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A realm of sky-stabbing peaks and cloud-piercing neon stalagmites arose below her like a bed of daggers. The titanic mile high columns were adorned with flickering lights and myriad illuminated specks, each boring down into the hazy and obscured depths. The belated monoliths were held amidst intricate winding mires of airborne roads and paths, the tiny arteries penetrating the skyscrapers and adorned with measured tracks of lights as people and vehicles moved upon them, flowing in ordered waves, lost to their own distractions. Air traffic flowed in dense shoals through the thick blankets of smog below, or buzzed like whimsical gnats through the stained upper atmosphere. Broiling columns of smoke and steam rose from the deepest heart of the city, filling the sky with a disturbing olfactory symphony. The blackness of the oppressive night leapt back from the towers of grimmest shades, where wild rainbow explosions of colour from advertisements and signs saturated the area around them, corrupting the night and the air with their aura. Beams of light washed across the maze, the headlights of passing sky craft cruising across the areas the neon and holographic portraits could not reach, the stained smog revealing the beams right back to their source.

The chattering song of the duel gravity jets drowned out everything save Tyra's fixated thoughts, locked to her mission. Her ride passed over the required destination and she let go of the steel hull, listening to the roar of the wind as it stole away the dwindling signal of the craft. The twin drums affixed at the flanks of the extended dart of jet flickered from within. The magnetic pulses corrected its path as it began heading around to start a true approach now that the covert passenger had been deployed.

The night poured around her slender frame during a plummet through the skies, the winds boring through her catsuit of matte black Shadasticine to tickle her skin. The fabric dulled her energy signature, protecting from the gaze of any static scanners, the material covering everything save a slit at her eyes. An opaque visor, the band worn to elevate her sight into hitherto unseen spectrums, hid this chink. The sections of dull body armour adorning her were fixed to the fabric and dragged as she fell, the solid vambraces and greaves sculpted to flow along her forearms and shins, her flak vest fastened tight and protecting her body, the wide shoulders and high neck granting added shielding from harm. The foe was no doubt equipped for possible attack by one such as her. It was extremely doubtful that they would not have taken the appropriate precautions after her last attack.

With a deep penetrating crunch, Tyra landed, her legs folding beneath her as she dropped into a low crouch, the concrete of the rooftop shattering under her weight. Weaving jagged arcs were sent outward, spilling from around the craters her soles had punched from such a lofty plunge.

For a moment she remained perfectly still, listening intently, browsing for sounds that perhaps suggested her arrival had been detected. When only the unbroken background chatter continued, she rose slowly and stepped from the cracked halos about her feet. Moving into the shadows of the air vents and fans, she merged with the depths.

Wearing the night as a cloak she started to prowl through the mire of cables and outlets. The heat of the darkness was cast back by plumes of cooled air, pouring out across the paths she took, prickling her skin with their conditioned caress.

A rigid form came into view before her, his eyes looking across the area with a veiled intensity, his apparent boredom a deceptive thing to encourage complacency and overconfidence in others. His eyes failed to pick her lithe form out of the ambient blackness, and she started to close in upon him like some spectral predator.

The bodyguard was covered by an expensive but stark suit of green, its jagged lapels and trim formed as a sparkling border of bright multi-hued glitters. The flowing lines of faintly shimmering material tried and failed to conceal a powerful frame, one honed for combat and swift action. His movements were timed and fluid, all trace of clumsiness erased by years of methodical training in the arts of attack.

A deft skip carried her through a pane of light and back into shadow, the fleeting movement catching his keen senses and prickling his sense of danger. The response told that he was a sentry, no more, here to watch for any sign of armed incursion and protect his remaining paymaster when he finally chose to emerge.

With his attention diverted to a point she had long since deserted, Tyra wove around with celerity, her footfalls so delicate as to create no detectable sound. A forward roll carried her out behind him, the faintest rustle of stretching material going unnoticed when she cast a leg around in a circle kick that skimmed the rooftop and stripped his feet from under him. The massive form fell and struck the ground with a harsh thud, the battle senses of the sentry already causing him to go for his holstered machine pistol. In response, Tyra acted with a speed beyond the scope of organic vision to detect. The open-handed strike smashed into his throat, shattering the larynx and vertebrae with a soft moist crunch to rob him of speech and life.

She listened again, awaiting sounds of alarm from the detection of her attack. The undulating noise of the city remained unbroken. The din of thousands of voices packed together, the stresses raising their tunes and adding savagery to it. The added blare of horns, with occasional gunfire and shattering of glass ripping across the steady thrum of purring engines and speeding cars.

The grumbling rumble of a nearby train trundled past, the weighty monorail making the tracks squeal at the chore of carrying its burden. Tyra waited until it had gone, for the transit might conceal sounds that she needed to alert her of danger.

Clapping hands to the body, she hauled it aside and into the depths. Lodging it between two air conditioning outlets she returned to slinking onward toward her target.

The dull rhythmic drum roll of motors punishing the air started to rise into more distinct volume, warning her of the arrival. The small clearing that served as a landing pad came into view, the pulsing cross of navigational lights attracting the craft like a flame for a moth.

A brilliant cone of light and a hammering gale descended without warning, whipping up dust and smaller debris. The sleek outlines of the hovering craft appeared, making its speedy descent before settling directly overhead. The vehicle was dark, its commercial identification visible only as subtle hints. She could see where she had held onto it, the alcove at the root of the tail being a perch she had diligently clung to for over an hour.

Landing gear extended from opening portals. Reaching out, they accepted the weight of the craft while it settled onto the strobing cross, the lights bathing the underside of the dark craft with their discharge.

The rear doors opened out and permitted a wave of hulking bodyguards to step forth and check that all was safe. Their hands hovered nervously near the interior of their long coats, and though cybernetic visors covered their eyes, they were plainly conducting an intense observation. Such levels of paranoia illustrated that they had not been informed of the plan.

In the wake of the guards came its anonymous orchestrator in the familiar visage of Balthazar - the slender frame of her owner adorned with his standard immaculate white suit that granted him a considerably larger and more impressive appearance. His long mane of hair was tied back, the red cascade whipped wildly in the chaotic turbulence being wrought by the engines, the transport resting, ready to flee at the first sign of trouble.

A weighty trapdoor swung open near to the pad, the arriving platform bearing a group that marched into the twisting winds. Buffeted by the slap of the myriad whirls and eddies, the flap of their clothing revealed dense arsenals of concealed weaponry in addition to light body armour.

The tall, corpulent form in the core of a group of guards was instantly identified by her memory. The detection of his presence sparked her into dedicated and tumultuous activity. Throwing herself into full speed, Tyra charged around the obstructing machinery and tore across the pad with superhuman swiftness.

When her approach was noticed, the foe initiated their response in futile effort, for their reactions were much too slow to stop her before she reached them. The first man was catapulted back into his fellows upon a lethal jab. As those behind him were still crumbling under his velocity, their weapons firing into the sky, she swatted the second man aside. The backhand punch flung him away as though he was made of straw, his smashed skull leading his flight. With the defence cleared and her primary target acquired, she launched a horizontal kick into his rotund belly, her hands spread apart and ready to catch his head when he doubled up with a cry. The man complied perfectly, and the poised palms slapped to his temples and span. Her acute strength snapped his neck and she immediately reversed her direction, beginning a hasty sprint from the site of methodical murder.

Firearms sung a chorus of clicks and metallic snaps as they were cocked. The subtle quiet was then rent with shrill bursts, the guards of both sides opening fire in response to Tyra's assault, filling the air with blizzards of lethal rounds. Scintillating coughs spat from her body when the most accurate or lucky shots struck her during an oscillating weave back for cover. Keeping her head low she allowed her armour to capture a greater share of the impacts. With a springing leap she entered the air and arced behind a bank of exhaust ports, the metal erupting with shrieking punctures as the rain of wanton fire tore into the soft structure. Already the outraged sentries were charging into her vicinity, weapons spewing randomly into the darkness, seeking her form. The small arms fire was of no consequence, but they had learned from her last assault and had prepared accordingly with high velocity rounds and armour piercing bullets. These posed a definite hazard, and already she had sustained several minor hits that had successfully pierced both armour and protective shell, bringing minor internal damage.

Rerouting her affected or impaired systems, she kept low and moved for the edge of the building, threading a hasty path until she reached the lip.

The side of the skyscraper fell down through countless storeys, linking with other, smaller towers via numerous pipes, cables, and pedestrian routes. Several roads wove past at lower levels, the streams of traffic dense even at this late hour. Without pause for her safety, she dropped into a squat and thrust with both legs, the virulence of her spring cracking the Plasticrete. Leaping out into the void, her form dropped down and with a heavy metallic tone landed upon the monorail track several stories below, her legs bending to cushion her landing. Pausing, she looked around in assessment and suddenly the area about her was alive with whistling streams of projectiles. Sparks burst like blooms of light upon the metal rail and tore at her armour, gouging small craters in the ablative material while others tore at her flesh. Slipping her feet back, Tyra dropped from the beam and grabbed it with both hands, hanging and using the dense pole as shelter. Undaunted, the rain of fire still splashed upon it, creating a fanatic drum roll of metallic tones. Dragging her legs up, she put her soles to the underside, enhanced her sight to select a new point of landing far below, and kicked into the rail with both legs.

Swooping down, she kept her body streamlined, increasing the speed of her descent, carrying her far from her assailants as they threw torrents of tiny missiles after her.

Steering herself, she opened her limbs and guided her diving form towards a pipe. An outstretched hand brushed it and clenched, jerking her to an abrupt and savage halt. The pipe unleashed a resonant metallic twang with a deep crack and her joint flared with tearing pain, the arm almost being torn free from such brutal usage.

Hesitating for a moment, Tyra recovered her strength and hauled herself up. Rising into a crouch upon the thin pole, she increased the sensitivity of her balance and adjusted her equilibrium to take the minor injuries into account. A quick look saw that small punctures in her artificial flesh dribbled thin lines of translucent gel over tears in her Shadasticine suit, and her armour was pockmarked with dents.

With speed she jogged along the tenuous high wire and made for the squat building before her. Its dark and seamy back was riddled with grime-rimmed exhaust pipes, the chimneys trailing a dark thick smog into the air. The dense pollutants hung and loitered, slowly being carried away upon the lethargic breeze managing to waft between the plexus of skyscrapers.

The industrial plant was apparently deserted and hopefully fully automated. The lower reaches were armed with thick automated safeguards and laser wire fencing to keep out any trespassers, but the pipe she was using as a means of access was too hazardous and fragile an entry point to risk for any others, and was thus undefended.

A slim path wound past overhead, the sky borne bridge between two housing blocks almost empty because of the late hour. The dull yellow streetlights adorning it were spaced well apart, and many were dying or broken. Evaluating the distance, she judged her impaired limbs capable of carrying her to it.

Lowering slowly, she unfastened her sections of damaged armour and released them, the bullet-riddled garments vanishing into the smothering depths. Having shed the greatest clues to her participation in the battle, she locked her stare to her destination and waited for a larger than usual gap in the dwindled flow of dreary pedestrians. As an opening of suitable width presented itself Tyra sprang, kicking into the pipe, fracturing it from her ferocious leap. Her body arced through the air like a dart, and as she reached the zenith of her trajectory, arms shot up and snatched the guard-rail with a deep resonant clang. Her weight fell onto the anchors and one of the weak struts snapped instantly, the metal bending outward in her grasp. Without any expression of panic she released the pole and jerked the hand further along, accepting a strut and holding tight. The steel remained firm and she lifted herself, snatching the handrail and flipping nimbly over.

Dropping into the shadowy recesses at the central point between two lights, she took advantage of the gloom to hide her entry and walked slowly while she straightened. Ripping off the hood and visor before entering the light, she shook her head to set her hair free, restoring some shade of normal appearance. Dropping the shed attire over the edge, she left the road and entered the huge residential monolith arising before her.

The interior buzzed with light and life, deafening her senses with the din of laughter, shouts and roars. Dulling the acuteness, she scanned for sign that she was being followed or watched and started to move towards ground level, the degeneration of society being distinctly visible with her downward route. The level at which she had initially entered was a fairly safe, moderately wealthy domain. But while she moved through the levels by lift and escalator she could see the shops and homes changing for the worse. The acquired murkiness gradually became more distinct. The lack of repairs or attention welled to make decrepit squalor spread like a vile tumour. The population grew more rough and barbaric, and less concerned or intrigued with her brutalised appearance. Pleasant coffee shops and brightly lit malls gave way to sex shows and rowdy bars. These in turn slowly started to vanish when derelict dwellings took precedence, the belated wrecks infested with tramps and fugitives, the homeless and the hounded.

Gangs of varied description and allegiance milled at corners, guarding their territory with brutal ardour. Prostitutes pouted in small groups outside ramshackle hotels, their salacious attire clinging tightly to them and revealing the merchandise they proffered for rent. The sight of these women made Tyra's fingers clench into fists. The memories were denied, but the feelings were there, and the ethereal recollections were bitter enough to seep through the mind blocks.

The police presence was token at best in these depths. The armoured cars patrolling the roads that bored through the towers took a vague glance at their designated domain, and continued unless there was an occurrence of major importance. The sprawling interiors were largely neglected, the sporadic firefights and violence too much trouble for them to bother with. The tackling of blatant crime on the streets was enough to occupy them, without the additional chore and danger of entering the winding labyrinthine innards of the skyscrapers.

From the vantage point of her current position she could see down through the last dozen or so levels to the city bottom. It was held in confidential privacy by a coiling ocean of materialised stench, the ground of the city an ambiguous bank of curling fumes and smog that thankfully obscured the deep piles of refuse coating it. No one could live amongst such rampant sewage - the product of the myriad levels rising high above them. The denizens casually cast forth their litter and let it fall to the lowest regions, causing the neglected base of the city to turn into a festering quagmire of rotting garbage. Patrolled only by the teeming rogue legions of felines, rodents and canines, such a population would strip bare any trespasser daring to set foot upon their domain.

Stepping into a side passage, she left the street and entered the dull corridors. The lights were more than occasionally smashed to deprive her of illumination, forcing her to enhance the clarity of her sight and turn up the sensitivity.

The walls were stained with refuse and leaks, the panels occasionally coming away from age or vandalism to expose the wires and pipes within. Some of these had been shattered or broken to unleash their cargo into the wall space or across the corridor, leaving pools of accumulated water to saturate small areas. Other alcoves were gutted by fire, the plume of soot rising up the wall and occasionally staining a whole section when neglected fire suppressers failed to deal with the blaze swiftly enough. Every door was heavy and fortified, the reinforced security shells requiring obscene amounts of damage to breach. Yet some had tried, and traces of attempted jimmying or pounding were evident as scratches and dents on locks and surface alike. Traces of refuse and general accumulations of grime ran the walls, the central path streaked with smears from shuffling footsteps.

Reaching a deep interior lobby, Tyra noticed that the lifts had been torn by fire, and from the smell of charred flesh emanating from within they had been occupied at the time. Jumping onto the stairs, she ascended quickly, her senses piqued for danger. Several young bodies lay huddled together, shivering from the cold, their eyes glazed and dull.

Moving upward she passed dirt-smeared children playing and fighting in small groups, scrawling on the walls or digging at them with improvised tools. The parents ignored such antics and remained at their dwellings, their haggard features drained by the toll exacted by such a stark existence.

Suddenly the sound of automatic fire tore through the gentle chatter, sending everyone diving into shelter or slamming doors shut. With a twist she found cover in a doorway just as tracer rounds tore through the gloom and the walls sparked with repelled bullets, the ricochets bouncing down the corridor while the warring parties fired randomly. The blare of automatic side-arms ended and gave way to the sounds of running feet pounding to the floor. The flight of the mysterious factions allowed people to warily emerge, and Tyra similarly checked that all was clear before continuing.

Such random gang warfare was always rife, and was randomly recurring enough to prevent any chance of stopping it. Avoidance was the only solution, and although it was unlikely that they could harm her with their base weaponry, alerting witnesses and informants alike that a cyborg had passed by was not wise, for it might give investigators a path to follow.

Slipping into a shadowy passage, the winding corridor trailed off into the gloom, the doors placed equally along it having long shed all identification, leaving them free of all traces of distinction from one another. Keeping her own account of the numbers passing by, she used the few remaining hints of marked abodes to confirm her count until she reached her destination. Tapping her fingers across the keypad, she entered the code. The lock gave a soft click and several weighty thuds emerged through the dense portal while it withdrew bars and bolts from the deep frame.

Touching the surface, Tyra pushed inward and stepped cautiously into the cool and musty folds of darkness. The interior was totally devoid of light, the bulbs failing to activate with her entry. A touch to the manual switch elicited no response, making her step up her intensification to maximum levels.

The abode was devoid of all furnishings, the windowless walls stained yellow from cigarettes and cooking. Bleached squares marked former sites of pictures or decorations, distinct and wreathed with darker shades.

The quiet was total, suggesting the others were not back yet. Perhaps the advisors to the opposing crime lord had seen through the deception, or as was more likely, they were encountering added trouble in explaining away the situation. In either event she wanted to get back; she had ideas and new torments to inflict on her entrusted supplicant.

Thinking fondly of her worshipped status, she stepped into the former space of the living room and heard a soft unnatural whine from behind the kitchen wall. It was a hissing betrayal of motion, one of cybernetic strain that would have been well beyond the scope of any mortal ear, and it had touched the very limits of her own significantly bolstered senses.

A bright squeal of high-speed revolutions brushed the same senses and the lights burst into radiant life. The bulbs were of obscenely high wattage, the sudden intense burst of illumination so piercing as to scramble her vision, making all detail vanish amidst an unblemished white pane of shock.

The whirling signal gave way to a thunderous chattering, the cannon unleashing a high-speed deluge of massive calibre rounds. The interconnecting wall erupted outward with geyser coughs of shattered debris, the cascade of heavy fire eating through in a dotted horizontal arc.

Diving to the floor, stern impacts clipped her shoulder and flipped her in mid-fall, spinning her with their impetus and making her tumble clumsily. The rending tear of the explosive bullets ate into the wall opposite, burrowing in and erupting amidst belching balls of fire. Scorched particles leapt through the air, pelting her supine form while she kept low and scampered for the door.

The punctured kitchen wall swelled when a massive form slammed to it, the fabric cracking and scattering outward, bursting into sundered chunks that fell amidst a cloud of dust, revealing a crab-like form.

The squat shape was dense and thick, the armoured body sprouting four articulated legs. A hemisphere upon the back held the main weapon - a stout cluster of six fat barrels, arrayed in a circle, the collection whirling at a speed that reduced them to a visual smudge.

The floor shuddered when it stepped forward, the ground cracking under the immense weight, telling that it had been assembled within the room. The combat cyborg regarded her with blank features and turned the mangling weapon down at her low form. With a tensed spring Tyra launched herself directly upward, the ground beneath her degenerating into a vibrating crater of punishing stabs, the bullets drilling into the floor and detonating in rapid succession. Clapping her hands to the ceiling, she cushioned her connection and flipped her legs up before her velocity was spent. A mighty thrust with both legs fired her down at the site of destruction, for with the integrity of the ground compromised by such fierce damage, she was sure to break through.

The stream of fire jerked up, having expected this manoeuvre, revealing the extent of the treachery. The cyborg had not only been set up well in advance of her mission, but it had been programmed with her own combat files, so it might expect her tactics and compensate for them. This machine had been sent by those who owned her, to destroy their own property. But why?

Heavy rounds bored into her torso and threw her back, slamming her spine to the wall as the tips exploded, gouging open her torso amidst incendiary plumes. The strike against the wall robbed her of motion and she fell to the floor a limp heap. Through flickering eyes she watched her sight be corrupted by influxes of static, the image of her assailant lost while she frantically tried to adjust her hampered optics. Her chest was open, the cavity revealing the intricate mechanisms and cybernetic components within. The damage was extensive, her main motor functions had been crippled, and her power unit was cracked and failing fast, but it was all repairable if she could just escape. With a maximum effort she tried to move, but her limbs only twitched lightly, the connections between central processing unit and receptors crippled or severed. The black fibre bundles that were her muscles spasmed and shuddered. The bio gel that was her blood drooled from the wounds, making her motions slick against the floor.

Audio traces revealed the approach of the cyborg, the monstrous instrument of mass destruction closing upon her with menace. The cyborg dipped at the front, taking a point blank aim so as to ensure it could pierce her fortified skull, the nesting place of her mind tougher than any other part of her body.

A flash crossed her sight, the damage to her neural net crossing the paths of her memory cells, breaking down the walls that had been installed. The captured engrams fell through and smothered her, bringing them back in full. Their linear passage was akin to the reliving of the event first hand, without foreknowledge, the story filled with new and unexpected revelations.
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A dense wall of impenetrable static rose across her vision, the flickering monotone shades dazzling her mind with an obfuscating river of chaotic data. For a moment there was a glimpse of a scene, but the image was too brief to ascertain what it could have been. The static returned, and after a few moments vanished to reveal her true gaze, the view rolling several times before stabilising and focusing to a piercing clarity.

Tyra's body was laid out upon a slab, surrounded by monumental cradles of machines, each spewing out dense bundles of cable that affixed themselves to her frame. Her mind was sharp, her thoughts razor-edged and cold. The arctic slash of every engram was polished and refined, her memories so clearly defined as to be difficult to separate from true and current events.

The intricate contraptions flickered with lights and flows of energy. Data streams pulsed within the circuits and wires, pouring through her like a torrent. Terminals offered up views of schematic readouts, her body laid bare and rendered as spectral lines and discs, the outlines revealing her contours in hints and suggestions. It took a few moments to realise that the frame being displayed was not her own. The sculpted perfection was far different to her usual wasted appearance, the wreath of neck length hair a sable black rather than her usual brown.

The empowered monitoring stations and scanners were not standard medical fare; they were far more elaborate. The expense suggested that her catastrophic relapse had ended in her being dispatched to a locale far from her usual low-class hospital.

Blue gowned figures moved amongst the towering monoliths of electronic paraphernalia, their features covered by breathing masks, hiding their visages, sealing them off from her environment and denying her any chance at recognising the nameless doctors. Others were adorned with cybernetic enhancements, their eyes appearing as visors and lens, riding out from their faces while wires and cables returned to pierce and tunnel into their countenances.

'Visual reception of subject; Tyra May... clear, zero corruption. Installation complete, data upload continuing,' announced a dispassionate voice, the words issued with dull artificial tones, like those of a machine speaking through a human throat.

'Disengage higher function relays and prep for final closure,' replied a similarly insipid male, and without warning everything suddenly shuddered and vanished into oblivion.

––––––––
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WITH A ROLLING FLASH her sight was restored, the clarity of vision sharp and perfect. The hazy blur that was her view of the world was gone, as was the customary sight of her sickly hospital bed and the innate discomfort of her existence.

Placed within a dark metal chamber, rows of overhead lights illuminated her as though she was some treasured display in a vault. Her bare form seemed to shine in these anaemic lights, the elegant contours of her body shown without blemish or mark, the radiance of her pale skin reflected upon the dark gloss panes about her.

A rotund man in one of the blue environment suits approached, his paunch pushing against the accommodations of the one-piece garment.

'Do you understand me, Tyra?' he asked, looking over her in assessment, but not with lust, only cold, clinical analysis.

'Yes,' she responded, finding her voice a strong possession, the feeble cracked whisper replaced by a bold, seductive tone.

'Excellent. Now, if you could attempt movement we will see if the connections are functioning correctly,' he said, removing a small rectangular device from his belt and running it over her body, his eyes fixed to the small multi-hued readout.

It had been so long since she had tried to move. Usually the attempts were not even worth undertaking, for even the most minute motion proved a graphic reminder of her plight, the action replete with pain. So it was with no small amount of trepidation that she tried to recall how to engage such movement and apply that recollection to her arm, the bafflement and her familiarity with being attended by doctors distracting her from her nakedness.

The slender limb rose up before her without even a modicum of strain or exertion. Her jaw dropped open and she let her hand unfurl like a flower, her fingers stretching out and then closing into a tight fist, the muscles rippling beneath the sheet of milky white hide.

'Can you walk?' inquired the stranger.

The thought struck her with severity, and looking down to her legs she cast her concentration away from her mesmerising limb, attempting instead to try and move. Tyra half expected some ambulating shuffle or hesitant steps. Instead, a bold stride carried her abruptly forward and almost walked her into the wall. Stopping sharply, her face nearly touching the cold black surface, she caught an image of her reflection. The sculpted features were so unlike her own that it took her breath away, making her question whether this was truly her. Spinning, she found no one lurking over her shoulder and was left with no alternative to this being the truth; that this was now Tyra May.

'What... what happened to me?' she questioned, reaching up and running her fingers across her features, the sensitive tips telling her that what her eyes had revealed was no deception or error.

'Any dizziness, lack of balance or sensation?' he questioned, her own words virtually inaudible to him.

'No, I feel... great,' she revealed, the confession absurdly inadequate to describe her current mood and condition.

'Excellent. Now, if you would step back into the centre, I will explain,' he promised, and moved aside while she complied, revelling in her new-found mobility.

'As I am sure you are aware, you have undergone somewhat of a radical change. Your body and identity perished thirty-six days ago at fourteen hundred hours colony time. As part of your pre-emptive donor plan to help compensate for the exorbitant medical fees you have incurred with Corporation hospitals, your organs have been harvested. Six recipients have helped settle some of your debt, and to clear it, your brain has been transferred into a cybernetic body. The cost of this new frame is extremely expensive, and is maintained by the Corporation that created it. The costs involved will be recovered by the hiring of this frame to various parties who will pay the fees involved for your indentured servitude. You have no rights or legal recourse, you donated your organs freely, and by law, your brain is just another available organ. Thus after you were pronounced clinically dead it became mere property for us to use to recover your lifetime of medical expenses.'

The joy at this artificial rebirth shattered and fell away, the realisation of the truth of her plight dawning fully and stealing away all merriment and gladness.

'You will be subject to auction shortly, whereupon your new owner shall explain any duties you are to perform,' he notified, and stabbed a switch upon his instrument, the mere touch stripping her of all feeling, depriving her of everything save sight and thought.

From some undetected external urging her body settled into a tensed stance, and the anonymous engineer returned to the wall, his demeanour unchanged, the informing of such loss of freedom an everyday speech. Hammering his fist to the wall, the metal gave several deep resonant clunks, and with a hydraulic hiss a section slid aside to reveal a bright corridor beyond.

Stepping out, the featureless door sealed in his wake, leaving her alone in the room with nothing save her own addled thoughts as meagre company.

A series of soft clicks pierced the quiet, and panels in the walls hauled aside to reveal camera lenses. The gleaming eyes extended and began to cover her with their blank gaze, perusing her form and sending the image to awaiting buyers, who hovered like vultures far from this place. In her mind's eye she could hear the bids being placed, the price of her body rising as they competed for it, the crafted beauty of its anatomy stoking their interest. She was like chattel, a thing to be bought, her foolish generosity before death condemning her to this living hell. The donor plan was there to help sway life support costs, and the loophole it purposely begot was now being expertly exploited, catching her in legal slavery. Surely there must be some way out, either by revealing this injustice or escaping it. But should she wriggle free of the Corporation's confines, would she not also lose her hold on this magnificent new body? She had lived a life as a crippled husk, unable to survive without the attention of machines, confined to her bed, her existence a shadow of normality. Now she had a second chance, and it was one with a form more wondrous than anything nature could have provided. Cybernetic body parts were highly sought after simply because they were massively superior to organic ones, and fully artificial bodies bestowed their owner with a state of perfection, longevity, and superiority to all other humans. Such constructions were the exclusive preserve of the ultra wealthy, and she had received one for nothing. Was the loss of freedom that high a price? It was an answer that hinged on what was demanded of her in exchange for her devotion.

The cameras withdrew and the tiny portals sealed, announcing that her fate had been sealed and that some faceless buyer had secured her for his companion, his staff, or maybe for his harem.

Once more the main door ground open and the rotund man entered with a considerable amount of lightness in his step, a joviality matched by his broad smile.

'You gained a good price,' he announced, lifting the control box and switching off her cognitive and visual functions like they were the most rudimentary appliance. 'I hope you prove worth it.'
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Chapter 3
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Awareness returned in a sudden dazzling flash, every sense reaching full clarity in an instant. Tyra was lying upon a soft bed, the satin sheets a striking violet shade, sensuously smooth against her skin. The chamber itself was opulent in extravagant styles, the cascading drapes forming a shimmering circle about her, the soft breezes winding through them scented with a catalogue of subtle fragrances.

An inert forearm lay before her gaze, her body on its side. The unblemished snowy flesh looked so perfect, so alien, the usual sight of a withered, painfully thin limb was gone, and only this exemplary creation remained. It looked and felt so real it was hard to imagine that beneath the tender skin lay an artificial interior, painstakingly constructed by bio engineers. Closing her hand, she watched the fingers tense and move while she tried to picture the hidden mechanisms at work within the slender digits. It was as close to real as humanity could produce, and a zenith of achievement - motivated fibre bundles as muscles, veins of bio fluids, a Crysteel reinforced skeleton - a superior copy in every respect to the organic original. God created man, and now man created virtual gods.

Sitting up, Tyra looked across her body and found it clad in seductive lingerie, the ensemble presented in white shades and of exquisite quality. A satin and lace basque closed about her torso. The near translucent lace of the front panel and the cups revealed her skin and nipples to furtive view, the plunging design offering up her cleavage to adoration. The attached suspenders reached down and slipped beneath the thin straps of her plain thong, grabbing the ivory tips of fine denier, albino seamed stockings. Her feet were left bare within the hose, her toes sealed within the snowy sheet.

The sight of such provocative attire did not bode well for the fate to which she was allotted, yet it further impressed upon her the glory of her new form - the flawlessness and radiant pulchritude. It readily seemed as though the flesh was crafted to show off the attire, her form equally pleasing to the eye as that of any model. Also, it felt glorious, the soft satin smoothness, like milk beneath her fingertips, brushing her skin, making her squirm within its opulence. Arching her back she let her hands roll down her sides, diving and ascending upon her curves, her broad smile stretching across her painted lips.

She had always dreamed of a cure, of being reborn and being able to live a fantasy of being beautiful. It was her ultimate escapist dream, and now it was real.

Movement in her peripheral vision caused Tyra to snap her attention aside. Her eyes focused to a degree impossible for normal vision, drawing forth an image from behind the curtains, a human form moving through the rippling sheets.

Rising onto her knees she watched with central intensity as he emerged. The man was moving deep into his thirties, with a slender mane of dark red hair running along the centre of his head, falling down the back to his waist. A tattoo of a scorpion was painted along the shaven left side of his skull. The depicted chitin sparkled in the light and was embellished with several exposed circuit implants - neural reservoirs to allow the speedy upload and assimilation of data. Silver rings dotted his lobes, and his features were dark and sinister, the eyes betraying a feral and cold nature that was almost inhuman. Clad in white close fitting attire, a set of tall grey boots and matching baggy jacket complemented the stark garments, the wide shoulders and high collar trimmed with silver. He moved with a confidence gleaned from arrogant power, and thus she surmised that this was in all likelihood, the person responsible for her purchase.

'Where am I?' she questioned, panning her gaze over her shoulders in search of other hidden denizens, confirming they were indeed alone.

'In my home,' he announced frankly, seating himself at the end of her bed, his eyes fixed upon her, staring intently. 'Where you are to provide services to myself, and my guests,' he added, his words banishing all semblance of civility.

Without warning he moved forward towards her, reaching out to snag her new body with licentious fingers. The spontaneous advance caused her outrage to boil over.

Recoiling suddenly, her actions had him to turn his groping clutch into a dive, the extended hand clamping to her trailing bicep and anchoring Tyra suddenly before she could flee the surface of the bed.

Jerking her head around she regarded the grip, and rapidly followed it back until she saw his broad grin, the tight smile exposing lust-clenched teeth.

'And where do you think you are going?' he hissed.

A lifetime of passivity evaporated under the leering stare, and her hands furled into tight clubs.

The new flesh moved like lightning, the perfectly sculpted artificial muscles and tendons swinging around to aim a deadly punch at the source of angst. A ferocious jerk afflicted her arm and torso, causing her to spasm aside and drop to the floor. Her body had acted contrary to the demands of her mind, the velocity of her sanguinary attack leading her fall, the treachery leaving her stunned.

Collapsing heavily onto her flank, the thick carpet proved an excellent cushion, leaving her sprawled at his feet.

'A vain attempt, but a lesson more easily learned by experience than through verbal education,' he purred smugly, dropping his hovering hand to the bed and leaning back to lounge upon the soft sheets.

Looking up at the ceiling, he gently kicked his legs as they dangled over the edge.

'As your owner I am quite safe from any ravages you may decide to unleash upon me, and you are quite bound to do my bidding, no matter how distasteful you may find it.'

Flexing her body, she shivered upon the floor, clawing at the carpet, overwhelmed by a sense of bitter rage that she was powerless to exorcise.

'Now, Tyra, I command you to get up here,' he uttered, the demand finding reception in her body and causing it to act without any help from herself. The frame remained completely oblivious to her most fervent demands to stop it from performing that which he had requested.

As she arose he grabbed her wrist and with a sudden yank caused her to flip face down onto the bed. Before she could move he was upon her, his weight settling on her back while she flailed vainly beneath his desire. Hooked fingers slid into the cleft of her buttocks and ferreted out the back of her thong, the feel of such attention making her gasp in dismay. With the slender strip in his grasp, a sudden abrupt haul removed the exiguous underwear amidst the soft rip of delicate fabrics. The barbaric stripping tugged her abdomen into the air and then let it fall back, bouncing to a halt upon the soft mattress. Tyra stared up, chagrin at her inability to mount any coherent form of defence against the impending ravishment. All she could do was paw at him with weak limbs, all the strength having fled, leaving her fingers to slide ineffectually upon his arms and body.

Motivated by the subtlest whim, a backhanded slap emerged from nowhere and danced across her slightly exposed cheek, spinning her head aside and filling the flesh with stinging heat. The sharpness of the sensation was startling, the level of what should have been a meagre pain causing her to wilt, her psyche unwilling to inspire another dose of such intolerable feeling. Unbridled euphoria ruled his face, his delight in subduing her, in defeating her struggles and indulging his passion without any chance of her stopping him.

Locking digits upon a shoulder and lifting himself upon his knees, he straddled her form and flipped her beneath him. Clapping hands to her shoulders once more, the fingers tightly caressed the rounded joints, luxuriating in their shape while he stared across the rest of her body, the gaze lingering across her breasts and inviting contours.

'Yes, a wise investment, more so for the other purposes I can put to this innocent frame. But enough of that, you will learn such things when the time comes. Right now I want to see the Corporation's meaning of - fully functional,' he announced, using the words like a weapon to maliciously batter her psyche while he stretched out to lie alongside the fearful captive.

Flipping her arms over her head, he locked her wrists there with one hand. His strength easily overcame her deliberately feeble body, and his body moved atop hers while his other hand chose to explore. Fingers meandered down her torso and squeezed her assets, leaving Tyra to grit her teeth. Her face screwed up in endurance and disgust, unable to do anything against this ignominy.

Growling in her artificial skull, she tried to tell herself that this was not happening, that it was some horrible daydream afflicting her while she snoozed in her bed. But the delusion failed to gain roots and was revealed as a dim lie. What made it far worse though, was the pleasure rising from the touch, her skin so eager to be touched, the slightest caress sending ripples of willing response through her system. The contradiction tore her between revelling in his touch, and reviling it.

When his hand began to swing lower her straining efforts to escape grew more intense and she writhed beneath him, her legs kicking while she tried desperately to get free. The fight against his lust only seemed to please him all the more, and when her breath quickened to an uneven pant, he manoeuvred his legs between hers, slipping between them and starting to draw down his trousers.

With a brutal glower residing in his eyes he removed his tumescent length, guiding himself into her. Locating her sex, he clamped a hand to her breast as he forced an entry, pushing with his hips, applying steadily increasing potency.

Clenching her tracts tightly shut to try and deny him, she wailed in loathing and shrieked for aid, her howls causing him to throw back his head and laugh aloud in amusement. The raucous cackles burned her ears while he casually thrust onward into her writhing form.

Her spasming legs did little more than stroke his, the soft stockings sliding weakly and proving to be little more than an arousing tickle to the villain.

With a final push he defeated her defences and sheathed himself deep inside her, her new level of sensation allowing her to feel every aspect of the penetration. Amidst the shock of the intrusion was the explosion of unequalled bliss, a luscious sensation that seemed to melt her insides, mixing with the pain, scorching her thoughts.

Stabbing violently, he drew screams from her throat. The burning tear while he employed his sex as an instrument of defilement caused her to wail for salvation, hiding her eager response to the assault within her bold hatred.

'No one can hear you, no one cares. You are a possession, a thing, like this bed, or this room. You are a mere artefact to be used for its function and regarded only for its material value,' he whispered into her ear, his speeding breath hot upon her face, the words being a wound to her mind more grievous and painful than the truculent thrust of his impaling sex.

Stalling in his molestation he slapped a hand across her chin, holding her face upright so he could kiss her lips, the feel of his features against hers making Tyra gurgle. Demanding release through tempestuous writhings, she could not escape the grip of her controller, her actions only making his invading shaft move within her during her dance beneath

The act of trying to slither herself free was only serving to stimulate his already raging, prurient mood. But it felt good to fight against him, to show her defiance, to help hide the hot lewd tide swelling within her. It was hard to despise this act, regardless of the savagery. It felt more wonderful than anything she had ever felt before.

The hand at her wrists flashed down to join the other and together they squeezed her breasts, crudely massaging them and catching nipples in pinches that made her unleash a pip of shock. The spiteful teasing created the very rictus he desired, and brutal fingers dug into her cheeks. Holding open her jaws so he might lock his lips to hers, he treated himself to a deep, unreturned kiss, her anguish doing more to arouse him than her compliance to the exchange.

With her freed hands Tyra pounded fists to his shoulders; her body able to act only in the most feckless manner, the soft impacts doing nothing to stop him, only inform him of her plight. Turning to his hands, she tried to prise them off, but it was like trying to manipulate stone, the grip a thing of potency she could not trifle with.

The villain pulled his face up and caught digits in the soft lace panel of her basque, ripping it down and exposing her cleavage in all its bare glory. With her rendered more naked before his eyes, he continued to ignore her profitless endeavour to gain release. The fists of Tyra were unable to affect him in any way while he crooked his back so he might slink down and draw up her breasts in his hands, offering them into his mouth to be kissed. When she felt teasing lips enclose the erect tips, Tyra lifted her head from the sheets to investigate. Teeth snapped at her nipples and took the morsels of flesh to chew at, the cruel bite making her shriek and push at his skull, trying to get him off as he continued without any hint of pity.

Shrugging off her hands he dropped another slap across her cheek, throwing her back to the bed. Skimming a second clap upon her cleavage, the punishment of such sensitive assets unleashed a croak of suffering. Yet even this mordant play made them tickle and murmur with rapture, her body a glutton for sensation no matter what the source. For every particle of pain there was a great measure of pleasure as compensation.

The anonymous author of her enslavement once more took hold of her wrists, defeating her resistance with untamed glee and securing them over her head, capturing both in one hand.
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