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Energy crackled through the heavy atmosphere. A figure stood shrouded in smoke. He scoped out the room in his hi-vis Gelatina Goggles​[1]. Violet lenses seated deep inside thick mahogany leather with a stainless steel wire frame sewn to it with thick denim threading. 

He should be used to this room by now. Considering the amount of time Graham spent stewing in this room. Letting the upper receptacle of his brain fill with the desperation of a hare sprinting for its life from a pack of coyotes. 

Its russet brown fur stands on end. Whiskers twitch once. Twice. Thrice. Ready to dash off into crisp evergreen grass that streaks dew across its legs. His eyes flash as the sunlight peaks through the heavy cumulus clouds across the horizon. 

He could see the piercing eyes now. Deep ruddy red like that of curdled blood. Huge fangs show as the coyote’s lips pull up into a snarl. Its fur stood on end, but he was sunk low to the ground. Excitement coursed through overeager veins. 

His fur was mottled and camouflaged within the dead brush next to a withered and worn oak tree. The hare could see its eyes, but barely so, through the thicket of branches. He could see the eyes of death.

Of his father. 

He could feel the grime and groan of the leather straps holding him in place. The sturdy denim of his jacket brushed against his waist as he maneuvered his torso to get into optimal position to fix the welding arm to the correct point of the Weldo Automaton stationed to his right. He moved it to just under his knee.

A simple replacement was all that was needed. He was not going to die. No, not today. The burns would damage his nerves and everything else, sure. What was melted away and turned to ash could be replaced. 

It could be reborn.

The room was derelict. Black burn marks and dents littered the walls. The floorboards showed through where the  marbled tile was pried up. Blue prints scattered the work desk that took up a good chunk within the small space.  In the center was an examination chair with brown leather cushions, and african black wood accents. Covered by insulation welding spray​[2] to keep everything from burning.  However, it was an adequate enough hidey hole for him to scurry away to. 

All in the effort to fulfill his dreams. 

Sparks fly close to his skin. He could feel the screech of heat now. From the electrode about to make contact. 

THERE IT IS. 

That broiling sensation of being in an oven. As if he was having a tattoo done with a welding machine. As if he was welding metal, the muscle suit he calls a body. His jaw clenches. He feels the sear. The agonizing stench of burnt skin and aluminum alloy drifts to the air duct.  
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THE EYES OF A COYOTE stare into his pupils. 

He wants to scream.

His jaw locks closed.

Then everything goes static. 
“I would recommend you seek immediate treatment and chemo to stem the spread of the infected tissue,” Dr. Bruthem drones to him, but it’s all just bees buzzing in Graham's ears.  He cannot help it with just having found out that he has stage 3 skin cancer. His tongue swells up and a frog croaks in his esophagus.  He stares off past Bruthem, out the window to the bluejay sitting in the branches of a medium sized spruce. 

Its head swivels to him. He feels a thrum go through him at the apparent eye contact with the vibrant bird. He had felt the initial effects weeks before making the appointment.
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THERE ARE LUMPS ON his face and arms. Enlarged, itchy, and bleeding all the time. It had gotten to the point that he had to wrap himself in gauze. He looks like a shoddy d-rated movie mummy, but he’s been bleeding onto his clothing, his bed sheets, and it keeps getting into his eyes. He originally thought it was normal acne about 3 months ago. He unwraps his face and peers into the mirror.  

He sees the cystic lumps now, spreading up his neck and cresting around his eyes. He looks almost reptilian in nature from all of the scabbing. He needs to seek emergency care and find out what is happening to him. He knows this, He fears this. But he has no choice in the matter if he doesn’t want to suffer through this anymore. 

He can see it now. The hospital room in which he had last seen his mother. Graham smells the sterile hospital soap. He sees it crawling up his limbs. The sting of antiseptic surges him back to the present. He presses the soaked cotton ball to his left cheek and gently rubs it across his face.

He is still in his bathroom, still staring into his own eyes, but still, but still. He sees the gaunt face of his mother instead. The dull grayed out eyes stare into his like a lifeline. He grasps her hands in his and she takes one breath before a long monotonous beep fills the room. 

His eyes burn as he comes back to his senses on the surgical table. The acrid stench of copper and burnt leather invades his nostrils. 

He is barely able to open his eyelids through the pain. A sharp groan escapes past his lips. He sits up stiffly and looks down at his right leg. In place of organic flesh beneath his kneecap is blacked out sleek titanium. Gold trimming outlines his calf.
First there is a spark. When friction converts kinetic energy to thermal. Molecules vibrate at the surface. That spark combusts the air molecules around it, transforming into heat and light.  A chemical reaction born from speed faster than sound. When the atoms catch and connect. 

When the world feels the flame that is made. When it licks at anything and everything it can touch. For it craves life. It craves to keep burning and burning. And burning. And burning.

You don’t always see things when people tell you to. Sometimes you walk around blind till one day you find the courage to open your eyes. Open your mind. Sometimes you see what scares you. You feel the intensity of pain deep in all the sinews of your tissue. 

The jacket is dense. It will protect from excessive and unnecessary burns. Graham injects the anesthetic into his forearm. His jaw twitches at the pinch. 

He always feels that hunger consuming his every thought. It courses through him like a terminal disease. To willingly have any metal alloys melded to one’s skin is sheer lunacy. To willingly embark on self mutilation to achieve fusion of human tissue and titanium, aluminum, and steel. He could feel his mother’s eyes piercing the back of his mind. 

Could Graham afford to keep going as he is? Will his experimentation in metallurgy be the death of him? He asks himself everyday when he looks in the mirror and sees the metal tracing his eyes. Trailing down his torso and fully encompassing his legs from the hips down. Black and gold decorate his exterior like handcrafted jewelry. He almost misses it. The feeling of being fully human; of genuinely being fully human. 

Then his eyes follow the intricate details of his framework. The etched roses into his biceps. He flexes his arms and admires the fibers mechanically sewn into his skin. He remembers when he first surgically added the flexible aluminum fibers through the epidermis of his skin. 

The new age fad of bionic organs and body parts bloomed in 2135. The technology had gone from medical use to cosmetic. Around 2100 the world had seen a new wave of bionics infiltrating the media and people’s lives. 

He could feel the adrenaline now. That first shock that had numbness humming through his soul. He could feel it even now. The tight metal thread puncturing his skin and the split second molten feeling of wanting death. His body had wanted to howl out in agony. 

Graham refused as he bit into the leather bite rag shoved a bit haphazardly between his teeth. He could not let himself acknowledge the pain. If he had then it all would have been a waste. To have come that far just to give in to the very human need to rage against what was hurting him. He was the only one in the room though. The only one that knew. 

The only one that could take any of the blame. There was no blame in the situation though. None left for anyone, as no one was left in his life anymore. He had then proceeded to jab a shot of adrenaline into his side to keep his heart rate from going down before the burning became too much and he passed out as the surgiton continued to thread the metal through his arms.

He could feel
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