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Cindy liked hanging out in seedy bars, late at night, the kind that tend to be located in the more dangerous neighborhoods of the city she now called home. It was part of her job, and she did enjoy her work. She usually dressed for those outings in a black leather mini-skirt, a halter top and high heels. Tonight, however, she was hunting, for she was a huntress indeed, in far different environs, a high end watering hole on the upper west side of the city. 

This particular bar was very popular with the wealthy college crowd, the sons and daughters of the uber rich residents of this very pricey neighborhood, and it was packed on this warm spring weekend night. She had dressed appropriately for this environment, a tasteful cocktail dress in black, medium heels and a few well chosen bits of gold jewelry. A small black purse hung from her shoulder. She gently, but firmly rebuffed advances from a few men, for tonight she was hunting.

Cindy’s exceptionally keen eyes continually scanned the crowd, seeking out potential victims, but they continually returned to a small table occupied by a young woman who looked to be no more than 18 or perhaps 19 years old, but was trying unsucessfuly to look older and more sophisticated than she obviously was. Her date, an exceptionally good looking and confident young man, at least 3 or 4 years older than her, had gone to the bar to fetch fresh drinks, and Cindy had been keeping a very close eye on him indeed, as she slowly moved towards their table. 

He arrived back at the table, a charming smile on his handsome face, and handed one of the drinks to the young girl, 

“Here you go beautiful”, he said, “Let’s drink up and get out of here, there’s a party in a friend’s penthouse nearby”.

The girl was just raising the drink to her lips, when Cindy swooped in, feigning drunkeness and snatched it out of her hand. 

“Ohmygosh that looks sooo delishuss, jus lemme have a lil’ ol’ taste of that”, she slurred and then took a generous sip. She swirled it around in her mouth, a thoughtful look on her face, then spat it out on the floor. 

“What I thought, scumbag”, she snarled, “You’re under arrest for attempted rape.” 

In one, well practiced motion she grabbed his right arm, forcefully twisted it up behind his back and slammed him face down on the floor. She then knelt with her right knee, none too gently, on the small of his back, removed a pair of handcuffs from her little black bag, grabbed his other arm, pulled it behind his back, and had him cuffed up, all within 10 seconds or so.

“You’re a material witness, honey”, she told the stunned girl, “Stay right where you are”. 

Just then two men, one very large, the other a bit smaller, both in dark gray suits, arrived at the side of the table. 

“Nicely done”, said the smaller of the two with a smile, as his partner yanked the young man up off the floor, “We’ve got it from here.” 

Cindy nodded, smiled briefly, and then melted into the crowd rapidly exiting the bar. 

“Do you know who I am?”, the young man was furiously shouting as she moved away, “Do you have any idea who you’re messing with here?”

The next day was Sunday, and Cindy had it off. She lay back in bed, alone in her very comfortable, if not luxurious, for such were not her tastes, condo, and let her mind drift. She had plans for later in the day, lunch with a friend, and visits to the gym and library, but for right now, she reflected on how far she had come from the hardscrabble mining community she’d been born into. 

Her given name was Cynthia Huckins, and she’d had it hard right from the start. She lost her father in her infancy when he was shot by a rival drug dealer, her mother died a few years later from a fentanyl overdose. She was taken in by her uncle, and she was treated very badly by both him and his sons. She escaped from the abuse by enlisting in the Army at the age of 17, and that was better, but she was still subjected to a fair share of harassment. 

She applied for and was approved for Special Forces training, then deployed to Afghanistan, where she was sent on covert missions with special operations forces, and there she earned the respect of her fellow soldiers. During one of those missions she was captured, and her captors treated her very badly indeed for 2 days, until she was rescued by her special forces team, which furiously killed every Mujihadeen in the camp when they saw what had been done to her.

They airlifted her to Kandahar, set her broken bones, put her in a medically induced coma and packed her head in ice to reduce the brain swelling from the beatings she’d received. A medical transport Lear jet was always on call, and they flew her straight to Walter Reed Medical Center, in Bethesda, Maryland, with only a brief stop in Lisbon, Portugal for refueling. 

When she arrived at Walter Reed, she was rushed into an operating room, where a crack team of surgeons and support staff were waiting. They’d received the x-rays of her head from Afghanistan hours earlier, and were fully prepared. Over the course of the next several hours, they removed the part of her brain that was irreparably damaged, and replaced it with a military grade micro-processor in a wetware interface, with a top secret military AI installed. Her broken arms and legs were treated with infusions of mRNA derived shark cartilage and imuno-suppressants, after which they loaded her up with some very dandy pain killers, and trollied her to her hospital room, located in the top secret research section of the hospital.

She was monitored very closely, but the first voice she heard upon slowly awakening a few days later, was that of her AI. 

“Hey Cindy girl, how you doing there, sweetie?”, it said in a soft, comforting southern accent, “I’m Abby, your new friend”. 

“Where..where are you?”, Cindy asked, very much in a deep brain fog, her eyes not even fully open. 

“I’m right here honey, don’t you worry about a thing. I’m just going to put you right back to sleep now, sweet dreams!”, replied Abby, and Cindy drifted back into oblivion.

The next time she surfaced, there was a woman in a lab coat, standing by her bedside. 

“Hi Cindy, I’m Dr. Morgan, how are you feeling today?”, she said. 

Cindy acknowledged she’d felt better, and truth be told, she’d felt worse too. 

Dr. Morgan laughed, “It’s good to see you’ve kept your sense of humor, that’s an essential survival resource for sure. Hey, have you met Abby yet?”

“Well, I heard a voice, and I kind of remember the name Abby, but I was really out of it at the time. Who is she?”, Cindy replied.

“Well, when we got you back here from Afghanistan, you were in really rough shape. We could have declared you brain dead, most hospitals would, but we do some very interesting experimental things here at Walter Reed”, said Dr. Morgan, “There was really nothing to lose, your
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