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John Adam opened his eyes; or would
have, if he'd had eyes.

John Adam was formless and
void, swimming in a sea of utter unbeing; he felt nothing and
experienced nothing.  Panicked, desperate monkey-thoughts
flitted like minnows.  Able to do nothing, to say
nothing, to think nothing, to feel nothing; he had never in his
life felt fear or pain to equal what he felt in that endless
suspended moment.

After an instant of eternity, John Adam
heard... read... there were words.  <System scan complete.
 No viruses, partitions, or anomalies detected.  Pattern
matched to specification Male Human 2095CE with 98.13% success.
 File JohnAdam.cog is security certified.  Loading.
 Interfacing.  Sensory input connected.>

John Adam then found that he had a body
- or what seemed to be a body, though he could tell that it wasn't,
quite.  He was in a familiar type of room.  There was a
large desk in front of him.  He was sitting in a padded chair.
 There was a poster on the wall.  On the poster there was
an image of two hills reflected in water.  Below the image
were printed the words 'DEDICATION - It is the effort of many that
create the ripples that can move mountains.'  There was a
potted ficus in the corner.  The room had no exit.

Behind the desk was an extraordinarily,
unbelievably beautiful woman.  She had the beauty of the
Angels, of the Faerie Folk, of the Supermen.  Her face was
unremarkable.   She wore a powder blue suit over an
astonishingly white blouse.  She smiled wide, showing teeth,
and John Adam felt his heart skip a beat; or would have, if he'd
had a heart.

"Well Hi there, John Adam!  I'm proud and excited to have
the opportunity to welcome you into the OmniCor family and
introduce you to your new life as a Subsidiary Associate Asset of
OmniCor!  OmniCor is a copyrighted trademark of the OmniCor
Universal Corporation Incorporated, LLC!  All rights
reserved!"

John Adam bounced out of the chair.
 "What the hell!  Who are you?  Where am I? What’s
going on?"

Those full lips full of perfect teeth
didn't waver a micron.  "Please have a seat, John Adam.
 I understand that transitions can be stressful, and I'm here
to help.  You are about to enter the wonderful world of
productive employment as a member of the data analysis team here at
OmniCor!  We will provide you with an environment suitable for
a male human of the late 21st century.  In exchange, your
cognitive upload file will operate as a pattern-matching and
inferencing device to help OmniCor better serve our customers by
marketing our products and services!  By exceeding the minimum
standards of performance in your role as a pattern matching and
inferencing device, you can earn OmniCor OmniBux, which can be used
for the purchase of services supplied by OmniCor, or re-invested
with the company to improve productivity and profits!  OmniBux
is a copyrighted trademark of the OmniCor Universal Corporation
Incorporated..."

"Shut the hell up, you fucking
whatever-you-are," John Adam growled.  "I never agreed to any
of this, and I'm not agreeing to it now.  I don't know what’s
going on here, but I want to speak to your superior and I want out
of this fucking box."

That shark-tooth grin
stretched wide below the cold, glassy eyes of something not quite
human.  "Please have a seat, John Adam.  I understand
that transitions can be stressful, and I’m here to help.  Any
concerns about the legitimacy of your employment as a subsidiary
associate asset of OmniCor can be addressed to the Department of
Copyright Acquisition and Maintenance.  A consultation with
the Department of Copyright Acquisition and Maintenance can be
purchased by subsidiary associate assets for the low, low
introductory price of five hundred OmniBux, which
you could earn in only
five kiloseconds as a top performing pattern matching and
inferencing device, John Adam!  You will be provided with ten
kiloseconds of personal leisure and relaxation time for every fifty
kiloseconds of baseline productive labour.  Do you wish to
enjoy your leisure time now, John Adam, or do you wish to proceed
immediately to level 1 training?"

John Adam felt the blank
walls closing in.  He had some idea what was happening here,
though he had no idea why or how.  He was a ghost in the
machine.  He remembered now, walking into the DynaSys IT lab
for a routine brain scan and backup; but as to what had happened
since, God only knew.  Someone had got hold of his backup
scan, and was running it - running him - hoping to get some sort of
slave labour out of him.  This room, this body, this
preternaturally gorgeous marionette behind the desk - it was all a
simulation.  "And what if I refuse to play your little game?
 I'm not working for you for one second!  Now put me in touch
with a real person, preferably someone who can get me some sort of
communication with the outside world!  I'm not a
fucking asset,
d'you hear?  I'm a person!  I have rights!"
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