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      Senior Amaull Timocracy Deputy Tiffany McGee opened her eyes and smelled the sweet, acrid odor that her brain interpreted as gunsmoke. Trained reflexes took over at that point and she reached down for the pistol on her thigh, drawing it and automatically checking the weapon.

      Slugthrower. Old style with a semi-automatic, gas-piston-and-spring design, using a chemical reaction to propel a metal bullet at supersonic speeds down a spiraled tube.

      How archaic!

      She’d almost expect maybe the next thing more primitive, like one of those black powder revolvers she’d seen in a museum once. Or maybe the pirate pistols from some vid.

      Then her hand caught her attention. She thought it was her hand. It was holding the pistol and reacting to her mental commands to rotate.

      But it was a man’s hand.

      She looked down at it and realized that she didn’t have breasts in the way, just smooth muscles.

      A quick check of her pants and Tiffany discovered that she’d woken up with a penis as well.

      Well, shit.

      A glass-fronted building nearby showed her reflection.

      Somebody’s reflection, anyway.

      Big guy. Rather nice looking. Broad in the shoulders tapering down to the kind of tight waist and flat stomach you only saw on the covers of romance novels. Not even porn stars could keep everything that cut and chiseled.

      Not if they wanted to be functional.

      It was still her, though. Red hair. Blue eyes. Perfect smile. She’d apparently shaved her chin that morning, but her head hair was shoulder length.

      Weird.

      She was wearing blue. Navy with brass buttons up the front.

      Oh, and a badge.

      Not one she recognized, being a stylized figure eight kind of thing mated with a shield at the top.

      It was also brass.

      Okay, so I’m in a fantasy sim of some sort. I’m a guy. I’m a cop.

      Not that much of a stretch from what she usually was, just a reverse of her usual center of gravity, more top heavy, since she didn’t have distracting hips, and instead had shoulders.

      She felt tall. That was when Tiffany knew it was a fantasy of some sort. At five foot eleven, she was usually taller than most of the women she encountered and about half the men. At least on any other mission.

      Right now, she felt like Steffy would be looking up at her.

      Okay, so maybe she’d been a little grumpy about being the shortest person in the room.

      Tiffany shrugged and sniffed the air.

      City. It had that smell of people and of garbage being composted. Cooking oil in nearby bins waiting for the powerplant trucks to come by and suck it into their big tanks to be recycled into French-fry scented fuel.

      She looked around now, seeing the rest of the space as if for the first time.

      Sure, a few seconds to get used to the new body. Then the scene. Finally the situation.

      THAT was a gunshot. A slugthrower like hers. Old school. Noisier than shit and deadly in an era when medical capabilities weren’t up to snuff. You could bleed to death, or catch sepsis and other diseases from a simple cut.

      Automatically, Tiffany’s left hand came up and knuckles rapped on a metal plate under her uniform.

      Ah, what did they call those primitive armors? Bullet proof doublet? Something like that.

      Okay. Front and back of the torso, but nothing else.

      Tiffany nodded and started to jog.

      She’d emerged into this sim in the entryway of a shop of some sort, glass on several sides. She took in the rest of the city around her.

      Shops and low towers with retail on the ground floor and residential above. Urban planning making things back over into villages after a century or so of being impersonal blocks where you had to use a public transit system to go from the places where people lived to where they worked, instead of building community in a single spot.

      And she was a cop. A protector.

      The Law.

      Tiffany wasn’t sure which gender to use to describe things here. She thought of herself as a she, but was most obviously a he. Her would present to others has him. Perhaps for now she just needed to blend the two into a new form. S/he? Her/m for the fusion of her and him? That was good enough for now.

      Tiffany ran towards trouble now in the form of another gunshot.

      Bank robbery. (Really? How quaint!)

      Someone had walked into a financial institution down the block with a firearm like her/ms and demanded money. How s/he knew that, Tiffany wasn’t sure, but s/he was. Probably data loaded with the sim and s/he was accessing it unconsciously.

      S/he’d played a few games like this and regularly trained in a variety of things, though her/m job these days was so much more like an undercover agent or spy than a simple flatfeet. Foot? Something.

      Two police cars had pulled up and were turned sideways in the middle of the parking lot. Officers had jumped out and run around the backs of their cars for cover.

      Closer to the front of the bank, two other men—she presumed they were criminals as they continued to shoot at the officers—were hiding behind other parked vehicles. They seemed to have been locked out of the building, trapping them outside. The citizens still inside the bank were hopefully safe.

      Otherwise, it might turn into a hostage situation with two desperate men in over their heads as the police called in progressively greater firepower and weighed the lives of the innocents inside against the bad guys getting away.

      Fellows, it’s just money. The bank is insured and the government can always make more. Print more? Something. S/he wasn’t entirely sure how they’d done it in the old days.

      Tiffany was at an oblique corner, somewhat behind the criminals, but not in a direct line where s/he risked getting shot by any stray rounds.

      S/he was across the street and down, holding a pistol and possibly a good enough shot from here to at least wound them, if not score kills. The men were using small weapons, so s/he didn’t have to worry too much about something penetrating her own armor from this range.

      A shot to the head and the game would still immediately end though, so s/he slipped behind a parked car and studied things.

      Tiffany didn’t have any sort of radio device to talk to the others in uniforms matching hers, but they had the criminals pinned in place, at least for now.

      Was this a simple test of killing criminals? The ancient times had been much more focused on punishment, rather than rehabilitation, so s/he wasn’t sure what would happen to the two thieves if they were taken alive.

      Taking them in dead probably wasn’t that difficult. S/he knew that from here a couple of shots and the bank robbers would be done. S/he could wound/kill one and the other would either run, surrender, or die at her/ms hands.

      So much wasted potential.

      At the same time, this thing s/he was holding was not a stunner for taking someone down quickly and safely. It was a killing machine. S/he was a cop, with a job that seemed to involve using supreme executive power to control the lower classes.

      Rude.

      A noise drew Tiffany’s eyes back to the left. A land vehicle was approaching, burning hydrocarbons as it did. A car, to use the ancient colloquialism.

      The driver was female. Dark skinned of an ethnicity Tiffany could not immediately identify, but driving politely, like someone going to the bank for an errand. The driver was walking directly into an ambush. Driving?

      At risk.

      Tiffany exploded her/m muscular, masculine legs into motion, racing out into the street just behind the green sedan as it slowed and then turned into the parking lot, the driver oblivious to the firefight happening right in front of her.

      One of the criminals called something to the other, and they both fired several shots at the distant police now before ducking down and recharging their weapons by removing the power pack from the handle and putting a new one in.

      Or whatever you called it when it was full of bullets instead of batteries.

      They both popped up again, aimed in the direction of the other officers and fired many shots as the sedan slammed to a halt, the driver suddenly aware that she was in trouble. The gear shifting mechanism went into a stop position as the woman driving was on autopilot and utterly lost.

      Both criminals raced towards the clueless civilian, but Tiffany had ducked enough to be largely invisible, a crocodile peeking out of the water and through the back window.

      The driver’s window was open. One of the criminals was standing next to her and reached inside as the driver started to scream. He grabbed the handle, opened the door, and pulled her out, throwing the woman to the pavement as his partner came to the right side of the vehicle and opened that door to jump in.

      Tiffany waited for the first man jump into the car and then shot out both of the rear tires. She seemed to remember that only those two wheels might provide the motive power for the whole vehicle, and deflated they would be greatly diminished.

      S/he popped up now and aimed her/m pistol at the driver through the rear window, certain that it was not proof against her weapon at this range.
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