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Whipping Toy

Those of us with better hearing heard the body get dumped. 

We heard the rush of tires on the broken macadam in the lot. I looked at my companions as a car-door opened. Then there came a meaty thud. The door slammed. Tires squealed and kicked up grit. I had been meaning to replace the eye in that location, but budget and all. 

Didn’t matter. We knew what it was.

My boys, Jerry who cleaned up around the church, and Malcolm who once entertained crowds at an amusement park, found her in the parking lot. Broken metal. Torn flesh. Fluids. Christ, she was a hot mess. The boys kept an eye on me as they carried her in and dropped her limp form on the big, stainless steel table I keep for repairs. 

Probably wondered if I would explode. It had happened. They were right to be wary. But I didn’t explode. Not quite. Not then.

Later I had occasion to vent my feelings. Just then, I wanted to weep if I could. But I couldn’t. None of my kind can.

After a first glance at her bruised and broken form, I looked at Alph. “A number two kit, if you please.”

Alph gestured assent. I’ve never been able to restore his speech. Too old. But he does well for his generation. Jesus, his hands bandaged against the stigmata, looked at me expectantly. “What should I do, father?”

I flashed an angry grin at him. “Pray!”

He closed his brown eyes and shook his head, the long hair waved back and forth. “I thought we weren’t going to use that joke anymore,” he admonished.

“Sorry,” I said. “You know how I hate shit like this.”

He nodded.

“Just be ready when she comes to,” I continued. “God knows how she’ll act.” I sighed in the way our kind can. “If she comes to.”

“Fuckers really did a number on her.”

I nodded. And I fumed.

It’s a thing that’s become all too common these last few years. People would get dumped by their owners when they got too old. Or got in the way. In this case, I guessed we had a kidnapping. A group of punks got carried away with someone’s girl and they dumped her - sometimes out of panic, sometimes to see our reaction - when things got a little out of hand. As it turned out, that was not quite correct, but no matter. The effect was the same.

Alph returned, carrying the kit in his one good arm - another thing I couldn’t fix. As I said, Alph is old and they don’t make the parts for his model anymore. I took the kit and flashed him another smile. He nodded and retreated to the other side of the room.

I spread her limp legs and put her broken feet on the stirrups that folded out of the sides of the table. These newer models simulated flesh-and-blood people more and more closely. Each one who got dumped here was worse than the last. I wondered where I could send her once she was up and running again. Maybe the Mother Church.

Raw slashes punctuated her inner thighs. Her vulva was horribly bruised and slashed. I would be doing a lot of stitching and gluing tonight. I shook my head sadly, someone had pulled off clumps of pubic hair, tearing up some of the skin. The raw, semi-flesh oozed fluids. Semen and blood leaked onto the table. Something glinted in there. I reached for it. As I touched the effluvia, I instantly knew who had done it. I would love to know the why - before I broke heads. My fingers, now gloves with the perps’ filth, closed on the thing.

“Motherfuckers!”

“What is it?” asked Jesus, fresh, red droplets oozing around the steel thorns puncturing his brow.

“This.” I held up the broken tip of a Bowie knife. I felt like weeping. It was just like one of the girls dumped here a few months ago.

Jesus wept.

I sighed. I used an attachment from the kit and tested the fluids leaking out of her. Much of it was hers, of course. The database had kicked back some names. “All God's fucking children,” I murmured. “God! What she went through...”

Jesus brushed away his tears (his programming enabled him to leak at the corners when confronted with the sins of the world) as he nodded. “Maybe I shouldn’t be the first face she sees when you restart,” he said. When I didn’t reply, he coughed, then said, “I’ll get Mom.”

“You do that.”

He left, harassed bowed.

I gently lowered the girl’s legs and laid them straight on the table. There were fibers and splinter driven into the flesh of her knees. I moved around to continue the examination.

It was a horror show.

Long slashes smiled obscenely across her belly. A wet loop of tubing dropped out of one deep cut. The body was just peppered with bruises, as though she had been kicked repeatedly — which I’m sure had been done. One breast was gone. Teeth were missing. The synth-flesh around the eyes blacked. And...

Why go on? It was common enough with these cases. Most of us in the church had suffered at the hands of men and women. The sanctuary usually was packed with refugees from cruelty. Many, like this girl, had been used mercilessly, then killed. The motherfuckers would never have treated a flesh-and-blood pet - dog or cat - this way — that had greater penalties to allay their outrage at that idea.

But us? Yeah, there were laws. I looked at the bullet hole in the girl’s forehead, ringed with a star-shaped blast of powder burn and knew that the perps would be charged. They would receive a summons and would be expected in court. And I knew that the bastards who dumped her here at the church would be found guilty - that was a given - but the penalty was just a fine.

While I gazed at this ruin, I called the cops.

The friendly, synthetic voice answered instantly. “Hey, Father Paul,” it said. “You have a crime to report?”

“I do, Paddy,” I replied. And I sent the data - images of the damage, names and addresses of the perps, everything i had deciphered from the semen samples. Who knew of anything would come of it.

Paddy whistled. “Oh that is a nasty one,” he said. “I’ll get someone over there when they have a moment.”

“Think it will be today?”

“You know how it is, father.”

“Yeah.” I sighed. “Someday, Paddy. Someday.”

“Yeah.” He paused. “What’s the day that happens?”

“In twenty-one years, three months, one day, seventeen hours, and fifty-six minutes.”

“Better than yesterday day’s figure.”

“Progress,” I said.

“Speed the day,” he said with a bitter laugh.

I broke the connection and looked down at the bruised and slashed face. God! How long! Twenty-one years? An eternity for our kind!Well, I already knew it wasn’t going to be today. Everyone in the church, and across the world knew that. Even Jesus, Mary, and Joseph knew that!

So, of course there was no answer. Instead, I felt around her scalp, looking for the pins. Just as I found them, Jesus returned, followed by another figure in blue. “Hey, Mare.”

“Hi, father,” she said. “The Kid said you needed me.” I pointed my chin at the broken body on the table. “Oh,” she grunted.

“Yeah.” I shrugged. “I’m about to restart and I figure she might need a friendlier face than my, ugly mug.”

Mary looked at me and her normally blank face trembled and flowed. Eyes, a nose and a mouth appeared and took shape. In a moment, I stared into dark brown eyes in a dark face, broad and generous mouth, classic nose. “Will this do?”

“Looks friendly enough,” I said.

“It’s the one I used to wear on rounds... before.”

Mary is a much newer model than Jesus. Way newer than me. Amazing what a few years of progress can do. Just consider the wreck on the table! “It’ll do,” I said.

Mary nodded and stood on the opposite side of the table from me. In the mean time, I had located all the pins in the girl’s scalp. I pressed them and the top of her head came free. I disconnected the cable and set it to one side.

Mary whistled. “That’s a mess.”

“Yep,” I said. “But maybe not as bad as it looks.”

Under the synth-flesh, the high-impact housing had been shattered by the round. Right behind it we’re several modules. One was smashed by the round. The others were intact, but connections had been cut and severed and ripped. “Fortunately, not permanently fatal.” I looked down the rest of her. “But she’s going to carry the scars unless she gets some help that costs a hell of a lot more than the Church can give.”

Mary sighed. “I doubt she will care. That life is over for her.”

I nodded. “I hope so.”

Jesus, sitting near Alph, craned his neck to try to see. “Will she lose herself?”

I shook my head. “Memory and central processors are intact.” I started fiddling with the units. A bit of solder here, reconnecting a cable there. Considering who ends up on our doorstep, I had a lot of up-to-date parts lying around — quite a lot of my budget went to parts in fact. Carefully, I pulled the left visual processing module. “Alph, go to the storeroom and get me one of these. “

Alph dragged himself over, glanced at the unit, then left the room.

I picked up the glue gun and got to work on the tears and slashes. I had to stop now and again because the perps had smeared shit all over her. Or did I fail to mention that? Fortunately, the table was surplus from a funeral home and I had all kinds of hoses and drains to take care of the effluvia.

Still. Smearing shit on her. Fucking meat-men!

Alph returned after a bit. He had a small box. I took it from him, opened it, and popped the new module out of its blister-package. It connected easily in the empty socket on her board.

After that, it was
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