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Chapter One

By the time Arabella ‘Bella’ La Mott
came out of her state of catatonia she was already in big trouble
and quickly running out of time to do anything to save the
day.

She didn’t know how it had
happened.

Well--she did and she
didn’t.

She was no spring chicken and,
unfortunately, no stranger to the games men played when they were
looking to get laid and weren’t ‘in’ to commitment.

Which was pretty much every damned man
she’d ever run into--the ‘commitment’ type being a very rare breed
to start with that had begun to go extinct well before her
time.

So ‘it’ happened because she ran into
one of the other rare male individuals that had more than his fair
share of good looks and charm. And used it to take shameless
advantage of women like her who were looking at youth through their
rear view mirror and had lowered her standards until she was
tripping over them.

And she’d fallen for his
song and dance about losing the love his life--his explanation for
being single when he was looking at his youth in his rear view mirror
and was mysteriously single. Still.

So they’d done the horizontal tango and
she’d been pleasantly surprised and impressed--partly because she
hadn’t been laid in forever and had forgotten it was actually fun
once in a while, and partly because he was skilled enough that
she’d managed to cum.

Ok, entirely because of those
circumstances, she’d been convinced he was a real catch--except the
bastard slipped the line almost the moment they touched down. She’d
dropped to sleep in post coital coma and when she’d wakened, the
bastard was gone and had robbed her to boot.

Thankfully, she wasn’t nearly as
trusting a soul as that might suggest, because she’d hidden pretty
much everything of value she had before she let him in the
door.

The bastard had still gotten her tip
jar--which held nearly fifty dollars in change.

And left a deposit that was paying
dividends … and growing.

Of course he was long gone before that
became so evident she couldn’t explain it away anymore so there was
no hope of hitting him up for half the fine.

Because she was pretty sure Don Juan
wasn’t his real name and not having a real name would make it hard
to track him.

It was a ‘careful what you wish for’
thing--very delayed ‘wish granted’.

When she’d actually
been a spring chicken,
she had desperately wanted to have a baby and she’d worked
frantically and saved every penny that didn’t go to survival to
make enough money to get a permit

Unfortunately, she’d put the cart
before the horse.

She’d gotten knocked up without the
permit--which hadn’t really worried her because she’d been saving
for years to get one. She had almost enough to pay the
fine.

And had.

And then she’d miscarried and they’d
‘fixed’ her because she’d gotten pregnant, again, without a permit.
Repeat offender.

But--life went on.

She started saving again--for a
reversal.

And that had brought her right up to
the time she had the one night stand with the bastard and she still
couldn’t figure out how he’d managed to get her knocked up when
she’d supposedly been fixed.

Years earlier.

Truthfully, she’d thought to start with
that fate had totally screwed her and she’d been hit by
menopause--very early reverse puberty--and that explained the
‘problem’ she was having.

She’d had such shit luck, though, that
she finally decided she was just going to have to part with the
money for a black-market pregnancy test--just to be sure she wasn’t
dying.

And it wasn’t
just the
money.

There were some scary motherfuckers in
the black market trade--to say nothing about the fact that they
were known to screw desperate people over.

She sure as hell couldn’t afford to go
to a clinic, though!

She’d end up in jail.

On the other hand, going into the slums
carrying money was practically baiting up for getting your throat
cut and ending up in a ditch somewhere.

If it hadn’t occurred to her that she
could have something way more deadly than pregnant and more
unpleasant that early menopause, she didn’t think she could’ve
gotten up the nerve to look for the black market kit. Once it
dawned her that it could be ‘other’, though, she was fighting a
losing battle with fear.

Desperation was the mother of
inspiration, though.

She needed somebody big and
buggery-looking to scare off the boogie men, she thought, and that
instantly resulted in a possibility.

Escort!

Well, actually that word
popped into her mind and that
instantly gave her a possibility.

Male escorts!

Not a real actual one, of
course.

Mostly those were delicate and more
effeminate than another woman--or at least her--and would probably
expect her to protect him--because they were for the gay men trade.
And she couldn’t imagine a guy that looked like he weighed a
hundred pounds sopping wet would scare anyone. He’d probably just
trip her to keep the bad guys busy while he ran for it.

After a long, deeply disturbing search,
she found a site online that offered refurbished sexdroids as
escorts or toys--for rent. The fee was enough to turn her
completely off the idea, at first, but after stewing over it for
several days and failing to come up with an alternative, she
decided to go back to the site and look at what they had to
offer.

That just about knocked her socks
off.

They had one male--recently
added.

And that one gave her heart
palpitations.

It wasn’t
just that he looked dark
and dangerous--in a totally gorgeous way. He was built like a
bouncer--broad and heavily muscled--everywhere.

She knew this because he was naked and
she could see his everywhere.

She studied him covetously for …. Well
she wasn’t certain how long, but she felt downright lightheaded
when she finally left the page.

For days she wrestled with the cost of
renting him vs. the possibility of getting killed if she went by
herself vs. whether she really needed to get the kit at all and
finally took the leap when she managed to find a co-worker who knew
somebody that knew somebody who knew where to find just about
anything that was illegal to buy.

Fortunately, there wasn’t a soul that
was the least bit suspicious when she said she needed to get the
kit for a friend because, apparently, it didn’t occur to them that
it could possibly be her.

Because she was O.L.D..

And people her age didn’t actually have
sex, right?

Truthfully, not often.

Once she had that information, she went
back to the site and arranged to rent the sexdroid for half a
day--just in case the first place didn’t pan out and she had to
look for another supplier.

And also because half a day was the
bare minimum the bastard would allow for rental.

* * * *

Sebastian HCS 00571 was not certain
where he was or how he had gotten there. The clearest ‘memories’ he
had were of the conflict on Xeno-12. But there was not a great deal
of data from that--at least that he could separate as individual
events. All of it seemed virtually the same and there was not even
much of that--which led him to surmise--true or not--that he was
not on Xeno-12 long.

He had no idea why he was not. There
was nothing even to suggest that the conflict was resolved--or the
war lost.

And then he was put into stasis
again.

Presumably for the trip back to home
base.

He had a smattering of data regarding
programming upgrades.--where he was removed from stasis, placed
upon a work table--presumably repaired and re-programmed and then
returned to stasis.

He thought that that was what it was
because he recalled that the tech working on him had said so.
Although he had not said why he was being reprogrammed.

Then he was in stasis for a
time.

And then he awakened in the lab while
they were programming him again.

And was promptly ordered to shut
down.

When he awakened the next
time, he found himself in a very strange place--feeling things he should not have
felt or thought because he was not created to feel or to think at
all. And, beyond that, he could not recall a time when he had had
that kind of awareness--inside-outside. Before, he had merely recorded and
analyzed. He had not ‘felt’ anything at all.

And that was deeply
disturbing.

He was upright--which did not surprise
or unsettle him. It was standard procedure for cyborg soldiers to
be ready for deployment.

He did not seem to be in a military
warehouse, however.

Because there was a unit directly in
front of him that contained a naked female.

He searched his data banks to identify
the unit and was eventually rewarded with the information that she
was a sex toy or a domestic--or designed for both functions--a
cyborg as he was, but created for entertainment and possibly
household labor rather than war as he had been.

He studied her curiously, wondering if
she was similar to human women as he was similar to human males or
if she was very different.

She certainly did not look like any
female that he had seen--human female.

Not that he was aware of having seen
more than two--both service technicians wearing lab coats. So he
had not actually seen them naked, but he did not think that those
females had breasts nearly as large or a waist nearly as
small.

So both of those things about her
seemed--abnormal.

He could not actually see the
genitals.

He was mildly disappointed about that,
but he decided that must be the way real female genitals were made
since it seemed to be a sexdroid. It would have to be, he was
certain, if the human males had sex with it. He could see just the
beginning of a cleft created by a fold of flesh on either side of
the place between her thighs and presumed that the crevice must go
all the way to the buttocks.

The genitals would be in that
region.

He spent some time trying to decide
what the actual genitals must look like and how a male was supposed
to reach it when it was, apparently, between the legs--not on her
lower belly as his genitals were.

It seemed … illogical for nature to
design them that way.

Taking the position of that crucial
piece of her anatomy into account, the mechanics of the sexual act
defeated him.

And that brought him to another
disturbing conclusion.

He did not have the programming to
perform the sex act or he would not have to guess how sex might be
achieved and therefore he could not have been reprogrammed to be a
sexdroid.

That conclusion both dismayed and
disturbed him.

Why was he in a brothel? Or at least a
place where a sexdroid was stored if he had not been repurposed for
entertainment?

* * * *

Bella was so jittery when the day
arrived that she was to get her kit she was a nervous wreck. And
that was certainly a big part of her nervousness--having to travel
into thug land and purchase contraband from a criminal. And beyond
that, worry about what the test would tell her when she was able to
take it.

Those things paled by comparison,
however, to the prospect of ‘meeting’ her escort--the unnervingly
dark and dangerous, staggeringly handsome Sebastian--as
uncomfortable as it made her to realize that.

It was absurd, of course.

And sad, really, that she’d lived in a
sexless desert so long she could get all worked up about ‘meeting’
a robot. As if he was a real man.

When she didn’t recall ever getting
that wound up about meeting a real man--not even Don
Juan.

He was a robot--not a person--and a sex
worker, at that.

Not a date.

But she was having a really hard time
getting past how absolutely scrumptious he looked.

Such a hard time, in point of fact,
that it had been all she could do to contain herself and only visit
the site once a day … to hang over his image and lust for him and
entertain all sorts of fantasies since she’d made the arrangements
to rent him.

Of course, if she was honest, she
hadn’t actually contained herself.

She’d been compelled to work and she
couldn’t sit in front of a computer staring at him when she was
working.

And she pretty much stayed once she was
connected, so she supposed that really didn’t count as one trip to
the site.

Or maybe it did?

She was sure it was a long session, but
really only one.

It might well have been a dangerous
distraction because she discovered the ‘shop’ offering the male
escort was located in an area that wasn’t the sort of place she
would ordinarily frequent--even if she’d had the money to afford it
and been in the habit of visiting male sexdroids.

The distraction was enough, though, to
prevent her from losing her nerve and bailing out of the
deal.

Not that she could see
that the area was a lot
worse than the neighborhood where she lived, but
….there were gangs of people--men--loitering in little knots up and
down the street and, in her area of the city there were patrols,
occasionally, that routed them and sent them about their
business.

She didn’t see any patrols in the area
around the shop.

Fortunately, she had a robo-driver. He
didn’t balk at setting her down directly in front of the door. She
was able to bail out quickly and dash in--to the security of the
vestibule, at least--and she expected to have her male escort when
she left.


Chapter Two

Despite the time she’d spent
familiarizing herself with the escort, Sebastian, Bella was stunned
catatonic when she ‘met’ him in person. She didn’t think one
thought crossed through her brain. She wasn’t even convinced it
didn’t halt all involuntary bodily functions. From the time he
emerged from the back when the proprietor summoned him till the
moment he came to a halt right in front of her, towering over her,
she didn’t think she breathed or blinked.

Her heart was bounding in her chest
like a deer trying to outrun a hunter, but otherwise …

It was the effort to swallow when her
mouth had gone dry from gaping and the angle she’d been forced to
assume with her head and neck craned at such an awkward angle when
he got close--or rather the sound of the effort--that blinked her
back into real time.

The proprietor was grinning at her when
she reached awareness again and looked around vaguely in dawning
discomfort.

“Big ain’t he?”

Bella blinked at the man, struggling
with a reluctance to agree. She wasn’t certain why, but she gave
into the urge. “Tall. Definitely.” Then she forced her lips into an
artificial smile. “I’m pretty convinced he’ll discourage anyone
from trying … anything unpleasant. But then I already was or I
wouldn’t have paid for him as an escort.”

“As to that … he might as
well be a three hundred pound paperweight. He’s got inhibitors to
prevent him from harming humans”

Bella smiled with an effort. “Good. I
don’t want him to break anybody.”

It almost seemed he would say something
else, but apparently he thought better of it. Instead, he looked
down at his antiquated computer. “Time out is 12:15. You’ll have to
get him back by 4:30 or I’ll have to charge you for a full
day.”

Bella gaped at him, searching her mind.
“I thought I paid for half a day?” she said with just an edge to
her voice.

“Yeah. Business day. Eight
hours is a full day. Four is half.”

Anger flickered through Bella as it
sank in that she was being fucked over. The business claimed they
were open 24 hours and that should mean twelve was a half a day.
Not that she needed him that long, but it was the principle of the
thing. The cost was mind-blowing even on those terms. At four hours
that translated to a hundred an hour … but she resolutely dismissed
it. What she needed to do shouldn’t take more than half that and
she was still getting her money’s worth if she got home again
unscathed.

She still didn’t like it, but by the
time she’d loaded up with him in a taxi for the trip into ‘no man’s
land’ the excitement was back and the anger had faded in her mind
as it switched lanes and began anticipating the
acquisition.

* * * *

Sebastian was not entirely convinced
that he understood what he had overheard being
discussed.

In point of fact, he had not actually
been listening to what was going on around him. He had been focused
inwardly in an effort to understand what had happened to him--was
happening.

He had been confused when he first
awakened as to the circumstances of being in such a strange
place--a place he was certain he should not be. The focus on trying
to find answers had prevented him from the realization, for a
while, that he was ‘feeling’ things when he should not ‘feel’
anything.

Awareness, yes. He had sensors to
detect his surroundings and he had data to correlate to what his
sensors picked up and define those things.

He was not certain at what point that
had changed. He only knew that he abruptly realized that he was not
merely recording and sensing.

He was thinking and feeling.

He had lost all sense of time passing
when he had realized that--because fear replaced everything else
for a time--suspending any ability to analyze what had happened/was
happening. He was not even actually certain of what the fear was
about.

Fear of physical harm was certainly
part of the mix, but for some reason completely unfathomable to
him, the strongest fear seemed to revolve around the possibility of
losing the ‘new thing’ he had discovered about himself.

He might have continued for a good deal
longer to try to understand, but his attention was caught when he
heard his name used in conjunction with a word he was not familiar
with. Escort--Sebastian.

He was not completely
convinced he was the Sebastian that was bring referred to.

He was certainly ‘a’ Sebastian, but he
was only number 571 of a series of ten thousand.

And he was not an escort--of any of the
types defined in his databanks.

He was a HercCS600--a cybornetic
soldier.

On the other hand, he had not seen any
others in the facility where he was being stored.

He had seen a dozen of the female
sexdroids but no other males of any kind, let alone a Sebastian of
the Hercules soldier series.

It had occurred to him to wonder if he
had been reprogrammed to be a sexdroid as he knew the females were,
but he could not find any programming that suggested that. Not even
sims.

Perhaps they
meant to program him, he
had thought then?

The thought alone was enough to make
his entire system go haywire in a way that was almost as unpleasant
and unnerving as it was … exciting, he decided.

Then, when he had begun to anticipate
an upgrade to sexdroid, he was summoned to ‘work’.

Disappointment was already gathering in
his belly like a boulder when he responded to the order, but the
very moment he spied the female waiting for him the budding anger
and disappointment evaporated like mist.

He was not entirely certain of what
sort of things took its place--many things at once that made him
dizzy, made it almost impossible to sort--but … it almost felt like
anticipation for battle.

She was tiny.

The closer he got to her, the tinier he
realized she was until he was standing over her, looking down at
her and feeling … unnerved.

Excited still, but disconcerted--and he
felt awkward and uncoordinated--by the fact that she was so
tiny.

This was a natural human woman, he
thought, mesmerized with her face for many long moments before he
managed to dislodge his gaze and drag it down her length in an all
over scan that missed very little despite the fact that she was
fully clothed.

That was a disappointment--that he had
no view of her flesh--but it gave him a little distance that he
needed, he decided, to properly appreciate her as a
whole.

He did not have to calculate whether or
not he found her pleasing. Everything he scanned made the blood
surge inside of him until he was thoroughly enraptured with
her--and dizzy and disoriented--as if someone had clobbered him
with a building.

The skinny, rat faced man distracted
him.

And he was still so enthralled with the
female that it took several moments for the insult to sink in and
give rise to anger and … resentment when the bastard referred to
him as a three hundred pound paperweight.

He was the most powerful, the most
dangerous weapon ever conceived and built by humans! One of many
thousands, granted, but the equal of all of those thousands and
many times the equal of any human soldier.

He was still fuming about it when the
woman summoned him and he followed her out of the building and onto
the sidewalk.

He studied her while they stood at the
edge of the road--waiting for something she had summoned called a
taxi--which was not in his data banks.

They were standing beside a road,
however, and various transports were moving back and forth along it
and he decided it must be some sort of transport.

Dismissing that, he wrestled with the
urge to defend himself and finally yielded to it--because he did
not want the female he had been admiring to think he was nothing
but a paperweight. “I am a Sebastian in the HCS series--fully
programmed and equipped with AI.”

She looked up at him a little blankly
and then frowned faintly, as if she was going over what he had said
and analyzing it for flaws. “I didn’t know you had AI. That’s good.
Oh! You were responding to that guy’s nasty comment about you being
a three hundred pound paperweight?”

“Yes.”

“Well! You’re a pretty boy
and he’s a nasty worm. You shouldn’t worry about his opinion.
Obviously he’s jealous because you’re so handsome.”

A jolt went through Sebastian. He
wrestled with her comments, trying to decide if she was sincere or
if the comments denoted something else. “You consider that I am
handsome?” He frowned. “Pretty is not the same, is it?”

Bella chuckled with discomfort. “Pretty
is usually what someone would say about a woman and its sort of a
lukewarm compliment for a woman. Maybe a little better than that.
When you’re talking about a man being pretty--it’s kind of like
‘pretty spectacular’. Sometimes, maybe, he’s a pretty boy and
that’s what it means. But not in your case. You’re a very manly
looking man. Handsome--but actually pretty spectacular because
you’ve got a great build, too.”
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