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Dr. Goldoro leaned over the hospital bed. “She’ll be dead in a week. That is, if nothing else is done.”

AIMii closed her eyes. The AI longed to block out the conversation but couldn’t. As protector and helper to the family, she stood sentinel until needed. But this old threat was not one she could defeat with strength.

Lucee slept. Her mother petted her hand, softly. Tenderly. Fearfully.

“That wasn’t my question, doctor.” AIMii heard the warning tone. A word spoken by Lucee’s father reduced underlings to ants swarming on a disturbed mound. And even advanced robots appeared to move quicker in his presence.

“Your denial does not change the fact. It’s progressed. It will consume and destroy her. She will die.” Dr. Goldoro not only spoke about but emphasized the taboo subject. AIMii’s hearing sensors refused to shut down. She heard each word. She pushed herself farther into the corner. She closed her eyes tighter.

Lucee’s mother begged, “I thought the last treatment—”

“I told you it wouldn’t work,” Dr. Goldoro said. Hard. Orderly. Efficient. “There is a new—”

“No!” Lucee’s father dropped the word like an ax. AIMii flinched, as if physically hit. She turned to the wall and pushed herself closer. She longed to cover her hearing sensors with her hands but her shoulders did not have the luxury of freedom of movement like humans.

“My daughter will not be a lab rat!” The deep voice broke at the end.

“Then she will die,” Dr. Goldoro said. Lucee’s mother sobbed.

AIMii felt the rush of air as Lucee’s father swept out of the room. With her eyes shut, she could not see the big man but recognized the heavy tread of his footfalls. Angry. Her systems raced. She pushed air out through her mouth, a fixed opening for input and output. The air flow slowed her systems to normal operating speed.

She resumed her sentinel stance, watching the two remaining adults. They hovered over Lucee’s bed. Dr. Goldoro whispered and the weeping lessened.

Now that AIMii could not hear the conversation, she found herself curious.

She watched Dr. Goldoro console Lucee’s mother. Odd. While heavily credentialed, the doctor had no more compassion than an emotionless AI. 

She eyed her charge, Lucee.
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