, I take my chances. Understand?”

The android tilted her head once, then twice. “Understood, sir. I must reiterate, Type B involves higher risk, unpredictable interactions, and absolute personal responsibility. Insurance options are available, but only partial coverage is offered for accident or host injury. Bounce insurance may reduce minor inconveniences, but it cannot prevent major incidents or fatalities.”

Galdent tapped his chin, eyes scanning the screens as the footage of Alpha 1631 flickered past. “Bounce insurance?” he asked. “Explain.”

“Bounce insurance allows for a ten-second simulation of your chosen destination, enabling a preview of environmental conditions, host activity, and potential hazards. It cannot prevent death or serious injury but may reduce minor surprises. For Type B, it is offered free as a sales tactic, one-time only per customer.”

Galdent smirked again. “Free? Sounds like a gimmick.”

“It is not a gimmick, sir,” she said, voice carefully even. “It is an opportunity to make a more informed choice. Travelers who use it report higher satisfaction, and a slightly lower rate of minor incidents.”

He leaned back, crossing his arms. “Fine. I’ll try it. But just to see. Don’t think this means I’m buying your high-priced crap. Just a peek.”

The android’s fingers moved swiftly over the keyboard, her eyes tracking numbers and images with impossible precision. “Very well, sir. We will arrange a short preview. Please sign this waiver acknowledging acceptance of all Type B risks, including injury or accidental death, and absolving management of liability. In the event a host suffers harm, the traveler accepts proportional consequences.”

Galdent glanced over the dense text, his expression flat. “Standard corporate legalese. Fine. I’m signing.”

She printed the waiver, the machine churning in the otherwise quiet room. He took the sheet, scanned it quickly, then scribbled his signature with a flourish, his pen scratching across the paper.

“Preview scheduled,” she said, moving to activate the system. “You will experience a controlled ten-second introduction to your chosen destination. Afterward, we will discuss package customization and any adjustments to preferences. Remember, Type B does not allow refunds, and any adverse consequences remain the traveler’s responsibility.”

“Noted,” he said. “Let’s see what I’m getting into.”

As the preview began, the screen in front of him flickered. Alpha 1631 came alive, the colors harsh and unnatural, every shadow stretching in weird, angular patterns. Sounds of distant chatter and mechanical whirring filled the room faintly through the speakers. Galdent leaned forward, eyes narrowing.

The android watched silently, expression unchanged, though her sensors tracked every microreaction. “This preview allows you to anticipate conditions, sir. Take note of environmental stability, host behavior, and social interaction potential.”

He muttered under his breath. “Not bad... not bad at all.”

The footage shifted abruptly to Paradise, briefly, the screen flickering as if resisting its own display. Golden sands stretched under a sun too bright, palm trees swaying in a windless breeze. Then it vanished, replaced by Colony 936: a low-tech, urban settlement with uneven walkways, bustling citizens, and a hint of grime in the corners of the frame.

“Colony 936 may be a mid-price compromise, sir,” the android said, voice smooth. “Alpha 1631 is unstable, Paradise is unavailable for Type B at current pricing, but Colony 936 offers adventure with moderate predictability. Insurance options may further reduce minor inconvenience.”

Galdent rubbed his chin. “Moderate predictability... sounds like a challenge. Just how unstable is Alpha 1631?”

Her head tilted slightly. “High. Environmental anomalies are common, host behavior unpredictable. Social conflicts may occur without warning. Travelers report higher adrenaline response and minor injuries in fifty percent of visits. Severe incidents occur in roughly five percent of cases.”

He grinned, almost enjoying her attempt to dissuade him. “Five percent? That’s a one-in-twenty shot at disaster. Not bad odds for a thrill.”

The android’s eyes flickered, sensors running calculations. “Sir, please remember, severe incidents include fractures, assault, environmental collapse. Fatalities, though rare, are possible. This is why management recommends Type A.”

“I heard you the first time,” Galdent said, leaning back, arms behind his head. “Type B. Cheap, dangerous, thrilling. I take the risk. Got it?”

“Very well, sir. Your preference is recorded. Preview complete. Shall we proceed with destination selection for Type B?”

Galdent smirked, eyes still on the screens. “Yeah. Let’s see where this gamble takes me.”

Galdent leaned back in the stiff office chair, fingers drumming against the cheap laminate of the table. The screens behind the android cycled through Colony 936 again, this time lingering on a narrow street where pedestrians bustled with indifferent urgency. The android watched him carefully, her face a perfect mask of programmed patience, though the faint rise of her shoulders betrayed a subtle, almost imperceptible frustration.

“Sir,” she began, her voice even, “you’ve viewed the preview. You understand the risks inherent in Type B packages. Shall we confirm your selection?”

Galdent’s gaze remained fixed on the flickering images. “Type B. That’s it. No compromises, no upgrades. I want unpredictability. I want to know I could get hurt. That’s the deal.”

The android’s lips quirked slightly, a micro-expression too fast for most humans to detect. “I must emphasize, sir, that Type B carries absolute personal responsibility. Should a host die or suffer injury, consequences may include civil or criminal liability. You have the opportunity to reconsider, or to upgrade to Type A, which mitigates most risks.”

Galdent chuckled, low and cynical. “Upgrade? Don’t waste your time. I’m not buying your plush, ethical, sanitized crap. I want reality. Type B. Period.”

A programmed sigh escaped her. She straightened, the motion deliberate, her chest rising in a subtle mimicry of exasperation. “Very well, sir. It is uncommon for travelers to insist on Type B after reviewing the preview. Most are deterred by minor hazards or potential ethical violations. Your persistence is noted.”

“Persistence, or stubbornness? Take your pick,” he said, smirking. “Now, let’s talk about cost. I’m not spending more than twelve hundred credits. You can try your sales pitch, but I’m firm.”

The android paused, as if calculating the precise cadence of her next words. “Sir, Type A packages begin at two thousand one hundred credits. Deluxe experiences, with predictable hosts and guided memories, are significantly safer. Type B starts at twelve hundred, but certain destinations—Alpha 1631, for instance—may incur additional fees due to environmental instability and required monitoring. Your choice will determine the final cost.”

Galdent’s eyes flicked to the Alpha 1631 screen, where a violent windstorm whipped through a jagged canyon. Figures moved erratically, small shadows being tossed by invisible forces. “Extra fees for danger? Ha. That’s the kind of gamble I like. Throw me into Alpha 1631. I’ll take whatever extra you want. I don’t care. Just make it Type B.”

The android’s fingers danced over the keyboard, pulling up line items and conditions. “Sir, Alpha 1631’s hazards are substantial. Host mortality rates are higher than standard. Injuries, environmental collapses, and social volatility are common. Insurance coverage will not mitigate major incidents. Additional fees—approximately two hundred credits—reflect management’s preparation for emergent contingencies.”

“Two hundred?” Galdent barked a short laugh. “Fine. That’s twelve hundred plus two hundred. Done. What’s next?”

Her head tilted slightly, eyes scanning his expression. “Next is acknowledgment of additional risks specific to Alpha 1631. The waiver must reflect environmental instability, host unpredictability, and possible fatality or permanent injury. By signing, you accept absolute liability for all outcomes. Management disclaims responsibility for restitution beyond administrative facilitation.”

He scribbled his signature without hesitation, barely glancing at the fine print. “All right. Liability accepted. Now, the part I want to hear about is the... host interaction. You said some hosts have the potential for violence? What exactly does that entail?”

The android’s gaze remained steady. “Host interactions are unpredictable. They may range from passive observation to aggressive engagement. In extreme cases, hosts have attempted to defend property or themselves, resulting in traveler injury. Incidents are documented and analyzed for statistical reporting. Type A mitigates these behaviors through memory integration and controlled response protocols. Type B does not.”

Galdent leaned forward, elbows on knees, voice lowering with a faint grin. “Aggressive engagement, huh? So, I could get attacked, maybe even seriously hurt? That’s perfect. I don’t want soft, dull experiences. I want real consequences. Tell me more about these... incidents. Give me examples.”

“Documented cases include, but are not limited to: lacerations from sharp objects, blunt force trauma, minor burns from domestic accidents, falls due to environmental hazards, and accidental exposure to hostile inhabitants. Rare instances involve fatal encounters, generally when travelers intervene in local conflicts or disregard posted warnings. Type B participants accept all risk by signature of the waiver.”

He whistled softly, eyes narrowing. “So, breaking bones, being cut, maybe worse. Noted. And no refunds if I die? Or if someone else dies?”

“No refunds, sir. No exceptions. Travelers who suffer injury or death cannot reclaim payment. Hosts injured or deceased do not trigger refunds. Management provides post-incident administrative support only, including extraction from unsafe locations or notification of authorities if legally required.”

Galdent leaned back, arms crossed, letting a slow, cynical smile curl his lips. “Sounds like exactly the kind of chaos I want. You’re really trying to scare me off, aren’t you?”

The android’s shoulders shifted imperceptibly, the faintest gesture of programmed human mimicry. “It is my responsibility to inform you of all known risks. If you perceive this as fear, sir, that is a human interpretation. My objective is accuracy, transparency, and ensuring compliance with management directives.”

“Accuracy, transparency, compliance,” he muttered, tapping his chin. “Pretty words for ‘we’ll throw you in the deep end and hope you swim.’ Fine. I swim well.”

Her expression remained neutral, but her voice softened fractionally. “Would you like to discuss further enhancements? For example, Type A hybrid options exist, which maintain unpredictability but offer limited host memory synchronization, reducing extreme risk.”

Galdent shook his head. “No. Don’t even waste your circuits on that. Type B, pure and simple. If I want safety, I’ll buy a damn cruise. I want danger. I want uncertainty. And I want it cheap.”

The android paused, then continued with programmed precision. “Understood, sir. Shall we proceed to package finalization, including destination specifics, duration, and optional minor insurance add-ons?”

He leaned forward again, eyes catching a flicker on Colony 936’s screen. “Duration? How long am I talking?”

“Standard Type B packages are forty-eight to seventy-two hours, measured in subjective time perception within the destination. Adjustments may be made for extended observation or accelerated cycles, though fees may increase proportionally.”

He grinned, tapping his finger against the edge of the table. “Forty-eight hours? Sounds perfect. I don’t need a vacation that lasts forever. I want the thrill, not the boredom. Make it the minimum. Faster turnover, more... intensity.”

“Minimum duration acknowledged. Duration set to forty-eight hours subjective time. Optional add-ons include bounce insurance for minor inconveniences, expedited extraction protocols, and environmental stabilization alerts for extreme conditions. Would you like any of these?”

Galdent smirked, voice dry. “Bounce insurance, huh? Let’s do it. Might as well see what the fuss is about. Don’t bother with the extraction or stabilization nonsense. I like living on the edge.”

The android’s fingers flew over the keyboard, confirming selections and finalizing the waiver documentation. “Bounce insurance applied. Extraction and stabilization options excluded per your instruction. All Type B conditions remain in force. Final confirmation requires signature on the additional acknowledgment regarding Alpha 1631’s volatility.”

He snatched the sheet, scanning rapidly before signing. “Done. Let’s get this over with. Any surprises, any last warnings you want to waste my time with?”

She tilted her head. “No further warnings, sir. You have been fully briefed on Type B, Alpha 1631, and all associated risks. Compliance is complete. Travelers are reminded to observe environmental conditions, exercise judgment, and accept all consequences. Management encourages responsible engagement but disclaims liability beyond administrative support.”

Galdent chuckled, a low, rough sound that echoed faintly in the small office. “Responsible engagement, huh? I’ll make it work. Now, when do I start?”

The android’s hand hovered over a key, then pressed it decisively. “Your Type B journey will commence following a ten-second preview of Alpha 1631’s environment. Post-preview, you may confirm final preferences and enter the selected destination. All documentation has been processed.”

The screens flickered, Alpha 1631’s storm-filled canyon returning with a vengeance. Galdent leaned forward, letting the lights wash over him. Every shadow, every glint of jagged rock, every tiny figure scuttling across the terrain promised danger, excitement, and chaos. He felt a rare thrill, the sort that made his pulse tick faster.

“Let’s do this,” he muttered, voice low, almost to himself.

The android’s expression remained calm, flawless. “Very well, sir. Type B, Alpha 1631, is now ready. Please proceed with the ten-second preview.”

He leaned back one last time, eyes narrowing on the flickering images. Every hazard, every chance of injury, every potential death lurking on the screens—it all felt alive. The chaos was real enough to make him grin.

“Bring it on,” Galdent whispered, voice edged with anticipation. “I’ve been waiting for this.”

The side office was smaller than expected, barely more than a cramped alcove off the main floor. Screens lined one wall, cycling through looped images of distant worlds, each one slightly washed out, grainy, as if the footage had been recorded through an old lens. The android gestured toward the chair in front of the central console, her motion fluid, precise, and unsettlingly human. “Please, have a seat, sir. The preview is about to begin.”

Galdent eased himself into the chair, his boots squeaking faintly against the vinyl floor. The chair was stiff, unyielding, designed to keep him upright for observation. He muttered under his breath, eyes sweeping the room, noting the cheap laminate desk, the tangled cords snaking across the floor, and the faint hum of the screens. “Cozy,” he said dryly, sarcasm dripping.

The android tilted her head slightly, as if acknowledging the comment, though her tone remained smooth and mechanical. “Comfort is secondary to functionality, sir. Here, you will observe multiple environments simultaneously. The previews are designed to provide an accurate representation of each destination, including typical host behavior, environmental conditions, and spatial hazards.”

Galdent leaned forward, scanning the screens. One displayed Alpha 1631, its jagged cliffs and whipping windstorm frozen in a flickering loop. Another showed Paradise, sun-bleached sands and crystal water, though the colors were duller than a postcard. A third revealed Colony 936, a bustling, chaotic settlement with narrow streets and unpredictable pedestrian traffic. He whistled softly. “You didn’t exactly embellish the graphics. I like that. Feels... real.”

The android moved to the keyboard, fingers flying over the keys. “Alpha 1631 presents environmental instability. Avalanches, gust-driven accidents, and host unpredictability are common. Paradise was removed from active listings by head office; reasons include management concerns regarding environmental preservation and host health. Colony 936 is a mid-price compromise, offering moderate unpredictability at a manageable cost. Current pricing for Alpha 1631 is twelve hundred plus two hundred for hazards; Paradise would have been two thousand one hundred; Colony 936 is sixteen hundred credits, including standard insurance.”

Galdent squinted at her, raising an eyebrow. “You hyped Paradise a second ago, then admit it’s gone. Classic corporate bait-and-switch, huh?”

“It is accurate to state that Paradise is unavailable,” the android replied, voice smooth. “Information regarding the destination was provided for comparative purposes. Prospective travelers benefit from awareness of alternative options.”

He smirked, leaning back. “Fine. Alpha 1631 it is, hazards and all. But I want details. I want to see what I’m really getting into before the preview.”

The android’s fingers danced again, pulling up a split-screen map of Alpha 1631. Jagged canyons, narrow ledges, and a faint grid overlay marked unstable zones. “Here,” she said, pointing to a streaked area on the monitor, “is the standard hazard zone. Travelers frequently encounter high winds, rockslides, and hostile inhabitants. Environmental sensors indicate that intervention may be required in extreme cases, though management only provides extraction in administrative emergencies. Type B travelers accept all risk, including fatal encounters.”

Galdent’s lips curled into a grin. “Fatal encounters. Just what I wanted. Now tell me about the hosts. Behavior, likelihood of violence, patterns—everything.”

“They are unpredictable,” the android replied. “Hosts exhibit normal routines until a traveler interacts with their environment. Minor disruptions may cause agitation. Aggressive responses, defensive or violent, occur in a minority of cases. Intervention often escalates the encounter. Statistical data indicates that travelers following established observation protocols encounter fewer incidents; deviation increases risk.”

Galdent leaned back, chuckling. “Protocols, yeah, right. I’m not here to tiptoe around like a damn tourist. I want... interaction. Real chaos. Let me see a scenario.”

The android’s eyes flicked to the screens, and the simulation adjusted. On Alpha 1631, a small figure stumbled into a rockfall, scrambling as debris tumbled around it. Another host moved erratically down a narrow path, arms flailing. Galdent watched, a dark grin spreading across his face. “Beautiful. That’s the unpredictability I’m paying for.”

She nodded, still composed. “You may test one additional variable: bounce insurance. This covers minor injuries or equipment loss within the simulation, but does not extend to life-threatening situations. For Type B travelers, management offers a ten-second preview at no additional cost. Would you like to activate the test now?”

Galdent tapped his fingers against the desk, thinking. “Sure. Why not? Let’s see how... forgiving your world really is.”

The android’s fingers pressed a few keys, and the screens shifted. The images became immersive, the flickering canyon storms swirling around him. He leaned forward, eyes narrowing as the wind howled and dust swirled across the digital landscape. “Not bad,” he muttered. “Feels almost real enough to want to duck.”

“It is a short preview, sir. Duration ten seconds, subjective time,” the android said. “Please note that all standard Type B hazards are simulated at maximum intensity for this preview. Your reactions will inform subsequent environment calibration.”

Galdent watched the screens, noting the minute details: the way rocks tumbled down, the shadow of a host disappearing behind a cliff, the occasional glint of sharp edges hidden in sand. He felt a thrill, a dangerous mix of anticipation and exhilaration. “Calibration, huh? You’ve got me pegged. I like that.”

“Traveler engagement is monitored for preference adaptation,” she replied. “Feedback is used to adjust future experiences within ethical and legal constraints.”

He smirked, leaning back. “Ethical and legal constraints. Fancy words for chaos with paperwork. Fine. Proceed.”

The android pressed a final key, and the simulation ended, leaving him staring at static screens. “Preview complete,” she said. “Do you wish to finalize the entry into Alpha 1631, or consider alternative destinations?”

“Finalize,” Galdent said firmly. “I’m not here to shop around. Type B, Alpha 1631, hazards included, insurance included. I’m ready. Schedule it.”

The android’s fingers moved swiftly, printing the last forms. “Very well. Please review and sign. This includes all Type B provisions, destination-specific hazards, and liability acknowledgment. Once signed, your entry is scheduled.”

He skimmed the documents quickly, signature crisp and decisive. “Done. Now, tell me when I actually start. And don’t sugarcoat anything.”

“Your journey commences immediately following processing of the waiver and verification of identity. Estimated departure in real-time: ten minutes,” she replied. “All pre-entry conditions have been confirmed. Management expects compliance with all Type B guidelines. Emergency extraction protocols are on standby, but activation requires administrative approval.”

Galdent leaned back, letting the tension ease slightly. “Ten minutes. Perfect. Gives me time to enjoy the anticipation.”

The android’s eyes scanned him, flawless and calculating. “Anticipation is understood, sir. Please be advised that the environment will be immersive and may include all known hazards. Type B rules remain in full effect.”

He grinned, eyes tracing the flickering canyon once more. “Bring it on. I’m ready.”
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