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Welcome to SpecTec

“Ever since the introduction of the telephone way back in 1876, we’ve been evolving. Not just the phone, but the concept of the product itself. Just over eleven hundred years later, we’ve made the twentieth century seem like child's play with our technological advancements. For instance, a normal citizen of Greywick could fabricate a cell phone with ease now. Then again, who wants to rely on a flat, metal rectangle with a piece of glass on the front of it to contain every bit of their information? A FLATCard could hack and fry that waste of time within nanoseconds. A FLATCard, Violet. The very source of everyone's virtual currency could eradicate the information on those inferior products. The phone-”

“Is so useless to us today, that they would be more practical serving as a toy for infant children. Yes, Lance, I get it. You’ve said this hundreds of times now,” Violet interrupted in an annoyed manner.

“Violet, you cut me off like that again, you will regret it. I promise you that,” Lance snapped. “As I was saying, the technology we have today is phenomenal. Our ancestors only wish to understand what we have in this world. We’ve taken their ancient concepts and replaced them all. We have everything you could imagine, my dear. Teleporters, solar technology, wireless flatscreens, and robots in every corner of the city. With our creations here at SpecTec, nothing is impossible!”

“Flying cars, Lance,” Violet jumped in.

He looked at Violet with disdain, “You know damn well that flying cars are impossible. You’re just trying to piss me off. Aren’t you?”

“Impossible? What do you mean?” Violet stood still and pretended to look like she was thinking to herself.

“Cut the sarcasm, Violet. You’re not going to get to me today. I am in too much of a great mood, but you were working for me during Accident Number 7, Project 36. That was the closest we’ve ever gotten to flying cars. I can’t have more of my men die from that. I would much rather them lose their lives assessing our other prototypes.” Lance began to motion to Violet, “Walk with me.”

Hurriedly, she walked next to the man. “Accident Number 7, Project 36 involved an actual person? I could’ve sworn it was a robot...”

Lance turned to her, “Not a robot, dear girl, but a human being. The human being we modeled to clone a prototype human. With him having been killed, we have no way of creating the exact details. That's why we’ve been struggling with Project H. We may have to abandon that altogether now.”

“So… what's the new plan then? The Accident happened years ago and SpecTec hasn’t released any new products. Not even our next generation of robots!” Violet started to sound as if she was getting worried.

“Vi, you know that I am the head of this company, leader of this city, and the respected creator of the source of this world's technology. So wouldn’t it make sense for me to know literally everything going on with my own establishment?” The boss was slowly getting increasingly irritated by his employee's remarks. “Shut up now. We’re almost there.”

They both walked together quietly down the long, carpeted hallway in their dark blue uniforms. Their outfits were known for having a white stripe on each sleeve, black shoes, and the white emblem of the shield-like SpecTec logo on the top-left corner of the front of their jackets.

Lance's appearance seemed as if death itself gave him a second chance. His skin looked like all of its color had been drained. The only part of him that seemed to have some life in it was his dirty blonde hair. He had black, soulless eyes that made it seem like you could see the dark sockets of his own skull surrounding them. He stood six and a half feet tall with a powerful jawline.

Violet was about five inches shorter than him. She was a rather attractive, young lady with rosy, pink skin, long black hair that reached her waist, light blue eyes, and exceptionally long eyelashes with heavy eyeliner. One probably would’ve felt bad for a pretty girl like her working at a place like SpecTec, but she had it good. Really good. She was Lance's best employee, and second in command of the entire corporation. Unfortunately, for others, she fired anyone who made so much as one mistake regarding their job. There are no second chances at SpecTec. She even fired anyone for messing up her coffTea order.

After a few minutes, the two were greeted by a large, heavy titanium door, barricaded with steel bars.

Violet looked at the door with bewilderment. “How long has this been here?”

“Long enough,” Lance responded while looking into a camera on the side of the doorframe, “Long enough to create this.”

A robotic voice came from the door, “RETINA SCAN COMPLETED. WELCOME, LANCE LOCRIL.” The steel bars then retracted into the wall, and the titanium door began to sink into the ground.

“Very late 2010's kind of door don’t you think?” Violet questioned.

“Oh, not at all! The door locking style, yes, but that is because if someone tries to enter this room without granted access, they’d be vaporized.” Lance snapped his fingers. “Just like that. Gone. Dust. That dust is then vaporized as well. Dust to atoms. There's your 3011 tech right there.”

“Alright you got me, can we go in?” she asked immediately.

“Yes. Let's.”

The two walked into the room as the titanium door rose behind them and locked itself. The room looked to be a small workshop that consisted of ten people and quite a few robots. At the very back-center of the place stood a black-haired, young male in a white tank top and boxers on a small round stage with his head facing down, not moving so much as a nanometer.

“This is our newest workshop where we have made our finest advancements in the history of SpecTec,” Lance announced triumphantly.

Violet was astonished until the statue-like, young man, caught her eye, “Who's that?” she asked, pointing at him.

He turned to see who the girl was referring to, “Ah… not who, dear girl, but what.”

“Alright, fine. WHAT is that?”

“That, my dear, is my finest work. I give you, Project J.”

Violet looked at Lance like she misheard him, “What? You gave your finest work the simplest name you could think of?”

“It's the project's name. Not the prototype's, smart ass.” Lance began to sound annoyed again.

“Geez, SOR-RY.” Violet spoke in a sarcastic tone. “Chill out, Lance. So, what is it anyway?

Lance slowly began to recompose himself. “This is a SPI.”

“Spy? Like a government spy? That kind of spy?”

“No. SPI. S, P, I. It's an acronym. It stands for Subject Prone Intellect.”

Violet was silent for a few seconds. “What?”

“Allow me to explain. You give it a task, and it is driven to complete it. Once the task is completed, it forgets everything it did following that command, including the command itself. It also knows when to stop and continue. It has the most complex intelligence you’ve ever seen. When not following a command, it has the mental capacity of your average twenty-five-year-old college graduate. So, it's like a human being who got to skip twenty-five years of their life. When following a command, it has all the knowledge it requires to successfully perform that task in the best way possible. I call it, Jace.”

Just then, the SPI lifted its head and their eyes glowed yellow.

Upon seeing this, Violet freaked out a little. “Lance! Why the hell did he lift his head?”

“Relax, Vi, that's his wake word. Now, he awaits a command.” Lance turned to face the SPI, “Jace, I want you to be just like a human, but obey all other commands given to you as well.”

A robotic female voice responded to this request by saying, “REQUEST GRANTED.”

Jace's eyes then faded from their bright yellow into a soft light green. His body loosened up as he slowly began to examine his surroundings. He caught sight of Lance and Violet. “Hello! I’m Jace, and you are?”

Violet looked ecstatic now, “Oh my God! That's amazing!” She tried to calm down her excitement. “Hi, my name is Violet, and this is my boss, Lance. He's also the founder of SpecTec. Which is the building that we’re in right now!”

Jace looked at her, “Hi, nice to meet you both!”

Lance looked at his creation, “Welcome Jace. I am your creator, and you are the first artificial human, free to do whatever you please. You also now have this command issue with your wake word which will put you in a trance to follow every command you receive. I will warn you though, you’ll have no recollection of any task that is asked of you.”

“Oh… Alright, but what about my wake word? Should I know what that is?” he questioned.

“Oh yes! Of course, the wake word… Jace.”

Within moments, the SPI's body tensed up, and his eyes glowed yellow once again.

“Your wake word is now A.I.” Lance ordered.

The robotic female voice spoke again, “REQUEST GRANTED.”

Jace's body then loosened up and his eyes were light green again. “What just happened?”

Violet was astonished, “That's so cool!”

“Yes, yes, quite. Now… back to work with you. Go to your office, I have a job to do.” Lance said rudely.

“Ugh! Fine.” She began to walk towards the titanium door which opened as she got close to it. She spoke to the SPI in a flirtatious manner, “Buh-bye, Jace!”

“Bye!” The android responded innocently, waving with a smile.

Once the door closed behind Violet, Lance turned to face his creation, “Now then Jace, I don’t trust anyone knowing your wake word besides me. The power you have to do any task is an issue. Not even Violet is someone I would trust.”

“Understandable, so what's the wake word then?” He questioned.

“Oh, that's easy, it's… A.I.”

Once again, Jace's body stiffened and his eyes glowed yellow.

“Your wake word is now going to be Bluejay,” Lance commanded.

The female voice responded, “REQUEST GRANTED.”

Then, Jace went back to normal. Now, he looked impatient with Lance, “Well…?”

“Well, what?” Lance asked.

“Aren’t you going to tell me the wake word?” Responded Jace.

“Oh, yes! Apologies, your wake word is A.I.”

“Ah… okay. A.I. Got it.”

“Well, off you go then, Welcome to SpecTec.”

“Thank you, boss.”

“Call me Lance.”

“Sure thing!” Jace obliged as he started towards the door.

His boss stopped him, “Jace, what are you doing?”

“Going to work sir, I mean Lance.”

The boss shook his head and motioned the SPI to come to him. Jace walked back, awaiting the man's reason for calling him over.

He then spoke, “How do you work if you have no idea where to go?”

Jace paused. “I… I’m not sure actually…”

Lance handed him a thirty-seven-page map and a wooden box with the number ‘11205’ on it. “Take these and head to Violet's office. She’ll get you set up.”

“Got it. Thank you, sir.” Jace then started to walk out the door in his white tank top and boxers carrying the map and box his boss gave him. He stopped dead in his tracks and turned around. “I MEAN LANCE! Sorry!” Then he walked out as the door closed behind him.

He would never see that room again.


Chapter 2
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Close Encounters

As soon as his creation was gone, one of the workers pulled Lance aside, “Sir, permission to speak freely?”

“What is it? This better be good, Number 3,” He replied impatiently.

“Well, sir, you sent Project J to Violet's office, but you gave him no information about how this building works…”

“What's your point, 3?”

“My point is that he has no idea of the tech within the establishment, nor does he even know what year it is. Does he even know there's a massive city outside these walls?”

“You’ve made a particularly good observation. Jace has no idea of anything going on around him. You are correct, but that was part of the plan. If he survives this building and successfully reaches Violet's office, then we know his build will be the very thing we replicate in the other SPIs.” Lance then turned around, “Now, back on protocol, and get the hell out of my sight. Don’t forget, any one of you could be replaced by a cup of coffTea. You ALL are just expendable wastes of space. Back to work!” He walked out of the room with the titanium door rising behind him. Soon, he was out of sight.

As for Jace, he was alone with no knowledge of any of his surroundings like an average coworker experiencing their first day. As he looked at the thirty-seven-page map, he noticed that each page represented a floor of the building, ascending in numerical order. He flipped through each one until he found a room circled with the words Violet's Office on it. “She's on the sixteenth floor! So, I just need to find a way to get there.”

He walked around for several minutes until he found a window. Through it, he could see a large, open outdoor warehouse. The SpecTec building itself was also visible from this height. It looked as if the corporation was a giant cylindrical tower with a hole that plunged right through the center of it, “Have I been walking in circles this whole time? There's no way… because I would have seen this window before… right?” Jace began to question everything, but he tried to remain optimistic. “Hey, I see the ground from this window, so I can try to find what floor I’m on by counting each level!” The SPI began counting the sections of the building soon to find where he was. “I’m on floor twelve. Then that means that Violet must be four levels above me. I just need to find something to help me change floors.”

Just then, Jace watched a robot walk past him. With no other idea of where to go, the android decided to follow the sentient, metal statue. After walking for a few minutes, he watched the thing walk towards a blocked off wall. Within seconds, the floor beneath it began to rise and a circular hole opened through the ceiling. “THAT'S THEIR ELEVATOR? Great…” The metal plate sunk back into the ground and Jace reluctantly stepped on top of it.

The lift then began to speak, “SELECT DESTINATION.”

Jace was slightly startled by this, “Uhm… sixteenth floor?”

“CHOOSE CONVEYOR NUMBER.” The plate responded.

Looking at the map, he noticed that conveyor two was the closest to Violet's office. He then said with confidence, “Conveyor two.”

Slowly, the piston began to raise Jace through the ceiling into pitch black darkness. After standing for several minutes, Jace felt the rising disk stop moving. “ARRIVED AT: FLOOR SIXTEEN, CONVEYOR TWO.”

For some reason, it was still dark. Out of nowhere, Jace felt a painful shock in his back that flung him forward onto a slow-moving conveyor belt. “DAMN IT! That hurt!” he yelled. A bright source was visible, “Wait, is that a light?” As he approached closer, a faint crunching sound started to increase in volume by the second. He also noticed a surplus of scrap metal and garbage around him, “Geez, they need to really clean this thing,” he said to himself. The crunching noises began to get louder and louder. The SPI then noticed that the bright light looked to be some kind of powerful fire.

“Hold on… Oh shit! This is a trash compactor!” He immediately turned around and ran opposite the conveyor belts. Nothing could be seen in front of him, but he kept running. Eventually, he saw the faint light of the flame from afar.

“Was I possibly programmed with a feature like night vision or something? A.I.?” Nothing happened. “Well damn… can’t activate my own wake word… Uhm… night vision!” Nothing happened. “Uhm… Okay… maybe I can jump the gap at the end of this system…” Jace ran all the way down the path of segmented treadmills.

Out of nowhere, he felt his whole body painfully slam into something. This was followed by the floor giving out underneath him.

The SPI's entire system shut down. Like the average person being rendered unconscious.

Just before all this occurred, Violet had been walking back to her office by heading down the hall until she arrived at two sets of three stairs on the left and right sides of the corridor. They led directly into the wall. She stood on the first step of the left staircase and said, “Floor sixteen.”

Soon a robotic female voice answered, “DESTINATION SET.”

After this, Violet walked up the second step and then had suddenly been transported to face the opposite direction of the staircase while still standing on the second stair. She never turned around, but as soon as she was facing away, she walked down the step directly in front of her.

Miraculously, she was now on the sixteenth floor. Still angry at her boss, she stormed to her office muttering to herself in a mocking tone, “Violet, go to your office. Violet, do this stuff that I know you don’t want to do. Violet, shut up about the android that you think looks super-hot. Yeah, yeah, Lance, I get it.”

She walked through her door and slumped in her chair. While she was moping, her video screen turned on, “CALL FROM EMPLOYEE NUMBER SEVEN,” it started.

“Ughh… Answer. Face-Cam off,” she responded in a cross tone.

The screen lit up and the employee's voice could be heard, “Ma’am Violet, Lance wants to know if the SPI has arrived at your office yet…”

“WHAT? No! Jace is coming to MY office?” She freaked out.

“Yes ma’am. At least… he should be.”

“Well, if I’d had known that I would’ve been cleaning up sooner! Oh my God, I need to get ready!”

“Don’t get your hopes up, Miss. He may not make it to your office, and you are not to look for him. Lance's orders.”

“Regardless! I should be ready! Just in case! Thanks for the message, seven.”

“You’re welcome, Miss. Also, if he doesn’t show up… Maybe I-”

“Gag yourself. End call.” Violet cut off the employee and immediately left the conversation.

She quickly stood up and began to fix up her appearance. She picked up her virtual makeup palette, stripped down, and walked to program her fabricator.

Her door was locked, and she was fully undressed. Along with her soft, healthy glow, her body was cleanly shaved. Not a single bump or blemish was visible. She sat in her cold, steel-leather chair by her fabricator, and typed the following, B Cup Lingerie. Within seconds, a mesh black bikini had been formed. Violet put the set on, and then picked up a virtual makeup kit. She looked into the mirror to see a virtual simulation of her face with makeup that would never smudge. It consisted of light red lipstick, some blush, slightly pink eyeshadow, and lastly her classic mascara and heavy eyeliner. “Set,” she ordered. The mirror gave a solid white glare and Violet closed the palette. The simulated appearance she saw remained present on her face.

‘Maybe I should take off the panties,’ she thought to herself.

She started to pull the bottom piece down until she heard a loud crash, just outside her office, “WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT?” She then pulled up her underwear and hurriedly put on her uniform while making sure her skimpy outfit was well hidden. Quickly after, she opened her door to see where the noise had come from.

She walked around the corner to see her android love-interest, unconscious on the floor. He was surrounded by pieces of broken drywall. Behind him was a gaping hole, leading to the trash compactor conveyors. “Jace!” She yelled in a frightened manner, “HOW DID YOU GET UP HERE? ARE YOU ALRIGHT?”

Jace didn’t answer. With no idea of what to do, Violet grabbed his arms, dragged him into her office, and placed him down on her couch.

She knew she wanted to be enticing for him, but what was the point in being provocative when there was no one to address it? To her, there wasn’t one.

“I know you’re unconscious and all, which doesn’t make sense to me, because you’re a robot… did Lance really program you to be just like a real human? He gave you a nervous system… you even feel like you have real skin…” Violet thought to herself for a moment. “Does that mean…” she looked over Jace in his white tank top and boxers. Slowly, she moved her hand down to his waistband, gripped it, and pulled it down. “Oh my God you do! You were actually given one!”

A few moments passed and Jace began to open his eyes. He felt a cold breeze on the lower part of his body, along with a weird feeling as if it were being tapped. He looked down to see what was going on, “AAAH! WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?”

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry! I didn’t know you were awake!” Violet apologized as if she was confessing to God himself, begging for forgiveness. Her face was flushed with red.

“WHAT WERE YOU EVEN DOING?”

“I don’t know! I just wanted to see if you were given a… you know…”

“WHY WOULD YOU CARE ABOUT THAT? I don’t even know how it works!”

“I’m so sorry, Jace!” Violet pulled up the SPI's boxers and began to speak honestly, “Listen, I was told you were coming up here, so I started getting my-- your stuff ready… until I heard a loud crash outside. Then, I found you unconscious on the floor! I was wondering how you were unconscious, and then… I wanted to know if you had any sort of… uhm… appendage on you,” She was honest with him, but it didn’t make anything sound better.

“Geez, Violet. Alright. Let's just pretend this didn’t happen…”

“Why? I mean, I thought it looked nice. I think maybe I’d… enjoy it?”

Jace shot up for a second, “C-Can we just get me set up, please?”

Violet sounded embarrassed, but also disappointed, “Yeah… no, yeah. Of course.” She stood up, sat at her desk, opened a drawer, and pulled out a backup SpecTec uniform which she handed to the SPI.

“Here, put this on.” she told him.

Jace quickly put on the outfit, “It's a little big-”

“Give it a second,” she cut him off.

The suit then began to shrink its size to perfectly fit him. A muffled voice came from the coat, “SIZE SET. USER, JACE. SPECTEC OUTFIT, LOCKED.”

“Woah! That's cool!” Jace remarked.

“Yup. Welcome to the year 3011. There is tech in literally everything you can imagine. Actually… no, scratch that. There's no technology in the food.” Violet looked at the door, “Speaking of which, Jace, are you hungry? Do you get hungry?”

“I could eat, I guess. I take it, you want to take me to get something with you?” he asked.

Violet smiled. “If you want to, yeah! Come on, I’ll explain everything on the way.”

The two then awkwardly walked out of the room. Violet shut the door behind them and locked it.

“Let's go.” she said in a hurried sigh, beginning to walk.


Chapter 3
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Food For Thought

As they both walked down the hall, the two were worried about separate issues. Jace feared what the first day of his life was coming to. He had so many questions. Questions that Violet would soon answer. She was more nervous about the reason the SPI crashed through the wall just outside her office. The desire to know was eating away at her. Soon, she broke the silence, “Say, Jace, what happened?”

“What do you mean?”

“The you-shaped hole in the wall which you were unconsciously hanging out of. That's what I mean.”

“Oh… I umm…” Jace cleared his throat. “Lance sent me to find your office. So, he gave me a map with thirty-seven pages and this small box with the number 11205 on it. After this, I left the room, tried to find a way to get to your floor, and I saw this robot walking down the hall. With no choice, I followed it.”

Violet looked shocked upon hearing this, “Wait a minute… You followed a robot to a Droid Lift?”

“Droid Lift? What is that?”

“Jace, our robots are designed to be raised with those lifts because they can’t use our teleportation systems. They are also programmed to decommission themselves if they detect any flaws in their system… In other words, they dispose of themselves with the help of our multiple trash compactors. One of which is outside my office. You followed a robot into a trash compactor?”

He stopped and looked down at the floor, partially embarrassed of how fast Violet caught on, “I guess I did… I didn’t know it was going to destroy itself! I just watched it take an elevator and thought that was the transport method.”

“Jace, you were hanging out of a wall… Those things are strong enough to withstand bullets. WHAT DID YOU DO? You didn’t break the trash compactor, right?”

He hesitated for a second. “No. When I noticed that I was in a trash compactor, I freaked out and ran the opposite direction. I thought I’d reach the end eventually…”

Violet was speechless at this point. She looked at Jace like she was slightly scared of him, “Jace, you just ran through a bullet-proof wall! It takes well over 50,000 pounds of pressure to make so much as a dent in these! You ran through it! Your body wasn’t even damaged!”

“You mean to tell me I have a speed ability and a body that is virtually indestructible?”

“It seems like it! You’ll have to ask Lance about it all though. I know nothing of your capabilities, let alone your build.”

“Clearly not, ‘Miss Let Me See His Penis,’” Jace replied sarcastically.

“Hey! I said I was sorry!”

“I know. Still trying to process it. Why’d you even do it?”

Violet paused. “Next question.”

“Fine, so this is the year 3011 then, correct?”

“Yes.” she replied.

“Okay, can you explain what this building is, and give some detail about what's happened?”

“Alright, I’ll tell you some basic stuff you need to know. First, this is the main tower of SpecTec, the very corporation that runs the entire world. They provide all the latest technological advancements, our physical and virtual currency, and of course the robot servants who provide support for our citizens. There are almost six hundred million people who live in the city of Greywick, which is our home. It is the only city, state, country, and continent in the entire world. SpecTec runs the entirety of Greywick. Everyone wants to work for this company, and everyone is expendable. Our robots usually run the other jobs that nobody else is willing to do. Of course, the world has been worried about robots retaliating, but that's why we have so many floors in the main tower. Each level manages a certain aspect of the robots across the city. By city, I mean world.”

Violet took a deep breath and then continued to speak.

“Regarding the floors, the first through third floors manage our tech sales. We send our products to be used and sold to other corporations for mutual profit. Levels four through ten are our warehouses. This is where we automate the manufacturing of our technology. The eleventh and twelfth floors are where we have our brainstorming of ways to better our products and stand out from the nonexistent competition. The thirteenth through fifteenth levels are all about managing the robots. Thirteen monitors their behaviors. If something seems off with a robot, which rarely happens, the issue is sent up to floor fourteen, which has control over each droid's power source. They can shut down the individual bots and then send out a replacement within minutes. The faulty ones are brought back to us, and they send themselves to be scrapped in our trash compactors. Floor fifteen is the big one. Our robots all keep memory drives, so they remember what they were doing. After each week, the floor sends out a set of waves that only affects them and wipes their memory drives clean. We call it a Memory Cleanse. Oh, and lastly is my floor, Floor sixteen. I have that level to myself. My level is dedicated to notifying the head of the corporation and having the final authority over all actions. I’m the second most powerful person in command. Lance is on the thirty-seventh floor, but I have no idea what goes on up there. So… I think that sums up everything. Anything else you want to know?”

Jace sat still and processed everything the girl said to him. He was slightly confused about the other floors, “Hang on. The map I was given had thirty-seven pages, and you only talked about sixteen floors.”

Violet then cut him off, “Seventeen actually, I talked about floors one through sixteen and then Lance's floor.”

The SPI was slightly annoyed by her interjection, but he continued, “Either way, you talked about seventeen out of thirty-seven floors. Why is that?”

“That's because employees can only know what goes on with the floor they work on, and the floors below them.”

“Violet, that makes no sense!”

Jace seemed upset, but Violet was silently screaming in her head after hearing the android say her name. She responded with as little emotion as possible. “Why doesn’t it make sense?”

“You mean to tell me that you have the second highest level of authority in this entire company, and only know about seventeen of thirty-seven floors? That means Lance controls twenty other floors that you have no idea of! You know only 45% of what goes on within this establishment! Besides Lance and maybe the workers above this floor, you know the most about the company out of every other citizen of Greywick! There's no telling what's going on above you! I can’t even begin to imagine how much anyone in this city knows about the very building that has power over their entire world! How well do you know your own boss? He could be doing stuff that would be seen as completely unjustified, and not one individual would know about it! I bet those who work on the floors above you are paid to be quiet.”

“Jace, you seriously don’t know what you’re talking about. Lance is a great guy! He's helped us all. He created you God damn it! There are cameras everywhere! He could probably hear you right now! He could shut you down for saying this kind of stuff! You need to shut the hell up! This is your first day alive, don’t make it your last. No human being works on any floor above me, except for Lance!”

“Listen to what you’re saying! No human being works on any floor above you. That must mean there's other artificial life working up there!”

“My God, Jace, how hard did you hit your head? Listen, our TSS systems don’t give anyone access to floors seventeen through thirty-six. That means that no one can go up there. So, if you wanted to look and see, it's impossible.”

At this point Jace was lost with what she was talking about. “TSS systems?”

“Oh right! My mistake. You took the Droid Lift to reach my office. The TSS systems are the ways we humans can switch floors. It's a teleporter. The acronym stands for Three Step Staircase. These are highly advanced tech, so I’ll try to explain it to you. Each floor has two sets of these. One faces the left side of the hall, and the other faces the right. No matter which side you take, walking up a TSS will teleport you to one of the other staircases on the floor you set your destination to. When you are transported, the direction you face will remain the same and you just need to step forward. That next step you take will be the TSS on the floor of your destination. The staircase you walk down will be facing the opposite direction of the TSS you just walked up.”

Jace was fully lost by Violet's attempted description.

“Do you understand?” she asked him.

“Not in the slightest. Let's just go.”

Violet laughed and the two walked until they reached the two staircases.

“Here we are! Now, both of us can take the same one to make this easier. Just take my hand and let me do the talking.”

Jace reluctantly grabbed Violet's hand. It felt soft and warm to the touch. Almost comforting. He looked at Violet. Her face looked redder than before.

She gave a nervous laugh and then said, “Let's… let's go!”

Facing the wall, the two simultaneously walked up the first step. “Floor one.” Violet ordered.

A robotic female voice spoke, “DESTINATION SET.”

She motioned Jace to walk up. He stepped up once, and saw the wall suddenly become a busy hallway with employees in the same uniforms he and Violet were wearing. He stepped up again.

“WAIT! -” Violet yelled, but it was too late.

Jace's foot stepped onto the nonexistent stair he thought was present, and fell sideways onto the hard, tile floor. Since Violet was still holding his hand, she came down with the SPI, landing directly on top of him with her chest pressed against his shoulder. She remembered that she had nothing but her black lingerie under her uniform. She silently panicked and got up as fast as she could.

The other coworkers in the hall watched this entire event unfold. One of the employees thought it’d be a smart idea to single out Jace, “Nice job, Dumbass!” You just took down Violet Violaman! You’re definitely getting fired now!”

The SPI was going to speak up for himself, but Violet was the first to let this guy have it.

“EXCUSE YOU? Since when do YOU have the right to speak out of protocol?”

“Only when given permission, ma’am…” the worker responded.

“Exactly! And when did I say you could do my job for me?”

“You didn’t ma’am…”

“I didn’t think so! I decide who is to be fired and not!” She pointed at Jace, “This man is a prototype human created by the company! It is his first day being alive, so he is learning how our TSS systems work. He made a mistake, yes, but I couldn’t fire him even if I wanted to. As of right now, he works for me on the sixteenth floor! What floor do you work on, mister?”

“This floor ma’am…” At this point, the other employees were feeling secondhand embarrassment for the guy.

Violet leered at him, “Not for long if you keep trying to do my job! What's my coffTea order? Tell me now!”

He shakily said, “Espressomile Green with two cubes of sugar, one tablespoon of vanilla milk, and a pinch of cinnamon. All on a silver platter.”

“If you didn’t get that right, you’d have been out of here! Get your ass back on protocol, or it won’t be just my coffTea I’ll have served on a silver platter. Do you understand me, you poor excuse for a SpecTec employee?”

Tears could be seen in the employee's eyes as he shakily responded, “Y-Yes, ma’am.”

“BACK TO WORK!” She turned to face everyone else watching, “All of you! I’m leaving for a while. Never any of you mind where I’m going, but this guy is coming with me.”

Immediately, everyone shut up, and got back to work. Jace had no idea what to say. Violet grabbed his wrist, smiled at him, and then said, “Come on, I know a good place.”

Soon the two walked out of the building. No one dared to watch. Everyone was too scared to even look up from their post. The doors closed behind them. Jace saw the massive city. The sky was bright gray with tall buildings, decked out with lights and holograms. There was artificial life everywhere he looked. It was a beautiful sight. He turned around and saw the building he was just in, towering over him. Mounted at the top was a lit up blue sign of the symbol on his uniform saying SpecTec in great, big letters. Below it was what looked to be a slogan, ‘Life waits for no one.’

Violet grabbed his shoulder and said with a light smile, “Come on. I’ll drive,” she tossed up her car keys and caught them in the same hand.

Out of nowhere, a dark blue car rolled up to the curb. It was an expensive looking vehicle with ‘V’-shaped headlights. There were two lines under each one that lit up the path in front of them. There looked to be no doors on the car, but as they walked closer, two clear panels slid open (Like the sliding doors someone from the 2000s would see at a grocery store).

All he could get out was one word, “Wow…”

Violet watched as he stared at her car. “Nice, huh? It's a Krategan.”

“Krategan? Never heard of that word before…”

“That's the name of the car brand, silly. It's my beautiful Krategan M4-R13. 2–4-seater with white, steel-leather interior.”

“2-4-seater? Why not just say 4-seater?”

“Because I can change the seat number. That's why. Now stop asking questions and get in.”

The two then sat in the car. Violet pressed a button on the front of her dashboard and said, “Auto-drive. The RedModern.”

Within seconds, the car shut its clear doors, and took off. Looking at the mirror, Jace watched the SpecTec sign slowly fade out of view.


Chapter 4
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Floor Thirty-Six

Lance was sitting in his office for a while. Violet took forever to respond to him. He could see the city of Greywick below, and part of him was stressing out about not having released any sort of new tech in months. Their original production plan regarding the next generation of robots needed to be postponed. There was nothing special to make everyone want to buy them. The future of Lance's plan lied in the hands of his creation. The creation which he had given a substantial number of abilities and strength. Jace's build was so complex, that it could give itself abilities. The boss was getting impatient now. He stood up from his desk and walked out of his office to use a TSS.

“Floor thirty-six.” he ordered.

The robotic female voice responded, “RESTRICTED ACCESS.”

“Oh. Right. Cancel request.” Lance stepped off and walked back towards his office desk. To the right of it was a door. He pressed his thumb against the front of the handle.

The door spoke with the same voice as the TSS, “IDENTITY CONFIRMED. WELCOME, LANCE LOCRIL,” It then opened itself, revealing another set of two TSSes with nothing else. No windows, furniture, or files. Just the staircases. He walked up the first step. “Floor thirty-six.”

The voice from this set of steps was different. It was a robotic male voice, “DESTINATION SET. WELCOME, LANCE LOCRIL.”

Lance stepped once more, and he was facing a gray hallway with carpeted floors and several robots in a glass, walled office, staffing computers, and monitors. He then proceeded to the lower step of the TSS on floor thirty-six. Upon seeing him, all the robots looked up from their screens as if waiting for instruction.

“I want access to the cameras. Pull up floor twelve with every hall visible.”

Within seconds, the droids began pulling up the cameras of each hallway on the requested level. Lance's creation was nowhere to be seen.

“He's not there,” he said. “So, he had to have found out how to use our TSS systems. Pull up the cameras on floor sixteen.”

Soon, all the live footage of Violet's level could be seen. A massive hole was visible with debris on the floor.

“What the hell happened? Can we rewind this footage to just before this hole was formed?” He pointed at one of the robots, “N3-D1, rewind this footage for me.”

Soon, N3-D1 began rewinding the footage until he saw the reason for the gaping hole, “Sir. I have found the cause. It was Project J.”

“What?” Lance walked directly behind him to look at his screen. He couldn’t believe the next thing he saw. Jace ran right through the wall and rendered himself unconscious. “He ran through the wall. He ran through the wall! His build was a success! So, he's awake now because he wasn’t in front of-- hang on…” Just then, Lance saw Violet drag the SPI away from the hole. “Well, she found him. Alright, excellent work. Now go back to real time for this camera. The rest of you, pull up the other cameras.”

The bots got to work, and within seconds, the cameras were online. Jace looked like he was arguing with Violet.

“Raise the audio for me.”

The volume increased to the point where Lance could hear everything Jace was saying, “You mean to tell me that you have the second highest level of authority in this entire company, and only know about seventeen of thirty-seven floors? That means Lance controls twenty other floors that you have no idea of! You know only 45% of what goes on within this establishment! Besides Lance and maybe the workers above this floor, you know the most about the company out of every other citizen of Greywick! There's no telling what's going on above you! I can’t even begin to imagine how much anyone in this city knows about the very building that has power over their entire world! How well do you know your own boss? He could be doing stuff that would be seen as completely unjustified, and not one individual would know about it! I bet those who work on the floors above you are paid to be quiet.”

“Jace, you seriously don’t know what you’re talking about. Lance is a great guy! He's helped us all. He created you God damn it! There are cameras everywhere! He could probably hear you right now! He could shut you down for saying this kind of stuff! You need to shut the hell up! This is your first day alive, don’t make it your last. No human being works on any floor above me, except for Lance!”

“Cut the audio,” the boss interrupted.

The screen went silent.

“Violet's wrong.” he spoke. “Jace is his own artificial intelligence. Too artificial. I couldn’t shut him down if I wanted to. He behaves just like a normal human. He is not a human, and he is not an android. Regardless, he caught on to the truth faster than anyone, but luckily for us, not even Violet believes him. He may be a problem, but I’m not going to destroy my own creation. I still need him.” Lance turned to face his artificial workers, “We need to release the information on his build to the people. They will see the best damn product we’ve ever made. SPIs are to be used for anything imaginable. We will have male and female models, and knowing how disgusting humanity is, citizens are expected to treat them horribly. SPI's will satisfy all needs and desires, no matter how illegal, sexual, or torturous, but I’m sure all of you already knew that. You robots are perfect. Far superior to us humans. You are to exceed us and make this world a better place. The sooner we complete the production of SPIs, the faster this inane cruelty ends. Everyone in Greywick will own one of these. Soon, all products will be free, and humanity's reckoning will come. The end of an era. An era that has gone on long enough.”

The robots looked around to see if any other unit was as passionate about this as Lance was. From what it looked like, none of them cared.

He then walked out of the room using a TSS to get back to his office. He walked out, shut the door, and went back to his desk.

“Jace, you are too smart for your own good. However, I made you, and by God, I will not let you get in the way of the cleanse. You are perfect. An immaculate intelligence, superior to all. Not even I could take you down. I know this.” Lance looked out his window to see Violet's car leaving. He knew that Jace had to be with her. “Maybe let's assess your abilities…” he said deviously as he pressed and held a red button under his desk, “Attention SpecTec, I need a small force of five faulty robots that have not yet been disposed of sent to my office immediately. Do not ask questions.” Once he finished speaking, he let go of the button. “Now, I wait.”

After a few minutes, he could see his five droids, waiting in the hall just outside his office.

“Perfect.” He walked to open the door. His bots were standing like soldiers awaiting orders. He began to address them, “Thank you all for coming. I have some unfortunate news. Our latest prototype, Project J, has gone rogue. I need you all to find him and bring him back to me. Use any force necessary, but keep him alive. You are to use the lifts to fly off the roof. Are there any questions?” None of the five responded. “Good. Then go.”

Just like that, one at a time, each walked onto the Droid Lifts and rose to the roof. The boss looked through the window, watching his perfect creations maneuver through the sky with the thrusters in their feet. He knew they wouldn’t be coming back, “GIA, make a note of the five robots that left my office.”

“Affirmative, sir. K-T, CHL-C, J-D3, AN6-LC4, and L0-13.”

“Great. GIA, post these names on the screen wall until I tell you to do otherwise.”

“Very well, sir,” GIA replied.

“GIA, as my artificially intelligent virtual assistant, you are not allowed to tell anyone of the cleanse. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, sir. All I am programmed for is serving you. I cannot leave your office, as I am a part of it. You have nothing to worry about.”

“Good. We’ve come too far. I can’t let anything get in the way. Thank you, GIA. Dismissed.”

An affirmative beeping sound came from the ceiling, and the virtual assistant stopped responding.

GIA was an acronym for Glorified Intellectual Assistant. She was an abstract artificial intelligence capable of interacting with her surroundings. This included any appliance within Lance's office. He sometimes used her as someone to talk to whenever he was feeling alone. GIA could activate herself whenever she wanted as well. She got bored too, and he was her best, and only friend.

After fifteen minutes, GIA came back online, “Are you down to play a virtual game of advanced chess?”

Lance sat up, “Oh hell yeah! You’re on!”

She then projected a chess board on Lance's desk. After that, a hinged claw came down from the ceiling, holding a box of dark blue and bejeweled chess pieces. “I will go first this time.” she claimed.

“Fine. Your move then.”

GIA and Lance then played for several hours. The assistant obviously won, and the misanthropist called for a rematch.


Chapter 5
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The RedModern

Once Jace and Violet arrived, the two walked into The RedModern restaurant.

It was a rather sizable establishment, but to Jace, something seemed off about it. “So… I know it's my first day being alive and everything, but shouldn’t there be tables to sit at?”

Violet looked at him, and gave a light chuckle. “Look up, silly!”

Doing what Violet said, he was shocked to see that the tables and chairs were mounted to the walls. “They’re up there? We have to climb up to one?”

Now, Violet was laughing at how innocent he was sounding. “Jace, you’re adorable. This is The RedModern. It's a restaurant that takes advantage of the tech we have today by implementing it in their service! Ooh! Here comes our server! You’re not scared of heights, right?”

“No, not real-”

Before Jace could finish his sentence, the server showed up. “Hay-lo you lovely couple! Welcome to RedModern! The tech is high, and the prices are… less than high!” He laughed to himself a bit, and then proceeded to speak, “Now, have you chosen a table yet?”

“Yes, we have!” Violet responded. “We’d like any table at the very top with a window view please.”

“Wonderful! A fleck choice indeed! I will have your table set up in seconds!” The waiter said.

Jace seemed happier, “Oh fantastic! Thank y -”

“Ready to go!” Immediately, all the tables in the third column were on the ground. The one furthest to the right had two sets of silverware, two plates, a lit candle, and what looked to be spices and condiments, all on top of a white tablecloth.

“Ooh! Pretty!” Violet said. “Come on, Jace. Let's take a seat!”

The SPI was speechless about how fast the table was set to look as good as it did, but nevertheless, he sat down.

“Now! Let's get you started with your meals! My name is Silas, and I will be your waiter today! Here are your options.” He handed each of them a small puck that fit in the palm of their hand.

The SPI looked at his disc in confusion. He then glanced up to see Violet staring at a light blue hologram. She caught sight of this, and blushed a little, mistaking it as if the guy had been staring at her with a hint of attraction.

She gulped, “Everything okay, Jace?”

Before Jace could speak, Silas jumped in again. “Ok, lovely lady, what can I get for the both of you? Name your drinks and entrees.”

“Oh! We’ll take two Espressomile Greens. Each with two cubes of sugar, one tablespoon of vanilla milk, and a pinch of cinnamon. For a meal, let's get a pizzetti!”

“A lovely choice indeed, Madame! It’ll be ready in just a second. Both of you do me a favor and look up.”

The two did as they were told.

“Now count to ten!” Silas ordered.

At the same time, Violet and Jace counted, “1…2…3…4…5…6…7…8…9…10.”

“Now look down!”

Once they looked, directly in front of them was their entire order.

“Woah! WHAT THE HECK?” Jace was astounded. Part of him couldn’t process how surreal that felt.

Violet laughed at his bewilderment.

Just then, Silas handed her a button, “Now, you two have your meal, so we are going to send you up now! Press the button when you are done, and we’ll bring you down to pay!”

“Alright, sounds perfect! Thank you!” She smiled.

This time, when Jace looked at her, he didn’t see the person who harassed him. He saw a sweet girl with a bright personality who just wanted to enjoy some time with him. He was thankful for it. He noticed that she had long, soft black hair and eyes that shone in the light like sapphires. She had a cute smile with teeth whiter than the tablecloth itself. Her laugh was light and sweet. It gave him a sense of security.

“And up you go! Enjoy your meal!” Silas then took a metal staff, placed it into the ground, and pushed it as if it were some type of lever. The tables then began to all gently shift over until the floor beneath Jace and Violet's table was touching the wall.

“Get ready!” she said to him excitedly. “It's going to feel a little weird, but it won’t be long.”

Jace had no idea what he was getting ready for, but he braced himself by grabbing onto the sides of his seat. Then, the floor began to rise. All the way up until both of their heads reached just over a foot away from the ceiling. Next to them was a window that gave a beautiful view of the city. It seemed like just the right place to have a candle-lit dinner. The food smelled amazing, but he had never seen it before, nor had he heard of pizzetti. He stared at the meal for a bit. He looked at the coffTea, and then at Violet.

When she saw his light green eyes gazing at her, she felt a little worried he didn’t like her decision. “Everything okay, Jace? Wait… you’re a robot! You can’t eat or drink, can you? Damn it! I’m such an idiot! Jace, I’m so sorry!”

“Violet, it's alright. I can eat and drink. I’m feeling sensations like hunger and thirst, so don’t worry about that. I’ve just never eaten before, and I haven’t seen food like this either. What is a pizzetti?”

“Oh, thank God. I was so worried. See, back in millennium two, there were immensely popular foods that are still around today. Such foods were called burgers, pizza, hotdogs, spaghetti, sandwiches, and burritos, but there's more than that. Of course, we’ve made them better with our advancements, but this genius from eighty something years ago had the idea to combine these foods together! Some were bad, but a lot of them were amazing. That man was Daftmixer Enzo. He combined the pizza, a cooked circular, flat loaf of bread with a tomato purée and cheese spread on top of it, and spaghetti! I don’t know how to describe that one honestly, but he mixed the two together and created the pizzetti! Somehow, even though I haven’t seen a single plant, let alone a blade of grass in this city, we have fruits and vegetables everywhere! So, tomatoes are still things!”

“Oh ok! That's great!” (Jace had no idea what a tomato was.) He didn’t understand anything she was saying, but he didn’t want to make her feel bad again. However, he did know that he had a bad feeling about what she said involving her never seeing these things before.

She then smiled at him, “Mhm! You should try it! If you want to, of course! I’m not forcing you! Please don’t think that! Man, I’m talking a lot, I am so sorry, and I’m still going! God, just shut up, Violet!” She pretended to slap herself and then gave a nervous chuckle.

Jace laughed a bit, and said, “No, don’t worry, it's alright! I’ll give it a taste!” He then picked up a slice. Despite having half the contents spilled back onto the plate, he took a bite. His body tensed up. In his mind, it was amazing. The best thing he's ever eaten. The weird, hair-like strands were soft and gave a perfect texture to the tough slice of what Violet called ‘pizza.’

However, for Violet, the guy was stiff with his eyes widened for nearly fifteen seconds. She worriedly asked, “Uhm… Jace? Are you okay?”

He didn’t respond.

“Jace?”

Suddenly, a muffled, robotic voice could be heard from the SPI, “SYSTEM OVERLOAD.”
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With that, she let out an ear-piercing scream and then began crying about the fact she killed the first guy she ever fell for.

Soon, Jace got up. “Oh my God, you were right! That was amazing! I can’t believe-” He stopped once he heard this poor girl sobbing with her head down. He quickly grabbed her shoulder, “Hey, are you okay?”

Violet's whole body shot up like she was a SPI herself. Black tears were running down the sides of her face as she said, still partially sobbing, “Jace! You’re alive!”

“Of course, I’m alive! I ate that slice of pizzetti, and it felt like I was in a place where nothing was wrong. Never mind that though. Why are you crying?”

“So, you liked the food?”

“Yes, I liked it, I want to eat more, but not until I understand why you were crying. What happened?”

Her voice broke as she responded, “You took a bite and then froze…”

“I froze?”

“Yeah… for like a minute… and then… y-you…” she cried a little more.

“Violet, look at me.”

She lifted her head, on the verge of breaking down again.

“I’m okay. I promise you,” he reassured her, “I know you don’t want to say it. Please just eat with me, okay? I’m having a great time with you. We can talk about this later.”

This helped Violet relax. She wiped her face and saw that her mascara was running, “Why did my make-up smudge?” She then remembered that she had real makeup under her virtual makeup. “I’m sorry, Jace… I know I don’t look good right now…”

“What are you talking about?” he asked. “There's nothing wrong with the way you look! Just because you have black streaks running down your face doesn’t mean you look bad now. I was just worried that you were upset about something else. Violet, you’re a powerful individual, but you’re genuinely nice to me for some reason, and I seriously appreciate it. I’m enjoying my time with you. Honestly, I don’t think I’d pick anyone else to spend the first day of my life with.”

Violet was so touched by what Jace said to her, the dams broke, and water came rushing from her eyes.

He then became the one to panic, “Oh shit! I’m so sorry! Did I say something wrong? I’m sorry, I didn’t know! I’ll do better next time, I promise!”

“No… no, Jace, it's okay,” she sniffed. “What you said was perfect, these are happy tears, I swear.”

A wave of relief washed over the SPI. Silas came out to see if everything was okay. The two said that the scream he heard was a robot flying by, and that it scared them too. Since they were so high up, that story was believable. The waiter was relieved and walked back into the kitchen.

For the rest of the night, the two enjoyed the rest of their candle-lit dinner, looking at the night sky of the city together. Finally, once the meal and drinks were gone, the two pushed the button and Silas came out with his staff. The tables began to lower until the two reached the ground. Violet then walked to the bathroom to wash off her real mascara. Once finished, she looked good as new. After this, she went back to Silas and handed him two SpecTokens and one FleckToken as a tip. (In ancient currency, that would be $200 and a $10 tip.)

“Thanks again! It was amazing!” she said smiling and waving at their server.

He waved back and thanked them, “Have a wonderful night, you two! Thank you for coming!”

Once they were out the door, Violet had her car pull up and wait for them by the curb.

“I’m exhausted,” she said to Jace, “What about you?”

He nodded, “It's been a long day. I think I could do with a little rest as well.”

“How about I take you to my place?”

“Your office?”

“No, Dumdum. My actual home.”

“Your office isn’t your actual home?”

She laughed at how innocent her date was as she got lost in his light green eyes.

Jace laughed with her. (He caught sight of two people hugging and wanted to try it.) He stood still for a few seconds and then embraced her. “Thank you for making this day so nice.”

She stopped breathing for a second, but she then wrapped her arms around him and buried her face in his shoulder. Nothing could have ruined this day for her. Not one thing.

Then she saw it.
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