Part 1


“Brother, you need to come.”

Mythos Phair sat up abruptly, snapping into wakefulness in an instant.  Blinking the sleep from his eyes, he glanced at his computer, a scratched and outdated laptop, which had at some point fallen from his lap, and now sat on its side on the floor.  Reaching down, he saved his work and closed the laptop, sending it into sleep mode.

As he rubbed the imprint of the couch from the fur of his striped muzzle, he reflected on the dream he’d just had.  Every time he fell asleep, the same dream would awaken him.  His twin brother, who had vanished without a trace three years prior, would appear, staring straight into his soul, and tell him he needed to come.  Then, Mythos would wake up.


“Come where Mairon?”  Mythos sighed, twitching his feline ears and swishing his tail in agitation. He stuffed the laptop in its case and slung it over his shoulder.  He glanced around his mostly unfurnished apartment, with its undecorated white walls and cheap tan carpeting.  The only furniture of his own was the couch, which served as seating, bed, and desk all at once.


His watch chimed the hour, causing him to grab his jacket and hurry out the door, locking it behind him.
-------------------------------------------------------


“You’re late, Mr. Phair.  Alvin will see you now.  He’s been waiting.”  The receptionist grinned broadly, her thick leathery skin framing her razor teeth.  Ms. Ruby Shale was a shark-hybrid, and a big one.  Mythos had learned that she wasn’t just the receptionist, but also Chief Security Officer and Mr. Sparks personal bodyguard.  


“Thanks, Ruby.”


Mythos pushed the door open and slipped in quickly, seating himself in the visitor’s chair in the same movement.  He slid his laptop off his shoulder and gently onto the floor.


Alvin  Sparks was a human, one of the few still in the city.  His off-white blonde hair was trimmed short and brushed straight down, except in the front, where it parted over his left eye.  His pale hands rested on the table, fingers arched together to form a hollow dome, barely touching at the fingertips.  He smiled a thin smile, though a friendly one.  “So, Mythos, what have ya’ got for me?”  He broke the dome long enough to push his mirrored shades back up on his thin nose.

Mythos swished his tail back and forth slowly as he removed his laptop from its case and set it on the desk between him and Mr. Sparks.  “I think I’ve addressed the, uh, issues you said you were having with your program…but…”  Mythos trailed off as he opened the project files in question.


Sparks abandoned the dome entirely, brushing a piece of lint off his pressed jacket’s sleeve, then reaching across the desk to turn the screen so he could see it.


“But?”  He prompted.


“But I don’t know how well it will work with what you already have.  I mean, you didn’t provide any documentation of what you’ve already got.”


Alvin smiled again.  “You’re good at what you do, Mythos.  I know that.  That’s why I hired you.  I’m sure this will work fine.”  He looked over the code, smiling.  “I don’t really understand this stuff myself, but I’m sure the team will have a field day with it—That is, if you think it’s ready?”

Mythos nodded, still frowning a bit.  “It’s ready.”  He rubbed the fur of his right arm absently.


Sparks unplugged a cable from his own computer, and plugged it into Mythos’ laptop.  “Send the files to the network.  I’ll go let the team know it’s ready.”


As Mythos set to work, Sparks moved to the door.  He paused with the door half-open, and turned to face Mythos.  “You’ll be here for the live test tonight, right?”


Mythos glanced over his shoulder.  “Of course.”
