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Log-in Four <start>


Ruby-Moon, Nekoda, and Seluwen stood in front of Dun Loireag’s Chaos Gate. 


“Ready?” Ruby questioned, looking over at her two friends. 

“You gonna ask that every time before we go through a gate?” Nekoda queried with a grin. 


“Don’t worry about it,” Ruby replied, raising her right fist into the air.


Nekoda and Seluwen followed suit. “Lonely Oblivious Paradise!”

The golden bands of the Chaos Gate’s transporting system swallowed up Crimson Mirage.


As soon as they arrived, Seluwen used a Fairy’s Orb to reveal the hidden portals. 


“There’s no Magic Portals,” the wave master said firmly, looking up from her map. “But I think that this time it’s supposed to be like that.”


Ruby looked around the field. They stood beneath a large tree that seemed to be the only thing on the whole field. 


Everything seems normal…she thought, turning in a slow circle. The field theme seems normal for this type of area…

“Welcome, Ruby-Moon and Crimson Mirage!” proclaimed a voice from behind them. 


The three young women slowly turned around to see who had just arrived. A tall young man – flanked by two female sims – approached Ruby, Seluwen, and Nekoda. He had a large axe slung over his right shoulder. “My name is Antony – leader of Nitidus Vallum. To my right is Ayame—”


The shorter of the two female sims bowed. Ayame held pick axe-like twin blades in her hands. She wore a traditional Japanese dress and her hair was pulled back into pigtails.


“—and to my left is Kuume,” Antony finished. “Sadly, our fourth member is unavailable.” A pair of fox ears was poking through his uneven hair – apparently taking place of real ears. A cloak hung off his left shoulder and covered his arm.

Kuume – to say in the least – was a slut. Her top revealed a lot of her bust and she wore skimpy, bikini-styled bottoms. A large tattoo covered her flat stomach and she held a large pole. Kuume bowed – just like Ayame did. Reaching up a hand, she pushed her long, thick braid behind her shoulder. 


“As you know, my name is Ruby-Moon. My partners are Seluwen and Nekoda,” the Twin-Blade introduced, indicating to each of her friends in turn. 


“Now that the pleasantries are behind us…” Antony said, running his fingers over his axe blade, “I would like to tell you why I wanted to meet Crimson Mirage.” 


“Please do,” Nekoda replied darkly. She didn’t like the way Antony held himself – like he was very cocky. 


The young man’s eyes glanced briefly at Nekoda before returning to her twin sister.  “I’ve read a lot about you three on the Board. Not to mention that you are known on every server.” 


“It seems our reputation precedes us,” Ruby commented with dry humor, “as does yours.” 


Antony arched an eyebrow and exchanged looks with Ayame and Kuume. The two young women shrugged. 


“What do you mean?” Ayame asked, her voice suggesting a hint of a Japanese accent. 


“Even though Nitidus Vallum isn’t as popular as Crimson Mirage – or even Immortal Adversity – there have been a few instances where we have read of you on the board or heard of you from other players.” Seluwen explained casually, looking up at Ruby as she did so. 


Ruby nodded. “I even believe that you are 3rd place in the Zeit Champions, right?” 


The three members of Nitidus Vallum grinned – Antony chuckling with amused satisfaction. “So we are.”


Ruby was about to say something, but her sim froze when a small chime played through her head-piece. The words ‘NEW MAIL’ flashed at the top of her screen. 

‘C.C. Corporation. Topic: Memorial Service’

‘To: Whom it may concern:


‘We would like to inform you that the Memorial Service will be closing at 10:00 PM. Please try to attend. Once again, the field is Δ Closed Eternal Fort Walls. If you are unable to make it, the administrators will be making a post on the board tomorrow with the information on the service. Thank you. 



‘—C.C. Corporation’


As soon as Ruby’s sim moved back into life, she noticed that every one else’s sims were doing the same thing. 


There was an awkward silence between the six people. 


Antony looked over at Kuume and Ayame. “I hope you’ll excuse us… we must be leaving in time to attend that service…”


Nekoda nodded. “So do we… Right?” Her silver eyes glanced over to Ruby and Seluwen. 


The Wave-Master nodded, but Ruby-Moon coughed into her hand. 


“I won’t be able to go,” she replied quietly. “There’s something I need to do.” Her gold eyes gave her sister and team-mate an apologetic look before she returned her gaze to Antony, Kuume, and Ayame. “Please excuse me,” Ruby said with a bow. 


Before any of the five others could reply, the redhead Twin-Blade stepped away from her team-mates and vanished as gold rings dropped from her raised fist. 

~*~


Carrie sat in her chair, her head-set still firmly in place. She knew that Roxs wouldn’t come and bother her… at least… not for another few minutes. 


The young woman was staring at the log-in screen, tapping her fingers lightly over the keys on her keyboard. She gnawed on her lower lip in thought. 


Finally giving in, she cleared Ruby-Moon’s name from the log-in screen and pulled the keyboard towards her. 


Log-In

User name: Séad
Password: emerald_princess

~*~


A slender female Long-Arm appeared in middle of Δ Closed Eternal Fort Walls, gripping the pole to her weapon that had a crescent-shaped blade at the top. 


Her light green eyes scanned over the people attending the service. The assorted sims stood together in small groups all over the field. 


Séad slowly walked towards a large stage that was set up in front of the nearest dungeon. Three small tables were set up on the stage, each one holding a picture of one of the young men that had been found dead. 


The Long-Arm saw the sim to a dark haired Heavy Blade and she gasped. Séad stumbled backwards into a cluster of people behind her as she recognized that Jonathan’s sim was standing in front of the middle table. 


Oddly enough, he stood with the two other surviving members – but Audra was missing. Breathing a small sigh of relief, Séad turned around and apologized to the sims behind her. 


Don’t be silly, Carrie, she said to herself, stepping away from the crowds and standing by herself. She watched the people file around the tables with a heavy weight in her chest. Jonathan doesn’t know you have two sims… Séad looked up and watched – with bated breath and her fist clenching her weapon reflexively – as Nekoda and Seluwen strode past her and towards the table. 


The Twin Blade and the Wave Master passed by Séad and didn’t even give the Long-Arm a second glance. 


Séad closed her eyes and loosened her grip on the pole. No one knows that you have two sims…

Séad tried her hardest to concentrate on the service, but her mind kept wandering and an odd sinking feeling made her stomach knot. It was hard to imagine those three dead… even if their sims were KOed in battle. 


Sighing with contempt, the young woman spun away from the tables and stepped away until she formed a considerable gap between herself and the other attendants. 


She extended her right hand straight in front of her – fingers splayed – and closed her eyes. Black bands raced from her fingers and up her arm, passing over her sim’s entire body. 


As soon as Séad felt the ground vanish beneath her feet, the young woman opened her eyes. 


The emerald-haired Long-Arm was floating in an area of all white – bits and chunks of data streamed past her like grey shadows. 


A single warped Chaos Gate was suspended before Séad – a silver band encasing dark, writhing blood-red data pool. 


Séad moved her fingers in a quick sequence and the distance between the Chaos Gate and herself disappeared. The young woman flexed her hands and reached one fist towards the Gate. 


As Séad’s fist passed through the middle of the Gate, the white area around her began to flicker – collapsing like a card tower. 


 Taking a deep breath, the Long-Arm stepped through the roiling data and shouted, “Overflowing Limitless Anomaly!” 


The black bands flowed up her arm and swallowed Séad the moment the last word left her lips.
~*~


The sim’s light green eyes drunk in her surroundings. The field was dark – billions of simulated stars littered the night sky. 


A full moon cast its eerie glow over the field – contorted shadows dancing with nothing to throw them.


Séad’s lips twisted into a satisfied grin. She had been working for a long time to find out the discarded Key Words the admins no longer used to make Field Names. And once she had those Key Words, it took even longer to find out the right combination to unlock a field. 


The young woman’s sim sighed and closed her eyes – tilting her head back and letting the imitation breeze swirl her dark green hair around her lithe form. 


Her face softened as she listened to the haunting Field Theme wash around her. The theme sounded like a wind billowing through a large cavern and a woman singing softly – her voice forming no words, as if trying to mock the sound of the wind. A light rhythm hummed softly in the background.

“Who are you and how did you get here?” 


The Long-Arm gasped and her eyes snapped open. Her left arm whipped out, the tip of her crescent-shaped blade stopping an inch away from the new arrival’s nose. 


The young man threw his hands up in the air and took a step back – his heavy blade falling to the ground. “Whatever it was, I didn’t do it!” 


Séad slowly drew her weapon back, clenching it tightly in her hand. Her long hair waved gently in the simulated breeze. 


The Heavy-Blade cautiously leaned over and picked up the sword he dropped. His electric green eyes were moving up and down Séad’s figure, analyzing the way she looked. 


She studied him in turn. The Heavy-Blade’s stormy-grey hair framed his face in light wisps. His two tattoos – one over his right eye and a rose on his chest – were both blood red. A studded choker matched one of the two belts crisscrossed over his muscular stomach and a Celtic cross hung from a silver chair around his neck. 


A long and awkward silence ensued their studies. The young man straightened up and dug the tip of his blade into the ground. Leaning against it, the Heavy-Blade arched an eyebrow and continued to watch Séad. 


Séad’s light green eyes traveled to his hands – only one of which was gloved. “Soo.... Nice uhm... glove you got there...” 


“Yah… It gives me 100 more accuracy points.”


Séad’s eyes widened. “Really? Where's the other one?”


“Oh... it only comes as one for some reason…”


“You mean you don’t… have a pair?” 


The young man grinned stupidly. “Didn't have enough money...” 


“I... see...” Séad coughed nervously into one hand. “Well, good luck on getting enough money for the other glove…”


“Don’t need to!” he replied cheerfully.


“Don’t need to?!”


“Yup.”


“Why not?”


“I have my reasons.” The Heavy Blade crossed his arms over his chest and smiled. 


Séad furrowed her brow and stared at the young man with a confused expression. Her face lightened and she began to giggle. 


The young man laughed and shifted his weight from one foot to another. “Tell me, how did you get here?” 


The Long-Arm’s lips parted slightly and her eyes widened. But at that same moment, the words ‘NEW MAIL’ flashed in the upper left corner of her screen. “Excuse me for a moment,” Séad replied breathlessly. 


Her sim freezing, the young woman paused to read the mail. 

‘Nekoda. Topic: Oops :P’

‘To: Carrie:


‘I don’t know where you are or what you’re doing, but since Leya and I can’t reach Ruby with Flash Mail, I just hope you get this one. But uhm… yeah, my pizza… some of it fell off the pan and into the oven and it smells really bad >P can you help me clean it up? I’m trying hard to keep the smoke alarm from going off – or I would have come over and gotten you myself haha.



‘—Roxs’


Séad swore under her breath as her sim began to move again. 


The young man was still standing in front of her – leaning against his sword. “What is it?”


“My sister’s about to burn the house down… I really need to go before she makes a worse mess…” Séad raised her hand into the air and was about to issue the command to make her leave. 


The young man reached out a hand and grabbed onto Séad’s wrist. “What’s your name?” 


She paused, her extended arm lowering slightly. “Séad… my name is Séad. What’s yours?”


He grinned. “Leo. Will I get to see you again?”


If sims could blush, Séad was sure that her face would be crimson. A small, secretive smile crept over her lips. 


The black bands circled around Séad and then enveloped her. Leo blinked twice, then looked down at his empty hand. 


A brief pause followed before he curled his fingers into his gloved palm and dropped his hand to his side. The soothing field theme played its melody, and as a flickering shadow fell over him, his sim left the field.

Log-in Four </end> 
