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First steps into the Night

An oval, metallic bright red helmet that looked like a bastard cross between science-fiction and a motorcycle helmet held the attention of the leggy brunette as it lay on her bed.  Kylie Porter bit her lip as she stared at the Novacore’s Virtual Reality helmet, forcing herself to draw and exhale a deep breath to calm her nerves. 

“This is your first assignment.  Brent, that rat bastard, won’t buy the piece if you don’t write it.  You can’t write it if you don’t go in.  Come on, Kylie.  All the studies say it’s fine. There’s no danger,” the brunette whispered to herself in a surprisingly low, husky voice in an effort to psych herself up.  The truth was, for Kylie, it was not about the danger to her mind or body that the VR helmet exemplified but what came afterward.   “You know Johnathan won’t wait long for you.  If he doesn’t show you around, you don’t have a chance at writing this.”

As she chewed on her lower lip, Kylie looked out of the eleventh-floor window of her apartment.  The downtown skyline of Vancouver still glowed with reflected electric light, even years after the ‘night sky’ legislation had passed.  Beneath her, she could hear the low rumble of electric busses and grid-connected shared vehicles carrying the residents to the latest party.  A part of Kylie desperately wanted to be out there, in the press of humanity, rather than in here, staring at the helmet.  Then again, she barely had enough money to make it through the month.  Existing on the minimum basic income was tough—especially for a single woman without roommates.

Kylie sighed and turned away from the window and back to the helmet.  She finally forced herself to pick it up, and she slid it over her long, silky hair.  As she adjusted the straps, Kylie lay down on the bed before she touched the side of the helmet, engaging the program.

A brief moment of disorientation later and light blossomed around her eyes before it faded away, gray and red titles floating into her vision.  “Welcome to Eternal Night.  Eternity Awaits All!”

Kylie found herself in a cream-colored foyer with no furniture, only a single pedestal.  As she walked up to it, she marveled at how real everything felt—the soft caress of the silk dress around her thighs, the clack of her high heels on the marble floor, and the floral notes that tickled her nostrils.  It took her a brief moment to realize that it was a touch too realistic as her small breasts shifted unsupported under her dress—the lack of underclothing an unpleasant surprise.  A further, more pleasant surprise appeared in the form of her greeter—Bill Lawry, the debonair and charming silver-haired Englishman who had appeared by the pedestal.

“Ms. Sugard,” Bill said in that deep, rolling voice of his that had made him a favorite celebrity for decades.  “Welcome to Eternal Night.  I will be your guide during the character creation process.  From the details of your account, this is your first Virtual Realm game?”

“Yes…” Kylie said.  She found herself slightly breathless as she stared up at the older man.  She was not too modest to admit that she had a crush on the celebrity and finding herself in his presence—even a recorded, virtual presence—was closer than she had ever expected to get.  

“Very well then.” He smiled at her and waved to the pedestal.  “If you will put your hand on the pedestal, we need to finish the legal agreements first. After which I will explain the character creation process and guide you through the tutorial.”

“Oh!  But I have a friend who is showing me around,” Kylie blurted out, her eyes growing wide.  “How long will this take?”

“A few hours at most, Ms. Sugard,” Bill rumbled.  “However, if you wish, we can skip the tutorial aspects for now.  You may return to the tutorial at any time while in a safe location.  We will still, however, have to complete the legal agreement and character creation.”

“Of course!” Relieved, Kylie smiled and placed her hand on the pedestal.  In front of her, a long document listing the terms and conditions of the game appeared.

“Do you wish me to read them to you?” Bill offered, and for a moment, Kylie almost agreed.  The journalist in her wondered how many women actually did agree—certainly, if anyone could make dry legal text sound exciting it would be Bill Lawry.

“No… just let me know how to agree,” Kylie replied.  As Bill led her through the necessary steps, she settled in to complete the character creation process as quickly as possible.  As it stood, she had dithered long enough already. She was afraid she would be late for her appointment.

 

***

 

“Took you long enough.” The wry, sarcastic tone made Kylie jerk slightly as she walked out of the train station.  The admiring glance that came a moment later was, at least, more the effect she had hoped for.  Character creation had taken longer than she had expected—mostly because she had found herself getting caught up in the avatar creation process.  While CyberUnix had, at the recommendations of a number of psychologists, restricted the character creation process to similar models to the user’s own body, for the most part, it did allow minor modifications.  It was, in many ways, very similar to the programs that plastic surgeons used, allowing individuals to create a more ‘perfect’ image of themselves.

As such, Kylie had altered certain aspects of her body that she had never liked: Her lips were now plumper, her hair a touch longer, ears smaller, and she now had a chin that was slightly less pointy.  She had even added a cup size, though she had decided against the truly voluptuous proportions that were available.  All in all, she had to think that she looked good, and the lingering, heated look that Johnathan was offering her was testament to that.

“Johnathan,” Kylie replied, smirking slightly that he never bothered to change his first name.  On the other hand, Johnathan had certainly filled out since she had last seen him half a decade ago.  Towering over her at 6’ 3”, black hair in a buzzcut with those deep, dark black eyes of his, Johnathan’s avatar had the broad shoulders and tapered waist of a gymnast.  “You’re looking good.”

“Thanks.  We should get going,” Johnathan replied, leading the young lady to a waiting car.  He opened the door for her, letting her slide into the backseat before he joined her, a single barked word of ‘home’ had the driver taking off.  “I take it you followed my recommendations?”

“Yes, all of them, though I’m not sure why you were so specific,” Kylie admitted, and Johnathan smiled—that twinkle in his eyes making her think of winter evenings spent over cups of mulled wine, huddled under fur blankets.   She blinked, her mouth open in surprise as a memory that was not hers crept into her mind.

“First injected memory?” Johnathan asked, and she nodded numbly.  Of course, Kylie had read about how CyberUnix had created, and some said perfected, the development of artificial memories, but she had always thought it would somehow feel alien to her.  This had been much more intuitive, almost as if it had been her own memory—if not for the fact that everything had been in black and white, she would have found it quite difficult to tell the difference.

“It seems so real…” Kylie said out loud.

“It’s not really a real memory, it just feels like it.  It’s more akin to a thought that is slightly fuzzy, which is why it seems so close to a real memory.  It’s still strange,” Johnathan answered her, smiling slightly before he gestured sideways.  “Either way, you’ll get used to it.”

Kylie nodded again, staring out the window before she asked the obvious question, “Where are we going?  I thought you said you were going to show me the game?”

“To feed.  Starting characters start with about a quarter of their blood pool.  So you have to feed tonight or else you’ll fall into a Blood Frenzy,” Johnathan said, lips turning up slightly.

“Oh…” Kylie fell silent as she contemplated how she would handle drinking blood.  Even if it was a game, the entire concept made her a little bit queasy.  Her thoughts were interrupted as the car pulled to a stop, marking their arrival in the underground garage.  Johnathan offered his hand as he stepped out of the car, guiding Kylie to the elevator and his penthouse apartment.

Johnathan opened the door and gestured for Kylie to enter before him.  As Kylie strode into the modern, sparsely furnished apartment, she was greeted by a petite Japanese lady with what must have been game-augmented breasts, wearing an extremely tight, strapless gown.  

“Welcome back, Master.” The Japanese woman bowed slightly to Johnathan as he entered before she turned to the newcomer.  “Welcome.  I am Hana Takizawa.”

“Ky… Karen.  Karen Lane,” Kylie answered before turning to give Johnathan a reproving look.  “Really?  A Japanese maid calling you Master?”

“I am sorry, Ms. Lane, but I am not an NPC,” Hana said quickly before Johnathan could reply.  She smiled sweetly at Kylie/Karen as she bowed to her again.  “I am a player character, and I call Johnathan Master as that is his title. He is my Blood Lord.”

“I’d also stop breaking roleplay so blatantly,” Johnathan drawled, his lip twisted up on one side.  “It is considered bad form—especially among those we will be visiting.”

Kylie nodded, taking the rebuke in stride.  She stared at Hana, who waved them farther into the condo,  leading them past the granite countertop kitchens to the living room where a pair of black couches looked out over the city view.  Towering high-rises and condo apartments were abound—though few were as tall as the building they currently resided in.  Outside, streetlamps and office buildings glittered in the dark, telling their tale of lives lived.  In the far distance to the left, mountains glittered, while to the right, the Atlantic Ocean lay.

As Kylie took in the spectacular view, a hand was placed in the small of her back.  When she turned to confront the invader, she found herself staring at Hana, who smiled up at her demurely.  They were so close that Kylie could not help but notice Hana’s smell, the slight floral note of her perfume and beneath that, the clean, intoxicating smell of her skin.  Kylie found herself reacting to Hana’s presence, leaning forward to draw a deeper breath.  That bastard, Kylie thought. He knows I have a thing for Asian women.

“Ummm…” Kylie began.

“My master informed me of your needs.  Please, let me,” Hana murmured as she tilted her head to the side and brushed her long hair clear of her neck.  “You need only let your instincts guide you.”

Kylie blinked, staring at the long, supple line of flesh before her, and the thud of the blood beneath Hana’s skin.  She could, she swore, almost see it.  Taste it.  Without thought, Kylie’s fangs extended from her mouth as she bent down, a hand coming up to grasp the young lady by the back of her head while her other hand grasped Hana’s behind, pulling her tight.  Kylie breathed in the intoxicating scent that surrounded her now, which made her nipples harden and her body wet. 

Unable to resist any further, Kylie plunged her head down onto Hana’s bared neck.  As her fangs pierced Hana’s skin, she felt the rush of blood enter her mouth.  The blood tasted like hot chocolate tinged with salty iron. It tasted so good that Kylie moaned slightly in ecstasy, clutching the Japanese woman
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