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Phil woke up, surprised to find 
himself in what appeared to be 
his flat.  ‘Wow, that’s what I call 
personalisation,’ he thought as he 
looked around at incredibly 
accurate replicas of his few 
possessions.  Rising slowly he 
looked out of his window at the 
street outside and the tops of the 
trees that screened out the noise 
of the main road beyond.  
   ‘Castle View?’ he thought, ‘not 
for a LONG time!’  He was,  
however, impressed by the view 
today. ‘Bloody good graphics, 
almost seems real.  It’s the detail 
that make the difference, like the 
wind rustling the leaves.’
   As he turned back to survey 
his room once more, he noticed 
the subtle pulsing glow on his 
phone.  The message from TIVR 
was short and sweet: ‘Come to 
Eastgate office ASAP’.
   ‘A bit big-headed,’ he thought, 
‘putting themselves in the game.’  
Still, the whole point of playing 
was to complete missions and 
this was obviously the first one.  
They had said Total Immersion 
VR was ultra-realistic and so far 
he was quite amazed at just how 
real it felt.  Almost unbelievable.  
Perhaps they did deserve to be 

so full of themselves.  Hopefully 
the rest of the game would be up 
to the same standard.  Sliding his 
phone into his pocket, he made 
his way out and down the stairs.
Outside he was about to get into 
his old hatchback when he saw a 
sporty little red number parked 
nearby.  ‘Why not’, he thought as 
he retrieved a screwdriver from 
his own car’s boot.
   Two minutes later he had 
broken in, forced the ignition 
and was waiting to pull out into 
the busy morning traffic 
streaming down the London 
Road.  ‘That was a bit too easy, 
I’m sure a real... whatever this is, 
would be harder to hotwire.’  He 
lurched out into a gap that was 
only just big enough, causing a 
besuited middle-aged man to 
swear loudly as he slammed on 
the brakes in his pristine 
company car.  In the mirror Phil 
could see a girl who had been 
running down the road after him; 
she had stopped now but was 
still screaming.  ‘Thanks for your 
car, miss,’ he grinned.

Phil had never driven anything 
as powerful as this before and 
wanted to see what it could do.  

Disaugmented reality
by PR Pope
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He was surprised that they’d 
put in so much traffic, but then 
it wouldn’t be ‘ultra-realistic’ 
without it.  In old-school games 
like GTA he’d have just forced 
other cars off the road, but this 
was Strood, not Vice City, and 
that wouldn’t feel right.  But as he 
approached the lights they were 
turning red.
   “Oh, what the hell...” he 
muttered and stuck his foot on 
the accelerator.  The 
screeching turned a few heads, 
but not as many as his next 
manoeuvre.  Driving along the 
pavement, narrowly avoiding a 
lamp post and squeezing 
between a bus stop and a shop 
front, he sent two old ladies 
flying, permanently deprived a 
man of his guide dog and 
separated a woman from her 
pram as it went careering across 
the road onto a garage forecourt.
   Phil grinned as he sped past 
the mayhem and headed on 
down the High Street.  He now 
had two lanes to play in, 
weaving back and forth around 
the other stunned drivers.  As the 
road widened out to head over 
the river, he had the opportunity 
to pick up more speed.  Behind 
him he could already hear the 
distant, but rising, police sirens.    
‘So soon?’  
   In the middle of the bridge 
there was a King’s scholar in the 
cycle lane.

   “Extra points?” Phil wondered 
out loud as he veered to the 
left to dislodge his victim.  ‘One 
thing that IS wrong with this 
game – there’s no heads-up-
display.’
   “Now THAT’S a Castle View,” 
he muttered looking to his right.     
“I wonder if they’ve modelled 
the inside too?  I’ll check that 
out later.”  He sped on and then 
turned sharply, cutting across 
the traffic to head up to his usual 
car park.  Abandoning the coupé 
after a noisy handbrake turn – 
‘I’ve always wanted to try that’ 
– Phil ignored the Pay & Display 
machine as he sprinted for the 
TIVR office.
   He had been quite surprised to 
find that the world’s leading 
developer of Virtual Reality 
games was based right here, 
virtually on his doorstep.  It 
seemed so incongruous, high-
tech even futuristic technology 
on a street with a Norman Castle 
and Cathedral and in an office 
bearing a plaque to Charles 
Dickens.  Here he was again, and 
it looked exactly the same as it 
had a few minutes ago in reality.
   Sauntering into the reception at 
the top of the stairs, Phil saw that 
they had even replicated their 
own staff within the game.
   The receptionist, ‘Nell’ 
according to the nameplate on 
the desk in front of her, looked 
up and smiled.
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   “Hello again Mister Kaydik.” 
   Freed from his usual self-
imposed restraint, Phil decided 
to do what he had only 
fantasised about while sitting 
quietly in reception earlier.  
He walked around the desk, 
grabbed Nell’s face and, 
turning her towards him, bent 
down to enjoy a sloppy kiss.  For 
good measure he groped her at 
the same time.
   “Very realistic, in fact better 
than real life.”   He grinned as he 
stood up straight again, only to 
double over as Nell elbowed him 
in the stomach and yelled 
   “Security!”
   Before he knew what was 

happening, Phil felt two pairs 
of hands take hold of his arms 
and he was frogmarched into 
Mr. Drood’s office.  Forced into 
a chair, he was confronted by 
TIVR’s boss.
   “This is so real.”
   “What?”
   “This game.  You told me it 
would be ultra-realistic but I 
didn’t believe you.  It’s amazing.  
The best game ever.”
   “You’re not in the game Mister 
Kaydik.  You passed out when we 
jacked you in yesterday.  Don’t 
you remember?  We took you 
home and left a message for you 
to come in and try again today...”
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   The first time I remember it 
happening I was 22. My husband 
had left for work, leaving me in 
bed. 
   I felt a nuzzling at my neck, he 
hadn’t gone to work. But... he 
couldn’t be back... I heard the 
door slam. This isn’t right. I am 
dreaming. His tongue forcing its 
way into my mouth...
   I have always been a lucid 
dreamer. As I swam back to 
consciousness from my place of 
the dream, the dream husband 
came with me. I felt my hands 
around his neck, I began to press 
hard and it began to shrink.
   Then I was back in the room, 
awake, afraid to open my eyes.

I could still feel something in 
my hands. I peeked. Above me 
was a silvery form. Resembling 
a five-year old Jonny. It looked at 
me with recognition. I flung it to 
the side of the bed. It shattered. 
Small specks of light shimmered 
in the air for minutes after. 
I was afraid to go to sleep that 
night, and when I did, I did not 
dream.
   Next month it happened again. 
This time it was my old cat 
Snowy. When I woke up from my 
lucid dream, Snowy lay purring 
in a translucent silvery ball of 
light at the bottom of the bed.   
This time Jonny saw the dream 
stuff when he woke up. 

The dream stuff
by Sam Hall
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   He screamed, then he started 
taking pictures on his phone. 
   “Is it a ghost?” he asked.
   “I don’t know”, I replied, “It 
happened last month too...”
   “Why didn’t you tell me?”
   Jonny was transfixed by the 
creature. He tried to feed it a 
saucer of milk, but it wasn’t 
interested. 
   “Have you seen how many 
hits we’ve had on YouTube?” he 
asked later.
   “You’ve put it on YouTube?”
   “Search for Ghost Cat.”
   It was that video that changed 
everything.  

***
  So now I make my monthly visit 
to the hospital on the hill for the 
State-enforced sleepover. The 
ankle bangle glows green when 
it’s time. I sign in, ignoring the 
weird lights and sounds 
coming from the other rooms. My 
room is decorated like my real 
bedroom, but with a large glass 
wall behind which, the doctors, 
researchers, sit. They give me a 
hot drink to make me sleepy and 
I doze off.
   And they watch me sleep. Then 
they collect whatever wakes up 
with me and take it away. 
   When they brought me here 
the first time, they weren’t half as 
nice as they are now. That time it 
was men in full biohazard suits, 
who bundled me and Jonny 

separately away.
   We have been well 
recompensed. We live in a smart 
key development overlooking 
the river. Our debit cards are 
constantly loaded with credit. 
Jonny quit his job and spends 
most of his time searching for the 
dream stuff on the net. He’s found 
a woman in the former Russia 
who claims to make ghosts 
appear, but that video was 
quickly taken down. 
   “Don’t you ever wonder what 
they’d do, if you didn’t trot off 
down there like a good little girl 
each month?” asked my friend 
Marli. We were in one of the 
Dickensian tea-shoppes which 
had sprung up along Chatham-
intra. 
   “I forgot a couple of times in 
the early years, that’s why they 
gave me this,” I indicated the 
ankle bangle. 
   “Don’t you wonder what they 
do with the ...” Marli hesitated, 
“the things.”
  “No.” I nodded. “It’s not 
something I’ve been advised to 
think about.”
   But it was something I had 
been thinking about more often. 
Jonny and I been talking about 
having a baby. The monthly visit 
to the hospital coincided with my 
most fertile time. I was sure there 
was a link.
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   “This time don’t go,” Jonny said, 
when the ankle band glowed 
green. He got a cutter and tried 
to snip the thick shiny, metallic 
band. The cutter had no impact.
   “I know a guy who could do 
something,” said Jonny. “He’s a 
mechanic, got more heavy duty 
kit than me.”
   So this was how we ended up at 
10:30 PM on my most fertile day, 
arms around each other in an old 
car, in a vehicle inspection yard. 
Suddenly the yard was lit up. The 
men in the biohazard suits were 
back. 
   They took me to the hospital, to 
my room which looked exactly 
like my room at home, only the 
door was locked.
   I didn’t dream that night. They 
kept me there for a week. I kept 
asking them to let me see Jonny, 
let me go. But they just said “no, 
not until you dream.” But the 
dreams wouldn’t come. After a 
week they put on another ankle 
bangle and let me go. I went 
straight to Marli. 
   I was in hiding for some months 
before I realised I was pregnant. 
There had been no dreams, no 
dream stuff, no glowing ankle 
bangle. It wasn’t until after the 
baby came, a daughter, Jellica, 
that I began to dream again.      
   Marli’s friend Tom was a 
computer expert, and we had 
created quite a large following 
for our blogs about what the 

State was up to at the hospital on 
the hill. Nothing stayed on the 
public net for very long, but net 
archaeologists would charge a 
credit to copy the creatures to 
your smartdrive. The dream stuff 
was no longer my little secret. 

***
   I wanted Jonny back. I wanted 
him to meet our child. I had 
begun dreaming on an almost 
nightly basis. We moved our 
base of operations, our little
resistance, to be near the sea. All 
of us dreamers were there; the 
lady from the former 
Russia, two Italian girls, a woman 
from Guiana, and a mother 
and daughter from Calcutta. It 
seemed it was only women who 
could bridge the gap between 
dreams and reality.
   There were men in the 
movement too, we had all been 
mistreated. Where the creatures 
could cause some small 
disruption they would; at King 
William’s coronation the crowd of 
see-through, silvery, 
streakers was just a silly 
gesture, but we got our point 
across. Reality, as you know it, 
no longer exists, your Highness.    
But we allowed them to see only 
some of our creatures. Although 
the ethereal, shining beings were 
the ones that most often came 
back with me, there were new 
sorts of dream stuff.
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  When our daughter, Jellica, was 
four she began to bring them 
back too. I heard her talking to 
herself in her bedroom. I went to 
get her, but I couldn’t open the 
door, I eventually managed, with 
the help of Marli and Tom to get 
the door open. A huge spider, 
not silvery; a charcoal black that 
you looked into, but couldn’t see 
past, filled the room. Jellica was 
laughing and pulling at the 
lustrous hairs on the spider’s leg. 
   “Jellica,” I whispered “come on, 
nice and slowly, we’ll get you out 
of here.”
   Jellica giggled, “Playing with 
spider.”
   The spider had form, but not 
in the same way the others did. 
Sometimes it manifested itself as 
solid and sometimes you could 
put your hand right through it. It 
was able to curl itself up, much 
smaller, and one dark night Tom 
put it in the back of his Jeep and 
took it to the disused airfield 
where the rest of them were. It 
was not a bad creature, once you 
got over its huge spideriness.
   We now had a small army of 
creatures stashed away at the 
airfield. It was time to get Jonny 
back. It was time for Jellica to 
meet her daddy.
   They called it the battle of the 
Medway Maritime. We 
approached via the Medway, 
some flew on the backs of silvery 

dragons, some rode seahorses 
and walruses, and the rest of us 
were pulled along by mermen, 
our vessel a black Viking 
longboat. We stormed the 
hospital, they had creatures too, 
but they were my creations.    
   We found Jonny in a room, very 
much like the one that had been 
my sleepover place for all those 
years. He didn’t believe it was 
me at first, he thought that it was 
some kind of trick. But when I 
showed him the spider with his 
daughter Jellica riding on its 
back, he fell into my arms.
   My creatures recognised their 
maker, though they had had 
terrible experiments performed 
upon them, and some of them 
were no more than wraiths, they 
put down their weapons when I 
walked towards them. We 
destroyed the facility. 
   We had defeated the State on 
this occasion, but they had seen 
the true potential of the dream 
stuff. We went back into hiding.   
We bide our time. We know that 
they will someday try to find 
us, try to use our own creatures 
against us. We still hide. Jellica is 
15 now and the most 
powerful dreamer of all of us, she 
has two little brothers Han and 
Luke, though they don’t dream 
the dream stuff. That was only 
ever something that the female 
of the species could do.
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When I was young and that, no 
one believed me. 
   I held an apple from a 
spaceman! It’ true. I held it in my 
hand. 
   I dunno, I was well young. No 
one else could see him, except 
me and my little brother (but he 
was in a pram, and small). 
   I’m telling the truth. Mum left 
us outside Matalan in the High 
Street, cos it was well busy and 
she was stressed. 
   I can look after him, she said, 
it’s only for a little while. Anyway, 
we was bored, so when this man 
came up to us in a silver suit it 
was like, wow, a spaceman. 
   He gave me an apple and said 
it was the first apple ever. It was 
yellow and wrinkled, like the 
ones that mum gets. 

   He said he would take us in his 
ship, but we would have to keep 
quiet and follow him. He never 
touched me and stuff, like the 
Police asked. 
   It wasn’t a space suit either, it 
was like my dad’s suit, but silver.    
   No, he didn’t touch me. I can’t 
remember the rest.

Apple
by Porlie Eidolon
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Docking successful, now 
entering the station...big 
shades? Check. Silver jump suit? 
Check.  Prince full blast?  
Definitely.  My earpiece 
screeches sonic perfection, 
tuned for my precise genetic 
audio coding, delivering the full 
dimension of sound and 
emotion straight to my synapses.  
The adverts say they are the 
peak of listening pleasure and 
can bring even the oldest 
recordings up modern standards, 
regardless of digital 
compression or file type.  The 
classics are my life blood, they 
transport me, transform me and 
play to my innermost desires.  
The last forty years of the 20th 
century form a musical high that 
many at the time could never 
have realised, apart from a ten 
year blip of mild originality in 
the late 22nd century, nothing 
has quite matched it.  Ever since, 
there has be a constant string of 
revivals and recycled decades; 

close to a century was spent 
celebrating the 1960s alone, 
with echoes and interpretations 
of style, thought and drug use 
culminating in disaster, when half 
a continent was wiped out after a 
particularly nasty war broke out 
over the lyrics to a Stones song.      

Station Alpha is a haven from the 
troubles of off-Earth living.  Warm 
colours provide the stimulation 
needed to overcome the mono-
chrome expanse of   deep space 
and the defences offer unrivalled 
safety.  But I can’t help long for 
the stars; dodging meteors; dog 
fights with pirates and the quiet 
of interstellar drift.  The longer I 
stay here the more I lose 
myself.  I do not cope well with 
the company of others, the 
pressure of conversation and the 
proximity of other bodies 
horrifies me; the isolation of my 
cockpit frees my mind and 
allows me room to breath.  I 
visited a back to nature 

Into the end times...
by Roy Smith
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simulation a few years back, after 
waiting for ages for my ticket to 
finally come up. 
   The list is almost as long as for 
the Real Food Company’s 
annual fruit banquet.  My 48 
hours breathing cool forest air, 
tasting the scent of pine and 
snow, poisoned me.  I camped 
out beneath the stars, alone, 
separated from the communal 
living of the cruise hulks and was 
free to dream.  On my 
return, I found nothing of beauty 
or meaning and elected to 
assume the life of a ‘hopper’, 
buzzing between hulks, stations 
and the few squalid planetary 
settlements that still exist despite 
the learning of the past 500 year.  
After the fall of Earth, nowhere 
was found to possess the exact 
combination of gasses to sustain 
a healthy human.  People still get 
by on the few planets that are 
close, but not without significant 
respiratory problems and other 
health issues.  Radiation levels 
make birth defects and type two 
mutations commonplace, so most 
of humanity has opted for the 
closely monitored and sanitised 
elegance of space-life.  

   Once on board I brace myself 
for the intrusion and clatter of a 
thousand voices.  How they cope 
with the echoing confusion is 
beyond me.  Entering the stream 
of directionless meandering that 

is the marketplace is utterly 
bewildering.  I need my supplies, 
my fuel and access to leave, and 
I will be on my way, as soon as 
is possible.  People brush up 
against me in the elevators and 
bump me in the corridors.  A few 
times I almost explode. Outside, 
the ship is my body and any such 
discourtesy would be punishable 
with the severest retaliation.  

   Having ordered the 
necessities, I head straight to the 
observation node; my only 
onboard sanctuary.  A lift 
descends into a fishbowl 
bubble that hangs below the 
station’s metallic hull.  
Looking out into the deep  
nothing soothes me, for some 
reason these windows into 
oblivion terrify most. People 
come once or twice for the thrill, 
but few stay for long. Once the 
lift has ascended, I meditate on 
the transparent floor, comforted 
by the tranquility of its isolation.  
   I journey within, allowing my 
mind to centre and focus, 
familiarising myself with the 
positions of the constellations 
and distant stars.  They are never 
quite the same, but a trained eye 
can follow the patterns.       
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   Some say that space dwelling 
has evolved humanity’s ability to 
conceive of the the third 
dimension and imagine our 
relative position, in ways 
previously unknown, but this 
could be another one of those 
apocryphal truths dreamed up 
by the philosophers.  
   Something troubles me about a 
red star I hadn’t noticed during 
my approach. Larger than most, it 
might belong to a nearby 
system.  The central star is 
behind the station, eclipsed by 
the grey planet that holds our 
orbit, and shines with a youthful 
vigour.  This old monster glows 
with a dangerous heat and seems 
to pulsate slowly, strangely, 
seeming to move side to side, 
then up and down.  I find myself 
fixated, drawn in by its fiery 
glow.  With each quiver a rumble 
starts inside me, a vibration in 
the deep, dark vague.  The light 
consumes me, expanding as my 
focus eliminates all other 
distraction.  My pilot implants 
must be malfunctioning 
after waiting too long without a 
service.  Are they searching for 
something, somewhere?  They 
only find the red light.  It cannot 
be moving closer, no star moves 
like that and the meteoric 
prediction software, built into 
these stations, would have  taken 
us to the other side of the planet 
at the first sign of danger.  And 

yet, there it is, expanding, its 
threatening light growing 
towards me.  In the void, an 
energy field obscuring thought 
and pulling everything towards 
its crimson centre.  Is it still?  Are 
we in motion or is this another 
trick of an aging universe, yet to 
be revealed? 

   My thoughts enter free-fall.  
The sound of colours dripping, 
as reality dissolves around me.  
The merging sound of silver and 
distant black are swallowed by 
the impossible redness.  I can 
no longer hold a physical form 
within my thoughts, which, 
fixated on the approaching 
doom, are locked in fascination.  
Soon all is fire.  

   Embraced by a throbbing 
womb of light, a whispered 
sound.  Colours flash, intense, 
and deepen, I blink away the fog 
and confusion to reveal an 
unknown land.  Yellows, blues 
and greys flood into my aching 
eyes, as atop my crumpled 
vehicle I cry out, but none reply.
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