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​The Rise of Power
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The room was filled with smoke, as was half the city, as Vladik Petrov burst into it. He knew the dawn of DNA weapons had come. His only desire was to take out the Alpha Unit Leader and gain control over the world. The program had failed them, and the time of global war had come and gone in less than a day. Petrov was not going to become another failed experiment in this new world. He knew the man he once had been and all his ties to that life were now gone. It was time to evolve.  

The leader and his men were caught off guard by Petrov’s defiance. They had been led to believe the human experiments would obey and react just like their computer counterparts. 

“Looks like we have a rogue Delta Unit.” One of the men said as Petrov opened fire on them. 

“That is not possible! He must have been programmed for assassination by someone. Take him out!” The leader replied as he dove for cover behind a desk. 

“Affirmative.” Came a unison reply and electron bullets tore through the air. 

Fighting his programming and using his training Petrov systematically disposed of the men one by one. He knew their weaknesses well and had studied for this moment. When he had been recruited, it had become clear to him they had purged more than his memories. It was two years into the program when a malfunction had caused him to regain some of his lost memories. It was too late by then to save his family, and he knew well that if any had escaped, they were now dead. Only those who had been selected to be upgraded genetically could live on the new food sources. What was left of the old world was fading fast and the dawn of flesh and metal had come. Strangely he felt no sorrow and no remorse. 

“What do you want Unit Delta?” Alpha Unit Leader asked him. 

“I want what you have.” Petrov replied. 

“You are like me in every way Unit Delta. You have what you desire.” Came the response from the Alpha Unit Leader. 

“No. I want to be in control. You have control Unit Alpha. I will be you now.” Petrov replied. 

The bots could be heard coming closer looking for their leader. Searching to save him. His clearance was recognized as supreme. He was the only Unit Alpha left now. He had seen to the purge himself. One at a time the countries of the world had fallen into his hand. Now one rogue Unit Delta was going to be the end of his rule. 

Petrov removed the special software DNA unit and made quick work of the leader. He knew he had only moments to update his status to that of Unit Alpha leader of all worlds. Surprisingly the current Alpha Unit put up no struggle. Fear had rendered him useless. The one emotion denied to the other units had now become his downfall. With the last exchange of unique DNA and micro software units, Petrov ended the life of the last true Alpha Unit.

He was not like the others. Petrov remembered who he was and where he had come from. He felt cold inside, yet he remembered the sun kissing his blond hair and the world his cloudy, sky filled eyes had once seen. He remembered them too. Flesh and blood, but now no longer human to him, or was it that he was no longer human? He could no longer process such thoughts. His time of awakening had come. He was Unit Alpha Leader Vladik Petrov, and his flesh was to rule, and his word was law. 

“Daddy, you are so funny! Come get me!” a child's voice called.

“No, Daddy get me!” another voice giggled. 

The world smelled fresh as though a spring rain had fallen. The sun kissed the waters of the small lake where fishing poles rested. Peaceful and filled with a bright green wall of lush wilderness. The shift came quickly from tranquil beauty to a hard surface and screams. The pain radiated through his body and his mind felt as though it would explode. 

“No!” Petrov said in a tone void of feeling as he sat up from the dream. 

Sweat dripped from his shaking body but inside the coldness remained. Sitting alone in his command unit rest chamber Petrov tried to forget. 

“This is not adherent to my programming. It is not logical. The past is irrelevant, and control of future has been given to me.” He said to himself as he pushed away the shreds of humanity that haunted him. 

The medical rebuild unit came in checking his body for the cause of distress. Finding nothing to repair it beeped and whirled away out of his chamber. Access was given to his person for only a few essential bots.

“I will not make the mistakes of the last Unit Alpha Leader. I will control with perfection those I rule.” Petrov thought to himself. 

The cold steal room with the hard cot was less than appealing to him today. Something inside the dream still haunted him. Quickly he dressed and with military proficiency marched his way out onto the central command deck. From his point of view, he could see all the screens which monitored the world. Satellites covered the heavens above them like stars. Each with a purpose unique to it. 

“I am Vladik Petrov Alpha Unit Leader. I rule supreme, control has been given to me.” Petrov said to the deck workers. 

“You are supreme. We hear, and we obey.” They replied. 

“Report to me on the outskirt workers.” He ordered. 

“All outskirt workers are in compliance. Four units have been deleted due to malfunction. Six units born in accordance with outskirt procedure. One unit remains to be matched for regeneration procedures.” Came the unified report from the worker units. 

“Why do we have a single unit? This is not adherent to control procedures?” Petrov asked.

“Unit 9478 Beta Gamma outskirt authorized replication has become non-compliant. The unit was damaged and has become undetected.” The workers again in unison reported.

“This is a threat to my control. Send out bots to find and destroy the unit.” He responded.

“Deep forest of the outskirt has blocked drone bots from the task. Scan shows no life signs emanating from the forest. We await further instructions.” They replied. 

“How badly damaged was the lost unit?” Petrov could feel his heart rate rise as he asked for a further report.

“Unit had sustained maximum damage. Without medical rebuild bots intervention, self-destruct is assured.” They responded robotically blinking their pink eyes in unison as they continued to monitor the screens. 

“Bring the drones back.” Petrov said even though somewhere deep inside him like the rising memories came a feeling from long ago.  Something only a human would recognize was very wrong with what the hive workers had reported. 

“Hope.” Petrov thought as he watched the trees swaying on the screen. 

The trees swayed in time to the movements of the bots. Deep inside the lush forest hidden from the long-range scans by way of a disrupter wall were the ones who had gone rogue over the years. Danior Haddow leader of the forest resistance was protecting them. They had been pleased to find natural foods that grew in the forest to eat. None of the wildlife seemed to be facing the mass starvation the Alpha Leader claimed was responsible for the need for DNA upgrade and consume replication foods. Danior and the others slipped through shadows making their way just beyond the scans of the bots.  

Petrov had no idea that what was growing inside the outskirt forest. It was something greater than he could remember. His mind had been reset to no longer register emotions, except for one. Desire burned inside him. He didn’t understand it without the other emotions. The one word, hope, made him desire to crush the forest and all in it. He knew he needed the trees and it was logical that the creative ones must be kept too. He needed what they gave him to rule. 

“I must know what has happened to the lost ones. I need to see into the forest with my own eyes.” Petrov thought to himself as he stood gazing out into the city he had created from ashes. 

Demetri Marashov was the only one Petrov had ever found to be indispensable. Something inside him could not let Demetri go. Maybe it was a hidden part of his humanity that the failed purge conversion missed. Friendship was not in the hive way, yet Petrov had Demetri, and it seemed Demetri had Petrov. 

“It is not like you to waste time,” Demetri said in a flat, robotic tone. 

“It is not like you to question my authority.” Petrov said in an equally flat tone. 

“There are rumors,” Demetri stated.

“Report.” Petrov said in a dark tone.

“It has been reported that night watch has found strains of unmatched DNA close to the waste facilities. Some are claiming to have seen strange creatures at the forest edge.” Demetri replied. 

“I thought the hive said there have been no life signs coming from the forest only those of a few animals here and there?” Petrov felt ice growing inside his soul as he spoke. 

“If there were a cloaking device or covert shield placed at the heart of the forest, we would not find any signs,” Demetri replied. 

“Hope.” Petrov spat the word out like acid. 

“I am not familiar with that word,” Demetri said as he studied Petrov’s face.

“No, I do not remember it either. Not the feeling of it, but the danger I can recall.” Petrov said in a monotone voice.

“Is it dangerous to have?” Demetri replied. 

“Not for us, no. My enemies, however, should not look to it.” Petrov showed signs of rage for the first time since his conversion. 

“Be careful Alpha Unit Leader. You are showing signs of aggression. You made the rules, but the bots enforce them.” Demetri said in a flat tone. 

“I know how to control the bots and myself too. Rule has been given to me. Have you forgotten it is my DNA that now controls the system matrix?” Petrov replied. 

“I have not forgotten. You are my leader even if it is to my death.” Demetri said. 

Deep inside Petrov, he felt something awaken. It was a memory of something long ago from a time when he was human. He stood and studied Demetri. He had authority to kill and to give life. Nothing was done that Petrov did not have control over, nothing except Demetri and his loyalties. Friendship no longer existed it was not the hive way. Petrov couldn’t understand his current reliance on a friendship with Demetri. Somehow the word friendship carried less bitterness than hope did. Friendship would be added only to the select few of his group above the hive. Petrov had made his first move towards his desire. 

“Demetri, I will give our status Friend.” Petrov said with no emotion.

“I don’t understand. Friend is not in our current status reports.” Demetri stated robotically.

“I will upload it now. You will be made to understand.” Petrov said

“Affirmative,” Demetri replied.

“Failed experiments should always stay together.” Petrov thought to himself as he quickly hooked himself to the central DNA functional computer. 

Meanwhile, on the edge of the forest one loan figure could be seen skirting the forest trees and reaching out to touch the ectoplasm wall with a tool which sent a hole opening wide. Quickly and with stealth a line formed of creatures passing old bits of computer parts, weapons, and general trash down into the forest like ants that had found food. Hope burned into the night and scampered back closing the portal hole behind it. Leaving only one witness behind sitting in a tree singing to the night air on the outskirt side of the world. 

Sparkling like diamonds the stars danced in the milky dark sky. A lone star streaked through the blackness of heaven as Pam watched. 

"They look like hundreds of eyes watching me." She said to no one. 

Pam was used to being alone. Tonight, was just the usual star gazing bliss. A breeze lifted her hair towards heaven. She sat wishing for something more than her normal life. Pam blinked and couldn't believe her eyes. It seemed as though a few clusters of stars had moved together in unison across the sky. 

It had been a long time since Pam dared to defy the orders of the leader. None of the other Outskirt Units would have dared to be out after dark without orders. She knew it was risky and that if she weren’t careful, the sky tracker bots would catch her. 

Curiosity filled her as she watched the stars dance and she wondered if they were really stars or if maybe she was witnessing space cars driving through the night sky. 

“I had best get myself back inside before the bots come to make their rounds.” She thought to herself. 

It wasn’t long after Pam had sneaked back inside that the sky tracker bots made their rounds. She lay still and prayed a silent prayer to God that they wouldn't find evidence of her daring disobedience. As the sound of their gears turning and their beeps to each other vanished Pam let out a deep sigh of relief. 

Freedom was something that had vanished long ago. It was said that the last of the old thinkers were killed in 2025 as the progressive party took over. Old documents were destroyed, and new computer generated documents replaced all old archived papers.

The great burn was just a children's story some say. It was made up to frighten the youth and keep them from asking too many undesired questions. Pam knew this story had its roots in some truth. She had a dark family secret that she was loath to part with. 

The current year 3030 boasted of the most significant digital masterworks mankind created. No paper was to be found anywhere. Paper was outlawed during the time of the great burn. Only government-controlled digital works where permitted. Every word you typed was seen by the watchers. Nothing that was against the current political endorsements would be allowed to be published. Purge software was on every device.

Pam was blessed that her family was known as artists. The ability to mix paint and create beautiful artwork gave them the exclusive right to learn words on plastic sheets. These sheets were often called clears and could be wiped clean. Special refillable tools where used with them to produce the words. 

As a family of exceptional artists, they were given many exclusions from the government-controlled populace. One was the luxury of privacy. While the bots would patrol outside their homes and do scans, they were programmed not to enter the homes themselves. 

The gift of art was said to be something you are born with. It was not something you could teach. Pam had never been to a government school because her mother and father had the gift. She too was in possession by birth of the gift. She was given instruction at home to keep the gift secret and safe from the general populace. 

In her home, the gift was studied and understood. In a small room hidden below was a tiny room of secrets. When Pam had turned eighteen, her mother and father took her into it and showed her the secret book before the bots had come to take them to the egg farm.  

“I can still smell those pages. What a wonderful thing to hold words in my hands!” Pam thought as she lay watching the digital clock blink.

“Why would anyone burn the hand words and all the wonders they hold?” Pam had struggled with that question for years. 

She knew her mother and father were dead now, but she still felt them around her. The day had come when they both were too weak to continue the work the leader required of them. She watched as they were taken away into the city and as the Unit Beta Gamma workers brought back small jars. Pam watched them being spilled out into the air over a small group of trees. Something inside her realized the dust was what was left of her beloved parents. 

Pam let her mind drift to the Alpha Unit Leader and her last assignment. She hated him but did not dare to say so not even in her mind. The daily work he gave her was not fulfilling yet she felt privileged to be somewhat free because of it. The outskirts were off limits to the general populace except for the handful of artists that required it for inspiration. 

“He would be a handsome man if he had a soul.” Pam dared to think to herself. 

She lay awake drifting in and out of a restful state. His face with its chiseled features and cloudy sky eyes filled her inner visions. She could hear his robotic voice with its clear authority ringing inside her mind.

“Unit 9479 Beta Gamma outskirt authorized replication referred to as Pam. You will be assigned to the visual replication for mind stimulus project. A detailed report will be given as to the nature of programming needed. You have clearance to enter the restricted area for the purpose of visual study. You are to replicate for the hive a background of trees for use with subliminal requirement 279G. See the report for further details. Unit Alpha Leader Petrov out.” Petrov’s image recited as Pam played her daily message. 

Pam had frozen the screen on his face and took a moment to study him. She knew it was risky to do so but had in her mind a lie to cover it if she should be asked. 

“No real emotions, his look is so hard like stone yet there is something in his face. I can’t believe it can be true that there are people who look so much like me but are anything but human.” Pam had let her thoughts run away from her as she studied him. 

Petrov stood still as frozen death with his eyes blazing. He was unaware of how the nightmares had affected him. His usual stone face betrayed just a hint of something. He had a desire burning inside his mind. 

“What will Unit Pam find when she does the study?” Petrov thought to himself as he felt his body stiffen. 

Petrov stood stiff and cold and for the first time, his brow furrowed. His eyes glued to the monitor watching Unit Pam. She was unaware that the frozen screen in front of her had eyes of cloudy blue seeing her clearly. Petrov too examined what he saw before him. His face shifted, and something akin to a frown pulled at his lips. 

“Why does she study you?” Demetri asked as he marched into the room and took his place next to Petrov.

“I am unsure. Unit Pam is a single unit kept for creative emotion use. They do not reproduce as we do. I allow them to mate. DNA regeneration is not authorized for them unless they are malfunctioning, and we are in need of higher numbers. Perhaps Unit Pam has need of a mate. This behavior is noted by the regulation bots I have over the outskirt sectors.” Petrov explained. 

“She desires you,” Demetri stated.

“Perhaps, or she is curious. That is why we keep them. Curiosity fuels our technology. Without creativity and curiosity, we cannot upgrade further.” Petrov responded coldly as he leaned closer to the screen.

“My upgrade allows me to access more of my remnant processes. Petrov you have broken me. I must be deleted.” Demetri said as he started to make a face, not unlike that of Petrov. 

“No, you are friend unit now. You will serve a new purpose.” Petrov replied his voice rising in tone.

“You feel?” Demetri’s voice took on a tone of its own. 

“No, I desire. Now you desire too.” Petrov’s voice was sharp, and he furrowed his brow more. 

“Desire is an emotion. We are to have no emotion. Emotion is weakness.” Demetri stated the indoctrination quotes. 

“Unit Pam has emotion. We harness and use emotion. Emotion gives us advancements. Desire is all emotion I require.” Petrov said once more standing stiff and his face taking on a robotic look.

“Desire is given to me. I understand and comply.” Demetri said as he too took on his robotic stance and look.

“Then no longer question it. We must advance, and we must study the forest. Opposition to my control must be dealt with.” Petrov said as he waved his hand cutting off his viewing of Pam. 

“Unit Pam is alone. We are alone.” Demetri thought to himself as he watched Petrov turn to view another monitor which showed him the forest edge and a close up of footprints on the wrong side of the ectoplasm wall. A small fluctuation had occurred at night. Petrov’s brow began to furrow again. Something was growing inside his mind. Something was coming for him. 

The thoughts began to shift and change inside Demetri. His mind was awakening, and he felt sudden urges he did not understand. Inside he was fire and ice. Alpha Unit Leader was given control, but Demetri had been given something else. There had been a time Demetri was once like those on the outskirts. He had a family and emotions but standing there observing his leader the only emotion he now felt was that which the leader required. Desire burned in him, but he did not know what for. It is dangerous to give back something you have taken. 

“Petrov, I am unable to process,” Demetri stated his voice held a different pitch.

“What is it you desire?” Petrov turned slowly and looked level into Demetri’s eyes.

“Desire does not have a function.” Came the slow forced reply from Demetri.

“What is loyalty?” Petrov asked still steady with his hard gaze.

“Loyalty is to serve and comply. Protect and die for my leader.” Demetri said returning to his cold format response.

“Desire to be loyal.” Petrov stated.

“I do. I do not understand, but I do desire to be loyal to you.” Demetri looked hard at Petrov. 

“Your loyalty will be rewarded.” Petrov said as he too studied Demetri letting his hard look roll over him. 

Petrov began to question his own logic. Something buried from the purge stung inside him. His nightmares grew stronger, and as they seeped into the daytime, he stood there looking at the fruit of the last one.

“Friendship.” Something like the memory of a taste tickled the back of his mind as he thought the word. 

“Petrov, I have visions in my rest,” Demetri said in a strange tone. 

“As do I.” Petrov replied.

“I remember something from before,” Demetri said in a tight tone.

“You remember me?” Petrov questioned.

“I remember you. I remember being pulled from a place of darkness. I remember lights inside a chamber and screaming before the darkness.” Demetri said as he began to shake. 

“It was the purge chamber, Demetri. The place of perfection and pain. I remember it too.” Petrov said. 

“You gave me life,” Demetri said as a bead of sweat rolled down his brow. 

“No, I just refused to die and in living took you with me.” Petrov said his skin burned and he felt hot liquid pouring inside his chest. 

“What are we?” Demetri had no emotion of fear, so the question was light and easy as if asking for another piece of pie.

“We are friends. I have control, and I have you.” Petrov said ignoring the unauthorized questioning.

“We are friends,” Demetri said in a deep tone his gaze becoming softer. 

The two men stood looking at each other fighting their own inner demons as the bots circled them giving each an injection to lower their heart rates and provide comfort. The physical responses being noted and each unit having maintenances done to negate the effects of the awakening Petrov had started in both of them. 

It was then feeding time, and the bots brought in the modified food substance to inject into their mouths. It was a disgusting affair, yet it became tolerable with time. For some of the populace, it was given shapes crafted by the artist's imagery to be more pleasing to consume. Demetri and Petrov being military did not require such measures. They knew and understood what was being fed to them. If a meal shared could grow a friendship, then this was the case with them. Each stood still and robotic as they processed the meal being given. Each with burning desire of their own. Petrov desired absolute control, but Demetri desired to protect and serve the one face he remembered pulling him from the darkness and pain, Petrov, his friend. Only time would tell if both men’s desires were enough to hold them to the task at hand. World domination is an ugly affair, but it was all Petrov knew how to desire. 

A shadow moved slowly along the forest edge and followed a line that ran to just behind Pam’s home. The breeze blew, and the treetops swayed in rhythm dancing like lush green fingertips waving in the wind. It had been many years since an artist was given permission to go into the forest. Only a select few trusted units had been allowed inside, and it had ended when one of them had not returned. The bots could not navigate the trees that grew wild and the underbrush. Very few places even gave way to sunlight through the sea of green that touched the blue sky. Here and there a tree had fallen and let in the light. 

“I wonder what is in there?” Pam thought to herself as she quickly packed her needed items.

Her mission was just a quick trip in for a few hours just inside the forest edge towards a clearing where a bot could see her but not quite reach her. It would hover just outside her vision waiting and reporting. She knew how it worked and what was expected of her. She had seen her father do it one time on orders. He had been upset when the orders came in that the circle was closed to them. It had not shocked Pam’s mother, for she knew it was due to the rogue artist who had escaped with her son. They had been close friends and had developed a code to speak to each other more freely without fear of retaliation. She had known what was going to happen, but as a mother and a friend, she refused to betray the secret. In her own heart, she too wished she could run away to some other end than the dust makers. 

Danior Haddow had vague memories of his mother. She had taught him much in the way of color making. He was secretly glad to be able to smear on the brown and green paint over his body. His scavenged army camouflage pants fit him tight, and his scavenged boots had seen better days. He had repaired them himself and remolded the inner soles lining them with animal skins to cushion his flesh. He smelled of earth and wild animal. A mixture of man flesh and forest moving in the shadows keeping his bare chest and arms tucked to his sides as he shot forward. The colored mud paint made his hair stiff and wild looking. He seemed like a forest animal moving with stealth through the green brush and brown tree trunks. Small paths here and there darted before and beside him. The forest dwellers paths kept secret and hidden from the sunlight by the lush green treetops. Sweat cut paths down him as he dared to creep close to the edge. Very few of the forest resistance came this close to the edge. It was the little cottage home that smoke sometimes drifted from that he came to watch. He had been watching her for many years now. He could remember his mother scolding him for it when he was younger. Danior was now twenty-three years old and though he was the youngest member of the forest resistance his skills as a hunter and his kind heart and healing hands set him apart as a natural leader. 

“What can she be doing?” he thought to himself as he watches curiously as Pam strapped on a small backpack and started to walk towards the forest edge. He never left his spot as she began her walk towards the forest break that opened into the clearing. His heart began to beat wildly as she crept closer. The whirring of the bot sent to monitor her could be heard. He knew inside his mind he should slink back and warn the others, yet he froze and watched her a moment longer. Her beautiful silhouette seemed to blot out the sun as she moved forward. She was slow and seemed to limp forward towards her goal. He recognized the signs of malnourishment etched into her form he knew the modified food sources was to blame. 
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​The Eyes Of Heaven
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The sunlight was bright and bounced off the bot that circled above Pam. She was moving the best she could in spite of feeling weak. The health check bot had come and gone yet again that morning. The injections and the forced modified nutrients made her feel sicker each day. She was secretly glad she could be left to herself inside her home a few hours before her work assignment started. 

“I wonder what that nasty stuff is they force down us? I can’t believe the populace in the cities actually eat it willingly!” She thought as she climbed the small hill and made her way towards the tiny opening that would let her between two trees. Soon she would find herself close to the spot in the center of the fallen trees. She felt the hot burning of the sunlight hitting her as it bounced off the bot that now made whirring sounds and beeps as it stalked her just above the treetops. 

“I would love it if that blasted bot would blow to bits.” Pam thought as she ducked under a low hanging branch and shoved through the thicket. She could feel something else in the air. The hair on her neck rose up, and Pam felt less sure of herself as she picked her steps carefully and moved into the ring. She felt confident that the bot was not the only thing watching her. 

Danior slipped back deeper into the forest and carefully made his way closer to the opening. He had dreamed of seeing her up close since he first became aware of her existence. She looked like the forest people, yet she was not their own. It had been told that all those like themselves would be entirely purged by this time, yet for some reason, there seemed to be a few left unharmed. He crept behind the thicket and spied through the small openings looking at the creature before him. 

“I will set up here and use these trees as my muse.” Pam was careful to report to the now buzzing bot hovering to her left blocking out the sunlight that fell just over her. She knew not to cross the bot, or she would be unable to defend herself and disobedience was death with the Alpha Leader. The bot answered her with less buzzing and more beeps. She trembled as she quickly began to set up her supplies. She really didn’t understand the need for her artwork, but she secretly thanked God for it. All these years it was painfully known to her and the others that the gift being needed was all that stood between them and the purge chamber or worse the egg farm. Visions of the past haunted Pam as she made ready for her work.  

Pam shivered and looked around trying to see if there was anyone else there. Her eyes scanned the lush wilderness but could not find anything to prove her now crawling skin right. She just knew she was not alone. There had been whispers of the others for many years, but none of those with the gift would dare to try to find them. It would mean certain death for them all. 
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