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Chapter One:

I can only imagine



A forewarning, since this is
my story - my perspective. I think that entails it being from my
selfish point of view. My name is Matthew Corvid, or M-0108. I have
been assimilated by the Dimensional Military Front. A multi-versal
war machine that grows with every conquered Earth.

 


My earth didn’t last ten
seconds against their soldiers called Acolytes. Our air forces were
cut down by the insect-like drone planes called stingers. Our
leaders were terminated right before us with speed and efficiency.
None of us had the time to gasp or become shocked by the display of
brains splattering on the front lawn of the White House and every
other capital of the world. Those of us with disabilities were
collected up by these acolytes. In their black armor and

alien looking
helmets.

 


I swear, I believed we were
about to ghosted like the Jewish community during the Holocaust. It
came as an unreal surprise that we were the ones to be processed
for acolyte conditioning. Being five foot, ten and over three
hundred pounds. I couldn’t imagine myself being able to fit into
those suits of combat armor. The lady in front of me passed out
because of her nerves -- they didn’t stop a beat from seeing
that.

 


She was scooped up and put
into nests as they were called and goop covered her unconscious
form. Glowing and pulsing with the lady inside. I began to sweat
something fierce not knowing what the hell would come out of these
nests. Would it even be human? I felt my knees go weak, but the
medical technicians, hoisted my sweaty fat ass up and plopped me
into of those smelly nests. I panicked, I struggled, I felt faint
and a sudden weight on my chest followed by pain. Then...it all
went black. When I woke up, nothing felt the same. I felt lighter,
my nose didn’t feel congested.

 


I could breathe easier and
the absence of the hundred and forty-five pounds from my body was a
huge plus. The negatives, the damnable text appearing before my
vision. I felt like Robocop just coming online. Except, I felt a
presence calming me and opening my mind to what was going on. I had
gone through the sacrifice and was found worthy. My body and mind
had been enhanced by the blessing. A digital intelligence existed
alongside my core personality. Operating trillions of nano-machines
running through my body and calibrating my new heart. I didn’t feel
the thump-thump of a heartbeat. I didn’t hear any sound. I just
felt wired. Like I inhaled cocaine, heroin, and whole bag of weed
at once.

 


I was aware of everything.
No, I should say that everything I missed before became clearer.
Every voice, conversation. Even small dust particles that traveled
through the air. Standing up from the warm yet comfortable bed they
had me on.

 


I didn’t hear the usual pop
sounds from my joints. My back didn’t ache nor did my knees. My
glasses that once covered my near sighted blue eyes were gone. My
large head was smaller, the dimensions of my face were different to
the touch of my fingertips. I looked down expecting cellulite and
fat hairy legs with big feet. The cellulite was gone; my legs were
thick yet toned. My feet were still big.

 


So were...some other things.
When I spoke, my voice had a deeper tone to it. I

stretched to see how flexible
I was now. I couldn’t touch my toes before. I could do limited
stretches, that’s all. Yet, here I was doing them easily. I could
even lift my whole body off the ground with just my fingertips. My
feet in the air, toes pointed to the ceiling. “Are you done showing
off M-0108?” said a lovely voice. I looked to see some sexy thick
legs and launched myself in the air. Doing a reverse somersault
onto the edge of the bed. “Who are you?” I said. I looked at lady
whom the legs belonged to. She had a thick and toned body. Short
light brown hair and brown eyes.

 


“I’m D-7506, I’m your
superior officer. Now get off that damn bed and grab your clothes!”
I didn’t like her tone, but she was hot nonetheless. I looked
around, not knowing what the hell was I looking for. She walked
passed me and touched what I guess was supposed to be a weird
looking locker. That is if beetle wings counted for a door. There
was no combination to lock it. So I have no idea how she opened the
damn thing. She tossed clothes at me. And I’ll tell you that I
didn’t want to wear them. It fit like a ballerina costume the men
in those plays wore. I hated it and wanted to find the nearest
dumpster so I could set it one fire! She wore the same in a lighter
crème color, mine was black and I felt sexualized.

 


Something I was not
comfortable with! What was with these clothes? D-7506 snatched the
shoulder sleeve of my sleeveless shirt. “Come with me, we’ll be
late for orientation.” “What do you mean -- orientation?” “You’ll
see.” She leads me down a hallway, through several corridors, and
pathways that I had very little chance of finding my way back. We
entered a large room. So massive I can’t imagine how long it would
take to explore every square inch. She had me get in the third line
of the crowd gathered. She stood in front of me. Guessing how
everyone was standing at attention. I suspected that D-7506 was our
squad leader. Or perhaps an officer of a rank such as lieutenant.
In front of the crowd was a big empty space in the entire white
room. No tables. Not chairs. No senior ranks. Just nothing. Then
out of nowhere my left eye showed people standing there. My right
eye showed what I saw before - blank space nothing. Direct neural
feed from some kind of advanced digital flesh ware. My inner
science fiction nerd kicked into overdrive wondering how they were
doing it. “New initiatives, welcome to the DMF, Dimensional
Military Front. You are now a part of a massive collective that
spans multiple earths and various dimensions. Upon your rebirth,
you belong to the DMF. You are acolytes who will spread the glory
of our world, Earth -Zeta.

 


The person at the front of
your squad is your squad leader. They are your Acolyte primes. In
charge of your lives, and making sure that you will fulfill your
mission to the DMF.” “All of the upgrades that live in your body
come with a price. If you try to go AWOL, you will die. A digital
intelligence monitors any activity that would lead to you
deserting. They report this activity to your squad leader and the
Strategos. You fight, you survive, you will earn benefits. Food,
stability, luxuries that your Earth could not dream of providing.
Be loyal to us, and you will have nothing to fear.

 


Your squad leader will now
show you the ropes of working for the DMF.” Showing us the ropes
was more like extensive torture. They had us doing all kinds of
exercises to test how will we we’re adapting to our upgraded
bodies. They threw knives at us -- at the speed of bullets. I
caught three. One lady caught nine of those thrown at her. Everyone
else had either gotten tagged with a knife or dodged all together.
After that we ran around the orientation room. The pace we were
doing was crazy. But the room was so large that it felt like we
were getting nowhere. I wondered why we were doing the exercises in
the orientation room. D-7506 stopped our company. “Alright, Taveras
company follow me.

 


We are going to training room
Q7. Too many of you are not synching up fast enough with your flesh
ware. We can’t have defects on the battlefield. Form up behind me
and match my pace.

Any slouches’ will be
terminated.” Seriously? They would kill anyone that is lazy or lags
behind...I’m hating this more and more. In the training room we
were put through drills to increase our synch rate with our flesh
ware. We did the same exercises, but knives were switched with
explosives.

 


Every time someone bungled
catching one. It would explode and they would freak out before the
digital intelligence flooded them with a cocktail to reign in their
fears and regenerate the damaged limbs and tissue. Seeing legs and
arms grow back and wounds heal like comic characters spellbound me.
I felt like Captain America or Wolverine.

 


In forty-five minutes I was
catching every explosive thrown at me and deactivating them. I was
moved to using the firearms provided to every acolyte. A hang up
was figuring out how to reload them when D-7506 informed we didn’t
have to reload them. They had a quantum fabrication clip providing
an endless amount of ammo. I suppose some wonder why would I just
go along with this Authoritarian wet dream. Become a soldier and
victimize some other Earth for propaganda reasons. The truth is I
don’t want to die. I’m a coward at heart. I’m not the barroom
brawler my father was. I can and will stick up for myself and what
I believe in. This is not one of those decisions I can so easily
make. Maybe you would fight this ‘system’. And you are welcome
to.

 


Unlike your Earth or my
Earth. It isn’t a bunch of fat and old billionaires causing
the

oppression. It is a
multi-dimensional war machine with technology I know nothing about.
So I aim for high grades, hope I adjust well and survive the
mission I’ll likely be sent on.

-


Chapter Two

Mercy Me, or Off the Deep End
I Go


Our first mission was set up
on Sunday. It would likely be a week long offensive. D-7506 gave us
the deets of our mission. “Our job for this op will be to
compromise the forward offensive. The tachyon class mobile suits
have heavy class ordnance Their joints are weak points due to a
design flaw they have not yet overcome. We have to get them offline
before the bombers

arrive.”

 


“Ma’am,” I said. “Will they
be the only units we face?” “M-0108, that is a good question. The
enemy is focused on a strong frontal defense. They have a mountain
behind them that support services are based in. Strategos believes
our only way in is through the mobile suits. The mountain is made
up of some kind of copper alloy that blocks our terrasect
technology.” “Any more questions?” She waited to see if anyone else
would say anything. Being dismissed I decided to get more time in
the training room. That is if one was open. D-7506 followed me.
“Where are you headed?”

 


“Training room, ma’am.” “I’ll
come with -- I’ve been impressed by how quickly you are fitting in.
Your performance record is getting to be in the top five of our
units.” “Really?” I said. I had no idea they kept any sort of
ranking like that. She nodded and we walked in silence. Several
times I wanted to ask her a question. Or questions.

 


I’d lose the nerve and kept
silent. I didn’t know how to talk to her. I did watch her a lot.
Checking her out whenever I could and I’d feel damn guilty later on
in my quarters. I can only imagine what normal military goes
through when they are interested in a superior officer. Once we
were on the field. I could see why the plan was designed the way it
was. We would have the mobile suits bottle necked with a mountain
that served as their base behind them.

 


The problem -- all of the
damn ammo flying at us like flaming spit wads. Jumping out of the
trooper ship I clenched my buttocks out of pure terror. Either I’d
go splat hitting the ground at god knows how many miles per hour or
one of those flaming eyesores would atomize me. I couldn’t hear the
orders D-7506 was belting out. I was more concerned on figuring out
the landing. If I was landing feet first, I didn’t think my
enhanced legs would survive the impact.

 


Crashing would be vastly more
painful if not life ending. I must have been screaming my head off
because D-7506 floated up beside me. With a touch to my helmet my
coms were linked.

 


“Jesus Christ, stop
yelling!”

 


“Are you fucking kidding me?
I’m not superman, lady. I will go splat or die from a Hail
Mary.”

 


“No you won’t, trust
me.”

 


Sure
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