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	Chapter One.


	 


	Bexhill City. AD 2295


	Robot Smith.


	Bella Cauldar entered the building and handed in the two blasters and her stunner to a dark-skinned individual standing behind the security desk. She looked at the robot intently, for he reminded her of someone. She wasn’t familiar with all the male robot figures her grandmother produced and decided to check the catalogue as soon as she saw her. 


	As their eyes met, the skin around his eyes crinkled with a smile that was genuine – although the material was synthetic – as the smile would be an exact copy of the owners, just like the voice and mannerisms. The lips parted and she heard his velvet tones, “Greetings, ADA Cauldar, the DA is expecting you.” 


	She said, “I wish to tender my resignation, what do I have to do?”


	He answered softly, “Yes, I have been duly informed and the DA is expecting you.”


	“What’s your name?”


	“My robot name is Smith, ADA Cauldar. Will Smith, to be precise.”


	She nodded and walked off to the elevator trying to place the robot. Now where have I heard that name and that voice and where have I seen that cute face before?


	*


	She walked into the room wondering how she should word her resignation and gazed with mixed emotions at Diver in her late boss’s seat. So she’s making it easy for me. 


	She stopped in front of the desk and Diver told her without preamble, “DA Helen Taylor has deserted her post. Her flyer returned unoccupied along with her badge of office and I have been appointed DA in her place. Now, I hear you wish to resign, a pity really, as you excel in extermination, as shown on your first assignment.” 


	He pointed to his flat screen. “Taylor sent in a glowing report together with an explicit video.” He smiled knowingly, and she realized he must have seen the whole show including her sexual activities with a human, instead of using a robot bodyguard with whom she could ‘fake it’, probably from start to finish, as all visuals and vocals were kept intact for the archives. He asked her pleasantly, “Do you wish to continue?”


	She felt an anger burning deep down inside her, and at this moment she hated, no, she despised man, all men, his selfish lust, his proud erection, his demanding aggressiveness, and she longed to be back safe and warm in Helen’s embrace. 


	She called out, startling him, “Yes, damn you, yes.”


	*


	From the blue depths, two images rose together and broke the glass-smooth surface of the indoor pool. One of them, a blond-haired female, gasped for air. The other, her copious dark red hair floating in a long mane around her said casually. “Five minutes, not bad for a beginner.” 


	               The other, panting said, “I don’t know how you do it, Bella, my love.” 


	               “Years of practice, Janet,” she said, “come on, let’s dry off,” and swam to the side. As they climbed out, Bella shoved her companion on the butt to help her, bringing on a fit of giggles from both of them. 


	               They stood together on the tiles, smiling, gazing at one another, the water from their hair trickling down their naked bodies. Bella’s dark mane reached down to her waist, whereas the others golden locks barely reached her shoulders. They faced each other and giggled, once more. They quietened down, came closer and kissed without touching. The first kiss was soft and light, the second had more pressure, the third, longer, brought them together, hands on arms as their tongues entwined, tasting, and probing. 


	They broke off and lay back thighs spread wide their vaginal openings leaking freely.


	 


	They broke off and sat down on their towels. Janet said, “Bella, why do you treat me so, you are so good for me?”         


	               Bella smiled lasciviously and said, “I like you, but I don’t like your boyfriend, he’s a frigging jerk.” 


	               “Do you know I‘ve fallen in love with you?” 


	                “You shouldn’t say that.”


	               Janet smiled and lay back on her bath towel and parted her thighs. “Don’t you love me?” 


	              Bella smiled as she knelt by her lover and whispered as she stroked the inside of her thighs with her fingertips, “I love to seduce the boss’s girl because she tells me he can’t satisfy her, but if you mean do I care for you, then the answer is yes, I care if you are happy, or if you are sad and it warms me to know you care for me too” 


	               Janet sighed. “I thought maybe you loved me?” 


	               Bella regarded her. Why does she confuse sex with love, poor kid? “I have told you I care for you and I care for you more than you can imagine, we have known each other for over two years and I have no other lover, is that not enough?  I like your body as much as I like a man’s, but at this very moment I care not for one single male.”


	               “Do you still love Helen?”


	               She ceased her ministrations as her mind turned to her ex-lover. Where are you Helen, were you afraid of our love for one another? “Yes, of course I still love her, but she, unlike me does not care for the male sex at all, so we parted as friends.”


	               Janet sighed as Bella’s fingers stroked her once more. “I wish you would give my dear boyfriend a few tips, he’s so clumsy, and he is as you said, ‘a frigging jerk’.” 


	               Bella said, “Tell him yourself, and leave him guessing, tell him what I do, I mean, tell him you imagine him doing it, for if you told him about me he would go bananas, and I’d be getting the shittiest of jobs.”         


	In between moans, Janet did one of her little girl gestures with her mouth and said, “Couldn’t you, er, show him?” 


	               Bella didn’t answer, she had no intention of approaching Diver on such an intimate matter, her stomach churned at the very thought and instead she thought of Jason, her occasional lover of yesteryear, she had seen him at the local baths with several young women and he had smiled in recognition. She remembered the nearness of his wonderfully erotic body at their last and only meeting years ago. 


	She thought of her, Janet, and Jason naked together. Now that would be something. I wonder if we should. Her blood boiled at the thought and she said hoarsely, “I would like to introduce you to an old acquaintance of mine, a young Adonis named Jason; it would brighten your life, why we could even make up a threesome.” She added. “Wait till you see Jason, he has amazing stamina and his cock is something to rave about, once he’s had you, you will desert Diver. Can you imagine the three of us together?”


	Janet said, “I would go anywhere and do anything with you, but, be honest, in your heart, you do love me, but are afraid to say how much or even why.” 


	She smiled. ‘I love you for your innocent honesty and your faithful compassion. My darling gentle Janet, you will never know how much I love you’ then she wiped away a tear and kissed her on the mouth, her tongue probing.




	 


	 


	Chapter Two.


	Change of duty.


	It appeared that another poor sap had fallen foul of delinquency and that meant having your throat cut or your skull shattered, before or after being robbed and raped, or both, despite your gender. 


	               Bella nodded to the six-man security team who stood around the corpse, gesticulating as if passing judgment on the way the assailant had performed its task, leaving her to walk unhurriedly out of the “momentarily secure” security car park. 


	               With Janet’s cries still echoing in her head, and with the memory of their tearful parting, she walked briskly along the hot deserted avenue. Dust devils played with the litter and she looked up at the giant glass and concrete sentinels who ignored her passing. 


	               Suicide skaters and pedal bikers whizzed along the stone-paved street in both directions as she headed towards the huge, white stone building two blocks away, her place of work, eight hundred meters square, and six hundred meters high. She lifted the brim of her hood and gazed at the pale cloudless sky through her multi-ray-banishers and she wondered if the ozone layer would ever return to its natural state. 


	               She was angry at the way humanity had treated its birthplace. Years ago, when you mentioned Global Warming and the freak weather, Global Dimming with its dirty air and the permanent cloud cover, the people at the top of the power ladder had, literally speaking, looked down in belligerence and said, ‘You wanted to fly across the sky, you wanted fast cars and energy for your heating, cooking, and entertainment, so don’t blame us for giving you what you demanded.’ 


	               She knew that greed and corruption were the main culprits, together with human frailty. Not only that, the only answer to reducing the world’s population through space travel was turned down through ignorance and suspicion, and later on resulted in the loss of the cream of Earth’s highest intellectuals. 


	               She thought about how she would manage things if she had the power, she had some ideas, but most of them were illegal.  


	               She looked ahead at her objective and laughed aloud as two pedal bikers playing the old game of “chicken” crashed head-on a dozen meters in front of her. They both finished up lying in one tangled heap, bleeding profusely, with their PC’s beeping loudly, calling for medi-help. 


	               She ignored the senseless, bloody pair and walked on, feeling the heat of the morning sun through her dark scarlet, skin-tight syntho-silk suit, made of the same material as her matching cloak and gloves that reflected the deadly infra-red rays while allowing the more gentle ultra-violet rays through to tan the skin beneath. 


	               Cursing Sol, she quickened her pace and hurried along and ran up the approaching steps three at a time, springing on her dark red Nikes, her breasts bouncing joyfully in union. Bella Cauldar, one of Bexhill City’s Assistant District Attorneys, aimed her PC, strapped to her wrist, at the security doors and they opened obediently as she neared them. 


	               She slipped through them gratefully and they closed fiercely behind her with a regretfully sounding hiss. She welcomed the coolness and the shadow of the vast hallway, its ornately arched walls rising six stories above her. 


	               Red eyes watched intently, following her, informing the presence of weaponry to the main computer as she walked swiftly to the security check-in before the alarms sounded and the multiple tight-beamed stun guns took aim. 


	               She handed her Rodex blaster and stunner, still in their holsters, over to the robot, which was an exact copy of Walt Smith, that late and great, and famous, all-American Shakespearian actor who had turned down a second term in office as President of the CSA in order to return to some ‘serious’ acting. 


	               He smiled at her disarmingly and said, “Good morning, DA Cauldar, and thank you.” 


	               She slipped back her hood and undid the clasp at her throat, she removed the long cloak and hung it over her arm and replied, “Good morning, handsome, and please call me Bella,” wishing she could have been born in the time of the original ‘Big Wallie’ and regretting he was not here in this day and age. She eyed his features. Now he’s the sort of man I could really fall for.


	               Still dreaming of a passionate encounter with him, she walked towards the jet-lift and removed her bans’, dropping them into her cape pocket. If she turned around she would have seen the receptionist with the same dreamy look on his face, his eyes focused on her butt in its second skin, as she waltzed off.


	               As she stood before the opening she stated her destination, “Level eight hundred and ninety.” The barely discernable protective force field diminished, and she stepped into the black chasm. 


	               She had the impression of some invisible force pressing down upon her as she rose up the shaft. Seconds later, she stood before a well-lit opening and stepped out. She stopped at a plasti-wood door in cherry-wood design. The red eyes scanned her body while other devices identified her irises as she tapped one of her trainers on the wooden floor, and the seconds slipped by. She cursed inwardly, knowing who was causing the delay and why. 


	               Then the door opened, and she walked on through into a large room across a thick-carpeted floor. At the far end of the room, a well-dressed man sat behind a massive black marble desk, appearing, as he would have done in his early forties. The new First State of America’s District Attorney, her boss, Ralf Diver. He spoke, “You’re early,” was his first greeting, followed by a curt, “Mornin’, Bella.” 


	               Her brow puckered slightly and warning bells jangled in her head, he always called her by her first name when he had some shitty job for her, probably another legal assassination. She answered cordially. “Good morning, sir, you know I hate missing anything.” 


	               The man, dressed in a black twentieth century style double-breasted suit and a stiff high-collared black syntho-silk shirt, smiled thinly, and nodded, he said vaguely. “Yes, I keep forgetting.” He paused and looked at the report he forgot to send to her office at home yesterday, he leaned forward, placed his elbows carefully onto his desk and steepled his hands, intending to prolong the agony. “And how is Grandmother these days?” 


	               Bella nodded and said, forcing pleasantness into her tone, “She is fine sir, and she is looking forward to speaking with you at the earliest opportunity.” He was, as she thought he would be, taken aback and she wondered now what his reaction would be, as her grandmother was one of the most influential people in the First State. She suppressed a smile as she observed his body language. If he only knew. 


	               Diver settled back slowly into his syntho-leather high-winged chair, looking out into space, ignoring Bella as she stood there. Bella could imagine the thoughts running through his tiny mind, ‘Amy Caulder, head of Caulder Bionics, is looking forward to speaking with me? She is one of the leading members of the ruling families and their decisions on finance even overrule the First State’s governor.’ She watched him slip out of his daydream. He glanced at Bella, standing there, waiting patiently; she knew he would be hoping it was about something favorable, maybe a seat on the board at Caulder Bionics. She knew he owned one of their robots at his home in security section two, a female one, a present from his father. 


	               He sat up in his chair and looked over the documents on his desk, sorting through them. He quickly rethought his schedule for his assistant, one of four and a half thousand. He was going to send Bella on a shoot-to-kill assignment, a female antiso’ by the name of Franklin. She was one of the many drug dealers that plagued the non-secure sections of the state, selling their poison to perps and non-perps alike. He put this matter aside and said to her, “Take a seat will you, Bella, something important has come up.” 


	               The alarm bells rang once more as she walked over to a syntho-leather couch situated at the side of his desk, the bells rang louder and longer, she threw her cape down and removed the clasp from her hair, she shook her head and gathered her hair, pulling it around to hang across her body and between her thighs as she sat down lolling backwards, her legs comfortably outstretched, she ran her hand over the couch’s smooth surface and she wondered if Diver had already jigged June here in his office on this very couch. 


	               She turned her head to him as he cleared his throat and said, “Lake security has fished out a corpse, killed unlawfully with a wooden stake, driven into her heart.” 


	For some unknown reason, Bella gasped inwardly, she shivered involuntary as her blood ran cold, and she placed her hand automatically on her chest suddenly feeling vulnerable.  


	The feeling passed as Diver continued, leaning back in his chair once more. “You’ve been with us for quite a while now, you studied law at Yale, your hobbies include the source of ancient languages, you’ve never had anything but straight ‘A’s since you started school. You are twenty-seven years of age, born in Dundalk in the state of Ireland, a land you left with your Grandmother at the age of seventeen. After working for Cauldar electronics for a while you decided to become a law enforcer and investigator.” He looked at her intently while leaning over his desk. “So I’m putting you into investigation. I imagine it will be preferable to hunting and killing.” 


	               She hid her surprise. “Yes, thank you, I could do with a change.” 


	               He coughed and smiled. “The body is at the city morgue based at the George Clooney Memorial Clinic in section three, case IP 11, awaiting your inspection.” He leaned over to his desk PC and ran his fingers across the keys and said, “I have picked out a Hydro-jet for you; it will get you there sooner, check the body over, talk with the path-genies and see what you can ascertain, let me know if you find anything significant.” 


	               Bella stood up, threw her hair back over her shoulder, tied it up once more, picked up her cape and walked over to his desk. She knew her record as a justified eliminator was perfect, clean kills every time with no collateral damage. She looked down at him and asked politely, “Is this a permanent transfer from shoot-to-kill, sir?” 


	               He leaned back in his chair, avoiding her gaze, appearing uncomfortable and said hurriedly, “This needs more mind work than termin’ a perp. To be honest, I think you are more suitable to this sort of work, you have the highest IQ in this building.” He chuckled, without the humor and said, “If the truth be known, it is a little higher than mine.” 


	               Bella smirked inwardly. Mine is a little higher? I’ve seen your file, you got this job through bribery as your old man practically owns the weapons industry, my toilet bowl has an higher IQ than you, you silly little dipshit. 


	               He added, “Pull the flyers key at the sec’ desk and call me when you have a result.” 


	She nodded, turned, and walked briskly away. As she waited at the door for security recognition, he called out pleasantly, “Be sure to give my regards to your grandmother.” 


	               She smiled as the door opened, her grandmother’s only reason for wanting to speak to him was to ask why he sent her granddaughter out on so many assassinations, and that would only be by vid-link. 


	               She arrived via the jet-lift at the first floor once more and walked over to the security desk. The robot smiled and handed over her weapons sealed in a security pouch, she left the bag sealed and said in her best ‘come up and see me sometime’ voice. “I require a hydro-jet immediately, authorization, Cauldar, 2910 dash Diver 2177.” 


	               The robot’s fingers flew over his com-keyboard as she spoke and he handed over the plastic lozenge, “Your key, DA Cauldar.” 


	               She took the remote and asked him, while doing a perfect Norma Jean imitation, sighing heavily, “How many times have I asked you to call me Bella?” 


	               He smiled once more at her then said, “Just the once, DA Cauldar.” She smiled back and he added. “Now will be the sec-.” 


	               She pressed her finger against his lips, silencing him, relishing the softness and warmth of his syntho-flesh. She whispered in her own voice, “I suppose we will have to wait until we are alone and naked, lying with our limbs locked in erotic embrace on a large comfortable bed, in a softly lit room somewhere.” 


	               She turned slowly and walked back to the jet-lift. The synthetic man watched her in a robot daze, eyeing her swaying hips intently as she crossed the floor. He took a deep unnecessary breath and whistled it out soft and slow.


	 




	 


	 


	Chapter Three.


	The New Flyer.


	               She walked into a solid wall of heat as she emerged onto the roof. She slipped her bans on against the glare, and threw her cloak over her shoulders, pulling up the hood. She took out her weapons from the vacu-sealed security pouch and dropped it down the recycling chute. 
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