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“Scanning,	Ulrich.”	The	computer	read	Ulrich’s	DNA	pattern	and	matched	up	all
his	Avatars	from	all	his	games.	He	had	to	go	into	the	Scanner	naked,	with	none	but
his	non-rust-able	 accessories	 like	his	necklace,	which	 floated	 in	 the	 chilling	 sensor
fluid.	As	the	computer	loaded	his	face,	his	body	type,	his	figure,	he	started	to	load
up	Primeblades	Online,	a	VRMMORPG	that	acted	very	much	like	an	actual	world,
with	side-quests	popping	up	at	random,	even	after	you	finish	the	main	story.	When
the	 Avatar	 for	 Primeblades	 was	 set,	 he	 loaded	 the	 data	 from	 his	 last	 adventure.
“Transfer.”	The	computer	announced.

Ulrich	woke	up	in	the	bed	at	the	inn	he	last	stayed	at	in	Aortz,	a	forested	land	in
the	southern	area	of	Continent	of	Creyoma,	where	the	most	dangerous	creatures	in
the	 wild	 included	 actually	 flying	 squirrels,	 wild	 wolves,	 and	 warhawks.	 He	 first
checked	the	mirror	to	see	if	there	was	a	glitch	in	the	computer’s	scan,	and	if	it	was
his	 real	 face	 that	 everyone	 could	 see.	 Shaggy	 brown	 hair,	 dark	 green	 eyes…	 no
glitches	this	time.	It	even	got	the	scar	under	his	left	eye	from	when	he	was	hit	with	a
baseball	when	he	was	three	or	so.

Then	he	checked	his	body	to	see	if	there	was	anything	wrong	with	his	Avatar’s
apparel	or	any	limbs	missing.	Black	hooded	coat,	no	sleeves,	Longsword	strapped	to
his	back	with	the	hilt	over	his	right	shoulder,	fingerless	leather	gloves,	baggy	cargo
pants	and	combat	boots.	No	glitches	there	either.

“Game	time!”	Ulrich	said	to	himself.	He	went	out	of	the	room,	paid	the	fee,	and
left	 town	 to	 start	 hunting	 for	 EXP.	 When	 he	 got	 to	 the	 forest	 he	 drew	 his
Longsword	and	waited	for	the	Wolves	to	jump	out.

“Activating	Combat	Mode!”	 the	 computer	 said	 in	his	 ears.	Over	 the	past	 four
years	of	playing	Primeblades,	Ulrich	learned	enough	skills	to	take	down	a	group	of
five	wolves	with	one	combo.	He	used	a	simple	slash-raid	and	collected	the	goods	off
them.

“Conflict	Resolved!”	the	computer	confirmed.	The	goods	included	a	rare	S-rank



piece	of	raw	meat,	and	a	few	crystals	he	could	use	for	forging.	His	Craft-class	wasn’t
a	Cook,	but	he	knew	someone	who	was	Craft-classed	as	a	Chef	he	could	give	the
meat	to.	It	was	the	crystals	he	cared	about.	He	was	about	to	message	Ava	when	he
noticed	that	someone	was	clapping	behind	him.

“Masterfully	done,	Ulrich,”	the	man	in	the	suite	said.	“Level	70-plus	Players	are
always	impressive.”

“Who’re	you?”	Ulrich	asked.	“You	don’t	look	like	a	Player…”
“You	have	an	Identification	system,	don’t	you?”	the	man	said.	“Use	it	on	me.”

Ulrich	always	forgot	about	the	I.D.	He	pulled	up	the	scan	feature	and	activated	it
by	 looking	 just	 above	 this	 guy.	His	name	 came	up	 to	be…	Wahl?	But	 that’s	 the
name	 of	 one	 of	 the	 in-game	 gods	 of	Primeblades.	Why	would	 this	 guy	 have	 that
name?

“I’m	 one	 of	 the	 Game	 Designers,	 responsible	 for	 the	 game’s	 upkeep.”	 Wahl
explained	as	if	reading	his	mind.	“You	don’t	think	a	game	acts	like	this	naturally	on
its	own	do	you?	My	name	is	Agent	Wahlen.	I	need	you	to	come	with	me.”

“What’s	 this	 about?”	Ulrich	asked.	 “I’m	 fairly	 certain	 I	didn’t	break	any	Rules
last	time.”

“This	 isn’t	 about	 the	 Rules,”	 Whalen	 explained.	 “This	 is	 about	 your	 sister.”
Jenna?	How	could	they	know	about	her?	She	was	far	from	interested	in	Primeblades,
or	VR	gaming	in	general.	And	furthermore,	she	was	comatose	after	a	cheerleading
accident,	and	though	he	wanted	to	get	along	with	her,	their	personalities	were	just
too	 different.	 So…	what	 did	 they	 know?	Only	 one	way	 to	 find	 out.	He	 stepped
forward.

Next	thing	he	knew,	he	was	in	a	building	in	the	real	world,	a	parking	lot	of	a	mall
or	something	similar	by	the	look	of	it.	He	was	still	in	his	Primeblades	Avatar,	so	he
couldn’t	 be	 there	 in	 real	 life…	 there	must’ve	 been	 some	 sort	 of	 projector	 around
there	somewhere.

“Ulrich?	 Ulrich	 Vanes?”	 A	 voice	 said	 behind	 him,	 he	 turned	 to	 find	 Agent
Wahlen	waking	up	 removing	 from	his	head	 a	Next	Gen	VR	Scanner,	which	was
gonna	be	 called	 “Interface”	 and	wasn’t	much	different	 from	an	old	 school	 virtual
reality	helmet.	There	was	a	woman	there	too,	dressed	like	a	secret	agent	stereotype
with	blonde	ponytail	and	business	suit	with	sunglasses.	The	license	on	her	suit	said
Agent	Wilson,	probably	another	designer	because	there	was	an	in-game	god	named
Wilsa.	The	man	in	the	wheelchair	had	the	most	interest	for	Ulrich.	He	was	old	(like
forties	old,	not	grandpa	old).	His	hair	was	already	going	gray	though,	and	he	was
missing	a	leg.	He	was	dressed	like	Wahlen	and	Wilson	but	without	the	sunglasses,



showing	his	eyes	as	blue	as	code.
“That’s	me,	and	you	are?”	Ulrich	asked.	This	guy	looked	familiar	to	him	though.
“I’m	not	 telling	you	my	name	until	you	hear	me	out	 for	my	request,”	he	said.

“And	considering	how	much	you	talk	about	your	sister	 in-game	you	need	to	hear
my	request.”	Wilson	pulled	out	a	folding	chair	and	gestured	for	Ulrich	to	sit,	which
he	felt	he	should’ve,	though	the	question	remained	how	a	hologram	could	do	so	on
a	physical	object.	He	sat	with	his	legs	apart,	one	hand	on	a	knee	the	other	hanging
off	the	resting	elbow.

“Alright,	 tell	me	what	you	want,”	Ulrich	didn’t	 like	what	 the	man	had	 to	 say,
especially	 when	 he	 heard	 it.	 But	 whether	 or	 not	 he	 was	 happy	 he	 knew,	 that’s
something	Ulrich	didn’t	know.

“Jenna	Vanes	is	trapped	in	Primeblades	Online.”



	

Ulrich	was	in	denial.	You	hear	your	sister’s	stuck	in	a	video	game,	you’re	not	gonna
believe	it.	That’s	how	Ulrich	reacted	to	the	dot.

“No,”	he	said.	“No,	no	way,	that’s	impossible!	She’s	in	a	coma!	How	would-”
“It’s	not	only	possible,”	the	man	said.	“You	know	my	name,	seeing	it	more	than

a	few	times	in	reviews	for	VR	games,	correct?	I’m	Director	Mercen,”	Mercen…	this
was	Isaac	Mercen!?	“I	guess	that’s	a	‘yes,’”	Mercen	leaned	forward,	laying	one	hand
across	the	other.	“I	was	working	on	an	upgrade	for	the	Simulators	that	would	allow
a	Player	 to	 re-experience	any	 in-game	event	 they’ve	gone	 through.	Today’s	Coma
Rehab	technology	is	the	basis	of	it.”	Ulrich	knew	what	he	was	talking	about,	they
used	a	Memory	Recorder	(in	its	most	basic	form)	to	store	Jenna’s	memories	in	case
she	woke	up	with	amnesia.	Ironically	this	has	been	proven	to	more	often	than	not
ensure	 the	 patient	would	wake	up	with	 amnesia.	They	would	 just	 “re-download”
the	memories	that	were	lost	and	that	would	fix	that.	The	whole	process	was	beyond
Ulrich,	 he	was	 a	 gamer.	His	 aunt	 Jenny	was	 the	 closest	 thing	 to	 a	 doctor	 in	 the
family.

“What	does	one	have	to	do	with	the	other?”	Ulrich	asked,	though	he	had	a	good
idea	already.	Mercen	pulled	out	his	phone	and	checked	something	on	it.

“You	should	be	 receiving	a	message	 from	your	 family	 informing	you	that	your
sister	 is	 awake	 any	 moment	 now,”	 Mercen	 said	 leaning	 back	 and	 looking	 at	 his
wristwatch.	The	icon	for	an	IRL	text	message	appeared	on	the	Heads-Up.	The	ID
showed	 that	 it	 was	 his	 mom	 texting	 him.	 Checking	 the	 message	 showed	 that
Mercen	was	right.

Get	down	to	the	hospital	ASAP,	your	sister’s	awake.	—Mom

Ulrich	wanted	to	know	more	about	what	happened	to	his	sister;	how	could	she	end
up	in	the	game	if	she	wasn’t	in	a	coma	IRL	anymore?



“We’ve	 sent	 your	 phone	 our	 contact	 information;	 call	 us	when	 you’re	 ready.”
Wilson	said.	“And	don’t	worry	about	saving	or	 logging	out,	we’ll	 take	care	of	 it.”
She	held	up	a	 remote	 switch	 and	pushed	 the	 single	button	on	 it.	Ulrich	 snapped
back	 awake	 in	 the	 Scanner,	 the	 fluid	 drained	 and	 the	 helmet	 disconnecting	 itself
from	his	head.	The	door	to	the	Scanner	opened	and	he	stepped	out.	He	took	a	little
time	to	breathe	and	recall	everything	that	happened	in	his	last	play,	but	in	order	to
get	a	good	idea	he	had	to	get	to	the	hospital.	He	put	on	a	black	tank-top,	a	pair	of
Jeans,	and	some	worn	old	sneakers.	He	got	on	his	bike	and	took	the	ten-minute	ride
to	the	Hospital	not	too	far	from	his	neighborhood.

“I’m	here	 to	 see	 Jennifer	Vanes,”	he	 told	 the	 receptionist.	She	was…pleasantly
plump	 with	 dark	 red-ish	 skin	 and	 curly	 hair	 in	 a	 ponytail.	 She	 directed	 him
nonchalantly	 to	 Jenna’s	 room,	 which	 he	 went	 to	 after	 thanking	 her	 reluctantly.
Jenna	was	always	popular,	not	just	because	of	her	good	looks	with	wavy	strawberry
blonde	hair	and	big	blue	eyes	along	with	small	nose	and	high	cheeks.	She	was	nice,
she	 always	 helped	 out	 the	 little	 people,	 she	 thought	 that	 bullying	was	 something
that	would	never	 stop	but	 she	 always	helped	 the	 victims.	Ulrich	was	hoping	 that
there	would	be	something	familiar	about	all	that	when	he	saw	his	sister…	when	he
got	there,	her	eyes	were	blank.

“You’re…	Ulrich?”	Jenna	asked	him.
“Yeah,”	Ulrich	 looked	 for	 a	 doctor.	 “Do	 the	 doctors	 know	what	 happened	 to

you?”
“Her	 Memory	 Chip	 came	 up	 blank,”	 his	 mother	 told	 him	 from	 the	 bench.

“There	 was	 nothing	 on	 it	 when	 they	 checked.”	Missing	memory	 chip?	Why	 did
Ulrich	have	a	feeling	that	Mercen	knew	something	about	that	too?	Jenna	looked	at
him	with	a	lot	of	confusion.

“I	need	to	make	a	phone	call,”	he	said	stepping	out	of	the	room.	He	found	a	new
contact;	MERCEN	and	dialed	it.	During	the	ringing	he	heard	his	mom	talking	to
Jenna.

“Don’t	 worry	 Jen,”	 she	 said.	 “I’m	 sure	 he’s	 happy	 to	 see	 you’re	 awake.	 The
memory	loss	has	gotta	be	hard	on	him	though.”

“I	understand	that,”	Jenna	said.	“I	wish	I	knew	why	it’s	not	as	hard	as	I	expected
it	to	be,	though.”

Ulrich	 couldn’t	 let	 them	 hear	 this.	He	moved	 down	 the	 hall	 and	 around	 the
corner,	when	he	found	somewhere	to	be	out	of	earshot,	someone	picked	up.

“Hello,	this	is	Isaac	Mercen’s	office,	how	may	I	help	you?”	a	receptionist	said.
“Can	you	tell	Director	Mercen	that	Ulrich	Vanes	needs	to	talk	to	him?	It’s	kinda

important.”	She	patched	him	through	to	Mercen	imediately.



“Hello	Ulrich,”	He	said.	“I	trust	you	found	your	sister	alright?”
“I	found	her	awake,	and	her	memory	chip	gone,”	Ulrich	replied.	“What’s	going

on!?	How’s	my	sister	in	Primeblades!?”
“You	know	about	the	Renegades	right?”	Yeah	Ulrich	knew	about	them.	Recently

there	were	characters	appearing	in	the	game	that	weren’t	Player	controlled	or	NPC.
All	Players	were	issued	a	warning	to	not	make	contact	until	more	information	about
them	was	gathered.	“We	found	an	origin	for	them.	They’re	memories	of	comatose
victims	that	someone	in	Virtech	has	been	stealing	and	programing	into	avatars	for
the	game.	It	also	came	to	light	that	if	they	die	in	game,	they’re	gone.	Your	sister	is
one	of	the	Renegades.”

That	was	a	 lot	 to	process.	 Innocent	people	were	being	 taken	 from	their	bodies
and	thrown	into	a	virtual	world	where	one	mistake	could	kill	you…	that	sounded
familiar.

“Were	you	going	to	release	that	information	to	the	public?”	Ulrich	asked.
“Yes,	of	course,	but	we	need	someone	to	help	the	Renegades	out	of	Primeblades

as	it	is.	So	we	gave	your	character	a	new	class-up	option	and	classed	you	up,	part	of
a	prototype	patch	we	were	about	to	release	anyway.”

“What	class-up,	exactly?”

Samurai.	 The	Class	 up	was	 a	 Samurai,	 which	 could	 use	 swords	 in	 the	 dominant
hand	and	magic	in	the	free	hand.	Ulrich	decided	to	give	magic	a	try,	at	 least	they
didn’t	mess	with	his	clothes	and	equipment.	Arrow,	Burst,	and	Dew	were	the	lowest
level	 spells	 in	Primeblades	 and	 they	were	 equipped	 in	 his	 fancy	 new	 gauntlet.	He
found	the	system	easy	to	understand,	but	now	he	had	to	focus	on	getting	his	sister
back,	and	he	needed	back-up.	He	pulled	up	his	 friend	 list	and	 issued	a	 three	way
message	to	Ava	and	Sam.

Ulrich: 	Guys,	I	need	your	help.
Sam: 	 Event-boss	giving	you	trouble?
Ulrich: 	No…	Isaac	Mercen	asked	me	to	help	him	with	something,	I’ll	need	your

help	for	that.
Ava: 	 Something	so	big	that	Isaac	Mercen	of	all	people	needs	help	with	it?	Why

you	then?
Ulrich: 	 It’s	personal.	Meet	me	at	the	tavern	at	Crossroads	Peak,	I’ll	explain	there.

Ulrich	was	having	a	hard	time	getting	used	to	having	his	sword	on	his	hip.	It	was
easier	 to	move	when	he	was	 a	Mercenary	 since	 it	 didn’t	 flap	 so	much	 against	his



back.	Now	it	was	constantly	hitting	the	back	of	his	legs.	He	couldn’t	even	remove	it
from	 his	 inventory	 to	 grind	 with	 magic,	 which	 he	 was	 doing	 on	 the	 road	 to
Crossroads	Peak.	His	first	reports	to	Mercen	about	the	Samurai	class	were	going	to
be	it’s	hard	to	move,	and	there	isn’t	an	option	to	switch	between	magic	and	melee
combat.	Even,	so	it’d	be	pretty	balanced	even	if	those	traits	weren’t	fixed.	One	last
Arrow	spell	shooting	a	Buzzard	out	of	the	sky	and	Ulrich	reached	the	mountain	city
of	Crossroads	Peak.

He’d	gotten	so	far	in	the	game	that	he’d	been	to	this	place	at	least	twenty	times,
but	it	still	never	got	any	less	stunning.	The	ice	and	snow	reflecting	the	glow	of	the
midday	 sun	 added	 a	 little	 bit	 of	 color	 to	 this	 bleak	 and	 small	 checkpoint	 town.
Ulrich	wasted	no	further	time	and	found	the	tavern	on	his	mini-map.	As	expected
when	he	got	there	he	was	greeted	by	Ava	and	Sam	already	being	there.

Sam	was	a	Berserker	Class	with	blond	hair	that	always	had	no	attention	put	into
it.	 He	 wasn’t	 a	 big	 guy,	 in	 fact	 he	 was	 scrawny,	 the	 muscle	 shirts	 and	 armored
sleeves	only	highlighted	how	small	his	general	size	was,	though	the	opposite	could
be	 said	 for	 those	 pants	 that	 he	 somehow	 bunched	 together	 around	 his	 calves	 to
make	 them	 look	 like	 he	 came	 from	 an	 anime.	 Which	 made	 the	 image	 of	 him
swinging	an	axe	bigger	than	he	was	a	hilarious	thought.	Or	at	least	it	would	be	if	he
weren’t	level	68.	His	side	trade	was	Farming	so	if	he	grew	a	product	that	could	be
used	in	oils	for	Blacksmithing	he’d	give	it	to	Ulrich,	which	is	one	of	a	lot	of	reasons
they	were	friends.

Ava	 was	 a	 different	 story.	 She	 was	 a	 brunet	 who	 kept	 her	 hair	 straight	 at	 a
medium	 length.	He	never	 really	 saw	 any	 faults	with	 her	 personality.	 She	was	 the
strategizer,	the	recon	and	the	assist	everyone	wanted	in	game,	he	never	really	knew
her	 IRL.	 Her	 current	 class	 was	 Ninja,	 like	 a	 Rouge	 but	 strictly	 female.	 Unlike
Ulrich	and	Sam,	she	wasn’t	a	Primeblades	Player	for	long,	so	she	was	relatively	weak
only	level	35	or	so.	That	is	of	course	if	you	compare	her	to	Ulrich	and	Sam.	On	her
own	 she	was	 crazy	powerful	with	knife	 and	archery	 skills	 rivaling	Artemis	herself.
Ulrich	would	never	admit	out	loud	that	he	had	a	huge	crush	on	her.

Sam	 noticed	 Ulrich	 and	 waved	 him	 over.	 Ulrich	 sat	 down	 and	 attempted	 to
greet	them	only	for	Sam	to	interrupt.

“Is	that	a	Guantlet?”	he	asked.
“Yeah,”	Ulrich	said.	“They	made	a	new	class	 for	me	to	 test	out,	 it	uses	 swords

and	magic.”
“And	you	took	it	for	this	secret	mission	that	Virtech	sent	you	on,	am	I	right?”
“I	 didn’t	 really	 have	 a	 choice	 to	 be	 a	 Samurai,”	 Ulrich	 explained.	 “Look,

explaining	is	a	waste	of	time,	which	I	really	need	for	this!”	Ava	leaned	forward	on



the	table;	Sam	took	a	swig	from	his	cup	and	slammed	it	down	before	he	was	ready
to	listen.	“The	Renegades	are	real	people,	and	my	sister	is	among	them.”



	

It	was	hard	to	explain	how	the	Renegades	worked.	While	Ava	looked	at	Ulrich	with
horror,	Sam	was	a	little	more	skeptical.

“Okay…	how	do	we	know	‘Mercen’s	not	pulling	your	 leg?”	Sam	asked.	“How
do	we	know	they’re	not	just	a	virus	that	some	Hacker	uploaded?”

“I	don’t	know	 that	 they	weren’t	uploaded	by	a	Hacker,”	Ulrich	 said.	 “But	my
sister	woke	up	 from	her	 coma,	 and	 the	Memory	Chip	was	blank.”	Actually,	Sam
had	a	point.	What	if	this	was	done	by	a	Hacker?	What	if	someone	was	stealing	the
Memories	 and	hacking	 them	 into	 the	game	 through	Virtech	as	 a	midpoint?	That
doesn’t	mean	she’s	a	Renegade,	does	it?

“Look,	even	if	it	doesn’t,	we	have	to	do	this!”	Ulrich	said.	“What	if	it	was	your
brother	who	turned	out	to	be	trapped	in	here!?”	Sam’s	brother	Matt	was	a	football
star	for	his	school.	Based	only	on	stories	of	the	two,	Sam	would	just	leave	him	to	die
in	Primeblades.

“Fine,	I	see	your	point,”	Sam	gave	up.	“Where	do	we	start?”	there	was	a	pause	in
which	time	Ulrich	realized	something.

“Now	 that…	 I	 don’t	 know,”	 Ulrich	 said.	 “Mercen	 didn’t	 give	 me
straightforward	information.”

“Did	he	give	you	any	vague	hints?”	Ava	asked	intently.
Ulrich	 showed	her	 the	only	new	 item	 in	his	 inventory,	 a	Tablet	 from	 the	 god

Wilsa.
“Where’d	you	get	this?”	Sam	asked.
“Apparently,	 Agent	 Wilson,	 one	 of	 Mercen’s	 employees,	 dropped	 it	 in	 my

Inventory,”	Ulrich	said.	“I	can’t	make	heads	or	tails	of	the	message.”

Where	the	sand	rolls	in	waves
In	the	city	for	native	women

There	you	will	find	with	three	others



Your	Renegade	sister,	Jen

“Okay	Sand	rolls	in	waves,	that’s	the	Ula’Rahman	Dessert	area.”	Sam	said.
“And	the	city	for	women…”	Ava	said.	“That	should	be	a	code	area	specifically

with	women	NPC’s.	We	might	need	to	ask	some	other	NPC’s	about	that.”
“Let’s	start	with	Ula’Rahman’s	citadel,	then,”	Ulrich	said.	“Let’s	go,	lives	are	on

the	line.”

Ula’Rahman,	 which	 stood	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 Creyoma,	 was	 a	 scorching	 oven
compared	 to	 Ulrich’s	 small	 town	 in	 North	 Carolina.	 The	 citadel	 in	 each	 region
served	as	a	pantheon	and	home	to	the	region’s	ruler.	The	Sultan	of	Ula’Rahman	was
at	the	citadel	that	day	according	to	the	locater.

“Ah,	Ulrich,	Sam,	Ava,”	He	said.	“How	can	I	help	you?”
“We’re	looking	for	a	code	area	with	native	women	only,”	Ulrich	explained.	“We

think	it’s	somewhere	in	Ula’Rahman.”
“Ah,	 you	 must	 mean	 the	 Raj	 Oasis,”	 the	 Sultan	 said.	 “You’ll	 need	 special

sanction	from	all	Regions	to	go	to	such	a	place,	though.”
“Can	you	give	us	this	permission?”	Ava	asked.
“Unfortunately	it’s	out	of	the	power	of	the	state,	no	you	need	the	permission	of

the	Players’	Pantheon.”
Oh,	 great.	The	Player’s	 Pantheon	was	 harder	 to	 convince	 than	 an	NPC	 ruler.

They	operated	under	the	longest	playing	Players	only,	and	Ulrich,	though	racking
up	 his	 near	 thirty	 five	 thousand	 seven	 hundredth	 hour	 of	 the	 game,	wasn’t	 even
qualified	to	be	a	cadet	for	the	Pantheon.

“If	 you	 do	 not	 wish	 to	 speak	 with	Hierarch	 Leah,	 I	 can	 do	 it	 for	 you,”	 The
Sultan	said.	“Even	as	an	NPC	I	have	the	influence.”	It	still	made	no	sense	to	Ulrich
how	 the	 NPC’s	 of	 this	 game	 didn’t	 want	 to	 leave	 it	 or	 hurt	 the	 Players	 unless
specifically	 described	 as	 enemy	 programs	 and	 still	 have	 intelligence.	 But	 it	 was
convenient	 enough	 for	 Ulrich	 and	 friends	 towards	 their	 cause.	 So	 they	 took	 the
Sultan	up	on	the	offer.

The	trio	had	to	wait	three	days	to	hear	back	from	Hierarch	Leah.	The	response
they	got,	 though	not	a	denial	of	 their	request,	wasn’t	what	they	wanted.	Hierarch
Leah	wanted	to	discuss	the	matter	personally	with	the	trio.	This	wasn’t	a	bad	thing,
Leah	was	known	for	wisdom	and	patience.	But	they	needed	Access	to	the	Raj	Oasis
ASAP.	As	soon	as	the	Messenger	got	the	word	that	they	would	be	willing	to	meet
with	her,	Leah	walked	into	the	room.	Her	dress	was	white	with	gold	floral	designs
growing	around	the	arms	and	hips.	The	Tiara/Headdress	she	wore	covered	the	back



of	 her	 stark	 black	 hair	 like	 a	 silver	 blanket.	 Her	 green	 eyes	 just	 caught	 all	 the
attention	of	anyone	who	looked	at	them.

“Hello	again	Ulrich,”	Leah	said.	“You’re	looking	well.”
“Hello	your	excellency,”	Ulrich	said.	“You	look	nice	as	usual.”
“Let’s	get	past	the	small	talk	for	now	and	focus	on	why	we’re	here.”	Leah	pulled

her	 hands	 out	 of	 the	 opposite	 sleeve	 they	 were	 hidden	 in,	 revealing	 a	 rolled	 up
parchment	 that	 undoubtedly	 had	 the	 request	written	 on	 it.	 Leah	 unrolled	 it	 and
read	 over	 it	 to	 see	 what	 she	 was	 dealing	 with.	 “Why	 might	 I	 ask	 are	 you	 three
looking	to	go	to	the	Raj	Oasis?	It’s	true	that	I	can	do	that,	but	I	need	a	reason	first.”

“Lives	are	at	stake	and	Isaac	Mercen	told	us	to	find	some	of	them	there,”	Sam
said.	“Let’s	just	leave	it	at	that.”

“Unfortunately,	I	need	more	reason	than	‘Lives	are	at	stake’	Mr.	Berserker-”
“Just	 Sam	 is	 fine.”	 He	 didn’t	 give	 a	 last	 name	 because	 it	 would	 be	 censored

anyway.
“-Sam…	I	need	specifics.”	Ava	was	about	to	step	in,	but	Ulrich	raised	his	hand

and	decided	to	tell	the	whole	story.	When	he	finished	Leah	called	for	her	assistant
to	bring	her	 stamps	of	Approval	 and	Denial.	Ulrich	 could	never	 really	 tell	which
was	 which.	 They	 always	 seemed	 to	 be	 different	 each	 time	 someone	 went	 to	 her
office.	She	picked	up	one	of	the	stamps	and	marked	the	parchment	before	handing
it	 to	 Ulrich.	 Sam	 and	 Ava	 looked	 over	 his	 shoulders	 to	 see	 whether	 or	 not	 the
request	was	approved,	and	they	were	all	shocked	with	the	answer.

“Are	 you	 sure,	 your	 excellency?”	Ulrich	 said.	Leah	only	nodded	 then	 took	her
leave	of	the	three	without	any	word.	Ulrich	looked	down	one	more	time	to	see	if	he
read	the	stamp	right…	their	request	had,	indeed,	been	approved.



	

“Alright,	 that	 does	 it!”	 Sam	 said.	 “We’ve	 been	 at	 this	 for	 an	 hour	 and	 we	 still
haven’t	found	your	sister!”	Ulrich	knew	he	was	right.	It	was	gonna	be	hard	to	find
Jenna,	even	in	this	relatively	small	oasis.	By	the	time	they	got	there,	in	game	night
had	fallen,	meaning	IRL	morning	wasn’t	too	far	behind.	He	was	having	a	hard	time
seeing	any	of	the	campers	at	this	place,	even	with	the	torches	lit.

“We	have	to	keep	looking,”	Ava	said.	“There	might	be	Renegades	here,	even	if
they	aren’t	Ulrich’s	sister.”	Ulrich	had	realized	that	the	Renegades	were	counting	on
someone,	anyone,	to	bring	them	back	to	reality.	Every	time	he	saw	a	Renegade,	they
looked	 confused	 or	 scared,	 like	 they	 didn’t	 know	 where	 they	 were.	 Luckily	 the
Enemies	of	Primeblades	were	more	defensive	 than	offensive;	 they	wouldn’t	 attack
what	didn’t	hurt	them	first.	Also	they	seemed	to	wear	clothes	from	the	real	world,
like	t-shirts	and	jeans	and	such.

“Ulrich!?”	 The	 trio	 heard	 from	 a	 nearby	 tent.	 Ulrich	 stopped	 in	 his	 tracks.
“Ulrich	is	that	you!?”	He’d	heard	that	voice	before,	and	recently.	He	turned	around
and	saw	a	cheerleader	 from	his	high	school,	with	blondish-red	hair	and	blue	eyes.
Relief	seemed	to	fill	him	and	calm	him	momentarily.

“Jenna!”	He	said	with	misty	eyes.	They	ran	to	each	other	and	hugged	unlike	they
ever	 have	 before.	 Most	 of	 their	 hugs	 were	 awkward	 and	 quick.	 This	 one	 was
between	 a	 brother	 and	 sister	who	hadn’t	 seen	 each	other	 in	 a	 long	 time.	 “Thank
God	we	found	you!”	tears	fell	down	Ulrich’s	face	as	he	said	that.

“I	 can’t	 believe	 it,”	 Sam	 said	 when	 they	 went	 into	 the	 tent.	 There	 were	 four
Renegades	 including	 Jenna	 in	 the	 tent,	 a	 pair	 of	 twins	 (One	 boy	 one	 girl,	 about
fifteen)	who	looked	identical	with	blond	hair	and	green	eyes,	and	a	very	muscular
guy	of	about	twenty	with	brown	hair	and	brown	eyes.	“Mercen	was	serious.”

“And	thank	God	for	it,”	The	boy	twin,	Alex	expressed.
“I	 thought	 no	 one	 would	 help	 us,	 before	 you	 showed	 up.”	 The	 girl	 twin,



Amanda	exasperatedly	said.
“Well,	 all	 Players	were	 told	 by	 the	programmers	 to	 stay	 away	 from	Renegades

until	 more	 info	 was	 dug	 up	 on	 them,”	 Ava	 said.	 “We	 thought	 you	 were	 more
dangerous	than	your	situation.”

“But	still,	in	a	video	game!?”	Jenna	exclaimed.	“How	does	that	happen!?”	Ulrich
explained	 to	 Jenna	 how	 she	 ended	 up	 in	 Primeblades	 from	 her	 cheerleading
accident.	She	didn’t	 look	 to	happy	about	 it.	 “A	coma…	for	how	 long!?	Who	did
this!?	Am	I	awake	now!?”

“One	at	a	time,	sis!”	Ulrich	said.	“It’s	been	about	a	month,	and	according	to	the
clock	on	my	Heads-Up	you	woke	up	yesterday.”

“How	long	have	you	been	in	here?”	Sam	asked	curiously.
“In	 Game…	 a	 few	 days.”	 The	 big	 guy,	 John	 said.	 “Don’t	 know	 how	 many

exactly,	we’ve	been	too	scared	to	keep	count.”
“You	 all	woke	 up	 here	 in	 the	 same	 place,	 at	 the	 same	 time?”	Ava	 restated	 for

clarification.	John	nodded.	“That	means	whoever	is	doing	this	is	doing	it	in	sets	of
memory	chips.”

“Yeah,	and	we	still	don’t	know	how	to	get	Renegades	back	to	IRL,”	Ulrich	said.
He	 looked	 at	 his	 sister’s	 face	 and	 added	 “-YET!	We	 don’t	 know	how	 to	 do	 that
YET!”	that	seemed	to	calm	Jenna	down.
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