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Book One

OF THE CYBORG, BY THE CYBORG

1

She walked among the creeping vines—a star, a heroine. Her name was Shelley Goulet and she was five foot six in her crystal blue fake glass high heels. 

She had deep purple circles under her eyes from lack of sleep, and weighed just 108 pounds. But who was she, anyway?

2

Shepherded by cyborgs, raised by cyborgs, of the cyborg, by the cyborg, for the cyborg.

The new cyborgs—the brand new mutant cyborgs, they lived—yes, lived. Mostly, it was for their human children. That is what they lived for—their half robotic children.

Rusted out rents—the mothers and fathers of Frontier Gulch, a Western Cowboy Theme Park, parented the cyborg children.

Shelley begged her hothothot girlfriends, Jill and Gigi, to tell her where the boys were, but they wouldn't. They'd just point, laugh, and say, ”What, are you blind?”
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