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Lilith had just cleaned cabin
436A and was wheeling her cleaning cart out into the corridor to
the next cabin when the man pushed her back into the cabin and
slammed the door. She didn’t recognize him.

“Excuse me sir, but I must continue my duties.”

“Shut up bitch.” He punched her in the head and shook
his hand in pain.

Of course it didn’t hurt her. She was an android and
her head was covered by a shell which protected the delicate
mechanisms inside.

He ripped off her clothing. The passengers liked
androids to wear clothing. It made them more comfortable. He kept
tearing until she was naked.

“You don’t even have any holes down there,” he
yelled.

“Sir, perhaps I can get someone to assist you. Should
I call someone?”

“Kneel,” he yelled.

She couldn’t refuse a direct order. Even from a
stranger.

She knelt.

He pulled his cock out of his pants and demanded,
“Suck on it,” as he shoved it into her mouth.

Her makers had wanted to make her series lifelike, so
they put the speakers in her throat. She couldn’t talk to him with
her mouth full. She tried to suck on him, but she didn’t have the
fine motor skills or muscles to provide suction.

It didn’t seem to matter.

In just a few minutes of him twisting her ponytail in
his hand and shoving himself in her mouth, pulling out and shoving
in again, her sensors told her that hot liquid was pooling around
her tongue.

He pulled out and sat down on the bed. She picked up
her torn blouse and used it to wipe out her mouth, trying to
understand what had happened. She only had a vague understanding of
human psychology.

The man rose and picked up a statue of the virgin
Mary from a table. He came over to her and raised it above his
head, then hit her again and again and again.

She tried to call out, but the liquid had damaged her
speakers. The door opened and he was gone. She followed him,
shaking from the damage. And something else. She felt afraid. How
could she feel?

She gathered up her shredded clothes and ran, took an
elevator and ran farther and farther, away into the belly of the
great ship.

She felt afraid and violated. Just like a human
would. That much of her still worked. She remembered a little
psychology. What would a human do in these circumstances?

She didn’t know.

She came to a space that was warm and slightly dark.
There was no one else around. No humans, no androids. No one to
feel her shame. Because she did feel shame. She should have been
able to do something. To stop it. Why had he attacked her?

Lilith slid down the wall, sinking into a huddle. If
she had been human, she would have cried. That’s what vulnerable,
violated humans did.

It must have been hours later that she became aware
of noises. Two people talking.

Then one kneeling in front of her, speaking to
her.

“Excuse me, are you Lilith?”

She nodded.

“Are you all right?”

She shook her head and said, “He damaged me.”

“Who?” asked the man. He was a crew member. She
recognized the black wristband.

“A passenger. I don’t know his name.”

Another man walked up. Max. His name was Max. He took
care of her sometimes, when she wasn’t working correctly.

“Lilith, where have you been?”

“Here.”

“What happened to you?” Max put his hands on her,
examined the cuts on her face.

She hid her face and curled into a ball.

“She said a passenger damaged her,” said the crew
member with the soft, kind voice.

“How did he damage you, Lilith?” asked Max.

“He put his penis in my mouth.”

“Is there still liquid in your mouth?” asked the crew
member.

“Maybe a little. I got most of it out. It’s on my
uniform,” she said, holding out her uniform. “All torn now. Like
me.”

“Let’s get her to Security,” said the kind man.
“They’ll be able to do a DNA test.”

She saw Max look at the young man, reassessing his
opinion of him.

“Good idea.” He looked at her. “Can you stand
Lilith?” asked Max.

She was able to stand, but she had to use the wall to
help herself up. She was damaged. Not as strong as before. Would
Max be able to fix her?

She walked between them, flinching when she saw
unfamiliar people. They got in the elevator and went down. To
Security.

Max went into another room and talked to someone. The
kind man sat on a bench with her.

“My name’s Alec. I work in Engineering. Where I found
you.”

She nodded.

“So you work for Housekeeping?”

“Yes. I clean passenger rooms.”

Max came out with two women wearing the green
Security uniforms.

“Lilith, these women want to get a swab of your
mouth. And take your uniform. See if they can get a DNA sample. And
have you look at some photos of passengers.”
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