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Nova nervously paced the length of her apartment, moonlight illuminating her lavender hair. She
glanced out her window at the decaying city, her building just as decrepit as the rest. She was
surprised it hadn’t given way to time after all the years the brutal weather pounded against it. She
didn’t see any point in complaining since she couldn’t move. Hell, if she dared to speak out
against her government, she might be the next person to disappear. Nova was assigned to this
very apartment at age 18 and she would live here until she died.

She plopped down on the couch, drumming her fingers against her thighs as she anxiously
awaited the arrival of her very own Al unit. Ever since the outbreak of Malady, the government
had been sending each person their own robot for “protection” against the devastating virus. That
had to be a lie. Her government never had truly benign intentions. She tried to warn her friends,
but no one cared about anything anymore.

A banging on the door jarred her from her thoughts. It was here. Cautiously, she opened her door
and peeked into the hall to find nothing but a small black box sitting on the floor. Odd. Her
fingers ran along the sleek surface as she brought it inside and opened it slowly. Initially, it was
empty, but the sound of static quickly erupted from the box.

She dropped it as it shook violently, the motion making the entire floor tremble from the sheer
force of it. A bright blue flash temporarily blinded Nova and she shielded her eyes with her hand.
Once the light subsided, she saw a tall man standing where the box was, his dark eyes giving her
a once over. He wore an elegant black suit that was almost as black as his hair.

“Hello,” he extended his hand to hers and Nova hesitantly accepted it, “l am unit 23708.”



“Name acquired.”

She elected to ignore him as much as she could while she showed him around her rather bare
apartment.

“l know it’s not much, but it’s all I have,” she shrugged, stopping back in the living room where
they had started.

“It is satisfactory,” Damien nodded, clasping his hands behind his back. “May | occupy the
living room?”

“Sure.” She didn’t want him in any room of hers, but Nova preferred not to fight him this late at
night.

She left him to his devices, hoping that he wouldn’t light her apartment on fire while she slept.
His protocol or whatever should prevent him from doing anything too bad...hopefully.

The next morning when Nova woke, the smell of pancakes immediately hit her nose. Normally,
she’d be ecstatic since it meant that her partner was home, but she wasn’t scheduled to visit Nova
for another week. She rolled out of bed and headed towards the kitchen, finding Damien at the
stove instead of her girlfriend.

“Damien?” She called out nervously, her footsteps cautious as she continued to approach. He
answered her with a hum, staying focused on his task. “What are you doing?”

“Preparing breakfast.” He gently set the pancakes on a plate and delivered it to the table. “Please,
sit.”

“Thanks.” She eyed the food suspiciously before taking a bite. It tasted exactly like how her
partner made them.

Damien sat at the table with Nova, resting his chin in his hand. He stared at her with such
intensity that she thought he may be analyzing her for weaknesses to exploit. She preferred to
avoid confrontation so she stayed silent for the rest of her breakfast. Nova was never really good
at socializing anyways.

Fortunately for her, Damien stayed out of the way for the most part. He was actually pretty
helpful in terms of chores and cooking, more than willing to lend a hand wherever she needed it.
As the weeks dragged on, she found that she didn’t mind having him around as much as she used
to. However, trouble did finally come when she tried to leave to meet her partner.



“1’d like to see you try, human.” He sneered, leaning down so close that their noses were nearly
touching. She took a step back from him, shocked by his sudden aggression. Upon observing her
reaction, he returned to his former self in the blink of an eye. “I have your best interest at heart,
Nova. My objective is to keep you safe.”



green eyes were grey, glassy, and sunken into her sockets. Her skin was pallid, seeming as if it
was going to flake away at any moment.

“No, this can’t be real.” Nova ran her fingers through her tangled lavender hair, trying to think of
some way she could fix this. Sure, she knew that Malady had killed two thirds of the world’s
population, but this wasn’t supposed to happen to her Angelica. “We can fix this somehow. |
know it. I’ll just talk to Elizabeth or Crystal or Sage—"

“Nova,” she rasped, her voice barely above a whisper, “it’s okay.” Nova could tell that Angelica
wanted to cons






