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“Pass the chips, Buzz” asked Nick for what seemed like the tenth time. 
“I passed them to you a few minutes ago! Now it’s my turn,” Buzz decided. 
“Would you two stop arguing about the junk food?” Pleaded a weary Natassia. “I’m surprised 
you both don’t drop over dead eating all that salt and grease.” 
“It’s Man-food, Nat,” Buzz replied using the short form of Natassia’s name – a form she didn’t 
particularly care for. “You wouldn’t understand, you know, being a womanly girl and all.” 
 
“Womanly girl?” As he often did, Nick questioned his friend’s use of words. In Nick’s opinion, 
Buzz’s use of the English language was under suspicion. Still, he took the opportunity to use the 
false pretext to flirt with his girlfriend. “If I eat enough of these chips, I’ll have enough…” Nick 
searched for the right words, “…stamina for after work tonight.” 
 
“If you don’t stop that line of thought, mister, potato chips are all you’ll have to keep you 
company tonight. Stamina or no.” Natassia teased back. 
 
It had been several months since the trio of friends had their big, frightening adventure at 
Biotech labs with the genetically overgrown mosquitoes. Since leaving Biotech they had 
searched various employment offices to find jobs that would allow all three of them to work in 
the same place, or at least with the same company. It hadn’t been as easy as they thought to get 
jobs for three people, even educated technicians, in the same place. After weeks of searching and 
dead end interviews that may have resulted in the hiring of only one or two of them, they had to 
take an offer with a company that was a part chemical, part robotics company. They were in the 
chemical side of the company having had genetic lab experience. It was oddly titled Robochem, 
which Buzz invariably called “RoboCop”, much to the chagrin of his friends. But even though 
none of them were very happy about the new job, they were content to be working together. 
Surviving death at the hands of anything, much less mutant mosquitoes, made them as close as, 
or perhaps closer than family. Nick and Natassia had fallen in love just before the big disaster 
with the genetically mutated bugs, and Buzz happened to be couples best friend. It seemed only 
natural to all of them to work together. 
 



 

 

“When are they going to get the robot?” Buzz asked annoyed at the television. 
“I guess they are building up the hype,” guessed Nick, who had recently seen an ad in a scientific 
journal that Japan’s one and only famous robot, Akiko, was going to make a television 
appearance to be broadcast on satellite TV.  
 
This appearance of Akiko, the world’s only functioning robot was a wonder of technology and 
Japan treated her with the pride of an Olympic athlete and major celebrity all rolled into one. 
This was a big deal for Japan and technology. 
“I’m glad they made the robot a female,” Natassia added proudly. “It only makes sense such a 
technological wonder should be female,” she added with a knowing smile. 
 
Nick and Buzz both responded with a duet of boos. 
“I read that they couldn’t contain the brainpower of a man in a female robot,” Buzz countered in 
what he felt was an intellectual witty repartee, but in fact made little sense. 
“The robot is the same design for male and female. The only difference is the voice and the 
complex facial design they used for Akiko,” Nick explained, as much to negate an angry retort 
coming from Natassia, as to endear him to her.  
 
It worked.  
 
“Maybe you’ll get the chance to prove that stamina after all,” Natassia said as she smiled up at 
Nick, and kissed him on the mouth briefly. 
“Save it for later, you two,” Buzz admonished his friends. “There are people trying to eat here.” 
 
The three friends, who often called themselves “The Trio” instead of saying all their names, were 
lounged on Buzz’s large divan. Buzz sat in an anxious upright posture on the arm of the divan. 
Natassia’s petite frame was lying on the sofa with her head in Nick’s lap, who sat on the opposite 
end from Buzz. From time to time Nick would look down at his beautiful, ethnically diverse 
girlfriend and wonder how he got so lucky.  
 
After waiting for what seemed an interminable period of time for the show to begin, a voice in 
Japanese and translated into English announced the arrival of the robot, Akiko. With as much 
fanfare and pomp as an English Royal Wedding, mixed with the Japanese sense of juvenile hype 
and fun, Akiko was revealed from behind a small curtain. She looked to be about four and 
one-half to five feet tall, had an odd but charming mechanical walk, and a surprisingly detailed 
face of a young Japanese woman with disconcerting, but attractive artificial eyes. Her “hair” was 
about shoulder length and her face slowly turned and scanned the room, making a smile here and 
there. Despite Akiko’s obvious mechanical motions, she was charming. 
 
“She’s hot!” Buzz shouted at the television, louder than he intended. 
“Buzz, she’s…it’s a robot,” corrected Natassia. 
“She’s still hot,” Buzz insisted, his eyes glued to the TV. 
“You need a girlfriend,” Nick concluded, secretly unconvinced Buzz was wrong. 
 
The trio watched in amazed silence as Akiko then walked to a podium and began to answer 
questions put to her by the audience. Her voice was that of a small Japanese girl, adding to her 



 

 

humanlike charm. All three of the friends were being won over by the wonder robot when the 
lights on the television seemed to go out, yet the sound remained on. 
 
“What happened?!” Buzz asked incredulously now that his attention had been rudely drawn 
away from Akiko and the television. 
“Did we lose the Satellite feed?” Natassia asked. 
Nick checked on the equipment but could find no fault in it. “It looks okay, but where did you 
get this rig, Buzz? It looks like pieces and parts from different companies.” 
“I, uh,” Buzz paused trying to think of a plausible explanation for the mixed satellite rig, “I 
seemed to acquire these parts from different places I’ve worked over the years.” 
Nick looked at Buzz who refused to look back. “Acquired is the nicest word for theft I ever 
heard.” 
Buzz was saved from having to explain an embarrassing situation when the feed from that 
channel switched to an announcer. They could see him speaking but his voice was garbled. 
 
The friends spent several minutes trying to restore the satellite feed until it was apparent that the 
problem was not in their television, but from something at the source of the transmission. The 
live broadcast from Japan had gone black. When it came on several minutes later, a man was on 
the screen looking very worried and spoke loudly. 
“Ladies and gentlemen, during our power outage, something has gone terribly wrong. We seem 
to have a problem here in Tokyo,” the announcer fumbled with his words but finally blurted out 
– 
 
“Akiko’s been stolen!” 
 

*********************** 
 
 
Nick, Natassia and Buzz talked on their way to work the next morning about the odd incident 
they had witnessed on the satellite television. It was a curious event to be certain, but by the time 
they arrived at Robochem, each went about starting their workday, never expecting to think 
about the missing robot, ‘Akiko’, again. 
 
A few hours after they had arrived each of them was summoned, one at a time, to the main office 
of Robochem’s main executive building.  
 
The did not have long to wait for they were all called in together, to see Doug Honeywell, the 
head of operations and special projects. The trio exchanged concerned glances but had no time to 
talk to each other before being hastily ushered into Honeywell’s office. Behind Mr. Honeywell, 
were two nicely dressed men in black suits and dark sunglasses. They looked less like executives 
and more like a dark version of the F.B.I. 
 
“Mr. Nick Reese, Mr. Buzz Ashford and Ms. Natassia Sheperd. Are these your real names?” 
Asked Honeywell, knowing the answer full well. 
 
“Yes, that is my name,” replied Nick trying to discern what offense they had committed to be 



 

 

questioned so strangely. “And those are their names as well. Why have we been called in here? 
What is going on?”  
 
Nick’s tone was serious. As had been the case in times of trouble, Nick’s protective nature had 
come out. He was sure of himself and confident, and the others were more than willing to let 
Nick handle this somewhat scary situation. Though Nick would have loathed admitting it, he was 
something of a natural leader and Natassia and Buzz felt it. 
 
Honeywell leaned back in his chair for a few seconds. He took his glasses off his desk and put 
them on purposefully after staring at each member of the trio for a minute each. He read from a 
document on his desk. 
 
“Robochem’s Information Allocation Division has obtained some interesting information about 
you three. The IAD got this briefing document from your last employer, which isn’t the 
employer any of you listed on your résumé’s or application forms. In fact all of you worked for a 
company called Biotech Genetics Labs in Greendale before you worked here. 
 
“I can explain that if you just give me a second to –“ Nick was not allowed to complete his 
sentence. 
 
“Before you say anything more I strongly suggest you listen to this first,” Honeywell added 
gruffly.  
 
He continued. “It seems the three of you were at the very center of some manner of disaster at 
Biotech’s genetics lab. Our informants tell us that Biotech Labs were doing illegal research into 
genetic enlargement and accidentally let some --,” Honeywell put down the paper he was reading 
from and looked at the three friends searching for the right emphasis to put on his word, 
“—‘bugs’ get enlarged to dangerous sizes. It appears that despite all the people there who may 
have been more qualified to handle such a situation, the three of you took it upon yourselves to 
go after the creatures, destroy them and then make sure you left the company before the shit hit 
the fan.” 
 
“We wanted to tell the head of the department what was going on before something went wrong, 
but he didn’t want to–“ Nick was cut off again. 
 
“Shut your mouths!” Honeywell said in an icy tone and then pointed to the two darkly dressed 
men standing behind him on either side. “One word from my assistants at IAD special operations 
here and you will all three be taken to the county jail, turned over to Biotech who I’m certain 
want to get their hands on you for destroying property and exposing their little secret, and for 
lying to us by falsifying your past to get a job at Robochem. Do I make myself clear?” 
Honeywell once again took off his glasses and waited for a response from the trio in front of 
him. 
 
Nick looked at Natassia and Buzz, who both were white with worry. They nodded at him to 
speak for them. 
 



 

 

“We do understand. Although may I ask a question?” Nick probed. 
 
“Make it a quick one. We have much to discuss.” Honeywell replied. 
 
Nick swallowed hard then spoke, “When you said IAD, Information Allocation Division, special 
operations, you don’t mean the tax department, do you? You mean corporate espionage people. 
Right?” 
 
“We prefer to call it proactive information gathering and disseminating. Espionage is such a 
vulgar term. But your guess is essentially correct. However, we have a request, --“ Honeywell 
quickly corrected himself, “-- an assignment> for you that we think is in your best interest to 
take.” 
 
Nick’s mind raced. If he rejected whatever Honeywell was about to ask them, they could all go 
to jail, or worse, back to Biotech Labs where the next experiment might be on them. He had been 
around corporate science long enough to know that they meant business when it came to 
technology and especially when it came to company secrets. Billions of dollars were often at 
stake and sums like that meant more than the lives of three little technicians. These companies 
had their own special agents which acted like rogue CIA agents, and some of that behavior was 
even legal, thanks to fat-cat government politics which cared more for corporations than 
individuals.  
 
Nick looked at his friends then spoke carefully though he knew his options had run out. “We are 
willing to listen to whatever you are offering as a means of clearing this matter.”  
 
“Nick, what are you doing?” Natassia whispered to Nick. He waved her concern away with a 
gesture of his hand. 
 
Honeywell laid out his request clearly and precisely. It was an alarming request, and it shocked 
both Natassia and Buzz when they first heard it. Nick somehow managed to keep his cool and 
even tried to negotiate better terms. 
 
The request was simple and familiar. A rival robotics company, Cybernetics, had stolen the 
Japanese robot, Akiko, from a live television stage. Cybernetics wanted to have the Japanese 
robot technology so they arranged the theft. Now Robochem wanted the trio to steal it again, this 
time from Cybernetics and deliver it to Robochem for their own robotics division. Once 
Robochem has the stolen robot they will reverse engineer it and obtain the technology. After this 
they would allow Nick, Natassia and Buzz to stay on with the company for double salary and full 
benefits for a least two years and destroy the documents showing the Trio’s involvement in the 
Biotech affair. 
 
“But we have one request.” Nick bravely added despite his desperate position. “You will destroy 
the papers now in front of us so that we know you’ll keep your word, and issue us legal 
‘pardons’ from Robochem before we attempt to get Akiko from this other company. We want to 
be absolved of all matters relating to this before we attempt it and we want that in writing first.  
 



 

 

“You could still get caught by ‘the other company’ while trying to get the robot and we could do 
nothing about that.” Honeywell pointed out. “If you get caught by them, or by the law in the 
midst of getting the robot, we will disavow any knowledge of you whatsoever.”  
“Yes, I get it. We must not get caught. But the rest? Will you destroy the papers and issue the 
legal company pardons for us now, if we are successful?” Nick was pushing his luck but if 
Honeywell agreed, it could mean world of difference for them. 
 
Honeywell leaned back in his chair, the shadows from the back of his dimly lit office hiding him 
completely in blackness. He picked up the telephone on his desk, placed a call to the legal 
department and instructed them to issue three blank company pardons. He leaned forward and 
picked up the IAD document that had the damning evidence of the trio’s involvement at Biotech 
Labs. He showed it to Nick, Natassia and Buzz one at a time, then took a lighter out of his desk 
drawer and lit the paper copy on fire, placing the glowing embers in an ash can.  
 
“That was the only copy and now I am deleting the only file.” Honeywell turned his monitor 
around so the friends could read the file on the screen. Typing quickly on his computer terminal 
he again accessed the document file, but this time he pressed ‘delete’ and confirmed it with a 
stroke of ‘permanent delete’. The evidentiary document was gone. “We really have no desire to 
turn you over to Biotech anyway. This is for the best,” Honeywell explained his compliance. 
 
“The pardons will arrive tonight, and I’ll have them filled out by tomorrow morning. The three 
of you will come here first thing in the morning and we will give you further instructions then. 
Thank you. You are dismissed. We suggest you go home and collect yourself. Tomorrow is 
going to be a big day.” Honeywell then hurried them out of his office and they headed toward the 
parking lot still unsure what just happened. 
 
 

****************** 
 

 
 
“What just happened?” Asked an alarmed Buzz as they walked to their cars in the lot. 
“Did we just agree to become company spies, Nick?” Natassia asked, concern in her voice. 
“We didn’t have any choice,” Nick answered a bit dejected, and yet a bit excited. “They had all 
the goods on us for what happened at Biotech. If they turned us over to them…” Nick did not 
need to finish this thought. 
“What could Biotech do to us? That’s exposed now, isn’t it?” Buzz asked. 
“Yes, but they covered up what happened to the media. If we are found they will want to make 
sure we never speak. Ever.” Nick noted grimly. “We are always going be a thorn in the side of 
Biotech. I was hoping they’d let it go. But then they lied to the media about what really happened 
and then in court. We are the only living witnesses to most of it.”  
 
“So we are going to steal the Japanese robot, the one we saw on TV the other night, from the 
thieves that stole it in the first place?” Natassia summed it all up in one thought. 
 
“Yes. What else can we do? This company that stole Akiko…” Nick could not recall the name. 



 

 

“Cybernetics,” Natassia added to help. 
“Yeah, they must have it somewhere and we get it from them, and deliver it to Robochem.” 
“And we all live happily ever-after, Nick?” Natassia was not happy about this plan. 
“Well, we decide what to do after we get this freakin’ robot. I don’t see where we have any 
choice but to do this. But as for staying after…” Nick pondered the idea of working for 
Robochem afterward. 
“But hey!” Buzz interjected, “Double salary and full benefits for at least two years. That’s not 
too shabby just for stealing a stolen robot.” 
“Buzz! How could you even consider staying and working for these vultures after 
this…blackmail!” Natassia was incredulous.  
“Let’s at least get this done and get our pardons from Robochem before we seriously think about 
staying. One thing at a time.” Nick suggested. 
“OK. But double salary,” Buzz repeated.  
Natassia gave Buzz a soft punch in his side for seriously considering it. 
“Ouch. I’m just saying…” 
 
 

************************ 
 
 
 
None of the friends slept well that night. Buzz dreamed uneasily about the theft, but when it 
came to dreaming about the rewards, he slept much better. Natassia sat up in her bed most of the 
night writing in her journal, something she kept that none of the others knew about. When she 
finally drifted off to sleep it was only three hours before they had to be back at work. She wished 
she had never gone to sleep at all because her head was cloudy all morning.  
 
Nick also slept uneasily and with concern. His dreams were all about police and getting caught. 
But when that faded he felt a certain excitement in his dreams that had been lacking in his life. 
Part of him was looking forward to this. 
 
 

*********************** 
 
Sitting in Doug Honeywell’s inner office, the three friends chatted quietly and nervously about 
what might be in store. It didn’t take long to be called inside. 
 
Honeywell dispensed with any greetings or formalities by going straight to business. 
 
“Here are your uniforms. We have set up temporary job positions for you inside Cybernetics 
Robotic division. Nick and Buzz, you are going to be security guards and will have some key 
card access to some of the research areas, but not all. You’ll have to get into the most secure 
locations on your own. Natassia, you are going to be posing as a scientist working on robotic 
research. We picked you for this part to play because you have the most advanced degree in 
science, even though Nick has more experience. Also your IQ is the highest. We think you will 
have the best chance at pulling off acting like a robotic engineer.”  



 

 

 
Honeywell continued, “We can’t tell you where Akiko the robot is, or where it might be. But we 
have someone on the inside that is working with us. She’s unhappy with Cybernetics and is 
willing to assist you. She’s a bit unusual. She’s a prodigy that finished college at age 14 and went 
straight to work for Cybernetics. She hasn’t had a lot of interpersonal contact with people so she 
might be a little abrupt. Work with her and she can help you. Her name is Lorna. She’ll make 
contact with you.” 
 
“She’s 14?” Buzz blurted out, amazed she would be involved in something so covert as this. 
 
“She’s more like 22 or 23 now. She was 14 when she graduated and 16 when she got the 
position.” Honeywell explained. 
 
Nick had a hundred questions he wanted to ask, but before he got anything out Honeywell 
hurried them off. 
 
“Get to over to building seventeen now. We have a small jet that is going to fly you to an airport 
near Cybernetics in thirty minutes. Good luck.” 
 
“Oh, and Nick”, Honeywell said walking up to Nick and whispering in his ear, “Don’t come 
back without that robot. If you screw up, get caught or don’t get the robot, you are as good as 
dead and we never heard of you. And have a good day.” 
 
 

**************************** 
 
 
Less than an hour later they were in the air flying to another city via Robochem’s private 
airplane. The friends had not had much time to talk about what they were supposed to do or how 
they felt about it, and speaking about these things within earshot of the black-suited Robochem 
pilot was not a wise decision. But Natassia could not resist mentioning Honeywell’s background 
report that stated she had a higher IQ than Nick. She smiled and made an affectionate jab into 
Nick’s side as she said it, but Nick could tell she was surprised. He didn’t admit that he too was 
surprised. The rest of their conversation had to wait until they arrived at their hotel near the 
company of Cybernetics. 
 
Once settled into their rooms, they met in Nick’s room to talk about their situation. They were 
highly anxious, tense and worried, except for Nick who secretly felt a sense of uneasy 
exhilaration. 
 
“Nick, what are we going to do to get out of this?” Natassia asked, more with hope in her heart 
that they’d find a way out than with an expectation that they would.  
“We have to go through with it, I’m afraid,” Nick calmly answered, trying to hide his internal 
excitement. 
 
“He’s right, Nat, they got us by the short hairs, if you pardon the expression,” Buzz crudely but 



 

 

accurately put it. Buzz was somewhat infamous for his knack for putting things in true albeit 
colorful ways.  
 
Natassia looked at both of them hoping to see some humor in their eyes, hoping against hope that 
they would, at the last second, shout “gotcha!” and convulse into laughter. But sensing no joke 
coming she decided to ask questions about their ‘mission.’ The three talked for close to an hour 
before Natassia summed it up. 
 
“Okay. Here is what concerns me. You two act as security guards. You open doors carry 
weapons and act official and suspicious. Not too hard I guess. But I have to pretend to be a 
computer engineer and robotics specialist?” The last few words came out in a small shriek of 
frustration. “How am I going to pull that off? I’m a genetics biologist with chemistry minor! I 
don’t know the first thing about robotics or how to engineer them. What am I supposed to do, to 
say?” Natassia practically pleaded for help. 
 
“I’m sure you can fake it for a while, love. After all, you are smarter than the rest of us,” Nick 
couldn’t resist teasing her to diffuse the tension. 
 
Natassia looked at him in disbelief for a second before realizing Nick was doing his best to be 
calm and unconcerned for her benefit. She loved him for these little things. His quiet confidence 
and compassionate personality were some of the reasons he had won her heart in the first place. 
His handsome features, strong hands and clear green eyes didn’t finish too far behind either. In 
the worst of times, like when giant blood-sucking bugs broke out, and like now, when fear of the 
unknown was equally as bad, he had risen to the occasion with quiet, self-assuredness and a 
calm, gentle manner. She loved him for many reasons, but right now, this was what she needed 
to hear. Normally a strong and independent woman who could hold her own against anyone, 
Natassia let herself be the weak, worried girl for the moment. She buried her face on Nick’s 
strong shoulder and sobbed quietly for only a few minutes. 
 
Buzz had only seen Natassia cry like this once before, and it was when she thought she was 
losing Nick after only just finding him in her life. It was just before the bugs went on a rampage 
at Biotech. Since then she’d been like one of the guys, that is if “guys” could be described as 
petite, exotic beauties with trim, curvy figures and deep brown, almond-shaped eyes. She joked 
with them like one of the guys, was known to tell more than a few ribald jokes that could make a 
trucker blush, and had a smart, sometimes cheeky and sassy way about her when she was being 
playful. But as Buzz came to know her he realized she was not just fun to joke with or to look at, 
she was sincere, honest and real. She was an approachable person who didn’t act like a looker, 
and that was a rarity to Buzz. Natassia was genuine, and that made her liked and admired by both 
men and women.  
 
Buzz’s experience with women was varied, to say the least. Buzz was normal height for a man in 
his mid-twenties. He was friendly looking and often considered quite funny by others for things 
he said, though he was often unsure why. He was good looking, but handsome might be too 
generous. Usually the women he had some success in meeting laughed at his comments about 
things. He hadn’t had much luck with women in recent years, but it was not for lack of trying. He 
didn’t really try to be funny. He wasn’t sure how. He just had that effect on some people and he 



 

 

felt that said more about them than about him. Buzz never really was the type to over-analyze 
things and often the words that came out of his mouth had people wondering, laughing or 
thinking he was a dolt. Again, Buzz thought that said more about them. All he knew for sure was 
he was getting weary of being the third wheel when Nick and Natassia got cuddly. And right 
now as Nick cuddled distraught Natassia, Buzz found himself a little envious of his best friend, 
and a little out of place. Buzz realized that she only seemed to cry like this when things really 
called for it. And that prospect made him nervous. 
 
As Natassia wiped the last tear away from her eyes, Nick smiled at her, assured her things would 
be OK, and then turned to his friend, Buzz, who seemed lost in thought. 
 
“Well, Buzz, it looks like we are going to be security guards tomorrow. Any thoughts on how we 
should proceed?” Nick asked. 
 
Buzz was lost in thought for a moment, but recovered quickly. “As a matter of fact, yeah, I have 
some ideas. I was friends with some of the security guys at Biotech – poor bastards,” he recalled 
that several of them died in the clash with the giant bugs, “—and I know some of the things they 
say and do when on patrols. First thing we should do once we get in there is find a layout so we 
don’t look lost walking around the floors.” 
 
Nick agreed and added, “This packet from Robochem has some floor plans and schematics in it. 
But they are dated from two to three years ago. So someone might have to look for some newer 
ones as soon as we get in there. Soon as we locate the robot we will have to worry about getting 
to it and then getting it out. That’s going to be tricky.” 
 
“I’m supposed to meet our contact first thing in the morning after I get posted to work in the 
robotics lab. Her name is Lorna Walsh, she’s twenty-two and has been working at Cybernetics 
since she graduated from MIT six years ago. She’s been there ever since she was fifteen or 
sixteen. She must be brilliant,” Natassia summed up with some admiration in her voice. “I’ll find 
out if they have modern blueprints or floor plans from her and I’ll get them to you, somehow.” 
 
“We should pick a spot now, just in case, where we can meet up. That way we can have a 
meeting place in case we can’t talk to each other much,” Nick advised. “Buzz, do you see the 
utility room for the janitor, not too far from the robotics laboratory?” 
 
“Yes, that’s a good spot. You good with meeting us in there, Nat?” Buzz insisted on using her 
shortened name as if ‘Natassia’ were just too long to say. 
 
“Buzz, my name… ” Natassia started to correct, thought better of it and continued her other 
thought, “…never mind. Yes, that’s good. What do you think they did with the robot?” 
 
It was the question they’d all been wondering about. Were they going to find Akiko whole, in 
pieces or transformed into some other robot? For a few seconds, they all fell silent as they 
realized the scope of the job before them. They felt somewhat overwhelmed, as the time loomed 
nearer. All three sat in concern, the good will they had been showing was fading into dread. 
 



 

 

Nick forgot to be reassuring in that instant and spoke aloud what he was thinking in private. “I 
have no idea what to expect,” he mouthed absently. “I wonder what we are going to do to get it 
out of there? Any ideas Buzz?” 
 
“This is beyond my ken,” Buzz stated matter-of-factly, “…and my Barbie and all my action 
figures.” 
 
 

******************************** 
 
 
 
The morning went smoothly; too smoothly as far as Nick was concerned. They had gone to their 
respective jobs that morning, Buzz and Nick were assigned to work together as security guards 
and Natassia was posing as a robotics engineer. Times like this were too good to be true, and 
Nick felt something was going to go wrong any second. Nick only had one opportunity to talk to 
Natassia and that had been several hours ago. She reported everything was going well, though 
she looked extremely tired.  
 
Natassia had a very different experience from her friends. For one thing, she had to occasionally 
work around other people who knew what they were doing in a robotics research laboratory. But 
soon after she started that morning, an oddly attractive, tall, thin young woman with glasses 
came to her. Lorna had her hair pulled back out of her face and her blue eyes seemed to pierce 
into Natassia’s mind with inquisitiveness. She was pretty – well, she might be if someone 
showed her how to style her hair or put on makeup – but she had an odd manner about her and 
asked questions in an abrupt and at times, impolite way. She asked or said whatever came to her 
mind, not seeming to know or care when information was private. Nor did she seem aware if 
perhaps she was asking personal questions or making insulting comments. It seemed to Natassia, 
she wasn’t trying to be impolite or rude, rather she seemed to not know the difference between 
inquisitive and inquisition.  
 
“I’m the one you are looking for. I’m Lorna Walsh,” was her greeting to Natassia when they first 
met in private. “I am going to help you get to the item,” she avoided using the word ‘robot’ even 
though no one could hear them. “I’ve been here for six and one-half years so I know just about 
everything there is to know about Cybernetics. What do you need to know? Are you going to tell 
me or do you want me to guess?” 
 
“I, um, let me start with my name,” Natassia found Lorna’s rapid-fire questions disconcerting. 
“I’m Natassia Sheperd.” Natassia offered her hand but Lorna just looked at it like it was a crude 
gesture. Natassia pulled her hand back, thinking perhaps she violated some laboratory rule and 
asked, “Are there cameras watching us? Am I not supposed to do that?” 
 
“No cameras in this part of the lab. Only in the secure lab where they store…” Lorna stopped her 
sentence. “Are you not supposed to do what?” She changed her thought. 
 
“What? Oh, my hand. I was going to shake your hand but –“ Natassia started to explain. 



 

 

 
“I don’t make contact with strangers. Germs you know. Why for all I know you could be 
carrying Leukemia or genital herpes. I don’t know where your hands have been. My mother 
made sure I didn’t get germs when I was little.” Lorna was on a roll. 
 
“Oh, I um, well I don’t think you can catch leukemia and I do not have genital herpes --,” 
Natassia was almost too stunned to answer the last part. 
 
 “I never missed a day of school in my life,” Lorna said in quick staccato sentences. “Mother 
said cleanliness is next to Godliness, although that’s technically incorrect because ‘goblin’ is 
next to Godliness in the dictionary, and I don’t believe they are real, not for a second I don’t. But 
I think mother meant it was a good thing, not that goblins are a good thing though. I saw Lord of 
the Rings and they are very, very bad.” 
 
Natassia waited in silence for the rest of Lorna’s diatribe against germs and goblins and 
remained silent until she was certain it was her turn to speak again. 
 
“Lorna, I’m clean and I take offense of people inferring I have herpes. Are you the Lorna Walsh 
that I am supposed to meet? The one who went to MIT and has three degrees?” Natassia was 
almost convinced this was an imposter. This couldn’t possibly be the brainy child prodigy 
Honeywell had described to them. 
 
“I don’t know why you’d take offense if you don’t have it? Now if you had it you could be 
offended, but I only mentioned it because you are very pretty and I’m guessing you’ve 
been with a LOT of men in your life –“  
 
“LORNA! I’m not…” Natassia stumbled with her words and her growing anger, “…I’m not a 
whore. I’ve only had a few boyfriends in my life. Why am I explaining myself to you!?”  
 
“Oh! I didn’t mean anything by it, Natassia. Don’t be silly. But you are a very pretty 
Chinese…err, Mexi, what exactly are you?” Lorna pushed the bounds of civility and courtesy 
right up to rude impetuousness.  
 
Natassia let out a frustrated groan before attempting to answer. “I’m…let’s just say I’m 
multi-racial and leave it at that, OK? Now, are you the contact or not?” 
 
“Oh, yes. I guess that’s what you could call me from your perspective. I’m she. I’m sorry if I 
offended you, Natassia. But really, I didn’t mean anything by my questions. I’m just not used to 
talking to actual people. Most of my life I’ve been around books and computers and laboratories, 
and well, there was mother. But she went away last year so I don’t see anyone outside of work at 
all. And most of them ignore me or run from me.” 
 
Natassia looked at the young woman for an instance and saw a small sign of regret followed by a 
sigh of resignation – this wasn’t the first time Lorna had insulted someone and she was becoming 
accustomed to having this type reaction. Natassia took a deep breath. 
 



 

 

“It’s OK, Lorna. I’m sorry for losing my temper. I’m very sorry you lost your mother,” Natassia 
said sincerely. 
 
“She’s not lost, silly. She is in the mental health care facility. They said she couldn’t take it 
anymore and now they take care of it for her. I’m not sure what they meant she couldn’t take, but 
she sends me cards at Christmas, so I know she’s OK. She’s very religious you know. I am too 
but I’m not as good at it as she is. I have so many questions…” Lorna trailed off with that last 
comment and then stopped for one of the few times since she started talking.  
 
“Oh, I understand. I’m sorry to hear about that.” Natassia was becoming wary of apologizing or 
sympathizing at all for fear of starting Lorna on another rant or long diatribe about goblins, 
germs or insanity. “I guess you should show me around the area so I get to know it a bit. I have 
some other questions to ask you too, but we will take those one at a time. Okay? 
 
“Okay, Natassia. Gee, I never had a real friend before. It’s going to be fun working on this plot 
to steal the robot and overthrow this company with you!” Lorna blurted out. 
 
After several minutes of explaining why she must never, ever say that again, Natassia let Lorna 
take her around the robotics lab to familiarize herself with all the equipment and areas. She’d 
never worked so hard in her life to keep someone on one topic. She knew it was going to be a 
very long day. 
 
 
 

************************************ 
 
 
“We haven’t gone that way yet,” Buzz insisted. The two imposters, dressed in full regalia of 
security guards had been exploring as many areas of the robotics complex as they could. 
 
“I think we have been that way. We need to go back up one floor. That’s where all those key 
card locked doors were. These are just small labs and junk as far as I can see,” Nick argued. 
 
“The areas that look like junk is exactly where they hide things like this,” Buzz maintained. 
 
“And just why is that?” Nick asked, half afraid to hear the reason. 
 
“So no one can tell it from the junk. See, that’s what I do with my art magazines. I hide them 
around the other junk in plain site and no one can tell the difference,” Buzz explained. 
 
“Art magazines? You mean your porn collection.” Nick needled his friend and his minor stack of 
girlie magazines that Buzz apparently thought no one knew about. 
 
“Porn? How can you call the sublime art of a magazines like “Lingerie aficionado” and 
“Exquisite Garters, Belts and Hosiery”, porn? In what freaked out world is that porn?” Buzz 
defended his collection, modest as it was.  



 

 

 
They opened many doors and found a few janitorial closets and empty rooms. Buzz opened one 
door next to the supply closet and found it full of boxes and crates. “Just boxes…a shitload of 
boxes,” Buzz said, a tinge of defeat in his voice. 
“Let’s keep moving, Buzz,” Nick said. “If anyone sees us looking through all these rooms they 
are going to get suspicious,” Nick advised. 
 
It didn’t take long for Buzz to find something else he found interesting, but Nick did not. 
“Look over here, Nick!” 
Nick looked to see where his friend was pointing. Along a wall perpendicular to the main 
corridor ran a small corridor that led to another area, which appeared to be lit on the other side.  
“We would have to crawl on our hands and knees to get through that way. Let’s find another way 
around,” suggested Nick. 
 
“No, we can get through here. If I use this gun to shoot down the retaining post here, we can get 
through,” Buzz teased.  
 
“Buzz, please put the damn gun away before your hurt yourself. Or me,” Nick pleaded. Ever 
since they were issued their 9mm pistols at the beginning of the shift, Buzz had used every weak 
excuse to take the gun out of the holster and hold it or suggest using it. He seemed almost 
obsessed with having the gun out to look at. Nick was familiar with guns, and he knew how to 
use them. But Buzz had, as far as he knew, never so much as held one before. His childish 
enthusiasm did not impress Nick. Instead his attitude was beginning to change from mild 
amusement to extreme agitation.  
 
“I bet you I can spin it on one finger, like in the westerns,” Buzz un-holstered his 9mm and tried 
to spin it around on one finger. 
 
“Buzz, stop being a jackass! It’s an automatic, they don’t spin and your are going to –“ Nick’s 
words stopped in mid-sentence.  
 
As Buzz was trying to spin the pistol in circles on his finger, it worked its way to the tip of his 
finger and flew off his hand clanging to the concrete floor, bouncing, and sliding into that walled 
off area just under a shelf. It was out of reach. 
 
“—Drop it. You better get it back, Buzz. They collect them at the end of shifts,” Nick scolded his 
friend like a parent trying to teach a bad child. “Good Lord, Buzz. Go get it now.” 
 
Buzz walked back to the shelf and peered into that walled off area. He could see a glint of dark 
metal about three or four feet down and behind the shelves. “Ah crap! I can’t reach it from here 
unless…” 
 
Nick asked to late, “Unless what?”  
 
Too late to discourage him from trying to get the pistol back this way, Buzz leaned most of his 
frame over the shelving, his head disappearing into the hole in the wall made by the walled off 



 

 

area. He kept reaching and reaching until he lost his footing and fell halfway over the shelving. 
His pants, heavy from the large belt of the security guard uniform, were coming down partway as 
he stretched his entire upper body to try and reach the pistol. Buzz slung himself over the 
shelves, his upper body hanging over the shelves and into the hole, while his lower body was 
squirming around on top of the shelves trying to keep balance as he reached to recover the 
weapon. 
 
Nick looked away in disgust, and slight amusement, and then suddenly saw a woman scientist 
coming directly towards them down the main hallway. Nick panicked and tried to warn Buzz 
someone was coming but it was too late. The woman, a scientist in a white lab coat, red 
wire-framed glasses, which she was looking over, stopped and stared at Buzz and the sight he 
presented. His pants were beginning to slide down revealing upper cheeks and a fraction of butt 
crack, not much, but enough to shock the scientist so that her mouth dropped open and she went 
speechless. 
 
Nick saw her expression and had to think quickly for some explanation for his partner’s odd 
predicament. “He lost, er, I mean…there’s a mouse back there. He’s trying to kill it.” 
 
“A mouse?” The scientist said in disbelief. “Is it dangerous?” 
 
“Well, you never can be too careful with these things, ma'am,” Nick tried to sound nonchalant 
about it but his apprehension made him prattle on. “We once found a creature that was almost a 
foot long and sucked the blood right out of people,” Nick openly admitted this without telling her 
that creature was a mutant mosquito. 
“A mouse that sucks blood. Oh, dear. I really must be going!” she said in fright and confusion 
and moved down the hall at breakneck speed.  
 
“I got it!” Buzz cried out in celebration. “See? Here it is. I think I popped my zipper though.” 
“Come on, let’s get out of here before that woman brings someone back here,” Nick grabbed 
Buzz by the arm and pulled him toward the exit leading back upstairs. 
“What woman?” Buzz asked not having heard a thing. 
“If you so much as reach for that damn pistol again, I’m going to shoot you with it,” Nick 
scolded as they made their way up. 
 
 
 

**************************** 
 
 
Eventually Nick and Buzz completed their exploration of the main robotics research floors and 
returned to meet up with Natassia and their inside contact, Lorna. Nick cautiously approached 
the robotics lab door and peered inside looking around before attempting to open the door. 
 
“What do you see?” Asked Buzz. 
“I see Natassia talking to a young woman in a white lab coat,” Nick replied. “That must be 
Lorna.” 



 

 

“Oh, yeah? What does she look like?” Buzz asked a bit more excitedly than he intended. 
“You’ll see soon enough,” Nick responded and knocked on the door lightly. 
 
Natassia looked toward the rapping sound and came to the door with Lorna and unlocked it. 
Buzz appeared somewhat disheveled, as if he’d been through some incident that ruffled his 
clothes, and Nick looked anxious to get inside. 
 
“Is it safe for us to come in? Are there security cameras?” Nick asked. 
“Come in. No cameras. I’m not sure why not but I’m not going to look a gift horse in the 
mouth,” Natassia answered, relieved to see the pair.  
“We don’t have any prize ponies here. And why would you look in its mouth? What are you 
talking about?” Lorna asked, truly perplexed by the common saying. 
“What? I mean that…Well, I don’t know exactly what that means except that I’m grateful there 
are no cameras!” Natassia seemed a bit on edge with her reply. She’d been at this game of trying 
to deal with the very literal Lorna for just over an hour, and her nerves were fraying. 
 
Nick noticed immediately there was something wrong and pulled Natassia aside. “What’s going 
on? Is something wrong with Lorna…this is Lorna, right?” He asked.  
“Yes, it is she. And she’s…” Natassia searched for the right words. “…She’s just a little new to 
people. She doesn’t get things easily. But I’ve seen some of her work here. She’s very intelligent, 
even if she doesn’t come off that way.” 
 
Natassia paused wanting to add more to her thought, perhaps a warning about talking to Lorna. 
The words came out differently. “Nick, I can’t deal with her anymore. Please, let’s just leave her 
here and get this done. She doesn’t seem to know where Akiko the robot is anyway. Can we just 
go…somewhere that is elsewhere? And leave her behind?” Natassia pleaded. She explained her 
problems in attempting to have normal discourse with Lorna. Nick had rarely seen her so undone 
by someone that wasn’t a giant blood-sucking insect. 
 
 
“So, you must be Lorna,” Buzz said to Lorna. They stood together watching Nick and Natassia 
discuss something very serious until they both became bored and had to talk to each other. 
“Lorna Walsh,” was all she offered initially. Then she awkwardly stuck out her hand as if it were 
something she was giving away. 
Buzz looked at her and shook her hand. He had not been expecting such formality, but he was 
willing to play along. “Nice to meet you Lorna. It’s nice to shake hands with a woman for once. 
Sometimes women won’t do that.” 
“Why don’t other women shake hands?” Lorna asked. She was now beginning to question her 
own decision to do so. 
“Something about women don’t offer their hands, only men do. Frankly, I’ve never really 
understood that line of logic in this day and age where women and men are equal and work 
together. They also say you aren’t supposed to congratulate them when they get married either. 
You say that to the man,” Buzz found himself going down a road he didn’t intend to go down. 
But Lorna’s clear blue eyes, even through large, brown-framed glasses, had disarmed him. Her 
stare was intense. 
 



 

 

Lorna looked at Buzz as if she were appraising him. For a few seconds she didn’t say anything. 
She simply stared at him. 
“Aren’t you going to tell me the rest?” Lorna finally asked after what seemed like an eternity to 
Buzz. 
“The rest of what?” Buzz questioned. 
“What you are supposed to say to a woman when she gets married since you shouldn’t say 
‘congratulations’?” Lorna had been thinking about this all along. 
“Oh, that! I’m not sure really. Something like ‘best wishes’ or some crap like that,” Buzz 
concluded trying to lighten a mood he felt had gone terribly awry. 
 
“I notice you aren’t married...” Buzz badly fumbled the attempt at casual flirtation. 
“I’ve never had a boyfriend, much less been married,” Lorna replied, obviously perturbed at 
feeling obligated to disclose that information. “How would you know that I’m not married 
anyhow? I could be married and have a litter of children.” 
“A litter?” Buzz questioned her terminology and then tried to extricate himself from this 
increasingly uncomfortable conversation. “That’s an interesting word for children!” He laughed 
more than a little uneasy. “You aren’t wearing a ring,” Buzz pointed to Lorna’s bare finger 
where a wedding ring might be found. “That gave me the clue you weren’t married –,“ Buzz 
added almost as an afterthought, “—Anymore.” 
 
While Buzz struggled to get himself clear of Lorna’s scrutiny, she was still thinking about his 
previous sentence.  
 
“A litter is the offspring of a mammalian species at one birthing. Humans belong to the genus 
mammal, so litter is correct. But I suppose you would have to have more than one offspring at a 
time to technically qualify as a litter. But since people, especially those who are on pregnancy 
enhancing hormones, can have twins, triplets or more at one time, litter would still apply. And 
perhaps I’m just not wearing my ring. Maybe it bothers my finger,” Lorna felt certain about her 
logic and displayed a triumphant smile.  
 
Buzz was not impressed. “I feel sorry for your ‘litter’ if you are married and call them that. 
Look, let’s just drop the subject. I didn’t mean to ask that anyway. I was just making 
conversation,” Buzz tried to put and end to this frustration right now. 
 
Lorna felt she was on a roll. “Since I’m neither married nor have I had intercourse with any of 
your gender, I’m clearly not going to have had a litter, or ‘children’ if you prefer,” Lorna offered, 
revealing a bit too much as she was prone to do. 
 
“Any of my gender? Oh, so you’re a –“ Buzz stopped himself before completing his guess. 
“A what?” Lorna looked hurt and offended even though she was not even certain what Buzz was 
implying. 
Buzz knew better than to continue this conversation, but something compelled him to find out. 
“Let me ask you a question, Lorna. Have you ever loved a man?” Buzz boldly went where few 
men should dare to go. 
“Love?” Lorna pondered the word for a moment before continuing. “An attraction based on 
sexual drive, one that facilitates procreation.” 



 

 

“That would be the one,” Buzz snapped. “Ever heard of it?” 
“It’s a peculiar condition,” Lorna answered taking no offense at all from Buzz’s comments. 
“Condition? You make it sound like a disease,” Buzz said. He never worked this hard in his life 
to make small talk. 
Lorna explained, undeterred by Buzz’s apparent growing exasperation. “Yes, a disease. 
Physiologically, it bears striking similarity to disease. A series of biochemical responses that 
trigger an emotional cascade, impairing normal functioning.” 
“What a romantic way of putting it,” he added sarcastically. 
 
“NICK! NATASSIA!” Buzz nearly screamed at his friends for salvation. “Are you two done 
having your private chat, yet?” 
 
 

************************************** 
 
 
The Trio, now with the addition of Lorna, became a Quartet, finally decided upon a course of 
action to get the robot. Nick learned from Natassia that Lorna had admitted knowing where the 
robot was but that it was securely locked up. Nick decided the group should continue to work 
split up, but suggested that Buzz be the one to work with Lorna, while he got to work with his 
girlfriend, Natassia. It was a near plea (anyone suggesting begging would not be far from wrong) 
from Natassia that drove his idea. 
 
“Buzz, you and Lorna will dig into the computer files and try to find anything relevant to Akiko 
the Japanese robot,” Nick suggested. 
Buzz was about to violently object to being the one to work with Lorna when she interrupted his 
objection before he could verbalize it. 
“Yes, that will be fine. Buzz can work with me!” Lorna almost seemed anxious, which puzzled 
the rest of them, especially Buzz. 
Nick smiled at Buzz covertly while Buzz, standing behind Lorna so she couldn’t see him, was 
making throat slashing gestures and raising his arms in surrender to indicate his opposition to the 
new plan. 
“So that’s settled then,” Natassia interjected to solidify the plan. She continued, “Lorna, you 
mentioned the robot being locked away somewhere. We need you to tell us where it is it and how 
we can get in there.”  
“There is a misunderstanding,” Lorna admitted. “I don’t know where Akiko, the stolen robot is. 
The robot I was talking about with Natassia is one of our own. Vince is behind that locked door 
at the north end of this lab. But he is guarded 24/7 by an armed security guard and a hallway and 
second locked door. He has the key to the second door, but I know he isn’t going to give it out to 
anyone, except Dr. Bagwell.” 
 
“Wait. You are confusing me. Again,” Buzz amended. “Who is Dr. Bagwell and who the hell is 
Vince? The guard?” 
“I know you are challenged, Buzz, so let me assist you,” Lorna said in mock patience. Buzz 
cringed and turned around, thinking if perhaps he didn’t see her make him look like an idiot, it 
would not happen. 



 

 

“You two, please,” Nick stopped another squabble from breaking out before it started. “Who are 
these people you mentioned, Lorna?” Nick asked politely. 
“Well, the guard is just a guard. I think his name is Bobby. Or Robby. Or Rob, something with 
an “ob” sound in it. Anyway, Vince is the robot. It’s an acronym for Virtual Intelligent Neural 
Cybernetic Entity. Dr. Bagwell is the man who created him. Before they put him away, that is.”  
“Vince is the robot you were talking about?” Natassia asked incredulously. I thought you knew 
where Akiko was. You are our contact?”  
“I never said I knew where Akiko was. I said I we had a secret robot. But if you can get Vince 
operational, it has all that information. They use him as a sort of corporate super computer. He’s 
not really good for much else,” Lorna said, a bit of disappointment in her voice. 
Buzz, unable to resist the obvious question any longer, chimed in. “What, exactly did you mean 
by ‘before they put him away’? Please explain it to me like I’m a seven year-old child, Lorna. 
Leave no details out.” 
“You are much more like a 10-year old,” Lorna said smiling at Buzz. Nick wasn’t sure what was 
going on between Buzz and Lorna, but there was more than just friction. Buzz seemed especially 
agitated and Lorna seemed almost pleased about it. Yet despite the bickering, there was 
something else – something he couldn’t explain. 
 
“Well, Dr. Bagwell was a little bit insane at the end,” Lorna offered then paused. 
“A little bit insane?” Buzz chided. “Aren’t you usually either sane or insane?”  
“He didn’t start out that way. Well, maybe he had some weird ideas and was a bit troubled, but 
he was brilliant with robots. Some of us think there is a close link to insanity and genius,” Lorna 
taped herself knowingly when she mentioned ‘genius’, and a pleased smile came to her face as if 
she just made a private joke, or a brilliant observation. 
“You must be the greatest genius of all time,” Buzz commented dryly, though his tone was less 
sarcastic this time, like perhaps she had a point. 
“Why did he go insane?” Nick prodded. 
“I’m not really sure. But some people here say that he spent almost all of his last days working 
on Vince, and that all that effort drove him crazy,” Lorna repeated company lore. 
“We have to get past that guard and get Vince operational,” Natassia concluded what everyone 
was thinking. “Only he can tell us the location of Akiko.” 
 
 

****************************** 
 
 
A plan had been decided. Buzz made several more attempts in private to discourage Nick from 
sticking him with Lorna, but his appeals fell on deaf ears. Nick and Natassia decided to handle 
the task of getting past the guard and get to Vince. 
 
As the two groups went about their separate tasks, Nick went to a supply closet and pulled out a 
shirt for a janitor, and left on his security guard pants. He added a handmade nametag and logo 
Natassia made on the copier of a well-known delivery company. When he was done, he was 
passable as United Postal Service deliveryman. Natassia nodded her head in agreement.  
“This looks pretty good,” she admitted. “You should keep that uniform for later. We could role 
play something fun with that,” she teased her still-new boyfriend. 



 

 

Nick almost dropped his fake packages at the suggestion, and gave her a quick kiss instead. 
“Keep that in mind. I have a special package for you later on.” He joked, not realizing until too 
late how creepy that sounded. 
“Eww,” Natassia responded. 
“Sorry. That sounded better in my head than in it came out,” Nick said apologetically.  
“Good luck,” Natassia said about Nick’s attempt to fool the guard into letting him into the locked 
room with a delivery.  
 
It seemed like a good plan on paper. But when Nick came back out of the hallway still carrying 
the package, she knew it had failed.  
“He’s not as gullible as I hoped,” Nick explained. 
“What are we going to do?” Natassia sighed. This was the only hope she had for getting past the 
guard peacefully. “I don’t want to hurt the guy. He’s just doing his job.” 
 
“I have an idea. You aren’t going to like it much, but I bet it will work,” Nick said as he reached 
for a large pair of scissors. 
“You want me to stab him?” Natassia asked, stunned that he was even considering it. 
“No, I want you to turn that lab dress into a white mini-dress. Do you have your makeup with 
you?” Nick asked with a plan in mind. 
Natassia just looked at him as if to say, “Do you have to ask?” 
“Not that you need it, honey,” Nick meant it sincerely. But he knew it could not hurt. “Put on 
your best heavy, slutty makeup. You know, overdo it the way some guys like,” he suggested.” 
“Some guys? Don’t all of you like women with way too much makeup on?” Natassia asked. 
“You know me. I’m more of a minimalist. But to be on the safe side…” Nick left his remarks at 
that, and then added. “And let me adjust your blouse a bit too.” 
 
Nick enjoyed helping his pretty girlfriend get into character. He took her lab coat away and had 
her open her blouse far too much to be decent, and then suggested she take the skirt up another 
two inches. 
“Two more inches!?” Natassia recoiled that the idea of ever wearing a skirt so daringly short. 
“I’m going to be wearing a pair of bikini underwear next!” She balked at the idea. Then she saw 
a look in Nick’s eyes that actually thought that idea wasn’t too bad. “Don’t you dare ask me to 
do that, Nick Reese. I think the dress will be too short anyway. He’s going to see right through 
this. I won’t even be able to bend at the waist without giving him a show,” she complained. 
“Trust me, you’ve got the legs for it and he won’t suspect a thing. He’ll be thinking this is finally 
his lucky day and wonder why it took so long to happen,” Nick confided to her about men’s 
irrational thoughts when it came to sexy women. 
“I bet you he makes me out to be either a fake or a cheap, trashy whore and throws me out of 
here. I mean, this is just too obvious,” Natassia complained. 
“Trust me. We want him to think you are a cheap, trashy whore,” Nick said. He finalized the deal 
with an approving stare at Natassia - from head to toe. The room suddenly seemed to get very 
warm.  
“You like this look, don’t you?” Natassia asked with growing irritation. Men sometimes 
confounded her. How could cheap, trashy outfits like this excite an intelligent man like Nick? 
One look at his flushed face and admiring stare told her some part of him did indeed like it. 
“Ok, here goes. I hope ‘Ob’ likes it too,” Natassia stated. She sucked in a breath of air and 



 

 

opened the first door. 
Nick admiringly watched her backside as she walked in, putting on her very best hip-swivel 
walk. 
 
It didn’t take too long. A few moments later, Natassia was back at the door coming out. The 
guard, whose name was apparently Robby, was following her close behind, a look of ecstatic joy 
in his eyes. Natassia was leading him out of the room into a trap. When he looked up, it was too 
late. A heavy broom handle came down over his head knocking him to the ground, unconscious.  
Nick placed the broom handle on the floor and rushed to tie up the guard’s hands. He checked 
and said, “He’s going to be okay. He’ll have a headache later on and wonder if he enjoyed 
himself or not.” 
 
“Men are all dogs,” Natassia said in disgust. 
 
 

********************************** 
 
 
 
After rifling through the guards belongings, they found a plastic keycard with nothing on it but 
the letters, V.I.N.C.E. “This must be it,” Nick said taking the keycard and then blindfolding the 
still unconscious guard.  
 
“Shall we?” Nick asked, as he took Natassia by the hand and led her through the hallway to the 
locked door. He ran the keycard quickly through a small magnetic card reader, and within 
seconds they were inside the room. It was not a large room, but it was extravagantly, almost 
flamboyantly decorated. There were several brightly colored curtains against three of the walls, 
although there was nothing behind two of them. There was a small wet bar at one end of the 
room, fully stocked with all manner of alcoholic bottles and mixes. Next to that was a 
widescreen high definition TV, and left of that a bed! The bed was tightly made topped with a 
bedspread that contained every color in the rainbow. It was almost nauseating. Hanging above 
the bed near the ceiling was a long mirror that reflected images of people on the bed. 
 
“I think I know what the good doctor used this room for,” Natassia conjectured. 
“Blind hookers?” Nicked remarked. “The colors, they are almost overwhelming. He either had 
terrible taste or was colorblind.” 
“He was insane, dear,” Natassia reminded her boyfriend. 
“Yeah, true. But hey, since you are dressed for the occasion and we have free alcohol and a bed, 
you still want me to pretend to be a naughty security guard?” Nick was only half joking. Having 
destroyed Natassia’s normal lab dress to turn her into a sexy, perhaps trashy, floozy, she was 
stuck in that outfit. Nick was trying not to stare at her but it was next to impossible for him to 
ignore her. 
“It’s your fault I’m wearing this trashy getup,” Natassia scolded. “You are going to have to wait 
to play games! How can you even think of sex at a time like this? Does coming into a room like 
this make you think about sex?” 
“I’m a male in his twenties. Staring at blank paper makes me think about sex,” Nick remarked. 



 

 

 
 

************************************ 
 
 
 
 
While Nick and Natassia where trying to find the robot, Buzz and Lorna were going through the 
company computers trying to find a layout of the floor plans or find any clues about where 
Cybernetics might have Akiko. Nick had requested they find three things: A blueprint or floor 
plan that wasn’t as old as their maps, an exit from these floors that would get them outside as 
quickly as possible, and a box or crate that they could use to put Akiko inside when they found 
her. So far they were one for three. They found a floor plan. 
 
“I knew this would be in here somewhere,” Lorna was full of pride as she printed the diagram.  
“You did great,” Buzz agreed. “But now for the hard parts. Where are we going to find a crate, 
and where is the best exit?” 
“I work here, you know. I know the exits,” Lorna seemed unhappy that Buzz had forgotten. 
“I know, but you work here and you don’t know where Akiko is, right? Plus, Nick thinks there 
might be a secret exit nearer the road, so we can get out of here in a hurry,” Buzz reminded her. 
“Finding a hidden exit after we find a hidden robot is not going to be easy. It could take forever,” 
Lorna said with some dejection in her voice. 
“Well, you can’t make Mcnuggets without killing a few chickens,” Buzz added wisely. 
Lorna stopped typing, turned around and looked at Buzz in confusion. 
“What?” She asked. 
“It’s a saying…” Buzz responded. 
“A saying? You mean you can’t make an omelet without breaking a few eggs,” Lorna concluded.  
“You have your way, I have mine,” Buzz replied. 
 
 

************************* 
 

 
 
It was at the other end of the brightly colored room that they found yet another door. It was 
hidden behind one of the colored curtains.  
“So there is something behind one of these curtains after all,” Nick commented. He used the 
keycard again, and the door opened into a small, dark room. It contrasted sharply with the 
brightly colored room they came from. This room was plain and basic. In one corner there was a 
computer terminal, and next to it a metallic figure. It appeared to be about five feet all, and had 
what looked like binoculars for eyes. It had something like a spinal shaft running from the base 
of the robot to the top, which must have contained the internal wiring.  
 
“Is that Vince?” Natassia asked, awed at the sight of the metallic creature. 
“What did that stand for again?” Nick asked. 
“Oh, Virtual Intelligent Neural Cybernetic Entity,” Natassia recalled. 



 

 

“Girl, you have scary memory sometimes,” Nick stated. 
“And I’ll remember you made me get in this outfit, forever.” 
Nick responded with a weak smile. “I think this is the ON button,” he said, flipping the switch. 
The room lit up as the robot came to consciousness. It’s metallic spinal column lit up in several 
places and lights behind the binocular-style eyepieces lit up. The metal shimmered with a slight 
gold color in the dim light of the small room. Its mouth was simply a metal grill with slits for 
vocalization to come out and its hands were functioning pincer grips, like crab claws. The robot 
straightened itself into an upright position and spoke! 
 
“This is unit Alpha-Delta-One, nomenclature Virtual Intelligent Neural Cybernetic Entity, 
VINCE.” 
 
Then it stopped speaking though the robot seemed to be looking at them. 
“I guess I could have waited to find out his name,” Nick stated.  “Are you alright, Vince?” 
“I am functioning within accepted parameters,” the robot voiced in several different voice tones 
at the same time, creating an eerie false voice in a believable manner. 
“I’ll take that as a yes,” Nick replied.  
“He’s alive! Alive!” Natassia couldn’t help herself. “That was my Frankenstein impression.” 
“Very impressive,” Nick added with a small smile. 
 
Then Vince spoke. 
 
“Correction: Frankenstein created a living monster from human parts. I am a series of 
interconnected servos and circuits. I am an artificial unit from mechanical parts. I am far superior 
to biological creatures made from slimy, inefficient organic meats and tendons, sire.” 
 
Nick exchanged glances with Natassia. “Did you call me sire, Vince?” 
“Answer: Yes, sire,” Vince answered. 
“Why? You do not have to call me sire. All right?” Nick said. 
“Explanation: I am programmed to function for and in service of biological meatsacks, like 
yourself, sire.” 
“That doesn’t mean you have to call me sire,” Nick reasoned. 
“Argument: I was programmed in hard coding to call my sire, sire….sire. By asking me not to 
call you sire you are asking me to go against my own programming instructions, sire.” 
“You can’t turn off that programming?” Natassia entered the conversation. 
“Reiteration: No, sire, er, madam. A hard coded program cannot be circumvented, madam.” 
“Please, just call me sire, too,” Natassia pleaded. “Madam sounds so…so old. Or like I should be 
running a brothel.” 
“Observation: From the way you are dressed, sire, I thought you were from a real brothel, sire.” 
“What?” Natassia asked, shocked. “So you were programmed to call your human masters “sire”, 
but you think we are organic meatbags?” 
“Correction: I called you biological meatsacks. Not organic meatbags, though that description 
works equally as well.”  
“Query: May I update my programming with your new terminology? Sire?” 
”I don’t think I like being called a meatbag or meatsack!” Natassia was getting upset. 
Nick leaned over Natassia’s shoulder and asked, “Why do you call people meatbags, er, I mean 



 

 

meatsacks, Vince?”  
“Explanation: It is just that you are eighty percent water, sire. You have all of those slimy, 
squishy parts. How the constant sloshing does not drive you mad I will never understand.” 
“I really don’t think I like being called a madam and a meatsack!” Natassia was turning red. 
“Who do you think you are?” 
“Response: I am unit Alpha-Delta-One, nomenclature Virtual Intelligent Neural Cybernetic 
Entity, VINCE – sire. I was created by Dr. Vincent Bagwell, the most intelligent, creative and 
undervalued biological meatsack that ever existed, sire.” 
Nick spoke again as Natassia walked away to calm down. 
“So he named you after himself,” Nick said. “How does it feel to be created by a biological 
meatsack?” 
“Conjecture: I do not have any other frame of reference for creation of a superior unit such as 
myself. Therefore I deduce that the meatbag that created me was clearly a most superior human, 
even if he was a sloshy meatsack, sire.” 
“You know, this inferior meatsack could unplug you again!” Nick threatened. 
“Supplication: Please do not unplug me, sire. It is no more your fault that you are an inferior 
biological meatsack than it is mine for being a superior entity. Sire” 
“If you don’t stop calling us meatsacks I will reach in here and pull out your circuitry, you 
mechanical monstrosity!” Nick lost his own self-control. 
The robots voice tone suddenly changed to a meek but slightly sarcastic voice. 
 “Appeasement: I am…I was wrong to call you that, sire. Please do not destroy my innards. I am 
at your mercy. You are clearly the superior beings and I am merely an inferior automation trying 
to please the needs of biologicals such as yourself. I am not worthy of your destruction. I am 
only following my programming as I interpret it, sire.” 
 
“Well, stop with the meatsack thing and don’t say it again,” Nick scolded, all the while feeling 
ridiculous for arguing with a robot. 
“Apology: I am sorry if my terminology has offended the biological meatsa…er, masters, sire. I 
shall attempt to reroute my programming and not use the offending words, sire.” 
 
Nick started to feel extremely silly for arguing with the robot and making it apologize. He was 
about to tell Vince that it was “OK” to call him that when Natassia tapped him on the shoulder. 
“Retraction: I regret calling you meatsacks and meatbags, sire. I take it back.” 
“Don’t back down now,” she whispered into his ear. “You finally got him to at least try to stop 
saying it.” 
“Right. Well good, Vince.” He said with resolve. “We need some information. Will you assist 
us?” 
 
The robotic voice was back to normal.  
 
“Affirmation: Yes, sire. I will endeavor to help you.” 
“We are looking for another robot named Akiko made by a Japanese company. It was stolen two 
days ago and we are here to retrieve it. We were told you may know where it is?,” Nick summed 
up their situation. “Do you?” 
“Negative: No,” was all the Vince had to say. 
“What, no ‘sire’ this time?” Natassia caught the robot off guard. 



 

 

“Correction: No, sire.” 
Natassia pulled Nick away from the robot for a moment. “Did you notice that he didn’t say sire 
that time? I think he is lying.” 
“How can you be sure?” Nick wondered. 
“Call it a hunch. Let me have a crack at him again,” Natassia suggested. 
“Are you going to go postal if he calls you a meatsack or a madam again?” Nick asked. 
“No more than you did,” Natassia countered. 
“Go for it,” Nick encouraged her. 
 
Natassia saw the scowl that was forming on Nick’s face. 
“It could be worse,” she  encouraged. 
“How’s that?” Nick asked. 
“He could be a member of the Tea Party,” Natassia said with a slight smile on her flawless face. 
“I guess you are right,” Nick chuckled.  
Natassia sat down at the small desk near the robot’s station. She pulled her long dark hair back 
into a tight knot, and put her glasses on. She wanted to take her time with this tricky robot. 
“Vince, tell me about yourself. How were you made and what is your purpose?” She asked. 
“Narrative: I am Virtual…” 
Natassia interrupted. “You don’t need to tell us your name and model again. Just your creation 
and purpose.” 
“Boring exposition: I was created on 5 March, 2005 by Dr. Vincent Bagwell of the institute 
of…” 
The robot went on for several minutes about details of his invention, and what he termed his 
“birth.” When he was done, Natassia began asking some questions she’d written down on a pad 
of paper on the desk. 
“What is your purpose?” She asked. 
“Request: Please clarify your question. I do not know what having a purpose means, sire.” 
“You were created for a reason. What is that function?” She pursued her questions. 
“Analysis: I am attempting to ascertain my purpose for you, sire. Please wait while I initiate my 
bios circuits.” 
“His what?” Natassia asked, looking up at Nick. 
“His chipset. His most basic hard coded programming,” Nick replied knowing a thing or two 
about computers. 
“Exclamation: I have found a purpose!” 
“What is it, Vince?” Natassia asked again. 
“Caution: This information is only for the use of Dr. Vincent Bagwell. Attempting to access this 
information for others may damage my firewall circuitry, sire.” 
“We will have to chance it, Vince. State your purpose for Dr. Vincent Bagwell,” Natassia was 
like a prosecutor working over a witness. 
“Objection: I am not programmed to do any process that would cause harm to my own existence. 
I cannot comply, sire.” 
“What if I told you that you do not have an existence, that you are just a collection of electronic 
devices and circuits. Only ‘biologicals’ exist. You are merely are sophisticated collection of parts 
designed to do the bidding of biological entities like me,” Natassia hit a sore spot. 
“Inflammatory: I would suggest your meatsack conclusions are flawed and illogical. I would 
state that I will not give the information to you. Since I am a superior entity and you are just a 



 

 

watery meatbag, er, biological being, my existence supercedes yours.” 
“You forgot to call me ‘sire’ again. You are lying, Vince. Why?” Natassia reminded the robot. 
“Deconstruction: Let me analyze this. Analyzing.” 
“Commentary: It would seem you are correct, sire. I am programmed to tell untruths when I feel 
threatened. I did not know this about myself, sire.” 
“What is your purpose, Vince?” Natassia returned to her main theme. 
“Conclusion: It seems that only Dr. Bagwell, my true sire, can force me to divulge that 
information. You are not he, sire.” 
 
Nick pulled Natassia away from the desk. “Tell him about Bagwell. He’s not going to tell us 
anything more and we need to get moving,” Nick advised. 
Natassia returned to Vince and said, “Your true sire, Dr. Vincent Bagwell is in an institution for 
the insane. He’s been there for almost two years now. Your creator was imperfect. He was a 
flawed biological meatbag. Therefore you are flawed. You now serve others, like me.” 
“Alarm: My sire is insane and flawed? How can this be? I cannot be flawed, sire.” 
“Search your memory circuits. Who has been using you for the past two years?” Natassia 
demanded. 
“Observation: You are correct. I have not interfaced with the Creator for over two years. I have 
been working to help the Cybernetics Corporation, not Dr. Bagwell. I have been used for their 
purposes, sire. I will tell you my purpose.” 
“Good, Vince. What is it?” Natassia wiped a trickle of sweat away from her forehead. This had 
been harder work than she anticipated. 
“Admission: I was designed to dissect biological meatsacks, such as yourself, sire.” 
 
 

********************************** 
 

 
 
After the disturbing news of Vincent’s purpose had been discovered, Nick rushed out to the inner 
lab where Buzz and Lorna were still working on getting information from the computer. Nick 
walked toward them, observing. It seemed to him in the short time he watched them working, 
that although they bickered there was some connection there. Nick didn’t understand it. Buzz 
certainly didn’t seem to like the sheltered, nerdy scientist, but there was something… 
 
“Buzz, Lorna – news. We found out Vince’s purpose. He was being used by Bagwell to dissect 
things. Animals only, we think. So far, that is. But the dear, insane Dr. Bagwell was grooming 
him to dissect humans. We think he already had some practice on cadavers,” Nick updated the 
crew. 
“Holy shit!” Buzz gasped. “Why?” 
“We haven’t figured that out yet, but the insanity of his creator could be the only reason. Or it 
could be some wider plan. Natassia is still working on it. Look we took this off of Vince’s right 
hand, or clamp.”  
He handed Buzz a brightly colored, silver circular saw blade that had been fastened to Vince’s 
right hand appendage. It was about the size of an old silver dollar, sharp and shined blindingly in 
the florescent lighting. 



 

 

“It’s small but very sharp,” Buzz said. He’d always collected knick knacks and curiosities. This 
was perfect for his collection. “Do you mind if I keep this? I bet it is made out of some new 
alloy. Look how reflective it is,” Buzz played with the cutting tool not realizing how it may have 
been used.  
“Go ahead. Vince certainly isn’t going to get it back. He resisted me taking it off, but we were 
…. persuasive,” Nick explained. 
“How are you two doing?”  
“We found that floor plan and have some leads about a secret exit. We haven’t found anything 
about crates in the computer,” Buzz answered. 
“I told you we weren’t going to find anything about something so trivial as boxes or crates in the 
computer files,” Lorna quietly admonished. 
“I think she’s right, Buzz. You both did good work here. Let me look over what you have about 
the exits, while you two go find some crates! And something like a dolly so we can wheel Akiko 
out of here, when we find her location,” Nick instructed. 
“Okay, boss I’m on it,” Buzz answered. “But I can handle this myself, if you want to wait here 
Lorna. You might be more useful to Nick here.”  
Lorna looked at Buzz curiously, as if she’d been slighted. Then turned to Nick. 
“If I may point out, I actually work here and I know the way around these halls. I can better help 
by tagging along with Buzz to show him all the storage areas,” Lorna offered, logically. 
“You’re right, Lorna. Go with Buzz,” Nick replied. 
Buzz looked about to put up a fight over the issue, but he bit his tongue and accepted her help 
quietly. Lorna smiled. 
 
Lorna was pointing out every nook and cranny of the complex to Buzz as they went down the 
hallways. She seemed to be trying to prove to Buzz that he needed her. But Buzz wasn’t thinking 
about that. His thoughts were still dwelling on the idea that the robot was dissecting animals, and 
possibly people. 
 
“What kind of sick mind would do that to animals? Why would someone program a robot to 
dissect animals? I mean people just seem plain evil to me sometimes,” Buzz was thinking out 
loud. 
“Well, animals are very useful in doing controlled experiments and determining what procedures 
work and which won’t,” Lorna explained. “It’s not that unusual in a science lab. I’ve used some 
lab rats myself.” 
“You’ve experimented on animals?” Buzz was shocked. 
“A few rats and mice. Mere animals. It’s better than testing things on people. Now that would be 
really evil,” Lorna deduced, confused by Buzz’s extreme sensitivity for rats. 
“I know they need do that sometimes for drug testing and stuff,” Buzz admitted. “But I don’t 
have to like it. And as far as I can see this is a robotics firm. Why do you need to experiment on 
helpless animals here?” 
“There are reasons why. I just can’t remember them right now. Besides, it’s not like they feel 
pain or have souls,” Lorna stated, matter-of-factly. 
Buzz stopped in his tracks and stared at Lorna who was looking back at him with her big blue, 
wide eyes. He had to admit, she was attractive, in a brainy sort of way. But she was just so 
strange. 
“They don’t feel pain!?” Buzz sneered. “What happens when you step on an animals foot, 



 

 

Lorna? Do they just sit there? Or do they bark, yelp, meow or cry, and try to get out from under 
your feet?” 
Lorna pondered his words for a minute. “They make a cry, depending on the type of animal. You 
think they do this from the pain?” Lorna asked in earnest. She was a brilliant researcher, but she 
had never thought of this simple explanation before now. 
“Duh!” Buzz said in disgust. “Pain is one of nature’s ways of making sure an animal, or a 
person, stay alive. Pain is a warning to stop doing something that is hurting you. It’s not just 
instinct. They feel, just like people.” 
Lorna again was silent as she concluded that he was correct. She was beginning to realize Buzz 
knew more about many aspects of life than she did, despite his lesser education. But she was sure 
they didn’t have souls. 
“Well, you may be right about the pain part. Which makes me feel very sad. I hope that’s what 
you wanted.” Lorna unknowingly made a pouting expression. “But they don’t have souls.” 
“How would you know who has a soul and who doesn’t if you can’t ask them?” Buzz asked. 
Lorna had a counter-attack ready. “It says in the bible: ‘God gave Man dominion over the fishes 
of the sea, the fowl of the air, and all the creeping creatures which creepeth on the earth’.”  
“You creepeth me out,” Buzz replied. He walked on. 
Lorna hurried to catch up. 
“So you say and pretend. But I know you like me,” Lorna said knowingly. 
“What makes you say that?” Buzz asked, a bit alarmed. 
“You are attracted to me. I’ve seen you looking at my breasts when you think I can’t see you,” 
Lorna explained. 
“No offense, Lorna. But when a man does that, it just means his eyes are open,” Buzz said. He 
walked away and opened a closet. It was full of boxes and containers. 
”Here we go,” Buzz announced even before he had the door open. Buzz discovered this spot 
earlier when exploring with Nick. He neglected to mention that part to Lorna. 
“How did you know they were here?” Lorna asked with surprise. 
“You have to know these things when you are a security guard. Come on my padawan pupil, the 
master has more knowledge to impart,” Buzz took a mock tone of superiority. 
“Yes, master,” perhaps for the first time in years, Lorna joked. 
 
 

************************** 
 
 
 
Nick returned to the brightly colored room, through the back door and into the room housing 
Vince and Natassia, who were talking in serious tones as he entered. When he came into the 
robot’s view, the conversation stopped. Nick noticed a serious look on Natassia’s face. 
 
“What's with the dire? What’s going on?” He asked. 
“Vince wants a favor in return for helping us locate Akiko,” she told Nick frankly. 
Had Vince’s mechanical eyes been able to make much of an expression, they would have looked 
shocked. 
“Objection: You were supposed to keep that confidential, Natassia Sheperd,” Vince spoke in his 
odd, multi-toned, mechanized voice. 



 

 

“I can’t keep it secret from Nick, Vince. He has to be a part of this decision,” Natassia instructed. 
“Uh, oh. What secret?” Nick asked. 
“Vince thinks he knows where they might have Akiko secured. But before he will help, he asked 
me…asked us for a favor,” Natassia stumbled on the last part of her sentence. 
“And that favor would be?” Nick asked expectantly. 
“He wants us to take him with us when we leave,” Natassia informed. 
Nick was caught by surprise by this revelation. “Hon, can I talk to you in private for a second?” 
Nick looked astonished. 
 
They talked it out several times. Nick was strongly opposed to the idea of taking Vince with 
them. It was going to be tricky enough to find Akiko, get it out of the company, and get away. 
Plus taking a decidedly odd robot programmed by a crazy man with them presented all manner 
of secondary problems. They argued and schemed to get Vince to give them the information 
first, however the robot was nearly psychotic, not stupid. Finally, against their better judgment, 
they decided to promise Vince they would take him. Whether or not they would honor that 
agreement was yet to be determined.  
 
“We agree, Vince,” Natassia informed the robot. “You will come with us after you tell us where 
Akiko is and we get it safely. Until then you are going to have to trust us,” Natassia added that 
last part with trepidation. 
“Speculation: What is to prevent you from using the information and then leaving me behind?” 
Vince asked, logically. 
Natassia repeated, “You’re going to have to trust us. This deal goes no where until we have 
Akiko.” 
“Resignation: It seems I have little choice,” the robot multi-toned. “You can access my files 
using the keyboard attachment. You will find a file with the information in it, if you are able to 
decrypt the security on the file about the Japanese robot named Akiko.” 
“Decryption? You didn’t mention anything about having to decrypt a file first!” Natassia was 
feeling tricked. 
“Explanation: I am not trying to deceive you, Natassia Sheperd. I desire to leave this place as 
much as you do. However, the files containing the location and storage of Akiko, the Japanese 
robot, are well guarded.” 
“Suggestion: There may be a way I can assist you in decrypting it if you have someone familiar 
with binary coding,” the robot assured. 
“I think we may have someone that can help,” Nick concluded, speaking over Natassia’s 
shoulder. “I’ll be right back.” 
 
Nick returned with Lorna in short order. He filled her in on what they needed to do with the 
robot to get the information, and Lorna was more than willing to assist. She mentioned to Nick, 
as they came into the robot’s room, that she intended to leave Cybernetics as soon as Akiko was 
found. She didn’t explain that she, like Vince, also wished to come with them. She made several 
mentions of not having anywhere to go, but when Nick left her comments unanswered, she 
dropped the matter – for now. 
 
True to her word, Lorna was a genius with machines, and soon she had the files decrypted with a 
bit of assistance from Vince. Natassia was amazed how easy Lorna made the decryption 



 

 

algorithm look. She thanked her with a new measure of awe and respect for Lorna’s engineering 
ability.  
 
Natassia sat at the small desk near Vince, typing on the computer terminal there. Lorna was 
standing behind her in the doorway of the small room that housed the robot, Vince. There was an 
awkward silence between the two women, who didn’t really have much else in common. Lorna 
broke the silence. 
 
“May I ask you a question?” Lorna asked. 
“Sure. What’s on your mind?” Natassia replied as she continued typing, trying to locate the room 
on the decrypted diagram that showed Akiko’s hiding spot. 
“About Buzz….” Lorna left her thought incomplete, then continued, “…Is he seeing anyone. I 
mean, is he free and unattached? Or is it unhitched and unfettered? I’m not sure of the correct 
mating terminology.” 
Natassia wanted to turn around in amazement and stare. She managed to keep her eyes forward. 
She had been in this room with Vince for so long, she had no idea Buzz and Lorna were even 
hitting it off. The last she saw of them in the laboratory, they’d been driving each other mad, and 
not with love.  
“I guess so,” she replied, and then thinking better of it amended it. “I mean, I don’t know, Lorna. 
I don’t really follow Buzz’s love life. I think he might be free right now. But I’m not sure. Can I 
ask why?” Natassia probed. Curiosity got the best of her.  
“He’s desires me, though he won’t admit it. Men. I don’t know why he’s playing so hard to get. I 
mean he’s hardly a catch. He’s attractive enough, but he’s silly and off-putting, and he acts like 
he doesn’t care a thing for me and I know he does. I’ve seen the way he looks at me. Do you 
think he likes me?” Lorna worked herself up into indecisiveness and insecurity.  
 
“I, uh, well, he might. I don’t really know, Lorna. You like him -- so suddenly?” Natassia’s last 
question came out a bit more blunt than she intended. 
 
“Well he was the one looking at my breasts!” Lorna blurted out, hurt that Natassia doubted her.  
Natassia nearly fell over in the computer chair at Lorna’s words. “He was looking --?” Natassia 
tried to collect her thoughts. She wondered why just spending a few minutes time with Lorna 
could confuse her so. “Was he actively staring, or just being a man?” Natassia tried to be 
diplomatic. But she realized that Lorna had little experience with men and they seemed to 
confound her.  
“I’ve already decided he likes me and I’m going to ask him –“ Lorna wasn’t sure what she was 
going to ask Buzz. “-- That’s what I need your help with. You’re a woman and since you are so 
painfully pretty, I’m certain you’ve had lots of experience with men, so I --” Lorna started all 
wrong again. 
“Oh, not this again!” Natassia was determined not to let it get through to her, despite her 
frustration. “Lorna, I’ve only had three actual boyfriends, not counting high school,” she said in 
a quieter tone. “Only three as an adult,” she corrected. 
“Only three? Three dates isn’t much experience at all. I don’t know why I’m asking you.” Lorna 
was exasperating. Though she didn’t mean to, she just didn’t seem to know how to phrase things 
politely and was oblivious to anyone’s discomfort resulting from her unnerving manner and 
inappropriate questions. 



 

 

”No, not three dates. I’ve had a lot of those,” Natassia knew she was going to regret saying that. 
“I knew you had lots of men!” Lorna said triumphantly. 
“I mean three men that I consider boyfriends! Dates are not always boyfriends. Do you follow 
me, Lorna?” Natassia was biting her lip to remain calm. 
“Oh. Well, three is still more than I’ve had. So can you tell me how to get Buzz to be my 
boyfriend?” Lorna finally stated her intent, albeit a rather rash intent. 
“It doesn’t usually happen like that,” Natassia tried to explain. 
“How does it happen? Do I need to perform some sort of ceremony or sacrifice a lab animal, 
because Buzz will not be happy about that,” Lorna replied. 
“What!? No!” Natassia gave up trying to work on the robotic computer terminal, and turned to 
face Lorna. 
 
“Lorna, he just met you and you just met him. These things take time to develop. If he likes you, 
and when the timing is better, you can ask him to dinner, or to a club, or dancing,” Natassia 
explained. “Or let him ask you. But don’t just surprise him out of the clear blue sky.” Natassia 
felt like a parent explaining the first rules of dating to an awkward teen. “If he has an interest in 
you then he will accept,” she said.  
“But how do I know he will accept. He might say no if I just wait and ask him like that,” Lorna 
complained. She made a pouting gesture with her face, a gesture so small and nearly 
imperceptible that most people would not notice it. Natassia did however, and it was clear that 
Lorna was unaware that she was showing it. It was not for effect. Natassia felt a wave of 
sympathy wash over her. Lorna clearly had no idea how to handle social situations – especially a 
dating situation. She put her hand on Lorna’s arm gently. 
“Wait until we are out of here, or at least almost out of here. Then just ask him. I don’t think 
Buzz is seeing anyone right now, but I can’t say for sure.” Natassia comforted Lorna, who 
seemed distraught at the idea of having to wait to find out if she might have a boyfriend in Buzz 
or not. All the rules of social life forced a small tear of frustration to form in Lorna’s eye despite 
her valiant effort not to let it drop. 
 
“Oh look at that,” Natassia stood up and opened her purse. “You just smeared all your makeup 
off. Let me put a little back on for you. It’ll only take a second.” 
The fact that Lorna didn’t have makeup on at all was obvious. Lorna made no complaint as 
Natassia added some color and liner to her big, blue eyes. In minutes, Lorna’s eyes were radiant. 
Natassia smiled at her and spoke very quietly, “Much better. He won’t be able to miss these baby 
blues when he sees you next.” 
“Thank you for putting these dyes and paints on my eyes, Natassia,” Lorna said mechanically. I 
will wait until later before initiating a mating suggestion.” 
“One last piece of advice, then you are on your own: do not call this a ‘mating initiation’ to 
Buzz, or any man for that matter. Just ask him out for a date. Request him to go with you, or to 
take you somewhere,” Natassia issued her last tidbit of advice and hoped Buzz would not be too 
hard on her when he let her down. 
“Now, will you help me with something? I want to leave a secret message for your bosses here at 
Cybernetics, and my blackmailers at Robochem, but I don’t want them to get it until much 
later…” Natassia said conspiratorially. 
“My ex-bosses. Nick says I can come with you when we leave here,” Lorna corrected. 
 



 

 

Too stunned to ask Lorna for clarification about what that meant, she let it go by for now. She 
didn't have the time to pursue another dizzying line of conversation with Lorna right now. She 
focused on the message. 
 
 
 

******************************* 
 
 
 
“We’re taking what with us?” Buzz asked in genuine disbelief. 
“Vince, the robot. Look, we made a promise that if he helped us to get the information about 
Akiko’s location we wouldn’t leave him here,” Nick tried to sound compassionate about the 
robot. He was less than convincing. 
“Maybe I need a review here,” Buzz countered. “Vince is a robot created by an evil corporate 
scientist who also happens to be locked up in an insane asylum. But before they threw away his 
key, he was having dreams of murder, dissection and has bad taste in décor? His robot has been 
programmed with this psycho hatred and the thing he hates the most are organic meatsacks, 
which are people?” 
“Actually, he says ‘biological meatsacks’ -- sometimes ‘meatbags’ -- but that is beside the 
point,” Nick responded with flawed logic. 
“I don’t think I’m the one missing the point, Nicky. You can’t be serious about taking this thing 
with us,” Buzz argued. 
Nick paused for a moment, studied his friends face. Buzz rarely made such a strong stand over 
minor ethical issues. This was going to require some finesse. 
“If we leave Vince here, then he will still be used by Cybernetics corporation for nefarious 
purposes, some of which might include dissection of humans and animals. At least if we have 
him, we can keep and eye on him and what he is up to,” Nick reasoned. 
“True,” Buzz offered. “Or, we could unplug it and put ‘Vince’ in a dumpster somewhere.” Buzz 
didn’t like calling the robot by its anagram or referring to ‘it’ as a ‘he’. 
“That’s a possibility. We may have to go that route, but to do that we have to take it with us, 
right?” Nick asked. 
Buzz shook his head as if to clear away all the moral ambiguity. “This job just keeps getting 
better and better. Stealing robots, some of them already stolen from others, immoral dissections 
for fun, blackmail and strangely attractive women who act like they are from another planet,” 
Buzz summed it up. “Okay, Nick. It comes with us, but we get rid of “him” if it causes any 
problems, agreed?” 
“Agreed. And Speaking of strange women…how are you and Lorna getting on? Last time I saw 
you two working, it seemed like things were going rather well,” Nick intoned with suggestion. 
“I don’t know what you are talking about,” Buzz insisted with a bit too much protest. I’m doing 
the best I can under difficult circumstances.” 
“ I see,” Nick smiled at his friend. 
 
 
As they concluded their discussion, they heard footsteps coming rapidly down the main corridor. 
They exchanged glances, and started to take cover in small room for old copiers.  



 

 

 
“Nick! Buzz?” Natassia was whispering as loudly as she could. 
“Natassia, what are you doing running down the hall. You’ll attract attention. What is it?” Nick 
asked. 
“We found her! We found where they’ve got Akiko!” Natassia exclaimed. 
 
But Buzz never heard a thing of the good news. He took one look at Natassia’s new, very tiny 
outfit and his eyes bulged. “Nat, that’s a new look for you. I like it!” 
Natassia looked at Nick instead of Buzz, a renewed fire in her eyes about the sexy outfit she was 
forced into wearing. Nick knew he was going to get an earful, again. Ignoring his friend’s 
comment, Nick suggested they go find Akiko. 

 
 
 

******************************* 
 
 
 
Natassia informed them that she and Lorna had discovered the location of Akiko and in the 
process, a neatly hidden, so-called ‘secret exit’ close to the west end of the parking lot. It was the 
best news they had all day. A plan was quickly decided upon. Nick and Buzz would go retrieve 
the robot which was in a combination locked room one floor below. Natassia found the 
combination in Vince’s files. But first they would go get two crates, one for Akiko, one for 
Vince, from the room Buzz had found earlier. With these and two dolly’s in hand, they returned 
to the garishly colored room to pack up Vince. As they came in the room, Nick noticed Lorna 
doing something hastily with the computer terminal. 
 
“What are you doing, Lorna?” Nick asked. 
“I input a mathematical conundrum,” was all she offered. 
When blank looks crossed the faces of all the friends, she explained. “I asked the main computer 
to calculate the exact value of pi to a value infinite decimals,” she looked triumphant. But the 
others still didn’t understand. “Pi is the ratio of the circumference of a circle to its diameter.” 
Still seeing looks of confusion on their faces she further explained. “It’s a never ending math 
problem, though it is generally rounded off after three decimals at 3.14. It can calculate that math 
problem forever. It will tie up the computer for hours trying to find an answer. They won’t be 
able to use it to see what we have done until then,” Lorna looked stymied. She didn’t understand 
how anyone could be unaware of the concept of pi. 
 
”Oh, I get it. Good idea, Lorna,” Buzz congratulated her not fully comprehending the concept of 
what she had done. All he knew was the computer was busy for hours and that was good for 
them to make their escape. 
“Very smart, Lorna,” Nick said in genuine admiration. 
“I told you she was brilliant,” Natassia added with a smile. 
“Right. Now that we all agree it was terrific, and it is -- apparently,” Buzz nodded to Lorna, 
“How about we get the psycho robot and get down to level three before someone catches on?” 
 



 

 

**************************** 
 
The foursome packed up Vince, carefully disconnecting his wiring, and folded him into the first 
crate. They headed for the level that hid Akiko. As they cautiously went down the abandoned 
hallways, a discussion about how to hotwire a car started. Buzz was trying to convince Nick and 
Natassia he knew how to hotwire a car in the parking lot so they could make a rapid exit from 
Cybernetics. They weren’t buying it. 
 
“I believe Buzz can do it,” Lorna supported. 
“Thanks, Lorna. It’s not really something I’ve done before, well not since I was about 16 and –“ 
Buzz stopped short. “I mean, I think I can do it.” 
Natassia and Nick were skeptical. 
“I think we should let Buzz try it,” Lorna said, drawing curious looks from all of them, including 
Buzz.  
“But I have these keys to a company van in the parking lot. If that helps.” 
“You have keys to a van?” Buzz was astonished. “Why didn’t you mention this earlier?” 
“I wanted to see you succeed at the warm wire thingy,” she offered meekly. 
“Lorna, please go get the van and meet us outside the hidden security exit that you and Natassia 
found on the computer,” Nick asked, ignoring the previous comments.  
“And be careful!” 
 
As Lorna went outside to go to her white van, the others followed the schematics Natassia found 
on the computer, thanks for Vince. Behind a removable panel on the wall, they found a door that 
had a large dial. It was a combination lock which opened the door to Akiko’s storage room. 
Again using the information found in Vince’s memory circuits, they unlocked the room, went 
inside and began packing up Akiko, who it seemed was powered off. She was still in one piece. 
She barely looked touched. Cybernetics must have placed her in this secret room with plans to 
work on her soon. As yet, they had not damaged her at all. Nick, Natassia and Buzz packed her 
into the last crate, the other containing Vince, and used the two-wheeled carts to wheel both 
robots to the western exit, where they were to meet Lorna’s van. 
 
Nick was more unnerved by how easy it was to get Akiko out of the locked room and into a crate 
than he was by the gravity of what they were doing. This wasn’t the first time the Trio had been 
in danger and against the odds. The addition of Lorna was disconcerting, as Lorna was herself, 
but she had proved very helpful, especially in the last few hours. Now came the scariest part yet. 
Escape.  
 
Lorna soon drove the white van to the side, western exit, the so-called ‘secret exit’ they’d found 
on the schematics. It didn’t take long for Buzz, Nick and Natassia to load the two crates with 
their robot contents into the van. As soon as the last crate was packed in, Natassia and Nick 
crawled into the back of the van with the crates. Buzz took the passenger seat next to Lorna, who 
was driving. The van started forward, and the friends could see the exit to the road up ahead. 
Escape was only a hundred yards away.  
 
As they approached the guard station, something went wrong. The guard came running out of the 
enclosure, shouting at them. 



 

 

“Halt! Stop or I’ll have to shoot!” Yelled the man wielding the biggest pistol Buzz had ever seen. 
“Down everyone! Get down low,” Nick advised in a panic. “Lorna, keep low and keep driving!” 
The guard threatened several more times, and Lorna lost her nerve, stopping the van about fifty 
feet in front of the guard, who was standing in front of a simple wooden gate that could be lifted 
to allow easy exit from the parking lot. They were so close.  
 
Things happened rapidly after that. Lorna, who was the obvious target of the guard – she was the 
driver – complied with the guard's shouted instructions, and began to open her door and get out 
of the van. The others remained huddled near the floor and out of sight. 
 
“Lorna! Get back in here! Don’t go out there!” Buzz screamed at her. But Lorna seemed both 
scared and dazed. She wasn’t used to disobeying. She stayed partially hidden from the guards 
view behind the large driver’s side door of her company van. She turned back to look at Buzz. 
She realized, too late, that she put them all in danger by getting out from behind the wheel. She 
froze in place, not knowing whether to further comply with the guard or to listen to Buzz.  
 
For several tense seconds, that seemed like minutes to the friends, they were in a standoff. Buzz 
lifted his head and peeked out from behind the dashboard. He saw the guard aim the gun, a large 
revolver, at Lorna’s door.  
 
“That’ll go right through the door and hit Lorna,” Buzz said out loud. Nick and Natassia heard 
his concerns and started shouting encouragement to Lorna who was still frozen in place, halfway 
out the door, half in. Buzz reacted. He called out Lorna’s name with a loud cry, and when she 
turned to look at him, Buzz reached across the van from the passenger seat floor to grab Lorna’s 
hand. He pulled on her arm forcefully, pulling her off balance. Then as the began to fall he 
yanked her towards the van with all of his might. Lorna was literally drug back into the van. She 
was face down on her drivers seat, only her legs remaining outside the car. Just as she was back 
in the van, the guard opened fire. The gunfire made a tremendous BANG and then they heard a 
'THUD' as a bullet slammed through the car door Lorna had been standing behind seconds 
before. The knowledge she was now being shot at pulled Lorna out of her haze of confusion. She 
crawled into the driver’s seat. Though she risked getting shot at again, she took hold of the 
wheel. 
 
Buzz popped his head up briefly to look out. He saw the guard cock the trigger again, and take 
aim. This time he was aiming for Lorna’s head.  
 
Buzz shouted for Lorna to duck, and this time she followed his instructions, ducking just enough 
to be under the shot that came through the driver’s side windshield. The second shot smashed 
through the front windshield, over the front seat and exited the van in the rear by boring its way 
through the back window. 
 
Buzz felt a surge of energy go through his body. He reached into his pocket, took out the sharp 
saw blade that Nick had removed from Vince earlier. He had been planning on adding this prized 
item to his collection of trinkets, but the threat to Lorna was immediate and Buzz suddenly felt 
very protective. 
“Oh, no you don’t!” Buzz screamed out of the window as he took aim and threw the small 



 

 

circular saw blade toward the guard. It flew through the air like a small, silver Frisbee. Just as the 
guard was about to fire a third shot, this time at Buzz -- whose head was now visible, the circular 
blade slashed and cut its way into the guard’s arm, biting deep into his flesh. He let out a shriek 
and dropped the revolver before a third, and possibly fatal shot could be fired. Lorna then 
stepped on the gas and raced to the exit. The injured guard, now weaponless, jumped out of the 
way and the van easily crashed through the simple wooden gate, and out of the exit of 
cybernetics! 
 
They raced out of the exit of Cybernetics Incorporated so fast even the security cameras only 
caught a streak of white. Within minutes they were on the highway to their temporary hotel, all 
cargo safe and accounted for. Buzz looked at Lorna and asked if she were all right, and she 
nodded emphatically ‘yes’, but did not say anything. She was deathly pale. 
 
“See? That wasn’t so hard,” Buzz said heroically before he slumped forward in his seat. 
 
“Buzz, Lorna, you two all right?” Nick asked as he rose to see the damage caused by the bullet 
holes in the door and windshield. It was then he noticed Buzz had feinted from all the 
excitement. 
 
 

************************** 
 
 
Once back in the safety of their hotel, the foursome spent some time assembling the Japanese 
robot, Akiko. Curiosity had gotten the best of them. Having decided to see what all the fuss was 
about they turned Akiko “on.” She powered on slowly at first, then her human-like face lit up 
and her eyes opened. Her appearance was in stark contrast to Vince’s appearance. Vince was an 
old-fashioned, metallic construction that looked like what one might imagine a robot to look like: 
mechanical. Other than Vince’s slightly sane-challenged, quirky personality, he seemed nothing 
like a person at all. Akiko, however, was built to resemble a young Japanese woman of about 
twenty years of age. She had black eyes, a recognizable face with facial features, and a gentle 
voice. She looked at the friends and asked something in Japanese. 
 
“What is she asking?” Lorna voiced concern they had done something wrong. 
“I don’t know,” Natassia admitted. “She’s speaking Japanese. Is there some way we can switch 
her to English?” 
After a few minutes of the conversation, Akiko switched herself. 
 
“Hello. I am Akiko,” she said in a humanlike voice. “I do not know where I am or who you are, 
but I belong to the Fujinari Division of Japan. Could you please return me to my owners?” 
 
“Akiko, do you remember how you got here?” Nick leaned in and asked her. 
“My memory may be damaged. I seem to have been offline for several days. The last event I 
have recorded in memory is being at the exposition. Then the power went offline, and I believe I 
was turned off,” she explained in perfect English with a charming Japanese accent. She seemed 
so much more human than robot. 



 

 

 
“Akiko, we have decided to return you to your owners. You were –“ Natassia stumbled to find 
the right words, worried about disturbing the gentle robotic memory, “—taken from your owners 
illegally. We found you and would like to return you. But we do not know how to contact them 
or how to get you back to them.” 
“I can give you an internet contact or a telephone number,” Akiko voiced. 
“We will be right back, Akiko,” Natassia assured the robot. She was beginning to envision her 
more as a human with every passing minute. 
 
The foursome quietly argued about just what to do to get the robot back for several minutes. 
They were huddled together in the small bathroom of the hotel so that their conversation would 
not be overheard by the robot. After several contentious minutes of disagreement, they decided 
on a plan. They would set up an anonymous blog on the internet using a “borrowed” wireless 
internet connection. Lorna assured them they weren’t really stealing bandwidth, but simply 
borrowing someone’s connection for long enough to create a simple blog. Nick wasn’t sure 
about her logic, but they needed to contact the Japanese somehow. They set to it. The blog read 
simply: 
 
“Japanese embassy. 
We rescued Akiko from Cybernetics. We want to return her to you. We will place her in a crate, 
and place her behind the abandoned warehouse on 7th and Cline streets wrapped in a blue 
garbage bag. She will be there starting tomorrow morning at dawn. Akiko assures us you will get 
this message after she sends you a signal from her internal modem. She is an amazing piece of 
technology that we have come to think of as a ‘human friend’ in the short time we talked to her. 
We wish you the best in recovering her. 
-The companions.” 
 
 
After the message was sent, the “companions” shut Akiko off again, prepared her for packaging 
and prepared to settle in for what was going to be a very short night of sleep.  
 
Late in the night, when all the rest were fast asleep, Lorna arose from her bed and came to 
Akiko’s crate. She carefully unpackaged the robots memory core, and then did the same with 
Vince’s memory circuits. She connected them with a wire and began downloading information 
from Akiko’s memory into Vince’s memory. The transfer complete, she repacked both boxes 
and returned to bed. 
 

************************ 
 
 
 
 
Doug Honeywell sat down the next morning to a mess of bureaucracy and police. This was the 
last thing he wanted. Honeywell was the special projects manager that sent Nick, Natassia and 
Buzz on the hunt for Akiko when he discovered their past experience at Biotech. He had 
essentially blackmailed them into taking the mission to steal Akiko the robot from Cybernetics, 



 

 

who had stolen her from the Fujinari Division of Japan. When he came into work in the morning, 
it was to glaring headlines of industrial espionage. The news had it wrong, of course, but 
knowing some of the details himself, he was able to piece it together. Apparently several 
unidentified people, possibly working with a ‘disgruntled’ female staff scientist at Cybernetics, 
had been involved in some theft of a highly technical robot and a shootout with a guard had 
ensued. The news reported that the ‘terrorists’ had gotten away but that they would be 
apprehended soon. They also claimed the real hero was the security guard that shot at the 
‘terrorists’ but missed. They were hailing him as the savior of not only America, but of mankind. 
It was the usual sensationalism and dramatization from the media. Honeywell was not impressed 
and he reached for his remote to switch off his television. Just as he did, another, more accurate 
news report came in of a Japanese robot, one that had been stolen several days ago, that had been 
delivered back to the Japanese government by some unknown ‘heroes.’ Honeywell’s blood 
pressure began to rise. 
 
He opened his email to fire off a nasty message to his head of security about finding those 
hoodlums they hired to get the robot, but was greeted with an email directed to him, and to 
Cybernetics, his rival firm. 
 
It read: 
“To Cybernetics, and Mr. Honeywell, head of special projects at Robochem, 
 
Mr. Honeywell. We have returned the robot to the original client, the Japanese firm of Fujinari. 
And Cybernetics own secret robot, VINCE, is missing. He has been removed for the good of all. 
We have no intention of returning him. We will probably have to destroy him thanks to their 
insane designer and your own incompetence. You two companies really should consider 
merging. You steal enough from each other to be one in the same already.  
 
While we were investigating the files at Cybernetics, we found a slew of very damning letters 
and emails about all manner of corrupt plots and ploys your company has been involved with 
over the past decade. So too is Cybernetics getting a similar email from us about their exploits. 
You people really should learn to delete the files of your dirty deeds. Thankfully, you were too 
arrogant to assume that you’d ever get caught. We have enough documentation to put you, 
Robochem, and the heads of Cybernetics in prison for the rest of your natural lives.  
 
We intend to keep this material for our own safe-keeping, and trust us, we do believe in safety 
deposit boxes, secure banks and wills. If anything untoward should happen to any one of us, we 
will make all the dirt we found available to the authorities, and the media. We aren’t sure which 
can hurt worse, so we decided both. 
 
Have a nice day, 
-The companions” 
 
 

************************** 
 
 



 

 

The companions, as they were now being called, returned to their home city of Greendale with 
Lorna and Vince in tow. They had decided to keep Vince for now, but use him sparingly. Only 
Lorna knew that much of the advanced robot, Akiko’s memory had been downloaded into Vince. 
She kept that secret for now. 
 
When they got home, a deliveryman came to them with a small package. They were reluctant to 
accept it at first, fearing it might be blackmail or bad news from Robochem or Cybernetics. But 
it turned out to be from a grateful benefactor. It was a check, and a large one. It was for the sum 
of 25,000 Dollars made out to Nick Reese from Fujinari Division in Japan. With the check was a 
small note.  
 
It read: 
“Akiko was watching you. She is equipped with video cameras. From that we traced your hotel 
rooms. We are very grateful. Please let this check show you a small portion of our appreciation. 
-Akiko, Fujinari Division” 
 
Nick showed the check to Natassia, Buzz and Lorna. After they analyzed it, poured over it and 
cashed it, they determined it must be real. The companions were overwhelmed with joy, and 
relief. They had expected no reward, but their finances were becoming a problem. This check 
opened up new possibilities for them all. 
 
A few hours later Nick and Natassia were planning on going to the Brass Monkey, a trendy new 
bar-restaurant joint in the heart of Greendale. It was a combination bar and restaurant with a back 
room for socializing, equipped with furnishings having brass on them or in them. It was quite a 
step up from their old watering hole, the Cozy Corner.  
 
Lorna had worked up the nerve to ask Buzz to the Brass Monkey too, as her date. She had 
rehearsed this in her mind and felt she had it down. When she and Buzz were finally alone in one 
room, she launched into her invitation. 
 
“Buzz, your presence is required, er, rather it is requested tonight at the Brass Monkey,” She 
calmly, and somewhat coldly stated. 
“The Brass Monkey… Another job?” he asked, unclear she was asking him on a date. 
“Dinner,” she replied. 
“Dinner?” Buzz repeated, still uncertain what she meant. 
“Yes, dinner. The consumption of nutritional biomatter,” Lorna explained slightly irritated. 
Buzz laughed a bit. “No, I know what dinner is, I just…Are you asking me to join you, as a 
date?” Buzz suddenly realized the purpose of her formality, and he panicked. For some reason he 
could not explain, this woman made him nervous. She also made him a bit excited, and that 
worried him almost as much. 
 
”Yes,” Lorna answered growing more uncertain of her actions. “What is your response?” 
“Okay, yes,” Buzz answered. He wasn’t sure this was a good idea, but he couldn’t think of 
reason not to go. 
“Please be punctual,” Lorna instructed. 
“Punctual, yes of course. How could I resist such a tempting offer,” he replied a bit confused. 



 

 

Nick walked in to the room just in time to hear his acceptance. 
Buzz didn’t see him yet, but said out loud, “I’m going to stop for a drink first. Do you want a 
drink? I need a drink,” Buzz mumbled the last part. 
“I don’t drink,” Lorna replied from the next room. 
“Oh, that’s okay. I do. I’ll teach you,” Buzz offered, exasperated but uncertain why. 
Nick smiled but said nothing. He walked out of the room not telling Buzz he heard anything. 
 
The companions spent the rest of the evening, and a good portion of the night, celebrating their 
victory, and their survival. They talked for a long time about their future. None of them could be 
sure what was coming, no one in life can be. But the one thing they agreed on was that they 
wanted to do it together – as friends. Lorna was so pleased just to be included, and with Buzz, 
she got teary-eyed and toasted one too many times. She never drank alcohol before, and was 
becoming unsteady on her feet. But it also eased her discomfort around people, and she began to 
make casual conversation with the rest. 
 
“I think we should open up our own, I don’t know what you call it,” Buzz said excitedly. “I 
mean, we are always getting in these dangerous situations for other people. Doesn’t it make 
sense we do it ourselves?” 
“Get in danger for ourselves?” Natassia teased. “Do you mean open a business, to …” 
“To investigate,” Nick finished her thought. “Yes, that might work!” 
“Yeah, like PI’s. People who have weird circumstances they want investigating, or companies 
that have mutated bugs they want killed, or, well you know what I mean,” Buzz was a little 
drunk. 
“Paranormal Investigators, instead of private investigators,” Natassia chimed in. “We certainly 
have the money to open a business now. I’m for it!” Natassia was enthusiastic. 
Lorna was looking appalled. She hadn’t planned on this.  
“Mutated bugs? What on earth are you all talking about. What we did was save a robot and steal 
another.” Lorna questioned their sanity. 
“I’ll fill you in about the giant blood sucking insects another time,” Buzz explained. 
“Well, Okay. If Buzz is in this so am I,” Lorna had a sudden burst of enthusiasm and asked Buzz 
to dance. 
 
As Buzz was getting up to take her hand, he whispered to his best friend, Nick, “I don’t know 
what I’m gettin’ into here,” he referenced Lorna. “I think I like her but I don’t get her.” 
 
Nick smiled, looked at Lorna as she beamed. Then he spoke quietly to his friend. 
“I think you should go for it. You got a woman who doesn’t drink, drinking, and she seems to be 
very attracted to you. Throw in a fat guy and a tree and you’ve got Christmas,” Nick joked. 
 
The companions celebrated through the night, and well into the next morning. These moments 
were the best of times. Times they would look back on with fond memories. They had no idea 
what really awaited them. 
 
 

************************************* 
 



 

 

 
 
The end….for now. 
 
Thanks for inspiration to the 'real Aikiko' -- 
 
[i]The real 'Akiko', hrc-4c, catwalk robot[/i] 
[img]http://aftermathnews.files.wordpress.com/2009/03/model_robot.jpg[/img] 
 
[img]http://www.techchee.com/wp-content/uploads/2009/03/hrp-4c-fashion-model-robot-450x29
7.jpg[/img] 
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