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Ariel and Jenna were once thrill-seekers in the digital sprawl of 2055, diving into Nexus Advanced Systems Technology's full-immersion simulations for the rush. But since going wireless, they’ve lost the line between simulation and reality—if there even is a line.

After facing off against soul-sucking Kaigan in an Atlantean war, dying, resurrecting, and surviving god-forged battlefields, the two are tasked by the goddess Persephone with their most dangerous mission yet: tracking and defeating George Pickingill, a necromancer who escaped from the Underworld and is rebuilding his coven in Salem.

Masquerading as witches in the famed Witch House under Hecate’s guidance, Ariel and Jenna play the long game—peddling potions, charming tourists, and conjuring ghost-spoken tech—all while baiting their trap.

What follows is a descent into occult horror: kidnapping, torture, death by burning, and hanging—only to rise again through nanite-driven regeneration and divine intervention. In the end, Ariel and Jenna defeat Pickingill, binding him with blades gifted by gods, and cast him back into the Underworld through a cursed mirror.

But even victory comes with a cost. Their blood is no longer human. Their loyalty is shifting. Their bond with the gods deepening.

And ambrosia, like power, is addictive.
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It’s been three days since we returned from Atlantis. It wasn’t a simulation. They are sure of it. But it wasn’t their reality either. Not exactly.

An alternate dimension, maybe. Or a parallel timeline stitched together by myth and code. But none of that explains what’s happening now—the coming war against the Kaigan, fought both in simulation and the so-called real world.

General Peterson from DARPA finally has the conflict he’s been waiting for. And us? We’re his poster children.

"My husband and I are far from finished with you," Persephone told us. Not a warning. A promise. There would be other simulations. Only now Ariel and Jenna know better. They aren’t simulations. They’re new realities.

Since they went wireless—cut loose from physical connections through IO ports in wrists and ankles, and a cerebral port in the back of the neck—they’ve lost touch with the physical world. They can’t tell what’s real anymore. Not truly. The signal never ends. One layer bleeds into the next.

Which version of reality is the reality?

Ariel and Jenna should get out. Walk away. But they won’t. The rush is too good. The chaos, the danger, the brush with death—it’s what they live for.

They can’t go back to the sprawl. To the stench of melting asphalt and endless noise. To choking down soy paste or protein slop made from powdered roaches. Not after tasting real food—even if it was consumed in a simulation.

Once you’ve touched something divine, you don’t settle for scraps.

And deep down, they both know the truth: They don’t want to escape. They want to dive deeper.

A soft knock breaks the silence. Ariel and Jenna glance at each other.

They aren’t expecting anyone. If it were Iris, she’d step through a shimmering, prismatic portal without ceremony. If it were Persephone, she would simply appear, bending reality like silk around her arrival.

“I’ll get it,” Jenna says.

She rises from the chaise lounge and crosses the great room to the suite’s entrance. She opens the door. Standing in the hallway is a woman they’ve never seen before—yet something about her feels ancient.

She’s striking: tall and curvaceous, with long, flowing black hair and blood-red lips. Her eyes are sharp and ice-blue, glittering with the kind of knowledge that can’t be learned—only endured. She wears a crimson stola that clings to her like it was poured onto her skin.

Without waiting for an invitation, the woman steps inside, eyes scanning the suite with idle curiosity before settling on them.

“Ariel and Jenna,” she says, her voice smooth and amused. “Just as Iris and Persephone described.”

“And who are you?” Ariel asks.

The woman laughs softly, not unkindly, as though the question itself is quaint.

“Hecate,” she says, as if that explains everything.

She folds her hands, regarding them with the calm confidence of someone long accustomed to commanding fear, respect—or both.

“I’ll be joining you,” she says. “Or rather... the two of you will be joining me.”

“For what?” Jenna asks, arms crossed.

Hecate’s smile curves wider—mischief and menace mingling in the corners of her mouth.

“A little adventure,” she says. “There are doors that should never be opened. Realms that were locked for good reason. But someone must go where others will not.” She glances at them both. “And that someone... is you.”

“Oh no,” Ariel says, eyes widening. “If she’s here...”

“We’d better hurry up and get ready,” Jenna finishes, already heading down the hall. “I’ll get the MAGs.”

Hecate raises an eyebrow but says nothing, watching with silent amusement. Jenna returns moments later, holding two folded garments. She hands one to Ariel. Without ceremony, they each lift their stolas, slide down their panties, and step out of them. Then, one foot at a time, they step into the Maximum Absorbency Garments—MAGs.

The fabric conforms instantly, smoothing over hips and thighs like liquid silk. Seamless. Skin-tight. Functional.

Hecate smirks. “How quaint,” she says dryly. “Adult diapers.”

“They are not diapers,” Ariel says, her tone defensive.

“They’re MAGs,” Jenna adds. “Maximum Absorbency Garments. Gifts from Hestia.”

“And what,” Hecate says, folding her arms, “do you need these gifts for?”

“So we don’t make a mess while we’re in simulation,” Jenna replies promptly.

Ariel nods. “My MAG was clean after the last run.”

“Mine too,” Jenna says, brow furrowing. “I thought it was just me.”

Hecate tilts her head, thoughtful now. “Curious. Could be because both of you were discorporated. Could also mean something else.”

Her smirk returns. “Either way... we’ll soon find out.”

The pull begins. Ariel and Jenna feel it in their minds first—an invisible tug, faint but insistent, like a current beneath the skin. It grows stronger. Steadier. Their breath catches. They look at each other. It’s happening.

Hecate watches them with a serene, knowing smile. “The portal has been opened,” she says. “Time to go.”

She extends her hands. Ariel takes one. Jenna the other. Her grip is warm. And then—They vanish. The room collapses into shadow and motion. Walls fold inward. Light stretches. Sound twists into silence. They fall. Not down, not through—inward. Toward the next world.
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Ariel and Jenna walk side by side, boots crunching against broken glass and discarded needles. The street looks familiar. Too familiar.

It’s a mirror of the city they lived in before they signed up with Nexus Advanced Systems Technology, Inc.—NASTI. Same cramped housing units, stacked like cages. Same rusted balconies and cracked concrete. Buildings lean inward, choking the sky. The air smells like urine, rot, and despair.

Studios built for one now house entire families. The sidewalks overflow with trash, runoff, and people too numb to care. Human wreckage.

Most are high—lost in Zombie, Fentanyl, or the less popular but far more dangerous Black Dragon. A few stare, glassy-eyed, from makeshift beds of cardboard and plastic tarp.

Ariel and Jenna aren’t innocent—not even close. They smoke weed. Ariel pops Molly to amplify sex. Lately, they’ve dabbled in acid—but they steer clear of the hard stuff. They have to. Their bodies are fine-tuned for full immersion VR. Nanite systems don’t tolerate poison, and their synthetic organs filter it.

They move through the street like ghosts, and people begin to notice. Not because of who they are. Because of what they wear. Their stolas—pale pink, pristine, flowing like silk in a world of grit. And Hecate, a step ahead, draped in blood-red.

They are out of place. Out of time. Eyes follow them. Not with recognition. With unease.

“Ghost,” Ariel whispers under her breath. “What year is it?”

People turn at the sound








































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Jay Toney





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





