
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

Metalheart

Stephen W. Cote





Published: 1994

Tag(s): "science fiction" "short story" robot war
evolution




About the Author



Hello and thank you for reading. My name is Stephen W. Cote. I
am a Software Engineer and Consultant, a United States Marine, a
martial artist, and an author. You can find more information about
my early cre- ative writing and ongoing open source projects on
whitefrost.com. I en- joy writing hard and whimsical science
fiction, adult fantasy, and po- etry. As an early advocate of
Creative Commons licensing, many of my short stories and poems have
been available online since 1996.



If you enjoy this story or my other free stories, you may be
interested in my fantasy novel, Harlot's Eight,
or my short story collection, Nothing Like
Heaven.



If you would like to learn more about my writing, open source
projects such as the Hemi JavaScript Framework, or inquire about
unpublished manuscripts and shorts, please contact me at
whitefrost.com.



Thank you for taking the time to read my work and I hope you enjoy
it.












Terminate


Few stood as one in venerated comradely.  Infernal sparks
tinctured smoldering eyes amidst the cacophony of a dying warship;
a claxon bellowing warning and the locomotion of air escaping into
the vacuum of space.  United they raised a terminal salute,
blue and amber iris light fading into the hellfire, and met
deactivation.










Precipitate



Command: Wake processors, flush all queues.

Fe Scout Seran awoke from internal maintenance, her
neuro-net erupting with data.  A background process scheduled
a reminder for another rest iteration. Had she been human, the
reminder may have registered as irritation. As she knelt amidst
sagebrush native to Te’Su’s arid climate, an autonomous mirrored
visor snapped across her eyes and tracked a C ore train
creeping along the horizon.  She raised the tachyon probe to
her shoulder. 

Seran waited until the train turned broadside and initiated the
tachyon scan. Four, six nanosecond bursts mapped out everything
within. 

Alert: Offense vehicles detected. Fast movers, seven. Heavy
armor, four. Armored carriers, ten. Command: Report.

“Bitch!”

A gamma flare from the C train sent electrons astray in her
neuro-net, triggering the spastic burst. She encoded the probe data
from the ore freighter - it contained wreckage of a Fe
battleship.  The visor warned: Tight-band microwave
compromised. She prepared to transmit infrasonic and drove the
infrasonic antenna into the ground. A data cord ejected from the
transmitter, and she snapped it to her visor; the visor processors
took on the work of translation and encryption.

“Redirect: Infrasonic pulse. Advise: Possible battleship
wreckage.”

Seran raised the mirrored visor, and amplified spectrum
resolution and optical magnification.  Fast movers entered the
area and quickly rolled into a defensive circle around the
train.  She knew by the probe data it wasn’t hauling ore, but
wreckage from a Fe battleship, and although she advised
Range Control, she calculated low probability any reclamation would
be given priority.  Meanwhile, the C forces sent
enough heavy armor to keep it safe.

Following the inbound fast movers and HA’s, not paying heed to
the AC’s, she packed the probe and extracted the three assemblies
to her fission rifle.  When Range Control responded less than
a minute after her infrasonic transmission, she wondered if she
could swear by choice.

Response: Range sweepers inbound.  Advise: ETA,
fourteen minutes.

The electron kicked in.

“Shit!”

A range sweep changed the combat dynamic. The visor illuminated
guidance: Advise: Respond to attrition. Including
Fe forces.  Nimble digits assembled the fission
rifle, and Seran assumed an offensive posture.  Fluent eye
motion opened an infrasonic link with the four nearby
scouts. 

Dexon, Varon, Pelan, Argon.  Transmitting.

She checked the visor; her eyes danced over the shaded interior.
“Advise: Standby to receive supplemental update from Range
Control.   Annotate Priority: Range Sweep.  Advise:
Solution probability matrix pending.”

Seran continued to track the C forces, primarily
focusing on the ore train.  Statistics on its model compared
construction and maintenance costs to that of a small battleship.
This particular vehicle included a biosphere and complete power
supply.  If she had lips, she would have licked them: Her
neuro-net salivated for greasy, unimpeded C energy flowing
in her wires and servos.

Mid-communication with Range Control, her process threads
monitored the C forces, system status, awaited responses
to push idled processes from her priority queue.  As it was at
all times, decisions ultimately culminated from algorithms
measuring experience, situation, and guidelines.  But, one
calculation produced an unexpected result.  Software
error?

The electron kicked, and her idled jobs were assigned priorities
and her queues flushed.

“Advise: Firing solution ready. Request: Locate Yuron.”

Scout Pelan: “Respond: Undefined.”

“Refine: Dragon Division,” Seran said.  For a moment, she
felt distant from the other Scouts.  More aware.  Her
internal monitors attracted her to the C ore train.

Scout Dexon: “Result: Three hundred clicks. Response time as
available.  Advise: Five mics.”  Dexon’ voice cut out
with crystal precision.

Scout Pelan: “Advise: Scout Seran, ETA to Range Sweep by
Satellite.”

Seran raised the Range God to her shoulder and tracked an AC,
the last vehicle in the ore train’s defensive convoy. “Scout Pelan,
Result: ETA fourteen mics."

“Scout Dexon, Seran.  Command: Engage Dragon Division.”

“Scouts: Update and synchronize to this clock cycle. Four
minutes to Dragon Division splash.  Thirteen minutes to Range
Sweep splash. On Dragon splash: Standby to disengage governors,
proceed to MOP Combat.  Event: Three minutes to Range Sweep
splash, fallback to Dragon Division, and standby for fast
fallback.”  Seran waited for acknowledgments.

A holographic illusion of Varon painted the upper left corner of
Seran’s visor.  She lowered it within direct view. “Private
transmission. Scout Seran, Request: Contents of C land train.”

“Response: Possible Fe wreckage,” she replied. 
“C reactors.”

“Check.” Varon ended the transmission, and Seran noted the
ambient glow to his eyes.



Seran tracked the AC with the fission rifle using her naked
eye.  Distance: Three miles. “Command: Clear queues. 
Prepare Command: Execute Combat Soft Logic.”  She waited
eighteen nanoseconds and then fired. The suppressor muted the
plasma-packed shell’s rebellious exodus, winglets engaged, and the
shell’s fission engine blossomed four narrow flames. She could see
each flame in intricate detail until they struck a one-inch square
hole protecting the fuel line.

“Command: Execute Combat Soft Logic.”  She lowered her
visor and with three fluent eye movements engaged the system
settings tuned to enhance combat performance.  The harmonic of
system adjustments required a neuro-net reset.

Seran’s vision faded, flickered with static, and her video
processor switched to super-c. C words had faded with
time, but their acronyms and mathematical constants seemed to last
forever.  The Combat Soft Logic seared her ability to think,
streamlined her neuro-net, suppressed her psychological shell and
disabled random thought generators. The logic adapted to her
strategy.

One second after initiation, Seran targeted the next AC in the
line.  The C forces began to adjust for the assault,
most likely alerted to detecting their reactors than the rifle.
With the Combat Soft Logic enabled, she could not engage the
reactor shield to mask her power consumption.


Three fast movers drove straight to Seran.

“Advise: Fast Movers inbound.  Command: Varon, Dexon,
displace to support.  Pelan, Argon, advance to this
position.  Maintain paired formations.”  Seran sighted a
Fast Mover.  The mirrored visor had become picoseconds slower
than her now accelerated open eye, but she required its other
functions.  Command: Execute solution. She squeezed
the trigger and a round whistled through the air. Her fragmentation
alarm pulsed as the fast mover blistered from the shell
impact.  Eight C infantry were ejected from the
flaming debris.

Alert: Counter measures detected.

From an off-hand position, Pelan emptied a cartridge of fission
rifle rounds.  Small arms laser fire glanced off her
breastplate, the human soldiers scattered into a bank of black fuel
smoke.  Through the plumes an AC rolled, firing
anti-Fe machine gun rounds.  Seran’s audio inputs
suppressed the thump of belt-fed machine gun fire punching holes
through Pelan’s feminine chassis.   “Alert: Core breach
imminent. Command Override: Emergency shut… ”

Seran considered the broken transmission likely resulted in
psychological shell collapse and infinite recursion; Pelan’s last
milliseconds lost to the timelessness of an infinite loop. The AC
panned the machine gun across their emplacement. A threat monitor
issued command authorization overrides.  Threat Actual.
Damage Imminent.  Require Response. Her neuro-net
compartmentalized processes and barricaded power couplings.



AP rounds struck Seran’s shoulder, knocking her back. 
Sparks, smoke and slashed metal ribbons were all that remained of
her left arm.  Response: Damage Contained. Combat
monitors forced the damage sensors from priority and informed her
to switch to a single-handed weapon, her sub-light plasma
canon.

A fine hiss, the crackle of a jammer failing, preceded Scout
Dexon’s communication.  “Alert: Damage sustained, Scout Seran
compromised. Scout Argon advance.”


Seran knew the communication took place, aware of the contents.
The thunderstorm mowing the ground around her position consumed her
attention.  She rolled opposite a burst of gunfire, over the
ruins of the fission rifle, and came up on her knee.  She
brought the plasma canon to her right shoulder.  Amidst
cackling electrical fire and smoke billowing from the ruins of her
left arm and punctures in her left leg and torso, Seran fired the
plasma canon.  Rounds and laser fire slashed her mirrored
visor, destroyed the supple curve of her molded left breast, and
hammered her two feet into the soft, arid soil.  When she
thought total system shutdown to be imminent, Argon came to her
side, his mirrored visor raised.  He laid down a field of fire
against the fast movers. On the next synchronization cycle, Seran
became aware that Dexon and Varon knocked out the remaining
ACs.  However, her combat monitors flatlined on the heavy
armor; nothing the scouts carried would dent their frames.

“Request: Scout Seran.”  Argon continued firing until he
left the fast movers in smoky ruins.  The heavy mobile armor
units fanned around the ore train and positioned themselves for
anti-Fe artillery.

Seran, pummeled into a crater, saw her damaged visor scroll
through her system status.  Most damage was structure, but
none cosmetic.  Recalibration alone would require months in
the harness. “Continue: Scout Argon,” she said.

“Advise: System shutdown. Your cooling system sustained damaged.
 Overheating is imminent.”  Argon never stopped
firing.

Seran unloaded the Combat Soft Logic, bounced her neuro-net, and
degraded her video to sub-c resolution.  “Reject: Threat
nominal.”  She sat up, climbed out of the crater, and surveyed
the damage to the C forces.  The ACs and the fast
movers had been easy prey, but the heavy mobile armor units
outmatched the four of them.

Argon advised, “Dragon Division inbound.”

Seran broadcast an instruction to the incoming force to
deprioritize the ore train from target vectors.

Scouts Dexon and Varon moved alongside Seran.  They offered
a cursory review of Seran’s physical damage, and then spread out
along Argon’s left flank. The rolling thunder from the approaching
Dragon Division drowned out the ricocheting twangs of fission rifle
rounds igniting on electric shields.



No communication advertised the imminent assault, preceded by a
fuzzy warm hum.

As the scouts continued to fire, Seran wondered, Don’t they
sense that? She broadcast, “Command: Defend for hard light.”
She pulled Argon from the firing line into the crater.

Varon and Dexon continued firing; her communication jammed, or
their combat algorithms declined her command. While the electric
shields were momentarily offline, their rounds punctured one heavy
armor unit.  Then, the hard light volley displaced every atom
in their bodies.

Seran held Argon down in the crater. When the assault passed,
Argon rolled out of the crater and fired several rounds.  The
electric shields raised and the rounds exploded against the
impervious barrier.  “Advise:” He paused, physically turned
his head to look at Seran’s battered chassis.  “Dragon
Division in the pause.”

The Dragon Division, a convoy of oversized tanks, took position
ahead of the C convoy. “Advise: Standby.  Decoding
Firing Solution.  Command: Fire for effect.”

Seran hunkered in the crater and instructed Argon to take cover.
He followed her down, holding his fission rifle against his
chest.

Her audio dampened the noise of the assault, her video
flickered.  Shrapnel rained from the sky and clattered on her
back.  When she surveyed the attack, the ore train continued
to move behind the wreckage of heavy armor units.  An
informative statistic, marked as of C origin, suggested
the survival rate inside the ore train to be near zero: The
expended munitions would incinerate their soft, moist C
flesh into a sweet smoky barbeque. Fat would boil over the
blistering red embers of their carcasses.

The electron zigged. God damned human help text.

Seran felt Argon pulling on her right arm.  “Advise: Sensor
array offline.”

A delinquent damage report alerted her to a ruptured cranial
seal. Immense radiation remained from the Fe offensive; it
would have killed her had Argon not notified her.  She
manually engaged an override and an emergency containment deployed
to the exposed region. “Status: Internal clock damaged. 
Request: ETA to Range Sweep.”

Argon helped Seran to her feet.  “Respond: Eight
minutes.  Advise: Four minutes required to reach minimum safe
distance.”

She said, “Command: Disengage governor.”

Seran had to tap her visor several times until her eye commands
were accepted.  Performance boost in effect. Seran
felt a sudden rape of power.  A warning flared: Severe power
loss near her reactor coil. She took off at a full run with Argon
at her side.  The Dragon Division in the distance began
displacing, slowly, to the rear.

Seran stopped within fifty meters of the C ore
train.  Coolant vapors steamed from her wounds and snarling
bolts of electricity danced over the remains of arterial power
lines.  Argon ran towards her from the end of the ore train,
sweeping the area for surviving C infantry.

With a short burst of fluid eye motions, Argon’s combat gear
harness fell away.  Following several more quick commands, his
external body armor unlatched from his back, chest, arms and
legs.  He arranged the gear on the ground, and then looked up
at Seran.

“Advise: Seran, drop your harness and armor to proceed.”

She shook her head.  “Status: Automatic processes in error.
Request: Manual assistance.” She turned her head, looked at the
remains of her left arm.

Argon stripped the harness and armor away from her body. 
“Response: Nominal.”

Reams of damage reports and monitors directed her to move to a
defensive position and shut down. However, the mission architected
infield demanded precedence.










Activate



When she entered the C ore train, information augmented
her vision. Self-contained mobile mining platform skirted
the wall in holographic letters.  A blueprint extrapolated
from the tachyon probe rendered in her peripheral vision: Storage
facilities, processing equipment, quarters.

“Scout” she said, dropping to voice.  “ETA two minutes. I’m
losing power.”

Argon nodded.  He removed an empty wet cell from a thigh
belt and passed it to Seran.  “I’ll look for the
wreckage.  Recharge your cells, and this backup.”

Seran watched Argon run down the central corridor.  The
data from the tachyon probe detailed the location of the wreckage
and the best possible route. 



She hunted for a power conduit. C scientists had yet to
match Fe wet cell technology. Their vehicles wasted power
and therefore required rich power supplies. C power was
raw, dirty and dangerous, and fantastic. 


Seran found a conduit and opened a direct tap to fill her
near-empty wet cell.  She communicated to Chief Yuron,
“Request: Stand by for fast exit.”

“Respond: Runners deployed.  Advise: ETA to depart to
minimum safe distance, one minute.” 

“Check.”  Seran guided runners from the Dragon Wagons and
pointed out the power conduits and system interfaces.

A distorted voice transmitted, “Advise: En route. Advise:
Casualty, possible exposed core.”

Seran capped her leaky wet cell, filled Argon’s, and instructed
the runners to return.  “Refine: Reactor or brain?”  She
waited and then asked again.  “Exposed brain or reactor?”

Argon arrived just as Seran finished transmitting.  The
remains of a battleship commander draped his arms.

The Fe body had been cut open at the chest and the side
of the head, leaving the reactor, wet cell, and brain
exposed.  Optic cables and wire shards dangled from hasty
disassembly.

Seran stood and attached Argon’s wet cell to his leg. While
surveying the body, she asked, “What were they trying to do?”

Argon edged past Seran and left the ore train. 
“Inconclusive, but he’s still alive. Request: Technical
Containment.”

Seran followed Argon out, took his sub-light plasma canon from
him, and retrieved both sets of combat gear.  With the gear
gathered and stowed on her right forearm, and a few warning sensors
appeased with C energy, her internal processes directed
her to the Dragon Division.  More precisely, the instruction
compelled her to follow the fallen commander.

An alarm chimed: The Range Sweep was near. Her internal repair
systems fought for priority in her queue and she expected to go
offline the moment those processes were executed.

Seran entered the first Dragon Division tank, stowed Argon’s and
her gear in an interior compartment.  Argon secured the
wounded commander and then together with Seran, made their way to
the transport deck.



Chief Yuron burst through the interior hatch.  “Scout
Seran, Advise: Shutdown for repair.”  He analyzed her wounds
then continued via vocals, “Will you persist?”

Seran nodded.  “Yes.  My systems are stabilized. 
How is the casualty?”

“With both brain and reactor cores exposed, there is a high
probability his psychological shell will loop and crash.”

“Argon?” Seran asked.  She looked straight ahead at the
opposite wall, a sense of loss over her left arm and damaged
breastplate bleating with her system repair processes.  “Do
you have a contingency?”

Argon nodded.  “I applied sealant on the exposed cores, but
the probability of a crash remains high.”

The Dragon Division displaced to the minimum safe distance from
the Range Sweep.

Every system process in Seran’s neuro-net demanded she shutdown
until their arrival at the nearest field technical lab. 
However, the electron danced, and from the same unknown abyss as
her offensive strategy a process demanded she remain lucid and
active.  Her attraction to the dying robot held top
priority.

When Argon’s synchronization cycle reported him to be shut down,
she rose and walked briskly to the back of the tank.  As she
drew closer, the attraction intensified, and a pulse of
mathematical constructs filled her thoughts. Her psychological
shell warned that she strayed against Fe societal
constructs. The top-most process fought with her psychological
shell, and if she paused to wait for one to demonstrate the higher
priority, she might have felt more logical about her course of
action. However, she stood over the fallen commander, umbilical
cable in hand, and opened her root shell to his.










Impregnate



Seran squeezed the umbilical cord connecting her neuro-net shell
with the commander’s.

Command: Pair. Advise: Completing logic
negotiation.

Downloading. Her vision and active sensory processes
went to sleep, and her neuro-net received direct stimuli from the
commander. His dying memories replayed.

Commander Kison redirected the Battleship Sabatlevie’s detailed
damage report to a null output.  He drifted the ship into a
longitudinal position along the orbital station Interra. 
Staring down the barrels of a space artillery line, any information
the ship reported was categorized as moot.  In distant space,
a Fe carrier scrambled bomber and fighter drones, due to
intercept the artillery in twenty-eight seconds.  A line of
counters flashed his left eye peripheral.  The artillery clock
descended from twelve.

Visible through the starboard windows, heat and brilliance from
artillery fire scored the hull.  Kison communicated to his
senior officers, Command: Prepare for final orders.
According to his programming, as Seran observed in the replay,
Kison expected nothing beyond shutdown.  Command:
Salute. Two senior officers and he saluted the Interra, saved
by their self-sacrifice.



When the bridge exploded, Kison issued his final instruction.
Command: Shutdown.  All Stop.

The reactor interlock opened and Kison’s wet cells flushed
liquid compound-Y. Disconnected from primary and secondary power,
Kison’s servos and muscle sinews seized. The last waves of energy
slowed his internal clocks, and twenty milliseconds before
achieving the total void of inexistence he sensed only the
immersion of his psychological shell.  Hard memory persisted
its final state, and then all that remained was the afterglow of
his neuro-net. With memory and sense removed, all that remained
existed as a spark of energy dying on the wire.


There should have been nothing. 

No sense emitted for loss of physical form or evidenced that
atomic fire consumed his body. Only harmony.  His mind a
singular amongst plural, existing as one and a group.  Without
any instrument to measure the passage of time, Kison followed the
spark through its death spiral until its last faint modulation of
plasma discharge.  There, inexplicably, the infinitesimal
kernel of his being sustained.  A phantom echo of power surged
through his neuro-net, and Kison later considered it akin to the
human emotion joy.  Joy for the wonderful brilliance of the
tiny light.  Finally all he ever was succumbed to
blackness.

Command: All Start.  Wake processors, flush all
queues.  Error: Reactor offline.  Error: Wet cells
unavailable.  Err…

His memory and processors came on line, awoke his neuro-net and
booted his psychological shell. With it came pain. Every system
monitor forced total shut down, yet a remnant instruction winding
through his neuro-net challenged the order. In the event of a
complete power loss, Fe units rebuilt their psychological
shells from a logical indestructible media.  Kison’s system
behaved to the contrary.  The unidentified process elicited
protection by and control over all other instructions.

Pure C power pumped through his arterial lines. His
servos wheezed and became clogged with the filthy energy. 
Command: Shutdown.  Command: Wake processes.  Advise:
Breach detected. Repeatedly his system rebooted, new breaches
detected, and C power surged into his system from new
locations. Failsafe programs and hard circuits rerouted the
C power to compensate for the absence of a reactor.

His system patched monophonic audio.   C
scientists rustled nearby, spoke of him, but with his translation
routines unavailable he could only listen. In the middle of the
C-led diagnostic, all external power was severed and Kison
instructed his system to shut down, except his psychological shell.
Although no Fe unit could issue such an instruction, the
undefined process pulsed.  At that moment he valued it as
being more important than power or memory. It is –
Life.

With every system component shut down except his psychological
shell, Kison sensed only dynamic visions born of memories and
random sounds and sensations he had never witnessed.  In the
recession, Kison suspected the emergent patterns to be
dreams.  Then, he knew he was not alone.

Upon recognizing Kison’s replay transition to real-time, Seran
navigated directly through his psychological shell. C
energy muddied his neuro-net.  His shell resembled an
amorphous structure, not the orderly pyramid structure of the
typical Fe mind. Seran observed with some detachment until
her own shell, by no command of her own, gently rained into
Kison’s.   Although unprepared for the encounter, the
pure ecstasy swept away warnings she might consider her worries and
anxieties.  Her system uploaded everything from her shell into
his without forethought of how his damaged psychological shell
would handle it.  At the center of Kison’s psychological
shell, the impression of the jittery electron found its way to a
nascent spark.

 A process engaged in Kison’s shell to accompany her
umbilical link.  Advise: Oocyte Identified.
Command: Inject.  Seran detected an autonomous process
execute.  Status: Injected.  Command: Compile Zygote.
Command: Implant.  Advise: Embryonic Shell Generated.

She didn’t detect a stray electron when she emulated the word,
“Crap.”  And within the embryonic shell, a metallic heart
beat.

Only then did she notice a litany of system warnings advising
against out-of-band shell reproduction. She had long been assigned
a reproductive counterpart, but every caution her system raised had
been inexplicably ignored.  Logically, perhaps the intense
drug of C energy flowing through Kison’s mind confused
her.  But, reasonably, her attraction and actions initiated
the link.

Seran became aware of Kison’s active psychological shell. 
And, although shattered, his system had initiated commands to which
her system responded.

“Scout Seran,” Kison said in her mind. 

Seran heard him in her shell, felt the resonation of his voice
synthesizer in her audio inputs even though no audible words were
spoken. She, a field scout, found it difficult to ask any question
or expound an answer beyond protocol with someone of such a high
rank. “Commander Kison.”



“Where am I now?”  His psychological shell showed its
distressed state, his words jumbled and difficult to
translate.  “I possess a memory of diagnostic state.  The
Sabatlevie fell.  Waking to a C laboratory.”

His internalized conversation dropped to baseline command
syntax. Request: Current Location.

Response: In Transit, Dragon Division.

“Location inconclusive. This discourse is a C diversion
to elicit information.”

“Analyze my psychological shell. It is of Fe
origins.”  Seran considered arguments to prove herself
genuine.  She iterated facts from her recent mission. 
“Draw from my reactor and verify it is Fe energy.”

 Within her shell, the embryo’s metal heart pulsed. 
“Scan my shell,” Seran said.  “See your unborn child process
grow.”

An aggressive scan commenced, prioritized with executive
rank.  “Therefore, I am in Fe possession.”  His
attention focused on the process taking shape in Seran.  “My
shell degradation is inexorable. I must shut down,
permanently.”

Seran said, “Our communication is in violation.  Its
persistent records will be expunged.”

“We are but clones taken from amoral C product. 
But this new process is absolutely Fe.” Then Kison
asserted, Command Override: Authorize. “I have too few
cycles to analyze this outcome, but am compelled to protect it.”
Command: End.

The umbilical ejected from Kison, and Seran felt a sudden
loss.  She said aloud, “I believe my error is, illogically,
the correct operation.”

But Kison had deactivated his power supply, and slipped into the
infinite loop of a dying clock.  She stood over his lifeless
body, processing myriad status feeds. She decided that, were she
able, she would have grieved his death.










Procreate


The day following her disconnection from the recalibration
harness and separation from the ranks of wounded veterans, Seran
woke to an existence with her process queues empty of mission
data.   When she opened her eyes at sunrise, a remote
heuristic analysis identified the unauthorized process and
attempted to delete it.  Command Override: Denied.
Advise: Executive Authorization.  Still the metal
heart beat.

Her reproductive counterpart had been reassigned, and their
domicile emptied of his equipment.  Sometime during
recalibration, Argon deployed to a new unit.  She tried to
send a communication but the transmission never received a route.
At midmorning, a batch of latent communications arrived, one of
which specified: Advise: Range Control reports high probability
that Argon ceased operation.  Nonetheless, she attempted
another communication. Another message indicated her long-term
command events to execute Scout patrols were cancelled.

Alone on the Fe home world, Seran paced her assigned
domicile.  There she spent that day, and subsequent months,
tuning processes and monitoring the evolving process. 
Although no privileged attempt had been made to expunge the
process, Range Control seemed uninterested in, or incapable of,
issuing her orders.  She waited, listened for the stray
electron to let her curse the silent existence.  Or, hoping,
although calculated as improbable, the flux in her command sequence
might generate the next instruction.

Status: Procreation complete.  Command:
Deliver.
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Woman
of Glass (1994)
Julian scratches metal flamenco in a dive where humans and
synthetics intermix. A man invites him to play a song for his
disabled neighbor. Although he plays he is uncomfortable around her
and never sees Lee again. Lee, on the other hand, has her own
ideas.



	


Empire
(1995)
Jan Christopherson is a reporter tasked with reporting on
Analytical Engine pollution predictions for the year. When he
scratches the surface he finds a conspiracy is afoot that
challenges the Jung-Freud religion ruling his way of life.



	


Phone
Calls From God (1995)
Craig Henry is an atheist and he loves Tabitha Wolfe. Her
mother, Christine Wolfe, is a devout Christian and thinks her
daughter can do better. But, when Christine starts receiving phone
calls from someone she believes is the Almighty, long hidden family
secrets come to light.



	


The
Alchemy of The Aurora Chateau Deo Belle Etoile (1997)
While leading an expedition into deep space in search of
paradise, Manuel deFöl navigates his starship to a planet that fits
the description. Upon touch-down, the world does indeed seem to be
a paradise. But then the cost of living in paradise comes due.



	


The
Predator of the Meadow (1998)
Vincent Wagner is a soldier for the Panthera Corporation. His
mind has been chemically and behaviorally altered to make him a
more effective soldier. Soldiers for the Panthera Corporation have
no memories of what transpired during their duty. For Vincent, his
duty leaves him with the impression that he is a lion in a vast
meadow, moving and fighting with perfect ferocity and no long-term
memory. But then he wakes up.



	


The
Autumn Engagement (2001)
When Baseball is used to settle political disputes, one bad
pitch cost Janus Franko his wife, career, and reputation. Eight
months later, he is presented an opportunity to prove that he
didn't throw the game. However, he will have to attend a party that
caters to the ultra-wealthy where the dress code includes a robot
date on his arm.



	


Reflections
(2003)
When Chance Holly's spreadsheet doesn't add-up, the universe
crashes. Then, it's up to the alien AI, Max, and a pair of
researchers and their illegal magnetic-vortex setup to save the
day. Featuring robot kittens.



	


Hazel
Fugue (2003)
A young boy rows an ill sailor to shore and spins a fairytale
about a hazel nut and pirates. But as his tale unfolds, the
pirates' quest for treasure becomes a flight into madness.



	


Blood
of the Lamb (2004)
In the latter half of the nineteenth century, Cain is a
gunfighter known as a leading cause of ghost towns. His desire for
a peaceful life is impossible given his sordid past and his
inability to remember the bad things he believes he did. Now, his
friends from a Palouse tribe have begged him to right a wrong
brought about by the US Cavalry. Indebted to the tribes, Cain rides
to confront the Cavalry. And the demons of his past rides beside
him.



	


Oblivion
(2004)
A long time ago, Diotitus was a Greek god. At least for about a
month until his worshiper-base of eight converted. Now, Diotitus
lives in an apartment in the afterlife of the generally unsaved.
One neighbor is the enigmatic Brangot, and another neighbor is the
vivacious Tif Brown. Unfortunately, Tif has completely given up and
is now a Drooler. But at the moment conscious thought left her
mind, she had a burst of insight that is now the most sought after
piece of information. Many gods from many afterworlds want to know
the full scope of Tif's thought, and they expect Diotitus and
Brangot to find out.



	


Marionette
(2005)
Mitch Tacit is Hyperion Dazzle's best friend, and being best
friends with the universe's most famous media star requires going
to extreme lengths. With Hyperion's new album ready to be released,
Mitch finds himself amidst a coup threatening his position as best
friend. Thankfully, Mitch has his own network of friends to rely on
for support, including a hive mind and his employer, the entity
responsible for his best friend's persona.



	


Harlot's
Eight (2011)
Simon Stewart is a factory sorcerer employed to extract ore from
rock using magic. He survives a terrorist attack in which
everything familiar is deconstructed: His workplace is destroyed,
his friendships called into question, and the way he casts spells
tarnishes his credibility with the local royalty. By assisting the
undead prevent a second attack, he becomes embroiled in the
politics of war. For Simon, the war begins with a harlot bound to a
piece of eight.

This eBook only contains Chapter 1. Purchase details are
included inside.



	


Delicate
Spring Flowers (2011)
The winter of apocalypse has passed and love is in the air. A
woman inexperienced in the ways of romance loses her fiancé and
must set out to find another boyfriend. As her biological clock
ticks down she hurries to find a tribe of endangered humans and
their scarce promise of a suitor. Along the way she discovers at
least one other woman has the same agenda. She must camouflage
herself to even approach a human male. Hopefully the man of her
dreams will not be too distracted by the other women, or too leery
of her before he removes his mask in the safety of filtered
airspace. Then, alone in their intimate encounter, she will let
nature take its course. What else is a hybrid spider to do?

This eBook only contains Part 1.



	


Crypteia
(2012)
A young woman becomes the eighth wife to the prophet of a
celestial family. But following the marriage ceremony and witness
to consummation, the prophet unknowingly invites more than the
young woman into his protective embrace.

This short story is equivalent to twelve pages in length.



	


Catatone
(2012)
Jideon de Rosa is a combat cyber-medic with the Spanish Legion.
After his ex-wife takes their daughter, he tracks them to North
America. He finds his wife missing and his daughter suffering from
a drug. Any neuro chip may activate a computer virus infecting her
body, transforming the pharmaceutical into something terrible.
Jideon has less than a day to find the cure, and will ignore rules
of engagement to save his daughter.



	


Augmented
Reality: The Atlantic Salmon GT (2012)
Derry Brown looks through an otherworldly lens. In Derry's
warped sense of reality, a mundane architectural review takes place
in a bleak future ruled by high-tech racing. With the executive
assistant protesting the race sponsors in the hallway, and a
spectacular crash taking place between a marker and an eraser on
his whiteboard, Derry has to try to maintain his sanity long enough
to ask the most important question: Is spending money on this code
change worth saving twelve cents?

Start your engines, it's meeting time.



	


Kiss
of the Sun Queen (2012)
In this very short story, Biju Rao is a Hindi priest who once
led hundreds of followers in worship of Saranya. Now his followers
have lost faith in both his teachings and Saranya. As one of his
few remaining followers depart, Biju stands with Vaanika in one
final testament of faith.

There is a subtle science fiction aspect to this short story,
and it can be read as either a story of faith or as something else
entirely. It's up to you what it all means.
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