Sector 33

Fog hung on the streets of Sector 33. Big Ben sounded in the distance echoing through out the thin alleys, and brick covered buildings. Gideon walked down the barren street, his breath clinging to the cold air. His shoes tapped with every step down Parliament Square, spitting on the steps of the House of Parliament. Parliament he scoffed, Just a sign of the stupidity the world has sank into. Once upon a time there was such a thing as a vote and an opinion. Ever since the United Nations joined the countries into one giant mess, nothing had gone as planned. Hundred of leaders all arguing at once didn't leave much time for improvement. 
        Bombers soared overhead, to a far away land, leaving nothing but smoke in its trails. As the leaders of the world now thought, any uprising, any problem could be solved if you eliminated it. Elimination could be found inside a bomb. London, now known as Sector 33, used to be home of a rebellion, one of the largest ever known to mankind, but after the government threatened them with one of their many nuclear warheads, the city, and the rebellion, became almost extinct. 
        A scream sounded in the distance. Gideon immediately reached for his cutlass, strapped tightly to his back. He could feel the condensation on its handle, and unsheathed it in one strong tug. The blade hummed in the air, extracting energy from the nearby air molecules. Guns became useless when the new breed of electronic weaponry came into existence. 
       Gideon ran towards the scream, into the thin fog. He heard it again, louder, more crisp in the air, Gideon turned onto the Westminster Bridge. His heart pounded quickly in his chest, his breath quickened, as he listened for the scream. At first nothing. A second passed, two, nothing. Then the scream sounded again, it was somewhere on the bridge, closer to the east bank. Gideon sprinted forward towards the scream. It grew and grew, and then after a loud thud, silence. He found the source, a girl, 15 maybe 16, lay on the bridge, large slashes across her torso. Gideon had seen many like her in the past year, a few of them located in St. Thomas' Hospital, most in the nearby morgues. Her breaths were raspy, quick and cut short. She was traumatized, terrified of whatever had just happened. 
       "Calm down." Gideon whispered, kneeling close to the girl. "It'll be okay, just calm down." He took off his trench coat, and draped it over the girl. She was cold to the touch, her face pale. She was losing blood, too much for her to likely survive. Gideon lifted her into his arms, her head sagging, as she moaned and murmured quietly. Warm sticky blood ran down Gideon's arms and onto his white tee-shirt. Gideon walked slowly down the bridge, trying to move her as little as possible. His shoes splashed in the puddles, tapping along the asphalt, in a rhythmic pattern. Gideon's foot tapped against something soft, something different. It moaned, a hand wrapping around Gideon's leg. Gideon quickly shifted the girl into one arm, and reached for his cutlass, which, he realized was lying, where the girl used to be. Luckily, Gideon wasn't completely unarmed. Reaching under his arm, he quickly exposed his dagger, spinning it around on the palm of his hand, firmly placing it under the hand's wrist. "Letting go would be a good idea." Gideon said aloud. The hand released its grip, and started to protest. 
"Don't leave me to die." whispered the hand. Gideon bent over to re-examine the thing attached to his leg. It was a man, dressed in a Bradbury suit, Rolex strapped around his wrist, Italian leather shoes upon his feet. "You can't leave me to die." 
"Sorry `bout the suit pal." Gideon said, pulling his suit clean open, exposing his wounds. He had been stabbed, multiple times, by some sort of electro-draining blade, much like his own. He could see the energy leaving the man’s body, his skin losing its color, his breaths becoming more labored. Gideon placed his hand upon the wound, he could feel the energy still draining from his body, sending tingling sensations through his hand, fading into the west. Whatever had killed him had taken the weapon west. 
There was no hope for the man, and little for the girl. If the girl was going to survive, he had to leave the guy. He pulled his leg away, re-sheathed his dagger, and headed towards the hospital. 
       Three days had gone by since Gideon had found the girl, and no attacks had occurred since. Gideon had wandered the streets, but since his supply closets were full he had nothing to do. He was a looter, taking what others had left behind after the threat. It was easy work, but didn't leave him with much to do. 
       He sat in one of London's many phone booths, running his hand through his light brown hair. It was raining outside, as it did every morning, or at least for as long he could remember. He had heard once, that the sky wasn't always so scorched, and a bright star, bigger than the moon would shine through the clouds in the morning, turning the sky blue, making the rain stop. Gideon looked to the sky, a glint of hope in his green eyes, but just like before, the sky was still gray, dark clouds blanketing it. The sky was shrouded with darkness, just glints of the sky appearing through the darkness. 
       Gideon preferred the night. He stepped outside the booth, pulling the collar of his trench coat up around his neck. The leather still smelled like the girl he found just a few  nights before, and was thankful for the smell. Lavender. he thought. It had been years since he had smelled the scent. His mother used to put it on his pillow, she said it helped the mind drift to sleep. Gideon sighed at the thought of his mother. She once was part of the rebellion, but when the rebellion died, so did she. Without warning, she died, leaving a thirteen year old boy alone in the lonely Sector 33. She had also said Queen Mab loved the scent of lavender. However, Gideon didn't believe in Queen Mab. Queen Mab was nothing but a fairy tale, used to keep children doing good deeds. 
        Rain drops trickled down Gideon's face, splattering on the ground, forming puddles on the sidewalk. He headed down the empty road towards the hospital to check on the girl. He had nothing better to do. No one to talk to. Everyone who still lived in Sector 33 kept themselves locked up in their little houses, indulging themselves in false realities. Why was the girl on the streets? Gideon asked himself. She wasn't a looter, like himself, too young. That was another thing that concerned him. What would drive someone to attack a 16 year old girl? Still he wanted to know if she was okay or not. He entered the building, looking directly up into the cameras overhead. He knew that the people inside already knew who he was. Iris scans were required to enter any public building, everyone was tagged, and there was no hiding one’s identity anymore. 
"Good morning Mister Saoirse" the revolving doors said as he entered the building.

 Gideon walked into the sanitary hospital, his shoes tapping on the bacteria free plastic tiles, leaving mud splotches on the floor. A janitor bot, hummed alive out of the corner of the room, scurrying over to the mud, its nose to the floor, polishing, sucking, washing all at once, its eight legs moving along the floor in an intense scurry. It followed Gideon at an intense pace, leaving the floor behind him spotless. A reception-bot sat behind the reception desk in the lobby, her digital feet up on the desk, a magazine in her lap, her digital bubble gum snapping in her mouth. 
"Can I help you?" she asked, her voice showing she could care less. 
"Yeah, I brought a girl in here-" 
"Room 3200 15 B," she said, snapping her digital gum in his face. 
"Thank you," Gideon said, turning towards the elevators, all 37 of them. "Which eleva-" 
"B! I totally already said that!" She said, obviously annoyed, that he wasn't gone yet. 
"Thanks..." said Gideon, hurrying to get away from the very rude receptionist. He pressed the button opening the door, the janitor bot still humming behind him, sucking and scrubbing away the dirt. The door opened, a bell bot waiting inside, music buds in his ear sockets, blaring out heavy metal. 
"What floor?" he asked, almost yelling. 
"15." Gideon said, stepping in the elevator, the janitor-bot close on his heels. The Bell-bot plugged himself into the elevator, turning a dial, until it clicked. The elevator lurched, moving slowly upwards. The janitor-bot hummed, and the bell-bots music was loud enough to fill an auditorium, and Gideon was already quite annoyed by the bots in the hospital. Oh well, tomorrow they'll be updated with newer versions. Hopefully those ones won't be so annoying. Gideon thought to himself. 
       The door opened and Gideon stepped out quickly. The janitor bot tried to follow, but in one quick motion Gideon kicked it back into the elevator. The doors shut as it made a quick dive after Gideon. He chuckled to himself. Silence. Finally. Another janitor-bot hummed alive out of the corner of the hall. So much for silence. Gideon thought, he looked at the door nearby. Number 1. Great, Only 3199 more to go. 
After a long walk down the lonely corridor, followed by the annoying Janitor-bot, Gideon finally reached the girl’s room. He knocked, and the door quickly and silently slid open.The girl sat propped in her up bed, facing the door. She was pale, and hooked up to many machines, some checking her pulse, some pumping pain killers and sedatives into her system, some just there for show. 
"Hello, I'm Gideon." Gideon said to the half-awake girl. 
"Nice to meet you, are you the guy the nurses were telling me about?" 
"I'm not sure what they've said but-" 
"Are you the man who saved my life?" 
"Well then, that's me. So how are you feeling?" 
"I'm feeling fine, thanks to you. Where was I?" She asked, her memory obviously not fully recovered. 
"I found you on Westminster bridge, with a man. You were in pretty bad shape." 
"A man?" she asked, trying very hard to remember. "Daddy! Where is he? Is he okay?" she said quite frightened, her heart racing. A warning signal was sent out to a nurse. 
"He's uh-" 
"Daddy! Where's my dad? He- is he okay? Oh no, they must have got him!" She started sobbing uncontrollably, tears running down her face. Every once in a while she would call out for her dad, but other than that nothing but muffled moans. 
"Who are they? Who got him?", Gideon asked.

A nurse rushed in, her metal skirt clinking with every step. 
"I'm sorry sir, but visiting times are over for Ada, you'll have to come back later." 
"But-" 
"I'm sorry sir but you have to leave. Maybe you can come back tomorrow." She pushed Gideon out the door, gently enough not to be considered violent, but harsh enough to be considered rude. The door slid shut silently behind him. The crying was quickly subdued, as the nurse increased the amount of sedatives in the girl named Ada's bloodstream. 
        Gideon marched out of the hospital, back into the dreary rain. It was slowing down, and fog was developing on the ground. Gideon was tired and agitated, and walked back home. It was a small brick apartment on the ground floor, too small to fit anyone else comfortably, but just large enough to be cozy enough for him to live in comfortably. It was warm, his digital fireplace flickering in the background, casting a warm orange glow across the room, eerie shadows dancing along the walls. He laid down along his therapedic couch, comfortably sinking into the leather cushions. 
        What was Ada talking about? Who were them? Gideon didn't have a clue. Ever since the rebellion, no one bothered each other; they just sat at home, indulging themselves in their own prefect realities. Gideon had never used one; they were hard to come by, even for a looter. Gideon didn't understand it, but somehow, thousands of people in Sector 33 alone, had them, along with most of the world. Besides the few people Gideon had saved off the streets over the past few weeks, Gideon hadn't seen many people out on the streets in a long time. 
          Gideon sighed, oh well; it didn't make a difference to him. Gideon reached for one of his many books, and after dimming the lights began reading, desperately trying to empty his mind of all the questions he had about Ada and the people she referred to as them.
Many hours later Gideon awoke in a cold sweat. The room was cold, the digital fire, nothing more than hot coals by now. A cold wind blew through the house, its cold fingers gripping everything and everyone. Its cold fingers pinched his nose, sending shivers through his system. Gideon sat up in the couch, knocking the book off of his lap. His door was open just a notch, but just a notch more than he left it. 
He stood up, quickly shutting the door, his eyes quickly examining the room, looking for anything out of place. His hand immediately reached to his blade as he checked the back room, finding nothing out of place, he relaxed. Gideon stumbled over to the couch, when he noticed, something was out of place. Upon one of his books, high up on his bookcase, was a mug he had never seen before, It was white covered with small black beads, and seemed so very out of place in his house. 
       Gideon shrugged, maybe it was just something he had stolen many years ago and just forgot about it. Looters did end up with some awkward junk lying around their houses. Gideon stretched and yawned, trying to push the sleepiness out of his head. He tossed on his trench coat, and stepped outside into the lightly dangling fog. It was cool, and dark outside, just enough to make Gideon feel at home. He walked outside inhaling the cool air, the nearby street lamp flickering on and off, much like a spotlight. He turned, quickly feelings eyes upon the back of his neck, no one however was there. Just the empty street. He walked out into the road, alone, as he was forced to remind himself. He checked his maps, with hundreds of buildings crossed off. Each "x" was a building already raided and rid of any valuable belongings. He wandered through the empty streets of London, searching for a house he had not yet emptied, and he couldn't bear to steal from people who still lived in their houses, so his only options were the abandoned houses. Luckily for Gideon, most of the houses in the city were. Gideon found himself on Westminster bridge, quite close to the place he had found Ada three nights before. 
       He sat down, letting his feet dangle over the edge, tossing pebbles into the river below. A footstep sounded behind him, then a hushed voice. Gideon pulled his sword free of its sheath, setting it next to him, humming as it absorbed energy from its surroundings. It stopped humming but quietly, Gideon could hear in the distance an identical hum. 
"Alright, who's there?" Gideon said, trying to steady his voice, fear making him shake. "Show yourself!" Suddenly an arrow whizzed by his head, burying itself behind him. A robot, the size of a large beagle, buzzed, squirmed and screamed as its energy was robbed from it by the arrow. It looked something like a scorpion with a tail and stinger to match. 
Gideon pivoted on his heel, swooping his blade up in one hand, holding it at the ready. "Show yourself!" he yelled again, this time more courageously than his first attempt. Much to Gideon's dismay a girl stepped out of the shadows. He lowered his blade to his side. He was expecting some large bulky men, most likely henchmen to some evil villain, and not a petite and attractive 20 year old girl. "Who are you?" he asked, raising his sword back to his side. 
Never judge a book by its cover. Gideon reminded himself. 
The girl spoke back, calmly, her voice soothing, warm and kind. 
"My name is Cameron Britt. I need you to come with me." 
"But you just tried to kill me!" Gideon exclaimed, a little terrified of what just happened. 

"If I hadn't been here, you'd be dead." She walked very briskly towards him. "You must come with me. They'll be sending others soon." She grabbed his arm and hurried him along behind her, like a stubborn puppy. 
"I don't want to go with you. For all I know your going to try and kill me again!" Gideon said, out of breath, digging his heels into the road, making her come to an abrupt stop. 
"I promise," she said, gently and soothingly, "We have no intentions of hurting you. We're trying to protect you," she said. 
Gideon had had it up to his eyeballs with "we's" and "thems". "I'm not going anywhere with you until you tell me who 'we' are," Gideon stated firmly. 
Cameron sighed, and after inspecting the road for anyone who might be listening leaned closely to Gideon and whispered in his ear. "We," she said emphasing the word, "are the rebellion." 
       Gideon stood still, dumbfounded. The rebellion had fallen apart seven years ago! Gideon let her lead him blindly, suddenly Gideon wanted to know a lot more about the beautiful yet deadly Cameron and her associates she was referring to as the rebellion. They walked for hours, Gideon’s boots clacking on the road, Cameron floating silently. 
"Where are you taking me?" Gideon asked, getting a little tired of being led around with her holding his hand. 
"Here," she said, turning directly into what looked like a solid building. Instead of the pain Gideon was expected to feel from running straight into a brick house, he walked through it. It was nothing but a giant hologram. He stood quietly next to Cameron, admiring what he had just seen. From this side, it was completely invisible, much like the prehistoric one way glass that made his windows. Gideon turned around after as he thought, figuring out the hologram. They were in a back alley, with nothing but a few, trash cans and a dumpster. 
"So," Gideon said, looking for the right words. "this is it." 
Cameron laughed. It was a beautiful laugh, but cruel at the same time, like laughing at a young child falling flat on his face while attempting to walk. 
"You are a slow learner. Nothing is as it seems." She said gently hitting the dumpster she was leaning against. It quietly slid open, much like the doors in the hospital, revealing a stairway to somewhere far below. She started descending, Gideon racing after her, afraid the doors might shut. Gideon caught up with her, and the doors slid silently shut, leaving them in pure darkness. Gideon clung tightly to the handrail, afraid he would miss a step as he silently followed Cameron down the stairs. "This," she said, flicking a light switch at the bottom of the stairwell, "is 'it'." 
       In front of them was a heavy metal door with a number pad on it. Cameron typed in some sort of code and the door slid open. "Good evening Cameron." The door said, revealing a marvelous wide open room. "Headquarters of the rebellion," Cameron said, taking off her coat, hanging it on the rack next to the door. Gideon walked in, and was absorbed in heat. He too, took off his coat, putting it on the rack. "Carlos likes it hot." she said. 
The room was gorgeous, mirrored tiles covering the floor, the ceiling a snow white. "Time for the grand tour," Cameron said taking Gideon's hand again. "This is our 'quickbay'. We use it as a meeting room, an emergency room in case we need immediate attention, and as a place to just hang out. This is also as far as we take our new visitors." she said, roughly throwing him in a chair, pulling a knife out of her boot. "Alright everyone he's here." An assortment of people entered, all from different doors. 

"I'm sorry Gideon, but we have to make sure you don't work for them," Cameron said, sincerity in her voice. One of the taller men stepped forward, a very outdated robot following behind him. "This is our Doctor. He's going to give you a mind scan, and check to see if you’re bugged." The man gave a polite nod to Cameron, and stepped forward. The robot followed, opening up into an assortment of medical tools. The doctor picked up a compact X-ray machine and held the sign without a screen up to his ears, eyes, and stomach. 
       "Well, he's clean of bugs. No one is watching or listening in on us." He set the machine down, and picked up an object Gideon didn't recognize. "Well, this will hurt just a little, more than a needle but less than paying your taxes." The man, said, laughing at his own humor. No one else found it very funny. He put the domed object to the back of Gideon's head. Gideon listened as it hummed to life, much like his sword. For all he knew it could be some sort of weapon. He looked around at the faces, none of them any bit friendly. He looked to Cameron, who was watching, with a pained expression on her face. Gideon was getting nervous, afraid of what could happen, then suddenly, he felt two small needles pierce into the back of his head, and send him a quick jolt. Afterwards, Gideon saw nothing but a white light, felt himself pass out, onto the floor, and the needles remove themselves from his skull. So far, things didn't seem all that great about the rebellion. 
       Gideon awoke what felt like a minute later, back in his own home, a book upon his lap, his digital fireplace roaring. Gideon sighed, it was only a dream. He sat up and

 inspected the room. Something was terribly wrong. Everything was so normal, but felt so different. It was his room, everything was in place. Gideon stood up and looked on his bookshelf for the mysterious cup that turned his good day bad. It was missing. Gideon stood up and walked to his door. Something else was wrong there too. His doorknob was missing! He knocked on the door, and silently it slid open. Terrified, Gideon stepped outside into the bright light. It wasn't a dream. The rebellion was real. 
        He stood alone in an empty hallway, with doors every few feet. He turned around and re-entered his room, feeling a little more normal about things. Here he could block out all of the strange things that were happening to him, and just pretend nothing had happened. A knock sounded from his bathroom door. 
"Can I come in?" Cameron asked, the door sliding open. 
"I don't really have a choice, do I?" Gideon said, lying back down on the couch, stroking his temples. He was developing quite a headache. 
"I'm sorry things are so rushed for you. With most of us we were given the the option of joining the rebellion." 
"Then why was it different for me?!" Gideon asked. He would of much rather had this rebellion and his options explained to him first before his house, all of his belongings, and exact replicas of the floors and walls were brought here into some secret organization he wasn't even sure he wanted to be in. 
"They had already mugged you. If we let you go back home for the night, they would have killed you in your sleep." Cameron said, sitting on in a wooden chair next to the digital fireplace. 
"Mugged? They? You people need to start explaining things!" Gideon yelled , frustrated. 
She shushed him until he was calm again. "'They' as I have referred to them many times as, are the government. We are the rebellion against our unfair government. I'll explain why in just a moment. When I say mugged, that means that they had planted a camera in your house. It probably looked something like this," She said, holding up the black and white mug Gideon had found in his house just the other day. 
          He sighed; it felt so long ago when he was comfortably sleeping in his own house the night before. "Well, why were they watching me? I haven't done anything wrong!" 
Cameron laughed. "You, and I, have been breaking an unwritten law for many years. The government hates people like you and me. We stand for everything they oppose. Allow me to explain, it was quite confusing the first time I heard it too. The government works like a nursery. Every person is a baby they are required to put to sleep. Sleeping for them is with these reality machines that almost everyone has plugged themselves into. Once they enter the alternate reality, the government pollutes their minds with so much garbage they never want to leave their perfect safe little worlds. Those people are the babies who have already fallen asleep. You and I, are the rowdy ones who won’t listen. The government hates us for not being plugged in. Since we aren't plugged in, we can still cause problems. Create new ideas. Get rid of them. And they are terrified by it. Luckily for them, with all the garbage they've put in the sleepers heads, they can kill us, and it won't make a difference to them. It would be as if we never existed." 
        She paused letting it all sink in. "They think you and I know too much about the real world, that it’s too late to still tuck us in. Even if you did decide to plug yourself in Gideon, they'd still come for you, and you'd still end up dead. You're only safe with us, here, in the rebellion. We're still giving you the option. If you want to forget about what I've said and try to go back to your normal life be our guest. We won't be at your funeral though. I'll give you some time to think things over." 
Cameron walked back towards the bathroom door. "I'm sorry about this. I know it's a lot to take in. I'm next door when you’re ready to talk." She left the room quietly, leaving Gideon alone. Gideon stared blindly at the digital fireplace. 
        Do I really have a choice? he thought to himself. He didn't like the idea the government was using. It was against everything they stood for! That was why so many people were dying everyday and not realizing it, locking themselves up in their houses. Gideon had seen it before. It was his one of his first times, robbing a house, and it was occupied. A man and his daughter were inside, both sitting in leaned back recliners, machines covering their heads, tubes in their mouths. A cat sat upon the girls chest, its feces all over the father. Neither of them reacting at all. Gideon crept closer, to get a better look. Yes, they were both breathing, but he couldn't call it living. He flicked the girl, no reaction. He grabbed their pots and pans, clanging them in their ears. No reaction. He could have done whatever he wanted to the girl, beat up the father, and neither of them would react at all. They were dead in his book. Lifeless figures just moving through the motions of life, instead of living. Maybe the rebellion could change that? Gideon thought. He sat alone in his room contemplating for a long time. Possibly hours. Finally another knock came at his bathroom door. 
"Made up your mind?" Cameron asked, sticking her head in the door. 
"Yes," Gideon replied somberly. "I want to stay. I want to fight." 
Cameron’s mouth cracked into a smile, of almost pure happiness. 
"Well then, I'd say it's time for your official tour."
Cameron and Gideon walked out into the long hallway. "Each of these rooms are home to at least one person in the rebellion. We empty their houses and place them in here. No matter the size, we make sure they feel at home," she said winking at Gideon. 
        After walking past many closed doors, Gideon found himself back in the quick bay. "I've already explained this room so let's go check in on Carlos." she said taking a right and opening another door. "Carlos!" she yelled outloud. "Come meet Gideon! Give him a tour of your 'lair'," she said, obviously mocking him. The room was painted pure white, technology scattered across the room. On every table was some sort of new invention, or some sort of machine being repaired. A small, fat little man popped his head up from behind a desk covered with at least thirteen or fourteen computers. 
        "Ay ya Ay!" the stout Hispanic exclaimed. "You scared me Cameron!" He hopped out of his seat and waddled over to Gideon. Gideon was surprised at his height, if the man was any shorter he would probably be considered a 'midget'. 
        "My name is Carlos Cristobal." the little man said, extending a pudgy hand to him. "I'm this team’s brain. Everything here, I've built." he said, pulling his hand back before Gideon could shake it to motion towards the piles of junk in the room. "Did you see Cameron's bow last night?" he asked running, which was more like scurrying, towards a container full of arrows. "These little babies are the first ever long range electronic weapons. Aren't they purdy?" he said, admiring his own handy work. “Anything you ever need let me know and I'll make it. Oh, I have to show you-" he said, rudely interrupted by Cameron. 
        "Thanks Carlos, but we've gotta go." She said, leading Gideon out of the room. 

"It was nice meeting you Carlos." Gideon said as he watched the little man hop back into his chair in front of the computer screens. 
        "He doesn't act much older than he looks, but that immature little guy, is one of the smartest people alive. He used to work for the government, designed the reality machines himself, but ran off when he found out what they were going to be used for. Right now he's number one on the government's most wanted lists. That's why he hasn't left this building in five years, and most likely never will." 
        She lead him across the quickbay to another door. "This is Vinny. He's our mechanic around here. He's also one of the few people awake who know how to drive a Beetle." 
"A Beetle?" Gideon asked Cameron as the door slid open. "What's a Beetle?" 
     "This my friend," boomed a loud voice, with a heavy Italian accent, "Is a beetle. Named after its design, its a mix of a motorcycle, car, and jet all in one." Gideon inspected the machine. It stood like a motorcycle on two large balls for wheels, but had a full body like a car. "It can comfortably fit five." he said, patting it, rubbing the mechanical beast. 
        "How does it fly?" Gideon asked, not seeing any wings anywhere. The Italian laughed. He pulled on the door handle, climbed inside, pressed a button and the back half of the roof opened up, two clear plastic like wings unfolded, the same way a beetle's would, and flapped themselves experimentally. He pressed the button again and they folded back up and tucked back to its original form. 
"It can't be too quiet can it? How come I've never seen it out on the streets?" Gideon asked. 
        "Oh," the Italian said, sounding a little embarrassed. "She's still missing a few important parts." Vinny said. "But don't you worry. I'll have her running by the end of the year, yes I will." he said, talking more to the machine than to Gideon. 
Cameron took him by the arm and led him out again. "This is the lounge." Cameron said opening another door, exposing a room full of couches and tables. 
"This is Jack, O'Connell, and Terrence. Three of the best fighters on this side of the Atlantic. Each of them used to individually hunt down people like you and me, but were, fortunately, replaced by Nova units, that scorpion thing that tried to kill you. Once they lost their jobs, we drafted them and they switched sides, just like that. Never seen anyone as strongly devoted to the cause besides these three." This comment sent a chuckle through the men who were playing some sort of poker at a table. "The one over there reading the book, is Doctor Harrison Foard. As you can guess he's our medical specialist." The man waved at Gideon, keeping his eyes tightly glued to the pages. 
They left the lounge and after grabbing some food out of the kitchen sat down in the quickbay. 
"So," Gideon asked. "How do you guys fight back against them?" Gideon said, referring to the government. 
        Cameron sat quietly, munching on her salad. "Well, that's the hard part. So far we haven't found a way to take someone out of the alternate reality, they can only do that by there own free will, and they certainly would not want to. And the only person who's ever unplugged themselves is probably dead now so-" 
"Why would they want to stay plugged in?" Gideon asked toying with his food, completely focused on Cameron. 
        "Well, besides the fact the government has made the alternate realities perfect, they've convinced everyone who's plugged in that there is a war going on in the real world, and disease is killing everyone who's not plugged in. Don't see how they got that one to slide, but I guess if you stupid enough to rot away in lala land you'll believe anything." 
"Who was this person who unplugged themself?" Gideon asked. 
"She's not important. Her dad was part of the rebellion, and told her he was escaping sector 33, and somehow she heard him and got out of the program. We found him dead though on Westminster bridge, with her nowhere to be found. Gideon's heart pounded. He had found the same man dead, the same night, and he had found Ada as well. Was Ada who Cameron was talking about? 
"Was her name Ada?" he asked, as nonchalantly as he could manage. 
"Yes! Yes it was! Why, did you find her?" Cameron said jumping out of her seat in hope. 
"She's in Room 3200, floor 15, elevator B, In St. Thomas' Hospital. I found her the other day and brought her in," Gideon said. 
        The hope drained out of Cameron's face. "The Government runs the hospital! She's not safe there, and if they get her to talk neither are we!" She sounded an alarm. "Boys we’re going on a rescue mission!" she announced as the men poured out of the lounge along with Vinny. "Time to talk strategy," she said, bringing a 3-D map of the hospital up on the conference table. The men sat each pulling up a seat, next to Gideon.
        Night had fallen, and the rebellion had formed their strategy. Get in, get Ada, out, as simple as that. There were a few obstacles that took some time getting around, the iris scans, and getting her off the machines, but in theory, it would all work out. Gideon followed the others, the last up the stairs, back into the alley. O'Connell nudged him gently. 
"If anything goes wrong make sure that sword of yours is ready," he said, indicating to his own dagger. It was drawn, ready for action. They hurried down the streets, a series of clacking feet, rhythmically moving in pace. They hurried down the streets going in and out of the street lamps, turning down dark alleys and leaping over fences. For once Gideon didn't feel so alone. He felt a rush too, for once in his life things weren't so laid back. He was important now. They hurried across Westminster bridge, past the blood stain where the girl's father lay, past the spot Gideon had found Ada. It was all still fresh in his mind. The hospital was just ahead, looming over the city like a shadow. 
"Remember," Cameron said, mostly to Gideon but to everyone else as well, "The government knows who we are. As soon as we step in the iris scanner they'll have Nova units on us faster than you can imagine. This should be far enough away to put in Carlos's contacts." She said taking her own pair out, putting them in her eyes. According to the cameras now, she was Abigael Montgomery, a seamstress from Ireland. "Now, don't forget your characters or we're busted for sure." 
Gideon and the other men did as she said. Each had their own characters. Gideon was Mr. Montgomery, and O'Connell, Jack and Terrence were Mr. Montgomery's wealthy associates, here to enter and check on Mr. Montgomery's niece. 
        They walked through the doors flawlessly, the door announcing them as their character's names. "We came as soon as we heard. Where's my beautiful little niece?" Cameron said, her voice fluent with a rich English accent. The reception-bot had been replaced since Gideon was last here. 
"May I please ask who you are talking about?" the bot asked politely, her eyes attentive on the group. 
        "Her name is Ada. Poor thing. I heard her power went out, and was brought here when her reality machine crashed," Cameron said, each word milked perfectly. If Gideon didn't know better he would of said that she was Ada's aunt. 
"Room 3200 Floor 15 Elevator B." The reception-bot said. They headed towards the elevators. "Mr. Montgomery may I see you for a moment?" the bot asked politely. 
A shiver of fear rocketed through Gideon's body. "Of course, " he said, his accent nowhere near as good as Cameron's. Gideon could feel all eyes on him as he rested his elbows on the reception desk. O'Connell's blade hummed quietly behind his back. "May I have your autograph?" the receptionist asked almost excitedly. "I know the humans do not treat you as such, but you are a miracle worker. Your program 101000101." the receptionist sighed, "simply poetry. I love your work. Program 101001101 literally re-modeled my cousin’s life. He went from a garbage-bot to a wealthy man, much like yourself, butler. Your programs can work miracles." 
        Gideon sighed. The tension released from the room. "Do you have a pen?" Gideon asked. 
Quickly Cameron stepped forward, "Oh darling, I do, here, use mine!" she said quickly walking over to him handing to it him. "Fingerprints," she whispered in his ear. Gideon gasped he looked at the pen the receptionist was trying to offer him, it was wrapped in print tape! She almost got them all killed with a pen. 
        He smiled politely at her, and scribbled a fake signature down on a piece of paper. "Here you go, love," he said, handing the pen back to Cameron. "And this," he said pushing the paper over to the receptionist "is for you." The receptionist smiled, thanking him until they got on the elevator. The bell-bot had also been switched, and a quieter, more polite one stood in the doorway. 
"Which floor?" he asked. 
"15, please," replied Cameron. They moved up in silence, everyone still afraid to talk. The doors opened and they walked out, quickly and briskly. 
"Have a nice day!" the robot shouted after them. 
"Fuck you." O'Connell said, under his breath, receiving a quick elbow in the ribs from Terrence. 
"Don't blow ou' cova'" He said in his own Irish accent, quite obvious. 
Gideon quickened his pace to catch up with Cameron. "Does Ada even know who you are?" 
"We met before her father and her left. He spent a day hiding out with us and packing. She should remember us." 
        After what seemed like eternity they made it to Ada's room. They knocked and the door slid open. Inside was a robo-nurse and a doctor-bot. 
"I'm afraid the girl's insurance can't cover her stay. We have strict orders to terminate her." the doctor said to the nurse then left the room, wishing Ada's visitors a good day. 
"We're here to.. umm.... have Ada's insurance switched over to our account." Cameron said, her accent slipping just momentarily. 
        "Oh," said the nurse. "That will be great. Follow me please." She said, rolling over to the desk next to Ada's bed, her metal skirt clanking. She turned around and examined the group closely. "Good evening Mister-" she said pausing recognizing his face. "You were here yesterday. You aren't Mister-" she was cut off again as O'Connell stabbed her in her robotic throat. She squealed, as her energy was drained from her. Terrence and Cameron quickly started detaching Ada from all the machines, she slowly awoke as they took her off of the sedative, rushing to detach her. They set off countless alarms, and once the nurses who came to answer Ada's warning signal found the door barricaded, security alarms were also set off. Quicker than they had expected a security bot had arrived at the scene, retractable blades, coming in and out of the palms of his hands, plummeting them deep into the metal. 
"You have three seconds to open this door. Otherwise I will be required to use deadly force." The security guard said, as he broke the door into smaller and smaller pieces. 
"1..." They had finished disconnecting Ada from the machines. 
"2..." They stood in front of the door the weapons ready, Cameron had an arrow notched and pulled back. 
"3!" yelled the guard bot who was broke down the door, and was greeted with an arrow in his eye visor, and four blades buried into his stomach. He shook in pain, screaming as his systems overloaded. He charged at Jack, making direct contact with his jugular. Jack toppled to the ground, warm blood spilling over the floor, janitor bots from in the hall, scurrying in to clean up the mess. The others ran for their lives into the stairwell. The elevators were going to be shut down, it was customary to happen in a security emergency. They ran down the stairwell, Terrence carrying Ada on his shoulders, Cameron picking off some of the janitor bots scaling the stairs, O'Connell and Gideon getting the select few who made it past Cameron's deadly accuracy. They ran down the stairs at a grueling pace, skipping stairs and leaping from one platform to the next. They had made it safely to the second floor, perspiration dripping off of all of their bodies. An army of security bots waited for them at the bottom of the stairs, each gleaming in their matching tin bodies, each the size of two men, and artificial biceps the size of bowling balls. There was no way they were getting past them. Luckily Cameron's plan didn't require getting to the first floor. The walls were made of glass, and jumping out of a second story window wasn't life threating. 
        "The window!" she yelled, picking off as many security bots as she could, once they realized they had an escape route. O'Connell slashed savagely at the robots, Gideon cracking the window. After the third swing, and ten or eleven guards killed, the window smashed open. At first small shards of glass scattered everywhere, but as the sword absorbed the glass’ energy, it turned back into sand. Gideon jumped out, followed by Cameron, Terrence, and lastly O'Connell. Gideon hit the ground hard, and sprinted off, pain searing up his left leg. Each of them followed him, moving quickly. 
"C'mon! Gideon they'll have the Nova Units on us less than a few minutes." 
O'Connell said, as he ran past him. 
"I think-" Gideon said, the pain searing up his leg. "I sprained my ankle on something," Gideon said rushing himself after everyone else. He turned back to look at the hospital and was surprised to find, that Novas were already scurrying after him. There had to be at least ten of them! 
He turned around, his blade at the ready. So much for being a team, he thought, they've left me to die. 
        He slashed at the approaching bots, readying himself for the near certain doom approaching. Arrows whizzed overhead, burying themselves deep in the Novas, sending them squirming and screaming. O'Connell rushed by screaming, blade at the ready taking out two more of the beasts. Gideon stabbed a couple rushing right at him. 
"C`mon Gideon, you didn't think we were going to leave you to die, did you?" Cameron said, dispatching an arrow into a Novas head, sending it squirming, sparks flying from its body.

        A moment later, Gideon stood still, hands on his knees, his chest heaving. It had been a long time since he had been so brutally active. He had been working out for the past few years, but nothing as intense as fighting off an entire legion of Nova Units. "Gideon come on! What's slowing you down?" Cameron asked, ready to get moving before more Nova Units were sent after them. 

        "I think I sprained my ankle, after jumping out of the hospital," Gideon said, wincing as he pulled up his pant leg, exposing his swollen ankle. Terrence winced at the sight of it. 

"Come on, we've got to get back to Head Quarters before they send more after us," she said, putting Gideon's arm over her shoulder. "Terrence, help me, Take his other arm," Cameron said. Terrence did as he was told. Gideon had noticed that Cameron was quite a strong feminine leader. She was modest about her power, but each member of the team respected her and obeyed her commands fully. She was smart and compassionate, and a great problem solver.

        She groaned under his weight, but didn't complain at all. She was a strong leader, but a stronger friend.  "You know," Gideon said putting his weight on his strong foot. "you don't have to do this. I can walk on it. It's not that bad."

"Not if we expect to make it back before the Novas catch up to us. Get a move on Gimpy, the one legged pirate." O’Connell said, poking Gideon in the back with the butt end of his dagger, "We "ourrrrght" to be getting a move on." O'Connell said, chuckling as he watched the rear, making sure no Novas were on the horizon. They walked in a slow rhythmic pattern, silent besides their quiet groans and heavy breathing.

        With one block to go the silence was finally broken. "Uh, guys," O'Connell said, his dagger absorbing the nearby energy as he charged it up, "We've got Novas on the horizon, twenty, maybe thirty." 

"Have they seen us yet?" Cameron asked, quickening her pace, almost dropping Gideon. Gideon could feel her pulse quicken through her neck, under her hard shell, Cameron must of been terrified of the Nova Units. 

"I don't think so, but it won't be long until they find us," he said, trying to quicken up their pace, as they rounded the corner. Finally the Holo-wall was in sight. Once they got through that, there was almost no way that the Novas could continue to follow them. "Come on guys, hurry! At the rate they were moving, they'll probably be on our backs in a couple of minutes," O'Connell said, his dagger at the ready. His breathing was heavy, his heart beating hard. No one on the team was quite as fearless as Gideon would have guessed. The holo-wall was just a few buildings away when Gideon heard the skittering and scurrying of hundreds of small metallic legs. "They're here! Hurry! We're almost there!" O'Connell yelled, spittle flying off of his lips. He obviously became angry when he was afraid. "Come and get me ya' nasty lil' bugga's! I'll gut you like the rotten fish you are!" O'Connell screamed, waving his dagger around in the air, sending his threats loudly out to the small robots, his voice reverberating against the nearby buildings, echoing throughout all of Sector 33. 

"O'Connell what are you doing?" Cameron yelled, her voice stronger and more confident than Gideon expected. Her pulse was soaring, faster than any he had ever felt before. "Get back here!" she said, entering into the Holo-wall. "Take Gideon from here." she said to Terrence, picking his arm off, leavingTerrence with Gideon's full weight. He groaned, but continued on, opening the dumpster doors. "I can take it from here," Gideon said, using the hand rail for support as he hopped down the stairs.  Cameron stood half way in the wall, her bow at the ready. "O'Connell! Get a move on! We've already lost one good man, and there's no way we can lose you! Hurry, There going to find headquarters! All our hopes for a future, lost because of your stupidity!" she screamed, sending an arrow into one of the approaching Nova Units. Unfortunately in her anger, she didn't think her actions through, and this attack only grabbed the bots’ attention, sending them scurrying at twice the pace towards O'Connell. He backed up, like a cornered animal, with nowhere to go. Cameron rushed forward, grabbing the back of his shirt, tugging him closer to the holo-wall. She reached in her quiver, picking the only silver arrow in the bunch. It was one of Carlos'  flare arrows, which would send shock waves for over 250 feet from its target, scrambling  the Nova  Units’ mainframes momentarily. She launched it into the center of the group, waiting for it to land before entering the holo-wall. There was no reason to risk exposing the holo-wall, the entrance to the head quarters, especially in front of the Novas. The arrow hit its mark perfectly, sparks flying on its impact, sending blinding light everywhere, lighting up the alley, brighter than Cameron had ever seen it before.  The light dulled, small electric pulses still moving between the Novas. Cameron waited a moment, just to make sure it worked.  None of the bots moved, a few of them making strange clicking sounds. The shockwaves worked as planned, leaving the bots stunned, their systems down. Their normal orange eyes had turned off, into just black holes. Cameron ran through the holo-wall, dragging O'Connell with her. 

"What were you thinking?!" she yelled smacking O'Connell upside the head. "Whatever. Don't do it again. Get downstairs, we'll talk about this later." Cameron said, sighing as she descended the stairs. 

        Three hours later, Ada awoke, resting on Doctor Faord's bed. The machines were hooked back up, her heart still checked every few seconds. She was scared for her life and her father. She had heard the doctors talking the day before. They were talking about the government, and how they had been issued orders to terminate one of their patients. They went quiet as soon as they noticed Ada behind them. She was terrified by them, and was planning an escape when they increased the amount of sedatives in her blood. She didn't remember a thing after that, and now, she lay alone on another surgical bed. Things seemed to make a turn for the worst since she had left the reality.

        A taller man walked in, his blonde receding hair line, making his forehead seem enormous, his wrinkled cheeks making him look much older than the rest of him. 

"How are you feeling Ada?" The man asked, his voice dignified and politically correct, scaring  Ada. He must be from the government. 

"Get away from me, you political trash! I'm not telling you a thing." she said, folding her arms, her eyes searching the room for some sort of weapon. Anything to get her out of here. The door slid open revealing a  face that triggered a memory in her head. "You!" She said, sitting up in bed, pointing her finger at the woman in the door. "You sold Daddy out! You told them we were trying to leave! This is all your fault!" she said yelling. 

"Calm down Ada," Cameron said, her soothing voice making Ada calm a little.  "We were on your father's side, he used to be one of us," she said, walking over to Ada's bedside. "We are very sorry to hear about- you know," she said, emotional tears developing in her eyes. "He was a good man." She said, sighing, memories of him clouding her train of thought. "Anyways, would you mind telling us exactly how you got yourself out of the Alternate reality?" Cameron asked, placing her hand on Ada's.

"No way!" Ada exclaimed, pulling her hand away from Cameron's. "How do I know you aren't from the government?!" she said, crawling to the other side of the bed.

Gideon entered the room, a crutch under his right arm. "Gideon!" Ada, exclaimed, his face still fresh in her memory. "Did they get you too?! Is that why your ankle’s broken?!" she exclaimed innocently. 

"No," Gideon said, trying to sound soothing like Cameron. "I'm in the rebellion too, just like Cameron here, and like your father used to be." 

"So you guys aren't with the government?" Ada said, still partially uncertain if she could trust them.  Gideon looked at her with a cocked eyebrow. His face practically said, "You've got to be kidding me".

"Do I look like I'd be in the government?" he asked; his uncombed hair, plain white tee shirt, and stained jeans, screamed "no". He was twenty, but looked more like he was still seventeen.  

"Okay, maybe not. But why do you want to know why I left?" Ada asked, sitting up in bed, talking directly to Gideon, completely ignoring Cameron. 

"Well," Gideon said, talking as he would to a little kid, "We want to free everyone, and let them back into reality. Ada laughed. 

"I wouldn't say "free" them." Ada said, nudging herself closer to Gideon. "They’re plenty free there. They just don't want to leave." 

"Why not?" Gideon asked, sitting directly next to Ada. She seemed to like it. 

"Well, they've made up stories about a large war, where diseases are the main weapon, going on in the real world. They tell us when we're plugged in to the reality machines, they take us to a safe house, where we can wait in safety for the war to end. They tell us that they'll shut down the power when the war is over, and we can all leave and get back to our normal lives. Some people don't mind though, it's quite nice in there."

"But not everyone wants to stay?" Gideon asked.

Ada laughed again. "Hardly, most people can't wait for the war to end."

"Then why don't they leave?"

"The power has to be off for us. Then the door out appears. Daddy turned off the power in the house, and in an hour or so, I was back in the real world."

"So all we have to do is shut down all the power in the city, and somehow convince everyone in the Alternate reality that the war is over?" Gidoen asked, knowing how long that could take. 

"Yep!" Ada said smiling happily, swinging her legs off the edge of the bed, like a five year old on Christmas morning. "That's it," she said.

Gideon sighed. "Thanks Ada. We'll be back later, you need your sleep." Gideon said, patting her leg, leaving the room with Cameron, the door sliding shut behind them.  He sighed gloomily. "What are we going to do now?" Gideon asked Cameron. "That'll take us years!" 

     Cameron patted him on the back. "Cheer up. Everything's different now," Cameron said reassuringly. 

"How so?" Gideon asked, not sure what she meant. 

"Before now, we didn't have a plan. We had no idea how to set everyone free. This is hope for us, a reason to keep fighting. You have no idea how much of a difference this power can make. Give us a few weeks, and before you know it, we'll be living in a free world again, with thousands, maybe even millions, of people, living side by side with us, out on the streets again. Think of what it will be like, living in a free world again." 

Gideon could only smile at the thought of it. He walked Cameron back to her room, then in silence, smiled to himself. A world with other people. He smiled. He couldn't wait.     

