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No Walls: When a man discovers that he has the ability to pass through walls, he thinks it’s more of a curse than a gift, only useful for petty crime. Until a secret intelligence organization gets its hooks into him. Then his real troubles begin. **First published in “Neo-opsis” Issue #18, 2009.

Lockdown: In a future society, criminals on parole don’t even dare to think about committing a crime or their bodies could go into complete lockdown. So how does a guy get revenge on those who’ve wronged him?

Body of Opinion: For a dying man, a replacement body is a godsend. Unless the body turns out to be a used model with some serious glitches, and the only solution is to discover what happened to its first owner.


NO WALLS

 

I almost died the first time I learned that I could walk through walls.

At least you no longer laugh at the concept. That’s progress. But then you know better. My guards do not, so they laugh. Of course they laugh. They’ve never seen me do it. If I could do it here I would have escaped long before now—that much is obvious to anyone.

You know better because you’ve seen it, used it. Used me.

I’m not bitter anymore. Without you and your Institute I’d never have had a scientific explanation for what happens to me. I might still believe that I’d permanently slipped a cog and was living in some schizophrenic hallucination. (I never tried to spend the money from that bank, you know. Part of me couldn’t believe it was real.)

I was desperate for an explanation—you can’t know what it’s like. At least Pearson’s theories about interpenetrating universes offered one possible means of rationalizing the irrational. A straw I could grasp. Your Dr. Storck simply said the model fit the observable facts in my case. But I know he was glad he didn’t have to try to convince the rest of the scientific community. Give up on their precious Einstein? I don’t expect to live to see it. But then I don’t expect to live to see tomorrow.

And that first time it happened I didn’t know anything about the parallel universe theories. I just knew that I turned the wrong direction in a thirteenth floor office suite and instead of slamming into a triple-paned window I found myself in the open air with one foot on a ten-inch ledge and the other on…nothing. Nothing of our material universe, anyway. Maybe in that other place it was the protruding end of a two-by-four because that version of the building was still under construction. I don’t know. In the bright sunlight I couldn’t see it. I couldn’t see anything but thirteen floors’ worth of empty space between me and the hard pavement. If I’d stopped for even a moment, I would have lost my balance or fainted. Instead, my automatic reaction was to step backward, without thinking of what my right foot could be pushing against. And then I was back inside the room. Behind the glass. The whole thing could not have taken more than a few seconds.

I knew I must have been hallucinating. The mind can’t accept something like that and just reject the construct of reality, built up over a lifetime.

It happened again a couple of weeks later. I’ve told you about that one. I desperately wanted to read my boss’s analysis of the report I’d just given him. My career hung on it. Some of the report was going to make him look bad, and I’d need to defend myself when we brought it to the Board. I even made an excuse to stay late that night, hoping against hope that he’d leave his office door unlocked. He didn’t. But as I leaned on the polished wood, trying to plan my next step, suddenly I was inside the office, and the papers were lying on his desk.

I couldn’t explain it—didn’t even try. I had what I wanted and that was all that mattered at the time. It was later, calming my nerves at a bar down the street that the first incident came back to me, and I began to try to make the pieces fit.

I felt like a God that night. I wasn’t rational, I know that. A heady mix of hubris and eight ounces of Scotch led me to a way to test my theory at the YMCA next door. The attendant was busy watching TV as I made my way to the swimming pool area. The men’s shower was unoccupied, as I’d hoped, but I could hear water running in the women’s shower next door. On the other side of one thin wall. I had no control over my ability yet. I thought it somehow responded to desire, and I had plenty right then. Maybe too much—nothing happened. But as I began to wonder why, I sensed the change. A moment out of time. An orphan instant. My heart sometimes skips a beat—it was like that.

I slid through the wall and steam surrounded me. Four naked women were soaping their slick bodies and pivoting slowly in the hot spray. Two of them were white with athletic builds, smooth skin and small breasts. The third woman was black and heavier but with ostentatious curves. I’ve only reconstructed the scene from memory (and more often lately, in this god-forsaken place) because the reality lasted only seconds. The fourth woman began to scream.

Of course she saw me. Thanks to the alcohol it never occurred to me that incorporeal didn’t mean invisible. And in my shock the walls stayed completely impenetrable, too. I was just damned lucky that the adjoining pool area had an outside door, and no pursuers were fast enough to follow my wet footprints.

Now you’re laughing.

*          *          *

 

The guards have arrived. Two of them. The first few days they mainly ignored me, except to turn the lights on for different intervals at all hours. To mess up my time sense, mess with my mind, I know. I’ve read my share of spy novels. They’re trying to ‘soften me up’. For the same reason, I never know when my next meal’s coming either. At first I tried not to eat anything—afraid of drugs, or something disgusting they might have put in it—but you can’t keep that up.

One of them comes into the room. I’m sitting on the floor, so he just stands over me, staring me down, not speaking. Five minutes. Maybe ten. Then he unzips his pants and pulls out his manhood. I think he’s going to piss on me.

At the last moment he diverts the stream and it hits the floor beside me. I can still feel the warm spray, and turn my head in shame.

When he’s finished, he bends down near my ear and whispers, “Say your prayers. Soon you will die.” They are gone before I can bring myself to look up.
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