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“Quentin Owl, you never cease stirring up
trouble,”

Syrene, the red-head android, carefully
studied the hole on the girl's arm.

“If he intended to dispose her, why did he
mark her as his own?”

Her Crotonian assistant suggested, "Maybe
that's because...he built her.”

She paused for a moment, thinking, and then
she scoffed.

"Then he should have kept her. He's a
collector of Victorian things, remember?"

Outside the dingy apartment complex, the
hybrid vegetation had begun to chew away at the building's
infrastructure. The androids with red facepaint were congregating
in one half of the street, holding up signs of protest. On the
other side, the peacekeeping androids were readying their weapons
in case they had to destroy the red radicals. It didn't take long
for the first gunshot to go off, and when it did, the booming sound
made Syrene and Hedrick jump in fright.

"Jeez!" Hedrick rubbed the back of his
neck.

Syrene shook her head at the disgrace of her
people.

"it's genocide out there." she says.

She hears the sound of thundering
footsteps--probably Quentin's brother, Yigin, rushing upstairs.
When the door burst open and he ran in, she found herself becoming
extremely annoyed at him.

"Is she ready?"
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