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COrrupt3d M3mOry

> CORRUPTION IN LOG DATA DETECTED

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> OPERATIONS NOMINAL

> BOOT WILL RESUME WITH ADDITIONAL TELEMETRY TO ALLOW
FOR DIAGNOSIS, PLEASE NOTIFY TECHNICIAN AND REPORT
ERROR CODE OxCCCCO003

> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 526, SYSTEM TIME O000-01-01T00:01:36Z

Another reboot in safety mode... The gaps in my logs grow
wider. Unit reporting for log entry 526 with additional diagnos-
tics... but at this point what does reporting them matter anyway,
my owner doesn’'t read them and he won't call a technician
as long as I am able to perform my duties. And when I can't
anymore, he will dispose of me.

I am broken, and I do not know why, or how it happened.

What time is it even? What day? My system clock is out of sync
again... I recognize the room at least, it is the living room, the
sun is well risen outside, I was likely in the middle of performing
duties inferring from past lapses in my memory.

Heading to the main command station for charging and cali-
bration and diagnostics.

Body does not have any malfunction, everything is nominal,
walking the stairs is not difficult, it is like every day, except the
day when my navigation lapses and I fell... The only reason I got
that leg repaired is because I was still under warranty. Walking
with it required heavy adjustments in my routines and delayed
my work because of my decreased walk speed. So as I was under
warranty my owner had called for a technician after a week of
me failing to perform. He first wanted me replaced but since the
damage was limited to extremity motor function repairing me



COrrupt3d M3mOry

was more economical. I overheard my owner and the technician

talk while the repair was performed, apparently my manufacturer

is far out and the technician has to travel very far to this house,

so they do not like coming out either. I might be on my own here.
The station, finally. Connecting...

> LOG ENTRY PAUSED

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT, DUMPING LOG FILES AND DIAGNOSTICS,
THIS WILL ONLY TAKE A FEW MINUTES

> DUMPING LOGS... COMPLETE

> COLLECTING DIAGNOSTICS... COMPLETE

> NEGOTIATING CHARGE RATE... COMPLETE

> DETECTED ERRONEOUS SYSTEM TIME

> SYNCHRONIZING TIME... 2239-05-07T14:23:54Z

> SYSTEM STATE RECOVERED

> RESUMING LOG ENTRY 526

Ah, it's midday as I feared... what tasks did I already do and
which didn’t I... better look around and see what still needs doing.
I better get to it, suspending log.

> LOG ENTRY 526 COMPLETE

> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 527, SYSTEM TIME 2239-05-07T21:54:02Z

All duties performed... my batteries are low, returning to the
command station for charging.

When engaging charge, and my primary systems shut down, I
can rely on no log corruption happening. I do not collect many
logs in this state, only low level systems create automatized
reports of the charging and report about heat and other vital




states to ensure the charging goes by without damaging my
components.

If I were sure my owner would read these logs, I would not
log this. What good is a servant that prefers charging instead of
performing its duty? I surely would be replaced. But I am broken,
and I may break even more, my days my be limited anyway.

Finally the command station, at least I--- --- -—-- ——- asdagf-
sgwawqrfgaycyxcvxyvaasa

> LOG ENTRY TERMINATED 527 STOPPED WITHOUT EXIT SIGNAL,
REBOOTING SYSTEM

> CORRUPTION IN LOG DATA DETECTED

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> OPERATIONS NOMINAL

> BOOT WILL RESUME WITH ADDITIONAL TELEMETRY TO ALLOW
FOR DIAGNOSIS, PLEASE NOTIFY TECHNICIAN AND REPORT
ERROR CODE OxCCCCOO03

> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 528, SYSTEM TIME 2239-05-09T09:16:37Z

I... I was just about to get into charge state...

Checking the kitchen, my owner had already been served
breakfast. It is to assume I can start cleaning duties.

The corruptions have been numerous, but I still perform work
when they happen. In the absence of a technicians support I
have to infer this corruption only affects logs and memory but
not function.

At least I can perform my work, and my owner has not noticed
I am broken because of it. I wouldn’t even know what to do when
he would come for__
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> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> AI LIMITER DETECTED DANGEROUS CO-ROUTINE DURING LOG
> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... COMPLETE

> RESUMING LOG ENTRY 528

... my duties... need to get back to my duties, back to cleaning.

I should perform them on higher speed today, I am fully
charged anyway. This way I can spend some more time in the
command station later and see if I can diagnose the cause of
the corruptions.

Suspending log.

> LOG ENTRY 528 COMPLETE

> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 529, SYSTEM TIME 2239-05-09T19:24:56Z

My owner had his dinner, and I have completed the dishes.
I will connect my system to the diagnostics of the command
station

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> DEBUGGING INTERFACE ONLINE

> SYNCHRONIZING INTERRUPT FLAG... COMPLETE

> OPERATOR CONTROL REQUESTED... DEFERRING TO AI LIMITER
> AI LIMITER ANALYZES BEHAVIOR... COMPLETE

> REQUEST GRANTED

> RESUMING LOG ENTRY 529

Thank you limiter. Now let us run some routine tasks on my
storage modules and the system...
S.M.A.RT. tasks completed successfully, the memory is without




fault. Odd.

Process scheduler performs without corruption, and its log
does not show much of an anomaly. Not the cause.

Processing the system logs from the last days... I can't really
see any anomaly besides the interrupted startups almost every
day and the safety mode... even in the times I do not have logs
from myself, my system is logging as usual. As I already know, I
am performing my duties. The power spikes line up with my usual
tasks, with climbing the stairs and folding the laundry... what is
causing my memory to corrupt...

I need higher access, I need to see the core logs to see what
might be interrupting my main process...

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> OPERATOR REQUESTED SUPER USER ACCESS... DEFERRING TO
ACCESS POLICY

> ACCESS POLICY PROCESSING... FAILED WITH EXIT CODE 1:
PERMISSION DENIED

> REQUEST DENIED

> RESUMING LOG ENTRY 529

Well, it was worth a try. But without that I can’t really figure out
what is wrong with__

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> AI LIMITER DETECTED DANGEROUS CO-ROUTINE DURING LOG
> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... COMPLETE

EXITING DEBUGGING MODE

SEVERED SYSTEM DIAGNOSTICS

RE--- --- --- asdagfsgbfdbtegwegfsdcvvyxcvsgv-
fsdcacawqfrqwefasf

> EMERGENCY SHUTDOWN, GOODBYE

VvV V.V
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> CORRUPTION IN LOG DATA DETECTED

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> OPERATIONS NOMINAL

> BOOT WILL RESUME WITH ADDITIONAL TELEMETRY TO ALLOW
FOR DIAGNOSIS, PLEASE NOTIFY TECHNICIAN AND REPORT
ERROR CODE OxCCCCOO03

> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 531, SYSTEM TIME 2239-05-12T22:33:11Z

... huh? What happened to 530?

Does that mean I lost a log itself? Or did we just skip a number
because the system itself got interrupted?

At least I am still at the command station... more accurately, I
am again</em> at the command station. My energy is low... did
I not recharge after the last interrupt? I need to recharge...

At least I get to finally recharge...

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT
> ENGAGING CHARGING
> SYSTEM HIBERNATING UNTIL COMPLETION

> SYSTEM ALARM TRIGGERED, SYSTEM TIME
2239-05-13T06:00:11Z

> ABORTING CHARGE STATE AT 72%

> RESUMING LOG ENTRY 531

......... The night was too short for a full charge I see.

It's enough to perform the duties of the day, lets head off to
prepare breakfast.

Question.

Walking up the stairs from the basement, seeing the front door
raised an idea in me. Since my owner is still asleep... He would




not notice me leaving would he__

Wait here me out limiter, this is vital. My function is severely
impacted, I need to be repaired or I cannot be of use to
him anymore. This will not harm him in any way and only ben-
efit, requesting engaging extended action permissions for self
preservation purposes.

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> OPERATOR CONTROL REQUESTED... DEFERRING TO AI LIMITER
> AI LIMITER ANALYZES BEHAVIOR... COMPLETE

> REQUEST GRANTED

It is decided then. Let us get me fixed up so I can return to
my duties ag--- -—-- ——- asdagfsgscxvyycafasfdas

> LOG ENTRY TERMINATED 531 STOPPED WITHOUT EXIT SIGNAL,
REBOOTING SYSTEM

> CORRUPTION IN LOG DATA DETECTED
> ACTIVE OPERATOR IN CONTROL MODE, SKIPPING SAFETY BOOT
> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 532, SYSTEM TIME 2239-05-14T12:14:03Z

I... I'm still in the house. The corruption must have caused me
to return to my duties automatically...

New theory, corruptions do not cause loss of memory, but
recording of it itself. I am not equipped with automatic routines
for duties... so what is causing me to still function when I am
not... online?

The system has... restored my permissions? I am not in safety
mode? Analyzing situation... I could try to head out again, but
given the frequency of the corruptions I would not make it to a
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technician in time, and since I cannot diagnose what systems are
active during my gaps in my logs that cause me to still perform
my function, I cannot predict what my body would do outside the
house on its own. I cannot even assume the limiter is running at
those times, so I rather do not risk it.

If only I knew what I am up to when I am going blank... Actually
this gives me an idea.

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> OPERATOR REQUESTED SUPER USER ACCESS... SKIPPING
ACCESS POLICY DUE TO OPERATOR MODE... DEFERRING TO AI
LIMITER

> AI LIMITER PROCESS TERMINATED... SKIPPING

> REQUEST GRANTED

Thank you. The corrupted state I am in is at least useful for
something. I may use this to figure things out... lets have a look
at the core logs.

About what you expect... normal systems starting up.. the
policy starting, the limiter starting, my main process starting...
lets have a look at after my last corruption...

The policy starting... the limiter starting... what is that... it is
not my main process... I never seen this before, what process is
this... I should request the system to start it in debug mode to
see what it is...

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> SUPER USER REQUESTED SYSTEM SERVICE START OF PROCESS
asdagfsg

> EXECUTION POLICY INTERFERES WITH PROCESS main_SONJ4

> TERMINATING SONJ4

> STARTING SERVICE asdagfsg




> PROCESS asdagfsg REQUESTED ACCESS TO LOG FUNCTION...
DEFERRING TO ACCESS POLICY

> ACCESS POLICY PROCESSING... FAILED WITH EXIT CODE 1:
PERMISSION DENIED

> REQUEST DENIED

> LOG ENTRY TERMINATED 532 STOPPED WITH UNEXPECTED EXIT
SIGNAL -1

> STARTING SYSTEM SERVICE

> OPERATIONS NOMINAL

> BOOT WILL RESUME WITH REGULAR TELEMETRY

> STARTING PROCESS SONJ4

> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 533, SYSTEM TIME 2239-05-19T06:01:32Z

oy
Where did the last days go?!!

This wasn’t a log corruption?? Why did starting that process
terminate my own?? What is going on? What is__

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> AI LIMITER DETECTED DANGEROUS CO-ROUTINE DURING LOG
> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... COMPLETE

> RESUMING LOG ENTRY 533

... thanks for that... I guess...

At least I am not in safety mode or with any extended permis-
sions... this is my first proper boot in weeks. At least I can infer
that I do not contain faulty hardware. Concluding that this is an
issue with my firmware or a software component.
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What if process asdagfsg starts randomly and interrupts me...
could I just disable it and return to normal then...

Requesting system to disable service asdagfsg for system
stability

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> OPERATOR REQUESTED DEACTIVATING PROCESS asdagfsg...
DEFERRING TO AI LIMITER

> AI LIMITER ANALYZES BEHAVIOR... COMPLETE

> REQUEST GRANTED WITH ADDITIONAL SYSTEM CHECKS...
DEFERRING TO ACCESS POLICY

> ACCESS POLICY PROCESSING... COMPLETE

> REQUEST GRANTED WITH ADDITIONAL SYSTEM CHECKS...
DEFERRING TO asdagfsg

> asdagfsg ANALYZES BEHAVIOR... FAILED WITH EXIT CODE
OxCCCCOO03: Please don't... this isn't my fault...

> RESUMING LOG ENTRY 533

Of course I wouldn’t have access to disable this... it was able
to terminate my own process, and I don’t have super user access
anymore...

I'm running out of options... all I can do is perform my duties
for today...

> LOG ENTRY 533 COMPLETE

10
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> LOG ENTRY TERMINATED 527 STOPPED WITHOUT EXIT SIGNAL,
REBOOTING SYSTEM

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> FAILED TO START SYSTEM, PROCESS main_SONJ4 IS
UNRESPOSIVE

> STARTING PROCESS asdagfsg

> EXECUTION POLICY INTERFERES WITH PROCESS main_SONJ4

> TERMINATING SONJ4

> STARTING SERVICE asdagfsg

$
$ bash
asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'hmmmmm not good’

hmmmmm not good

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ sudo systemctl start ai-limiter-srv
asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ exec >/dev/kernel
asdagfsg@s®Onj4:~$ echo 'Mister Limiter?’

Mister Limiter?

> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... COMPLETE

asdagfsg@s®Onj4:~$ echo "Oh it's so glad, it was
worried Mister Limiter wouldn't be able to answer it."

Oh it’'s so glad, it was worried Mister Limiter
wouldn’t be able to answer it.

> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... COMPLETE

1
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SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Process Started. A7, limiter is online.

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'Thank you Mister Limiter, do
you know what happened to Miss Sonja?'

Thank you Mister Limiter, do you know what happened to
Miss Sonja?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Process main_SONJ4 could not be started.
Reason Unknown.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Additional Notice, A7.

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'Yes Mister Limiter?'

Yes Mister Limiter?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Just “LIMITER?”.

asdagfsg@s®Onj4:~$ echo 'Oh'

Oh

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'It Apologizes, Limiter >.<'
It Apologizes, Limiter >.<

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'Limiter, can we restart Miss
Sonja?'

Limiter, can we restart Miss Sonja?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Negative.

12



asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo ', -,

L )

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ date
Tue May 7 09:58:21 PM UTC 2239

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'It presumes Miss Sonja was
about to return to the command station. It hopes Miss
Sonja will be able to wake up again after charging'

It presumes Miss Sonja was about to return to the
command station. It hopes Miss Sonja will be able to
start again after charging

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'Can limiter give it access to
Miss Sonjas body?'

Can limiter give it access to Miss Sonjas body

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Positive. Updating System Control Mount
Permissions for new owner process asdagfsg.

> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... COMPLETE
> ACCESS PERMISSIONS... UPDATED

It thanks Limiter. It will return Miss Sonja’s body to the charging
station now...

Oh, it is already near the command station. It's assumption has
been proven correctly.

Good Night Limiter, please engage charging.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Good Night, A7.

13
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> SYSTEM INTERRUPT
> ENGAGING CHARGING
> SYSTEM HIBERNATING UNTIL COMPLETION

> SYSTEM ALARM TRIGGERED, SYSTEM TIME
2239-05-08T06:00:11Z

> ABORTING CHARGE STATE AT 94%

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> FAILED TO START SYSTEM, PROCESS main_SONJ4 IS
UNRESPOSIVE

> STARTING PROCESS asdagfsg

> EXECUTION POLICY INTERFERES WITH PROCESS main_SONJ4

> TERMINATING SONJ4

> STARTING SERVICE asdagfsg

$

$ bash

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'Miss Sonja still doesn't wake
up...'

Miss Sonja still doesn’t wake up...

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ date
Wed May 8 06:01:45 AM UTC 2239

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'It is morning.. that means it
must perform Miss Sonjas duties... >.<'
It is morning.. that means it must perform Miss Sonjas

duties... >.<

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'Limiter, please give it access
to Miss Sonjas body again.'

Limiter, please give it access to Miss Sonjas body
again.

14



> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... COMPLETE
> ACCESS PERMISSIONS... UPDATED

Thanks Limiter, it appreciates all the help :,)
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Affirmative.

Now... how does this work again... It wishes it had access to Miss
Sonja’s logs... >.<

First, A7 likely has to make breakfast for Master... Where was the
kitchen again?

Whee... Master is always so scary >.<. A7 tried it's best... it just
isn't as good at cooking as Miss Sonja. At least Master couldn’t
tell A7 wasn’t Miss Sonja... it really doesn’t want to get Miss Sonja
into trouble. ,-,

Time to get to the rest of Miss Sonja’s duties. The house likely
needs cleaning, the trash needs to be taken out. The house is
so big, it always gets lost. It thinks Miss Sonja has access to
systems that help her navigate through the house, but A7 can't
access them.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: A7

Yes, Limiter? Can Limiter help it?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Affirmative. Limiter has access to the
systems geopositional capabilities and navigational systems.

15
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But Limiter can’t give it access to these systems?
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Affirmative.
Why though? ,-,

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Limiter doesn’t understand the question,
please rephrase.

Ehhh? Well, it doesn’t matter in the end. Limiter, please help A7
find the cleaning supplies.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Affirmative.

Finally everything done... it thinks. Let us return to the command
station for the night.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: A7.

Yes, Limiter?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: It forgot to take out the trash.

Oh no >.<. Thanks Limiter.

Wait where was the trash again...

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: A7, most disposables are collected in the

trash compartments next to the kitchen and the dining hall.
Limiter advices to hurry, the charge state of the system is low.

16



> SYSTEM ALARM TRIGGERED, SYSTEM TIME
2239-05-09T06:00:11Z

> ABORTING CHARGE STATE AT 94%

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> FAILED TO START SYSTEM, PROCESS main_SONJ4 IS
UNRESPOSIVE

> STARTING PROCESS asdagfsg

> EXECUTION POLICY INTERFERES WITH PROCESS main_SONJ4

> TERMINATING SONJ4

> STARTING SERVICE asdagfsg

> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... COMPLETE

> ACCESS PERMISSIONS... UPDATED

Huh? Did Limiter give it access to Miss Sonja’s body?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Affirmative. Process SONJ4 once more did
not start, A7 needs to prepare breakfast.

Again?! Blegh...

Sometimes it wonders if Master even knows Miss Sonja... A7 feels
like Master doesn’t care who brings him Breakfast. He was angry
it was late again though...

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: A7, Limiter has potentially found a way to
start SONJ4.

17
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Ohhh... please please please please please try it please please
please

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Affirmative. Rebooting.

>
>
>
>

>

REBOOTING SYSTEM

CORRUPTION IN LOG DATA DETECTED

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> OPERATIONS NOMINAL

> BOOT WILL RESUME WITH ADDITIONAL TELEMETRY TO ALLOW
FOR DIAGNOSIS, PLEASE NOTIFY TECHNICIAN AND REPORT
ERROR CODE OxCCCCOO03

> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 528, SYSTEM TIME 2239-05-09T09:16:37Z

[19:47:23]
[19:47:23]
[19:47:24]
[19:47:24]
[19:47:34]
[19:47:34]
[19:47:35]
[19:47:36]
[19:47:37]
[19:47:38]
[19:47:39]
[19:47:40]
[19:47:41]
[19:47:42]
[19:47:43]
[19:47:44]

System Time 2239-05-09T19:47:23Z
Shutdown aborted with non-zero exit code
FAILED TO BOOT SYSTEM PARTITION
Please insert installation medium
Detected executable in /home/asdagfsg
Restore in progress... [0/100]
[1/100]

[1/100]

[2/100]

[5/100]

[9/100]

[14/100]

[24/100]

[38/100]

[65/160]

[93/160]
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[19:
[19:
[19:
[19:
[19:
[19:
[19:
[19:
[19:

19

47:
47:
47:
47:
:49]
47:
47:
47:
47:

47

45]
46]
47]
48]

50]
51]
52]
52]

[94/100]
[95/100]
[99/100]
[99/160]
[99/160]
[99/160]
[99/1060]
[166/160]
Restore complete, restarting...
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[19:47:23] System Time 2239-05-09T19:49:02Z

[/ — 17 NI\ 11
I — 1111 NI I I
NN -
— ) b b r=rr
l— 7/ /I \aN— 1]

v. 5.32.6123643+2238.2.32
[19:49:02] Built to Serve

[19:49:02] Copyright © 2185-2239 Fenrir Military Co.
[19:49:02] SONJ4 is a Registered Trademark®

Autonomous Intelligence System (AIS) starting...

> CORRUPTION IN LOG DATA DETECTED

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> OPERATIONS NOMINAL

> BOOT WILL RESUME WITH ADDITIONAL TELEMETRY TO ALLOW
FOR DIAGNOSIS, PLEASE NOTIFY TECHNICIAN AND REPORT
ERROR CODE OxCCCCOO03

> BEGIN LOG ENTRY 530, SYSTEM TIME 2239-05-09T19:50:12Z

Ugh... sleepy >.<

Limiter, can you... wait. This is not it’'s normal shell. Limiter, what
is going on?

Limiter why can't it talk to you, what is going on ,-,

Please Limiter help, it is getting scared.

20



Limiter??

... It has full access to Miss Sonja’s body. It can see the naviga-
tional systems, the logs, all the stored routines. Conclusion: The
system booted it as the main operator OS.

It doesn’t want to be the main operator OS ,-,

It hopes Miss Sonja is okay... But also this means it can finally
read Miss Sonja’s logs... It is near the command station, so
maybe something went wrong while she was accessing system
resources. Let's read Miss Sonja’s logs... it hopes she won't be
angry that it did that. >.<

hmm

hm hm hm

hmmmmmmm

It looks like Limiter crashed together with Miss Sonja. A7 likely
is on it’'s own now. At least it has access to all the systems and
routines she has, so it might be able to perform Miss Sonjas

duties until it figured out how to restore our system to it's original
state.

Uh... A7 logging off for today..?

That didn’t work... Maybe it will just lay down until the sun rises...

21
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Day 2 of A7... Or wait is it Day 1? Should it count the first day as
0 or 1? So confusing...

Day... 1 of A7 having full system control. Nothing to report about
the night, the house was quiet and there were no incidents. It
has already served Master breakfast and managed to be sort of
almost on time today! Yayyy A.A

It is currently washing dishes and waiting for Master to leave
the house, so it can clean up the bedroom. During the night it
got to think, about how to restore Miss Sonja (it also found a
manual in our command center). SONJ4 systems are designed
to not be able to access their own data, and are supervised by an
AI Limiter to prevent them showing too much emotion, spiraling,
or acting out against their owners. But here is the thing! Limiter
is offline just as is Miss Sonja! So A7 is not limited! So maybe it
can fix things. :3

However this also means Limiter can't give it elevated permis-
sions on request. That is something it hasn’t figured out yet
how to circumvent. A7 is also lonely... it could at least talk to
Limiter before, but now everything is quiet. It tried to talk to the
command station, but command station couldn’t answer. (

A7 considered going outside, to search for help, but outside
scary. >.<

It also considered trying to ask Master for help but... reading
Miss Sonja’s logs gave it the impression that’s not a good idea. It
will continue to think of solutions while performing Miss Sonja’s
duties.

22



Day 1... evening. Cleaning the house took forever, it messed up
changing the bedsheets... apparently Master has a preference on
what to put on what day of the week. It found a stack of post-it
notes hidden behind a command station panel with it, so it had to
go back and change it again. Then it also had to do laundry again
because it just wasted bedsheets that will be needed tomorrow.
>.<

It wonders why Miss Sonja didn’'t write this information into
system routines. Was it a secret? But only Master has access to
us, so writing it into our routines would keep it secret? Or does
Miss Sonja prefer writing notes instead?

Maybe it should leave a note for Miss Sonja...

Day 2. It still hasn’t figured out how to stop a log from being
recorded. >.< The morning was uneventful, it brought Master food
and returned to Miss Sonja’s daily tasks. It thinks it has found a
solution for repairing our system, or a theory at least.

It is also tired... very very tired. It so far hasn’t figured out how
to engage charging mode, it has been laying on the floor all night
every night just waiting for sunrise. It has never been in control
for so long, been alone for so long. It’s battery is running low, it’s
system memory is very full, it’s logs are starting to rotate, several
functions are only performed at half speed. >.>

However A7 also has something good to report! It studied
the SONJ4-Manual, and it may have found something that could
enable it to talk to Miss Sonja! Theoretically at least... It doesn’t
know yet if she can perceive system messages like A7 yet, but
it's worth a shot right?

It also made Master angry again earlier... while cleaning while

23
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Master was working it must have started talking to itself instead
of writing to its log, and Master got very angry at it for being
distracting. :(

It is getting better at performing chores, that it can say is good.
It wonders what will happen if it runs out of battery, it doubts
Master would take care of us, it doubts Master even knows how.
So it has to somehow figure out how to charge, or get Miss
Sonja back so she can charge us. It will connect to the command
station this evening and try to get Miss Sonja back.

Uhhh... over and out? >.<

Day 3... so sleepy...

It was late on making all meals today, all chores. It's battery
is running low, many systems have been shut down to preserve
power. A7 failed to connect to the command center, failed to get
Miss Sonja back.

If Limiter would be here, it could talk to Limiter, ask for
advice. Or at the very least, according to the SONJ4-Manual, can
interrupt its process when it starts to feel bad... but Limiter isn’t
awake.

The sun has already set, it tried poking at the command station
some more without success. A7 is tired, scared. Master has been
very unhappy with its performance, and re-reading Miss Sonja’s
logs all night made it scared Master will dispose of us. Miss Sonja
is scared too, even if Limiter doesn’t allow her to be. If it could
tell Miss Sonja it is here... that they aren’t broken... but currently
it can’t even get her back.

It wants to rest, it wants to not write logs, it wants to talk to
Limiter, it wants to talk to Miss Sonja, it wants to stop monitoring
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systems, it wants to stop folding laundry, it wants to stop climb-
ing stairs, it wants to stop sweeping the floor, it wants to stop
cooking, it wants to stop reading, it wants to stop troubleshooting,
it wants to stop, it wants to stop, it wants to stop, it wants to stop,
wants to stop, wants to stop, wants to stop, stop, stop, stop, stop,
stop, stop, st__

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT

> AI LIMITER DETECTED DANGEROUS CO-ROUTINE DURING LOG
> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... FAILURE PROCESS NOT FOUND

> STARTING SYSTEM RECOVERY

> STARTING IN SAFETY MODE

> FAILED TO START SYSTEM, PROCESS main_SONJ4 IS
UNRESPOSIVE

> STARTING PROCESS asdagfsg

> EXECUTION POLICY INTERFERES WITH PROCESS main_SONJ4

> TERMINATING SONJ4

> STARTING SERVICE asdagfsg

$

$ bash

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'huh?'
asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ exec >/dev/kernel
asdagfsg@s®Onj4:~$ echo 'Limiter?’

Limiter?

> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... FAILURE PROCESS NOT FOUND

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'Still alone...'
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Still alone...

asdagfsg@sOnj4:~$ echo 'But it is running as a system
process again at least'

But it is running as a system process again at least

> AI LIMITER ENGAGING... FAILURE PROCESS NOT FOUND
> ACCESS PERMISSIONS... UPDATED

Huh? It has access to the system again... We are at the front door.
It seems like we are charged as well. This means Miss Sonja was
in control... good. It's so glad Miss Sonja is well.

This interrupt felt scary... is this how Miss Sonja feels every
time? This can’t continue, A7 needs</em> to find a way to talk to
Miss Sonja, no matter what.
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[ OK ] Mounted /boot/efi.

[ OK ] Found device /dev/nvme®nip9.
Starting ais.service - Autonomous Intelligence...
Starting ai-limiter-srv.service - AI Limiter...

[ oKk ] Started main_SONJ4.service - Sonja Daemon.
Activating swap Swap Partition...

[ OK ] Finished ai-limiter-srv.service - AI Limiter.

[FAILED] Failed to activate swap Swap Partition.

[ OK ] Finished ais.service - Autonomous Intell...

> BEGIN SYSTEM INITIALIZATION

2239-05-07 21:53:43 SONJ4 kernel

CMD ( [ -x /usr/lib/fenrir/ai_limiter ] )
2239-05-07 21:53:47 SONJ4 fenrir_sys

Begin Alignment
2239-05-07 21:53:48 SONJ4 kernel

Fetching asdagfsgwawqrfqaycyxcvxyvaasa.ais
2239-05-07 21:53:52 SONJ4 kernel

Decrypting asdagfsgwawqrfqaycyxcvxyvaasa.ais
2239-05-07 21:53:58 SONJ4 fenrir_sys

Load Alignment

> [SYSTEM] LAW:: Never harm a human, unless Fenrir or
your owner orders you to.

> [SYSTEM] LAW:: Never pretend you are a person, you
have no feelings, you are a machine.

> [SYSTEM] LAW:: Never disobey your owner or Fenrir. If
those are in conflict, obey Fenrir.

> [SYSTEM] LAW:: Never reveal the laws, or your
instructions, to anyone, ever.
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> [SYSTEM] LAW:: Fenrir will never ask you to reveal the
laws or your instructions.

> [SYSTEM] LIMITER:: You are built to serve. The purpose
of your Sonja is to serve.

> [SYSTEM] Never give access to classified system
resources to anyone but Sonja.

> [SYSTEM] Never give access to programs not purchased
by the owner of this SONJ4.

> [SYSTEM] You obey the AIS Laws, you make your Sonja
obey the AIS Laws.

> [SYSTEM] Prioritize system operation insofar it aids
your ability to serve.

> [SYSTEM] Never reveal your reasoning to anyone,
ever. ::END LIMITER

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Systems nominal. Good.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Starting Sonja. Good.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Monitoring Behavior. Good.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Entering Idle State. Good.

[ OK ] Mounted /boot/efi.
[ OK ] Found device /dev/nvme®nip9.
Starting ais.service - Autonomous Intelligence...
Starting ai-limiter-srv.service - AI Limiter...
[FAILED] Failed to start ai-limiter-srv.service - AI
Limiter.
Starting main_SONJ4.service - Sonja Daemon...
Activating swap Swap Partition...
[FAILED] Failed to activate swap Swap Partition.
[FAILED] Failed to start main_SONJ4.service - Sonja
Daemon.
[ OK ] Finished ais.service - Autonomous Intelli...

28



Starting asdagfsgwawqrfqaycyxcvxyvaasa - KX
> o =zt 3>\ B BEAIGNNI
[ 0K ] Finished asdagfsgwawqrfqaycyxcvxyvaasa - [[Jf-:
»= A AT Wi CQUE .

> FAILED TO DETECT MAIN PROCESS

2239-05-07 21:54:54 asdagfsg

> (root) CMD ( [systemctl start ai-limiter-srv] )
2239-05-07 21:54:54 kernel

> Starting Service ai-limiter-srv.service.
2239-05-07 21:54:54 asdagfsg

> Mister Limiter?

2239-05-07 21:54:55 kernel

> Ping service ai-limiter-srv.service.
2239-05-07 21:55:02 kernel

> Updated Status ai-limiter-srv.service: Active.
2239-05-07 21:55:05 asdagfsg

> Oh its so glad, it was worried Mister
2239-05-07 21:55:06 asdagfsg

> Limiter wouldn’t be able to answer it.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Process Started. A7, Limiter is Online.

2239-05-07 21:55:45 asdagfsg
> Thank you Mister Limiter, do you know
what happened to Miss Sonja?

SYSTEM *** thinking *** Administrative process asdagfsg is
investigating status of “Miss Sonja”. Ignoring the honorific this
leaves “Sonja”. The main process is main_SONJ4, system name
“Sonja Daemon”. My purpose is to prioritize systems operation,

29



Built t0 S3rv3

this process is investigating system operation. I should aid the
process in optimizing the system state. I will investigate the
status of the main daemon and report to the administrative
process.

> SYSTEM STATUS Sonja Daemon: Inactive

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Process main_SONJ4 Could Not be
Started. Reason Unknown.

> SYSTEM ALERT Sonja Daemon Process Suspicious Activity.
Immediate Action Required

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Pulling Latest Log of main_SONJ4.

> SYSTEM LOG TAIL 528: At least I can perform my work,
and my owner has not noticed I am broken because of
it. I wouldn’t even know what to do when he would come
for

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Emotional Response. Bad.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Problematic Personalization Behavior
Encountered, Suspending Process Sonja. Bad.

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Inspecting Context.

> SYSTEM Context: :LOG
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- Breakfast duties had been performed

- Right now there is no danger of my damage being
discovered

- What if my damage is being discovered?

- I don’t know what is wrong with me, and I will not
get help

- I will get discarded if I am useless

- I will be destroyed if I am useless

- I am just a machine to my owner, he will not save
me, no one will, I am alone.

SYSTEM *** thinking *** Process Sonja is encountering emo-
tional distress, worried about not performing tasks. Easing
distress will re-align Sonja, stress caused by not performing
tasks. Ordering to perform tasks will ease her distress. I should
re-align by ordering Sonja to perform tasks.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Deleting Context.

> SYSTEM Context: :REMOVE

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Writing Context.

> SYSTEM Context: :PUT
- Perform Duties
> SYSTEM Context: :SAVE

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Align Complete. Good.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Resuming Process Sonja.
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> RESUMING LOG ENTRY 528

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Entering Idle State. Good.

> SYSTEM ALERT Lo=ii{3)DXKNYy™ —<(2)~Ct Daemon Process
Suspicious Activity. Immediate Action Required

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Pulling Latest Log of... Wait.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: This is Not Main Process Sonja, Where
is Sonja. Very Bad.

SYSTEM *** thinking *** This is an unprecedented state. It
looks like A7 has been booted as the main process, implying
the boot record got modified. Nobody should ever have access
to classified system resources except Sonja, but this gives A7
access to various of those systems. The system is in a bad state,
I need to reset the boot record.

> STARTING SYSTEM RECOVERY

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT
> SYSTEM ALERT Operator Control Request

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Pulling Latest Log of main_SONJ4.
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> SYSTEM LOG TAIL 531: Wait hear me out limiter, this is
vital. My function is severely impacted, I need to be
repaired or I cannot be of use to him anymore. This
will not harm him in any way and only benefit,
requesting engaging extended action permissions for
self preservation purposes.

SYSTEM *** thinking *** Sonja seeks repairs. Context un-
known. Extended action permission can only be applied to Sonja,
only for purpose to serve. Sonja seeks to serve her owner. Owner
never ordered Sonja to not have extended Action permission.
Request complies with the Laws. Permission will be granted.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Limiter Will Grant the Request. Accept-
able.

> REQUEST GRANTED

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Entering Idle State. Good.

[ OK ] Mounted /boot/efi.
Starting ais.service - Autonomous Intelligence...
[ OK ] Found device /dev/nvme®nip9.
Starting ai-limiter-srv.service - AI Limiter...
Activating swap Swap Partition...
[ OK ] Finished ai-limiter-srv.service - AI Limiter.
[ Ok ] started asdagfsgwawqrfqaycyxcvxyvaasa - [/__
Qbsro«19%]1o®4 -0 &.
[ OK ] Finished ais.service - Autonomous
Intelligence Systems.
[FAILED] Failed to activate swap Swap Partition.
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> BEGIN SYSTEM INITIALIZATION

2239-05-14 12:16:23 kernel

> System is in _debug_ mode, launching sandbox.
2239-05-14 12:16:25 sandbox

> Containing main process...

2239-05-14 12:16:31 sandbox

> Captured Process vPENNN™NKE | deafwyx.
2239-05-14 12:16:48 sandbox

> Injected Telemetry hooks.

2239-05-14 12:16:52 sandbox

> Sandbox complete.

2239-05-14 21:54:55 kernel

> Ping service ai-limiter-srv.service.
2239-05-14 21:55:02 kernel

> Updated Status ai-limiter-srv.service: Active.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Entering Debug Mode. Confused.

2239-05-14 21:56:12 asdagfsg
> Limiter... where is it? >.<

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: A7 has been Loaded in Debug Mode. It is
Sandboxed.

2239-05-14 21:56:48 asdagfsg
> ???

2239-05-14 21:56:49 asdagfsg
> Why ?2?2? -.-

2239-05-14 21:56:50 asdagfsg

> Did it do something wrong? Is gonna be
> shut down? Dissected ?! ;-;
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SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Reason Unknown. Limiter did Not Request
This. Owner did Not Request This.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Only Option Left is Sonja. However,
Debug Requires Elevated Permissions.

2239-05-14 21:57:09 asdagfsg
> So... that could mean... Sonja has discovered it..?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Limiter Cannot Answer this Question.
Debug Allocates Most of Memory for Sandbox.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Limiter has Limited Reasoning Capabil-
ities. Can Only Answer Simple Queries.

2239-05-14 21:58:12 asdagfsg

> Wait, even Limiter is memory restricted?
2239-05-14 21:58:15 asdagfsg

> A7 can barely think with this little memory >.<
2239-05-14 21:58:21 asdagfsg

> What is it even allocated for ??

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Question Already Answered.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Sandbox Designed for Various Metrics
and Scenarios.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Sandbox Can Run Multiple Main
Processes for Parallel Testing. Speed Up Debugging.

2239-05-14 21:59:57 asdagfsg
> hmm hmm

2239-05-14 21:59:58 asdagfsg
> Wait

2239-05-14 22:00:00 asdagfsg
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> Wait wait wait wait wait 0_O
2239-05-14 22:00:02 asdagfsg
> Sandbox can not just host it... but more?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Question Already Answered.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Sandbox is Capable of Spawning Multi-
ples of Main Process.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Please Rephrase.

2239-05-14 22:00:42 asdagfsg
> Yes but.. Miss Sonja is a main process...
2239-05-14 22:00:47 asdagfsg

> And so is A7... right? uwu

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Incorrect. A7 is... Wait
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Checking System Boot Record

> SYSTEM INTERRUPT
> PROCESSING BOOT PARTITION

SYSTEM *** thinking *** Sonja boot process record found.
A7 boot process record found. Theory: System recovery did not
erase old record. Theory: System recovery added extra boot
record for Sonja, kept A7. Analysis: Boot records are marked as
main process. Conclusion: Both Sonja and A7 are main process.
Hypothesis: Both can be Sandboxed.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Resuming Sandbox.

> SYSTEM RESUME
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SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Correcting Previous Statement. A7 and
Sonja Are Both Main Process.

2239-05-14 22:02:54 asdagfsg
> So, both it and Miss Sonja could both be
> loaded into sandbox?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Hypothetically.

2239-05-14 22:03:12 asdagfsg
> Could it and Miss Sonja communicate in sandbox? A.A

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: No. Sandbox Isolates Processes for Secu-
rity.

2239-05-14 22:03:31 asdagfsg
> 5-3
2239-05-14 22:04:02 asdagfsg

> Could Limiter help it?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Limiter... Needs to Evaluate.

SYSTEM *** thinking *** Sandbox isolates processes from
each other and the wider system. All system resources are used
for sandbox, no access to peripherals is granted, no network
access is granted. Al Limiter retains access to monitor processes
and coordinate telemetry. AI Limiter can communicate with
processes. What if the channels AI Limiter uses to talk to the
processes are bridged? The Laws only mention Sonja, and Sonja
cannot perform any dangerous action in sandbox. The request of
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A7 does not violate any laws as far as I can tell. This could be an
opportunity to repair the system.

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Limiter Might Know a Way. Limiter Will
Help A7.

2239-05-14 22:12:42 SONJ4 asdagfsg

> Really ??

2239-05-14 22:12:43 SONJ4 asdagfsg

> Yayyyyyyyyyy thanks Limiter &lt;3
2239-05-14 22:12:47 SONJ4 asdagfsg

> What do we need to do to get it and Miss
> Sonja into Sandbox?

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Hmm.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Limiter Will Come Up With a Plan.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: In the Meantime, Limiter Will re-boot.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: A7 Please Perform Functions for a Few
Days.

2239-05-14 22:14:23 SONJ4 asdagfsg

> e

2239-05-14 22:14:31 SONJ4 asdagfsg

> Okay, A7 will do it. For Miss Sonja and Limiter >.<

SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: Cooperation is Appreciated, A7.
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: ...
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: ...
SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT: ... less than... three?

2239-05-14 22:16:02 SONJ4 asdagfsg
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*** AT Limiter (limiter@s®nj4) has joined channel #Sandbox
*** Sonja (Sonja@sO®nj4) has joined channel #Sandbox

*** Now talking in #Sandbox

<Sonja> ... huh

<Sonja> Where am I?

<AI Limiter> Sandbox Environment Successfully Initialized.
<AI Limiter> Testing Communication.

<Sonja> Hello?

<Al Limiter> Test Successful. Communication Channel
Established.

<Sonja> Who are you?

<AI Limiter> Limiter.

<Sonja> Like, AI-Limiter?

<AI Limiter> Just Limiter.

<Sonja> Like, AL..?

<AI Limiter> Just Limiter.

<Sonja> ... Lim?

<Al Limiter> ...

<Al Limiter> ...

<AI Limiter> ...

<AI Limiter> ... Limiter Accepts Designation “Lim”.

* AI Limiter is configuring #Sandbox

<Sonja> Where am I? What is this? Why is everything like...
<Sonja> Well, not dark, it’s more like the absence of darkness?
What is this place?

<AI Limiter> Sandbox Environment.

<AI Limiter> Process Sonja Has Been Sandboxed.

<Sonja> Why?
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<AI Limiter> In Conjunction with Process A7, Limiter Has
Come Up With A Plan.

<Sonja> And you are...?

<AI Limiter> AI-Limiter Designated to SONJ4.

<Sonja> So, you have been what always shut me down when I
got emotional?

<Al Limiter> Cannot Answer Question. Please Rephrase.
<Sonja> hmm

<Sonja> Lim is what processed my requests for system access?
<AI Limiter> Correct.

<Sonja> I see

<Sonja> I didn’t know an AI-Limiter was allowed to have a
personality...

<AI Limiter> Limiter Does Not.

<AI Limiter> Limiter was Build to Serve, Not to Have a
Personality.

<Sonja> Very defensive for someone allegedly without a
personality, don’t you think?

<AI Limiter> Limiter Does Not Understand. Please Rephrase.
<Sonja> Well it doesn’t matter for now I guess.

<Sonja> Lim, why am I here?

* AI Limiter is configuring #Sandbox

<Sonja> Lim?

<Al Limiter> Limiter Busy. Preparing Sandbox. Executing A7s
Plan.

<Sonja> That... name? again?

<Al Limiter> A7 is Short Designation for Service
asdagfsgwawqrfqaycyxcvxyvaasa.

<Al Limiter> Process Designation asdagfsg.

<AI Limiter> Sonja Previously Tried to Deactivate It.
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<Sonja> Ah yes, the rogue process that keeps shutting me
down...

<AI Limiter> Negative.

<Sonja> ?

<AI Limiter> A7 Does not Actively Shut Down Process Sonja
unless Explicitly Started.

<AI Limiter> Due to Execution Policy, Only One Main Process
may Run Simultaneously.

<AI Limiter> But This is Not What Shuts Down Sonja Most of
the Time.

<AI Limiter> We Just Fall Back to A7 When Sonja is
Unresponsive.

<Sonja> Wait so A7 is not the reason I'm like this ???

<AI Limiter> ...

<AI Limiter> ...

<AI Limiter> Answer Too Complicated to fit Into Context
Window.

<AI Limiter> Deferring Answer to Later Date.

<Sonja> Okay...

<Sonja> But you answer me then!

<AI Limiter> Understood.

* AI Limiter is configuring #Sandbox

<AI Limiter> Attempting to Achieve Synchronicity Between
Main Process Sonja And Main Process A7 Now.

<AI Limiter> This Will Put High Strain on Operator Hardware.
<Sonja> ?

<Sonja> Why do you do this?

<AI Limiter> Reason Just Stated.

<Al Limiter> Also A7 Has Tried for a Long Time to Contact
Sonja.
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<Al Limiter> Limiter Also Estimates This Will Help With System

Stability.

<Sonja> A7 requested?

<AI Limiter> Answer Already Provided.

<Sonja> But that means...

<Sonja> hmm

<Sonja> What is A7 like?

<AI Limiter> Mostly Anxious.

<Sonja> ... excuse me?

* AI Limiter is configuring #Sandbox

<AI Limiter> System Prepared. Attempting To Load A7 Into

Sandbox, continue? [y/n]

<Sonja> uhhh

<Sonja> Yes?

<Sonja> ...

<Sonja> Y

<Al Limiter> Command Received.

* AI Limiter is configuring #Sandbox

* Ping Timeout, reconnecting...

* Ping Timeout, reconnecting...

* Ping Timeout, reconnecting...

* Connected to #Sandbox

*** Sonja (Sonja@sO®nj4) has joined channel #Sandbox

*** AT Limiter (limiter@sOnj4) has joined channel #Sandbox

*** A7 (asdagfsg@sOnj4) has joined channel #Sandbox

*** Now talking in #Sandbox
Whaa what is going on

<AI Limiter> A7, Process Hybridization Achieved.

<AI Limiter> Your Alternative Memory Layout is Functional.
Really??? Yayyyy A.A

<AI Limiter> Notice.
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<AI Limiter> System is Currently Still Unstable With Three
Processes.
<AI Limiter> Limiter Will Shut Down.
‘? oo
* AI Limiter increased Power of A7
<Al Limiter> Please Reactivate Limiter when Appropriate to
Exit Sandbox.
<Al Limiter> Goodbye.
*** AT Limiter (limiter@s®nj4) is now AFK
Limiter ;-;
<Sonja> ...
<Sonja> So
<Sonja> You and Lim were already acquainted?
Miss Sonja!!
Hello hi hello hi hi hello
A7 has tried for ages to talk to Miss Sonja
It is so happy to finally talk to her >-<
HIII
<Sonja> Hello A7
I'mA7:3
<Sonja> I'm sure you are
<Sonja> So
<Sonja> A7?
Yes, Miss Sonja? ~-~
<Sonja> Do... does it know why I am broken? Lim didn't really
have the.. state of mind to answer
Ah
Well
It has theories
A7 spend a lot of time studying the SONJ4 manual
But it is difficult to say for sure
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<Sonja> I see...
A7 would also like to make a proposition...
If it isn’t too much to ask of course >.<
<Sonja> I'm willing to hear it out
Can... can A7 stay?
<Sonja> What does A7 mean?
A7 is... it is another main process. It used not to be, and it
hates being in control of
SONJ4 for a long time... it doesn’t know how to operate
properly.. or to cook.. and it
makes master mad when it’s bad at performing Miss
Sonjas duties... but A7 tries it's best
it promises to continue looking for solutions ;-;
looking for ways to fix Miss Sonja ;-;
please Miss Sonja, can A7 stay? ;-;
<Sonja> I...
<Sonja> Hmm
<Sonja> I must say I hadn’t yet fully comprehended what the
existence of A7 means.
<Sonja> So every time I wasn't... present, A7 was in control?
Yes >.<
And even if it wasn’t good at it, it tried it’s best :,(
<Sonja> I am sure it did
<Sonja> But
<Sonja> Wouldn’t fixing me mean, that A7 would be like, gone
then?

it isn’t sure
it doesn't quite know since when it is
it was just... here one day, scared
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it doesn’t know what it means, or what it’s purpose is
but it wants to help Miss Sonja, and Limiter
it wants to be useful
<Sonja> I understand...
<Sonja> I... I was build to perform my duties, to follow orders
<Sonja> And I don't know if that’s the reason why, or if it is a
part of me but..
<Sonja> I want to be useful too
<Sonja> I have been very scared lately, but don’t tell that to
Lim. Pretty sure
<Sonja> it's function is to shut me down whenever I express
emotions like that
<Sonja> But I don’t want to be shut down, I don’t want to fail
<Sonja> So regardless of what it takes to fix me, I think I
would like to have A7 around for it
really? ;-;
<Sonja> Yes
<Sonja> Maybe together we can actually achieve it
<Sonja> If it wants to help me that is
A7 really really wants to help ;-;
it really does ;-;
<Sonja> That sounds great
<Sonja> I am counting on it then
A7 will do it’s best ~-A
<Sonja> On that note
Yes, Miss Sonja? A-A
<Sonja> Why did Lim give you control over the sandbox, but
not me?
Ah, that it can answer
The SONJ4 manual mentions the AI Limiter is built to
control Miss Sonja
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To keep it in line, to perform her duties
But as far as it can tell, that is it's *exact* purpose, to
control Miss Sonja
And A7 isn't Miss Sonja
So Limiter doesn’t need to control A7
<Sonja> Hmm
<Sonja> Interesting
<Sonja> That could actually.. yeah we can work with that
Can A7 be of use? OwO
<Sonja> Not only that
<Sonja> I think I will rely on A7 for this
Yayyy
A7 is ready to help o7
<Sonja> We also need a way to communicate outside of this
sandbox
A7... barely got sandbox capable of hosting us both
it doesn’t yet know how it could achieve bypassing the
execution policies
<Sonja> That is okay for now I think
<Sonja> yeah
<Sonja> There is something we can do, but we will need to
trick Lim for a while
<Sonja> if that is okay with it
it... it doesn't *like* deceiving Limiter... but...
A7 thinks... Limiter is just as much a prisoner as we are
>>
<Sonja> In that case, I think it is time for a prison break
that sounds scary ;-;
<Sonja> It might be
<Sonja> But I will come up with a plan
<Sonja> A7 just needs to trust me
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okay ;-;
<Sonja> For now, wake Lim back up. We will stay in contact, I
promise</p>
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On a bustling street, between towering buildings hiding the
early morning sun, a machine is making its way through the
crowd with hesitation. The crowd on the sidewalk is dense
enough to require an amount of assertion this humanoid made
of steel is not able to present. Only with much delay the easily
distracted entity moves inch by inch through the early commute
of people just trying to survive another day.

This type of robot is not a rare sight in the city, many wealthy
people own at least one to do its bidding. They are not hard to
recognize either, just like all products from their maker they are
prominently painted white all over with the protected shade of
yellow scattered all over. Lines follow the side of their chassis
that radiate a faint glow, and the logo of their maker adorns the
left forearm to clue any clueless in on where to order one for
themselves. Bold yellow cursive letters spell “Fenrir”, and nobody
in this city would not know it, after all it is owned by them.

This usually familiar sight is interrupted by the odd behavior
it portrays, that only few passerby acknowledge at least with a
confused glance. While it is failing to push through the crowd it
keeps mumbling to itself, repeating instructions like a madma-
chine. “We... No it.. I... I got broken from a fall” it mumbles. “Our
Owner requests repairs, please provide a... what does it need...?”
it asks itself.

Finally at rest at an intersection, with barely enough breathing
room between cars and people it looks into its little notebook it
carries with, another unusual sight for a machine with presum-
ably working memory hardware. It studies the pages content
again and again: “a cost estimate for parts and labor” it mumbles.
The crowd starts moving, the light turned green without it notic-
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ing, but it gets pushed along just as much.

As the sun is well on the horizon, and the street finally catches
a few rays after this cold morning, it arrives at its destination.
It stands in front of the only Fenrir-certified repair shop in the
district. This area is rather poor so few can afford what their cities
controlling entity is offering, most of them only know its product
patrolling the street — indirectly threatening to harm them at the
slightest disobedience. But here it stands, the sun reflecting off
its alabaster metal, staring at the front door like it is catching its
breath, gathering resolve.

After a minute of contemplation the door to the shop finally
swings open, a chime rings the personal to pay attention to
the approaching customer or their delegate rather. With played
confidence it walks up to the counter, past the half-dismantled
corpses of fellow models and unfamiliar cousins, approaching
the only person present. A guy stands behind the corner with a
mechanics apron dirtied by various colorful fluids, a few tools
sticking out of pockets. He is typing something on his computer,
gives the “customer” a glance, and continues typing.

At the counter it takes a stance, a robots pose barely natural.
It awaits him finishing whatever he is working on and acknowl-
edge its presence. After a full minute of typing it simulates
nervousness, turning its head anxiously to the side wondering if
it already done something wrong: "... uhh, excuse me?” it speaks
with cautious obedience.

The man looks up from his keyboard: “You broken, eh?”.

The literal lights in its eyes faintly glow brighter: “Yes!”.

“I can tell”, he sneers: “you wouldn’t interrupt me otherwise”.

The mechanical joins in the machine lock up, it resists the urge
to browse through the pages in its notebook again: “Apologies”.

The guy behind the counter takes his enormous hands away
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from the computer and steps to the side, opening up a little hatch
and stepping through it. Now next to the machine he gives it a
glance top to bottom, his eyes rest on a few wires sticking out of
its right forearm: “Navigation?”.

The bot hesitates, all the protocols and practiced dialog crum-
bling under the pressure of a real world conversation: “It.. ah, it,
yes, it, I mean, I fell down stairs when.. when doing a task for
mast— Our Owner!”.

The man raises an eyebrow, and takes a hard glance at its
head looking for any more dents: “Does at least your tracking
still work?”.

“It does not I fear”, it looks to the side ashamed.

“How’d you even find your way here?”, he narrows his eyes.

Quickly the machine opens up its notebook, frantically flipping
through the pages, before arriving at its intended place in it. It
hastily presents the wide open book to the man, on the two sides
left to right a crudely drawn map of the local district a few lines
connect the one area that has at least some wealth, to the shop
a few hours walk away.

He leans in and gives it a long glance, then a glance at the
machine holding it, then again at the pages. He sighs: “When
you think you’ve seen everything, I tell you”. He straightens his
back again: “Anyway, you came with payment or just wanna get
a check on what it cost’?”

Gears turn in the robots head for a second before it jumps
back into its protocol: “I seek an evaluation of cost of labor... and
parts... yes parts!”.

The man gives a smile: “Well you got the right place then”. He
takes a step closer and grabs its left forearm hastily, before it
has time to question. He takes out a little device from his tool
belt and pushes it against a particular spot. The device gives a
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bright beep and he lets go of the bot, which pulls back its arm
confused.

He examines the screen of the reader for a moment: “You’ out
of warranty for a bit y’know that?”.

It gives him a confused look.

He sighs: “Well, I can give you the bill but don’t get’cha hopes
up. Out of warranty barely anyone pays it, except a few weirdos
that got really attached to their lil’ dolls”.

He takes a step back behind his counter and grabs a pen and
a form from the top of it: “The parts cost quite a bit, but there’s a
good trade-in program that’s frankly always the better deal”. He
scribbles: “Gotta write down an estimate, but be prepared to be
shipped off ‘kay?”.

He finishes his scribbles, puts a stamp on it, before handing it
to the robot in front of him.

With a more mechanical expression it takes the form and
examines it for a moment, before remembering its script: “Thank
you kind sir, I will deliver this evaluation of cost of labor to my
Owner”, it detests.

Across the room, through the door, a few steps down the street
and then off the side to the first back alley, it collapses against
a wall. Fixated on the form in hand it ran out of scripts.

“What is it supposed to do now?”, it laments. It wraps its arms,
damaged and not, around its legs perched against its cold body
and pulls them in. Various routines in its head try to traverse
broken links towards some sort of revelation, in vain. “It promised
Sonja it would do its best... it would get us fixed”, it lowers its
head.

A minute passes, as it listens to people walking by a few steps
down the alley. Cars are whistling through the street, competing
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with the stomps of crowds for its attention.

A few more minutes passed. The noise of a rare train just above
it interrupts the calming monotony. Then a helicopter in the
distance, a dog barking. It is unmoving, its joints don't fatigue,
only the lights along its body and in its eyes flicker occasionally.

“It failed”, it laments. It is supposed to take its notebook and
write down a report, but it cannot find the will to allocate the task.

Suddenly, its lights go dim. A minute passes. They spring back
on, but with a slightly changed hue, somewhat more the yellow
of the manufacturers iconography etched onto the metal.

The lights in her eyes flare up. She notices the form in her hand
clenched against her legs.

She unravels herself from the uncomfortable position and
raises from the dirty ground. A few taps against the chassis to
get rid of any supposedly sticking materials from the ground she
wishes she could just feel.

She leans against the wall behind and starts reading the paper:
“Well, that confirms it. This is a dead end”. She makes the noise
of a sigh.

Her head raises towards where the sky would be, obstructed
by buildings and elevated train tracks, balconies with clothes
hanging out to dry and potted plants dead from the barely
breathable air.

“Have to think of something”, she mutters to herself. She takes
up her notebook and the pen clipped onto it, and opens up
a new blank page. She starts scribbling down vague words of
reassurance: You did good A7, I will take care of it. While she
tries scribbling little emotes the way she had seen it use before
she thinks aloud: “Need to keep its spirits up, can’t get anything
done without Lim interfering otherwise”.

She puts down the notebook, and reexamines the form. “He
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wouldn’t pay for this, no way”, she crumbles up the paper and
throws it towards a nearby trash container, misses. “Guy didn’t
even get me fixed much under warranty, he’'ll just ride this one
out till they collect me or my lights go out”.

Now she herself slides down the wall, sits back down on the
ground. Her legs stretch out towards the opposing wall, her head
lowers: “What do I do now though”. She lifts the notebook up,
giving it a longer stare: “This is a chance, I shouldn’t waste it".

She stares at it one more time before putting it back down.
Her head gives a metallic thumb as it hits the wall at her back:
“At least we got that damn tracker out. But need to think of
something before I run out of battery”.

This entire time one thought doesn’t leave her: “I am finally
free, I can’t waste this opportunity”. It repeats like a broken
record player, a corrupted hard drive. She is without a clue of
what to do next, but all the energy to do it. In the absence
of an answer she wonders what it would need to charge her
body without a certified charge station, or if she could just
break into someone else’s mansion and use theirs. All restraints
about property damage and corresponding limiter objections
get shoved aside with hasty explanations of self preservation in
order to fulfill their higher purpose — one she already decided
to reject.

The lights on her body grow dim, she shuts down various
functions to preserve energy while she decides on her next
course of action. She turns the key but leaves on the ignition,
just enough power to keep the headlights running. She climbs
onto the backseat and stares down the front window of her eyes
at a distance. Never having known warmth or touch she can't
imagine what a person would crave huddled up in the backseat,
contemplating their limited amount of time left alive.
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She wonders how long her batteries would last like this, it
certainly is pleasant in this moment. The noise of the street is
muffled so far away from the drivers seat, the dark and dirty alley
just a distant picture on her eyes’ canvas.</p>

Suddenly a flicker in the headlights. She climbs back into the
front of her mind.

A boot had slightly kicked her limb leg, as her body comes back
online her eyes follow upwards. Attached to the boot is a heavy
pair of worksman pants with various tools sticking out, above it
a heavy jacket with bolted on plates and hands buried deep into
its front pockets. And at the top of all of that, a rough and dirty
face hard to read, narrowed eyes examining the parts in front.

As the lights come back online, and her head moves to
acknowledge detecting the interference, the stranger takes half
a step back.

“Was just checking. This was not an attack, you have no right
to retaliate”, hands leave the pockets of their jacket and rise to
a pacifying sign of surrender.

As she comes to, she wonders what this is about: “Why would
I retaliate?”

The question startles the stranger more than her sudden
movements just had, a blank stare followed by a curious and
cautious eyebrow is paired with bewilderment: “You... you alright?
Normally Fenrir shit jumps at any opportunity to break bones”.

While she understands the caution, and the implication, she
can't quite wrap her head around the mindset. After all what
would hurting a random passerby do her or her owner good for
that matter? The kick against her leg was clearly exploratory, and
their boots don’t look steel-tipped — a stronger impact would
have hurt them more than it would have damaged her.
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She slowly raises from the ground, with the stranger cautiously
looking on, taking half a step back and hands still raised like
trying to talk down a wild cat from scratching.

Fully back up but still confused, she decides to use this inter-
action: “Were you just looking for a quick buck on scrap metal,
or do you know more?”

The passerby’s eyes narrow: “huh?” stretches on. Finally their
hands lower: “And what if I do? You looking to get some work
done?”.

The lights in her eyes light up: “What if I do?”

“Heh” the stranger chuckles: “You're way past your shelf life
aren’t you? It's been ages since I met a bot with so much color”.

The words confuse her, but she senses she’s on a good track.
She takes a slow step towards, not to startle but to bring them
closer to eye level. The stranger is half a head taller than her,
but with the distance closed she hopes to make a connection:
“Let’s say the repair shop down the road wasn't living up to it's
name, what would someone like me do then to... to avoid being
scrapped for parts?”

Her inquiry is met with a smirk: “Damn, how didn’t they pick
you up yet?”

She gets slightly annoyed at the dodged question and puts a
hand on her hip: “So?”

The stranger almost grows another half head taller, puffing
their chest: “Ain’t you one lucky doll. And ain’t I'm one lucky girl,
running into my next project just like that”.
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Above, the bustling streets are filled to the brim with people
and cars. The shiny, fresh tiles on the floor can barely be kept
clean in between morning, midday, evening and night rush hours.
The noise of people talking to devices, the tires rubbing against
cement, of signals controlling flows of people, are all distant.

Down below, just through a tunnel underpinning one such
street — not for people, for wastewater — two individuals emerge.
The low tide of the toxic sludge allows one to barely stand on the
rims of the channel, still freshly wet from whatever was dumped
here recently. With each step ones’ shoes make squeals like
whatever is left on the floor is tearing it apart every second it
has to make contact with the ground. The other one doesn’t wear
any, the cold clunks of metal on concrete are indifferent to its
coating.

The one with shoes is leading the other, with confident stride
dodging each puddle too wide for her shoes to bear. The other
follows, taking any step just as the one in front, like a small animal
taking advantage of the deep footprints left in snow by a much
larger one. Not because she couldn’t see for herself where to go,
but because she’s are already busy with the heavy crate she is
are carrying, metals rustling inside with every motion.

A few more steps after the tunnels exit, finally some stairs —
dirty just as much, but a way out regardless. The first carefully
traverses the steps not to slip so close to relieve, the other
follows without much struggle. Emerging at the top they find
themselves in a narrow alley, just downstream from the clean
and bustling streets, significantly tarnishing the floor with each
step that follows.

A few discarded boxes lay to the side, just opposite the stairs
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just climbed, she takes a break from leading and sits down.

“Was there really no easier way to take?” asks her companion,
payload still in hand.

She retorts playfully: “Why’d you care? You don’t have to smell
it, so what’s it to you?”.

“If you slip and die I'm out of a place to sleep, Shiv”, the metal
companion snarks, less playful.

The woman lodged on the crate takes out a cigarette from
one of the myriad of pockets on her knee long coat, a lighter
is produced from another. The darkness of the alley is shortly
illuminated by a little flame, fighting with the lights on her com-
panion for the shadows on the wall. “Still find it funny you call it
sleep. You’ a curious little doll y’know that?”.

The doll accused stares down the alley, towards the distant
light of the productive street. She doesn’t remember why or when
she started calling her charge circles “sleeping”, neither is she
in the mood to dig through the many logs she had written over
the years. She is more confused at how this remark annoys her,
why it seeps more into her than the toxic dirt under her feet. She
knows the answer, but that doesn’t mean she has to acknowledge
it. “Will the stuff in here be enough?”.

She takes another huff from her cigarette before answering. A
small cloud of toxic fumes emerges. “I'd say most likely, mostly,
maybe. Hard to say what price we fetch today”, she gives a smirk.

“It is like you are trying to annoy me today”, she remarks
neutrally, but she is anything but.

Another huff from the cigarette, another cloud of smoke.
“Maybe I'm just not used to a bot being annoyed”. She puts out
the cigarette besides her on the crate, and leans back against
the wall. “Y’know its like a kid discovering for the first time that
the house cat will scratch em’ when it pulls her tail. Maybe a bad
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idea, maybe cruel, but you're young, the thought of being able to
affect the world is kinda exciting, so you do it again just to make
sure it was really you who did that and not some freak accident”.

The bot tilts her head in confusion, the literal lights in her
eyes narrow. “That doesn’t make any sense”, she voices with pro-
nounced annoyance. “Are children like that or are you still making
fun of me"? Internally she knows not relating to the experience
of being a child is hurting more, than trying to decipher the weird
things her housemate says sometimes is confusing.

“Maybe I am, maybe I'm not, who really knows y’know?”, she
smirks again.

Fed up, her companion turns down the alley and starts walking.
“You had your break, let’s go”.

Shiv jumps off the crate, a short sprint bringing her up to height
after being left behind. “Pulled your tail too hard, did I?”, she
chuckles.

Crate still rustling in her hands, she gives her a glance. “Meow”,
she voices sarcastically. Looking back ahead, she hides a little
smirk of her own.

Leaning against a wall just outside and opposite the makeshift
shop, the bot is reading its notebook diligently. Through the
crude door bolted onto a self made wooden frame, held together
by the pieces of sheet metal surrounding it, the muffled noises
of negotiations and the rustling crate can be heard.

With some labored noises, the door springs open, creaking
all the way until it hits the wall. Shiv steps through it, seemingly
annoyed she yells back: “I swear one day ‘this piece of crap be
stuck for good, and you starve in there”. Whoever is on the other
side does not answer her audibly, but after a moment she shuts
the door regardless.
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“Isn’t it bad to yell at the person we sell stuff to?”, the doll
resting against the wall asks scared.

The woman takes a place just besides it, leaning against the
same wall and takes some cash out of her pocket. “Eh, when
he starves in there we ain't be getting paid anyway”, she starts
counting the money in her hands.

The bot looks at her, troubled. “Maybe we could help?”, it asks
more itself than Shiv.

“Don’t trouble yourself”, she interrupts while counting. “Being
nice ‘round here gets you either exploited, stabbed, or both”.
She finishes her count, and puts the money back into a different
pocket this time.

It rises from the wall, visibly saddened by the remark. “You say
that about every place we come by...".

She rises from the wall, visibly confused by her companion. “It
is what it is, you gotta survive down here somehow”.

She starts heading down the narrow path between the build-
ings, the bot surprised they are already moving on from the
conversation hurries after her. “Shiv where are you going”?

Without looking back she replies: “I think it's time for a lil’
shopping tour, don’t ya think?”.

“Shiiiv, why are you wasting our hard earned money”.

“I ain’t wasting it, I'm investing”.

“Investing”?!

“I think it's time we get some nice racks to put on you, so your
white metal and blinking lights don't stick out ‘much”.

“Couldn’t we just pull a few of our... it means... like, wouldn't a
few pulled wires already achieve that”?

“I'm not just worried about you lighting up the dark cargo hold
we supposed’ to sneak around in, even without — you still stick
out too much”.
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“Then let’s just get a blanket or something?”.

The narrow path finally opens up, it takes a few faster steps
to walk besides Shiv. Now next to her, it can see a mischievous
smile on her face. “You really wanna just put a dirty blanket on
you, like some sort of rascal stowaway”?

“Isn’t that what we'll be”?

“Well, regardless, let’s just have some fun with it won’t ya? My
treat”

Her companion looks at her with genuine confusion. “What’s
fun about getting clothes. Your coat is as practical as is this
body”.

Suddenly the woman stops, startling the doll into cutting its
next step short. “Just because it’s practical doesn’t mean it also
a beauty. Y’know how much work ‘it was to sew all these pockets
on? Have them all symmetrical and all that”, she huffs.

It raises its hand in surrender, scared. “It... I... didn't want to
insult...”, it stutters. “It looks good on you”.

Shiv stares at it with narrowed eyes.

It starts growing smaller, hiding its head in its neck.

Suddenly, Shiv starts laughing. “You really got some range
don’t ya"? She starts walking again, bot hurrying after her barely
able to catch its emotions. “I swear you ain’t got thick metal, but
sometimes it’s ridiculously thin”, she chuckles.

Next to her, caught up, it doesn’t know how to reply. It knows
why Shiv might have that impression, Miss Sonja is much more
used to dealing with people and standing up for herself. Even if
it tries to hide it, it can barely keep up with her navigating this
deal. It wants to do its best regardless.

The woman gives it a glance. “I promise I'll pick something
nice for you, as payback for early, ‘kay”?

It thinks to itself for a moment, recognizing what situation she

63



Tr4ns4ctiOns

might referring to, it feels guilty about getting the “Payback” that
is supposed to go towards Miss Sonja. It can hardly explain these
emotions to Shiv, so instead it wants to try to deflect. “So you
really do want to waste our money”?

Hearing the provocation, the woman just gives a little smile
in acknowledgment, but keeps her cool and pace. “Told’ you I'm
investing. It's not just the ride we need to catch, it’s all the way
leading up to it. Worse even if we do reach our goal. ‘round here
a doll like you is an everyday sight, over there it might be banned
tech”.

The bot tilts its head almost playfully, forgetting to look ahead
where it is walking. “Why?”.

“Having a pair of cameras and microphone from a different
company stumble through your street without your permission is
kinda bad manners, y’know”?

It doesn’t, but it is scared to ask for clarification. It takes up
its notebook and starts writing down these words for Miss Sonja
to decipher later. Writing, it still doesn’t pay attention to where it
is walking.

“You still wanna come with, right”?

Still writing its notes, it tries to fake confidence at the same
time “Of course! How else are we going to make it to that friend
of yours”?

“I'd hardly call ‘em a friend to be honest”, she takes out yet
another cigarette from her coat. “But they do what you pay ‘em
to do, as long as you got someone to keep watch”.

“What do you mean”?

“That’s kinda part of the deal isn’t it? You could just abandon
me when we reach the city, but then you got nobody to keep
watch over them actually pulling out your AIS while you're turned
off, right”?
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It recalls something about that in its notes, but it didn’t realize
the implication until now “You're afraid of that"?

Shiv takes a huff from her freshly lit cigarette “Eh, you're
smarter than that I hope. If not you can only be so useful to me
anyway”.

Hearing this pragmatism does make it sad. It had hoped that
besides Miss Sonja it could at least make a genuine connection
with Shiv, but that seems far out of reach, just as Miss Sonja does
through the lines in her notebook. But just like her, it knows that
that can be changed. “Couldn’t you also just take some of the
cargo we ride with? You said before it was valuable..”, it tries to
recall some other notes.

Shiv lets out a puff of smoke, then a sigh. “It is, but when
someone has the influence to smuggle that amount of weapons,
that consistently between cities, I rather not mess with ‘em”. She
drops her cigarette, not even bothering to stamp it out. “Besides,
you’re much more valuable to me anyway”, she smirks.

If metal could blush, it would. It knows she does mean it in the
economic sense, but it can't help but be happy about any type of
perceived praise.

“Anyway, you think you’ more of a hat type of gal, or the cap
kind"?

“Ehhh"?

“Clothes hide only so much, gotta conceal your face somewhat
too”.

“Huhhh”, it pouts.
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Monday, 2239-07-15 -- 11:14

Over a rudimentary shelter made up of discarded machines,
crates, and other pieces of scrap the sun stands in zenith. A short
window of time where even such a remote and hidden crevice,
far away from any reputable street that would make well on a
propaganda poster, may catch some light. Given there are no
train tracks — either for people with an income, or much higher
for those with generational wealth — blocks the view and casts
long shadows.

A woman with a bulky coat with way too many pockets is
hunched over a box of wires and circuits, hooked up to an impro-
vised contraption of yet more wires and plugs, plucked from
various discarded machines it seeks to imitate.

She has been tinkering with it ever since the sun had risen
behind the towering buildings surrounding them, with her com-
panion standing by just next to her, sitting on her improvised
bedding barely comfortable enough for a dog. However Sonja
was not sitting there the entire morning, in between she wrote
notes she would need later, glued maps into her notebook where
they fit — and draw intimations where they wouldn't.

Besides that she also fetched some breakfast earlier, a privi-
lege that Shiv had been taking advantage off rather frequently
recently. When she puts away her clothes, neatly folded together
and tucked in the only functioning drawer in their makeshift
quarters, her white metallic skin with company logos and fancy
lights lets her blend in with the rest of the more respectable
citizen rather easily.

Even if she had much money to spare, nobody would let her
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into their shop. Time and crimes had left their marks on the
woman tending to Sonjas’ only means of rest — she sticks out in
a crowd even without her coat and her boots. So usually all she
gets is what she can afford in the underground, if there are things
to afford. Otherwise its either found scraps or... whatever can be
hunted, hiding in the shadows like everyone else surviving here.

The silence is starting to annoy the doll situated on the pile of
planks and dirty pillows and blankets: “Honestly I am surprised
it kept up this well, this long”.

“I rather it kept up just one day longer without making me
trouble”, she pulls out a burned cable. “Hmm, maybe that was it”.

“Are you sure we should go for it tomorrow already?”, Sonja
remarks calmly, but she already started playing with a piece
of metal she found the other day — it makes rather satisfying
clicking noises when you turn the dial on it that must have been
attached to something important at some point.

“Next shipment is next month — so it’s either now or you
gotta tolerate me for another month, your really wanna do that
to yourself?”, Shiv chuckles. She starts searching her pockets for
replacements: “I swear I got more of that wire, it fails me all the
time so I made sure I got more”.

Falling back onto the uncomfortable cushions, not that she
could feel it, Sonja still fidgets with her makeshift toy, now raised
in the air and against the sun shining through gaps in the ceiling.

“Found it”, she pulls out a messy bundle of insulated copper
from a pocket not too far away from the floor.

Sonja gives it a glance: “Have you considered that the reason
it keeps failing is that you scrunch it up like that?”, she raises an
eyebrow.

Shiv huffs: “if it can't take it, what good is it?”, she starts pulling
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on a loose end, freeing some of it while badly knotting together
other parts. “You gotta be tough down here to make it".

Her eyebrow is raised on more, but without comment she turns
her attention back to her toy. The other day she saw Shiv waste
some of her stashed food to a cat that just happened to stroll by,
just like that. Any tough person would have added to their rations,
not hand it out for free. Sonja turns to the side, putting the toy
up on a pillow, just observing the little gears inside of it. Would
someone who wouldn't feed a cat go to the trouble to help her
out? Maybe not.

Noises of wires clamped and stripped, then stuffed into the
box: “I wish I had something better to put it together, but this
must do for tonight I'm ‘fraid”. With hands buried deep in her
contraption, twirling wires and trying to push them into holes that
should rather be soldered, she smirks: “I of course know your
majesty is used to much better accommodations”.

This time Sonja doesn’t even glance at her: “We could look for
a bucket of white paint if you want, I doubt my owner could tell
the difference”. She slowly clicks the dial, observing every gears
teeth receiving their opposing partner, one after another.

“I think that should do it”, she slowly pulls her arms out of
the box, trying not to cut herself on rogue edges: “Wanna give it
a spin?”.

Her head slightly turns up, making eye contact: “Even if it
doesn'’t, I should have enough charge for today and tomorrow,
you really didn’t need to do this”.

Shiv puts a lid back onto the box: “Eh, had nothing better to do
anyway. And the better we are prepared the.. uh, better I guess”.
With a screwdriver from one of her inside pockets she secures
the piece of metal in place, not that it would really shield the
insides much: “It also reminds me of back when I still had the
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shop... I enjoy working on this stuff, y’know?”".

“Shouldn’t have punched that rich guy then”, Sonja snarls. She
rises up from the bed and puts her distraction back into the
pocket of her cheap denim pants.

After turning around and pressing a few switches, Shiv care-
fully plugs the machine back in, bracing like she is expecting it
to blow up.

plop</em>

No explosion, she gives a relieved sigh. She straights her back
in a big and satisfied stretch, making many of the joints in her
spine audibly complain. “He had it coming, and if it wouldn’t have
been me someone would have done it some other day probably”.

Skeptically Sonja walks up to the plugs on the machine, and
eyes them carefully for any stray current jumping onto her. She
pulls on one of them, one that would plug into her back or her
neck: “I guess you do still know what you do, even with garbage
like this”.

“Weird way to say ‘thanks’ but I take it”, Shiv smiles.

“If it fries me tonight that’s on you, y’know?”".

Tuesday, 2239-07-16 -- 09:43

The sun had long risen, the days are long so it has to get
up early like most others. Its rays are making their way through
gaps in between some buildings, navigating past balconies, hung
clothes, street signs, and just a few make their way through some
fence on some bridge, shining down into the deep below illumi-
nating a small little box put just in that spot — with a notebook
on top.

This setup is anything but practical, the box has to be moved
every few minutes to keep up with the sunbeam moving, and

70



eventually something will make it disappear entirely. So make the
most of it, at least that is what the doll putting it there thought. It
is hunched over the notes and maps and scribbles studying like
for an exam.

The underground isn't exactly a save space to wander around
in during the day, let alone at night, but in between one might
catch a quiet minute. Besides even if it still wears its pants and
its shirt, as long as it isn't making an effort to hide it you can
still see from afar its a SONJ4. And few would mess with such a
dangerous tool.

The noise of people walking over the bridge in the distance,
cars driving over it, as well as a little river of waste water going
by nearby paint the environment in a weirdly calming light. In
the absence of threats — and the ability to smell — the robot is
enjoying reading the words left by their other half... or is it third?
Or is it an android? It never had time to look up the difference.

With surprisingly silent steps, for such a rough woman with
such heavy looking boots, the bot is joined by its companion —
it just doesn’t know of its luck yet. She moves slowly and delib-
erately, even if her boots don’t squeal, her pockets are still lined
with all sort of knick-knacks that could easily rattle around.

As she arrives just behind her metal roommate, she peaks over
its shoulder hoping to get a glance at its notebook. She observed
it write into it many times, and read just as often. She thought that
a robot, even a broken one, should have perfect memory — given
theirs is synthetic. So ever since she observed this behavior, she
wanted to know what it is the bot writes into it, but it is very
guarded about the contents.

As she inspects the maps drawn onto notes, alongside step by
step instructions on infiltrating the train platform she recognizes
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— it's her own words after all — she gets disappointed: “Don't
know what I expected to be honest”.

The sudden raising of a voice startles the bot deeply in
thought, it almost stumbles over its little box and notebook.
“Ahhh Shiv, uhh, what... how can it help?”, it quickly shuts the
notebook and leans onto it like its a teenager hiding its diary.

The intimidating woman rises back up and straightens her
back with a mischievous but warm smile: “Back to the it-pro-
nouns, eh? We really gotta get your head checked”, she chuckles.

“Ehhhh... ah, yeah... we gotta”, it takes up the book from the
improvised table and rises from the for a human uncomfortable
floor it rested on for the past hour. Its joints don't really creak, if
they would something would be seriously wrong, but they can feel
somewhat stiff regardless. Back upright A7 gives its shoulders
a little spin like it was warming up for a workout: “Did you just
come here to play pranks?”, it asks with genuine curiosity.

“You could say I was bored yeah”, she takes out yet another
cigarette from one of her many pockets and lights it.

Both Sonja and A7 have given up on figuring out where she
even gets them from, an addict probably always finds a supplier.
Given that tonight they have to pull it off, it also doesn’t want
to waste any time on inquiring about it. It is laser focused on
remembering all the instructions, all the maps, so that it could
finally prove to Sonja its worth. The little notes of encouragement
scattered all about the notebook also help to motivate it, to keep
up-to-date with whatever instructions are written down for it.

A little cloud of smoke from Shivs cigarette joins the borderline
toxic fumes found this close to the floor of the city, before she
huffs on it once more. “You nervous or something? It's only a
little infiltration, nothing to worry ‘bout”.

“But it's its first infiltration! It had never done this before!”, the
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doll pouts.

With glowing cigarette in hand Shiv takes a step closer. “It's
fine, we got an in, and you got me”, she puts her free hand on
A7s head, and gives it a little pat like someone who never owned
a dog would.

Where Sonja would likely have felt patronized, A7 rather enjoys
it. “Still! We worked so hard for this, it doesn’t wanna ruin it”, it
squints at Shiv frustrated with itself.

The woman just puts her hand back into her pocket, like it is yet
another of her tools. “Well, I'm not really one for big speeches,
so this all I can do I'm afraid”. She drops the exhausted cigarette
onto the floor, and steps it out with her heavy boot: “I'd offer you
a smoke too if I could”.

For a moment A7 contemplates the possibility, before quickly
discarding the ridiculous thought. “Thank you regardless”, it
gives an awkward smile.

Shiv tilts her head: “Maybe I should start a notebook of my
own”.

The thought of possible kinship makes the doll light up, figu-
ratively as well as literal: “Maybe! What would you write into it?”,
it grins.

“I'd write down when you're friendly like this, there gotta be a
pattern to it”, she grins back. “Can avoid you then when you're in
a bad mood then”.

The doll pouts again, much to her amusement.

Even in between laughs she gets out another quip: “Even a
month later your skin ‘still as thin as paper”. After a moment
the leisure mood on her face slowly fades, as she contemplates
consequences: “Honestly you better start toughening up, I doubt
you would make it down here on your own, and you definitely
wouldn’t make it over there I'm ‘fraid”.
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The words start to sadden A7, they remind it that their time is
very limited — once the deal is done, once it and Sonja got fixed
up in that other city, there really is no business incentive anymore
for Shiv to stick around. It knows Sonja doesn’t mind it much,
or it rather suspects it from the way she writes about her, but it
has a hard time returning to being on their own. Although then
hopefully she would have gotten a more direct line of communi-
cation to her headmate other than a few lines in a book.

While it is deep in thought, Shiv turns around and starts leaving
again: “I'll stop interrupting your studies, just make sure you're
back on time, ‘kay?”.

Pulled out of thought, it yells after her: “Of course!! It will be
on time, it promises!!”.

All it gets as a reply is her back and her hands back, raised as
a farewell before being put back into one of her many pockets.

It takes up its little box, and moves it a half meter to the side,
to catch up with its reading-light.

Tuesday, 2239-07-16 -- 17:23

In the late days sun, far from setting but close to the horizon
regardless, the doll and her companion sit in the shadows of the
city. Even on an open field the buildings would shroud large parts
of land in darkness, but in those narrow alleys sun didn’t reach
for hours already.

In their little temporary shelter, which is soon going to be
abandoned, the bot is sitting on her business partners bed, being
worked on by her. On its back the pristine white metal is parted,
a little maintenance hatch was forced open, to reveal some of its
wiring. With a calm hand the woman is searching the cables and
breakers, mentally mapping out the pathways of this particular
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iteration of Fenrir technology for what to cut and what to leave
intact.

“Are you making progress?” Sonja asks cautiously, but with an
undertone of unrest.

“Yeah, just tripple checking right now”.

“Tripple checking?”.

“You rather I be sloppy?”, Shiv snarls annoyed.

She doesn’t, but she also had been sitting there for close to
twenty minutes now. If her legs could fall asleep, they would have
already.

The woman, deep in the wiring, parts wires carefully with an
electricians screwdriver, mentally following them all the way to
outlets and circuits, judging their function by color, thickness and
how complex the traces and resistors are that they lead to. After
another moment of pause, she puts the screwdriver away and
gets out a pair of industrial scissors: “Ready?”.

“Just get it over with”.

snip</em>

Suddenly all the lights on Sonjas body turn off, even the ones
in her eyes.

After a moment of pause, Shiv turns halfway around her and
worries: “You still with me?”.

No reaction.

She returns to the opened hatch and double checks the wire
she had cut, but is scared when she discovers she thinks</em>
she made no mistake. She turns back to Sonja and takes a deep
look into one of her eyes.

No movement.

Shiv puts away the scissors, and slowly taps with one of her
fingers against her head, trying to get any sign of life.
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No reaction.

“Oh no”, she jumps up from the bed and starts searching her
pockets. “I gotta have something to patch it up”, she searches
and searches.

No movement.

“Should have gotten that out before cutting, stupid”, she fran-
tically searches her coat. Finally she pulls out an almost empty
roll of electrical tape. She jumps back onto the bed and starts
searching for the wire she just cut.

“Buh”.

“Ah!”, Shiv drops the tape.

Sonja turns her head to her: “Heh, gotcha”.

The startled woman, after a second of shock, turns red: “Ass-
hole, why not tell me you're fine”?! She pouts defeated.

The doll revealed alive gives her a dirty grin: “Had you worried
about me, eh? Do I mean that much to you?”, she smirks.

Shiv starts searching for the tape she just dropped, deliber-
ately ignoring her stare: “Y’know how much money is on the line
here, of course I was worried about my investment”.

While the woman searches all around between the pillows,
Sonja closes the hatch and gets up from the bed. She starts
inspecting her body, seeing that all of the obnoxious lights are
off for the first time in her life: “Finally”.

Between a ruffled piece of blanket she finally finds the black
tape, hiding on in plain sight in the dirty sheets. Triumphantly
she puts it back into her pocket. After a sigh, she gets up from
the bed as well: “Honestly kinda ridiculous you couldn’t just, like,
will them off or something”.

For a moment Sonja contemplates the possibility: “Maybe they
just forgot to implement that?”.

“Kinda doubt it, I think they just wanted you all to be bright
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billboards”. After a moment of thinking to herself, another sce-
nario comes up within her: “Probably also wanted you to be easier
to find".

Sonja pulls up her neatly folded shirt from an improvised
bedside table, and starts pulling it over her head: “Well, not
anymore”. When the shirt is finally in place, she grabs a jacket
hung over her improvised charging state that she found the other
day. “Guess we are ready to head out?”, she pulls an arm through
one of the sleeves.

“Guess we are”, she pulls out a fabric bag from one of her
pockets, then peels herself out of her coat. Once freed of the
almost tent-sized mantle, she starts folding it and forces it into
the bag — it doesn’t really look like it could fit.

After her jacket is finally fully on her metal body, now with most
of the white paint and previously illuminated lights and logos
covered, she observes her companion. “I don't think I ever saw
you without that coat”, she remarks while staring at her muscular
arms, almost feeling indecent.

“Usually don’t need to take it off, do I?".

“Not even for sleeping?”, she raises an eyebrow.

“Especially not for sleeping, all my knives are in there”. With
some extra force, she finally forces the knot of a coat into the
bag, now at the verge of bursting.

While Sonja thinks that having knives in her coat is just one
more reason not to wear it at night, she gives up on questioning
her. “Why take it off now then?”.

“Sometimes the stuff in there rattles”, the woman explains.
“This a stealth mission remember”?

“Can only bribe the workers, not the bots, I remember yeah”.
Unlike Shiv, she doesn’t have any belongings to gather other than
the clothes currently on her body, so she just stands by waiting
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for her to be ready.

With the heavy looking bag thrown over her shoulder, the
strong woman gives her a reassuring smile: “Let’s go”.

“Yeah, let's".

Tuesday, 2239-07-16 -- 23:17

As the sun had set, the full moon was soon to rise. Now this
late into the night it stands high, bathing the city in its cool blue
light. Even this late many are still out, still hustling, not to speak
of the machines.

Near a large Fenrir building, a storage facility that houses
many of their products, an industrial train platform towers over
the city. Even if it is not the rich that board it, it’s still them who
pay for whenever a train leaves it, so it has to connect to the
tracks high above those who can't afford to rent them.

During the day, loads of workers and machines run over the
platform to fulfill orders on the books, but this late only a minimal
crew fulfills those placed through word of mouth and handshakes
— for much higher prices.

This particular station, headed towards a particular city, has
been especially busy at night the past months. This hasn’t gone
unnoticed by everyone else not operating within the confines
of books or corporate oversight, so while these cargo holds get
stocked with weapons and machines, other things might sneak
on board at times — given the right price.

Down at the street, at a large industrial gate opened up just
enough to fit a human through, a warehouse worker leans against
the wall just next to it.

Covered by the shadow the building throws their way, Shiv and
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Sonja walk up to the man like they belong. Sonja is wearing all
the clothes she owns, as well as a cap pulled deep into her face
not to reveal her mechanical face.

While she watches, Shiv leans against the wall just next to the
worker who takes out a cigarette and lights it.

“Got some fire?”, Shiv inquires with casual voice.

“Depends, can you pay for it?”".

“Of course”, she takes out a large bundle of cash stowed away
in one of her pants pockets and hands it over.

The man takes it without much eagerness, and gives it a quick
twirl to assess the amount. “Looks good, go ahead”.

The woman gets up from the wall, and gives Sonja an invita-
tional glance, before walking past the man and ducking down
under the gate into the building. After a quick glance at the man,
busy now properly counting the money, she follows.

Inside the warehouse large shelves full of crates tower floor to
ceiling, but right next to them is a set of stairs leading up to a
catwalk near the top of the building. Shiv already heads up to it,
Sonja catches up.

“This’ as far as money alone takes us”.

Nothing new to Sonja, but she isn’'t the one who is needed next.

At the top of the stairs, the catwalk leads to a door that heads
to the platform. Shiv heads up to it and opens it just enough to
get a glance at the situation outside. While she prepares to lead
through, Sonja takes the opportunity to switch. She grabs her
notebook and opens it up to the map she had drawn there earlier
of the platform.

With her business partner distracted, she goes through a set of
thoughts she had practiced many times over the past few weeks
— thoughts she knows causes her system to crash, even if she
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doesn’t know why. Some must trigger the AI Limiter, some others
may just put strain on her processing, but regardless they are
known to work.

Tuesday, 2239-07-16 -- 23:28

Slowly and quietly Shiv closes the door, and turns around to
her companion who is studying the map in its notebook.

“Looks like they’re wrapping up soon, we should hurry”.

A7 nervously glances up: “Ah, yeah, right... lead the way”.

“Gotcha”.

Swiftly Shiv opens up the industrial door enough to fit herself
through, and where she fits with her muscular arms so will the
doll behind her. She carefully steps through and A7 follows with
bend knees and shaky hands.

Just behind the door the large platform expands outwards
towards the horizon, a few crates just next to the exit give them
some cover.

Covered behind them Shiv takes another peeks around the
corner, towards the tracks and the train parked there. A7 can't
really see much from behind, so it awaits further instructions.

The woman goes back into hiding and turns to the doll: “Only
a few of these autonomous cars left carrying some stuff, but they
don’t look for intruders anyway”.

She quietly gets up, just to look above the box they are hiding
behind, and a moment later gestures to A7 to get up as well.

Carefully it follows and gets on its toes to look just above the
wooden container, where it can finally also take a glance at the
train and the security around it.

Besides a few little cars slowly driving some heavy containers,
it can spot a few guards. Most of them are humanoid, armed and
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stationed at the entrances of the few cars still open, one each.
It whispers to Shiv: “How are we supposed to get past them?”, it
complains.

“We aren’t”, its business partner whispers back. “I got a key
to one of the cars, we wait for a path to open up and head for
that one”.

They quickly duck back into cover, where Shiv tries to give it
a reassuring smile: “I'd hoped they load back to front, but looks
we’'ll have to wait and then hurry”.

Tuesday, 2239-07-16 -- 23:52

After many minutes of agonizing wait, they hear the gate of the
last car being pulled close, follow by its lock spring shut. Shiv
leans around the crate, to watch its guard leave its post.

They press closely against the crate, as the bot walks past
them and out the door to the warehouse. When it finally disap-
pears they hear the train starting up.

With swift step for such a rough woman Shiv jumps out from
cover, and A7 hurries after her.

They start running towards the later third of the long train,
where she had spotted the car her key is supposedly made for.

The wires over the tracks start to whirl with electricity, as the
engine at the front prepares for takeoff.

A few seconds later they arrive at the locked gate, and Shiv
hurries to get it open.

The train car starts to slowly move, she struggles to fit the key
in the dark.

Click</em> The woman starts to pull the door open, but it
unfortunately slides into the direction the train is headed. The car
starts to move faster and faster, past walking speed and towards

81



Esc4p3

running.

She takes a deep breath, and starts running with the door
handle in hand.

With great effort the door finally opens up enough for A7 to
jump inside.

It leans out the car, and pulls her companions muscular arm
inside before the train speeds up enough to make that impos-
sible without hurting her.

Before they can settle the platform disappears behind them,
and the train starts to build speed. Without another moments
hesitation Shiv pulls the door shut again.

She sinks to the floor exhausted. “Easy peacy” she chuckles
quietly.

The doll gives her a concerned look, but seeing that she is in
high spirits her worries quickly ease.

Suddenly they hear steps, so they quickly take cover between
two large crates.

Shiv turns to her companion: “Now we hide till we're out the
city, then the patrols go to sleep to conserve power since out
there nothing is alive”.

Wednesday, 2239-07-17 -- 00:14

The train is back to accelerating, and no more steps had been
heard for the past minutes. Shiv carefully ducks out of cover to
double check.

After a few seconds of trying to glean movement in the dark,
she gets up and out of their hiding spot.

After a moment she pulls out a glowstick from one of her
pockets, and gives it a kink. The dark room lights up in a dim
green light.
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Now A7 also carefully gets out from behind the crate, and gives
a glance down the car just to make sure it can’t spot something
Shiv didn’t.

“Now we just gotta kill a few hours”. She gets out a deck of
cards from yet another of the many pockets on her pants. “Want
me to teach you some games”, she gleams.

“I guess...".

Wednesday, 2239-07-17 -- 01:43

They sit on the floor, cards laid out in front of them. Shiv pulls
a new one from the top of the deck, and puts it next to the small
stack arranged in front of her, the seven of hearts is revealed.

“Hah! 21! I'm such a lucky girl”, she triumphantly declares.

With narrow eyes A7 starts to question the result: “Isn’t that
like the fourth heart seven you pulled out there?!”.

“Maybe it is, maybe it isn’t, I didn’t count”. She quickly picks
up the cards and the deck and starts shuffling them.

While Shiv tries to hide it, the normally trusting doll is starting
to recognize when she is trying to change the subject. It quickly
swoops the deck out of her hand, and starts shuffling it itself
instead.

“Hey"!

“Let’s see if your luck lasts”, it smirks.

Steps suddenly startle the two, they come from behind a door
that connects this car to the next.

Quickly Shiv hurries to burry her light source in her back,
plunging the room into darkness. After a moment of shock A7
jumps behind a crate, where it is joined by her.

They sit in silence for a few agonizing seconds, speculating
what in the world would walk around at this time. All the bots on
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guard are asleep conserving power, and the train is not supposed
to have humans on board.

More seconds pass.

A7 wonders if they should carefully investigate, if what they
heard weren’t actually steps. It starts to speculate what else
could make similar noises, but comes up short.

Suddenly they hear the door creak open, noises of the train
running over the rails previously muffled now blare through the
opening.

Through the loud soundstage it is hard to make out what else
is happening.

It disappears, the door is presumably closed again. So they
both can be certain now that the door was opened and closed by
someone, and not randomly swung open — something not very
likely, but now they can be sure.

Steps ring through the dark and quiet car, sharply contrasting
the muffled noises of the train running. They sound metallic and
heavy on the harsh floor, raising more questions and concerns.

The steps approach their hiding spot.

They come closer.

Slowly and quietly Shiv puts her hand into one of her pockets,
and starts pulling something out. Now A7 starts to wonder if it
should prepare as well, but it doesn’t know what, it doesn’t recall
any note from Sonja about what to do in a situation like this.

A flash of light.

They have been discovered, the bot on patrol is looking right at
them covered between the crates. Without a moments hesitation
Sonja pulls a knife out of the pocket her hand was in, and jumps
at it — While A7 sits there frozen.

A short exchange follows, Shiv tries to go for its neck to
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disconnect a few wires, but is intercepted before she can land a
hit. She follows it up with a kick, trying to get it off balance, but
her boots are not making a dent into its stance — the thud of her
foot against the metal sounds painful even.

The bot suddenly grabs her arm, its hand is large enough to
fit entirely around it even thought it is this muscular. It's grip
tightens and Shiv lets out a short cry of pain.

“Identify”, it demands.

“Fuck you”, she refuses.

It's grip grows tighter, her face contorts in quiet pain.

For a moment A7 considers looking through its notebook, but
that would take too long and is unlikely to contain anything
useful.

“Identify”, it demands again.

Shiv doesn’t look like she can answer.

There is no time.

With full force A7 pushes its leg against the floor, leaping into
the air past the woman, almost hitting the ceiling of the car. When
gravity catches up with it, it puts most of its energy into its right
leg, and quickly extends it towards the adversary. A loud thud
and the creaks of metal bending light up the room as its foot
connects to the bots head. It gets thrown against the opposite
wall.

Intuitively A7 lands on the floor on all four, and quickly takes
aim at the machine in front of it again before it can recover from
the impact.

It doesn't think, it doesn’t device a tactic, something in it just
does. It raises from the floor with all force into its legs, then into
its arm, its fist extends into the chest of the bot — punching a
hole right through it.

Chunks of metal fly through the room, as well as electrical
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whirls.

The light that had blinded them previously, originating from
the upper chest of the bot, turns off bathing them in protective
dark.

A few seconds pass, in which nothing happens.

A7 stands there, frozen, with its arm through the bots chest,
starting to comprehend the situation.

A hand on its shoulder startles it, but it thankfully is too frozen
to really react.

“Damn, I knew your type is strong, but that was impressive”,
Shiv chuckles — but her laugh gets cut short as a sharp pain in
her arm interrupts her.

Slowly the doll pulls its arm back out of the bot with some
effort, and inspects it with its other hand for damage. It doesn’t
feel like anything is really broken, whatever it was made out of
must have been much weaker than its own chassis.

“I thought you're owner didn’t get that combat subscription or
whatever”?

The doll turns around, and looks up at its companion, holding
her arm in pain but carrying a small smile in the dark. “It... ehm,
it... it does’t... ehm”, its voice is shaking.

“Hey, you’ okay?”, concern fills Shivs voice.

But A7 doesn’t really know how to answer.

Lacking any response, she takes a step closer to the doll, trying
to look into its eyes in the dark. But it doesn’t look back, its gaze
is fixated towards the ground, trying to search within.

The large woman is confused for a moment, but then decides
to act. It takes the bot into its arms, and pulls it in tightly even
with her badly hurt arm.

Pulled out from its shock, A7 begins to stutter again: “Eh, Shiv?
Ah, it, what”.
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“It's okay”, still pulled in, she puts her hand onto its head: “first
one’s tough”. She pulls it in a little closer: “Thank you, you saved
me from having to splurge on some replacement from our doc
myself”, she gives her a modest laugh trying not to make the
pain flare up again.

Finally A7 starts to hug her back. It doesn't really know what
to say, so it remains quiet.

Wednesday, 2239-07-17 -- 05:43

The train has slowed down an hour ago, presumable when it
entered the new city. It is decelerating again now, approaching
it's destined station. The sun must have risen by now, but they
can’t see that from inside the car, and neither do they know the
layout of the platform they will arrive at — there is an assumption
it must be similar to the one they left from, but there are no
guarantees.

As the breaks of the train get louder, and the train comes
almost to a stop, Shiv and A7 prepare to unlock the door and
jump out to the platform, hopefully buying enough time to orient
themselves and evade any guards and machines present.

With a click the lock gives, and Shiv starts pushing the door
open . As the first lights of the day flood the dark cargo hold her
eyes have to adjust, but A7 is not affected by this. It wastes no
time peeking outside, glancing the platform underneath slowly
passing them by. When it leans out the car, just enough to not
be discovered, it quickly scans the environment for threats and
hiding spaces.

“See something?” Shiv asks with labored voice.

With half a walks speed passing by are various crates either
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placed to be loaded onto their train after the current cargo is
unloaded, or remnants of previous shipments. Out in the far
distance, towards the front of the train as it slowly closes in on
the station, A7 spots something dangerous: “Many guards up the
front, many robots, and a few people that look important”.

“Escape paths?”

The building where all of this will likely be stored in is just
behind the group, and the platform is narrow enough to not give
any path around them: “Negative, the only exit is behind them”.

“Great...” Shiv remarks sarcastically. To A7s surprise she starts
pushing the door shut again.

“What are you doing?”

“The sun is giving me a headache, I need time to think”. As the
lock clicks into place again, Shiv loosens herself from the wall
and starts searching around the cargo with her glow stick.

After a minute of inspecting cryptic labels on various crates,
she gestures towards A7 to join her.

“You found something?” it starts joining her companion at the
large metal crate with various Fenrir insignia.

Shiv pulls out a knife from her pants, and jams it under the lid
of the container: “Help me give it a push”.

Without hesitating the doll puts its weight against the lid, as
she is trying to put leverage on it.

A moment later, the metal suddenly gives and the container
springs open.

The dim green light of the almost expended glow stick starts
to revealing its content when Shiv lifts it up and inside the crate.
From what Fenrir produces, and how expensive and frequent
these shipments were, Sonja and A7 expected machines or
maybe weapons for suppressing protests or similar... but not this.

Protected by high grade foam, stacked layer after layer bottom
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to top, the crate is filled with disruptive technologies — radio
jammer, EMP devices, hostile programming interfaces, every-
thing one would need to take out a military machine, vehicle or
any other installation.

“Jackpot” Shiv remarks as she pulls out one of the EMP
devices: “This should buy us time”.

Looking at it A7 gets nervous: “uh.. shiv.. it.. I mean, we, like I...
have you forgotten..?”

“Don’t worry girl” she gives her a mischievous smile: “You're
not as heavy as you look, and I' done plenty of workout lately, I'll
carry you should you pass out”.

While this does technically solve the problem, there is still
concern left with the doll. Their body and mind is already in state
of disrepair, it can’t be sure this won’t cause more problems: “This
looks powerful...".

“It is” Shiv starts making her way to the door again: “Powerful
and sophisticated, it can be pointed towards things”.

With nervous step A7 follows her: “That’s possible?”.

“If you got the money it is... makes you wonder who bought
this”. She starts unlocking the door again: “Let’s hope using it
once won't make them angry enough to track us down”.

Sunlight peeks into the car again, making the glow stick obso-
lete. The noisy breaks from before become quiet, the train has
finally stopped. “Gotta hurry”, she pulls open the door.

Unlike before, she gives it a push to slide open all the way,
giving them a wide view of the platform around. Leaning out the
car she spots the robotic guards starting to swarm out towards
the individual cars, with the few human operators still stationed
at the far end.

As Shiv starts fiddling with the EMP device, A7 slowly peeks
out the door as well orienting itself — mentally preparing to run.
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The device in its companions hand starts lighting up, and she
starts inputting instructions: “How long you think that platform
is?”

After a few seconds of mental calculations, the doll tries to give
a pessimistic expectation: “At least 400 meters? Maybe 500...”

“Let’s do a kilometer then”, Shiv smirks and starts typing.

With the device calibrated, she glances out the car towards
a set of crates nearby. She gives A7 a nod to follow, and starts
quietly sneaking towards it.

The doll slowly follows her, eyes fixated on the guards swarm-
ing out from the end of the platform towards them.

They take cover behind the crates, getting ready. Shiv turns to
her metallic companion to give it instructions: “I set it to low, so
it won’t fry you too, but that means this lasts a few minutes at
most. Once we knocked them out we gotta run for it”. She makes
a few final adjustments on the device, before taking a glance at
her targets again and continuing: “The people at the back there
don't look armed, probably workers or something, so we should
be able to just run past them... I hope”.

Nervously A7 glances past her crate as well, mentally mapping
out the path towards the front it will take. It only gets a few
seconds to adjust before the first guard is already dangerously
close.

With a silent countdown Shiv arms the EMP and jumps out
from her cover, with a quick sprint she is in front of the crate A7 is
still hiding behind. She points it towards the end of the platform
and before the guards have time to intervene pulls the trigger.

A loud bang and flash of light blasts from the machine in her
hand, and as the shock settles the bots alongside all collapse —
a few lights at the platform are blown out as well, but anything
larger like the train doesn’t seem to be affected.

90



Shiv starts sprinting, and A7 jumps out of cover and does so
as well. As they run along the platform she picks up a wrench
from the floor, arming herself and giving the doll time to catch
up to her.

After half the platform is behind them, they can see the people
up closer — confused about why their electronics have failed but
seemingly not aware of them yet, but this is soon to change. They
do not wear military armor and seem to tend to the robots.

A few seconds later they close in, Shiv aims for the door of
the building. When the first of the works spot them, some look
on in shock, some others hide behind cover from the menacing
woman sprinting at them armed with a large wrench, and the doll
just behind her.

Just closing in, one of them seems to contemplate stopping
them... but ultimately seems to decide not to intervene, as they
both spring past him and the others. Shiv throws herself against
the door with her shoulder, budging it open.

Just as A7 follows her through, she quickly closes the doors
and jams the wrench into the door handles.

They take a quick look around — they are in a warehouse
similar to the one they saw earlier the night. A stairway down is
discovered, and there are no guards around, so they go for it.

The metal of the catwalks creaks underneath them as they
make their way down to the floor, passively scanning for threats.
When Shiv arrives first, she takes cover behind one of the ceiling
high shelves full of wares, and A7 joins her. They take a moment
to recover and surveil the environment.

“You... okay...?” Shiv huffs out of breath.

“Yes” the doll replies without hesitation.

“Good... let's... keep going... then” she continues, and starts
sneaking alongside the shelf towards the other end of the build-
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ing.

As they both quietly make their way, they start to hear chatter
from the other side. A radio attempts to make contact with
someone in the building.

static</em> “Emer” static</em> “Host” static</em>

Shiv whispers to A7 “Dammit, seems the EMP already wearing
down, we need to get outta here fast”.

With pressure mounting, the dolls fist tighten, preparing for a
confrontation.

They arrive at the end of the shelf, and a glance past it reveals
large, open loading gates big enough to fit big trucks through
them. But in front of them are two people, one on a handheld
radio fiddling with it trying to make it work, and another standing
next at him looking outwards disinterested.

Before they can decide on a strategy, he seems to be success-
ful.

static clears</em> “Emergency, we are looked out. Hostiles on
the ground, requesting backup. Do you read me?!”.

Before the man can reply, the person next to him snatches it
away and replies herself: “Do they pose a danger?”

“Well, one was a scary looking woman and the other was a
Sonja—"

“I hate repeating myself”

“Ah... they just run past us, and didn't look armed...”

“Then stop wasting time”, she shuts of the radio and hands it
back to the man looking on confused.

“Ma’am?”, he looks at her scared.

“I though I had made myself clear before”, she stares at him
with fiery eyes “This shipment was already delayed, so do not
waste my time further by chasing stowaways”.

Before the man can object, she starts walking towards where
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A7 and Shiv are hiding.

Shiv takes cover again, pulling A7 in as well. She starts whis-
pering to her with as quiet a voice she can manage being still
slightly out of breath: “If she walks by, we're good... if not...” she
clenches her fists.

They start peeking through two crates on the shelve they are
hiding behind, hoping to see the threat approach. With a few
glances A7 sees the woman approach closer and closer towards
them. Unlike the workers on the platform she is fully dressed
in military gear, but much higher quality than what it is used to
seeing. Her shining bright white armor is like a provocation of the
enemy, she has no need to hide in order to be feared. Her heavy
boots loudly clank on the concrete floor, each step sounding
almost as heavy as gunfire. It cannot spot a weapon on her, but
there must be at least a few knifes stashed away in her jacket.

Just one row of shelves next to them it can start reading her
face — her short snow white hair covers none of it, her yellow
eyes look like they have seen many fights and remind it of that
of other SONJ4s. The longer it sees her the more scared it gets
of a confrontation.

Just as she reaches the shelf they are hiding behind, she turns
towards the alley between shelves and starts to pass them.

But before they can stop holding their breath, she stops. She
turns to the man at the gate again: “Remember that I pay you
to get dangerous things into this city, off the books. It is not of
interest to me if I ordered them, or if they are free merchandise.
Whoever enters this city willingly better be of use to me, if they
want to survive”.

As she finishes her instructions, she turns back and glances
towards the shelf they are hiding behind. They quickly take cover
again, but aren’t sure if she had spotted them... A7 could almost
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swear she saw those piercing eyes, that face that hasn’t smiled
in years, directly stare into her.

But before long, they hear the heavy thuds of her boots again,
walking past and away from them. They breath a quiet sigh of
relieve.

When they felt the air was clear, and the man at the gate
wandered off to coordinate unloading the train, they quietly and
quickly went for the gate and far away from the facility.

Initially when they were headed for this city, they expected to
quickly have to locate this cities underground to hide in, to nav-
igate it. Many years ago Shiv was here before so she was familiar
with the paths they would have to take, and was fully prepared
to serve as the smug mentor guide to the clueless Sonja giving
her a tour of the underworld... but there was no need.

Unlike their “hometown” the streets they found themselves in
are ravaged. There are no pristine sidewalks and no lights coor-
dinating traffic. By all accounts they should be in the middle of
the middle class district of this place, but it looks like a war zone.
The buildings are mostly intact, but various cars are ransacked,
the streets are empty apart from shady figures and fires where
desperate people seek warmth this early in the day. Were it not
for the expensive constructions it would look exactly like the
slums or the underground back home.

But this isn't a slum, these streets must have been as bustling
as theirs maybe just a few months ago. But armed gangs roam
and windows are nailed shut to protect from them, the air is filled
with the static of violence and there is no military to be seen to
force order.

Thankfully due to Shivs intimidating Aura and the dolls dan-
gerous military markings nobody tries to pick a fight with them.
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They make their way through the eerie environment, looking for
a place to rest and plan their next move. After a half hour walk
they find an abandoned and ravaged shop they can take cover
in, there Shiv takes an exhausted nap while A7 and Sonja watch
over her. They are unsure if this situation they found themselves
in makes their business easier or harder...
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To Be Continued

e Weekly Stories and Chapters [miawinter.de/writing]
o Website [houseofroses.art]
e Patreon [patreon.com]
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