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PROLOGUE
Congratulations applicant 0172! You've been selected to be part of AnthroTech's maiden DNA Analysation Programme. 
This program provides all participants with an in-depth and comprehensive summary of their DNA. Including but not limited to: ancestry, optimal dietary requirements, IQ score, exercise recommendations and potential health risks. This is the ultimate analysis for you to lead an ideal life based on your DNA makeup!
Please respond to this email by 13th August if you are still interested in participating in this programme.
Your contributions to Science will be recognised for generations to come!
Admiring the vibrant hologram hovering before me, I hurriedly tapped my ADAM chip and highlighted the digits inscribed at the bottom of the email, prompting a call to the organisation. 
13th August was two weeks ago. 
Since I started working at my father's car dealership, my email inbox had morphed slowly into a derelict site I rarely patronised, having been besieged with duties. Running my fingertips over the coruscating image, I slid my email back into my inbox for reference later.
It was about time AnthroTech contacted me. I had submitted my application to them along with my DNA sample aeons ago. 
AnthroTech was the world's leading research and development organisation. Renowned for their micro ADAM chips, short for Advanced Datum Anthropoid Management, AnthroTech had indeed taken the world by storm with their high-tech inventions and groundbreaking scientific discoveries. They were unequivocally an insurmountable, revolutionary force.
The ringing tone from my chip soon halted, snapping me out of my reverie. 
“Hi! I’m Sara, serial number 0172. I’m calling regarding AnthroTech’s DNA analysis programme. I’m so sorry for responding so late but I would love to participate. It would be an honour,” I rambled on, my tone both genteel and eager.
DNA tests were in vogue these days, like a new standard set for all to conform to. The trend was the inexplicably cardinal tool of fitting in with the rest of this highly-advanced generation.  
The warmth from the mug of tea swathed in my hands, then tickled my fingers as I awaited a response. 
“Hello?” I queried again, fishing a cinnamon breadstick from the white paper bag idling on my bed. 
Licking my fingers, I lightly tapped my ADAM chip, playing with the strap around my ear. Maybe the chip was not put on properly, that must be why I was not receiving any signal.
I waited for a response, agog and impatient, as thick, almost impenetrable silence enveloped the air surrounding me. Faint suspirations and mellifluous humming could then be detected from the other side of the line and I jerked up from my bed excitedly. In that instant, a short loud squall, akin to a baby's wail, pierced through the air. 
The call cut abruptly as loud fleeting beeps echoed in my ears. Flustered and frustrated, I groaned. My greasy fingers reached for the chip to detach it from my ear. I fidgeted with the tiny red square for a moment before sending it flying to the mountain of bric-a-brac I hoarded. 
Beepbeepbeep.
Sighing indignantly, I trotted to the pile of clutter near my bookcase and dug through it fractiously. My chip was generating the world’s most ear-splitting clangour; its unfortunate ringtone. The iridescent red and blue lights scintillating from the device then crept into view. I scooped it up gingerly to assemble around my ear.
“Good Afternoon, Miss Sara. I’m Hazel, from AnthroTech. I believe you called earlier regarding the DNA testing programme?” A high-pitched adenoidal voice greeted monotonously.
“Yes, yes I did,” I rushed out, my voice laced with ecstasy and a tinge of ire for having to wait so long. 
Hazel murmured something inaudible on the other side of the receiver before sighing. I pressed the chip close to the surface of my skin and listened intently. 
"You may come by tomorrow to AnthroTech's headquarters for the first session of this programme. I’ll email you all the details. We look forward to seeing you." 
A shriek of victory and delirium escaped my lips which soon curled into a wide grin. Despite Hazel's feigned excitement, mine was very much genuine.
I was going to aid the world's largest scientific organisation with their research. In bona fide ebullience, I cavorted around my tiny room, expressing the irrepressible felicity bursting out of me. Tomorrow was going to be the best day of my life!
EPIPHANY OF E.V.E.
“Welcome to AnthroTech! I’m sure all of you are aware that you'll be embarking on an astounding scientific endeavour with us. It’s our biggest project yet, after our ADAM chips of course. Nothing could beat the micro assistant we invented to satiate all your daily needs. Be it monitoring your pulse, reading…” Klaus, AnthroTech’s much-adulated founder, blethered on.
Klaus was generally a benign person. He spoke invitingly, in his ever so canorous voice. Each sentence was pumped with erudition and a hint of guile. Unfortunately, despite this, he was none less than a dull professor. I could not help but zone out halfway as he babbled about AnthroTech’s prestigious reputation. 
My gaze shifted from the large white screen at the front of the auditorium to the tray of refreshments set before me. Twiddling my thumbs, I peered curiously at the tray of multicoloured jelly-like spheres before reaching for the brochure lying next to it. 
They were 'NeuroEnergisers'. Each colour represented a macronutrient and the texture and flavour of the NeuroEnergisers would be altered to the likes and cravings of the consumer, as detected from the individual’s brain activity. Without hesitation, I popped a purple one in my mouth. Indeed, the best steak I had ever tasted.
“...In a while, you'll all proceed to your respective chambers for the first stage,” Klaus announced, a grin spread across his face, unmasking his malocclusion.
His wrinkled visage was carved with rapture and the long pink scar under his nose became patent on his cleanly-shaven face. I paid close attention as he spoke, totally entranced this time.
"Owing to our complex procedures, each of you shall receive a dose of special medication, just to keep you unconscious for a bit as we extract the samples,” Klaus continued.
His words struck me as slightly suspicious. Why would they need us unconscious? And if we had to be in such a state, were their procedures even safe? Questions and doubts gnawed at my mind, leaving me with a migraine. Nevertheless, I let them all dissolve with the sole reason that AnthroTech was a highly-reputed company and would never exploit us.
As Klaus dismissed us for a short bathroom break before the first stage of the DNA test, I rose from my velvet cushioned seat to explore the vast auditorium. Perambulating about the room, I clumsily bumped into their very well-camouflaged fire extinguisher, also bathed in white like the rest of the room. 
Why would they make that white too?
I shoved the extinguisher back in its place, using all my force to secure it on the handle. As I struggled to do so, I could not help but notice luminescent golden hues being emitted from behind it. Furrowing my brows, I kneeled to take a closer look at what appeared to be a chink in the frosted glass wall. 
I squinted my eyes, in an attempt to get a clear view of the place. The light in the other room was blinding. I winced for a second but my curiosity got the better of me and I was soon greeted by a room thronged with people. Stumped by the sight before me, my mouth gawked open. 
Everyone stood perfectly still, marshalled in neat rows and columns. They displayed a suspiciously robotic demeanour and all their gazes were fixed in my direction. For a moment, I wondered if they could see me.
A knot in my stomach took shape and I swallowed the lump in my throat as the girl in the middle of the room gazed at me. Her minacious countenance sent shudders down my spine as I read the faded metal sign that was hung high above the group.
E.V.E.
Enhanced Versatile Embryos

The sign was decrepit and buried in rust, undoubtedly hung up years ago. Perhaps around the time I sent in my application...
Even without my spectacles, I could make out clearly who the girl resembled. The wavy chocolate brown hair, beady black downturned eyes and distinct strawberry-tinted bow-shaped lips seemed all too familiar. The heart-shaped naevus flecking the bridge of her sharp nose sent me hyperventilating.
She looked exactly like me.
“As AnthroTech works on its new animal-cloning technology, the question playing in all our minds is: Are humans next?” The words of the newscaster from this morning parroted in my ears like a recurring nightmare.
Losing my balance, I tumbled backwards and fell on the carpeted ground. Hugging my knees to my chest, I struggled to steady my breath as beads of perspiration trickled down my forehead. In a hastened attempt to get up, I reached for the wall to steady myself. 
A din sounded, eclipsing the air and encompassing the entire hall. I retreated my hand immediately, realising I cloddishly yanked the pull station of the fire alarm. The blaring siren was tantamount to the screeching of nails on a chalkboard. 
I watched AnthroTech erupt into total frenzy. Everyone frantically searched for the exit in helter-skelter, like bees trying to flee their hive that had just been invaded by a smoke bomb. My eyes scanned the crowded room but it seemed as if no one had noticed that I was the culprit behind the commotion. 
Hopping back up on my feet I took the extinguisher or whatever it was and smashed that portion of the glass wall into millions of tiny fragments. As expected, I ended up breaking much more than I bargained for and the view of the room behind the wall became visible to all. 
As the many eyes around me shifted to the sight behind the broken glass, a dead silence came up, abruptly ceasing the tumult. Terror enveloped the room as grave realisation clambered into our minds. 
It was a mirror image. For every one of us in this room, there was one of them, whose clothes, faces and statures matched ours exactly. They were like facsimiles, a whole nation of exact carbon copies of us. From short and innocent-looking tweens to stocky adults, the motley of individuals seemed to have mastered our physical appearances. Despite the air-conditioning, globules of sweat trickled down my creased forehead. 
Slowly, everything seemed to make sense. 
Realisation dawned upon me as my memory hurtled back to a decade ago when AnthroTech first approached me for the programme…
They requested all sorts of samples under the pretext of research. And I was credulous enough to believe them. 
Dread cumulated rapidly in my heart. 
It was a trap all along. 
They exploited the samples. The hair and saliva samples were the drawing board and the reproductive cells set the entire cloning process in motion. 
Upon procuring our DNA, they merely needed to transfer this from our somatic cells into feasible ova and unscrupulously deceive the cells into trusting that they were fertilised. The spurious embryos would then commence their growth, albeit artificial and lacking of spermatozoa. 
As I aligned my thoughts, my ears picked up on the sound of bodies thudding against the ground, each one dropping like flies. I refused to whirl around and witness for myself my likely fate. All I could do was stare back pleadingly at my clone, as if she was in any power to change anything. 
Just as I heard the pitter-patter of footsteps inching closer towards me, my grip on the fire extinguisher tightened. Swivelling around at full tilt, I utilised my weapon in tow to drub one of Klaus’ vassals who was trying hard to jab me with the same deadly substance as the rest.
Amidst our battle, the gangling lab assistant got ahold of my goosebump-speckled arm and ran the needle down it. The agony manifested into a claret laceration that nestled on the canvas of my olive-hued skin. My weapon slipped out of my clammy palms just then and fell right on him. 
Unsure of where I conjured up so much energy from, I raced out of the auditorium and down the hall like a maniac. I was not sure what I wanted to do but I knew I had to flee. Heavy footsteps pounded after me. 
Dread enveloped my heart and disquietude polluted my mind, hindering me from crafting a clever plan. Instinctively, I took off for the hallway on the right. My legs wobbled like melted popsicles and threatened to give way as my whole body trembled violently. My gaze was averted from the many titanium doors around me bearing a myriad of serial numbers as I scampered for the last one at the end of the hallway.
My timid heart hammered furiously against my chest, as if about to jump right out. Slamming the titanium door behind me, I snivelled as my smarting wound wept crimson blood that oozed down my shirt, inundating my sleeve. Noticing the green towel sprawled on the floor, I clasped it tightly around my scathed arm, feeling like I may swoon from the pain.
Hues of mercury from what was unmistakably Klaus’ shiny loafers, seeped through the doorframe and startled my jaded state. How did he come so fast? I checked again to make sure the door was locked before collapsing to the ground and rolling about the room in utter torment. I chewed on my lower lip, trying to stifle the scream waiting to escape. The volcano of emotions that had been buried deep within me threatened to erupt in screams.
“Get out of there!” Klaus’ roared in his sonorously stentorian voice that could be so simply distinguished, even amidst the clamour. 
My foot booted the door, sending a blare that reverberated through the room. Shifting my body then to be right against it, I listened closely for Klaus and his gang as they retreated. 
I winced in absolute affliction as I shut my eyes and scrunched up my face, trying to bridle the pain swallowing me. Hopping on my knees feebly, I scouted for any means of escaping. My lips quivered in trepidation as the sound of the lock turning reached my eardrums.
The sharpness of the needle that then pricked my skin prompted an onslaught of bitter tears that clouded my vision as an onrush of fatigue set in. My head spun and ached as if a bullet had flown right through it. I waited silently as the blackness overtook me and I was falling. Right down an abyss where I may never emerge.
EMERGENCE FROM THE ASHES
As my eyes parted, the pain orbiting my senses immediately set in and my head throbbed like it had just been whacked with a glass bottle. My body detested having been so abruptly sucked out from my sopor. I lay flat for a good few minutes before stirring slightly to get up. Unfortunately, my body felt incapacitated of even doing that. I scanned the room and noticed the large red numbers in front of me, the only element of colour here. 
0172.
The bolded digits painted on the otherwise stark white walls stared at me menacingly. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Looking down at my outfit, I shrieked in horror as I noticed I was donning a drab hospital gown instead of the peach sweatshirt and jeans I came in. 
The click-clack of high heels made me queasy and forced me to sit up. Soon after, the lock turned and an aged lady with an alarmingly diminutive frame entered, a tray of food in tow. A pallor had been embedded in her mien and her white lab coat was girded with a belt that read ‘AnthroTech’. 
My eyes darted from the seemingly vapid comestibles that she laid out in front of me to the vermillion stain on the sooty rug.
“Your lunch,” she remarked sporadically, insouciance lodged in her bearing. 
“Hazel...” I croaked, recognising her distinct voice.
Like a bolt from the blue, Klaus emerged from behind her, balancing a laptop on his hip.
“So, there’s the hero,” he taunted, slowly snickering like a lunatic.
“What do you think of yourself? It’s over now,” he disclosed, ramming his laptop in my face.
The screen revealed footage of my clone, in my place, at my home, living my life. My lips parted as a gasp escaped. The video was then zoomed out and tiny rectangles displaying various other individuals flashed on the screen. 
“A new genetically-modified mutant species with the best traits, EVE: Enhanced Versatile Embryos. Intelligent and civilised as humans and dauntless and agile as animals. Finally, we’ve materialised the dystopian era,” He announced triumphantly.
My eyelids twitched, as they always did when I was nervous. As much as the EVEs’ resemblance to their human counterparts was uncanny. There was one thing they possessed that we lacked.
A little pink scar under their noses. 
Just like Klaus'. 
Was Klaus too…?
The thought sent chills down my spine.
Klaus made his grand exit then, leaving abomination brewing within me. He embittered my soul completely. I extended my now lank arms and snatched the food from Hazel. Waving my arms dismissively, I waited till she took her leave. However, Hazel remained rooted like a tree by the side of my bed.
“I can help you.”
The deafening thud of my tray against the cement floor followed her startling statement. Why would she want to help?
“He roped my daughter in… I need to save her,” she shared, as if reading my thoughts.
Her lachrymose eyes uncloaked sincerity, like pure black obsidians miraculously floating in a white tarn. The sight tugged at my heartstrings and rendered my own eyes rheumy. A genuine smile then etched itself on my lips. 
“Let’s do it,” I decided. 
It was over for AnthroTech now.
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