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      Rain pattered on the corrugated awnings in a relentless drumbeat that merged with the city's electric hum. Each drop snatched neon fragments before exploding against cracked pavement.

      Maia Reyes cut through the humid, glowing air with predatory grace. Her black coat clung like a second skin, rain-soaked and gleaming. Her shoulder-length hair plastered to her skull, and her violet eyes—augmented but natural-looking—swept past vibrant stall menus without focus.

      Savoury steam billowed from a yakitori stand, thick with grilled meat and spices. Her stomach clenched. The vendor's wrist-screens scrolled prices in Portuguese and Japanese—São Paulo's endless fusion made manifest. She pointed at two skewers and slid crumpled scrip across the heat-hazed counter.

      The meat hit the grill with a sharp sizzle that cut through the rain's constant patter. Maia ate standing, her back pressed to graffiti-layered concrete, the wall's coolness seeping through her coat. She chewed deliberately, savouring each bite whilst the city's pulse vibrated through her boot soles. A courier drone whined overhead, rotors disturbing grimy puddles before dropping a matte-black envelope into her palm. It vanished into the downpour before the vendor could glance up.

      Inside lay a razor-slim holocard. She pinched it between finger and thumb; the micro-sensors tingled. Amber glyphs cascaded across her retinal HUD, overlaying the skewered chicken and rain.

      The glyphs crystallised into text.

      PRIMARY OBJECTIVE

      • Extract prototype data chip from Vault 7-B, Umber Industries HQ, 42nd floor.

      • Vault air-gapped; no wireless breach possible.

      • Entry requires Level-9 keycard and biometric handoff.

      SECONDARY

      • Target: Mateo Herrera, Senior Systems Analyst.

      • Obtain and clone physical card.

      • Minimise footprint—no permanent harm, no social trail.

      A thumbnail flickered beneath: a grainy dating-app profile. Mateo stared at the lens like it might attack—olive skin, dark hair at odd angles, eyes wide and hopeful. The kind of man who apologised to ATMs.

      Maia stripped the last meat from her skewer, then flicked the bamboo into a storm drain. The holocard dissolved, leaving only Herrera's nervous smile burned into memory. She wiped rain from her lashes, already calculating.

      Umber Industries Corporate HQ loomed six blocks west, its mirrored façade ablaze with gene therapy advertisements no one here could afford. Inside, air-gapped servers hummed behind steel and glass, and one awkward analyst carried the key.

      She turned her collar up against the wind. Her violet irises brightened—augmentation compensating for the sodium streetlight glare.

      The storm swallowed her confirmation ping. She exhaled, shoulders loosening, and let the city's static wash over her—sirens, neon buzz, and distant club bass.

      

      Polarised film turned the loft's windows into black mirrors, the rain reduced to silver threads hissing against glass. Inside, three wall-mounted screens painted Maia's face in blue light—numbers bleeding into code, code into faces, faces into secrets. She sat cross-legged on a low futon, sleeves pushed to her elbows, micro-sensors in her fingertips drinking in the cool air. The room reeked of burnt circuitry and stale coffee.

      Her fingers danced across the projected keyboard. Each keystroke unravelled another thread of Mateo's digital existence. The micro-sensors in her fingertips registered texture, temperature, and the faint electric hum of the projection. She felt every intercepted packet, every stroked firewall, every peeled lie. Not pleasure exactly, but close—the same held breath, the same low heat, the same edge of dangerous intimacy.

      She forced herself to focus. Inhale, parse, exhale, execute. The rain kept time. The screens pulsed. Somewhere in the city, Mateo Herrera scrolled his phone, unaware she'd already crawled inside his metadata.

      First pass: the corporate directory. Mateo Herrera—Senior Systems Analyst, Level-9 clearance, badge ID ending in 4429. Clean record. His access logs told the story: 07:52 swipe into the secure lift, 12:15 lunch at a local café, 18:07 logout. Habit written in timestamps.

      Second layer: social media. Locked accounts, but metadata leaked. A colleague's birthday photo showed him clutching a plastic cup, shoulders hunched, scanning for exits. No political rants, no gym selfies, no holidays. One public post from three years back: a blurry Voltron figure captioned Finally found you, buddy.

      Third sweep: dating apps. She prowled three platforms with throwaway handles, dissecting his profiles. Username: "Matty_S1989". Photos: a bathroom mirror selfie, action figures arranged like sentinels behind him. Bio: Looking for someone who gets my vibe. Love retro toys, old sci-fi, and quiet nights in. The swipe data showed he rarely initiated, waited for matches to message first, then replied with anxious politeness. Last active: six minutes ago.

      Maia leaned back. The targets she usually hunted carried secrets—fetish, debt, rage, kink—something to twist. But Mateo's digital shadow smelled of microwave meals and unopened group chats. No leverage, no scandal, just a man collecting plastic heroes who hadn't touched another human in months. The realisation sat heavy in her chest.

      She pushed back from the screens and stood, bare feet silent on concrete. The rain's rhythm hadn't changed, but something had shifted inside the investigation. She padded to the kitchen nook, muscle memory guiding her to the coffee machine whilst her mind turned over the problem. No debt to exploit. No secrets to leverage. No digital footprint leading to anything darker than loneliness.

      The espresso hissed and steamed, filling the silence with mechanical comfort. Maia cradled the small cup, letting heat seep through ceramic into her palms. Her usual approaches—blackmail, bribery, intimidation, misdirection—demanded cracks in the target's armour. She'd never encountered someone this clean, this unguarded in his emptiness. It left only one approach, and she'd used it before, though never by choice.

      She stared through the polarised glass at the city's blurred neon, her reflection doubled in the wet surface. Seduction was messier than code or coercion. Bodies remembered things data streams forgot. The risk of complications grew with every shared breath, every manufactured intimacy that might echo later. She preferred the clean brutality of pure information warfare.

      But Mateo Herrera didn't traffic in darkness. He collected light—toys that reminded him of heroes, profiles that hoped for connection, a life so transparently lonely it made her chest ache. And loneliness, she knew, could be weaponised.

      Maia drained the espresso in one bitter gulp and set the cup down with decisive force. Professional necessity, nothing more. She'd done worse for worse reasons.

      She returned to the screens, posture different now—shoulders set, decision made. If no crack existed, she'd build a bridge he'd sprint across. The catfish persona took shape in her mind even as her fingers found the keyboard.

      "Lena"—short for Magdalena, soft consonants, easy to type when nervous. Age: twenty-eight, mature enough to seem real, young enough to flatter. Occupation: junior museum archivist—plausible, nerdy, non-threatening. Close enough to his world to understand, far enough to seem exotic.

      Interests: retro gaming, 80s animation cels, "accidentally" loving the same obscure toy lines he'd posted. She pictured him scrolling past her profile, pausing at the shared M.A.S.K. vehicles, phantom recognition warming his chest.

      Photos next. Maia cycled through her encrypted archives, pulling shots from an old Barcelona job. Violet irises swapped for brown in post, cheekbones warmed with café-window light, a faint lens flare brushing her left cheek. In one frame she cloned a vintage robot shelf, slotting in a Voltron to match Mateo's.

      The bio wrote itself: Museum girl who still believes heroes come in small packages. If you know why Snake Eyes never spoke, we'll get along. Proximity radius: five kilometres around the Umber Industries tower—close enough for serendipity, far enough to avoid questions.

      Upload. Proximity ping. The algorithm churned, sliding her fake profile into Mateo's evening stack. Only the cooling fans and rain against glass broke the silence.

      A red heart popped onscreen—Mateo's profile picture, the same rumpled hair and hopeful eyes. Timestamp: 21:18. Three minutes after upload. He'd been refreshing, thumb hovering like a kid outside a toy shop.

      Maia traced the heart icon with one augmented fingertip, the micro-sensors reading glass texture. Hook and line. The sinker would come later.

      

      The chrome-and-cedar café hummed with lunchtime deals and the espresso machine's hiss. Maia occupied the far corner, back to the wall, eyes narrowed over her untouched latte. She had a clean sightline to Mateo Herrera's table—third from the window, facing the door, same as every Tuesday.

      He hunched over a lacquered bento box, chopsticks fumbling with a salmon roll. His phone lay beside the soy sauce like a loaded weapon. Maia's HUD flickered; she triggered the fake profile with a thought.

      A soft chime cut through the ambient jazz. Mateo froze, the roll halfway to his mouth. He glanced at the screen, blinked twice, and the flush climbed from his collar to his cheeks. His thumbs hovered, hesitant, then danced.

      She let him stew for five seconds before replying.

      Lena: Didn't peg you for the silent type, Matty_S1989. You always this polite, or just saving the good lines for later?

      His shoulders lifted in silent laughter. He typed fast, spine curved defensively.

      Matty: Sorry! Was mid-bite. Didn't want to talk with my mouth full—learned that somewhere between kindergarten and adulthood.

      Maia's lips curved. She watched him glance around—checking if anyone noticed the grin splitting his face—then stab another roll.

      Lena: Manners. Cute. Bet you still alphabetise your action figures.

      Matty: Only the Autobots. Decepticons are chaos.

      A nervous sweating emoji. Maia let the silence stretch, counting heartbeats. He shifted, wiped his mouth, and typed again.

      Matty: So… museum girl. What's the wildest thing you've ever catalogued?

      Lena: A Voltron with battle damage from the 80s. Thought it was pretty cool until I saw your collection. That Snake Eyes figure in your photo—is that an original?

      Matty: 1986 prototype. Mint condition. Found it at an estate sale and nearly had a heart attack. The seller had no idea what they had.

      Lena: Okay, that's… wow. I handle rare toys for a living and I've never even seen one in person. You're officially cooler than me.

      Matty: Really? I mean, your Voltron's still awesome. Battle damage just means it was loved, right?

      Lena: Voltron's still a hero. Just… slightly dented. Like some people I could mention.

      He laughed aloud—soft and startled. A woman at the next table glanced over; he ducked his head, cheeks burning. Maia sipped her lukewarm latte, eyes never leaving him.

      Matty: You free tomorrow night? There's this place—Éclat. Top-floor glass bar, city lights. I mean, if you're into that sort of thing.

      He winced immediately—she saw the self-doubt ripple across his face. Éclat wasn't cheap; the tasting menu cost more than his weekly rent. Maia let the pause linger, watched him chew his lip raw.

      Lena: Big spender, huh? Hope you're not trying to impress me with tiny portions and foam art.

      Matty: Honestly? I just want to see if you're real. And maybe watch you geek out over vintage robots.

      Maia's HUD pinged. She flicked back a winking emoji.

      Lena: Deal. But I get to pick the next spot. Fair?

      Matty: Absolutely. Tomorrow, 8pm?

      Lena: Wear something that doesn't clash with neon.

      He beamed—unguarded joy. Maia felt it like a needle between her ribs. He typed something, deleted it, then pocketed the phone with reverent care.

      Mateo drained his coffee, wiped his mouth, and stood. His reflection in the window looked lighter, shoulders squared like he'd won something. He left twenty on the table—too much, clumsy generosity—and walked into the noon glare, smiling at nothing.

      Maia watched him disappear into the crowd, shoulders still squared with that ridiculous, hopeful bounce. She stared at her reflection, letting the chrome surfaces fracture her face into violet eyes and sharp cheekbones. He was sweet, she realised—the kind of sweetness that made effective marks. Sweet people trusted easily, loved quickly, forgave readily.

      She rapped the table twice, archiving the thread. Another mark down, another silence to fill. The latte had chilled, a thin milk film sealing the surface like scar tissue. She nudged the cup away, rose, and her boot heels clicked in rhythm with the pavement's pulse.
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      The lift climbed in near silence. Glass walls flashed with graffiti glyphs that bled starfruit scent into the recycled air. Maia stared at her reflection—honey-brown contacts dulled the violet fire in her eyes. A chestnut bob framed cheekbones she'd softened with contour cream. The dress clung like liquid mercury, microfilaments rippling from gunmetal to petrol blue as elevator lights strobed overhead. She flexed her wrist. Colour bled to rose-gold.

      Perfect.

      The doors slid apart on Éclat.

      Chrome lounges floated above the city on a trembling pane of smart-glass. Cathedral spires glowed far below like dropped candles, their amber light painting Mateo's knuckles in liquid gold through the transparent surface. He stood at the bar's edge, clutching a Trem-Subida. Carbonation hissed against his thumb.

      The drink bled lime vapour up his wrist. He could taste starfruit on every exhale. His pulse read 112 bpm—HUD tagged it "anxious-excited." Sweat beaded his temples despite the air conditioning. His left nostril twitched.

      Maia glided closer. Heels silent on smart-glass. "You must be Matty."

      He startled. Neon caipirinha sloshed dangerously close to his shirt collar. "Lena—hi. Wow. You look…" His mouth moved a step ahead of his brain. "…older than the profile."

      The words hit the air like dropped glass. Horror widened his eyes. His mouth snapped shut on its own echo. Colour rushed to his face. "I mean—better! Not old, just—" His hands flapped uselessly, as though he could swat the sentence back into silence. "Different. In a good way. A really good way."

      She laughed. Low and warm, letting the sound settle over him. "Older is fair. Filters are cruel mistresses." She leaned in. The scent of diesel rain drifted from her skin. "But you're cuter in person. Less pixels, more blush."

      His ears turned crimson. The tension left his shoulders in a visible rush.

      Maia touched the rim of his glass, guiding it to a nearby table. The floor glowed beneath their feet. She sat, crossing one leg over the other. The dress shifted to match the bar's ambient purple. Mateo's pupils dilated. His breathing quickened.

      "So," she said, tracing condensation on her own glass, "retro toys and fine coffee. Odd combo."

      He laughed nervously. "Toys are… safe. Predictable."

      "Unlike people?" She tilted her head. He mirrored the gesture without realising.

      He exhaled slowly. "Exactly. I mean, look at this place." He gestured at the floating chrome furniture, the trembling glass beneath their feet. "I keep expecting security to tap me on the shoulder and say there's been a mistake."

      Maia let her fingers brush his knuckles. Fleeting, electric.

      "No mistake. You swiped right; I said yes. Simple algorithm." She leaned closer, voice dropping. "Besides, I have a weakness for men who alphabetise their Autobots."

      His laugh cracked. Genuine this time. She watched the last of his nervousness transform into shy pride.

      "Vintage mecha," she murmured, letting her fingers circle the rim of her glass, "the old die-cast ones—they hum when you hold them. Like they remember being piloted."

      Mateo's eyes widened. He swallowed hard. "Yeah. My Zeta Gundam does that. It's… stupid, but I swear it vibrates when I pick it up."

      He still looked ready to bolt. She leaned in. "And the paint—sun-faded cobalt flaking into electric pink—feels alive under your thumb."

      He blinked. Throat working. "I… I never thought about that."

      She shifted, letting her knee nudge his beneath the table. "Neon tastes different after midnight," she said, her voice low. "It sticks to your tongue." She paused, watching his pulse jump in his throat. "Like a lover's last kiss."

      Mateo stared at her mouth. Colour flooded his cheeks. Say something, she urged silently. Anything.

      He opened his mouth. Closed it. Then blurted, "I collect the original Snake Eyes too. The 1982 figure with the swivel-arm battle grip." The words tumbled out like spilled marbles. He winced at his own voice.

      Maia hid her smile behind a sip of neon caipirinha. "Prove it," she teased, letting her foot brush his ankle beneath the table—bare skin against sock, deliberate contact. "Describe the texture of his web gear."

      Mateo's eyes unfocused. Memory painted details across his retinas. "Rubberised, but smooth. Like a bike tyre that's been warmed by sun. The rivets are tiny brass domes." His hands moved unconsciously, sculpting air. "And the sword—" He stopped, realising he was cupping invisible plastic. "I actually keep mine under my pillow. Stupid, I know, but⁠—"

      Maia leaned closer. Eyes catching the bar's shifting graffiti light. "Wow. The museum has one, but I can only dream—" she whispered. "Maybe you can show me yours sometime."

      Mateo's breathing caught. He nodded, slow and stunned, as if she'd offered him the city itself.

      Every time he faltered—voice catching on a half-remembered toy line or the sudden awareness of her thigh inches from his—she fed him the next line without seeming to try. A shared grin at the passing DJ's glitch remix. Bass thudded up through the glass floor like a second pulse.

      When he reached for his glass, she let her knee brush his under the table. His gaze dropped to her mouth, lingered there.

      Maia smiled. Slow and deliberate. "Tell me, Matty… what's the most reckless thing you've ever done?"

      He blinked. Throat working. "I once hacked the office coffee machine. Made it play the Voltron theme every time someone brewed a cup."

      A genuine laugh slipped from her. "Cute," she said, leaning in until the city lights painted amethyst fractals across his cheekbones. "But I meant with a person."

      Mateo's fingers tightened on the glass. The tremor wasn't nerves now—it was want, raw and clumsy. He ducked his chin, lashes flicking downward. "I'm not exactly… known for wild choices," he murmured, colour rising again. Then, quieter, as if confessing to the table's reflection: "Unless you count cataloguing my Blu-rays at 3 a.m."

      Maia let the silence stretch, watching him drown in it, then brushed a knuckle along his jaw. Feather-light, testing. He didn't flinch. Instead, he turned into the touch like a plant seeking sun.

      "Then let's be reckless," she murmured, sliding her hand down to rest over his racing pulse. Hot, erratic, alive beneath starched cotton. She felt the moment he surrendered: a shaky exhale that fogged her contact lenses.

      His fingers found hers. Clumsy and desperate, tracing the ridge of her knuckles as if memorising topography. "Lena," he whispered, voice cracking on the name she'd given him, "I⁠—"

      She silenced him with a fingertip to his lips. The taste of citrus lingered from her cocktail. "Don't talk," she said, leaning close enough that her hair brushed his temple, strands catching on the faint stubble along his hairline. "Just feel."

      The bass throbbed. Too deep for sound—just pressure rolling up through the transparent floor and into their marrow. Mateo inhaled sharply when her fingers slid under his collar, cupping the curve where neck met shoulder. His heart leapt against her palm, frantic as wings beating glass.

      Maia traced the shell of his ear with a whisper. "I like you, Matty." Her breath stirred the fine hairs at his nape. "Could I see that Snake Eyes you keep under your pillow?"

      His heart stuttered. He nodded, mute, eyes dark with want.

      

      His flat occupied the twenty-third floor of a mirrored tower near Ibirapuera. In the lift, tension crackled between them. She could smell his nervous sweat mixing with cheap deodorant.

      Inside, the apartment smelled of coffee grounds and that particular plastic scent of unopened action figure packaging—sweet chemical tang mixed with cardboard dust. Shelves lined with mint-condition figures still in boxes. A single couch draped in a retro Voltron blanket. The carpet showed vacuum tracks from recent cleaning.

      He hovered at the threshold, one hand still on the door handle. "I wasn't expecting company. I can tidy⁠—"

      She silenced him with a kiss.

      Gentle at first. Just the press of her mouth against his, warm, deliberate, letting him feel the shape of her lips before he had time to panic. He made a small, startled sound—half-laugh, half-gasp—and then he was kissing her back like a man who'd just remembered how breathing worked. His lips were dry, nervous, but they warmed under hers, parting just enough for her to taste the ghost of lime and something metallic. Adrenaline. She let the tip of her tongue sweep across his lower lip, slow, deliberate, and felt the shiver run straight through him.

      His hands hovered at her waist. Fingers splayed wide like he was afraid she'd break. She leaned in closer, chest to chest, and the heat of him soaked through the thin silk of her dress. The tremor in his fingers was unmistakable now—a faint staccato against the small of her back as they found the zip. He tugged once, fumbled, then got it. Metal teeth parted with a quiet whisper.

      They moved backward in a clumsy, half-blind shuffle. Mouths still locked. Her heels clicked once on the hardwood before she kicked them off. Her dress slid down her shoulders, catching on the curve of her hips before pooling at her feet. His shirt snagged on the edge of a lampshade, tugged askew, and she laughed—low, breathy—against his mouth. He made a sound that might have been embarrassment, but his hands were already on her bare skin, palms sliding up the line of her spine like he was mapping it for memory.

      The bedroom was dim. Lit only by the city bleeding neon through half-closed blinds. The bed was unmade, sheets twisted from nights spent alone, and she could smell him on the pillow—coffee, soap, and something faintly electric from his tech. He paused at the edge of the mattress. Eyes wide, gaze unfocused with desire, searching her face like she might change her mind.

      She didn't.

      She took his hand and guided it between her thighs. His touch was tentative at first, then bolder as she gasped and moved against him. The heat between them built as he explored, learning what made her breath catch and her hips move.

      "Christ," he breathed, watching her face as she responded to his touch.

      When she reached for him in turn, he shuddered. His control was already fraying at the edges, trembling under her hands.

      "Please," he gasped, voice breaking.

      She pulled him down onto the bed with her, the mattress dipping under their combined weight. They came together with mutual urgency, and for a moment neither of them moved, adjusting to the sensation of joined bodies.

      Then she rolled her hips, and he groaned.

      Her augmented senses exploded with input—the friction of skin against skin, the rhythm of his heartbeat against her chest, the heat building between them. But beneath the technological overlay was something rawer: the look in his eyes as he moved above her, desperate and wondering, like he couldn't believe this was real.

      She wrapped her legs around his waist, and he groaned her false name like a prayer. "Lena... god..."

      She silenced him with her mouth, pouring herself into the kiss as their bodies moved together on the tangled sheets. Hard, then gentle, then building again until they were both slick with sweat and gasping. Her enhanced senses processed every sensation with inhuman clarity—the rasp of his stubble against her neck, the way his muscles tensed under her hands, the exquisite pressure building low in her belly.

      When her release hit, it tore through her modified nervous system. She cried out against his shoulder, nails digging into his back as waves of sensation crashed over her enhanced nerves. The intensity was beyond anything a baseline human could experience—her modifications turning pleasure into something transcendent and overwhelming.

      He followed seconds later, her name breaking on his lips as he collapsed against her, breathing hard.

      Focus, she told herself as aftershocks rippled through her enhanced nerves. This is just another job.

      But the lie felt hollow as she held him close, feeling his heart gradually slow against her ribs.

      

      Afterward, he collapsed beside her. Breathing hard, sweat cooling in the air conditioning's whisper. She lay still, counting the deceleration of his heart rate: rapid to steady in measured intervals. The sheets clung to them both, damp and twisted, and she catalogued the scent of him—salt and adrenaline. Her fingers found his pulse at his throat, lingering just long enough to confirm the rhythm matched her readings. Then she closed her eyes and let the quiet settle, the hum of her augmentations a low thrum beneath her ribs.

      Maia waited until Mateo's breathing deepened into sleep. Then she eased from the bed. The city's glow painted his profile—slack, trusting. She padded barefoot across the room, enhanced vision adjusting to the dark, and found his trousers folded over a chair. Her fingertips brushed the fabric. Micro-sensors prickled awake. The keycard clipped to his belt loop glinted faintly. She pinched it between index and middle finger, pads pressing the plastic edge. A pulse of current—too subtle for human nerves—scanned the embedded RFID coil, recording frequency and encryption hash in a silent burst.

      She replaced the card exactly as it had hung. Angle and scuff marks matched. Then she moved back to the mattress. Mateo stirred, muttered "Snake Eyes." Maia stood still, the stolen data a cold seed in her data core, already planning the polymer blank she'd burn tonight.

      The smart move was to leave. Instead, she stood over him, watching the way moonlight from the window striped his back. One arm curled protectively around the empty space she'd vacated. His mouth moved in dream-murmurs—something about fusion cannons and lost pieces. An unfamiliar ache settled beneath her ribs, something that had nothing to do with her augmentations.

      She dressed slowly. Fingers lingering on the hem of her dress. At the door, she paused, looked back once. He'd rolled onto his side, face peaceful in sleep, and for a moment she could see the boy he must have been—collecting toys, believing in heroes, trusting that the world made sense.
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