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  Aspects of Me


The metallic tang of synthetic blood stung her tongue as she awoke. Quickly the world came into focus, and a moment later recognition dawned on her face as the realization struck her.  So today I am the Aspect.
Already the augmented reality display was at work, replacing what was no doubt a standard gynoid body with the features she recognized as her own. If she was new to the world of Aspects, she would have taken a moment to observe her body, noticing the intricate details that only existed because she knew they were there: the slight discolouration on her wrist from the burns she had received one unlucky day fourteen years ago; the scar that ran from mid calf to knee caused by an accident she had endured; the uneven lengths of her fingernails as she never remembered to trim them. Today, though, she was used to how natural it felt to be her Aspect and had no curiosity towards the synthetic body. Instead she was already climbing out of the chair she had been stationed in, unplugging the neural implant that nested in her head while she slept, and reaching towards the clothes that lay neatly folded on the floor beside her. She remembered picking them out the night before, deciding on the list of things that had to be done before the week was up and then heading to bed.
In her pocket she fished out an ID tag. On it she saw the almost-familiar face that she knew as her own, and below it her name was written:
OFFICER ROBYN WEAVER, A-01
Robyn put the ID away and decided to go over her itinerary. Aspect 1 was going to be in the field working on the Robinson case today, while Controller would be focusing on catching up on some paperwork from the last case. She lightly nibbled on her lip, making sure she wasn't forgetting anything. Since she had only created one Aspect, she would need to begin working quickly. No sense in dawdling in the warehouse any longer, it was time to head to work and start the day.
Other Aspects of acquaintances waved at Robyn and called good morning over to her as she left the building. None stopped to chat -- all rushing to prepare for their own tasks. At least, Robyn assumed they were Aspects since she was winding her way out of the warehouse and it wouldn't make any sense for a Controller to be found here. No, just the extensions of souls resided here.
Outside it was impossible to tell what body was an Aspect and which was a Controller, the augmented reality cleverly masking any tells and concealing the barren world with a colourful visage, superimposing information and art at every place. Once upon a time it may have been distracting, but every human was used to the constant barrage and instead skimmed the virtual world. As she needed, a blue path marked it's route for her and Robyn was directed towards her workplace.
There was always the worry with meeting yourself, especially when an Aspect was used so close to home. The ARD, or Augmented Reality Driver, was able to compensate for this, however, and even if Robyn did run into her Controller-self neither would realize it had happened as they would be hidden from each other's view, unable to interact except as strangers, even the conversation altered so that once the Aspect memories where redeemed back to the Controller, she would not realize that the situation had occurred. It was safer that way. 
The building now loomed overhead; what was probably a slate grey, basic cookie-cutter building was instead decorated with visions of humble grandeur -- 'this place is where justice occurs, not flashy like a lightning bolt but as inevitable as the low grumbling of thunder' seemed to be the artists inspiration. The decor shifted every now and then and was currently sporting tones of chocolate and navy, quite different from last months cardinal and noir. Robyn entered the building, flashing her ID at the scanners near the entrance. 
Out of habit Robyn had been heading towards her regular office, before remembering she was the Aspect this time adjusted her route accordingly. A different office, set up more plainly but still with all the necessary tools. The chair sank an inch as she sat upon it, readjusting the height it held her at since the person who had sat there previously had been a moderate amount taller than her. Robyn reached out and flicked her screen awake.
The flick was enough for the computer to interface with her and recognize who she was, promptly bringing Robyn her regular computer files. They were already organized, circles where she was going to investigate showing on a three dimensional map. Chester_Robinson_A-03 was last visually spotted in the location closest to the harbour, but ARD interferences seemed to suggest that he, or another Rogue, may have made their way into town more. Unfortunately due to the masking technique used, she hadn't been able to decipher who was hiding under the imposed body, but with the details she had to work with Robyn decided it was best to head to the harbour first. Before she left, Robyn downloaded the coordinates of the other locations so that she wouldn't have to retrieve them later if the harbour turned out to be a cold lead.
If Robyn had been in her Controller skin, the November air would be described as 'nippy' and 'a wet type of cold' as it bit into her organic skin but since she was her Aspect instead the air only felt mildly unpleasant, simulated cold by the ARD that was unable to properly replicate the subdermal intricacies of sensation despite its best attempts. The fog vapors that escaped her lips from the simulated breathing did a spectacular job at looking real, however.
Robyn hopped onto the skytrain, finding herself in a nearly-empty compartment, only a couple sitting down near the other end of the tram. Despite having a vast selection of seats at her disposal, Robyn decided to stand instead, leaning against a railing and staring out as the city slid past her. 
Even during the population crash of the '70s Vancouver had stayed a cultural and technological hub, pulling in people from all nationalities and backgrounds into an eccentric but spectacular mosaic. Even now it was evident to Robyn just how diverse her city was, her ARD demonstrating to her how each person left their own distinct mark upon the area, painting a picture it must have taken millions to make. While the population had never recovered just as it never recovered anywhere else, the economy was able to pick itself up easily with Vancouver's advanced Aspect warehouses and Canada's progressive Aspect laws. Nearly thirty years later and the city was a fantastic demonstration of what was possible, and the rest of the world was finally starting to catch up.
Progressive, but vigorous in their regulations; while the rest of the world shunned the concept of Aspects and most places banned them entirely, afraid and unable to take the debate and examine the ramifications of such a technology, Canada decided to address the situation. In hindsight, it was an obvious technology to use, but no other country was willing to risk the development or ponder the social and moral quandaries that presented itself. The philosophical debate that had plagued certain circles since the concepts were first thought of now had a definable, testable premise and that only caused governments to shun the issue instead. But the vast expanses that covered the country and the dilapidated work force pushed Canadians to re-examine a technology that had previously been ruled immoral. Within a short time the Self limitations were detailed and a working plan was in place.
And it worked, mostly. When it didn't, people like Robyn were on the case.
With a blink and a thought, Robyn brought up a Chester_Robinson_A-03 to be superimposed upon the train with her. She knew that it was extremely doubtful that this Aspect would be keeping the same image as before, instead carving itself a new face out of virtual pixels, showing a new cheek towards the world. Easiest case, the Aspect would have set a dead icon and would seem nothing more than a shadow, not realizing this made them the easiest to track. "Featureless, blank void? Oh, I thought my ARD was having a glitch. It went that way," was almost always the response in those cases. This case was still fresh though, so there was a good chance that Chester_Robinson_A-03 hadn't even considered changing his face yet, instead too absorbed in false realizations.
The skytrain arrived at her stop and Robyn got off, leaving the couple to have the whole compartment to themselves -- although with the amount of affection they were showing each other Robyn doubted they had even noticed her in the first place. Either way the skytrain was already speeding off without her and Robyn was descending the steps, rejoining society in the streets below.
Even with all the Aspects running around doubling or even tripling the perceived amount of people, Vancouver's population density was still not half of what it was in the bustling days before the fertility crash. Robyn had an easy time weaving around the few people who were in her way. It hardly took her five more minutes to arrive at the bar from the start of her walk, the blue path making it impossible for her to get lost. The door shuddered with colour as she reached towards it, shifting from lavender's to deep violet's when she touched the handle and pushed it open.
The bartender looked up from where he was standing, having been in the middle of tidying. A few other workers were scrubbing tables but they did not pause in their work as Robyn strode past them. "Excuse me, but we aren't open just yet."
Robyn cast a slow eye over the place, making him wait for a moment before she responded. Just as he was about to sputter out another sentence Robyn slipped the ID from her pocket and held it in front of her. "I'm here on a case."
He squinted at her ID for a moment, his mouth shaping the words. She could see the symbols dancing above the tiny card she held, hovering in the air. "Ah, officer," he said, leaning back and setting the cup he had been holding down. "How can I help you today?"
Again Robyn was slow to respond, taking a moment to gaze around the place. Currently the interior was muted and plain, not yet activated for whatever events it would be holding later in the day. "Two days ago an Aspect was recorded as having been here. Do you have any security or surveillance that might help me?"
The bartender held his hands out, palms upward and gave a shrug. "The one at the door, but if I had anything else you would already know, wouldn't you? And you would already have seen what was on the footage, so you'd have no reason to come visit me."
Robyn met his gaze, and the bartender let his hands drop to his sides. "You can get a special license for surveillance on your own separate network, and it takes a little while for us to get access to them back at the office. Or did you not know that?" With the furrowed brow the bartender now wore Robyn realized he didn't know, so she had to believe that he didn't have one, unless there was an illegal one placed somewhere and the bartender was trying his best to not tip her off. Either way, she wasn't going to be getting any information if she continued that line of questioning. "Who was working that night?"
His head cocked to the side as the bartender retrieved that information, his eyes slightly glassy as they stared at nothing. A moment later he glanced at her, back to reality. "Well, I was on but I left fairly early. Then it was Zela, Tristan and AJ for the rest of the night. It was a standardly slow Tuesday night. Zela is here right now, actually." He gestured to one of the servers who had been clearly eavesdropping in on the conversation, and Zela skittered over.
The face she wore was one of mixed Asian descent; Robyn could tell it was probably based on the girl's own actual face, but a perfected version of it. Despite the flawless face she couldn't hide her nervous demeanor, and little warning bells immediately went off in Robyn's head.
"This is the Aspect we are looking for," stated Robyn, and a to-scale version of Chester_Robinson_A-03 stood in the middle of them. "Does he look familiar to you at all? The registry tags him here at about seven-thirty but he could have arrived a bit earlier since it was between sweeps. He was here until at least nine thirty and after that he fell off the radar." What Robyn didn't tell them was that there was also two ID:NULL's and one ID:TEST3311580 located in the bar that night, which were often used by criminals or people trying to hide from the system. The fact that Chester_Robinson_A-03 was in the bar at the same time as them was probably not a
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