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Ember 1




Door-To-Door.
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The city of S.I.Haven, a bustling metropolis that is safely contained and preserved at a comfortable temperature within its protective shielding, located at the heart of a smouldering landscape of endless, molten despair that was attacked over a decade ago by a bombardment of asteroids.

Towards the tail end of that you might be thinking it makes the city a terrible place to live, but in reality? It's actually one of the most economically profitable cities on the planet, because the city itself was always protected by the shielding, meaning the residents within can now come and go as they please, making use of the cataclysmic aftermath by turning the exterior of the city into the world's largest blast furnace for industry purposes.

That's what makes the city continue to grow, improve and expand at least. What makes it an interesting place to live in however, is the overpowering level of crime that takes place, what with everyone coming in going in mass from the place in relation to business and political matters, the end result always has something illegal getting funded.

And that spills over into a dozen side operations that creates criminal organisations around all of the ironworks-sponsored companies that already exist...not making it a bad place to live...just challenging.

In the end the best conclusion you can draw from this is that, yes, the city has problems, but in the end, so does every place on Earth.

But, where there's crime, turmoil, and mutual suffering for all who are innocent and generally speaking, just trying to lead a normal life, there is also a justice system in place to ensure they have the protection they need...people call them the police.

However, in instances where the police are not enough? There is another line of defence in the form of a teenage prodigy high-school student named Mark Taper, with an inexplicably in-depth understanding of countless academic fields, who, despite wanting to dropout and pursue his career as a private investigator, is constricted to only working part time so that he can "finish his education"...

In addition to young Mark Taper, he also has with him a well-spoken 10-year-old girl named Glim, who has been working as his assistant for over two years now, after seeing him solve a murder case within 3 seconds as she was passing by one day, even though every other officer there was baffled by what they were looking at.

After he left said crime scene, she just...followed him, for the rest of the that day, the following day after, and pretty much never stopped until she just moved into his office and got a job, claiming that she refuses to leave until she figures out the source of Mark Taper's knowledge.

Not exactly having as much strength as he does smarts however, even though he can handle his own well enough in a fight, Mark can see the futility in not having back-up when it can be required, along with knowing someone who is old enough to drive.

So when hearing that another P.I. was having trouble keeping his business open due to frequent mob attacks on his office, the man in question Anton Shirokov immediately took Mark's offer to work with him on one condition.

That condition was that he help him take down the group responsible for burning down his office. Which was actually quite easy for the two of them when they put their skills together, and forgetting about the significance of the deal whilst the job was in progress they both actually started to enjoy the idea of working together.

So with a young Mark Taper, the mysterious girl that is trying to psychoanalyse him, and a Russian veteran at the game all working in synch within one office, the three end up getting more work done than you'd think in between Mark's unnecessary studies.

A work rate that continues on course today, as their middle-aged Russian partner sits in driver's seat of his car outside the back alley of a shady looking motel building, tapping the steering wheel methodically as he subtly keeps checking the windows of the place through the corner of his eyes in an attempt to ease his own nerves.

Not being able to see through walls or shuttered-blinds however, all he can do is wait patiently whilst Mark and Glim handle things here.

Meanwhile at the front of this building, the ever-stoic Glim watches Mark march on up the steps ahead of her carrying a box with a specific address on it as she once again calls their plan into question.

Glim: This isn't going to work.

Mark looking over his shoulder briefly, but not rightly thinking much of Glim's concerns, he does at least take the time to indulge her somewhat as he asks in response.

Mark: Is that, this isn't going to work in the conventional sense, or...that it's not gonna work out without a little improvising?

Glim: The second one, your powers of deduction are always second to none, but in terms of formulating a plan that actually works in getting the answers you seek? You are a total failure.

Mark: Are you upset?

Glim: No, just concerned.

Mark: You didn't have to come with me you know? I would've been fine with you waiting in the car with Anton.

Glim: Preposterous, I refuse to take my eyes off of you until I discover the truth behind your talents.

Mark: Fine, but you're sure as hell not gonna find it here, even I'll admit that this plan is stupid, but...we just need a way in through the front door, so long as they buy what we're selling? I can make up the rest as I go along.

Glim: I still think they'll see through us.

Mark: They will if you keep talking like that by the time we draw close to their door.

Glim: Indeed, you are correct, I apologise for my misgivings, I shall see this through without reservation, and complain about it later if I find your choices to be unsatisfactory.

Mark: Sounds good to me, let's do this.

Making their way up to the door of the currently unknown perpetrators, Mark chaps the door of their motel room twice upon arriving at it. Which is followed by a momentary silence until there is some crashing, fumbling, and a single gunshot heard on the other side of the door prompting a loud voice to shout out...

..."Put it away!!!"...

...As this is heard through the door, Mark and Glim shrug their shoulders at one another before the rather roughshod man half opens the door, looks Mark up and down and asks.

???: Who the fuck are you!?

To which, the young P.I. responds with a lie, as he raises the box and says.

Mark: Box Sexington. You ordered one of our prime models for sampling I believe?

???: Holy shit! Keep your voice down, I don't want anyone knowing what we're up to here...

Mark: Oh yes, of course, I understand, but I do have a blow-up doll of a sexual nature within this box for you that you did order. Correct?

???: Shhhh!!! Yeah, I ordered it, but...you two look a little young to be selling me this kind of thing. You're clearly in high school, and I don't even wanna guess how young that girl is.

Mark: I'm working part time in one of the suckiest jobs this city has to offer, but I'm doing so with a smile, whilst babysitting my sister here. Surely you can't judge a kid for just trying to make ends meet?

???: I dunno, maybe. That girl...is she really your sister?

Mark: Yes.

???: And she is younger than you?

Mark: Of course, I thought her height would've given that much away.

???: I dunno, she looks kind of?

Mark: Irreparably stuck in the same emotion, incapable of enjoying anything?

???: Yeah...

Mark: I wouldn't worry about it if I were you. Through a series of overly complicated events that I'd rather not go into, she's pretty much been left emotionally dead inside, right "sis"..?

Glim: Indeed, I am...as they say...dead inside.

???: Well if that's the case, I guess there's no shame in taking that doll off of you...

Reaching out of the door to take said doll, Mark pulls the box away seconds before the man can take it, and he then uses his free hand to hold up a series of ridiculously complicated forms as he says.

Mark: I just need you to sign all of these little fine print waivers before taking that off of my hands there, chum.

???: What!?

Mark: It's just some little things, we've had some sour incidents where people have pranked their friends by giving them super glue instead of lubricant, before filling the dolls full of so much helium that our clientele are carried over the roof tops of the city in an unwanted nude balloon ride....you'd be surprised how often that comes back to us in law suits without these things, you really would.

Seeing the elderly woman who is staying in the room next door, only now just leaving and staring at them suspiciously, the perpetrator panics and grabs Mark and Glim by their collars and drags them inside in fear of getting branded as "something" whilst he says to them.

???: Fine! I'll sign anything, just get the hell in here already!

After making it inside, and standing within the motel room for a few seconds, Mark and Glim are left surveying the room intermittently in between exchanging stares with the perpetrator and his two stupendously muscular bodyguards who both give Glim the evil eye for a few seconds as she just glares back at them before breaking every rule of undercover work and literally antagonising them for fun (despite not actually smiling as she does it).

Glim: How intriguing, that hired muscle comes in matching sets these days, tell me, do you have some kind of brand name in the realm of overtly dense slime-balls?

Seemingly feeling as though their posturing isn't getting through to them, both minions lift up a lamp each from the bedside tables and they cram the whole thing into their mouths, chewing the lamps in unison, they match movements all the way up until swallowing, where one of them realise they forgot to unplug the lamp as their leader tries to switch it one and sends electrical surges flowing through the henchman's body.

The man's screams are deafening for a few seconds as Mark, Glim, the perpetrator, and the other lamp-munching henchman watch on, right up until the man's body explodes from the pressure, bringing about an uncomfortable silence for a few seconds that is only dispelled by the perpetrator rolling his eyes as if such a thing was normal and opting then to activate a complimentary electric pump from the box to start inflating his sexual blow-up doll, whilst he rushes through the paper work.

Neither Mark nor Glim expecting the man to "test the merchandise" this quickly, are put on guard by the sight of the poorly forged inflatable woman growing in size by the second, as it is at the moment of the doll's simplistic smiling face looking as though it is about to burst that Glim almost voices some minor concerns to Mark.

Glim: Should we not-...?

Getting her mouth covered up by Mark just as the perpetrator and the remaining henchman turn to hear what she has to say, Mark soon finishes her sentence for her in a way that won't blow their plan as he disingenuously laughs once before speaking.

Mark: Should we not head to the bathroom, sis? Well if that is what you were going to say then we should go I guess, you two don't mind, right?

The perpetrator only half-listening, does take a moment to curiously ask.

???: You're going in together?

Mark: She's deeply afraid of the thought of alligators being in the toilet.

Glim: I do not believe I am, actually.

Mark: Well I sure am, so you best come in and protect me!

Dragging Glim with him into the bathroom without any protests from her or the perpetrator, someone who is suspicious is the henchman, who, after swallowing the last of the lamp fragments in his mouth, looks set to take a bold march towards the bathroom to barge in and investigate.

However, only getting two steps into this march, the henchman is distracted by his superior imperiously announcing his success in completing the paper work.

???: Hey presto! I've done it! Now let's get funky!!!

The perpetrator ripping his top off at this stage, showing his mighty wild-bush chest hair in all of its glory to the strained blow up doll, the perpetrator is taken back by the sight of the doll throbbing with an unsightly green glow.

???: What the?...Just want kind of air is coming from that pump they gave us-GAAAHHH!!!

With doll expanding to the point that it eclipses both the perpetrator and the henchman, it muffles the speech of both leaving them unable to talk, and vocalise their general disdain for the product to the salesman.

Said salesman himself is currently in the bathroom right now with Glim, as the two of them are now standing face-to-face with their ears pressed up against the door whilst the young girl asks.

Glim: So...do you think it's appropriate to return to the room
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