
Hey, partner, are you asleep?”
My vision returned to me in a rush. I looked at Shelly 

Nolan as she stared across our shared desk at me. My response 
was automatic. “Bioroids don’t sleep.”

She smiled. “Well, you definitely weren’t here.”
Around us, the New Angeles Police Department Detectives 

Division looked normal. I couldn’t get the image of the hotel 
and the firefight in the elevators out of my mind. I still smelled 
the burnt cordite of the spent pistol rounds and the woman’s 
lilac and salt scent.

A few other detectives sat at their desks, engaged in filing 
reports on their PADs, or talking to perpetrators or witnesses. 
Many of the desks were empty, and the darkness outside the 
windows reminded me we were on the night shift this rotation.

New Angeles, and crime, never slept.
I liked the detectives division bullpen better than the effi-

ciency flat I lived in. Although I seldom interacted with detec-
tives other than Shelly, I liked having them around. I couldn’t 
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explain why exactly, but I think it had to do with the stimulus 
they provided. The detectives were constantly in motion and 
constantly talking—whether enjoying each other’s company 
or arguing about a case.

The stimulus there was much more involving than the stim-
ulus I received at the flat. There was movement there, too, and 
conversations and arguments, but I was always on the outside 
of that, never involved. Plus, a homicide investigation was like 
a program in certain respects. A lot of the work was repetitive 
and I liked the predictability of it.

“Come on.”
I turned toward Shelly.
She was standing behind her side of the desk and pulling her 

pistol from the locked desk drawer where she kept it. Seeing 
the gun, looking so much like the weapon I had used in the…
programming glitch…I felt uneasy. That feeling was also in 
the palette of emotional responses I had, and it was used both 
as a moral compass and as a self-preservation technique.

In this case, I decided the sensation was more the former 
than the latter.

“We’re going somewhere?” I was confused and I didn’t like 
that. Confusion wasn’t something I was programmed for.

“Yeah, we’re going somewhere. We caught a squeal.” 
Shelly tucked her sidearm into the holster at her hip. She was 
tall for a human female—175 centimeters—and she was ath-
letic. She had dark red hair that she cropped at her jawline and 
collar. Her face was kind and looked younger than her thirty-
five years.

Her husband, Kurt, said she was “well-endowed,” which meant 
she had a womanly shape. I’d had to look that up and still didn’t 
quite know what he was referring to. Men looked at her, and they 
liked what they saw. I knew he was referring to something like that, 
and I felt confident that it had something to do with her shape.
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A “squeal” was a call about a homicide. That was cop-speak. 
Homicides—murders—were what we worked on. Somewhere 
out there a human had died at the hands of another human, or at 
least under suspicious circumstances. We had to survey the site 
and determine whether further investigation was necessary.

“You must have really been out of it.” Shelly chuckled at me.
“I wasn’t…out of it.”
“Then where were you? You’re usually the first to hear a 

squeal when it’s for us.”
That was true. I accessed the chron in my built-in PAD and 

discovered it was 0238. We were currently on the midnight to 
eight shift. I made a note of the time for my later field report.

“I was thinking.”
“Thinking awfully deep thoughts there, Drake.” Shelly 

smiled the smile that indicated she thought she was making a 
joke. She used my name. Many humans deliberately didn’t use 
my name, and I knew they did that to further designate me as an 
outsider. I didn’t care. I was an outsider and it worked for me.

“Yes.” I told myself that must have been it. “I was running 
scenarios.”

“You spend too much time in that ‘office’ of yours.”
She was the only one I’d told about the office, that part of 

my mind that I retreated to in order to sort out my day and my 
thoughts. I didn’t know if every bioroid had one of those. Shelly 
assumed every bioroid had that partition from the real world, 
but then, I was the only bioroid she knew on an intimate basis.

There was another bioroid working with the NAPD. His 
name was Floyd 2X3A7C. Our paths didn’t often cross, and 
when they did, we had nothing to say to each other. Our cases 
didn’t overlap, and bioroid social skills, except when required, 
were practically nonexistent.

Sometimes, though, when I was in the same room or the 
same meeting as Floyd 2X3A7C, I caught him watching me. 
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I thought he was assessing me, taking measure of how I per-
formed. He was the first bioroid to be assigned to the NAPD. 
I was the second. There were others after us. But only Floyd 
2X3A7C and I had made detective grade.

I didn’t know why he would be interested in my perfor-
mance. Maybe he’d had a subroutine installed by Haas-Bioroid 
to watch over me. Perhaps I had one that assessed him as well, 
though I was unaware of it.

The megacorp sometimes installed subroutines into units to fer-
ret out information or to track trends, because the bioroid business 
wasn’t the only area of business development they were invested 
in. Haas-Bioroid had been charged with corporate spying from 
time to time, though they’d beaten all the charges thus far.

The other megacorps that dealt with neural channeling—
imprinting brain activity onto clone minds or brain-emulating 
hardware like mine—had also been charged with corporate 
espionage for similar subroutines. Jinteki Biotech rivals Haas-
Bioroid in court appearances nearly as much as they compete for 
the same government contracts. Their clones aren’t treated any 
better than bioroids, but they can pass more easily as human. In 
that regard, many humans hate clones more than bioroids.

I looked at Shelly. “I apologize for my inattentiveness.”
“No sweat, partner. Let’s go catch the bad guys.”
“Cool.”
Shelly sighed and shook her head. “Okay, you’re going to 

have to stop saying that.”
I was puzzled. “I thought you wanted me to say that.” I had 

started responding in that manner only a few days ago at her 
insistence.

“I was wrong. Don’t. Just chalk it up as a failed idea.”
“Why?” My curiosity was my strongest human facet.
“Because it’s wrong.”
“I have done something wrong?” I reflected over the forty-
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two times I had responded in such a manner over the last nine 
days. I perceived no incorrect response. The response was 
used in the manner in which Shelly had designated.

“No, big guy, I did something wrong. I tried to change you. 
That’s how women are. We try to change the men we like. 
Usually, it helps, but sometimes—infrequently, mind you—
we’re wrong. In this instance, I’m wrong.”

“Perhaps if I were not who I am, it would work.”
“If you weren’t who you are, you wouldn’t be my partner.”
On many levels, that statement was incongruent and made 

no sense. It was only consistent that if I were not who I was, 
that I would also not be her partner. I chose not to point that 
out. Shelly only laughed at me when I pointed out logical 
things at times. I sensed this would be one of those times.

“Your response lacks the proper inflection.” Shelly pulled 
on the black, thigh-length, bulletproof jacket she wore out in 
the field. According to Shelly, the jacket was in keeping with 
one of the current fashions and, along with the black suits we 
wore, allowed us to blend in almost anywhere, except in the 
poorer regions of the city. No one blended in in those neigh-
borhoods, except the people that lived there.

“Perhaps you could teach me.”
“No.”
“I am teachable as well as intuitive.”
“I know, but this would be one of those parrot things. You would 

say it the way I would say it, and that would drive me crazy.”
The “parrot things” she referred to was the mimic ability in my 

learning programming. Mimicry was the best way to learn things. 
Clones and bioroids both began with neural channel overlays, 
then added to them based on mimicry. We learned by doing, and 
from responses within our environments. So did humans, after 
a fashion, but they went beyond the initial learning by adapting 
whatever they learned into something that was more personal, and 
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sometimes from stimuli that was never provided by an environ-
ment. That synthesis went beyond anything I was capable of.

I nodded, one of those responses I had learned from Shelly that 
she had not complained about. “I will take your word for that.”

“You should.”
“Let’s hop.”
I took my Synap pistol from my desk drawer. The weapon 

worked by shooting a bioelectrical charge that disrupted a hu-
man’s synapses and caused brief paralysis or unconsciousness. 
It did not cause death like the weapons in my glitch.

Human police personnel called the Synap pistols “Gandhi 
guns” because they were non-lethal. They also declared the weap-
ons ineffectual because they didn’t always bring down perpetra-
tors. The human police officers and detectives I knew preferred to 
meet deadly force with deadly force of their own.

I holstered the weapon, pulled on my own bulletproof jacket, 
and pulled on the knitted black skullcap Shelly gave me our first 
Christmas as partners. She had given me the hat because she wor-
ried that my head got cold. I had told her that only the synthskin of 
my face registered temperature, and I could control the tempera-
ture of all my synthskin, but she had insisted. I wore the cap for 
her, really, but I also knew it disguised the metal back half of my 
skull and made me more acceptable to humans on some level. I 
never wondered if it was so I would look more human for Shelly. 
I chose to believe that she accepted me as I was. I had never seen 
any indications otherwise.

Together we left the bullpen.

 *

In the elevator cage, I was reminded of the shoot-out I had 
witnessed in my imagination. I pushed those thoughts from 
my mind and concentrated on the case. “Do we know who the 
victim is?”
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“The L’Engle Hotel registry has him listed as Richard 
Smith.” Shelly stood beside me and worked on her PAD. The 
hand-held computer glowed as the 3D vid cycled through the 
files she pulled up.

I accessed my own internal PAD and pulled up files. “There 
are a number of Richard Smiths registered in New Angeles.”

“No joke.”
I knew I wasn’t joking, and I knew she knew I wasn’t jok-

ing. Her response was just one of the incongruent things I’d 
come to accept about her. Overall, Shelly was a good com-
municator, but sometimes she lapsed into phrases that I didn’t 
quite comprehend. However, I had compensated by learning 
most of the ones that were nonsensical and were not spoken 
for a response. I added this one to my list. 

She went on. “If you factor in that most Richard Smiths liv-
ing in New Angeles probably wouldn’t need to spend the night 
in a hotel, and that this Richard Smith could be from some-
where else in this world, not to mention Mars or the Moon, 
that’s a lot of Richard Smiths.”

“No joke.”
“Don’t do that.”
I’d thought my intonation was pitch perfect, but that was 

probably what she’d most objected to about it. “All right.”
I concentrated on running the files I had access to at the 

L’Engle Hotel. With NAPD clout pushing through the hotel’s 
red tape in the event of a homicide, I had all the clearance I 
needed. I pulled up Richard Smith’s bill. The fees were exorbi-
tant because he was staying in one of the executive suites.

“He checked into the hotel two days ago.” I saved a copy of 
the registry information to my office for later review.

“I see that. Says here that his luggage arrived from up-Stalk 
through a courier service.”

“Up-Stalk” referred to the Beanstalk, the space elevator 
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that connected the Earth to the Moon through a series of ex-
changes: travelers could take an underground mag-lev train—
or “tube-lev”—from stations in New Angeles to the Root, then 
hop a beanpod that would take them all the way up, by way 
of the Midway, to the Challenger Planetoid. The Challenger 
Memorial Ferry was then projected out of the base, landing at 
Starport Kaguya on the Moon. A person could leave Earth and 
be on the Moon in hours.

“Does the courier service have any information on him?”
“Says his name is Richard Smith. He used a prepaid cre-

daccount, same as he used at the hotel. That tweaks my radar, 
partner.”

Shelly didn’t have radar. I didn’t have radar, though I would 
have liked it. I did have a 360-degree view of the world that, 
when we were out in the field, allowed me to offer her, and 
other humans, better protection. Furthermore, as a police of-
ficer, I was able to internally access seccams in an area and 
build a 3D image that I could use when necessary.

“Because you think ‘Richard Smith’ was hiding something?” 
I had learned to anticipate Shelly’s thought processes. She was 
very clever, very complicated, and I appreciated that.

“Or hiding from someone.”
I turned both of those possibilities over in my mind. I had 

arrived at the same conclusions. Shelly and I were definitely in 
sync. I enjoyed my working relationship with her very much.

“Can you access the hotel’s seccams?”
My PAD slid through the Net more easily than the PADs 

even available to the NAPD. Haas-Bioroid didn’t stint on the 
Net capabilities of their units. That was one of the things that 
made other corps suspicious of Haas-Bioroid. That ease of Net 
use allowed decriers to point out the potential for corporate 
espionage even more loudly.

I shot through the various nodes and reached the seccams in the 
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L’Engle Hotel. The linkage was difficult to maintain. “Yes.”
“Link me.”
I reached over and touched her PAD, creating a link through 

the electromagnetic field generated by my body. I brought her 
on-line with the same images I was looking at.

A human male in his early sixties lay sprawled on an ex-
pensive carpet in an elegant suite. The image bothered me, 
reminding me too much of my earlier glitch.

Help me. The voice pulsed through my thoughts. I checked 
my aud receptors and found no log of the entry. There had been 
no physical corollary to back up the voice. Had I imagined it 
or remembered it? I wasn’t certain. And even if I remembered 
it, hadn’t I imagined it first? Trying to figure this out was very 
much like running a game of Tic-Tac-Toe.

“Someone used a blade on him.” Shelly was in her musing 
mode, thinking aloud. In our early days together, I used to re-
spond. That wasn’t what she wanted. “That makes it personal.”

I zoomed in on the body. Slash marks were cut so deep 
they’d marked the dead man’s skull. It looked like someone 
had tried to carve his face off.

Shelly’s tolerance for the violence one human could do to 
another never ceased to amaze me. I remained largely unaf-
fected; I had no feelings when it came to the horrible sights 
afforded in my job. Other detectives were not able to compart-
mentalize the emotional stresses of their investigations.

“Can you capture stills of the man’s face? Maybe generate 
what he looked like before he was killed?”

I concentrated on the man’s face and used the software pack-
ages I had loaded in my internal PAD. I took still images of the 
dead man’s face, tried to put the pieces back together again as 
much as I could, and then manipulated the aspect until I ma-
neuvered the face into a full-on shot. I spent a few milliseconds 
smoothing out what I’d created, then sent it to Shelly’s PAD.
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“Got it. I’ll start the facial recognition software running on 
this guy.”

I nodded and watched as the elevator doors opened. The 
investigation was underway and we hadn’t even left the de-
partment. This was one of the advantages I had over human 
detectives, and Shelly never hesitated to implement what I 
could do.
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