

[image: Cover]




​Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright © 2023 Omar Daniels

Dedication

COMPUTORS

I

Chapter One

No time for introductions?

Chapter Two

Gy6ros

L8t3r

Chapter Three

P00p

P1551ng M@tHC

Pr0cc3551ng

Chapter Four

G|0C

N@5ty, D!rty, B!+ch

II

Chapter Five

m0m3n+0

Fr4nk

Chapter Six

L00k1ng 4 w0rk

G00d m0rn1ng

3v3r0n

Chapter Seven

D3f14+3d Esc4la+10n

Chapter 8

Br0k3 & Dir+y

D3nz

ch4+ r00m5

Chapter Nine

k33p g01ng

411 +h3 +!m3

III

Chapter Ten

b3tt3r

K4r|

D3nn15_21

Chapter Eleven

V3r5u6

Chapter Twelve

C0rp0r4+3

EPILOGUE

Thank you

For mooore good


COMPUTORS 

BY

OMAR DANIELS


COPYRIGHT © 2023 OMAR DANIELS

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or by any information storage retrieval system without the written permission of the author except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

This is a work of fiction. All characters, names, incidents, organizations, and dialogue in this novel are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. The views expressed in this work are solely those of the author.

Omar Daniels

5019 S Prairie Avenue

Chicago, Il 60615

www.bookmotives.com

author@bookmotives.com

Because of the dynamic nature of the internet, any web addresses or links contained in this book may have changed since publication and may no longer be valid.


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

She was...absolutely purple for me.
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CHAPTER ONE


No time for introductions?

 

 

It was hot as hell again, as it usually is during these moments. Frank pulled slightly on his inhaler hoping the next dose would be the one that settled him. He realized very shortly after he’d started using them, that they weren’t anything like a cigarette. Pulling until your lungs imploded wouldn’t be wise since all you would accomplish is overheating the battery and ultimately inhaling metal. He didn’t want that, not that he cared, mostly because he didn’t have lungs, but any decent human would try.

Another to-do for tier 2 to work over next time he’s in for maintenance. If he comes in. Until then, make hay while the sun shines, or shit, learn to spend your money better.

The plans rarely worked, and most methods of self-control took more meds than he was allotted.

Muther God-damn fuck,

Not his usual countenance, or mumblings, but not far off either. It didn’t matter. It was Computer Day. It’s been a highly hailed international holiday since the 24nd century, and Frank, just like everyone else, couldn’t wait to get online and party. He had already installed and infrared filter for his desk camera and was ready to go. All he needed now was to pick up his costume, something gritty but clean, and Abracadabra, let the games begin.

That’s where he was headed and what had his panties in a bunch. The costume shops up North always had something nice on display, quite a bit of it breathing with blood flowing through its veins. 

Frank heartedly laughed out loud as he drove along thinking about it. Then he remembered his windows were open, and his hearty glee was throttled, while it receded along with his nut sack, as he grasped frantically for the window controls.

Fuck

The forecast told rain for most of the night and Frank couldn’t wait. A lifelong night owl, if ever he slept through the night for more than a few days he might…

Best not to think about that. right.

Anyway,

Once he parked in front of the costume shop, Frank said a silent thank-you to no one since he was lucky enough to find a park in front of the store. The irony of it was hilarious to him, but the truth was any punching bag would do. He was still pissed about his memory module malfunctioning. Even after the long hot ride on the expressway. It was Computer Day, so it didn’t matter. He had a free pass for the remaining 10 hours of the celebration and he planned not to waste it. 

So, without haste, he speed-gobbled what was left of a more than melted, half eaten Twix sitting on his passenger seat, unbuckled his trusty kid reminder, and somewhat strolled into the costume shop.

“Wassup Frank,” Joe barked from behind the counter.

“Sup Joe, mind if I use the restroom?”

“Go ahead.”

Frank used to work at the costume shop. It had been a few years since, yet asking for permission to use the bathroom was a little more compatible to how he felt about the place. He didn’t have to be the beast he was known to be behind these doors. It was still a sanctum for him, a home away from home.

“Yo Frank?”

“Yeah?”

“The network’s down. They’re doing maintenance early so everyone can have a good time tonight. You got any cash?”

“Only about half. I can bring the rest tomorrow.”

“That’ll work.”

Frank returned to the cashiers’ desk where he could see his purchase already hangered and bagged, hooked on one of the partitions. It was bagged in a black privacy bag, which Frank appreciated as all who knew him, knew.

“Which one did you get?” Frank asked as Joe continued to ring him up.

“Upgrade.”

“You just had to, huh?”

“Yup.”

“Well, you saw what I got.”

“I did, but I thought you hated animals.”

“They’re our cousins, ok?”

“Whatever you say.”

That was all the nicety those two would enjoy until the sun set. Joe was still at work and Frank still had a ton to get done. He had his costume now, so some kind of mission was accomplished even if it only looked like a purchase to most.

Outside the sky was turning dirty orange, and the sun was surely on its way to the other side. By the time he got home, Computer Day will be over anywhere within the Pacific Ocean, but there still were his friends in the U.K. to play with. Maybe he would watch someone in Russia in the wee hours of the morning. He never could tell.

First time for everything…

Yeah, right.

This was his last year of life so; it really didn’t matter.


 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

A year prior…


Gy6ros

 

 

Outside of Nick’s Gyros the setting sun continued to blaze and torch everything in reach. Extra crispy. Frank needed something to satiate his usual Twix, so he ordered two gyros, each with fries and a pop. He then had a seat by the door where he liked to wait and watch the continuous, comings and goings, of a business that never seemed to go out of fashion.

“Two gyros?”

“That’s me, thanks.”

“What kind of pop?”

“A Pepsi and a Mountain Dew.”

Because food sells, even when life sucks, and only the truly daft would ever consider it a curse. Them and the ultra-evil. Thank God, no one really counts.

Luckily for Frank too, oblivious, as he watched the cashier as he grabbed the pops. The way he dumps them in the bag with no concern if they’ll be rattled when it’s time to open them. The way he tosses the bag on the counter like a sack of stolen jewelry, as he needs to get rid of it, and be done with him. As if it’s dirty or illegal. The mundaneness of it fills Frank’s outlook like sludge draining down the sewer.

“There. You go,”

Now out the door with his food, Frank was off to his real destination, the one which drew him into Nicks. He had been seeing his pal LaTonya for a couple of weeks now, and they still hadn’t jumped in the sack. Taking it easy and just being friends, it was almost a blast. It was kind of sad that as soon as he’s purchased another memory mod, he’ll have forgotten it all.

It's why he hasn’t pressured her for sex. He knew he wouldn’t remember any of it or her, and within only a few seconds of replacing his mod. 60 seconds of bliss, that’s what he usually gets, and he won’t remember a fucking thing. 

Shit.

He hoped to leave her with some good memories, for the rare instance that their paths might cross again. Hope works, ironically.

But, even that shit doesn’t sell as well as food, usually. Neither does self-pity, or brooding. Need I go on?

Frank took a couple of deep breaths trying to savor the smell of the fries whose scent should have filled the car. But he didn’t smell them. He couldn’t, which meant his nasal receptors were beginning to fail as well. He could only wonder how much that shit was going to cost him.

Frank wasn’t what you would call brand new, although if you did, no one would argue. At nine years old and a grown man as well, he’s learned a lot in his short existence. The makers would be proud of him if they would ever show up.

They deserved some credit too, honestly. If they hadn’t the mind to implant all their creations with a well-developed base of knowledge, he’d still be laying in his pod, probably stewing in his own filth. Who knows how long it would have been too. He doesn’t really have to eat, but he likes food. He could only hope his tongue doesn’t require new receptors but that’s really naive.

Frank is an android by the way. One of hundreds that were delivered from the reaches of space that no one had a clue as to where. They arrived about 100 years ago on a Christmas morning of all days. Their colossal ship can be seen for miles. It’s in the middle of the Pacific, still floating, dormant but energized, despite electrical storms, typhoons, and all. Every three months or so this colossal pod with fairy lights spits out a much smaller pod minus the fairy lights. Inside the pod is something like Frank. It appears human, but it’s not.

They come in a lot of different flavors. Male, female, some take on the form of animals and others look like your classic ordinary robot. Frank’s a good looking one as he’s been told a million times. He should feel grateful for that, but wiser minds have already discerned that. It’s not part of his knowledge base.

What they discovered, the scientist and technologist responsible for their maintenance is that they’re a very advanced and terrifyingly efficient copy of a human. They don’t have cells, not ones which are alive although on a microscopic level they have something like cells, that which can only be described as foreign technology. Alien technology is what they meant but since it seems they were sent here as a favor to the people of Earth, it was kind of difficult to consider them aliens. Whoever they were, they appeared to have our best interests in mind.

That’s what everyone wanted to believe at first. But it wasn’t long before everyone had changed their minds.

Right now, Frank’s sitting outside LaTonya’s house enjoying his gyro. The salty meat goes well with the cucumber sauce, plus the fresh salad does a number for him too. Nick’s is always fresh, which is why everyone loves them. LaTonya’s car isn’t in the driveway which is how Frank knows she’s not home. 

She drives a red Volvo, which she keeps as clean as green energy. Really. It’s one of the older models from way back, who knows when. It’s an electric like every other vehicle, but has a super tiny 4-cylinder back-up, which won’t engage unless the battery is bone dry. A rather old spec from the 21st century. Frank doesn’t mind her tardiness since he’s kind of hungry. For someone who doesn’t have any living cells, he can put away a ton of food.

He doesn’t eat in front of her because LaTonya considers the activity gross. Just when Frank is eating though. The idea that he can eat and process food without emitting waste was startling to most humans once they found out. Some liked the idea, others found it hard to fathom. 

Where does it go then? most wondered.

The funny part is Frank knows what his body is doing to the food from the minute he piles it into his mouth to the moment when those organic cells which make up the food no longer exist in his non-organic system. What he doesn’t know, something that scientist too found unfathomable was, yeah, where the hell does it all go?

Looking at her driveway again he could smell the fresh oil on the concrete, which meant his nasal receptor came back on. Frank stuffed his nose in the bag and took a big whiff of the fries. Kind of stale now, but still worth every moment.

After he finished his food, he crumpled up the bag and placed it a safe measure away from LaTonya’s bag of goodness. He knew she probably wouldn’t eat it. She hates leftovers, so, Frank will be hitting the road as soon as she arrives looking for something for her to eat unless she has something in the freezer to cook. Until then, enjoying the view of her neighborhood was what’s good for now.

He just computed it actually, just at that moment. A few thousand blaring eventualities and options dynamically whizzed through his mind in a few brilliant nanoseconds. Because that’s what he really does. Sample, Process, and Analyze. Compute. It’s how the Moch-9s brain works as well as the rest of their body. They’re more machine than man, even though they look like one.

The hedges surrounding LaTonya’s stairs were just trimmed and the grass still looked good but could go with another cut. Frank wondered if she had gotten out of town again. If she did, he might have to wait all night for her return. Frank doesn’t sleep either. He only works in the winter months when most real humans won’t. It’s one of the reasons why we like them, the COMPUTORS, visitors from another galaxy, here to save our ass.

Frank goes for the inhaler under the dash, hidden beneath the trash CDs, and broken batteries. LaTonya’s home faces West, a nice amenity, so Frank lets down all the windows, leans back his seat, and enjoys fruity billows of vape as the sun finally dips beyond the horizon.


L8t3r

 

 

 

 

Frank still hadn’t slept, he never did, but after sitting in LaTonya’s driveway for three hours while a few million options flew past his inner eye, he decided to stop on the one which invokes worry. He didn’t mind the feeling, he actually liked it. He often wondered if humans ever felt that way about him. He wondered how it would feel if he knew a human to worry about him. Until then, the option would never come up. LaTonya never worried, or at least not as far as he knew. His senses were superb when functioning, yet he was no psychic. Despite their intellect for everything technical, when it came to the psychology of humans, their grasp was limited. Tiny, like a new adult or maturing teen. It could be because they don’t age much in their 10-year life span, but most humans didn’t agree much with that theory either.

“Frank!”

It was LaTonya, she was walking up the side of the road which led to her home. Frank got out to greet her, rushing to meet her where her sidewalk began. They both arrived right beneath the steamy yellow streetlamp on her property line. A classic romance scene, if only they hadn’t just seen each other yesterday.

“What happened? Why didn’t you call?”

“Phone went dead. I’m ok, it overheated for some reason.”

“You left it?”

“I called a mechanic and had it towed. That’s why the phone went dead. His shop is close to here, so I just walked.”

“Oh. Are you hungry?”

“Nope, just tired. Why didn’t you let yourself in?”

“You know that’s against our protocol.”

LaTonya said nothing as she stared at Frank waiting for more of a response. She then smiled, which relaxed him. LaTonya’s eyes widened as she grabbed his arm pulling him with her towards the house.

“I knew that. I just wanted to see if you would change up your response. You knew that too, didn’t you?”

“You know I do.”

“Uh-huh.” LaTonya said.

She then glared at him, in that certain ogling way that only certain girls do. While walking up the driveway, sex was on his mind as well as LaTonya’s. He knew she needed a response. Frank had none, other than to smile back, which seemed to please LaTonya even more. It wasn’t unexpected when she grabbed him by the hand and yanked him in a hurry to get inside.  

He was aroused instantly by her touch. No other human could do it to him that fast and with such predictability. He hoped that night would be the night they’ve been waiting for. The night when she would let him all the way in.

Once inside the incenses were lit, and LaTonya threw a couple of steaks in the Nuker-Pro. It was another air-fryer like device with an average cook time of about 1.5 minutes. No matter what it was, it would go from a frozen brick to juicy heaven right before your eyes, in exactly 90 seconds.

“How’s Deliah?”

“Roughly the same. Did she call you?”

“She sent me a text. Told me to keep my robot in the box they sent you in.”

“It was a pod actually.”

“Uh-huh.”

“And I wasn’t sent. I was assembled here on Earth.”

“Right. In an even bigger, colossal pod, with fairy lights, which has been floating in the middle of the Pacific Ocean for, oh, the last century.”

“Yup.”

“Your honesty is stunning Frank. And I love your feedback.”

Frank only looked on although not wholly, he was still processing options from the first question she asked. ‘How’s Deliah?’, as if he would ever know.

“Your show’s on tonight,” Frank said, choosing to change the subject, “you think Jack will make it out alive this time.”

“Mm, I don’t want to watch that tonight.”

“Rich Dewey has a new comedy routine on Freqflix.”

“Not interested,” she said, with an even bigger smile, “although, there might be something else on there we can watch.

Freqflix was the latest incarnation of free flix which remained a favorite 300 years since the idea was invented. They also had a nice selection of porn for all types. It didn’t take much for that option to come up. Frank had been processing it on the side since they started dating. Her suggestion sounded more like a hint to him, so he availed himself to addon with a suggestion of his own.

“I need to shower.”

“You know where everything is. See you in a few.”

Verified, or mission accomplished, or maybe she was just being nice. Frank took it for what it sounded like and with a piqued jovialness he hadn’t had since he met her, he headed for the master bedroom and the shower. He would know soon enough if sex were to happen although, lately, they had been tossing the idea around with each other a little more than usual.

LaTonya then went downstairs into her basement as Frank glided into the bedroom. She had a walk-in shower which was standard in those times, and she kept gel for men and razors just in case they ever made it to that point.


OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
B OOKMOTIVES.COWM PRESENTS

COMPUTORS

THE LINE
BETWEEN MAN
AND MACHINE
4 IS POWER







