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"You should be grateful, really."
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Morri looked up, but found she couldn't yet move her head. There was a pillow of sorts under the lower part of her head, and by looking at an overhead mirror she could see wires going into the back of her skull.
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Or...what used to be her skull. Now it looked to be all metal and wire.
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"We have improved you, rather than let you rot in that shell of flesh and bone."
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The speaker was a scientist of some sort of the seadwelling race of the Typhonians, a race infamous for the unspeakable act of consuming the bodies of civilians whom they captured. They claimed because they gifted their victims with new, superior bodies of metal and silicone, that it was not a crime but a gift.
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They always thought their victims should be grateful.
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Now Morri remembered. Or rather, she was beginning to get back what had been lost. Why she was here. Why she had come.
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Her brain. The war. For a moment she panicked, but then after a second's thought, relaxed again. If anyone had seen the plan during the transfer or read her mind and discovered it, then surely they would not have gotten to this point. 
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Things that had been fuzzy, half-remembered, were now absolutely clear and completely lucid again. She had missed this...missed it so much. She would have wept with relief, had she been able.
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But she wasn't, and all there was to do was appear the opposite.
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"You can still speak, yes? Our scientists never make mistakes, and you shall be returned to your family."
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Her new eyes began to focus, and more clearly across the room she saw a fish-like person in a labcoat. They turned around, and pressed a button on some keyboard.
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"I have never understood human dislike for these forms. You are free from the short lives that plague you, and your bodies...well..."
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"I...I am grateful, really. But there's something I want to ask you about."
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"And what's that?"
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"My brain," Morri questioned, "What have you done with my brain?"
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"Once you had what you needed...that is, your consciousness is transferred," the doctor replied, "We sent it for processing."
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"Really?" She seemed to brighten at that, "Do your people have many...facilities for that? We...we have meat-processing plants on Earth...Terra, as you put it.”
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"It's all done under one roof, actually, one of the largest and most efficient facilities of its kind," the doctor replied.
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"And clean, I assume? Meat of any kind is hard to handle...hygienically." Morri then quickly added, "And...especially that of omnivorous species.”
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"Of course we do, we're not fools," the doctor replied, and gestured to her. "Sit up, now. No need to worry about blood pressure and dizziness any longer. I noticed in your files that you were in your sixties, and I've heard humans of your age tend to worry about those things."
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"Oh...not me. Life comes as it will." Morri stopped, and looked down at her flexing fingers. Perfect skin, not a wrinkle in sight. It was uncanny.  "Suppose I want to change anything, would I have to come back to your people?"
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"No, the outside skin is easy enough to change. There are other planets where you can change whatever you please. Your eyes, your skin color, things of that nature.”
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Morri took a moment to think. "Now, at this...processing—"
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The doctor shook his scaled head. "I hope we're not going to have many more questions about Typhonian meat-processing, I don't know very much about that. My field is cyborg medical systems, after all. I only know of the facility because there was such a big to-do about it when it was constructed, and how noble they were for having the place staffed wholly by those in the military, and...well, if I say any more there may be consequences."
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"I was curious, that's all. If you're going to take my body, I—want to see it was handled well...where it might have been handled. That you...that you checked if anything was wrong. I have—I have family, you understand, and if there's anything that was found in the genetic way, I was hoping you would be good enough to tell me."
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She had to force herself to stumble, to speak like she had been speaking naturally for the past few months. It was a thoroughly uncomfortable experience.
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The scientist looked over a list on his computer screen, and then glanced back over at her. 
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"A predisposition to colon cancer and heart issues. You also had mild brain shrinkage...but human elders are infamous for suffering that sort of thing."
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It cannot really have been so easy, Morri thought.
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But the doctor said no more, and she was allowed to leave in her new body.
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Morri looked down at the headline screaming at her from the newstand, and paid for one of the papers.

––––––––
[image: ]


"Those Typhons, eh?" the clerk said, "Thought for sure we'd all be processed meat by now. If it hadn't been for this prion thing, who knows what would be left of us?"
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"Seems like a desperate plan." Morri's voice came off more hollow than she'd meant to make it, "Have you heard what did it?"
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"News A81 says they captured some poor old person, had something wrong with their brain...that prion, something or other."

––––––––
[image: ]


"Mad cow, I heard. Or the human version of it, anyway." Morri took a deep breath. 
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"Creutzfeldt-Jakob, that was it. I was just reading about it the other day, actually, since—one of my sisters has it."
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Ten million lives.
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"Really? Is it a wasting disease?" the newspaper clerk asked.

"Sort of. It's...you've heard of dementia, this is like...well, as my grandson would put it, an any percent speedrun." She took another deep breath. This one was shakier. "It can kill you inside of a year. You eat infected meat, I think, and it causes your brain to start...something about the prions misfiring and misfolding.”
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I never thought...I didn't know...to this extent!
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You knew exactly what would happen. It was why they asked you, the accusing thought returned. The Typhonians couldn't resist a human brain, they said.
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Ten million lives.
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"Biological warfare, don't the eggheads call it?" The clerk then shrugged
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​TEN MILLION PEOPLE
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