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SHE BEYOND LIMITS

Chapter Two: The Control
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Part A: The Extraction
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The sky didn't break.

It was torn.

A jagged wound opened above Merrow's End, spilling light that didn't flicker it stabbed. The stars vanished behind it. The moon dimmed. And from that wound descended machines that didn't belong to any known world.

They weren't drones.

They weren't aircraft.

They were surgical.

Eli had never seen war. But this wasn't war.

It was deletion.

The graphite-armored soldiers moved like shadows no voices, no commands, no hesitation. They swept through the town with mechanical grace, scanning faces, marking targets, erasing lives.

Mrs. Halden, who once gave Luna a scarf.

Jonah, who believed she was an angel.

Sheriff Madsen, who tried to protect the children.

All gone.

Luna stood in the field, her coat billowing in the artificial wind, her eyes glowing faintly not with fear, but with resolve. Beneath her feet, the symbols she had drawn pulsed like veins circles and lines that shimmered with a language no one had taught her.

She raised her hands.

The earth responded.

A wave of light burst outward, knocking the soldiers back, short-circuiting their scanners. For a moment, the town breathed again.

But only for a moment.

They recalibrated.

They always did.

Eli ran toward her, dodging debris and bodies, heart pounding like a drum in a funeral march. He saw her falter. Her movements were slower now. Her glow dimmer. She was burning through something energy, time, hope.

"Luna!" he shouted.

She turned.

Her face was streaked with ash and blood.

But her eyes her eyes were still beautiful.

Still not human.

"I can't hold them," she said.

"You don't have to," Eli replied, voice cracking. "Just come with me."

She smiled.

"I was never meant to run."

A soldier raised his weapon.

Eli saw it.

Luna didn't flinch.

The shot rang out.

Sharp. Final.

She staggered.

And fell.

Eli screamed.

He dropped to his knees beside her, cradling her head in his arms. Her blood warm and unreal soaked into his coat. Her chest rose barely. Her hand trembled as it reached for his face.

"I tried," she whispered.

"I know," he said, tears falling freely. "You tried."

She smiled for the first time, but faintly.

"Not enough."

The sky roared.

A massive chopper descended black, angular, and silent. Its blades didn't spin. They hovered, suspended by something unseen. A symbol glowed on its hull: three interlocking circles forming a perfect triangle.

ZOD.

Panels opened.

Metal arms reached down, trying to take Luna.

Eli held her tighter.

"You can't take her," he shouted.

But the light wrapped around her like a cocoon.

She began to rise.

Just before she was lifted out of reach, Luna leaned in.

Her lips brushed his ear.

And she whispered one name.

"Dr. Lasaf."

Then she was gone.

Swallowed by the machine.

The chopper ascended, vanishing into the fractured sky.

The town was silent.

No sirens.

No cries.

Just Eli.

Alone.

He knelt in the field, surrounded by the dead, the symbols fading into the soil. The wind picked up, carrying ash and memory. His hands trembled. His breath caught. His heart broke.

And somewhere deep beneath the earth, something began to hum.

A low, mechanical frequency.

Familiar.

Like her voice.

Eli looked up at the sky, now stitched shut by silence.

And he whispered the name she gave him.

"Dr. Lasaf."

The name echoed.

Not in the air.

In the machines.
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Part B: The Architect of Everything
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ZOD Headquarters - Apex Tower - Location: Unknown

The tower didn't exist on any map.

It rose from the earth like a spike driven through reality obsidian glass and chrome, stretching so high that clouds parted around it. At night, it pulsed with a blue light that could be seen for miles, though no one who saw it could remember looking at it.

This was intentional.

Inside, on the 97th floor, Dr. Elias Lasaf stood before a wall of screens. Each one showed a different town. A different test site. A different population living lives they thought were their own.

Site 01: Merrow's End
Site 02: Ashford Hollow
Site 03: Silent Creek
Site 04: Eden's Rest
Site 05: Greymoor
Site 06: Thornfield
Site 07: Whisper Valley
Site 08: Coldwater Bay
Site 09: Dust Haven
Site 10: Last Light
Ten towns.

Forty-seven thousand people.

All carrying the same invisible burden.

The Chip.

Dr. Lasaf was not a cruel man. He didn't enjoy suffering. He didn't revel in control. But he understood necessity. He understood inevitability. And he understood that humanity, left to its own devices, would destroy itself.

So he gave them structure.

Order.

Purpose.

All embedded in a chip no larger than a grain of rice, implanted at the base of the skull, invisible beneath skin and hair. The procedure was simple: a medical checkup, a vaccine drive, a free health screening. The people of these ten towns never knew they'd been marked.

Never knew they'd been chosen.

The chip did three things:

1. Memory Regulation: It could suppress, alter, or erase memories as needed. Traumatic events could be softened. Dangerous knowledge could be removed. Unwanted attachments could be severed.

2. Emotional Dampening: It reduced extreme emotions rage, despair, obsessive love keeping populations stable, predictable, manageable.

3. Behavioral Compliance: It didn't control people directly. It simply made certain choices feel right and others feel wrong. Subtle nudges. Gentle corrections. Invisible hands guiding them toward productivity, order, peace.

Dr. Lasaf called it The Shepherd Protocol.

The world called him a monster.

But the world didn't know yet.

ZOD operated in shadows, through shell companies and government contracts. They funded hospitals, schools, infrastructure projects. They provided jobs, security, stability. And in return, they collected data.

Biometrics. Behavior patterns. Neural responses. Emotional thresholds.

Everything needed to scale the program.

From ten towns to a hundred.

From a hundred to a thousand.

Eventually, to everyone.

Dr. Lasaf turned from the screens as his assistant entered a pale woman with sharp features and eyes that never blinked.

"Status report," he said.

"Site 01 has been compromised," she replied. "The Sentinel designated 'Luna' exhibited behavioral anomalies. Emotional attachment. Independent action. She saved civilians during the extraction."

Dr. Lasaf frowned. "How many casualties?"

"Seventeen. Twelve civilians, five operatives."

"And Luna?"

"Contained. En route to Medical Bay 7 for disassembly."

He nodded slowly. "What about the population?"

"Memory reset initiated. The Shepherd Protocol is now active at maximum compliance. All traces of Luna will be erased within seventy-two hours."

Dr. Lasaf studied the screen showing Merrow's End. The town looked peaceful now. People walking. Working. Living.

Forgetting.

"Good," he said quietly. "Begin Sentinel Deployment Phase Two. We'll need to adjust the emotional parameters. Luna's defect proves the current model is too... human."

"Understood, sir."

As she turned to leave, Dr. Lasaf spoke again.

"Was there anyone in Merrow's End who showed resistance to the reset protocol?"

The assistant paused, consulting her tablet.

"One anomaly. A civilian named Eli Márquez. His neural patterns showed irregular spikes during memory suppression. But his compliance scores remain within acceptable ranges. We're monitoring."

Dr. Lasaf's jaw tightened.

"Keep watching him."

"Yes, sir."

Alone again, Dr. Lasaf stared at the screens.

Ten towns.

Forty-seven thousand souls.

All under his control.

He told himself it was mercy.

That chaos was the true enemy.

That humanity needed guidance, not freedom.

But late at night, when the tower was silent and the screens dimmed, he sometimes wondered if he'd become the very thing he'd sworn to prevent.

A tyrant.

Wrapped in good intentions.

He pushed the thought away.

There was work to do.

And the world wasn't going to save itself.
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Part C: The Town That Forgot
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Merrow's End - Three Days After Extraction

The town woke up lighter.

Not happier. Not sadder. Just... lighter.

Mrs. Callow stood on her porch, watering plants she didn't remember planting. The sun felt warmer than usual. The air smelled clean. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt this calm.

"Beautiful day," she said to no one in particular.

Inside the boarding house, the upstairs room sat empty. Clean sheets. Folded towels. A desk with nothing on it.

She walked past it three times that morning and never thought to look inside.

At the laundromat, Mr. Harlan hummed as he sorted clothes. Business was steady. People smiled more. Tipped better. Everything felt... smooth.

"I love this job," he said to a customer.

He'd been saying that every day for three days.

He didn't notice.

At the diner, Jonah served coffee with a smile he didn't remember practicing. The sheriff stopped by for lunch and talked about the weather. They both agreed: things were good.

Really good.

Better than they'd been in years.

No one mentioned the fire at the edge of town. No one asked about the scorched field. No one wondered why seventeen people had suddenly "moved away" without saying goodbye.

The chip ensured they didn't.

When thoughts like that surfaced uncomfortable questions, unsettling memories the chip activated. A gentle pulse. A soft correction. And the thought dissolved like sugar in water.

Painless.

Invisible.

Perfect.

Children played in streets they'd been afraid of weeks ago. Dogs barked happily. The
















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SHE BEYOND
LIMITS

CHAPTER TWO:
THE CONTROL





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
ANOMALY

®

SHE BEYOND
LIMITS

CHAPTER TWO:
THE CONTROL





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





