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T he Altered

The Altered
 
        At first, we hated the injections. They administered them to us over the beginning six months and made us feel
sick and unnatural in our bodies as our hormones changed and fought to change our very cells with them. They kept
us chained in the comfortable clean rooms like prisoners in a five star hotel to hold us down as we writhed.  I
remember eight weeks in, when it became too much for us. The pain of adjusting to bodies ten times the physical
efficiency of a normal human had not yet settled in our minds and we pulled out from the cuffs connecting us to the
walls. We frantically reached for anything sharp or hard to release the boiling tension beneath our skin. Slamming
against the walls, biting our arms, only to see the flesh grab onto itself and look new again. 
        This interval of discomfort ended quite quickly and those new chemicals started feeling just really good. Our
mid-pubescent biology had been picking up momentum in our development and as the modifications were pushed
onto us, we stopped fighting it like it was an infection. Our bodies started to grow in the direction they were being
shifted in by the doctors, and god, were we enjoying the power that throbbed in our limbs. Nothing bruised us,
nothing made us tired, we fell asleep immediately and slept deeply. Strenuous tasks and actions were now a breeze
for us and many kids started playing basketball or teaching themselves flips, quickly numbing to the pain that would
go away almost immediately. 
        When we all were Fourteen years old, other hormones and desires within us gained strength too. We were only
required an hour of exercise a day, but our bodies now looked like that of greek gods and we couldn’t stop
ourselves from running hands over our own and each other's defined characteristics.
         Every week, two of us would cause the alarms to blare and adults in white to search the hallways and rooms
when we had snuck off, typically during physical examinations, giggling in perverse excitement. I had enjoyed such
excursions with the boy in the room next to mine. He had a quite old fashioned name, Oliver, and had been pretty
snobby the first time we met. We had fought light heartedly until that relationship was heightened by our synthetic
development, yet we still maintained the clashing disagreements between us. I think I liked his blonde hair the best.
        Once the directors were satisfied with the results of our experimentation, we began the discussions of our real
modifications. For us, this was the exciting part we had anticipated. Everytime a doctor would bring one of us in for
more than just blood tests or checkups, we honed in on their words, intrigued to see when we would finally know the
powers we were getting. I remember Isaac being the first to know his modification plan. He came back from the
examination rooms, flanked by two of the scientists who were staying with him until they had to bring him to his
construction wing. Isaac had sat down with us at dinner, grinning at our impatient faces.
        “You guys will never freaking guess!” he said, ignoring the seasoned noodles and vegetables on his plate. 
        “Its super strength isn’t it?” Cici volunteered.
        “Nope.”
        “Is it like water control or something?” Kevin asked.
        “Not even close.”
        The twelve of us were now fully immersed in the conversation and were shouting out our guesses as to what we
think the adults would have decided would suit Isaac best .
        “Shapeshifting!”
        “No.”
        “Invisibility?”
        “No.”
        “Breathing underwater?”
        “He just said it had nothing to do with water Felicity.”



        “He didn’t say that, he said water control wasn’t even close!”
        “That's what that means!”
        “No it’s not!”
        “It’s not breathing underwater either, guys look…” Issac finally explained to us, trying his best to copy
everything the director had said. 
        “I’m gonna be like Elasti-girl.”
        We had looked at each other a little surprised. Isaac was rather stalky and wide and he wasn’t all that flexible.
        “They’re gonna make you stretchy?” we asked “how does that even work?”
        “No no, not stretchy, I’m getting extendable limbs. They said they are going to put implanted bones into new
pockets of my old bones and change my DNA so I can grow my skin quickly and extend the other bones out like
those action toys with the little triggers. So I can make myself like 15 ft tall.”
        We had found his explanation quite interesting. Most of the other kids were still unsure as to why Isaac was
chosen for this augmentation, but I realized later on it was because of his stalkiness that would make room for the
extra material inside of him. He left that evening and they said we would see him again in another year. The rest of us
were left to wait for our time in the directors examination room. 
        It was me who was chosen next, perhaps a week later. Early in the morning, I entered the large office and was
instructed to stand behind a dark screen. They attached monitors and wires to my arms and chest before Dr. Tenant
came in with his clipboard smiling at me. His presence made me feel more comfortable and I was surprised by the
idea that I had never considered he would be my director.  He had brought me into this program as opposed to the
others who were volunteered by their parents, of which I had none, and had frequently come to check up on my
progress. 
        “Hello Parker, are you excited for today?” he said in his posh accent.
        “Yes sir.”
         These words came out as croak and only the nurses who I saw strain their ears to catch what I had said,
reminded me of my   defect while Dr. Tenant moved to his work station unbothered.
        “No need for that sir business darling, call me Vickrum or Vick if you like, we’ve spent enough time together
for that,” he said reassuringly as he pulled medical gloves over his fingers. I guess he was used to understanding me.
I said nothing, but he knows I usually can’t say much. 
        “ Well I have something very special planned for you!” he said, picking up his device and coming to face me
over the top of the screen which came up to my neck. At that moment, the glass door opened again and a mousy
haired woman walked in. Dr. Tenant turned to look at the newcomer, catching her gaze with expectancy. She noticed
his authority out of the four adults in the room and quickly moved forward, hand outstretched and smiled kindly at
him.
        “Dr. Tenant, I’m Dr. Lu Arwen, it’s a pleasure,” she said also with a similar accent. He took her hand and
nodded patiently at her.
        “Ah yes, Dr. Arwen, I’ve heard. Parker,” he turned to me “this is the other director who will present to you
today,” he said.
At this the woman frowned. She looked to be the same age if not a little older than Dr. Tenant and held herself with
seniority, aware she was clearly the most experienced in the room. 
        “I’m sorry, I must have heard you wrong. I have been directing this young lady’s modification plan throughout
my team's observation of her development,” she said definitively.
        “Yes, and I have been directing a plan of my own,” he replied calmly, aware of the nurses and I looking at the
two of them, waiting to see what explanation would be given. Dr. Arwen raised an eyebrow, not impolitely.
        “With all due respect Doctor, I’ve been assigned to this case for the past two years. My plan has been
vigorously tested and verified by the head of government security. I haven’t heard a word of any other approval.”
        He responded again without hesitation as if he had anticipated her argument and objections to his own side.
        “The plan I have was approved for a different case at the East Waterfield Center,” he paused, “unfortunately
that young woman’s process was unsuccessful, but in comparison to Parker here, was a perfect match and can still
be applied.” 
        He turned outward to gesture towards me and spoke to the rest of the people in the room.
        “I don’t see anything wrong with having another option..? Both plans will be used one way or another.” 
        Dr. Arwen shifted, unfamiliar with this type of non-direct communication and turned towards me, relaxing into
the comfortability of procedure and flicked her notes up onto the light project from her device that hung to my right.
        “Alright then. Let me begin by describing to you what we’ve been working on.”
        The projection showed a diagram of a larynx and a brain’s nervous system to the ears.
        “From recent studies, we have discovered hertz, textures, and tones most efficient in affirmative response. As
we have learned, the sound must be human and researchers have been unable to mechanically manifest this control,



therefore, it has solely been developed for an Alter-Case like yourself.” 
        She smiled and zoomed in on the throat, showing its different layers of nerves and muscles, continuing to speak
about the procedure for how they were going to implement the addition to my brain. I watched, understanding
through her complex words that they were giving me something along the lines of mind control. The ability to create
sound that would guarantee the compliance of whomever I spoke to.
        “ It is a very quick operation and would be quite a natural acclimation as well. A training period of  ... say nine
months at most?”
She paused and I nodded in understanding. She placed her device down on the table and waved away the
projection, looking me in the eye. 
        “ You are a very smart girl Parker, this modification requires a specific kind of person and we believe no one
fits this plan better than you. “
        I blinked, thinking about what she had said. I wasn’t really considered the smart one in our group, I was just
quiet, but I would only have to sit and wait for a little while as they added manufactured tissue and DNA to me as
opposed to having holes cut into my bones like Isaac had. 
        “We want to give you a voice,” she said seriously “isn’t that what you want?”
        “No,” I croaked. She didn’t move and I could tell she hadn’t heard me. I swallowed and said it again, shaking
my head back and forth this time.
        “No, I want..” I said “I want to fly,” the last part coming out more as a weeze. Everyone looked surprised,
they hadn’t asked, but it was what I  wanted. I smiled a little and looked over at Dr. Tenant who was smiling too.
        “Well I’m not sure if that's possibl-” Dr. Arwen began to say, but he interrupted her, stepping forward.
        “You might want to look at what I’ve got in my plans,” he said handing her his device and then looked up at
me. 
 “Guess I was right to grab these up wasn’t I?” 
        Dr. Arwen scrolled through the pages quickly, furrowing her eyebrows.
        “What?” I hissed curiously, my eyes wide, nodding towards what must have been the plans.
        She blinked hard and looked up, her mouth open slightly.
        “These…” she looked back at them again and cleared her throat 
        “These are biological blueprints for arial extensions, um wings,” she corrected herself.
“But I must mention the construction process would take over two years, let alone the training process-”
        “It’s still her decision,” Dr. Tenant said. 
        The two nurses in the room looked down at their shoes and Dr. Arwen closed her mouth slowly and
swallowed. I want those wings, I thought to myself before the sting from his voice had faded away and before I saw
his eyebrows furrow viciously above Dr. Tenant’s cold eyes.


