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The Hidden Realm, by Adrian Kyte.

Excerpt from chapter 2

 

 

Gerrid knew his understanding of Artificial Reality was
unparalleled. The risks: he could weigh them so precisely against
the benefits. And yet some fear prevented him from entering.

He sat before his console staring at the lines of what even he
had to admit was now fairly meaningless data, broken down from
something which should have given a clue. Monique’s scan had been
picked apart, its component algorithms and fragments of code of the
pre-recorded message. There was nothing surprising in the
technology of a program predicting his likely questions and
responses. The only curious thing: his imaging device had not
detected the hidden code. That considered, who could tell what
covert technology existed out there possessing the ability to
interact with a defined program? A stealth infiltration signal,
perhaps, affecting the algorithmic matrix, only to return it to
normal when disengaged.

Maybe that investigative reporter woman was making him
paranoid.

That night sleep seemed an impossible destination. He knew he
was meant to re-enter the program to be given instructions – it was
his natural retreat.

Would I be drawn in and manipulated, coerced?

His third floor apartment had the standard security lock, iris
scan, but now a motion sensor linked to a bleeper that only he was
aware of. That discreet warning had now been activated, so he
called up his wall monitor only to see someone in an official
police uniform. 3am!

Gerrid spoke through the door intercom, “Can I help you?”
observing the cops’ images to see an official search warrant
produced. The burly officers had the usual weapons to subdue. He
eventually opened the door.

“I have here an official search warrant to check for possession
of illegal AR scans and programs.”

The cop opened a bedside draw, and swept over it a memory
reader. Contained within were scans, oblong crystalline memory tabs
in various colours Gerrid had never before seen in his life, and AR
titles that made him seem like some particularly twisted
pervert.

“Someone has planted these,” Gerrid protested. “I’ve been
set-up, can’t you see? They have… ” But his last words faded in the
hopeless air.

“Peddlers of filth like you don’t deserve a place in society,”
the police sergeant said to him as he was frogmarched out,
handcuffed in zip-tie cable. “Exploiting the
vulnerable for your own sick pleasure – or was it just the money?
Both I suspect.”

Gerrid said nothing, and the cop gave up trying to provoke a
reply from him on the journey. From the glide-car, he stared down
at the gentle glow of commercial buildings and the sleeping
residential areas, receding as the vehicle climbed to cruising
altitude.

 

Gerrid never believed a prison in his country could still be so
austere; he remembered something similar from an archive film set
in the late twentieth century. A simple bunk, metal toilet, basin,
and a barred window allowing shafts of sunlight to project on the
slab floor. The only indicium of modernity was the sliding door
which, once clunked into place, was reassuringly depressingly
secure.

He broke the sunbeam with his palm, feeling the gentle heat of a
clear June day. When he looked up he was sure he now caught the
sound of birdsong, barely audible. The curious thought occurred to
him that this was being piped through a speaker from just outside,
playing on a continuous loop, designed only to taunt.

Gerrid didn’t even want to know the details of these AR
experientials. He always showed respect, even to a simulation.
However, they – She was more than mere code represented as human.
Scanning someone without their knowledge had for about a decade
been ruled illegal. Perhaps a month’s sentence for that crime
alone, depending on the ultimate use of the scan. Often that would
be difficult to prove, sometimes only a matter of which side had
the better argument. In his case the evidence was damning. His life
in shame; finally and completely disowned by his disapproving
parents, who had doubtless already been informed of his alleged
crime.

He saw the headlines. Gerrid the rebel prodigy: how it all
went wrong.

When the sun faded he lay on the thinly foamed bunk in an
attempt to make up for his lack of sleep the previous night. As
hopeless as his situation seemed it could only seem less so after
he had slept.

But it wasn’t to be.

Something like thunder. A continuous rumbling, louder, more like
an earthquake now as the ground shook. He expected reactions from
the prison staff. Nothing. The wall beneath the window began to
crumble, as if its constituent molecules were un-bonding. A gloved
hand caught the barred frame before it hit the ground. A masked
figure stood there, and Gerrid thought he was dreaming.

“We have less than a minute before their bio-visual sensors come
back on-line,” the man said, distortedly. “If you do not leave with
me immediately you will be removed to a more secure jail.”

There was never any choice really, just comply with the
plan.

 

 

The Hidden Realm is available from
Amazon and many other retailers, and can also be downloaded for
free.
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