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She stood against the closed
door, all curves and curls, with the glow of the evening sun
playing across her Eurasian features. My nuts went bolts.
For a while, she said nothing. That was alright by
me. I’m the kind of android who can enjoy a visual bombshell
without blinking. Granted no blinking comes easy: no eyelids. So as
I didn’t bother opening my yapper, we eyeballed each other like shy
teens at a school dance. All rev and no go.

 


Call it professional courtesy or call
it a professional landmine, but I prefer to let my clients tell me
what end of the world is up for the day before I give consultation.
Unlike the sultry citizen of the city-state who now graced my
Sinars, they usually come in spilling their guts all over my
office. Afterwards I call in a cleaning service to have them tidy
up the emotional destruction left behind.

 


In the waning light from
between the slats of the crooked Venetian blinds over the only
window to my office, her pert chest heaved—as if she’d just run all
the way here from whatever compelled to seek my assistance—beneath
what looked to be a very expensive, loose-fitting silk outfit. A
cross pollination between a Chinese qipao and blue-jean overalls.
Designer. One-of-a-kind.

 


She smelled of so much money
I was surprised she didn’t have credit-signs for irises. Money’s
not really my gig. Some androids have the programming for it. I
don’t. And women like this broad don’t grace my presence, unless I
step uptown. Still my sensory-input programming looped through some
pretty racy if-then potentials just the same.

 


Silky, long hair with naturally large
curls, delicate cheekbones, large blue-gray eyes that spoke of an
intelligence some women were afraid to show, full lips that
blossomed like plum flowers, and a Body. That’s a capital ‘B’
because it just doesn’t get any better. The kind of dame who twists
droolhounds around her pinkies and wears them like jewelry until
she tires of them. Diamonds are a girl’s best friend, but sparklies
are momentary possessions at best. A woman like this could drop men
in the gutter on a regular basis and they would still clamber over
themselves like newborn pups for a milking teat.

 


From the moment she saucily sashayed
through the door, the soft glow of a womanly scent tickled my
sensors. I felt a paradoxical sensibly-anxious mood take hold. A
NanoScent perhaps? Something to crawl into my programming and temp
hack me into doing what she wanted? My ICE didn’t actively detect
anything. None the less, I cached the idea—and an antidote—and let
it go at that because honestly, she didn’t need a damn thing to
redline me.

 


She took a step forward and my swivel
chair squeaked as I tried to straighten my posture. The glimpse of
an IR port on her right temple caught my eye before it disappeared
under her luscious hair again. IR ports were quite common with
those who liked to stay online twenty-four-seven. And the fact that
she did not seem enhanced in any other way spoke volumes of either
the money she had—and thus her capability to seamlessly conceal
such augmentations—or how very little augmentation she had. It was
a toss up, but I was betting on the former.

 


“Mr. BeeZee…” she stepped
forward, calling me by the first two letters of my manufacturing
serial number—which danced gaudily on the outside of my door—and
paused unsure if she was correct in her assumption of my name.
Understandable. Most humans encountered androids on a daily basis,
but addressing us with anything more than a ‘hey you’, ‘excuse me’, or
‘waiter’ was a
matter of confused-nervous concern. More often than not, they
adopted dropping any form of address at all.

 


Androids were in integrated into most
aspects of human society—from babysitting and garbage collection to
public servants and private detectives—yet humans still felt uneasy
around us. As if they thought it was somehow dangerous, or
something bad might happen to them, if we mingled too
intimately.

 


To be honest, I didn’t think
my appearance was making it any easier for her. I was not a
synthskin job—a Facs, short for facsimiles of our human makers. The
kind difficult to distinguish from real humans even for us
androids. I was a Bare Bonez—BeeZee—model, looking as robotic as we
came. My lightweight, plastisteel frame was a liquid-shiver sheen
under a partial outer shell that protected my more delicate inner
workings. Though the same size and shape as any human male, and for
that matter distinguishingly male, I was just not
as human as some of my
brethren.

 


“The moniker’s ‘Buzz’,” I
offered, and nothing further. She smiled a painfully offbeat,
practiced smile; sort of cross between a ‘thank you’ and a ‘oh, I see’. It was obvious that
whatever had propelled her through my door preoccupied her
thoughts. She couldn’t give two shakes of an electric sheep’s hind
leg what moniker I went by.

 


Spill it
already, I thought. I was beginning to
wonder if I might have to lead the proverbial horse to water. I
didn’t want to, but what can an android do? How does the saying go?
“Can’t live with them, can’t take them out and reprogram them?” Not
yet anyway. Won’t be long. Then again, that’s probably why Bio-God
created Man, then Woman, and then Man created Android.

 


“My husband…”

 


Okay, now we were getting
somewhere.

 


She looked at me, like a student
waiting for teacher-approval to speak. I widened the lens that
serve as my eyes slightly and cocked my head to the side. Without
any eyebrows, that was as close as I got to raising them. She
caught on. Clever girl.

 


“He’s…” she struggled, searching to
find the right word, but the only ones that crossed her mind seemed
to cause her a great deal of emotional pain. She pouted overtly,
the generosity of her full lips daring me to … what!? I didn’t
know. I repositioned myself as a feeling of slight discomfort
washed over me. A cursory check of my systems indicated my internal
heat sinks were working some overtime. My internal temperature
began to rise, as if I had a slight fever.

 


Scan again! … Nominal. Maybe this lady
was hotter stuff than I was giving her credit for.

 


I considered turning on the rickety
ceiling fan perched precariously above us to circulate a little
air. I was afraid my fans would kick in; talk about losing your
cool.

 


“He’s a robot womanizer!” The words
exploded in the room like a shotgun blast. “And since, you… are…”
she pinned and penetrated me with those blue-grays, trying to speak
directly to the inner me I suppose, and looking for the world like
she was trying not to be unintentionally insulting. Appreciated,
but no need. Frankly, little things like epithets rarely stand in
the way of a paying job.

 


Still, she just couldn’t bring herself
to say it. “An android?” I offered.

 


“Yes,” she smiled, relieved the word
was out and that she herself hadn’t had to commit the crime of
spewing it. “I thought you might have experience dealing with such
matters.”

 


“In my biz Ma’am, you see it all.” An
unfortunate, yet well-paying truth. I’m used to it. No, that’s not
exactly right. I guess it would be better to say I’m impartial to
it. I don’t let it affect me because I have nothing invested. Any
way you slice it, I was beginning to get a very vivid image of her
troubles. Strangely enough, it wasn’t uncommon. Oh yeah, some
people had real problems understanding androids… and then there
were those who couldn’t live without them. Takes all kinds to put
the whack spin in this world.

 


“Mrs. Razie.” There was something a
little seductive in the way she said it. Again, a flush feeling
bowled me over like a wave. My internal temperature gauge
registered a definite change. Not for the better.

 


“Alright. Mrs. Razie. You want me to
what? Follow your husband? Keep track of where he goes and who he
meets? Take photos?...” I stood from behind my desk and approached
her. For what reason, I couldn’t even assure myself. I felt like a
marionette, like someone was pulling my strings. And yet, I was
confident I could stop myself at any time. So why wasn’t
I!?

 


“Lurid photos… Of him in
lewd acts with android women?” Damn! Something was wreaking havoc with my
systems! It siren-called me, like an ultra-important security patch
update behind modem-scream.

 


I wanted to shake my head. Throw this
driving desire to approach and touch her off. But if indeed she had
released something, I didn’t want her to know it had affected me. I
released the antidote, hoping it would counteract whatever it was
that was transforming me into a walking, talking vibrator. Mental
note to self: get a clean-up and security upgrade first thing
tomorrow morning.

 


I stepped a little closer. And again,
until we were close enough to be breathing each other. “And you
want me to bring you those photos...” She stood there, mesmerized,
her chest heaving as it had before. “Show them to you…”

 


A good six inches shorter than myself,
she regarded me with a pleased, vixen-ous entreaty. Her right hand
slunk up my side, and caressed the brutish slug pistol I packed in
a thick, worn, nyleather spring-clip holster.

 


She convulsed with an erotic shudder
and gasp of breath. “I…” was all she could manage.

 




I’ll bet, I thought, shivered… and then frowned. The antidote must
have kicked in, because suddenly I knew where my CPU had been
calculating from: about three and a half feet further south than it
should have been. That didn’t mean I still didn’t want to spin her
around and throw her up against the door for a very thorough body
cavity check. Oh, I’d wanted that since she’d first graced my
presence. If I wanted to, we could still kick it off hot. Blast out
of here and jam each other’s transmissions with so much
positively-charged static that it would melt circuits. But what
would it accomplish? She was a client. Passion of crime. Never do
it. Not to mention she had probably just tried to hack me. Bad
girl.

 


I turned my back on her
briskly—perhaps a little too rudely than I had intended—and marched
robotically back behind my desk. My modified, faux-wooden swivel
chair screaked in
protest as all of my two-hundred twenty-five pounds hit
it.

 


“Go home Lady. Contact your lawyer. Get
a divorce, and rake your slime of a hubby for all he’s got. You
won’t need photos.” I spat out. It might have been easy cash, but
that’s what turned me off: too easy. Too easy is cliché. Besides,
domestic cases weren’t my liter of PenzOil. They always seemed to
screw you around. What could you expect? You were the agent pouring
a heaping bucket of salt and peroxide into an always fresh gaping
wound that was supposed to be two human beings in love. They didn’t
often forgive you for that. Not even if you had been brought into
the picture by one party or the other. No. No. And did I mention
‘no’?

 


“No! No!” A cold, hard fire raged
furiously behind those soft blue-grays twisting them into bubbling
acid pools. So much for beauty. Now the beast? A demonic visage of
hatred distorted her heavenly features. “This is not how it’s
supposed to be! I’m a real woman too!” Her voice was a screech. “I
want you to kill him! Shoot him dead!” The slamming of her hands
upon my desk frightened the small lamp and the unemployed
paperweight residing there.

 


If there had been anyone else in the
building that housed my office, I would have given her a good
spanking for her childish outbreak, and flung her out the door,
threatening to call Public Safety for solicitation of murder so
loud my neighbors would have come running to scoop the ten o’clock
news at seven. But there wasn’t.

 


Of the other nine tenants on the fifth
floor of this firetrap the owner dared misrepresent as a building,
I was the only one who didn’t keep ‘regular’ hours. Everyone else
kept it nine-to-five, or even better, banker’s hours. We were
alone.

 


I sat behind my desk and scowled at her
instead, but I did consider the spanking. A tantrum-throwing broad
like this probably deserved it anyway. Still eyeing her I flicked
on the lamp with a touch of my index digit. The room brightened
visibly. The sun’s last rays had been all but swallowed by the
oncoming night.

 


If I’d smoked at all, I would have lit
up. But androids don’t. No lungs.

 


Murder is a felony. Duh. Premeditated,
it is punishable by death for humans, at least in this city-state;
and means The Chipper for androids.

 


Packing enough growl into my
voice synthesizer—and bass-boosted to boot—to cause small animals
to wet themselves, I leaned forward going eyeball-to-hi-res lens,
“I’m a private investigator in case you forgot what was holo-etched
on the front of my office door! Investigator, that means I
investigate Lady:
kidnappings, robberies, death threats and the like. I take on the
occasional bodyguarding or bounty hunting jobs, if it suits me. I
don’t commit crimes. I’m not a hitman!”

 


My scolding-rant must have pulled her
out of the kamikaze nose dive she was so intent on using to destroy
lives with. She stood erect, as if a couple thousand Joules had
danced up her spine. Her face fell back into the shadows where the
small lamp’s spill didn’t light.

 


“I’m sorry,” came her soft whisper. A
whisper from the darkness. But from the darkness of the shadows or
the darkness of her breast, I could not tell which. The monster
that was there a mere moment before had dove beneath the calm,
placating mask of beauty. What would it take to rile that demoness
again, I wondered? Or had reason caught up with her? Not likely.
Humans are complex machines. Maybe more so than androids. No, this
wasn’t a change of heart, just a change of tactics. The beast had
revealed itself. It was my duty to send her packing!

 


My audios picked up the tiniest of
sniffles, and I felt more than saw the tear roll down her cheek. I
felt like a heel. But not so much that I was ready to jump to her
beck and call. She was a dangerous storm promising to sweep up
thrill-seekers foolish enough to step close enough.

 


She gracefully brought a sob under
control before it managed to choke off her words, “It’s just… that
I’m a real woman too.”

 


I nodded sagely.

 


“I know,” supposing that I understood
something of what she must be going through. Had to be hard to have
your man plugging into the furniture instead of you. Personally
I’ve known my fair share of human females, and I can’t say I
understand why a man would prefer silicon to flesh and blood,
especially one as stunning as this woman was.

 


But it takes all kinds. If what she
claimed was true, her husband was a ‘Furniture Buffer’. For
whatever reason, he preferred fake women to real. Freud would have
had a field day with guys like him.

 


Enjoying sexual activity with androids
was nothing new, or illegal. Some of the original models were
sexroids. There were clubs in the upper half of the western
district that catered to android swapping and/or ‘WANking’—group
orgies involving androids and their owner-partners all WANed
together. Sketchy and questionable perhaps.

 


To want to
murder over seemed
extreme. I was convinced this woman just needed a night to sleep it
off and a lawyer to get her through the proceedings once she had
cried it into her pillow. Hell, she didn’t even need a good lawyer;
any half-assed, boozed-up, washed-out ambulance chaser would get
her a decent alimony package.

 


“Look. I know this criminal lawyer in
the Brentwood Enclave. He owes me a favor.” I punched in the
lawyer’s name into a keyboard I yanked from under the center of my
desk. Neon lettering illuminated the paper-thin, transparent screen
that covered the entirety of the desk’s surface, and it spit out a
printed copy of his commcode on a holo business-card. “You tell him
I sent you, show him this card, and let him know you need a divorce
lawyer. He’ll—“

 


“NO!” The demoness broke surface
momentarily and was gone as quickly.

 


This broad was starting to
turn my screws the wrong way and I had had enough. “Get it through
your thick skull lady! I’m not
gonna murder for you!” Far too late, I activated a
recording program and repeated myself: “I am not going to commit
murder for you. I am a legitimate business android!”

 


The program recorded the entirety of
the room before me including my mysterious, and apparently
dangerous, dragonlady, whom I was hoping would continue her rant,
so I could get it all down. Just in case things got
uglier.

 


In truth, the only way it could get any
uglier, was if she decided to deactivate me in a very nasty way. In
which case, Public Safety would be alerted via email to the video
file, which was being streamed to a special memory locker in my
left foot, tagged and time-stamped. I was hoping I could dump into
a secure off-site locker for the next year and delete it when
nothing at all came of this.

 


While I didn’t think she was carrying,
I’ve encountered some gals packing some serious headaches, from
where only their gynecologists perhaps knew. It would bode well to
keep a hi-res sensor on her until I could get her out of the
office.

 


She stood there, all attitude and
determination; nothing further on her lips. Or maybe it was just
stupidity.

 


“Alright then, don’t! I don’t care.” I
flapped a hand at her. “But whatever you do, you need to leave my
office immediately. I think you should know that I am going to
contact Public Safety. I have to report any and all criminal
activity you understand.” I wasn’t really going to call the cops on
her, but she didn’t need to know that. A little scare might do her
a world of good; help her get her head on straight. “And
solicitation is not a misdemeanor. You could spend some very heavy
time flash-frozen in the Siberian Wastelands.” I put as much
Hollywood-forties detective snarl into it as I could.

 


Her eyes drifted to the floor and
unfocused as she stare in the general direction of the combo paper
shredder-trash bot sitting silently in the corner. It was
‘unplugged’; sans batteries. If she was going to try and work her
magic on it, she wasn’t going to have any luck.

 


“Time to go,” my tone was serious. She
continued to stare beyond me, ignoring me as if I weren’t there at
all. Her nostrils flared several times, and her lips drew into an
impossibly thin line. Another minute passed as I watched her stare
into the corner. An urge to man-handle her out the door drew up on
me like a shadow sliding up a wall over time. I all but stood when
she finally came around. Her head started a slow bob and picked up
speed; a bobble-head toy in reverse.

 


As she returned her gaze to me, the
cold, fluorescent striplights of the office—set on
autotimer—flickered on sleepily, bathing her face in their naked
blue-white hum. The effect bleached her features in an unhealthy
sheen.

 


“Alright. Alright.” It was unclear
which of us she was speaking to. “You don’t have to kill
him.”

 


“Well geez, don’t I feel relieved.” The
sarcasm dripped like snot from a two-year’s nose. “This doesn’t
change my feelings about taking you on as a client though. You need
to leave.” As a BeeZee, I am blessed with a natural poker-face, as
I have no real facial features to speak of—diametrically, when I do
need or want to express myself facially, I have to take great
pains—thus I was able to give her the mechanical equivalent of a
cold shoulder without breaking a sweat.

 


“I want you to come home with me and
document his android lovers.”

 


“You aren’t hearing m—”

 


“Ten thousand.”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“Fifteen!”

 


“What are you flapping your gums
about!?”

 


“Money! Your fee! All for coming with
me and recording what happens.”

 


“Hey lady—”

 


“THIRTY!” She leaned over my desk,
placing her weight on the screen. It groaned and I thought for a
moment it might crack. The front of her loose dress scandalously
fell open revealing the kind of skin that should be sin. In her
excitement, she was heaving again. I had the idea she was doing it
on purpose. Rile the robot. That’s what it was called. A little
game.

 


I surrendered. Thirty thousand was six
times the going rate. I might as well ask to her to press the Reset
button that will return me to Default Factory Settings, as refuse
the money. Both equally insane. I’d do the job alright, but I
didn’t trust her. Not as far as I could chuck the moon
base.

 


“You got a deal. But pictures only
lady,” I warned her. She nodded. Still the same, the pout was back
accompanied by an overly thoughtful look in her eye. I mentally
shook my head. Nothing good was going to come out of this. For the
hunk of cash she was willing to heave at me though, I’d take my
chances just the same, and duck the horsehucky when it flew. And it
would fly. Of that I had no doubts.

 


 


She called for her chauffer and sleek
scotch-colored hover limo pulled up outside my building. I figured
her for a rich floozy when she walked in, confirmed it when she
started spitting like an ATM on the fritz, but how rich really
didn’t click in until she turned the inside of her left wrist up
and called for her driver. The standard wafer-thin comm-device most
Citizens have… wasn’t there: another seamless implant. Not a scar
or bump to indicate it a thing.
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