
//This is where I actually try to explain the world and what’s possible in it, so while there is no direct filthy content, it explains why it exists in the lore. Last story was me just kinda shooting the shit with more serious tones, and was a setup to get to this explanation scenario.
//It’s go time
Darkness. Not an absence of light, but rather the absence of everything. 9010 didn’t know when he was awake or comatose, never sure if he was awake at all. He became trapped in the pain enveloping him, the time spent stuck in his decaying mental state anywhere from days to years. The longer he lived, the worse he became, unsure of anything. 
Some days he heard voices talking to him, some months he saw a life he couldn’t have, years spent in happiness for a few brief minutes. Whether memory or hallucination he could not bear to find out, for in this abyss those were the only real things he had. Understanding what he would know to be false would only destroy him further.
Blinding. His vision, no, his senses, were lit up with pure white. But he could see it. How? He had seen nothing forever, yet never. In the corner of his eye- no, just the overall periphery of his reality, he saw something different.
<Sys>: Performing first time setup, please stand by.
Then he saw it. A light. A Tyvain model, the A34, standardized light fixtures for many medical institutions. He didn’t remember thinking that, didn’t remember knowing that. He didn’t like it, for the thoughts were not his own.
<Sys>: Intelligent inference data system disabled. Other settings and preferences can be modified in the configuration page.
The words overlaid his inexplicable sight, still working up the courage to inspect his existence further than his mind and vision. The text was curious to him, he pondered the meaning behind them, who was behind them. He wished to know.
<Sys>: Current task is to assist you with acclimatizing and therapy, while preventing further mental instability.
He wasn’t expecting a response. Who was carrying out this task?
<Sys>: NCX-Watchdog.
He hummed with curiosity, only to realize he couldn’t, then also being made aware that he is supposed to breathe. The only issue is that he also couldn’t. He began panicking, trying to suck down air only to fail, his limbs started to twitch and flail as more and more of his body began checking in. 
<Sys>: Please calm yourself, you are on automatic blood oxygenation, you do not need to breathe.
What. 
<Sys>: Some aspects of your original biology were unable to be salvaged, your lungs were damaged beyond repair. Your blood is now oxygenated by a device outside your body.
No. Why would he need that? How did his lungs get damaged? He tried to sift through his shattered memories, struggling to recall a time before the nothingness. He froze as the dam broke. He could only see his twisted body on the floor, held up by a smiling wolf, drill in hand. Then it was gone. The emotions and dread welling up alongside it as well, the impending need for vacating of his stomach was suddenly gone, the existential panic retreating into the void it came from.
<Sys>: Now is not the time to remember, priorities are to ensure your operational status, the therapy comes later. 
The drake didn’t understand, still staring straight up at the light, not even attempting to look around. What kind of name is NCX-Watchdog?
<Sys>: Neural Core Prototype Watchdog program.
A program is not what 9010 expected to be on the other side of the text in his eyes. Then he began to take stock of himself, feeling like he should be questioning why he could see. He slowly sat up, sliding his elbows behind him to support himself.
<Sys>: Be cautious, you have been comatose for a significant amount of time, please take things slow.
The drake decided to look around the room instead of contemplating the chilling shock those words filled him with. It was a hospital room. More tech filled than the ones he knew, it was still an identifiable room of medical intent. He was on the bed, instruments and monitors surrounding him. He noted the lack of windows. Then he looked down. He froze as he saw himself, unable to do anything but stare.
He was still himself, or rather, his corpse. He was covered from head to toe in long, measured medical scars on every spot of his body, front and back, including sides. They ran down his legs and arms, even over his ankles before spreading down to his paws and splitting into multiples as they went to his toes. He lifted his arms, a scar on all sides of his bicep, four more on his forearm, five following the bones in his palm before traveling up his fingers. 
They were everywhere, no part of his body more than a few inches from the precise incisions. He dimly realized in the back of his head that these cuts are as if they had to reach every part of his skeleton. A sledgehammer flashed in his mind, before being yanked out of his thoughts.
He held his hands to face, the trembling digit’s scars flexing as he moved. He saw another sickening realization. They weren’t scars. The cuts were open, just stitched shut, with a layer of staples for the longer ones. He looked down to his abdomen, his white chest laced with the Y-shape of an autopsy incision before his belly was interrupted by a patch of clear material stitched into the middle of his stomach, the red of his innards pressed against the surface. 
Within the deep crimson was blue light, spinning softly behind curtains of flesh. There were two ports on the side of the plastic, tubes visibly delving deep inside him from them. One was orange, the other blue, the sockets labeled as ‘IN’ and ‘OUT’ on the translucent skin.
<Sys>: That is your micro bioreactor. Your stomach was unsalvageable as well, this reactor will break down nutrient material in its place. The doctors will brief you on its use when they arrive. You are likely noticing the incisions from your skeletal restructuring. The severity and number of them have made it so that they will struggle to heal. They have been bonded with bio-glue, stitched, and stapled when applicable, though they will never heal fully.
9010 simply didn’t know how to react. He didn’t know anything, why he was here, where he was, what hurt him. 
<Sys>: There will be time to process your thoughts later. Can you move your legs?
The drake looked around, seeing two doors. He wanted to leave. He twitched his legs, checking their motion. They moved all right. He re-checked all his limbs a second time. He was mobile.
<Sys>: Motor control confirmed. Please wait for the doctors to arrive to carry out a thorough physical examination.
He needed to move, to know. So much was missing, so much didn’t add up. He wasn’t trying to run, but explore. This room and himself. He swung his legs over the bed frame, clumsily shifting his weight, using atrophied muscles. As much as he should have expected it, he flailed with surprise as he toppled over, falling off the bed. He landed in a pile on the tiled floor, body crumpled awkwardly. 
<Sys>: This is not a recommended course of action.
He was surprised, the fall didn’t hurt. He looked around, ignoring the flashing text, eyeing his splayed limbs as he rolled onto his front. He crawled to one of the doors, a slow sluggish process. A pitched scratching noise echoed around the room as the thin protruding inlets from his plastic skin-patch scraped against the tile. He dragged himself towards the plain wooden door, a typical steel handle in it. He arrived at it after much struggle, his limbs seeming to be frail and operating at a delay.
He reached for it with a stitched up arm, fingers weakly curling around the handle. He twisted it, the latch clicking and the door swinging open, removing his support. His arm and upper body came crashing back down, chin slamming to the tile. He tasted blood yet felt no pain. Odd. He swallowed and kept moving, entering the room. It was small, with only two things in it. A sink with a mirror, and a toilet. He had made it to the bathroom. 
He groaned, the noise being far more silent than he expected, and crawled further in. At the very least, he could prop himself up on the toilet and use the sink to try standing. Slow and steady, he proceeded to the porcelain throne, tossing a sutured arm up one at a time and hauling his body forward. 
He reached it, and taking some care to grab the sturdier parts, he pulled himself to his knees. Arms folded over the seat, he caught his breath, then paused in unnatural uneasiness as he remembered he wasn’t breathing. He heard a loud whirring noise, like a fan, that he had not noted before. While he didn’t refill his lungs, he did pause as he contemplated this fact. 
Looking towards the sink, he felt ready to take the next step. He had done worse things than standing for god’s sake. Right? What did he do? He barely remembered anything, but seemed to know everything. What had he survived? He was a soldier right? Maybe there was a bad fight, or his ship crashed. He shook his head. If there was one thing the text got right, it’s that there is time for thinking later. Right now he just needed to get on his feet, the sooner he got going, the sooner he would be back on active duty.
He slapped his arm down on the edge of the metal basin, grasping the sink’s borders. Then he threw his other arm onto it, struggling to stay balanced on his knees. After steadying himself, he gave the final pull, lifting himself to shaky paws and standing before the sink, hands tightly grasping the walls. He saw himself in the mirror.
Oh god, he could see himself. Where were his eyes? Where is he seeing from? He looked in blank horror at the frantic scars slashed around his brows, expanding outward from the eye sockets. Those pits lay barren, scar tissue built up in the cavities, dark, empty ovals staring back at him. 
He duly noted the small gray box strapped to the side of his head with a red light on it, figuring that was his new eyes. Various other revelations occurred with this new introspection. The drake had noticed he did not feel pain when he fell, not even a sting. Seeing the state of himself from an outside perspective broke down his mental barrier, the shock wearing off.
Falling didn’t hurt because he was already in excruciating pain. His nerves weren’t dead, rather completely maxed out. He let go of the sink, instantly crashing back to the floor in a writhing mess. Everything was agony. He felt every stitch, every screw and plate on his bones, the mess of tubes and blocky metal in his guts. But most of all, he felt his eyes, their ghostly nerves burning into his skull. But there was something else, something far more intense. 
He felt a… presence in his head. Much like the bioreactor in his belly, he felt another absence of feeling in his skull. Normally you don’t feel your own brain, but with everything being pain, the chunk that felt nothing was concerning. On top of the fact that the edges of this mystery zone were lancing suffering into the other parts of his mind.
<Sys>: The doctors will be here soon, please comply with them.
He couldn’t focus enough to read the text, his mind nothing but a sea of torture. He didn’t register the frantic footsteps nearing him, didn’t understand why he was suddenly moving or how he got back on the bed. They tried talking to him, but got no response for a good few hours. 
Just as they were debating on sedating him again, he finally calmed down. Within his own agony laced thoughts were the answer. He had already lived through this pain. He had already been carrying it for awhile, all he had to do was push his mind above it like on the crawl to the bathroom. So he did.
There was a gurgle, naught but a low hum or whine. He had tried to speak. He was shocked to find that this was taken from him too, yet there was something blocking him from trying to think about how he lost his voice. Then there was a click, with another flash of text in his periphery. 
<Sys>: Connection established. Try speaking now.
“Ahhh.” Just a noise, a vocalization to test his capacity. It sounded like his voice, but deeper, with the gravelly hum of mechanical recording. He noted the various heads in the room turning their attention to him, now only able to actually see them as more than blotches of color. They were all drakes, each in a medical lab coat with a few in nurses gear. He hoped they were drakes anyways, there were subtle differences in them, proportions changed with fur and markings new and exotic. He studied one of the doctors closely. They had breasts, with a generally curvaceous form. A woman. 
There were no female drakes though. Maybe in theory, but what’s the point of making a female production line? It would only cost more to design and manufacture them compared to just utilizing male models. Something was afoot. Things weren’t adding up.
“Where am I?” He asked his voice coming from one of the devices around his bed. He noted one of the other drake’s scribbling onto a clipboard. 
“You are at Hospital One in Rezenor.” One of them answered back, yet it answered nothing and gave more questions. He had never heard of Rezenor. It definitely wasn’t a city, so it was likely a military base.
“Rezenor? Where… is that? Is it a new base? Which array are we around?”
The doctor wrote something else as they looked at him with curious expressions. “Rezenor is the capital of the Draahnkyrn Republic.”
9010 folded his ears back and tried to squint skeptically only to remember he couldn’t. That country wasn’t part of the Common Coalition, and only six nations didn’t join and he knew all those. “What country is that? Where? What the hell is going on?”
The doctors looked at each other for a moment, whispering a bit before one turned back to him. The woman, seemingly the one in charge, spoke next. “Well to be honest we didn’t think you would be able to speak for a while. Your pain levels were off the chart and the modifications you’ve undergone render painkillers ineffective. We thought you would be unresponsive due to pain for at least a week before reaching this state.” She looked at him admirably. “Seems we were mistaken.”
The drake next to her stepped up. “Since you’re quite aware and stable, the next major step is to work on your mental state, which we can’t do until you know what’s going on. So we’ll just rip the bandaid off now. According to records, you’ve been in stasis for sixty-two years. Your injuries were stabilized but couldn’t be fully healed without putting you at more risk, so you were kept on ice until a time we could.”
9010 ‘looked’ at them for a good few minutes. Then he just tilted his head in a question. “Why wasn’t I killed? It’s standard practice to euthanize irreparably damaged units.”
One of the doctors shrugged. “Apparently you were important to somebody. But it’s quite fortunate that they kept you alive.”
“I’m not sure how fortunate I am to be alive yet.” 9010 said matter of factly, still feeling the pain, just adapting to it, no longer giving it credence in his mind. “Who?”
The central woman pulled up some kind of thin electronic tablet, a brand name engraved on the back, Slate. She appeared to search through data, “Uhh… Oh! A certain James B. Holloway.”
An unknown fear and dread filled the mangled drake, visibly tensing as he lost the will to speak. Then it was gone again, mind fuzzy before clearing completely, a lacking feeling remaining.
One of the nurses looked incredulous, “Really? Colonel Holloway iced him?” The blind drake turned to see the nurse, an impossible interest in the next sentence. The nurse smiled in awe, “We have a statue of him in our town! Man, to think he saved you, the guy really was a hero.”
9010’s hands trembled, yet he knew not why.
The female doctor seemed to notice this, but then just smiled warmly. “Before we drop any more bombs, let’s get a bit more personal. I’m Lyria Khodonov. And you are?”
His response was instinctual. “Quarantine Enforcement Unit seven dash nine zero one zero.” Lyria’s warm professional smile diminished a bit, then grew two times its previous size.
“So it is true! You were just labeled as Beta-seven when you got here, and those spooks from intelligence can never be trusted.” She leaned in closer, eyes gleaming with exuberant interest. “We have an honest to goodness original model!” She seemed to vibrate with excitement. 
Now 9010 was unsure. “Why would they give you some random drake?”
Lyria waved dismissively. “Well the neural core implantation procedure carried some significant risk, it would not surprise me if they plucked some poor sap up off the streets for some section three test program. Now I see why they wanted you to be kept a secret.”
9010 didn’t even have to ask for the doctor to explain. “Because you’re a seven series!” She said with a bit of excitement.
“Yes. And…?” The wounded drake said with perplexed splayed ears.
“I’m also a model seven!” The doctor added.
“How is that special? We’re just the same model-“ He froze. Decades have passed, and the eight series was already in development when he was deployed. “Wait. How are you a model seven?”
The woman rolled over a stool and dropped down on it. “Time for a history lesson. You are now a model 7b. So a beta seven series.”
The drake couldn’t stop his curiosity. “Beta? I’m a mainline production model-“
She cut him back off. “Once the Cataclysm was over, we reset the models back to one.” She then gave him a copious amount of time to process that.
“Wha… wait… You mean that…?” 
“Yes. The Arrays are neutralized. The drakes have been given autonomy and Old Russia, with a female variant for natural reproduction. That Draahnkyrn Republic is the nation of drakes. Your nation.”
9010 stared at the woman now. He thought she was just an augmented Common or something, but this was entirely beyond his expectations. He opened his mouth to speak even though he didn’t need to, yet nothing was broadcast regardless. He looked around, empty eyes unable to convey the emotion that he was no doubt consumed by. After they thought he would just lie down and go back to being comatose, he instead just seemed to move on, asking the next question.
“What was that neural core you mentioned?”
“Oh, right, the neural core.” She facepalmed. “Easily the most important thing about your new physiology. Sorry, your uh- less than standard procedure awakening disrupted my mental checklist a bit. So you have a really big computer in your brain now. Your brain wasn’t damaged, but we needed a way for your cybernetics to link with your mind, so we made a prototype interface.” She made a size estimate with her hands. “It’s uh, about a third of your brain now.”
The stitched up drake remained silent.
“Now ideally, what we learn from you will allow us to reduce the size, and the size shouldn’t be an issue for you. It successfully simulates the regions it replaced, and gives you some perks too! Faster reflexes, enhanced control of the more minute parts of your body, and your memories are even stored as files now!” She smiled at his non-reaction in an attempt to reassure the mangled drake. “We’ll run you through it in more depth during the physical therapy, right now we're just focusing on providing you foundational information.”
9010 nodded.
“We will also need to outfit you with a modified version of one of the conscript encasement suits, as you will need to be on life support and have other bodily functions assisted.”
“Encasement?”
The woman frowned. “Yeah, the suits are a little nasty. Most people conscripted these days are those who will only have pain in their life, so defectives and dropouts with no future. The suits are basically semi-permanent rigs that are attached to the person. Initially it was to provide the more frail conscripts with some good armor and enhanced combat capabilities, as the suits are basically powered exoskeletons with autonomous programming. Basically this ensured that even a mentally handicapped drake would be of exceptional combat stature.”
Her eyes grew weary, “But once dropouts and other feisty undesirables were added to the conscript list, the suits became more… invasive. They were changed to handle intense medical functions such as life support, and made the delinquent drakes dependent on said support. Which then places the resilient drakes into a suit of armor that is autonomous and doesn’t care if the drake wants to follow orders or not. But the more rowdy ones only really last a year or two before they are broken to the point of being like the handicapped ones.”
She looked at the far wall. “It’s kinda messed up, but even though the Arrays are neutralized, they’re not disabled, we still need to maintain zones to handle the occasional surge of Others. It’s just one of those drake things, sacrifice for the greater good. Small extreme suffering so the world will know peace.” 
She turned to look back at him. “But your suit won’t be hard locked to only release when you need medical attention. It will be as invasive, just without the whole ‘suit uses your body as a skeleton’ sorta thing. It’ll have a specialized jack for your neural core and the helmet will have a wide variety of camera arrays. I think you’ll like it, I’ve seen the designs and it looks badass. My claimant and his husband run a large military contractor company, this suit is one of a kind.” 
“Claimant?”
Lyria looked at him and blinked. “Ah, right… you have no idea of our culture. Well seeing as how it’s now your culture too, I suppose I should explain. Though I’m curious… what’s your opinion of me?”
The bedridden drake would have narrowed his eyes if he had them still. “Uh… not much? You’re a doctor, and a drake, so I guess respect? We’ve been talking for less than twenty minutes, so I barely know you.”
She nodded, then rephrased her question. “What’s your opinion on female drakes then?”
9010 paused. “None? Again, you didn’t exist in my time. So I can’t really say.”
With a sigh, Lyria regarded him. “Give me anything you have then.”
His ears folded back in thought. “I’m not sure. Maybe… jealous? That you have a normal life? But I’ve only known my side, I can’t truly say.”
She regarded him for a moment. “Fair. But that’s both similar and far off from what the last generation of mass-produced drakes thought. After surviving all the shit the Other’s threw at them only to be handed a female sex that hadn’t done anything to secure the drakes survival was seen as insulting. They didn’t see the women as being lesser, just unproven, they didn’t know for sure if they could handle the mantle of sacrifice the male drakes had been holding for so long.”
She smiled at him, “So we didn’t have many freedoms in early drake society, but we weren’t mistreated. With male drakes only existing, and existing only to be soldiers, drake culture understandably grew from that. Efficiency, responsibility, and a resounding lack of modesty. Now that sex typically wasn’t a thing they were forced to do for others, the drakes found newfound lust and interest in fucking.”
Lyria shrugged gently, “Which is understandable, because it feels great when done outside of all the rapey-ness of the Cataclysm situation. So all the male drakes that had fought together were pairing up, getting Bonded-“ She looked at him, “You know Bonding right?”
A nod came from the lacerated drake. “Blood Bonding, yes. An attempt to seal together fates, such that any drakes who are close friends or lovers will have a better chance to return to each other. Mostly ineffective and only a boost to moral, but dying after a good fuck was better than not.”
She smirked to him, “Well now it’s the Republic’s official version of marriage. Almost all of the original surviving models Bonded once they were discharged, living together freely with their partners. But that was an issue, as no-one wanted a girl. Only males had existed until that point, so guys were the only choice. Homosexuality is still seen as the default today. So how were they going to keep their population going now that the genetics factories shut down? Obviously it was natural reproduction, but nobody wanted to Bond with some random girl when their battle brother was their one true love.”
Lyria leaned back into her chair, “So that’s where claiming comes in. The newly made government issued out the laws of how each male, or Bonded pair of males could claim a female for use in reproduction, or other needs. We were essentially glorified sex-slaves, but we enjoyed the shit out of it. Those drakes who shed the military styles of clothing opted for revealing, skimpy outfits, having no modesty and the belief that their bodies were genetic perfection.”
A laugh followed, “Thankfully it wasn’t full of hubris, just the belief that dicks and tits should be shown off freely. And in standing with such open clothing and immodest lifestyles, sex was casual and common, accepted and encouraged. Everywhere; home, public, stores, work, you name it. Most commercial bathrooms were made with an area with padded flooring and small showers for people to fuck. These were for everyone, paired guys, a guy with a claimed girl, paired guys and their claimed girl. Most even swapped around with others who happened to be nearby, to show the level of casualness. Nudity is common, as those who wear clothes do for the express purpose to show off usually.”
She had a somewhat heated look about her, “Bottom line is: drakes are sluts, male, female, all shapes and sizes. But the good ones, the tasteful and respectful sluts, you know?” The blank pits of 9010 stared back, making her shrink back a bit. “Eh, you probably don’t know actually.” She sighed, “Essentially the entire society is sex-positive and forward, without the usually trashiness that might bring.”
9010 seemed to process for a bit, before nodding. She smiled at him before continuing, “Now that behavior is explained, let’s talk about the claiming. To claim a female is by use of the Domestic Contract. Like claiming someone as a dependent for taxes, it’s not an enslavement contract, despite the results it usually brings. At its core, it says that the male(s) will provide and secure the female a higher standard of living than if she were unclaimed. In return, the girl will do everything in her power to keep her claimant happy and fulfilled. Everyone is different, but the baseline is in return for food, shelter, wealth, and the pursuit of happiness, the woman gives her body to the man. This is for sex, housecleaning, cooking, cuddling and kind words, whatever they might want. Mostly breeding though.”
Her eyes grew tense, “As long as the act was legal and consensual, it’s on the table. For obvious reasons, a male is not allowed to abuse their claim, as that breaks the whole point of the contract of providing a better life. These men are rare, and seen as the lowest of the low, as having to resort to such things to get a claim to do something is proof that they are unworthy of protecting life like our ancestors did. Like you did.”
She looked at him with a sense of humble awe, “These offenders are dealt with swiftly. Most crime in the republic is dealt with seriously, as there is nearly no crime. You may not know us, but you know the Commons. Corrupt leaders, greedy companies. Everything in the name of their own personal goals and betterment. But for us, we were made to protect the world. To bear the weight of death so that the Commons may live in peace, we were made to protect all life on earth. These ideals have not vanished.”
She sighed, “Are some unwilling to follow our time-honored doctrine? Sure, but the vast majority of us still live by the rules of the greater good. A government provides, protects, ensures civil society. If that institution has no issue setting its people to the side in the name of their own agenda, it is not worthy of being in power. This is a common sentiment, even in the Commons, but the individual has much more power to corrupt in their systems. The Republic has some of the most robust and far reaching social plans and welfare, ensuring all but the poor few who slip through the cracks all have a fair shot at a happy life.”
Lyria shrugged, “We have the economy to support such things, and everyone agrees that it is better to spend it like that, rather than go to some politicians' coffers. In fact, the various ministries are quite involved in upgrading and implementing changes to both us and our infrastructure. For very early on in the Republic's time, a singular wide sweeping change was made that was targeted to the females, but impacted society as a whole. Being so soon after the Cataclysm, we were still in high military mode despite a new boom of civilian population. Everything we made or worked on had to be efficient, streamlined, ready for anything.”
She seemed to grow attentive, leaning forward slightly. “Everything from roads being big enough to handle both military deployment and evacuation simultaneously, to every building of a certain height being wide enough to support a VTOL landing pad for airlifting supplies and personnel in a crisis. To the culmination of such efforts, in changing the drake’s broad-spectrum digestion to a single focused one for the females.”
She began grinning from ear to ear. “All females were changed to have urine and fecal matter be their ideal nutrition, able to sustain themselves perfectly fine on bodily waste. This even prevents us from having to expel waste, as it’s a total digestion and absorption!” She leaned back again, toning down her enthusiasm. “No matter how gross someone saw it, nobody could deny that having the entire female sex be sustained by a waste product was horrifically efficient. But of course, times change and it’s no longer the standard.”
Lyria quickly turned back to him, “So now we talk about traditional and modern drakes. Traditional drakes follow the traditional lifestyle, everything I just explained. They go naked or as close as possible to it, women get claimed and used, and enjoy being used, while also serving as toilets for their claimants.” 
She paused with a happy smile, “Now the modern drakes are pretty much what you would expect. Girls are still claimed, but it’s a much more equal terms thing, claimed only in terms of paperwork and name. Most wear normal clothes, risqué at worst. Still open and casual about sex though, and their digestive system is the same as males again.”
She looked around, planning out the next explanation. “Traditional make up the majority of the population, while most of the urban population are modern. This is because big cities and commercial hubs typically have a lot of interactions with visiting Commons and as such, their ways were implemented to make them feel a bit more welcome in these areas. Now I need to clarify, the traditional lifestyle is just that, a lifestyle choice. Is there familial and peer pressure to stay in it? Yes, but nobody will think less of a modern drake, besides that they’re no fun. Most enjoy the traditional way of life, and so most stay in it, I can’t really explain that further.”
Flashing the sewed up patient a warm smile, she let him process that. “Any questions?”
Once the general policies and culture was revealed in 9010, he looked at the woman with curiosity. “So traditional female drakes are happy to be claimed, enjoy being used and are promiscuous, and serve as waste disposal units? While modern is just a normal Common society with less modesty?” The doctor just nodded, still smiling. A tense moment of silence passed. “Huh.” Was all the wounded drake said. His ‘gaze’ then turned to her with new interest. “You said you’re claimed, do you…?”
“Mhm. I do more than just eat and drink from my men, they have other needs too. But yeah, I’m traditional. It’s hard to tell since we’re in the capitol, a lot of other Common races are here so I’m not allowed to wear traditional uniforms in order to not make the patients uncomfortable. But off the clock, I assure you I treat my claimants quite well.” She had said that with just the usual smile she had, extraordinarily casual in just implicating that the guys who owned her used her as a toilet and a sex slave. Well, a sex slave with a high paying and respected medical job in experimental neurology. 
He flicked his ears in a question, “Traditional uniforms?”
She began smiling widely again, “Yeah, just think of usual uniforms, but made to fit in with the revealing nature of traditional drakes. For instance, urban areas have police uniforms right? Pretty standard, nice pants, button up shirt, gear belt and vest, maybe a jacket or something. But the traditional outfit is four blue latex stockings for the limbs, with a short jacket over a pocketed bra, finalized with a thong. Guys wear the same but a vest instead of a bra and the thong is a sleek jockstrap, ooh I just love seeing those bulges.”
After 9010 continued to stare at her she just shrugged. “Might take some getting used to for all this, but I’m happy, so please don’t get offended for me, or the other traditional women. While there are no doubt some pressured or manipulated into the lifestyle, that is a punishable offense and is a rarity. Once I turned eighteen I could choose to switch my digestion or keep with waste and the ‘style’.”
This raised a different curiosity of the woman for 9010. “How old are you?”
She looked at him with a touch of confusion. “Twenty two.”
The mangled drake couldn’t keep his tail and ears showing his surprise, only making her more perplexed.
“Why? How old are you? I get that you could be surprised to see a female drake, but being in my twenties isn’t a big deal.”
“I’m…” 9010 had to think for a moment, looking at his hands while he searched through shadowy memories trying to get a timeframe of his life. “I’m twelve years old.” He looked back at her. “Without the stasis anyways.”
She was visibly perturbed, but not outwardly surprised. She had simply forgotten that the original drakes came into being in matured bodies, manufactured to be adults by the time their training period was over, despite only being alive for five years. “Ah… right. The beta models started off a bit late in physical development. Saves time and costs and all that. That's going to be… interesting.” 
She looked at the scars and stitches adorning the drake on the bed with new sympathy. “Well I’m sure you’ve seen a few lifetimes more shit than I have, and I eat it two times a day.” Her ears folded back more as 9010 didn’t give the slightest hint of amusement, not reacting at all. Oof, these guys really are machines, she thought to herself.
Lyria quickly moved on. “So yeah, that might be a bit interesting bureaucracy wise. I’m pretty sure you qualify as mature despite you not being of age, so there might be some fun paperwork in your future.” With that the explanations continued for a good long while, the drake ever so slowly being caught up on life. 
This day was mostly foundational, where he was, what the nation was, who the nation’s people are and how they behave, etc. He would be in classes during his physical therapy, gaining a better understanding of the current world alongside his new body.
A month had passed. Then two. Along with a third. Everything blurred together yet it was all distinct. 9010 was both mentally comatose in these times, and also quite active, a peculiar mix. Thanks to the neural core, his more traumatizing memories were suppressed during the physical exercises and learning, then were released in bite-sized chunks to process during therapy sessions. 
His week followed a schedule, and week after week 9010 followed it, improving both his body and mind as time passed. As he became more stable he was allowed a looser leash in the hospital, and then introduced to his ‘trauma-harness’ that would be his mobile life support. 
Himself, Lyria, and a few other doctors and technicians were in the room as they popped the lid on the heavy military case. Once open there lay an assortment of parts inside, yet the topmost item caught everyone’s eye. The helmet. It had sharp protruding coverings for his horns jutting out the back, with armored triangles for his ears that could swivel with them. The actual back part of the helmet was pretty standard, metal in the shape of the back of a head. 
But the front, the face, is what stood out. It was a completely smooth lateral point, two flat surfaces from both sides of the head leading to a single vertical meeting line, like a sleek black wedge. Space age, quite literally, as the suit could be pressurized. He thought it curious that the flat facial surfaces were just dark metal, no viewports of overt cameras, as it still gave the impression he had no eyes. Lyria was right, it was badass.
The rest of the suit was actually just what 9010 didn’t know he needed. The under-suit was a form fitting yet loose military uniform that seemed a bit more technological than the BDU’s he wore before, with a shifting gel-layer for regulating comfort and temperature. It was still a dark, tannish color, but with obvious linings of machines and ports, seals and wires that enabled it to be pressurized. 
The exo suit of armor that went over the uniform was just a much more advanced looking version of the heavy armor that the Hellrunners used back in his day. The frame was designed to split open and apart so that the user just has to press back into the open interior while the font portions clamped down around them. 
On this frame were various ballistic plates and hardened weaves, forming a second sort of suit over the major parts of his body. These then had straps and ammo pouch points, various pockets and gear sockets, ensuring he could bring enough gear to clear an entire zone by himself. 
These were of course placed on his sides and lower torso, as everywhere else had sturdy metal plating, a wide one for his chest with more around his arms and legs with broad yet slim and conventional shoulder pads, with the left one extending beyond the shoulder to go parallel to his head for a few inches. The Others were known to use their mangled whips of flesh and bone to target the neck first.
Ultimately it looked like a suit of sci-fi power armor, but actually adhering to military design and feasible to produce and use. The plates were obviously modular and avoided his joints, they were angular and utilitarian, all painted a deep black. He liked it. The black metal contrasted nicely to the diminished tan of the undersuit and ballistic armor. 
He noted that there must be some new alloy being used for this, as the few pieces of metal he had on his old armor were limited and decently heavy with a full load, while this new suit was twice the armament but lighter. 
This suit was quite the improvement, he knew that the bulky and intimidating old suits the Hellrunners used were very cumbersome and weighty. They didn’t actually do much running, a Hellrunner was basically a decked out napalm unit with a death wish. The name didn’t come from them running, but rather their tendency to set their immediate surroundings into an infernal blaze at the Third Array’s jungle environment, their premiere theater of operations. 
Some officer who liked classic human culture brought up an old archive of a song about a run through a jungle pertaining to a similar guerrilla war and it stuck. They didn’t run into hell, but rather brought hell with them on a run through the jungle. A very enthusiastic run, or slight jog in reality.
They got him suited up and intubated. The suit plugged into him in a lot of places, he wasn’t sure how the conscripts were able to stand being in this armor for months at a time. Though he guessed that when said intubation is your only way to live, well… He didn’t really want to think about it. 
His own life was bad enough, no need to worry about others. He faced the open exo-frame and saw the helmet’s flat angled faceplate slip open into four parts, opening outward towards the corners. Then three big fucking spikes sprung out into the area his head is supposed to go. 
Lyria already knew what he was thinking. “It’s the high-speed data port that links to your neural core.”
The drake snorted. “I figured, but why spikes? Don’t cables work?”
Lyria looked at him deadpan. “The core is simulating a third of a brain. How big of a process do you think that is? How much data a brain processes in a second? The core is already a pseudo quantum computer, which brings a plethora of compatibility issues on typical connectors. Just line up the spikes with the three ports on the triangular outcrop on the back of your head.”
9010 nodded, conceding her the sound reasoning. They were easier to line up than he thought, thinking there might be some sensors in the exposed part of the core that make the process have a bit of an auto-dock feel to it. Once they were in, he pushed his head back to the padded inside of the helmet, making sure his horns went into their encased tubes and his ears found the matching spaces. 
As soon as everything settled into place, the four segments of the faceplate closed back over his head, plunging him into total darkness as the helmet sealed fully around his head. It was such a curious apparatus. The inside had nothing on it as well, no screens to show the outside world, nothing. The helmet didn’t even have air ports or vents, as the suits oxygenation system pulled air in through various fans in the suit and pumped it right into his bloodstream.
He was just about to ask how he was supposed to see, when everything seemed to click and come to life. The suit booted up fully, and in that instant he felt like he was wearing a second skin. The armor interfaced directly with his brain, effectively dulling the feeling of itself around him and expanding his periphery of existence with the suit’s sensor suite. 
Then various cubes of vision began popping up, each one a camera activating. The mirror across from him showed a single large red circle light up on the middle of the left surface of the face, while three smaller ones in a triangle shape on the other side illuminated next. 
It was absolutely surreal. He could see all 360 degrees in normal, infrared, ultraviolet, and thermal all at once. No longer constrained by eyes, now all camera feeds are fed directly to the processing centre in his brain. He then immediately tried to throw up, only to get the notification that the suit had suppressed that signal from his brain to his body. 
He felt nauseous and disconnected. Well, now he understood how the encasement versions kept control over the person inside them, actually blocking the brain’s commands to the body through the much more limited interface those drakes got implanted with.
Another month was spent getting him acquainted with his new skin, the suit changing how he perceived his life in a few different ways. It brought mild concern to him though, and a disappointing comfort. The suit was just a modified version of the standard conscript armor, something he learned was named the Override-Plating. A much more official sounding name than an encasement suit. His suit was piece for piece one of those, but with a custom helmet and interface protocols. 
That meant he was walking around a civilian hospital with a fully militarized suit of armor including reactive projection shielding and light panel camouflage. He was worried that this meant that he would be returning to active duty, and what hurt him more is how good that sounded. When he found out there were no such plans, he was both ecstatic and depressed.
He was a little put off in that last month though, as most other patients and staff suddenly started avoiding him when he walked around. It wasn’t too surprising that they would avoid the heavily armored figure that stood a head taller over nearly everyone and barely spoke. 
Granted, nobody was exactly outgoing to him when he was basically a stitched up corpse walking the common area, but that was more of non-engagement rather than straight up avoidance. Then again, his identity was only disclosed to the immediate doctors that worked with him.
He gradually reached the point where he was comfortable in the armor at all times, it truly becoming a second skin, one much tougher than his sewn together pelt. 9010 was soon seen more inside the armor then not, for a mixture of reasons. He felt secure and comforted in the armor, as he was made to be a weapon, this was his natural skin for all he was concerned. 
He of course also needed to wear it to survive, though for that he only needed to wear it for a few hours per day. He kept it on mostly because it was such a process to take off and put on that he just wore it all the time but sleeping, though he was doing that more often now too. He had slept under much worse conditions.
As he processed his memories, he more or less became a new person. Like the shattered remains of a personality suddenly given a new sturdy shell to rebuild itself. He was a mixture of both a broken man and a developing child, knowing all the pain life could offer without ever exploring existence. He carried his suffering yet accepted it, adopting a view of life that one gets only after immense pain, yet with the attitude of someone who looked upon those memories as separate from themself. Melancholic. 
With the way the therapy went, they loosened a specific memory of his, let him re-experience it then process it with a more stable emotional state. Once this was done he had all of his memories back, knew perfectly well what happened to him, but it was as if he watched the memories on a screen now, not like he lived them himself, distanced from the trauma. 
Ultimately, the year he spent in the hospital was enlightening and foundational for the person the drake shifted into. He was eventually discharged with regular visits and granted a modest house and standard income as ‘overdue hazard pay’. The transport driver was a bit unsettled by how a massive armored soldier strolled out of the hospital carrying a handful of ‘farewell’ balloons and a military storage box. 
It wasn’t uncommon for soldiers to be treated at the capitol’s hospital, but they usually wore normal clothes. Once 9010 made it to his abode, he unpacked his singular possession of the tools needed to don and remove his armor and maintain it. 
He made a once over of the building, a fairly small home on the outskirts of the city. Suburban even, it was close to all the amenities of city living while not being crowded or close to populated areas. Not a part of a neighborhood, but a small standalone house on a decent swath of property. 
A nice area with a privacy the drake didn’t know he wanted, returning to his quaint living room once he explored his new residence. The house was small, designed for one person to live comfortably, yet it was a mansion to him, having had nothing but shoddy bunks and sleeping bags before.
He wasn’t complaining, though his first week being discharged he basically called Lyria every day with questions. Some of which she wasn’t prepared to answer, as 9010 made the quick realization that he knew how to survive, not live. The silence Lyria gave when he asked her where to buy clothes was palpable. 
He could utilize nearly every class of known firearms and weapon systems, could dominate almost any opponent in hand to hand combat, see and eliminate targets from extreme distances, yet didn’t know what size of pants to buy. Or how money worked in general. 
The two kept in constant contact as 9010 slowly began to adapt to civilian life, 9010 even setting a day aside each week to wear normal clothes and just walk around the city. He was fascinated by the area, skyscrapers and wondrous modern buildings, busy streets and roads. Of course, many avoided him and his scarred appearance, yet the looks he got weren’t of disgust, but rather pity for a tortured soldier, unknowing just how tortured he was, and born for a conflict before their time.
The only cities he had been to before were the evacuated ruins of those in the Exclusion zone, seeing one active and alive was a mind boggling experience for the drake. Yet despite his newfound acceptance of his past, he was still unable to be happy, though that was something likely attributed to his entire upbringing rather than his trauma. 
But in these days he certainly found peace, walking through the parks and roads, giving him such a serene time to himself that he became enamored with such simple things as the sound of leaves rustling over the sidewalks and horns honking in the distance. Then, as agreed on, three months after his discharge, his existence would be revealed. 
This also came with official documents for him, such that he can be regarded as an actual citizen. As expected, the nation went crazy knowing an original drake was with them, as they saw the beta models as key figure heads for not only the Republic, but in saving the world as well. It was not fanatical devotion or worshipping, but 9010 became a celebrity overnight.
//I don’t think I’m going to finish this one. It does the job of explaining everything, but beyond that I have no idea where it would go. Besides, I’ve already recycled his appearance into Doll, who has the same scars and such, with missing eyes, but a more upbeat and interesting personality. I still like this character, and the story, but this is where it ends.

