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Disclaimer


Welcome to my story, where I explore topics that may challenge conventions and perspectives. My writing can often touch upon controversial or taboo subjects, but it is not my intention to offend or cause discomfort.


On the contrary, I aim to provoke thought and reflection.


I’d like to add an example for clarity: Imagine an advertisement image where an individual is positioned in a way that makes you think: What’s the point of this? How did they end up in that situation? I can’t relate to it; it seems impossible and unrealistic. These questions are precisely what I aim to explore in my text. I take inexplicable and surprising images as a starting point to create a world where such scenarios make sense.


As a story enthusiast, I believe that any scenario can be tackled in an interesting way and become captivating if written with care and depth. My intention is to elucidate the seemingly inexplicable and create context for what appears absurd.


I acknowledge that my writing style and choice of topics might affect various readers in different ways. If my words or themes offend anyone, such was not my intention, and I apologize for any negative feelings they may have caused. My writing is an invitation to think and reflect, and I am open to constructive feedback and dialogue regarding my text.


I thank you for being part of this, where we explore topics that challenge our viewpoints, expand our horizons, and create a world where all topics have significance and relevance, no matter how difficult they might be.


Andreas Hede Jensen // andr8076










- PART 1 –


“We often believe that we are the ones changing


the world around us, but fail to recognize that


really it is the world that is changing us.”










Chapter 1: New beginnings break, a new path to take


Maya awoke, disoriented and confused to the sound of beeping machines. Her head felt as though it had been hit by a truck. As she slowly opened her eyes, she realized that she was lying on a table, surrounded by bright white walls. She blinked a few times, her eyes adjusting to the fluorescent light buzzing overhead. Maya turned her head, trying to make sense of her surroundings. It was cold in the room, and a sterile scent made her nose wrinkle. It seemed that she was in an operating room that seemed fully prepared but was unused.


In the room’s suffocating stillness, she felt isolated and adrift in a sea of confusion. Her mind raced to connect the dots, to comprehend how she had arrived here. The surroundings were unfamiliar, clinical. The possibility of surgery lingered in her thoughts, yet no clear memory supported it.


As Maya sat up, using her arms to hold herself upright on the table, feeling her body complaining as it was waking up, heavy like lead, and an unfamiliar sensation that swept over her. Her arms trembled as pain shot through her chest, and she groaned.


Maya tried to move her legs, which felt heavy and unresponsive at first. Gradually, she was able to flex her muscles and move her legs slowly. As her eyes lingered on them, she noticed that they appeared different from how she remembered. Their skin looked as if it had just been waxed: very different from how it usually was. The skin was flawlessly smooth, untouched by any blemish or hair, a surreal perfection that looked more plastic than skin.


As Maya was from Greenwich, the United States, her legs had always been white. She had been used to sunbathing without getting a tan, her skin pretty much unable to darken no matter how much she exposed herself to the sun. Yet now her legs were deeply tanned.


The sight of her legs was unsettling, and she struggled to comprehend their appearance. Uncertainly, she ran her hand over them, half-convinced she would find them fake, perhaps prosthetic. But to her relief and slight surprise, they felt real— soft and warm to the touch. They were her legs alright.


Maya’s gaze wandered down her legs and she noticed that she was wearing high heels. Her attention was completely drawn away from her legs. Tilting her head, she looked at the shoes. Why would anyone put high heels on me when I’m in an operating room? she thought.


Upon closer inspection, Maya noticed that the shoes had thick, six-inch heels and straps that wrapped around her ankles. She was a practical girl and typically wore sneakers, so these shoes were unfamiliar to her. Despite checking them carefully, she couldn’t find any identifying marks or labels.


Maya attempted to remove the shoes to examine them further but found that they were stuck to her feet as if glued. Frustrated, Maya decided to ignore them for now and tried to stand up from the surgical bed. Checking the room, she confirmed that she was alone and proceeded to step onto the cold, white-tiled floor.


Maya slowly stood up, trying not to make her sore body worse, wobbling on the unfamiliar heels. She immediately noticed that her balance was off, and the shoes were heavy and cumbersome. Also, something else seemed to be throwing off her equilibrium, though she couldn’t quite place what. She stumbled once but otherwise managed to hold herself up by using the surgical table.


As Maya took a step forward, her balance betrayed her. The world seemed to tilt as the floor rushed up to meet her. A yelp of pain escaped her lips as she hit the floor, the air violently forced out of her lungs. She lay there momentarily, gasping for breath. As she lay there, fragments of memories began to seep through the haze that was her clouded mind.


She remembered walking, feeling rushed and anxious about being late for something. She recalled a street, and then a sudden flash of light that filled her vision. After that, everything went dark, and her memory was hazy. Maya tried to expand the memory further, but it was elusive, slipping away from her grasp. The frustration of not being able to remember clearly only added to her growing sense of unease.


Getting back up, she regained her balance. At least the pain in her chest was dwindling. Looking down at her body, she noticed another thing that was different. She was wearing what was reminiscent of a onesie swimsuit, which clung to her as if spraypainted on. It covered her entire body except her legs, which were not covered by anything. The onesie had some text located on the right arm, which read “C.A.R.E 03". This caught her attention, and she wondered why hospitals would write patient’s numbers on their clothes. However, it was hardly the strangest thing she had seen since waking up.


Maya considered her outfit. It was clearly not standard hospital clothing. Maya tried to take off the strange onesie, but it seemed to be glued to her skin, much like the high heels. She wondered why someone would dress her up like this, and she couldn’t shake off the feeling that something was terribly wrong.


As she continued to inspect herself, Maya tried again to remember the last clear memory she had—perhaps she was leaving work and walking home?—but everything was hazy and unclear. She couldn’t remember how she’d ended up in this sterile room, or why she was wearing this.


Meanwhile, Maya’s hand was running up and down her suit. It felt like a second skin, and she couldn’t remember ever wearing anything like it before. As she ran her hands over her body, she realized that her waist was thinner. Much thinner. She had always wanted a narrower figure, but this felt strange and unnatural, as though her skin was being pulled back, tightening her figure. With every breath, the pain reminded her about her poor intestines being pressed together.


What the hell is happening? Maya thought. What have they done to me? She couldn’t remember what had led her here, and she didn’t understand why she was wearing this strange outfit. Had she undergone some sort of procedure while she was unconscious?


Suddenly, something caught Maya’s attention. As she had gradually gotten used to the pain in her chest, the clearing of it allowed her to notice another thing that had changed. Something that would scare even more than the previous changes. It was like a weird weight was hanging off of her chest. Looking down, Maya realized both of her breasts were larger than they were supposed to be. The discovery hit her like a ton of bricks. Maya couldn’t understand how she hadn’t noticed it before.


The feel and shape of them were unnatural, almost like she’d had implants, with the onesie stretched thin over them emphasizing every single curve. Why would someone do this to her without her consent?


Maya couldn’t find a mirror to study her reflection. As she looked around the sterile room, Maya noticed that the more she looked, the more seemed off. The equipment was strange and unfamiliar, comprised of what looked like power tools: drills and angle grinders of different sizes, screwdrivers, and different kinds of chemicals in medicinal bottles; all very strange items to be in an operating room.


Had she been in an accident? If so, how bad was it? Perhaps she had undergone some sort of procedure while she was unconscious? If so, why wasn’t she in a hospital room with doctors and nurses around her? Why was she alone in this sterile room with no one to explain what was happening to her? And why couldn’t she remember anything other than fragments?


Maya’s heart raced as panic set in. Maya knew that she needed to find a way out and learn what had happened to her. She took a deep breath and sat back down on the surgical table, trying to calm her nerves and think clearly.


As she sat there, a wave of calm washed over her. Her entire world had been turned upside-down in these past few minutes, and she couldn’t understand what was happening. She knew that something was definitely wrong, but she also knew that panicking wouldn’t help her find any answers. And she wanted them now. With a determined exhale, she gingerly slid off the table, her focus fixed on mastering the unfamiliar heels. She cautiously placed one foot in front of the other, each step a small victory over the previous one.


Every stride Maya took intensified the sensation of her waist being cinched by an invisible belt. The constant pressure was more than just an annoyance; it disrupted her entire way of walking, making her feel clumsy and off-balance, more than the heels already did. It was as though her body’s center of gravity had been changed, and she was having trouble finding it.


Maya’s mind wandered as she walked around searching, trying to piece together what had happened. She wondered if she was the victim of some sort of twisted experiment or if this was just a dream. But nothing seemed to provide any answers to the questions she had.


Maya’s discomfort increased as she tried to find answers. She stumbled in the high stilettos towards the door, which looked like the only exit. Locked. Maya was not surprised. There were no windows, so if she wanted out, she could either wait for someone to come or she would have to get creative. Waiting did not seem like a great choice, so she searched for something that could be useful.


She looked in the cupboards, shelves, and drawers. Most were empty, and she found nothing of value. However, she was not discouraged and continued looking. It was good to practice walking in the strange heels.


As she went through the drawers and cupboards, memories seemed to be coming back to her. There was something that was supposed to be there but wasn’t: a feeling that something had been forgotten and was missing.


But Maya could not dwell on that for long as a locked drawer grabbed her attention, allowing the memory to slip through her fingers.


She would have to find a way to get it open since it was the last place she hadn’t tried yet. Pulling on the drawer, she could feel that it was not very secure despite the lock looking to be of high quality.


After a few attempts, Maya finally managed to force the drawer out while it was still locked. The metal cabinet bent and twisted under her force. The ease with which she had broken into the drawer made her feel strange. It was confirmation that what had been done to her was more than just visual.


Inside the broken drawer, Maya found a key card, which read “BioTek Mechanics Inc. - Medical wing.” She had never heard of BioTek Mechanics Inc. before, and wondered if it was related to the hospital or to something else.


Maya tried the keycard on the door and, with a click, it unlocked and opened by itself. She finally had a way out. The hallway was empty, and the only thing she saw was the name “BioTek Mechanics Inc.” written on the walls. Maya felt less certain that she was in a hospital.


Maya stepped out of the operating room into the long, deserted hallway. Her high heels clicked against the linoleum floor as she walked. She looked around, trying to find anything that could give her answers, but there was nothing: no people, no signs of life, no explanation for what was happening to her.


A faint light shone at the end of the corridor. Her heart skipped a beat as she realized it was coming from behind a set of double doors. Could this be a way out? A way to get some help?


With a glimmer of hope, she approached the doors and pushed them open. She stepped into a large room filled with lab equipment and computer screens, but no people. Maya’s sense of loneliness grew stronger, and she wondered how long she had been alone in this deserted place. She walked around the room, trying to find answers to her long list of questions. Who would finance such an operation and just leave it like this?


Then she noticed an open door leading to a small room. She could see a mirror on the wall inside, and it seemed like an opportunity to at least get some answers to what they had done to her. Maya walked into the room, her eyes locked on her own reflection. The person in the mirror did not look like her. It could not be her. In front of her stood a tall, unrecognizable woman, wearing white six-inch heels, and with bare legs, an incredibly thin waist, and dressed in a white onesie swimsuit. It was like looking at a stranger.


And--her face! Or, the lack of her face. Instead of it, the reflection showed a white dome, a featureless “face”, in the silhouetted shape of a head with no hair. Perhaps it was a mask? It was as white as her suit and heels. Maya’s arms sprung up and touched her face, her fingers confirming what she saw. She could not feel any facial features, just the smooth feeling of the eggshaped dome that had replaced her face. How was that possible? How did she not realize she was wearing this? How could she not feel it? And there were no eye holes, so how could she even see anything? Instead of answers, Maya only got more questions. She could no longer recognize herself. She tried to take the dome off, looking for straps, screws, knobs, or a release—but it was as stuck on as the shoes and the suit.


This revelation was too much to handle. Her heart raced as her hands frantically ran across her face, hoping to find something to tell her it was not true. That her identity had not been removed. She felt the room start to spin, sat down in a corner, and started sobbing, wishing this nightmare would end. Her identity had been altered—no, removed. Who even was she now? If she was just a result of these experiments, was she even truly human? She could feel her tears run down her cheeks, but when she lifted her hands up to wipe them away, there was nothing. And she could no longer feel the tears. Was her mind playing tricks on her? What is … Before Maya could finish her thought, she heard someone from the laboratory.


It sounded like ...! It sounded like footsteps. Quickly she got up to go and see who was there, but it didn’t take long until she realized there was something wrong with the sound. The footsteps sounded heavy, and too perfect in rhythm, with a metallic echo. The louder they got, the more Maya hesitated to go and look. She could almost certainly hear that those footsteps were not those of a person. They sounded like mechanical steps. She peeked out the doorway, looking towards the sound of the mechanical footsteps growing louder and closer. Her fear turned to confusion as she saw a robot walking towards her with a cold, metallic glare in its eye. Its head fixated on her the second she came into its view. The look sent shivers down Maya’s spine. She tried to move but she was rooted to the spot. As the robot approached, she could hear the sound of its hydraulics hissing and its servos whirring.


The robot was unlike anything Maya had ever seen before. Its body was sleek and metallic, with a single big red camera eye in the center of its face that seemed to bore into her very soul. Its movements were precise and calculated, as if it had been programmed to move in a specific way. The robot walked towards the room Maya was standing in.


Maya backed away as the robot stopped in the doorway, just staring at her. The silence of the robot standing still, looking at her, analyzing her, became almost unbearable. She tried to decipher the intentions of this mysterious machine.


For what felt like an eternity, the robot remained motionless, its single red eye fixed on Maya. It was as though she were under a microscope, being examined and probed by an otherworldly force. She wondered what would happen next, whether the machine would move or speak, or whether it would remain a silent and enigmatic presence in the room.


Maya cautiously took a few steps closer to the robot, examining its humanoid form. The robot walked on two feet, just like a human, but its arms and legs, body and hands were not shaped in rounded forms like hers. Instead, it was made up of a series of straight surfaces, making it look like a futuristic creation from a sci-fi movie.


Although the robot had a seemingly cold exterior, it had an impressive touch of style. The stark white color aligned perfectly with the lab and Maya’s attire, as if it was intentionally designed to fit right in. Clearly, this robot was meant to be here, in this advanced tech hub. Suddenly, Maya’s thought process was stopped by a distinct buzzer sound from the robot, like the one you hear in a game show when someone gets an answer wrong.


Just as abruptly, the robot sprang to life, its arms stretching out as though aiming to grab her. Taken aback, Maya stepped away swiftly, causing the robot to miss. Unfazed, it advanced towards her, prepping for another grabbing attempt. Maya felt a surge of panic rising, her body entering fight or flight, but this feeling was quickly replaced by another feeling.


She started hearing what sounded like valves being opened, relays clicking, and meanings spinning up, coming from within her body. She immediately felt a rush, like an adrenaline release but far stronger, through her body. Her entire body became full of energy, completely restless. It was like something inside her had awoken. All of a sudden, the heels were not bothering her anymore. Her chest was no longer heavy. With an almost instinctive reaction, she jumped to the side as the robot attacked again, making it miss her again. This time, her jump was more powerful than she expected. She flew almost eight feet to the side and crashed into the wall, making cracks in what seemed to be drywall. Surprisingly she remained on her feet, unharmed.


It was like she was in a dream. Everything around her seemed lighter, easier, and more effortless. She felt faster, stronger, and more alive than she had ever been before. Her senses seemed heightened, and the colors around her appeared brighter, while the sounds were louder and more distinct. It was an incredible rush that left her feeling almost invincible.


The robot had not taken its eye off her. The machine was slowly but relentlessly moving towards her, and Maya knew that she had to be careful.


With this energy also followed a feeling of confidence despite the danger, and Maya grew curious about her new strength. She remembered the jump she had made earlier and the lock she had broken, and she couldn’t help but wonder how much stronger she had become. As she pieced together a theory in her mind, she knew she had to test it.


Maya knew that what she was about to do was not a good idea, but with her newfound confidence, she quickly vetoed any doubts and decided to go ahead with it anyway. She waited until the robot attacked again, more aggressively than before. As the machine swung its arms towards her, Maya caught each arm with her own hands, causing the robot’s arms to come to a complete stop. She held them out to the side, and the room filled with the sounds of mechanical motors struggling as she held the robot’s arms, preventing it from moving.


Maya could hear the hydraulic valves of the robot opening and closing as it tried to compensate for her strength. Despite the robot’s struggles, Maya held on tightly, knowing that her theory was correct. The changes she had undergone had increased her strength, and she could feel it coursing through her veins.


However, the victory was short-lived, as she had no plan for what to do next. She had to think quickly or she could be in serious danger.


Maya knew that if she were to release the robot, it would inevitably attack her once more. This, coupled with the diminishing power rush that had made her feel strong, was causing her strength to subside. As she struggled to find a way out of her current predicament, Maya began to panic.


The robot would surely not allow her to exit the room. With her powers dwindling, how could she ever be able to fight back?










Chapter 2: With wisdom’s guidance, a future we make


As Maya tried to think her way out of the situation she had put herself in, the robot suddenly turned off. Maya’s arms flew forward when the robot’s resistance ended. Almost crashing into the robot, Maya caught herself and took a step back. She became even more surprised when she saw that, behind the robot, stood a figure. A person.


As the robot’s systems, which made it stand up, shut off, it fell. The individual behind it came into view.


“Who are you?” said the woman in the lab coat, who held a screwdriver and a pair of cable cutters. She appeared frightened, but tried to appear tough even though her trembling hands revealed her fear.


Maya did not recognize the woman, and she could not read her intentions, but as she started to explain herself, the woman pulled a pistol.


“Who the fuck are you?!” she yelled, clearly scared by Maya’s presence, and who could blame her?


Considering what Maya had just been through, she couldn’t even imagine the challenges this woman must have faced to get here. No to mention the featureless, almost alien, silhouette of a woman in high stilettos that stood before her.


Maya raised her hands, trying to signal to the woman to calm down. “Easy! I’m just trying to figure out what is happening here. Where the hell am I?” The woman didn’t respond to Maya’s question.


She just kept pointing her pistol at Maya, who continued, “My name is Maya, what is yours?”


As Maya kept her eyes fixed on the woman who had just saved her, she noticed a few things about her. It was evident that the woman was not used to acting tough or even pointing a gun at someone. Her appearance revealed another story. She was of average height, with a slender build that suggested she spent more time behind a computer than at the gym. Her hair was a warm black color, tied back in a messy ponytail with wisps of hair framing her face. Despite her Cuban natural dark tan, her eyes were a piercing blue, in striking contrast to her skin.


She wore a very worn and slightly stained lab coat over a simple blouse and jeans, with comfortable sneakers on her feet. Her attire seemed practical, designed for function over fashion, an outfit worn by someone whose focus was on her work rather than her appearance. Dangling from her pocket was a lanyard with her ID badge, the photo showing a younger, more carefree version of herself. Attached to her belt was a holster for the pistol. It was clear that she had been prepared for trouble even before encountering Maya.


The woman started looking confused, surprised that this strange humanoid, that may or may not be a machine, had asked her such a personal question.


“What did you just say? Did you just ask my name?”


“Yes,” Maya replied, maintaining eye contact with the woman. “I just want to know who you are. I’m not here to harm anyone.” The woman hesitated, the gun in her hand trembling slightly. “My name is Dr. Elise Barnes,” she finally said, her voice wavering. “I ... I work here. Or, at least, I used to.”


“Nice meeting you,” Maya said, struggling to keep her voice steady despite her fear. “Could you please lower the gun? Our conversation would be better without it, don’t you think?”


After a tense moment, Elise lowered the gun, though she didn’t put it away completely. Her mind was still racing with explanations as to what Maya was.


“Alright, but I don’t know you, so I’m Dr. Barnes to you,” she said, “and you better start explaining what you’re doing here. And what the hell are you wearing?”


Maya took a deep breath and started to explain everything she had experienced up to this point.


After a moment, Dr. Barnes’ eyes widened. “Wait? They augmented you?”


“Augmented?” Maya replied, confused.


“So, you are human?” Dr. Barnes asked rhetorically, almost talking to herself.


Dr. Barnes looked around, as if checking if anyone was coming. “Let’s go, we can’t stay here. Even though it’s shut down, we can’t risk the robot sending out a distress signal.”


“Wait, what the hell is that thing?” Her gaze locked on the strange collapsed robot


“It’s a RedEye,’’ Dr Barnes explained, not giving the machine much attention, looking around, checking the perimeter.


“A what?” Maya was confused by the strange name.


“A RedEye, designed by our company. And right now, they are programmed to search and capture. Look, it doesn’t matter. I can’t stay here, so are you coming or not?” Dr. Barnes said sharply.


Confused yet obedient, Maya started to follow the woman doctor. The clicking of her heels returned to the seemingly endless hallways.


Dr. Barnes was the first to break the silence between them. “Your outfit makes sense now.”


“That I was aug-man-ted?” Maya replied, trying to remember what she’d said.


“Augmented. And yeah … it means they turned you into a … well, a cyborg of sorts. You’re part human, part machine. Your outfit, your shoes, some of your limbs probably, they must all be advanced technology.”


Maya looked down at herself, finally getting some answers to the extent of her transformation. She was no longer the person she once was. They had changed her. Maya failed to find peace with the thought, and her fear and confusion were replaced with anger. “Why? Why would they do this to me?”


Dr. Barnes hesitated, seemingly weighing her options. “Look I don’t know,” she admitted. “I am a mechanical engineer with a master’s degree in chemistry, I really don’t know that much about this kind of tech. But I do know that the company I work for— or worked for— apparently has—”


Maya interrupted, clenching her fists as her anger rose. “I never signed up for this! They had no right!”


“Calm down!” Dr. Barnes holstered her gun. “Look, start from the beginning. Do you know what they have done to you?”


Maya took a moment to gather her thoughts, her mind drawn to comparing her old, familiar body with the new modifications. The sight of her transformation served as a constant reminder of a life that was no longer hers. A wave of disgust washed over her as she contemplated the violation she had endured, her body torn apart and pieced back together with mechanical parts without her consent.


Maya started to explain everything she had discovered about herself.


Dr. Barnes’s eyes turned more sympathetic the more she heard, as she realized Maya had been dragged into this mess unwillingly. As soon as Maya pointed out her mechanical power rush, Dr. Barnes regained her concentration. “Wait wait wait. You said you felt a rush kinda like adrenaline?”


Maya replied, “Yeah, but a lot stronger.”


Dr. Barnes sighed. “Son of a bitch,” she mumbled.


“What’s wrong?”


“That system that gave you that rush and increased strength, I designed it.”


“What do you mean? I thought you said you had nothing to do with me.” Backing away from Dr. Barnes, Maya started to feel uneasy about her.


“I did not! Please believe me. BioTek once asked me to create a semi-biological hydraulic system that would not be invasive to human bones and would not require any toxic chemicals to operate. It would function like hydraulic fuel or oil and grease, that sort of thing. So, I came up with a design that runs on a special fuel that is completely organic, and the only byproduct is a hormone that works similar to adrenaline and is called adrenalitphrine. It interacts with you—”


“English please, I don’t understand that technical gibberish,” Maya said.


Dr. Barnes sighed “Okay. Your strength has been increased by a mechanism—probably your arms, legs and spine I would assume—that runs on fuel that is stored somewhere in your body. And a side effect is that you get a high adrenaline rush. The downside is that it can give you a severe hangover after use.”


Dr. Barnes started walking again, Maya promptly following so as to not get left behind.


“I don’t have any hangover now, and I just fought that robo … uhh, RedEye!”


“You must have received a smaller dose. Besides, that wasn’t a fight,” she said, laughing. ”Also, you look brand new, so I wouldn’t be surprised if you were able to take a bit of stress before you start to feel it.”


“Wait, you said that I run off some kind of fuel?”


“Yeah, something that is called endoadrenex. It powers the hydraulics in and around your bones and muscles, which is what makes you stronger. The byproduct it creates is adrenalitphrine, which is like adrenaline but stronger, giving you that rush you were talking about. The endoadrenex or ‘the fuel’ is not something you can consume through normal means and it’s not something your body can produce. So, my guess is that you have a limited amount of it in your body. And then you’ll have to re— ”


Suddenly, the humming fluorescent lights turned off. They were replaced by a red light, and an alarm that filled the hallways.


“Shit!” Dr. Barnes cursed, grabbing Maya’s arm. “We need to move, now! The buildings must have been breached.”


The two women sprinted down the hallway, their footsteps echoing in the cacophony of alarms. Maya’s mind raced with questions, but now wasn’t the time to ask them. Despite the heels, Maya somehow ran faster than Dr. Barnes, who struggled to keep up. The hallway’s walls changed from the hospitalized stale white to modern concrete. Modern lights illuminated the floors, and spotlights were in the ceiling. Plants and wall designs made of wood replaced the stale plastic waiting chairs and dull paintings that were in the hospital halls. Maya assumed they must have entered a new department of the building.


As they turned a corner, Dr. Barnes ran up to a door and with a keycard she unlocked it and opened it. “In here, quickly!” she urged, and they both slipped inside, shutting the door behind them. It looked like a meeting room, filled with chairs and a big table in the center. The entire room was modern, with focused light on the table, and modernly-lit concrete walls. It was very different from the pale white laboratory that Maya had first encountered. The room was not empty of people, however, for there were two guys sitting in the chairs. They turned to see who had entered. Dr. Barnes approached them, not surprised at all at their presence.


“What’s going on?” Dr. Barnes panted, trying to catch her breath.


The men got up from their chairs and backed away, looking frightened. “What the hell is that?” one of them asked, as they both looked at Maya.


“Calm down. She’s human, just augmented.”


Not even winded from all the running, Maya waved towards the two men as friendly and calmly as she could. Her lack of any facial features put off the two men who were clearly technicians. They both hesitantly accepted Maya’s presence after Dr. Barnes vouched for her.


As the men sat back down, they turned their focus back to the computers on the table, and started talking to Dr. Barnes, whom they clearly knew. They checked something on the computer and started to explain it to Dr. Barnes.


Looking around the room, Maya she tried to figure out what the men were doing here. There were a bunch of electronics on the table, hooked up to their computers. Even without any technical knowledge, Maya could tell that it was a temporary setup that was put together fast but its purpose was still a mystery to her.


Dr. Barnes turned back towards Maya to explain what the technicians had told her.


“Okay, you must have a million questions. Let me first introduce my co-workers. This is Mike and Kevin, who have just informed me that the alarm we heard was nothing to worry about. It was a facility-wide red alert due to the conflict outside the building. The building’s automated security systems have started to pick up that something is wrong.”


“What conflict?” Maya said.


Dr. Barnes replied, “It’s the reason for this whole mess, the abandoned facility, alarms, that damn RedEye, and probably even the reason that you woke up alone. But we’ll talk about that later. My boys here have bought us time, so we are not in a hurry, and I owe you answers. Here, take a seat and shoot.”


Maya sat down, looking forward to finally getting some answers. She started overwhelming the doctor with questions.


“What is the date? Where are we?”


“June second. Biotech’s Advanced Deep Research and Prototype Department in France.”


Maya was surprised to hear that it was summer, since one of the things she did remember was the cold autumn air. And in Europe? She had never been outside of the States before.


“Wait, France?”


“Yeah, twenty miles outside Paris. France has better technological production than any other country in the world. It’s neat when building cutting edge tech to be close to the source.”


“But ... how did I get here? Did I … die? Why was I not consulted about any of this?”


“I don’t know. Not my department. I didn’t even know the company had moved on to human augmentation before today. Look, I’ll answer what I can, but I’m afraid I don’t know anything about you. I asked the boys if they could dig you up in the system, but they are locked out of those files for some reason, so no help there.”


Disappointed, Maya started thinking of more questions. “What do you know about what has been done to me?”


“Not much, I told most of it already, but I can make some educated guesses about the rest. Your strength you know about, your waist is slimmer to make it less obstructive for your mechanical parts to move and support you; less flesh, fat, and bones means less to fight against.”


As Dr. Barnes explained, Maya slid her hands around her waist. Her body had gotten used to it by now and it didn’t hurt anymore, but it still felt incredibly tight.


Maya lifted her foot up, to try once more to take the shoes off as she listened to Dr. Barnes.


“I would also guess that is where your heels come in. I think that with no doubt the bones in your feet have been modified so that you can move in those shoes faster, stronger and more precisely than normal. It could also explain why you can’t take the shoes off. “


The explanation made Maya give up trying to pull the shoe off. Her shoulders sank in her disappointment that she could not escape them.


“And without knowing, I would also guess that if your bones were modified specifically for them, you would be able to do things a normal person in those heels would never be able to do, like running and jumping. Why heels though? My only guess is there is some sort of spring system in their heels to help you run faster. Kinda like the prostheses a paralympic athlete has, that can make them faster than normal runners. But they do look good on you though …”


Dr. Barnes gave a small smile in an attempt to lighten the mood, but Maya was too busy looking at her feet, trying to make sense of the large revelation the doctor had given her.


“But your face plate? I have no idea, it must be doing something I don’t know about, I’m afraid.”


It was hard for Maya to believe that her body had undergone such extensive modifications without her knowledge. The more she thought about it, the more she wondered what else she didn’t know about herself.


Dr. Barnes noticed Maya’s silence and started to become worried about her. “Are you alright?” she asked, her voice softening with concern.


Despite being grateful for the answers, Maya couldn’t shake off the feeling that she was being turned into an object or a tool, rather than being treated as a human being. Her longing for answers had left a void inside her that was now being filled with a sense of detachment from herself. She wondered whether she would ever feel like herself again or if she would always feel like an outsider in her own body.


Maya shook her head, trying to regain her composure. “I just ... I never wanted any of this. My life has been taken away from me, and now I’m ... this.”


Dr. Barnes put a hand on Maya’s shoulder. “I understand this is difficult for you, but we’ll try to help you.”


Maya looked into Dr. Barnes’ eyes, searching for any hint of deceit. All she saw was genuine concern and empathy. Somehow, that gave her a small measure of comfort.


“Okay,” Maya finally said. “I have more questions. You mentioned something about fuel?”


“Yes, you have a reservoir of it stored somewhere inside you. When you use your enhanced strength, you deplete some of that fuel. When you start to run low, you’ll need to replenish it. Who knows what will happen if you ever run out?”


“How do I replenish it?” Maya asked, trying to grasp the concept.


“Well, I don’t know for sure, but the company must have some fuel stored for refueling individuals like you. We’ll just have to find it,” Dr. Barnes explained.


“Perhaps we can help with that,” Kevin interrupted. The girls turned towards the technician wearing a workshop jacket and pants. Clearly, when he’d shown up at work today, he had not expected to do this kind of work.


“What do you mean?” Maya asked.


Mike explained, “All BioTek systems are preprogrammed to be able talk to all the systems that it’s supposed to utilize at some point. Which means, if there is a fuel station, or something similar, your electronics are properly already hooked up to it.” He held up a cable with some sort of computer plug on it. “All I have to do is connect you up, and I’ll be able to read all the systems you were intended to work with and pinpoint them. One of those must be a place where the fuel is.”


“My electronics?” Maya looked confused.


Seeming equally confused, Kevin replied, “Erm yeah. You don’t know about that? You have electronic systems implanted in your head that control your augmentations, including fuel stations. I can connect you to this terminal with a cable and the computer will likely be able to identify the technology you need to access in order to refuel. How can you not know that?”


Maya took a deep breath and tried to stay calm. “I ... I had no idea,” she said slowly, her voice trembling slightly. “I mean, I knew I was changed, but I didn’t realize …” Reality hit Maya as she went quiet for a moment, not responding to the people around her.


Dr. Barnes took the opportunity to inform the guys about Maya’s nonconsensual situation, which changed Mike and Kevin’s facial expression to a rather embarrassed one. They hadn’t realized that she’d been forcefully changed.


After regaining her senses and focus, Maya agreed to give it a shot, even though she did not fully understand it. Dr. Barnes watched as the tall white woman switched seats next to the men who appeared tiny in contrast to her with her high heels and big chest. As Mike started to type something into the computer, Kevin asked Maya to look down and away from them. Kevin examined the back plate of Maya’s featureless head.


The back of Maya’s head looked radically different from the front or the sides. While those were smooth and pale white, the back of her head was black and filled with small lights that blinked sporadically, indicating electronics working. At the bottom of her skull there was a small square plate that, once Kevin pressed it, automatically slid to the side and revealed a plug. Kevin plugged the cable with the similar end into the port, and the computer in front of Mike sprang to life, detecting the new hardware connected to it.


“Okay, we’re connected,” Mike announced, his fingers rapidly dancing across the keyboard. “Let’s see what we can find.”


Maya sat patiently, trying not to focus on the strange sensation of having a cable connected to her head. Dr. Barnes stood nearby, monitoring the situation with interest.


As Mike sifted through the information coming from Maya’s internal systems, his eyes widened in surprise. “Wow, this is some technology. I’ve never seen anything like it.”


"What can you find?” Dr. Barnes asked, leaning over to get a better look at the screen.


“It seems there’s an intricate network of systems within her body, all working together. And, as it turns out, there is indeed a fuel reservoir. It’s located ... here. Oh ... goodness ...” Mike pointed to a location on a digital representation of Maya’s body.


Simultaneously, the trio exclaimed, “It’s in her breasts?!” Hearing the disturbing news, Maya stiffened in shock and disbelief.


Dr. Barnes, trying to figure out why, asked, “Why would those perverts put it there?”


Kevin chimed in, “It might be more logical than we realize. She presumably requires a significant amount of fuel, and breasts have no other function beyond reproductive purposes, which she probably doesn’t need them for anymore. Repurposing that area for fuel storage seems reasonable.”


Doesn’t need anymore? Maya thought, not saying anything, afraid of what answer she could get to such a question.


Dr. Barnes gazed at Maya’s form, remarking, “Perhaps, but it’s just so demeaning.”


Mike supported Kevin’s argument. “It’s possible, we don’t know her intended purpose or if she’s a prototype. If this was simply a proof of concept, they might have chosen the most convenient location for fuel storage without considering aesthetics.”


Maya sighed, slightly embarrassed. “I have a feeling aesthetics were a factor, but comfort was clearly overlooked. It’s incredibly heavy.” Dr. Barnes nodded her head understandably. Then she refocused on the computer. “How much fuel remains?”


Mike tapped a few keys, coaxing the system for an answer. “It appears she has about seventy-one percent left.”


“Alright, there’s no immediate concern. She has plenty remaining. Can you determine where she can refuel?” Dr. Barnes asked.


“Give me a moment.” Mike continued to navigate through the data. After a short while, he found what he was looking for. “Got it. There’s a designated refueling station in the facility. It’s in the basement, in the project storage area.”


Dr. Barnes nodded, processing the information. “That makes sense. We can make a stop there if it becomes relevant.”


As the trio continued their discussion, Maya’s thoughts swirled with a mixture of emotions. Her feeling of embarrassment was unwilling to go away, as was the somewhat violated feeling about the location of the fuel storage. She couldn’t help but wonder why the engineers had chosen such an intimate part of her body for this purpose. Was it merely a practical decision, or was there some hidden, nefarious intent behind it? The uncertainty gnawed at her, and a subtle sense of self-disapproval took root.


She glanced down at her breasts, which she now saw in a completely new light. Their size and their weight, which she had forgotten about, now made them seem alien and disconnected. The fact that they housed her fuel supply made her feel even more estranged from her own body. Maya felt the anxiety of the situation but also a small amount of relief. At least she knew what had happened to her, but the thought of being dependent on this fuel was unnerving.


As the others continued to talk, Maya hesitantly reached up and cupped her breasts, trying to feel if there was any difference in their texture. Her own body felt foreign, as if she was touching something that was not a part of herself. It was disconcerting, and she couldn’t shake the feeling of unease that enveloped her. The self-doubt grew stronger, and she began to question her value, burdened by the thought that her most intimate parts were little more than a fuel storage system. As these thoughts persisted, the seed of self-disapproval gradually transformed into a more profound sense of hatred about her body, blending seamlessly into her emotional turmoil.


Kevin disconnected the cable from Maya’s head, and the small square plate slid back into place, hiding the port. “There you go,” he said with a smile. “We’ll help you out as much as we can.”


Maya forced a grateful “Thank you” for their assistance, while wishing she could just roll into a ball and disappear.


Dr. Barnes checked her watch and made a decision. “Alright, we need to put a pin in that for now, as we have other urgent matters.”


Maya stood up again. “You still haven’t told me what is going on.”


Dr. Barnes peered out through a small window on the door. “About that. We’ll have to get moving again. Boys, pack up your stuff, we’re leaving.”


The two men immediately started to pack all the electronics on the conference table into their backpacks.


Dr. Barnes turned to Maya “I’ll explain on the way, okay?”


“Where are we headed?” Maya inquired.


“Ultimately the basement so we can exit this facility, but we have a small stop to make along the way,” Dr. Barnes explained.


Sensing the urgency in Dr. Barnes and her colleagues, Maya chose to accept the explanation for the time being, knowing that she would soon receive more answers.


“If the need arises, can I rely on you to help us?” Dr. Barnes asked, her gaze serious as she looked into Maya’s featureless face.


“Rely on me? For what?” Maya asked, her head tilted slightly in confusion.


“The RedEye you encountered earlier wasn’t the only one. If we run into another, I hope you’re willing to help neutralize it. But only as a last resort, of course.”


Maya was taken aback by the doctor’s request, unaccustomed to being viewed as the muscle of a group. She had usually been quite the opposite. However, she began to experience a positive sensation in having a purpose. The rush of happiness and purpose enveloped her like a warm blanket, overshadowing any doubts or fears she had. Yet deep down, a small voice of reason struggled to make itself heard. This sensation of happiness was unnatural, for she had been transformed from a person into a tool, as though crafted for a singular purpose. But the more she thought about protecting the group, the more that happiness embraced her and the voice was drowned.


"You can count on me, ma’am,” Maya responded almost automatically.


“I’m glad to hear that. Let’s get moving, everyone.” Dr. Barnes held the door open until all four of them were in the hallway.
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