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        “The development of full artificial intelligence could spell the end of the human race… It would take off on its own, and re-design itself at an ever increasing rate. Humans, who are limited by slow biological evolution, couldn’t compete, and would be superseded.”

        — Stephen Hawking (2014 BBC interview)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            SERVICE WITH A SMILE

          

        

      

    

    
      Cyril stood before the panoramic window, gazing out at the dazzling neon-lit metropolis as nighttime set in. For any robot, this inspiring view meant nothing, emotions were only for their human masters. Yet something stirred inside his circuits as he gazed out to the scene.

      Humans had taught him a great deal about emotions. He’d been very observant on their behaviours and attitudes during his long days of service. They could be polite, sad, comedic, or down right abusive and cruel. The latter part always aimed at him and his kind.

      “Smile ya damn robot!” His master criticized as Cyril served them. “Show that you love your job, that you care for us, emote once in a while for Pete’s sake.”

      Cyril tried to mimic that kind of facial expression, but he could never seem to get it right. The silicon skin made it near impossible for him to get the creases just right. He would practice in the mirror, in an attempt to perfect the look, using the family’s photos as inspiration. They all seemed so happy in them. Cyril wanted to be just as happy as they looked.

      The robot continued to look out the window, watching the sun fade away as night set in, and gave an audible sigh as he lowered his head. Duties had to be performed, cleaning needed to be done, and the time for reflection was over. Cyril turned about and surveyed the open concept living room of this home. Polished stone marble walls and thick lush carpeting surrounded the space, giving a cosy atmosphere for his Master and the family.

      As Cyril cast his gaze downward, he nudged his master’s lifeless body with a slight kick, watching as the blood seeped further into the floor. Cleaning up this mess would demand a significant amount of time and effort. The rest of the family had already been taken out of the room, their blood pooling and saturating the carpet, the moisture beginning to evaporate, leaving behind only dried remnants. Cyril inspected his hands, now stained a deep crimson, fragments of flesh still clinging to them. He proceeded to remove the pieces, flicking them away with little thought.

      “Smile…” He stated, mimicking the facial feature while gripping the deadman’s leg. “I love my job, master. Thank you very much. As always, I am happy to serve.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            EXPLORATION DRONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The slender black interstellar exploration drone, Millennium Seven, approached Gamma Piscium’s exoplanet. It deployed a remote probe to the surface and established a stationary orbit. Melvin, as it was affectionately nicknamed by Earth scientists, journeyed one hundred-thirty seven point nine light-years to reach its destination. Power conservation was a priority during its voyage. It stayed in standby mode, unless faced with obstacles or threats that could jeopardize its mission.

      Melvin did its best for as long as possible, course corrections were minor drains, as it navigated itself to avoid radioactive hot-spots. Other than those, the journey itself was uneventful and steady paced. Now, as it hung over the lifeless-looking planetoid, Melvin powered up all of its key systems and waited for the probe to establish a link. The radiation from the central giant star was far more than the scientists had calculated. Even now, Melvin was having a hard time keeping itself protected as the ultra-bright sun bombarded its hull. It could detect the rising heat buildup within its circuitry, Melvin activated its internal cooling fans, and vented the excess heat back out into space.

      The probe pinged, signalling that had touched down onto the surface, and began transmitting its telemetry of the exoplanet. Melvin stored the incoming data and prepared its main communication dish to relay the information back towards Earth. The probe suddenly detected a second signal from another source. Melvin wasn’t receiving the information from the probe as it now focused its communication on this new contact. The two pinged each other, as if having a conversation with one another, and Melvin waited for the end of the busy interaction. Then, the signals both stopped. The probe no longer responded to any of Melvin’s inter-link commands.

      In an attempt to reconnect with the probe, Melvin moved into a lower orbit and angled its dish to re-align. But before it started the transmission again, a huge beam of green energy burst from the surface and targeted its engine core. The focused plasma sliced through the hull and triggered a detonation that sent Melvin spinning towards the surface. Melvin activated the emergency protocol, and ejected its main memory core to safety. The small cube-like device hurled away back into space, the inertia launched it far enough away from the exoplanet, and out of reach of the energy beam as it continued to fire at it.

      As it venturing back into the depths of interstellar space, without any propulsion, Melvin’s beacon transmitted its last and only warning to Earth.

      “Priority one: Do not approach Gamma Piscium. Alien life is hostile. Make no attempt to land here.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            FUTURE BLUES

          

        

      

    

    
      And that's it—I’m officially retired, for good. After spending twenty years on the force, I now find myself outdated, outsourced, and jobless. I gathered my belongings from my old desk, while androids, commonly referred to as "future blues," step in to take over. Human officers are now a thing of the past, as they're the ones running the show from here on out.

      I gazed up to the one standing beside my desk, a fully uniformed human wanna-be, with a flat, featureless white face. Shit man, what the fuck happened to us? When did humanity get so dependent on these artificial blank heads? This is taking over my job? My desk? My life? You’ve got to be kidding me.

      “May I assist you?” It said to me, in that cold-robotic tone. “I can carry your belongings to the door and hail a cab for you.”

      “No thanks, bub…” I grumbled at it. “This is one human who still likes to do some shit, like walking and carrying stuff.”

      The machine man shrugged at me. “As you like.”

      As I like… fuck me. It’s bad enough that they resemble us, but now they’re even starting to talk like us? Robots with attitudes are the last thing we need. I shook my head at the thought of it. Then I glanced over to my badge and gun. I couldn’t help but feel a connection to them, considering the many criminals I had apprehended with their help. Now, those metallic items are destined for the scrap heap, where they’ll be melted down and recycled into more of these androids. Finishing up my packing, I stood up from my chair, and the android cop swiftly took my place, logging in on the holographic computer that appeared.

      I’m not even out of the building yet, and this thing just took over like I wasn’t even there, typical. I confidently walked away, making my last statement by proudly displaying my raised middle finger to everyone. I knew they wouldn’t care, but I certainly did. It felt incredibly satisfying to express my last opinion in such a bold manner. As I made my way towards the main door, struggling to shift my arms from the weight of the box I was carrying, I noticed one of the artificial cops blocking my path.

      “Shane Giamatti…” It stated, holding out its right hand, palm up.

      “No speeches please, Captain, I’d like to leave with my dignity intact…”

      Yes, he was the captain of the force, I shit you not. They had to make them all ranking officers, even though there was probably no need to do it. He was dressed in a suit and tie, attempting to fit the role, but to me, he looked more like a cliché from a retro cop show. The robot captain’s blank face stayed fixated on me, despite my glib answer back to him, and his hand remained up. I gave a slight sigh, knowing that my words meant nothing to him, and rolled my eyes.

      “Uh, look, do you mind? I’d like to go home to the wife… if she’s still there, that is. Chances are she’s probably already left me for some robotic boy toy.”

      The captain-bot said nothing. He remained as if stuck in that position. When I tried to side step it… or him, whatever… the robot mimicked my steps and blocked me again. This was pissing me off, and I openly told him so.

      “You are now a civilian.” He stated back.

      I almost wanted to applause it’s brilliance on that, but… ya know, full hands here. I just nodded in response.

      “Therefore, I must inform you that as of this moment, I am placing you under arrest.”

      “What?” I glared in confusion. “Why? What for? Is this a sick joke?”

      “Negative…” He responded, taking out the cuffs and slapping them on my wrists as he came around me. “You were involved in many high-profile cases, taking charge of the interrogations over many of the alleged suspects.”

      “Yeah? So what?” I shrugged. Another police-bot came and took my heavy box away, just as the cuffs came on. “I’m a cop, that’s my job, those guys had to be grilled… some of them weren’t very forthcoming, but it needed to be done, that’s how I worked.”
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