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I woke up gasping for breath. I lay on a bed, in an unfamiliar room. I heard a rustle of clothes, then my eye was forced open and a bright light shined into it. 

“Dr. Hart?” asked a dark figure when the light was removed. 

I blinked my eyes at the figure standing beside me. I tried to speak but it felt like I’d been gargling glass. Pain ravaged my body, a low moan issued from somewhere deep inside me. My head felt as though it was going to explode. I rolled to my side, the movement causing more pain. 

“Turn up the med x drip.” Someone barked. 

The pain eased and I fell into blissful blackness.
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I stared into the mirror. How was this possible? It was my face, yet not. I traced the scar on my lip, it had been there for years, but now looked wrong. Had my eyes always been that shade of hazel green? I shake my head, turning from the mirror to shower and change. 

As I exited the bathroom I hear, “We can fix anything you’re not happy with.” 

I jumped, Shaun or Father as they called him, stood in the doorway. 

“It’s fine,” I muttered, glancing at the glass enclosed bathroom and wondering how long he’d been there. 

He watched me for a moment, “I understand this is a lot to deal with.”

“But I don’t understand,” I snapped. “You’ve perfected my research, you don’t need me. Why bring me back?” 

He frowned at me, “You wanted to stay like that... a brain in a jar?”

I looked away, “it’s probably better... safer.”

Shaun cocked his head, “for you or other people?” I shook my head and shrugged, “we are aware of your... condition Nadia.” 

I snorted, “condition... Dr. Jekyll and Ms. Hyde. The Angel of Death. Lock her up until she’s useful then give her an underground lab.” I scrubbed my face with my hands. 

“Why did you become a doctor?” He suddenly asked, stepping toward me.

I looked up at him, and sighed, “I thought it would even things out. Take a life, save a life.”

“But you chose neurosurgery because you thought you could figure out and fix whatever was wrong with you.”

I nodded warily, he already knew about me, what I’d done. What I was capable of. So why the questions? 

“Did you ever do that?”

I shook my head, “no.”

He smiled, “good. Because I have a need for someone like you, someone brilliant yet not afraid to get her hands dirty.”
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I sat in one of the burnt out apartment buildings across from the Corvega plant. Beside me knelt my babysitter, D3-79 a courser unit. I had dubbed her DeeDee. Shaun, I still had a hard time calling him Father, had given me the recall codes for the unit we were after. The Gauss rifle felt heavy in my hands, up until now I had always killed with a scalpel, although guns were not foreign to me. My father had been an avid hunter, and I had eagerly joined to help sate the burning in my veins. I drew in a sharp breath and closed my eyes. 

“Are you alright, Ma’am?” DeeDee asked, laying a hand on my shoulder. 

I opened my eyes, feeling that familiar feeling running through my body. “Let’s go.” 

Circling around to the back of the building we agreed to clear the outside first, as our target could be anywhere. I took one side, DeeDee the other, agreeing to meet back at the front door. I blasted anyone who got in my way, the burning in my veins driving me to take life after life. The gun was in no way as satisfying as my scalpel, but it did the trick. And I had to admit watching those bolts of electricity hit, knowing what it did to the system was kinda exhilarating. I was breathing hard, adrenaline rushing through me when I arrived at the front. DeeDee joined me a few moments later and we entered the building. 

The raiders inside posed as little threat as those outside had. We made our way through the cavernas factory, looking for the rogue synth. After an exhaustive search we found ourselves on the production floor. There were tons of things to hide behind, and it looked as if our target was holed up with his boss in the manager's office. A rain of bullets, hailed down as us. We ducked running for cover, just as a car blew. After a moment I stood and walked to where I could see the floor. Small fires burned, here and there, but it looked as if the target was still ok.

“DeeDee let’s go while they’re distracted.” 

She nodded and followed me up the stairs, toward the manager’s office. “I’ll deal with the raider, Ma’am.”

“Alright.” I got close and barked out the recall code, stunned as the man deactivated before my eyes. DeeDee took care of the last few raiders then returned to where I knelt next to the body. He looked almost dead. 

DeeDee approached, “good job.”

“Are we all like that? Just say a string of numbers and words then we stop.”

DeeDee nodded, “yes. We all have that programming.” She walked over and grabbed the unresponsive synth. “Let’s take him back, for reassignment.”
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“You wanted to see me, Sh... Sir?”

He smiled, “You may call me Shaun. Unlike the others you have a human brain, not a processor, and we used your DNA to construct that body.” He leaned back looking smug, “you are the first of your kind, a Gen 4. A synthetic body with a human mind.”

“You can do that? That’s amazing.”

He sighed, and shifted on the couch. “It has become necessary at times for us to replace certain people on the surface. So we came up with a way to do so. Although this is the first time we replaced a whole brain, usually we just program in memories.”

“So I’m an experiment, of sorts?”

“Yes,” he nodded. “You are the first successful Gen 4.”

I nodded, my mind rolling over something I hadn’t hoped possible. “May I ask for a favor?”

An amused look crossed his face and he replied, “I will consider it.”

“I would like a companion, someone like me, a Gen 4. Someone who will be useful to you.”

“You already have someone in mind then?”

I nodded, “Yes.”

He was silent for a long moment, then nodded, “you’ve proven yourself loyal to the Institute. D3-79 has given us positive feedback on your conduct. I will grant this request, it will more than likely prove beneficial in future missions. As well as give us another subject to observe.”

I couldn’t help the smile that spread over my face. “Thank you, Shaun.”

“I assume the brain we need is in your lab.”

I nodded, “yes.”

He frowned, “your research was conducted on less than reputable people. Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Yes, you said you needed people like me... brilliant but willing to get their hands dirty. Dr. Payton LeFlur would fit the bill, don't you think?”

Shaun paused for a moment, “I have read some of his papers. The man was a genius for your time. But was put to death...”

I shook my head, “he’s down there under the name Payne De Flora or should be. Depending on the state of the place.”

I could see the wheels turning in Shaun’s mind as he looked at me. “Take D3 and go see what you can find.”
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I rocked slightly as we landed outside the RobCo sales and service center. I wasn’t sure I’d ever get used to teleportation. DeeDee studied the building, as I fought the rolling in my stomach. 

“We cleared the place out when we got your brain, but that doesn’t mean things haven’t moved in since then. Stay on guard.”

I gripped my rifle tighter and nodded. DeeDee headed into the building and I followed. The emptiness of the building was almost overwhelming, as we made our way toward the underground lad. I jumped when the silence was broken by the sound of voices. At first, they were an unintelligible murmur but as we got closer I began to make out what they were saying. 

A male voice said, “You’re right this place would have had potential if we hadn’t found the synth bodies down here.” 

A female responded, “I don’t understand how they found it. This place was classified, like, dark ops classified. The experiments were so controversial, people would’ve been up in arms if they found out.”

“Well, Mara, they found it, but we can still send some people to scavenge the tech. Tinker would go crazy over some of this stuff.”

Mara? No couldn’t be. She’d be dead by now, wouldn’t she? I glanced at DeeDee and jerked my head toward the voices. She nodded and we moved weapons ready. A man and a female ghoul spun toward us. 

“Fucking Coursers... see I knew we should’ve bailed when we saw those bodies.” The man said, shooting us a glare.

The woman ignored him, her black gaze focused on me. “Nadia?”

“Do I know you?” Shaun had explained that some people survived and turned into these hideous creatures. 

“We’ve met.” Guns appeared in her hand, bullets whizzing toward us. I felt several impact my armor, pain blooming in my stomach and I stumbled to my knees. They used the distraction to bolt, DeeDee gave chase as I used a stimpak to heal my wounds. 

“They got away,” DeeDee said when she returned. “There’s a back door. Did you know that woman?”

I felt my lip curl
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