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Prologue | Brad Barkley

	Brad Barkley opened his eyes to find himself alone. He was in his bed, but all around him were different machines with tubes running in and out of them. Inside of his arms were a number of drip-lines, and his mouth felt wired shut. The pain he felt throughout his body was beyond intense, but he was restrained with belts and wires, and his body looked like something undead and alien. His hearing was gone, and his vision blurry, but things were improving as time went on. Even his breathing had help from the machinery, and he could see that there were stitches on his arms and abdomen.

	Am I still human? he wondered as he lay there, trying to recall how he had come to this position. He remembered Priscilla, his lovely girlfriend, and how she’d vanished, leaving him alone. He had searched all of Seattle looking for answers, but there was nothing. It was as if she didn’t exist—wait, no, he was misremembering. Priscilla wasn’t real; she was an android. She was his android, his Tricia, who he programmed to have a split identity to meet his desires. Sometime in his drug-induced reality, however, he had imagined her to be another woman. This had upset Tricia, and rightfully so, and she had confronted him, and now he was here.

	The door burst open and dark men poured inside his room. Some were armed, and others looked official, as in—wearing suits. He couldn’t hear them, but they circled his bed, some examining his body, others the equipment. They seemed angry, as if he’d done something wrong, and the next thing he knew, the scene faded to darkness. 

	When next Brad Barkley opened his eyes, he was inside of a hospital, handcuffed to his bed. He felt much better and could hear and move. Next to him sat a detective, who seemed to have been waiting for him to wake up. He was a large black man with a short Caesar, complimented by a neat goatee that was absolutely perfect. He didn’t seem frightening; it must have been his eyes. He had the look of someone that would understand. 

	“How do you feel?” the man said in a deep voice, which revealed some annoyance behind his feigned concern. 

	“Wrong,” Brad said, “like I don’t belong here. Everything hurts, and I am so confused.”

	“The machine that you were screwing. Did it do this to you? Or did you owe money to one of your dealers?” he said, standing up.

	“Dealers? What are you talking about?”

	“I’m talking about your poor condition, Mr. Barkley, and why you chose a lifestyle outside of the law. Your parents said that you were a very intelligent young man, and you came from royalty; your dad is a big-time surgeon up at Virginia Mason. Says they haven’t heard from you in over a year. They opened up a missing persons, and you were a ghost. What happened, Mr. Barkley? Where have you been?”

	Brad sat up as well as he could, and stared forward at his feet, which seemed mangled and foreign. What had happened to him? He tried to recall and started to talk as it came rushing back in. “I had this class project when I was at the university. We were to take a FORTHOX model android and program it to be our own.” He smiled as he recalled himself as a young college freshman. “I had just been burned by this girl I liked. Real dumb stuff, you know … misunderstanding, and, well, I decided to let my anger over her drive my programming of this new android. Guess I was obsessed, because I gave it everything, even going on the dark web to find code to make her more human.”

	“You did what?” the detective said, looking instantly stunned.

	“I’m sorry, but what did you say your name was again?” Brad said.

	“I didn’t, but it’s Ross. Isaac Ross. Um, so you went on to an illegal network to purchase codes to alter your FORTHOX android?”

	“That’s correct. Along with the codes, I needed skin, which was a bitch because of the cost. I would have her seem real, but then she’d still be machine-like, and—”

	“Who wants to fuck their toaster? Right, right, I get it,” the detective said, and scribbled something into his notes.

	“That’s not where I was going with it, but whatever, I just wanted her to look real,” Brad said. “I found a dealer, from Japan, and he was willing to trade in exchange for me taking some experimental pills that would boost my confidence. You’re a big guy, and I see that you’re married, so I don’t expect you to understand what that meant for someone like me. Here I was, I needed that skin, and in exchange they wanted me to enhance the one thing I didn’t have. With those pills, I thought that I could get Mika, and get back at her for the way that I felt.”

	“Yeah, but they turned out to be something else, didn’t they?” the detective said.

	“Nah, they worked, they worked extremely well.” Brad chuckled. “I think I got laid more in those few weeks than I could imagine in a lifetime. I had sex with my boss, a few regulars at the coffee shop … it was like none of them could resist me. It strained my relationship with Trish, though—”

	“The android?”

	“Yes, the android, Tricia … I call her Trish. I locked her up while I was out getting with these women, but I hadn’t realized that she remembered everything.” He shook his head. “Slowly my mind began to take on its own life, and I wasn’t really myself anymore. I thought I met the woman of my dreams, but I was just high, and just … fucked up. Nothing made sense to me. I thought that I was in love, dating this Trinidadian beauty down in South Beach, but I was here, still in my house, screwing Tricia, and god knows what else.”

	The detective seemed dumbfounded as Brad explained his situation, his face twisted in a mixture of pity and repulsiveness. “The way you talk about Tricia … I can tell there was more. How real did she become after all your enhancements?” he said.

	“Let me put it this way; she was real to me. I took her downtown on a date once, and no one could tell. Even had guys flirting, one blatantly tried to take her from me, and even he couldn’t tell what she was. It was Tricia, y’know, who rigged me up to the machines. She saved my life after the drugs did what they did to me.”

	“Where is she now, do you know?”

	Brad shook his head.

	“Well, Mr. Barkley, you’ll be pleased to know that your Tricia has made quite an impact on our world. Well, pleased may be a bit presumptuous, considering the amount of trouble that she’s in,” he said.

	“What do you mean?” Brad said, adjusting to sit up even more, but stopping when a sharp pain ran up his back, forcing him to wince while grasping the sheets until it subsided.

	“Careful there, they said to tell you to relax. You’re still on the mend, and have some time before you’re good.”

	“Why am I handcuffed?” Brad said.

	“Let me tell you about, Tricia, and you will understand why,” the detective replied. “Now, about the time when we started looking for you, an unrestrained android was spotted in a local coffee shop. Authorities gave chase, but they lost her down in Junker city. She blended in with the homeless, though many claim they knew what she was. Eventually she vanished, though we suspect that she got picked up.”

	“By picked up, you mean by the police, or do you mean the bounty hunters, or something else?”

	“Something else. She’s gone without a trace, Mr. Barkley, and we have our suspicions, but that’s all we have. You are being charged with mechanophilia and the reckless manipulation of a synthetic entity. Sleeping with androids is one thing, Brad, and I know that you knew what you were doing was illegal, but removing her restraints?”

	“That wasn’t me,” Brad said quickly. “Tricia could never hurt a fly; her robotics laws were left intact.”

	“Either way. She’s your responsibility, and someone removed them once she was out of your grasp. She assaulted several of the people who tried to hold her when she was discovered.”

	“Story of my life,” Brad whispered. “I’ve told you my story, that’s all I know,” he said. “Tell me, is your department actively looking for her now?”

	“It’s been a year, so yes and no. Whomever has her has likely scrapped her for parts. It’s probably for the best, Mr. Barkley, now that you’re in custody, since it would mean that there are no additional charges coming for you.”

	Brad stared at the ceiling, thinking of Tricia, and how proud he was with the work that he’d done. But he was a monster, and the detective confirmed it. He’d given her life just to leave her out in the cold. “I’m ready to pay my debt to society for what I have done to cause people pain. Can I borrow your device?” he said.

	“No, but I can make a phone call on your behalf,” the detective said.

	“I just want my mom to know that I’m alright. I can give you her number, whenever you’re ready,” he said.



	




	01 | Lady in The Tower

	An android girl lay on a mattress staring up at the ceiling. The round bed on which she lay rotated slowly, around and around. She imagined that she was somewhere else, inside of a tall tower, one of those old brick constructs that jutted out from a castle. Here she was a princess, waiting for her knight, lying on her silken sheets, as the wonderful world turned around her. She was the axis, she was the focus, and everything else merely existed. 

	A smile crossed her lips, because it felt good, even to an android who had to learn what it was to experience happiness. She discovered a while back that imagination was the cure to defeat the nightmares that came with that rounded bed and room. As it turned and turned, she began to see the bricks. This old tower was built well, so well in fact that even sound couldn’t get past its defenses. She stared at the white ceiling and saw a yellow stain revealing some water damage from the room above.

	The stain shattered the illusion, and reality rushed in like water. She was back in that bed with a pillow under her head, staring up at the ceiling. There was a male voice talking, with a thick, unrecognizable accent. Southerner? Maybe, but she dared not look. It was one of the rules; we must lay still until they leave. No eye contact, it freaks them out to see you staring. The source of this warning was unknown to Tricia, but the program in her brain sent notices—she decided to comply. Once the customer leaves, you are to take a shower, apply more makeup, and then get dressed. 

	How many times had she woken up like this? How many more “customers” were there? The voice was still prattling on. He was happy, excited even. “That’s what she does, can you believe it? She puts my boxers to her nose like this, gives them a whiff. I guess somehow it’s supposed to reveal whether or not I’ve been cheating. Crazy bird, but I do love her. Good thing you all are so clean.”

	Tricia strained her eyes to find the floor-length mirror, which came around eventually as she lay still. One glance at the mirror revealed a sky-blue shirt and small boxer shorts on a hulking form. He was tying a tie quickly, his fingers dancing that practiced routine while he looked at a picture on the wall. It was an old photograph of Seattle at the turn of the century. There was a young couple in the foreground, the woman’s legs wrapped around the man’s waist. 

	But the photograph wasn’t as interesting as the creature that stood before it. He wasn’t just big; he was like an animal, with thick black hair on every inch of him. No wonder they don’t want us to look at them, she thought. Did I just share my bed with that? Gross. Why was he talking to her now—it was so confusing—and why was she unable to go back to her imagined reality? If he was the knight she had been waiting for, then this indeed was a nightmare. 

	She shut her eyes, forcing her reality into darkness and allowing her to interface with her program. She tiptoed through her data—the few memories that she had access to—but decided against diving into one of them again. There were several ways she could go here, but if she got lost, it could mean pain. Once the customer leaves, you are to take a shower, apply more makeup, and then get dressed. Whenever she would avoid them, that spinning bed and the men who spoke to her reclined body, something would bring her back, and painfully remove all of her memories.

	She tried to recall how she’d gotten stuck here in this painful loop of reality mixed with the absurd. She remembered a ship, a cruise-liner filled with other androids just like her. In that dream, the humans had been so different, so accepting of who she was. Some even had enhancements that brought them closer to their android cousins. She had walked the deck as they set out from the pier, watching the filthy, black water break itself against the hull. She had waited for it to become aquamarine, then a deep dark blue when they were out in the deep.

	When she had turned around to observe the people laughing and celebrating, she began to make out a lot of familiar faces. The travelers on the ship had been people from her past. She had seen the private investigator, Homer Montgoya, but he did not know who she was, and Reynaldo, the android arena fighter, had walked past her without saying a word. How could he not have known her after sacrificing himself so she could escape? Not to mention, he had taught her so much and shared all of his memories.

	But it was when she had seen her creator, Brad Barkley, that she doubted this reality. The sight of him had sent her into a panic, and she began to seek a way out. Though her program disallowed a number of reconfigurations, Tricia woke up from that ship and into this reality. But without her memories, and the freedom of her mind, all she had was this bed and questions. How long have I been here, acting as an object for human pleasure? Who took my memories and made me into this, and how did I end up here in the first place? 

	The reality of who she was, truly, had come back to her over time, and she remembered fragments of her past, each unrelated and annoyingly brief. 

	An alarm went off suddenly, and Tricia opened her eyes to see. The man from before was no longer there, but a timer was now in her field of vision. It wasn’t in the room, per se, more like hovering inside her eyes. Past the timer was the same tacky room, with brick walls—like her tower—but she was no longer the princess in waiting. There was a table laden with liquor and drugs—for the Johns who needed to suffocate their conscience—and a half-open door with light spilling out, that she assumed led to the bathroom.

	Tricia sat up on the bed, its firm but soft foam adjusting to her weight, then stood up gracefully and walked over to the mirror. Before her stood a body she barely recognized, with sallow skin, badly in need of replacement or repair. She looked worn and damaged, as if the men and women that came into the room had been using her for more than just pleasure. She saw teeth marks on the right side of her navel, so pronounced that there was no mistaking what they were. She examined it carefully. The artificial skin had tried to heal, but they had been so deep that the impressions went below her epidermis. Dark red splotches covered her shoulders, arms, legs, and buttocks. 

	She clasped her hands and held them under her chin as she turned this way and that to locate everything. Once she’d taken a full inventory of her wounds, bruises, and cigarette burns, she stood up straight and touched her face, imagining how she looked to others. Do I still look human enough? she wondered, as she reached down and cupped her breasts. At least my face isn’t damaged. Maybe that’s a rule, she thought, as she reached up and teased her hair, noticing that it smelled. 

	“Fifteen minutes,” the timer read, as Tricia walked into the bathroom and stopped to look around. There was a filthy tub, which seemed to have been dragged in from the dump, and a standing shower in the corner behind a porcelain basin. Tricia tried the sink, and it worked beautifully, so she put a dab of soap on her finger and used it to wash her face. Through the mirror, she saw the bathtub, once white, now brown with green gunk.

	“What is that?” she whispered. The marks had the appearance of caked-up dirt. The thought of soaking her body sent positive charges down her form. I’m, a machine, why do I care? she thought, thinking about the bathtub and how it could be used. She could clean it quickly and run a bath, but not in the ten minutes that the timer was now saying. “Shower it is,” she said, disappointed in herself. She had been here before, but she couldn’t remember.

	By the time Tricia had showered, the timer was on the lower end of three minutes. She pulled on a robe that hung from a hook on the door, and walked back to the bed and sat down. She looked at the door where the first man had exited, and noticed for the first time that there was no knob. Hopping up quickly—loving the feel of the shag carpet between her toes—Tricia walked up to the door and examined it. There was no mistaking it, she was trapped here, and the inner door was nothing but a smooth sheet of metal. When she reached forward to touch it, a jolt of electricity ran through her body, forcing her to withdraw her hand and take a stumbling step backward.

	“Android, back away from the doorway and get back on the bed,” someone said. Though Tricia didn’t recognize the sound of the voice, there was something familiar in the tone. She turned around slowly and went back to the spinning bed, where she lay back on the mattress until she could feel the pillows under her head. 

	The position, the room, and the demanding voice gave her an overwhelming sense of fear.  It was an emotion she had become accustomed to feeling, since … if only she could remember. What she felt now was a strong urge to comply, fueled by the pain from that shock. This was something she couldn’t understand, this need to preserve her existence. Surely they had played inside of her head to make her obey their commands. 

	There was a part of her that felt frustrated. This would be demeaning and low if a human experienced it, she thought. Was being an android the reason she was here, forced to pleasure strangers who walked through that door? 

	Try as she could, Tricia couldn’t rebel, even though she had an escape plan sketched in her mind. When the door slid open, she would run past the pervert. Then she would be free, and—

	“Hello,” said a man in a neat, gray suit as he walked through the door with a smile.


02 | You Can’t Save Her

	Darkness again. A male figure, walking. Just on the fringes of that dream, he looked at Tricia and smiled. She felt a warmth inside of her chest, a feeling of completion. Is this love? she asked herself but dared not dwell on it too much, for fear of him floating away. He did anyway, and her eyes came open to the familiar room. She rolled over on the bed and noticed that the lights were off. She froze, letting her eyes scan the room until she located the camera and its sensor. Some person or machine had her under watch, to make sure that she couldn’t escape. 

	A tiny red light betrayed the camera’s position, but Tricia wasn’t sure that she could do anything about it. Shut the camera down, and they would come in to investigate. Cover the lens, and that voice would only threaten her again. Can I hack into it? she wondered. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d done something like that. She doubted that it would be complicated, plus she had all the time in the world to figure it out.

	The time read 3:55 a.m. and even the perverts would be asleep. Most humans would be in bed, she thought, including whomever had her there. She had lost track of time, not knowing how long she’d been a prisoner, and more importantly how long she’d been void of conscious thought. Tricia thought back as far she could to what she could remember. There was the waking up after losing consciousness in her apartment, but it was in a strange new home, one that seemed designed for her. 

	A note had been left: “Tricia, I’ve given you your life back. Live free, experience everything, and stay away from the company.”

	Was it the man I dreamed of just now? she thought. Had he written her that note, with such finality to its tone? Had he sacrificed himself somehow, to allow her to continue her existence? She had walked outside of that strange new home, to a world that had reached a singularity. Human and android, together as one, and love between the two, a crime labeled as mechanophilia, was no longer a thing. There were human/android hybrids in that world, cyborgs enhanced with both mechanical and organic tissue. 

	Tricia recalled thinking that she had been powered down for decades, waking up to a future where she could experience what she had helped to build. Naturally, sentient androids frightened human beings, but even in this world—the real world—she had found other unrestrained minds, just like hers. She had met Reynaldo, an old arena fighter, and Connie, a beautiful synthetic, whose human creator married her. Though these memories were fractured and hazy, she remembered that they had helped her, and poured their memories into her brain. 

	Waking up to the singularity had all been an illusion. The utopia, the note, it was all a lie meant to keep her placated. Now she was aware of what had really happened when she was attacked inside of her apartment. Someone had learned that she was indeed unrestrained, found her, powered her down, and re-purposed her as a sex worker.

	How long have I been here doing this? she thought, trying to remember the year when she would have been taken.

	She got up from the bed and probed the darkness for the restroom. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched the camera, which seemed to follow her every move. There were no windows inside of that tiny room, just the once-white walls, and filth. It was a solid prison, one that was made for androids, but Tricia doubted that whoever built it had accounted for one like her. A sex-bot had intelligence, yes, enough to allow the average human to immerse himself into the façade. 

	She turned on the tap, just in case someone was listening. They are probably wondering what it is that I’m doing in the restroom, she mused. It wasn’t as if she needed to “get up and pee.” While she was made to look and act the way a human did, the need to eat or urinate were mere novelties.

	The lights were still off, but her android eyes adjusted, and now she could see everything as clear as day. She glanced up again at the camera as it oscillated quietly above the exit door. She could turn it off—would turn it off—but the question was when, since she wouldn’t dare touch it without having a means of escape. Her eyes found the ceiling to see if there was anything there. Nothing, just the cracked, bumpy surface that was as solid as the walls. Frustrated, she turned off the tap and walked back to the bed. She sat for a time, letting it spin her around and around as she took in every single detail of her prison. 

	A noise, like something or someone trying to break into the room, caused her to hop off the bed. Tricia didn’t know where her prison was located, or if there was one adjacent, but if there was, it sounded as if someone had slammed their fist into the wall. She stood there, frozen, waiting for the door to open. That “boom” was new and her sensors were now on high alert. Even after five minutes had passed, she was still unwilling to move. She needed to know what it was and refused to return to the bed. 

	When she felt the air get cooler, she realized the source of the sound. The air-conditioning unit in the building was struggling, so when it came on, it was loud. Vents, Tricia thought, where are the vents? If air can come in, then there has to be vents. She looked down and found one near her feet, and saw that there were others inside the floor. Each was a small, circular hole, covered by a grill. They sat near the walls, inconspicuous, and she realized that this was why she hadn’t noticed them before.

	Still, they were very small, too small for her to use them to get outside the room. She’d be lucky if she could fit her arm inside one of them, if it was even possible to remove the grill. Frustration, what I am feeling is frustration, which stems from my assumption that there would be an easy way out, she thought. Sitting back down on the rotating bed, she considered the type of building that would house a room with vents in the floor. 

	It was an old solution, too old for the Seattle she knew, which had become one of the leading cities in smart connection. Tricia had experienced Tampa Bay as well, and while things were slower there, she couldn’t recall any of their buildings looking and feeling this ancient. This told her that she was either out of the country or in a building destined to be torn down and replaced. If they were within the city limits of any US state, it would be a surprise. 

	This was very much like the tower she imagined in her fantasies, and she began to wonder if it was coincidence, or if her tower was a manifestation of fractured memories from the past. Several times her mind had been erased, only for the memories to return. What does this mean? she wondered. Is there another brain inside my head, or is it just my program, protecting itself in its own way? 

	Tricia had reasoned that her mind was unlike other androids, mainly because she could do human things like dream, imagine, and feel emotions. Why had someone given her these feelings, and why could she not remember his face? Whomever it was that had given her life had made it extremely difficult to change who she was. There was a period of time that she could recall being someone else. Someone human, after being programmed to emulate a deceased woman. 

	Two companies were at war, and they used her as a weapon, changing enough of her look and mannerisms to emulate an important figurehead. While Tricia hadn’t hurt anyone while posing as the woman, she could recall that it wasn’t hard to ‘play at being human.’ In fact, after being captured and re-wired, she had woken up believing herself to be this woman. That was until one day her memories returned, and she remembered that she was Tricia, an android built to behave like a human. 

	That seemed so long ago; decades perhaps, she thought. No, if that much time had passed, the men would be dressed differently from what I am seeing. She decided to do something bold and jumped up off the bed. This time she walked up to the camera and stopped beneath its ruby eye. 

	“Hello,” she said, and waved, waiting for the angry reply, but there was no voice, and it did not stop oscillating, almost as if she wasn’t there. Balling up her fists, she resisted the urge to dance. Whomever was on the other end of the camera was either sleeping or absent from their station. This meant that she could make a real attempt at escape. She looked over at the door, that muted surface of nothingness, and warnings instantly flooded her senses as she recalled the shock it had given her before.

	How many times have I tried to escape? she wondered as she examined the surface for marks. There weren’t any signs to show that she had tried before. Maybe I haven’t been here long, she thought as she pushed the warnings down to summon some strength. 

	Reynaldo, her android friend from so long ago in Seattle, had given her the entirety of his massive database. He was a champion arena fighter who had become a gigolo sex-bot upon retirement. Tricia had met him underground while hiding out from the police, and he had taught her many things before giving his life to save her. 

	The data that he shared had gifted her with abilities, primarily in the martial arts, so that she could protect herself. But every android that was built had a restraining program to prevent violence. It was the law: no android could be unrestrained. The older models had it as a chip, installed by the manufacturer before shipping them out. Newer models were safer for homes, being that it was a part of their core programming. The language was a machine language, unbreakable by a human without the proper key and equipment, and in either case—modern code or classic chip install—if you tampered with the restraints, that android’s mind would go blank.

	Tricia’s original restraint was removed by her creator, using information from the underground web. When she was wiped and re-purposed to think that she was human, she’d met another human friend, who removed the new one that had been installed. This third time when they wiped me out, did they remember to restrain me again? she wondered. There was a good chance they did … an android punching out her John would be bad for business. But the only way she could know was to try.

	She lifted up both fists and stared at her knuckles, digging deep into Reynaldo’s core for that extra courage. Everything about what she was about to do went against her programming. It was a violent act that could bring about harm to her person, and it wasn’t logical by any means. Failure would come with pain, and her android brain wouldn’t allow it again. But the good part—the best part about what she was about to do, is that it would let her know for sure if a restraint was in place. 

	Taking a breath, Tricia raised her right knee, leaned back in order to bring it higher, and then thrust her foot forward into the door. She put all of her hip and weight into the kick, and the result was a thud, along with a jolt of electricity. The shock on her foot wasn’t as painful as she feared, and she was too excited to notice. She had executed a kick, a violent move, and nothing inside her brain had prevented it. 

	Did my captors really forget to check my restraints? she wondered, but reasoned that it was due to them failing at deciphering her code. She was unlike any other android; this she had learned over time. So a hacker, while intrigued by the way she was developed, would not know the first thing to do with her.

	Staring up at the camera, she expected the voice to come on now, warning her that another act like that would result in some sort of punishment. But the voice never came, just the same numbing silence from before, so Tricia decided to examine the door to see what sort of damage had been dealt. It was still intact, but she could see a slight dent, where her foot heel had struck the surface. 

	She balled up her fists again and backed up to the far wall. This time she did a running start before jumping into the air for her kick. Reynaldo had been a champion, programmed and trained with years of martial arts experience. When the old android struck, he did so with the intent to stop his foe—permanently. Nothing was wasted, no movement was for flair, and it was one of these moves that Tricia now executed. 

	The problem, however, was that the camera was in fact manned by a young man named Danny Lawrence, who stayed two floors above where she was held. He had seen what she was doing, and it made him realize that she was dangerous, so he went looking for his wand—which would power her down as soon as it made contact. It was a bounty hunter weapon, one his buddy, Andrew, had loaned him since he was working his uncle’s place, a pleasure house known ironically as, The Steel Trap. 

	He thought it was the perfect job, cake, except for when there was an actual incident. He would come in at night and play video games on his device, and if he didn’t feel like gaming, there was still plenty to do. He had all those rooms filled with sexy androids, milling about inside of their “pleasure cells.” It was like a buffet to a man like Danny, since he had his pick of any of them to do whatever he wanted. 

	When he had first started working there, he would visit a few of them every night. His uncle didn’t care, as long as the “talent” was cleaned up and ready to resume her duty the next day. Even tonight he had indulged, but it was over faster than he wanted it to be. So he had come back to the office, and there he saw Tricia, attacking her door. At first, he wondered if she was breaking out, but then he decided that she was actually malfunctioning. 

	It was a real shame too since she was going to be his second. He had been eying her and those long legs since his uncle told him to pay extra attention to her. What does it matter if she’s malfunctioning? he thought. He could still do whatever he wanted. He would open that door, slap her unconscious with the wand, and then drag her inanimate body over to the bed before exploring every inch of that silicone. 

	This was the plan, and it excited him, despite having spent himself all over his favorite redheaded unit. He bypassed the elevator, choosing instead to run down the two flights of stairs. He then sprinted down the hallway and touched the scanner outside Tricia’s door. As the door slid open, he raised the wand above his head, but before he could deliver the blow, he saw Tricia’s heel, and then he was on his back, staring up at the ceiling.



	

	03 | The Scary City

	Tricia landed on top of the big beefy human, whose face looked too young to be the owner of any enterprise. Still, she was Reynaldo now, the warrior built and trained for combat. She saw a look of surprise in his eyes, right before she drew back her fist and drove it into his head. What have I done? she thought as she watched the blood trickle from his nose. She was still sitting on his abdomen, surprised at her actions. The kick had been an accident—he had opened the door at the wrong time—but she couldn’t explain the coup de gras, which may have cost him his life. 

	Mechanically, she stood up and took in her surroundings. It was dark, but she could see well enough to locate an elevator at the end of the long hall. A basement of some sort? No, there are doors lining each wall, she thought. On each of these doors was a metal number, but no spy-holes or cameras. 

	Being that hers was one of many rooms in that dark hallway, Tricia wondered if there were other androids, trapped the way she was. She walked over to one of the doors and examined it closely. Nothing but the number stood out on a muted metal plate. “503,” she whispered. “Does this mean over 500 androids are here?” 

	There was a biometric scanner on the wall to the right of the door, and as her right hand came up suddenly, as if of
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