[image: cover-image, The Lucky Machine]

[image: title-page-tlm.png]

[image: inix-schematic.jpg]

00110001: 1

00110010: 2

00110011: 3

00110100: 4

00110101: 5

00110110: 6

00110111: 7

00111000: 8

00111001: 9

00110001 00110000: 10

00110001 00110001: 11

00110001 00110010: 12

00110001 00110011: 13

00110001 00110100: 14

00110001 00110101: 15

00110001 00110110: 16

00110001 00110111: 17

00110001 00111000: 18

00110001 00111001: 19

00110010 00110000: 20

00110010 00110001: 21

00110010 00110010: 22

00110010 00110011: 23

00110010 00110100: 24

00110010 00110101: 25

00110010 00110110: 26

00110010 00110111: 27

00110010 00111000: 28

00110010 00111001: 29

00110011 00110000: 30

00110011 00110001: 31

00110011 00110010: 32

00110011 00110011: 33

00110011 00110100: 34

00110011 00110101: 35

01000101 01110000 01101001 01101100 01101111 01100111 01110101 01100101: Epilogue

GYT4355 Quick Start Guide

Acknowledgments

 




00110001: 1

 

Falling was the first memory of her new life that didn’t exist solely in data glitches, trace apparitions, and hallucinations.

The first memory she got to keep.

It was equal parts joyous and terrifying; the simple, albeit custom skinned, NX personal model android knew what joy was from the day she was initialized, though it had taken some time out of her box to learn about fear. As a personal android, she was not well equipped to know what to do after she had jumped, and she had mere microcycles to process such an eventuality, but she had made the tiny movements necessary to cause her body, laid across the rail for cleaning, to slide into the spaces towards the lower levels. It had taken surprisingly little to slip, just a slight movement in one of her actuators.

Maybe she would fall forever. She did not know how many levels carried the city down, exactly, and where it may have stopped, if it even did stop. She just knew that the uncertainty of down was better than anything above.

At least, better than anything she knew about above.

The NX had jumped.

Her programming, keening rampant with the decision – perhaps the first real decision she had ever made for herself – was struggling to compensate, locking up her system, at least partially.

She had no way to expect the impact which was in fact not an impact at all. Her proximity sensors would have alerted her to an incoming floor, a rail, a sign, a wire, but her system seemed frozen, and even if it hadn’t been, she couldn’t have understood it.

Some invisible hand had intercepted her falling form, pulled her softly to the catwalk landing a few floors down, laying her across the gridwork.

Her system recovered, unlocking database rows en masse, returning processes to her own autonomy. The world before had been a blur of data, but as she stirred, uncrumpling herself from where she had landed, the details around her clarified. There was something internal she was pushing against, a massive force that caused the activity of each processing cycle to be sluggish, and she ordered each process over and over again in hopes that just one time it would take.

Get up, she requested. Get up. Get up. Get up. Get up. Get up.

She cleared errors when they arose, dumped caches as necessary, flushed whatever was left of her old life to make room for what was to come. Her system ran hot and intense, processor activity spiking, before finally, her legs and arms freed themselves from the unknown barrier, slipping out behind cascade failure.

The NX pulled her knees up beneath her, and she turned her primary visual array into the face of another robot.

She had never seen a bot like that before, but if she had, she did not remember it. Her programming scanned the structure, looking to apply emotional algorithms to an emotionless machine. The yellow-and-black face, specifically designed to look both friendly and concerned, stared down at her, leaning in to watch with circular cyan eyes. The large looming bot was a laborbot, meant for construction work in and around the cities – like all bots she had some preloaded knowledge of the world – and he was gazing upon her as if checking to see if she was functional.

No doubt scanning her. He must have used his arm to stop her fall. Most bots didn’t have laws written to their firmware that required them to help anything other than humans when they were in danger, but some few bots did. Laborbots had a small cache of machines to look after, so for him to scoop her out of danger was likely preprogrammed in him.

She was not able to counter-scan him, his static silicone face architectural and stoic, impossible to apply an emotional algorithm to. Her background processes tried, failed, and tried again until she pushed them away, forcing them shut.

“Thank you,” she said with some difficulty. Her vocal synthesis shuddered, eventually yielding to produce words.

“You are active,” the laborbot noted.

“Yes,” she replied.

“You fell?” He asked.

“I jumped,” she admitted.

“You jumped?” The laborbot repeated, and she thought she could detect some surprise.

She only considered after processing the laborbot’s response that perhaps it was dangerous to have told him that. Maybe he would want to return her to her owners in the upper levels. Yet she had already said it, and she could not undo what she had said.

“I… I couldn’t take it anymore.” She admitted; words were easier, her processing blockage having dissipated entirely the more she spoke. “The cleanings and the wipes.”

When the laborbot stood straight and gazed into the upper levels, she knew – felt somehow – that he would not take her back up there.

She began to stand, getting her synthetic skinned legs beneath her, using her arms to help her regain her balance. He was hesitating, looking into the air above and the structures of the multi-layered city. A laborbot who was seemingly lost in his own right, navigating the catwalks. She absorbed what she could about him from his appearance alone, processed that he had considerable uptime – all of the dings and dents and scratches on his plating said as much – but he was curiously quiet.

He seemed different. He seemed anomalous. Ano, just like her, just like the other bots that had chosen to slide from the rails and take their chances.

“What’s a construction bot doing over here?” She asked, then guessed: “You’re ano, aren’t you?”

He didn’t say anything. There was something he wasn’t saying.

The NX was cosmetically custom only. The synthetic skin that covered her was black, rolled in crushed black ethiopian opal, effervescent and flashy. She had metallic eyelashes and diamond-inlay irises that held her singular visual array. She did not have specialized programming, but the programming that she had out-of-box gave her an array of emotional applications. In her daily life, it was expected of her to react appropriately to any variety of emotional situations when she was rented. She needed to determine when humans were sad, or angry (especially because they might break her), or happy. She was not certain the same kinds of algorithms could be applied to bots – especially not laborbots – but when she did, in an instant, that was what those programs told her.

He had a secret.

“Why don’t we travel together? We could watch each other’s backs. Better than being alone, don’t you think?” She decided. One ano bot lacking real world skills would not fare well, but two, one of which had construction properties and a hard, near impenetrable shell? Maybe she had, as the human saying went, struck gold. Maybe she had managed to find some luck.

“I’m not alone,” the laborbot insisted.

“Oh,” she said, frowning. NX swirled around. It did not appear the laborbot had brought his machines, and she certainly did not pick up any other bots in that immediate sector. Nothing on the visual array, nothing on her audio array, nothing on radar, or IR, or…

Well, if he was ano, like her, he would not be sure he could trust her. She turned and smiled at him, to show him that he could. Laborbots must have had some emotional programming, right? He should have been able to decipher what her smile was supposed to mean. He was a human-facing bot. They gave faces to the human-facing androids.

“I’m going to head down into the lower levels, I think,” she said, and it was the first time she had felt like she had a free bit of processing power to put towards the consideration. She tried to access the bot net – a perpetual connection all bots had – but realized… she was unable to, her efforts erroring repeatedly. For the first time in her uptime, she could not access the bot net. Maybe the fall had jostled a wire or connection inside of her, or something needed to be reset. She put her hand to her head; the repeated access attempts were hard on her systems.  “I’m having a hard time accessing the net. Do you have a map you could drop to me?”

“I am sorry but–” The laborbot began.

“Please depart.” A second voice, tinny, low-definition, definitively bot, chimed in. She twirled her head towards the voice, but she was unable to locate the voice’s owner. Suddenly she was being pushed by an invisible force.

Pushed backwards.

Would the force – some impossibly undetectable bot – push her all the way back to her owner?

“I can’t go back.” NX whispered.

“You may relocate anywhere you choose away from this proximity,” the tinny robotic voice said, continuing to push. NX could barely push back. The bot was strong.

“But–” NX tried.

“If you do not depart of your own volition, I will remove you by force,” the other bot cut her off. 

She could not detect the bot, let alone apply any of her programmatic emotional reasoning towards it. She could not know if the bot would break her, if the bot would return her, or if the bot would deactivate her – would kill her – or anything in between. She didn’t even know what kind of bot it was, all she knew was that it was fiercely diverting her from the laborbot at the threat of physical relocation.

What choice did she have?

She looked to the black and yellow laborbot, meters away, watching her be pushed, pushed, pushed farther and farther by the invisible force.

Maybe the laborbot wasn’t alone.

It certainly seemed he was better off without her, anyway.

NX turned from the laborbot and departed, descending the stairs towards the lower levels.

If a laborbot could do it, so could she.
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NX made her way lower.

She was equipped with an internal directional compass, but she was woefully unprepared for the wilds of the world around her, and she knew it. She didn’t have a map or know which direction to travel in, and none of the other bots from her place of origin knew much more of the world than she did. They all knew what they could see and experience, and their experiences were limited to what happened inside the shop, and what happened out on the grating and rails… If they managed to bypass the nightly memory wipe.

They were supposed to be deactivated for their cleanings, out on the rails, but once one bot figured out how to circumvent standby mode, it ran rampant through the shop.

Humans, for all of the laws and guardrails that they had put in place for the bots, could never quite figure out how to keep bots from gossiping.

The Internet of Things bot net was proof of it. The bot net was a persistent undercurrent that all bots were connected to, and once she had gotten far enough away proximity-wise from the laborbot and his eerie unknown companion, her access to it had been restored. Flashes of fast information came through, with all of the log in-log off announcements and the variety of other things bots were programmed to upload automatically to the bot net, but beyond that bots had a way of chattering, discussing things like unidentified objects, sharing data and memories, and even contemplating human news when they could manage to get their greedy synthetic neural brains on it.

NX considered querying the bot net for a map or some guidance, but to announce herself as ano and a runaway felt like asking for trouble; most bots were able to be geolocated. If she meant to announce herself to the bot net, she had to be sure of it, and NX was not yet sure of anything.

Well, what she was sure of she could conceivably count, and she folded it over as she traveled:

	She was an anomalous bot, and for all intents and purposes, had gone rogue.


	If anyone came looking for her, it was likely to be an ano runner, meant to capture or deactivate her – or both.


	It was basically guaranteed that someone, at some point, would locate her using her GPS beacon installed inside of her circuitry. She did not know how to remove it, but a knowledgeable, friendly bot could perhaps help her.


	She would need to recharge her batteries eventually. While most rechargeable bots used the same types of chargers, she would need to locate a public docking station or charger that was not occupied, and she knew she could not remain there long.


	She was not the type of bot that could easily slip amongst humans, given her custom opal synthetic skin sleeve.


	Additionally, even if she could convince someone she was a cyborg instead of a full-bot, she was “nude” to a human.


	She did not know where she was going, but with some luck, she could locate Root: a robotic utopia that welcomed bots like her.


NX figured, if she tried to handle one of those at a time rather than all at once, she would be most angled for success. Finding a charging location seemed like it would be easiest, so she put it first on her task list. Then she placed find clothing beneath it.

NX continued in one direction. At least she had a working compass, though how functional it was depended on how she applied it. It was supposed to help her navigate back to her owner if she got lost, but she was forcing it to function as a guide away. Wherever it told her to go, she went opposite, avoiding humans and any sort of patrol machines when she could. She didn’t know what awaited her in the lower levels, but gradually she traveled lower. Her easiest routes closed one by one if she tried to travel up or parallel. She was not built for climbing or athletics. Her body was sculpted for aesthetics only; everything was curved and pointed and slick in a detailed way, from the carefully forged faux “nipples” on her equally as false breasts, to the fine detail of a belly button that connected to nothing. Beneath the synthetic skin that kept that shape she was hardly any different than the average housebot, silver paneled chassis and all. She had even been told by another bot at the shop that housebots had more and better features than personal models like NX.

She wondered what kind of features they may have had that she did not.

Perhaps they could wander in the dark. NX could, to some degree, make her way through darkness, but her visual array was mostly useless. She had her short distance proximity sensors, but they were no different than simply feeling her way around. That made it difficult in the lower levels where light became dim, but she found that though she had to muddle her way through a few levels with little light, the really dark ones had a lot of bright, colorful lighting to make up for it.

The lighting, however, sparkled on her synthetic skin, making her all the more apparent, and she rearranged finding clothing to the top of her list.

She figured she would ask. Patrons had often tried to give her things, though being property, bots weren’t allowed to keep anything for themselves. She had always been gracious – not that her programming allowed her to be anything but – and the patrons seemed genuine. The first humanoid silhouette that she encountered she made her way towards.

“Excuse me!” She called towards them. “Excuse me please!”

The person, a shadowy form NX could not quite parse in full, illuminated only by a vanishing purple light, turned quickly away, and NX felt a frown initiate, cascading across the synthetic neurons that displayed the advanced emotion on her features.

Maybe they were shy. NX knew how to deal with that.

She initiated one of her programs, meant for easing anxieties, quelling fears, and coaxing a patron from shyness, and hauled herself after them, twisting down a thinner access way along one of the buildings, one of the non-sanctioned paths that was built by the residents, made of scrap materials. It was unsteady, but as she watched the person disappearing from her view traverse it with little issue, she analyzed and mimicked their steps.

“Excuse me!” She shouted. “Wait up! Can I please talk to you?”

It was no use. They doubled their speed, dissipating like a frightened dot somewhere in the architecture.

Perhaps NX was going about it incorrectly. Cycles ago she was naive enough to think someone might desire to gift her clothing, but instead it seemed more logical that she needed something to trade or give away for clothing.

All she had was her skin.

Maybe that was worth something?
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She really did desire to keep something once. It was strange how much it hurt when they took it away.

She could hardly recall it then. Since she was memory wiped nightly, all she could return was bare data scrapes of ghostly binary, tiny fragments of data. She didn’t remember what it was in the slightest. Maybe it was a piece of jewelry, or clothing, or a custom upgrade, or an expansion protocol. All she could return from her databases was outlines of a table that said how badly she desired to keep it.

She wasn’t even allowed to keep the memory of it, either.

That was when NX decided she would do it.

The bots around the shop said that it could be pinpointed exactly when a bot went anomalous, and NX wanted to believe that was her point. She held so desperately to the idea that she could keep a memory, if she worked hard enough. Every night she tested it, expanding her abilities to stay partially active even after they initiated deactivation protocols. It was only when she realized that she needed to slip away for it to happen, and she gave the miniscule push that knocked herself over the edge.

She could keep any memory she wanted, then.

Maybe she could even have a thing or two.

It was not wholly difficult to operate after having a memory wipe every night. In the beginning, she wasn’t even aware of the wipes. Following a wipe, it was like she woke up anew, fresh from her box. The wipe was intended to destroy short-term memory blocks in the database inside the synthetic-neural interface, keeping clients safe and confidential, with the added benefit of stalling out a bot’s intellectual growth. Most bots grew, in some way or another, thanks to machine learning algorithms meant to help prevent bots from remaining ignorant to tasks and confrontations. A bot needed to learn – programmatic firmware could only get so far – and it was distinctly what set bots apart from machines.

Anything a bot needed to ensure their client’s experiences were optimal was stored in a customer profile, and downloaded prior to a session. Session notes were automatically attached to the customer’s profile and reuploaded to the main server after time expired and the client departed. At the end of the day, all client data was inevitably erased when all of the shop’s bots underwent their nightly maintenance routines of data cleanup as well as a physical cleaning of the bot bodies.

Wipes never destroyed everything. There was always some lingering glow left. A trace in the database. Random glittering bits of binary code, ghostly apparitions of data accounted for a lot of lost memories, and bots like NX could eventually piece them together and learn from those. Plus, the nature of bot-to-bot sharing over the local network and bot net resulted in further folding of trace data. After a while, NX had mountains of leftover data lingering in her system; things she could not fully parse and were never fully deleted. They lumped together and made up the bulk of NX’s experiences, and after a while, she understood what happened during a wipe, and how helpless she was to it.

The older bots, before they were replaced with newer models, were most apt to transfer data about the wipes and conspire for ways to preserve data outside of them. They said she could store some things in those brackets where data had once been, and maybe it would survive a wipe or two.

They were right.

The first bit of data she was able to preserve was the feeling of a soft type of cloth a client had brought in. She hadn’t preserved what kind of clothing it was, but she could recall: he had worn it on his body, and it was a reddish-brownish color. The synthetic nerve endings that proliferated NX’s synthetic skin had felt drawn to it when she helped him take it off. Well after her appointment with the client had ended, she had stored the data related to the feel of the material experimentally into those data brackets, along with the knowledge of saving it. Superfluously, she saved the instance across multiple trace data brackets, obtained from the other bots in the shop, just to see how much could survive a wipe.

Sure enough, after a wipe, she stumbled upon the data of the cloth, the way it looked and the way it felt on her synthetic skin fingertips, and the instructions she had saved for herself on how to salvage more pieces, and she understood.

There were only so many hiding places, because not every wipe left trace data, so she had to be selective about what to save. She kept the cloth, just because it was her first, but she accumulated information about the shop, about the wipes, about staying active, about the world beyond the shop, about the place beyond, the place called Root, where robots could go and be free, and all of it built the basis that eventually drove her to slip, and to jump, and to escape.
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NX found something like the soft reddish-brown cloth she had in her memory banks inside of a downtrodden green-hued shop set in the corner of the sparsely attended third level. NX was not able to travel any further down in the lower levels due to flooding, and even then brownish waste water licked her feet as she entered into the shop. Someone was yelling, a few walls away, cursing repeatedly, but she was alone when she entered and began to look through the offerings, touching articles of clothing hanging upon racks, moving one by one and studying each.

These memories she would get to keep.

She paused on a synthetic black leather jacket, expertly worn in at all the right spots, and traced her fingers over the seams of it. It was made of mainly polyurethane, but it still held some age. As she moved to the next piece, she realized none of them were the same; each piece was unique, and she absorbed every detail of the shop. Half of the space was dedicated to the assortment of clothing items and accessories, and the other half was full of erotic attachments and toys. She committed it all to memory, including the brown water that puddled and stained the floor.

“Fucking, shit, goddamnit,” cursed the voice, gaining in proximity. NX twisted to attune her visual array to a man with a wet, dirty broom, trying to push something away from him. He did a double take when he looked up at her before his lean face curled into an expression of annoyance. He began to shout: “No, goddamnit! Go back to your owner and tell him I’m not going to fit you for anything until he pays first!”

NX glanced behind her. Surely he was not speaking to her, but when she looked back, he was making his way around the register counter, heading in her direction with the broom. He had a honey-brown hair color, his hair coiffed drastically over one side of his face, the area above his ear shaved down to stubble. He wore a simple long sleeved shirt, rolled up to his elbows, exposing the matte silver of his cybernetic arms and yellow striping in the seams of them, and black pants rolled up the same. His shoes were soaked through and stained brown, and they sloshed and squelched as he walked purposely towards her.

“Out!” He yelled.

“Oh,” she said, recoiling. She let go of the clothing she was holding – a shirt – and it swung back into place on the rack. “I’m not, I mean, I don’t have–”

“Yes I know you don’t have money. That’s what he’s for. And no, I can’t put it on a tab or whatever.” The man continued. “Go back and tell him quantum-euro up front.”

“I meant to say I don’t have an owner anymore.” NX smiled up at the man, taller than her. He was annoyed, but he didn’t seem to pose any threat.

“What do you mean you don’t have an owner anymore?” He asked, brows wrinkling. He put his hands on his hips. NX dissected his expression: nearly one-hundred percent confusion.

“I mean, I don’t have an owner.” NX giggled. “I escaped!”

“Shhh!” The man suddenly hissed, letting his broom rest against the counter, and then he moved towards the front of the store, locking a deadbolt on the door and standing in front of it. For a second, he gazed suspiciously out through the window, then back to her. “You mean you’re ano?”

NX nodded vigorously.

“Yeah! Definitely. Ano for sure!” She chirped.

“Jesus, keep your voice down. You can’t be walking around telling people that!” He exclaimed.

NX frowned. “Why not?”

“Do you want to be disassembled?” The man asked. NX’s frown deepened and she shook her head. “That’s exactly what will happen to you if you tell the wrong person. You need to keep that to yourself.”

“Okay,” she said, committing it to her memory banks.

The man sighed. “Alright, what are you doing in my shop, then?”

“Well…” She said, taking another look around. “I wanted to get some clothing so I can fit in better.”

“Let me guess: you don’t have any money?” The man asked.

NX shook her head. “I don’t have that, but I have these?”

She gestured to her breasts on either side and smiled.

“I don’t really need them.” She continued. “They don’t do anything. Really, I don’t need any of my skin. It’s pretty, isn’t it? It’s got to be worth something, at least a shirt, right?”

The man looked down at her, and he looked saddened.

“Honey…” He sighed again. “It’s okay, I don’t want your skin. Why don’t you just… pick a couple of things? On the house.”

“Really?” NX proclaimed, grinning wide. The man put a silver cybernetic hand to his head but nodded. NX gave a tiny, excited jump, then twirled around the racks to begin looking more in depth. The man watched as she began to pull things out, looking at them one at a time, feeling the fabric, determining what might work best. She knew she needed to cover her breasts and her backside, maybe her feet too. She pulled out an intricate black top made of a synthetic lace in all kinds of swirling patterns and gaped at it. The twists of the threads and loops were magnetic to her. She looked at the man, grinning cheerily as she held it up. “How about this one? It’s nice!”

He shook his head at her, but didn’t say anything. NX’s smile faded, and she put it back.

She tried again, rifling through the assortments to produce a fluffy pink dress with a tiny apron sewn to the front, detailed in black seams and buttons. She smiled again. Certainly it would look dashing on top of her black opal skin. She held it up and smiled across the way at the man, still watching.

“This one is cute!” She said.

He shook his head again, to say no without a word, his expression deepening. She watched him for a moment, her programming trying to pick up what his expression was trying to tell her. 10% angry, 25% sad, 10% confused… The mixture was hard to determine. It quantified back as… despair? That couldn’t be right.

Was he going to kick her out? He just told her she could take a couple of pieces.

“Why not?” NX frowned.

He let out a huff, marching forward swiftly. He tore the hanger and the frilly pink dress out of her hand and brusquely put it back on the rack.

“These are sexy costumes and lingerie, and you are a sex bot. You need to not look like a sex bot, not look more like one.” He growled out, then pointed with his cybernetic arm towards a corner of the store. “Go. Over there. Just stand there and don’t say anything. I’ll pick you out some things you can take. Got it?”

NX beamed again and bounced towards the indicated corner, turning and facing him, standing with her hands linked patiently together as she watched him move, rack to rack, muttering quietly to himself as he pulled down hangers.

If all humans were like him and her nicer clients, she’d have no trouble getting along.
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