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      Godhood is overrated.

      Sure—you’re impervious to bad weather and taxes, and it’s not like anyone can kick your ass. But evolving past human definitely has its limits. Especially when you’re not the top god. Or good with directions.

      I called up a micro diagram of the Canadian Security Intelligence Service’s new building to orient myself as I passed a fellow lab coat down a hallway that’s way too white and sterile. You know the kind. White halls that belong in one of those medical thriller movies, where you just know someone’s going to lose a body part or two.

      God—sure.  I’m no more a god than Los Angeles is Mount Olympus. I’m a shadow. The ghost of Alan Preston. A Web 3.0 kind of ghost. Which is both sad and cliché.

      Turn left at the end of the hall.

      I’m also a ghost who follows directions from shitheads like Mother.

      I turned left at the end of the hall. The hallway stopped at a single red door. No other doors or exits nearby. I looked behind me and the other end was exactly the same. Except that the door was green. Wasn’t aware that Canadians had a sense of irony. Hell, I didn’t even know that they dabbled in espionage until a few hours ago.

      Speed it up, Preston. Don’t want to get caught with your pants down, do you?

      "Shouldn’t you be posting pictures of your ass crack on social media or something?"

      Not smart making fun of the Lazarus Project’s director, but Mother is a bully, and I have a big mouth. But I increased my speed anyway as I deleted the building’s floor plans from my vision. The red door didn’t look like much, but according to Doc Stevens, it was lined with reinforced steel, which is great protection. Except against someone like me.

      I knew that the camera on the other side of the hallway was watching me, and there was one above me, but it was too close to see my hand phase through the door keypad. Doc Stevens said I only have to hold my hand there a couple of seconds and…

      The lock clicked. I opened the door as if I owned the damn place. Don’t want the cameras getting suspicious.

      Thankfully, no one was inside. My eyes scanned the room faster than they should be able to. Windowless and lit by neon blue lighting, 336.2 square feet. Kind of small for an off-limits laboratory, but what do I know about labs or calculating the square feet of anything? Being plugged into the super highway is nice, but it would’ve helped me a lot more when I was taking my college entrance exams.

      Stop taking in the scenery and get busy.

      "Stop being a nag," I said as I strode over to the room’s sole computer. Incredible. This thing actually had a tower hard drive. Wonder if there are any dot matrix printers around. I helped myself to a seat and clicked the mouse.

      Place PET onto the hard drive.

      I held my breath as I opened the leather pouch attached to my belt. Which is kind of crazy since I have no real nerve cells when I’m in holoform, but touching PET always makes my skin crawl. I snatched it out of the pouch and plopped it on top of the hard drive.

      The Wolf spider, lifted its hairy spidery legs at me in protest. Disgusting. Even more disgusting is that it’s a part of me.  Or I’m a part of it since, I suspect, it would do fine without me.  And not the other way around. Why couldn’t Project Lazarus have made PET less life-like?

      The computer monitor, surprisingly a flat screen, suddenly started flashing red. Hell, I fucked up.

      The flashing abruptly stopped and the words ACCESS GRANTED in a bold red font momentarily took over the screen. How a mechanical spider can upload information from a security locked computer is beyond me, but since PET is what also gives my hologram mass, I suppose it makes sense that it can do just about anything.

      A host of numbers and characters streamed up and down the screen. I was impressed with myself because I could keep up. Top Secret blah, blah, blah. God ascending blah, blah, blah. Angels Invaders…

      "The lights stopped blinking."

      Do something, Preston. Improvise.

      "The computer is frozen."

      Alan, this is Dr. Stevens. You have two hostiles approaching.

      "How the hell do you know that?"

      When you plugged PET into the target’s computer system, it gave us access to their entire security grid—including security cameras.

      PET. Projection Evolved Technology. Cute acronym, but calling a disgusting spider pet still strikes me about as clever as opening a bookstore.

      Better hurry, Alan dearie.

      "You told me I’d have five minutes." Fuck. My first mission. I don’t have a clue what I’m doing, and Mother is going to give me hell or worse if I screw this up.

      Focus.

      I accessed the Internet and called up the manual for this computer series. In vision overlay mode, it was easy to flip through the pages like a slide show. Which was still pretty useless. Even with my brain hardwired into the Lazarus Project’s supercomputer, I still can’t make sense of fucking manuals.

      Alan, hostiles will be on you in less than two minutes.

      I swatted the hard drive tower. Naturally, it doesn’t hurt me since I’m a hologram, but amazingly the numbers and characters started flying around on the monitor once again. I held my breath for the second time today. As if holograms can hold their breath, but it’s hard breaking human habits, and I’m not exactly sure I want to.

      "I think it’s done."

      Good job, Alan. Grab PET and get out of there fast.

      Thank God—or gods that Doc Stevens was following this mission. Mother doesn’t appear to do much of anything but criticize and make lame-ass jokes. I snatched PET from the computer tower and stuffed the hairy thing back into my pouch and exited the laboratory in record time.

      Run, Forest. Run.

      "Not appreciating your choice of movie characters, Director." But I did run. I was down the hall in seconds. I made a quick right without even thinking. The hall was empty. A good time to start sprinting. Then two blue suited men appeared at the end of the hallway with black weapons aimed right at me.

      Erase both hostiles and return to rendezvous point.

      "Do I look like I have a fucking eraser?" I knew what Mother meant, but I had no intention of killing these guys. I turned invisible instead. Well, almost invisible. As a hologram, I can reject visible wavelengths—mostly green and blue—to form a sort of camouflage with the environment around me, which in this case was a sterile white hallway. It’s not one hundred percent invisibility, but if I stand absolutely still…

      The blue suits streaked past me and into the dead-end hallway that I just left. Giving me time to walk quickly in the opposite direction. I wanted to run, but who knows how long this camouflage technology will hold up?

      "There he is!"

      Crap. Two more blue suits, one a tough looking female, were right in front of me and starting to take aim. I was visible again. I didn’t even have to look behind me to know that my two blue buddies were back and probably pointing their nasty looking pistols at me too. Can’t phase through one of these walls to escape since PET and my pouch are the only true solid things about me, and it’s not like I can go anywhere without PET.

      Erase them!

      "No," I screamed, which is probably the last thing I should have done.

      Hot lead sizzled through my chest and back. I didn’t exactly feel the bullets, but my brain reacted like I did. I instinctively threw my hands up in a pathetic attempt to shield myself from killer bullets.

      Leaving four hostiles dead. No… four people dead. Shot by friendly fire.

      Rendezvous point, Preston. Or do you feel like killing more people?

      Fucking a-hole. A part of me wanted to check on the agents. Maybe one or two survived. But every moment that I stayed here meant that I could inadvertently kill someone else.

      So I ran.
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      I could say that materializing inside the Lab is like waking from a dream, except that when you wake up you realize that your life is the hazy nightmare.

      I was no longer dressed like a lab technician. My reflection against the life-support window showed me back in my default black jumpsuit. It’s 49.3 hours since my first mission, and I’m wondering if I’ll lose my personality to government funded Lazarus Project along with my morals.

      On the other side of the window lay some poor sucker with entrails of tubes and cables webbed around his dead-white pale body. His head was shaven, and a beehive of wires streamed out of it, hooking straight into the Lazarus Project’s supercomputer. Well, one of the computer’s satellites. And the oh so evil Director should be coming to debrief me in about three seconds.

      The door slid open. Mother stepped through with Dr. Jason Stevens in tow. Doc Stevens looked cheerful, and Mother looked… well, tall and evil.

      "Great job," Doc Stevens said as he walked up to me on the examination bench.

      "Yeah," Mother smiled. "Tons of intel from the Canadian Security Intelligence Service and four people erased. Great job."

      I was tempted to backhand Mother. Instead I sent out an Internet query on his slight accent, something I had been meaning to do for a while now but always seemed to get distracted. A hazy white light started blinking in my lower left eye. Accent 97.3% Middle Eastern
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