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When Nicholas opened his eyes from his nap, what welcomed him was very round 

eyes of an android looking right at him. He startled visiblly as a response but his 

voice was calm.

"What are you staring at me like that for?"

"Looking at my savior," She said with a rather charmingly high pitched voice.

"I thought you were a broken android."

"I am not. I was just turned off."

Pushing her face away, Nick got up from the sofa and looked for Cass.

"Cass? You there?"

A distant voice responded. "In a shower. BRB."

The android took a few steps back and sat down on floor with her legs crossed. It did

have a fairly innocent appearance.

"Your name?" He asked while checking his pockets to see whether anything was 

amiss.

"Viviant, nice to meet ya," She responded cheerfully.

"An android, yeah?" He just wanted to make sure.

"Well...., not exactly."

He narrowed his eyes. "What?"
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She pointed at herself and said, "This body is that of an android." Then he pointed at

her head,  just above her ear. "But what is inside is not an A.I."

Nick had to pause for a moment to really understand what she meant. Even then -

"What? What does that even mean? Are you saying you have a human brain in your 

head?"

That'd make her a cyborg instead.

"Nope, I've got a chip instead."

"Then you are an android."

"Even if what is inside of the chip is a human consciousness?"

There was a moment of silence between them. Nick wasn't sure how to respond. He 

didn't even know that it was even possible. Artificial intelligence is just that, artificial.

No matter how advanced artificial intelligence was, by the end of the day, it was just 

a complex set of algorithms. It had limitations.

The silence was broken up by Cass who was coming out of a shower. She was 

wearing nothing but a bath robe wrapped around her bare body. There was no 

water dripping from her skin though since she was using a steam shower.

"So, you met Viviant," She said casually after seeing them staring at each other.

Nick glanced at her and responded, "Yeah, and confused."

"I did check her skull. There was indeed a chip there but she is not an A.I. Well, it 

could be A.I. but way too advanced."

Viviant glared at Cass and spoke boldly, "I am not an A.I."

Nick and Cass exchanged a glance with the latter giving a shrug. Meanwhile, Nick 

noticed something. Cass had her black lipstick on still even after a shower.

"Cass, your lips are still black. Is that permanent? I thought you were using a 
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lipstick."

"Yeah, they are permanent. I injected some black dye into my lips some years ago."

"Forever the goth gal, eh," He joked and changed the subject. "You are an ESP. Can 

you tell whether she is lying?"

"ESP lie detecting appears to work only on organic beings. I couldn't tell," She 

replied.

"I. AM. NOT. AN. ANDROID!" Viviant yelled.

"I don't believe you is where I stand, girl," Nick said in a response.

Viviant pouted but said no more, and Cass went into her room to change.

Sighing, Nick looked around to find his battered drone lying on the floor. It had tens 

of bullet holes and its burnt wires were sticking out. He wasn't sure it would be 

repairable.

He sat down on the sofa once again and looked at Viviant who looked right back.

"So, what should I do with you?"

"Could I hire you?"

"Huh?"

"I'd like to hire you."

He snickered. "That's new. An android wants to hire me."

Instead of strongly rejecting that she was an android, she simply pouted this time.

"Do you even have credit?" It was a genuine question. 

As far as he was aware, an android could not be registered as a human being, 

meaning an android could not open a bank account in its name which also meant it 

could not use credit. It could carry pre-paid cash cards but carrying those was 

extremely dangerous in a zone like Cold Haven.

"I ... do not but hear me out."
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She pointed out that she was a result of a secret project "Moonlight". The goal of 

the project was to transfer a human consciousness into a chip. It would not copy a 

consciousness. It would transfer, meaning the host human would end up being brain 

dead as a result.

"Wait a fucking sec," Nick put a stop at once. "Are you saying that your original body 

is now brain dead?"

She nodded to which he blurted, "Fucking shit." He still did not believe her, but if 

such a project indeed existed, it was huge.

According to her, she was the project leader. Since no one was willing to volunteer to

be a guinea pig, she volunteered. 

"So, the project is successful?"

"Not... exactly."

After Viviant's case was a success, other members in the project volunteered but 

none of them made it, becoming brain dead as a result.

Shortly after, someone leaked the project to a high bidder, and the project was 

hijacked.

"I was turned off after a group of men in black stormed into our lab. I don't know 

what happened after then. I suppose I was to be sold to someone and be examined."

She stopped, and there was silence in the apartment. Cass, too, was listening a 

distance. As for Nick, he wasn't sure what to say. The story she came up with, it 

clicked. It didn't sound like she was making up everything. He wasn't ready to trust 

her but he did feel that she wasn't completely lying.

Nick pressed, "So, if you haven't got any credit on you, how would I get paid? You 
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haven't explained that part, yet. And what do you need help with? If I were you, I'd 

just run away from the colony and live on. You are literally an immortal at this point."

Viviant stuck out her index finger immediately.

"One, I want to find out who sold out the project and kill him or her."

Nick nodded, "Alright, reasonable I suppose."

Then she stuck out her middle finger, making it a two.

"Two, if you can acquire the data from the project, it will be worth millions if not 

hundreds of millions. And that is not even counting whatever loot you might come 

across."

"The data is likely gone," Cass chipped in.

"Probably, but the lab has a backup storage. Even if that backup is also gone, then 

there is an emergency backup storage which only I, as the project head, knew 

about."

Sighing, Nick looked at Cass who was leaning against a door frame to her room. She 

was in her usual attire at this point, a thigh length black dress. He was silently asking 

for a second opinion.

"It's your call, Nick. You could in for riches or could end up just dying," She 

responded sincerely. "Since Miguel hasn't even responded, I don't suggest listening 

to him even. Our agency is as good as done."

He gave it a thought for a moment. What seemed clear was that he would need a 

team. There was no way that he could do this alone.

"What are you going to do, Cass? You are a class B ESP. I could use you."

Cass folded her arms. "I don't want to risk my life, Nick. I have savings that should 

last me for years. Things could change by then. Miguel could come back even."

"I still want someone to coordinate things behind scenes though. You are quite used 

to that."

"That, yes. I could do that since it's a safe job."

5



He turned his attention to Viviant. "You are an android. Can you fight?"

"I can handle guns. I have experience with it. If it's melee, nope. The ability of this 

body is not great. It's on par with an average female."

Cass spoke up. "I could contact the mercenary that helped you out earlier."

Which made Nick suddenly remember.

"What did it cost to hire her? I did say I'd split the cost."

"Nah," She waved her hand away. "Don't worry about it. I will charge Miguel for it."

"You sure?"

"Yeah."

"How much did it cost to hire her anyway?"

There was a short pause before she replied, "250k."

He stood up at once and uttered, "Fuck."

She added, "It was an emergency contract, and she was listed as an experienced 

class A hyper human. I am assuming she was good."

He did recall her deflecting his bullet at a nearly point blank range.

"Yeah, she was good."

"It shouldn't be as expansive if you offer a normal contract."

"Do you have her contact number?"

She shut her eyes for a moment. "Sending it to your PMC," She stated.

A PMC, personal mobile computer, was a cellphone-like device which acted as an ID, 

a credit card, as well as a phone. Every registered resident on Freedom colony had 

one. In Nick's case, he already had a communication implant installed in his ear, so 

the phone functionality was moot. 

Its appearance was basically a square black object that was size of a palm. It had 

neither input nor output ports of any kind and it was as thin as two credit cards 

stacked together. It was capable of projecting a small, 5 inch, holograhic screen when
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it was used as a phone. It was a very rugged machine that could withstand a lot of G 

forces as well as heavy radiation in case it was left out in space. It hardly broke down 

if ever on its own. It was powered wirelessly within the colony but had an 

emergency battey if it was left outside in space which could last up to two years in 

space.

"Got it. I am going to call her later." He then directed his attention at Viviant who 

was still sitting down with her legs crossed. "Now, where do you want to stay?"

"Huh?" She sounded confused.

"Whether I take on the job you present depends on whether I can assemble a team 

or not. It is going to take some time. So, meanwhile, you need a place to stay."

"Oh."

"You can stay here if Cass lets you for the time being."

"I don't mind," Cass said.

"Or you can stay at my place. The choice is up to you."

"I will stay here."

An easy decision, he thought. If Viviant's claims were true, she was a woman. A 

woman generally preferred staying at another woman's place rather than a man's.

As Nick left Viviant at Cass' place, he went to a drone workshop to drop off his 

battered drone. He knew the owner there who was shocked to see the drone in such

a sad state. He did say that the drone was repairable which was good news. He had 

to shop for food as well.

Long story short, when he got back to his apartment, the day was well over although

the clock didn't mean anything at all for those in Cold haven. There was no day and 

light. Time was just a number.
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"23:21.... Should I contact the merc now?" Nick wondered after he dropped all his 

food at his place. The time was awkward. 

He gave it a thought then tossed his PMC away. 

"Nah, I am taking a nap. This has been a long day."

He hadn't had a proper sleep for ... God knows how many years. His nap was 

basically his sleep. Having no concept of day and night, this was his pattern of a day. 

He was born and raised on Freedom colony. Therefore, he really didn't know what 

morning, aftermoon, and night was.

When he woke up a few hours later, he took a shower and had a shave. After 

consuming some food, the time was 0330.

Sitting down on his chair by his desk, he grabbed his PMC and checked the contact 

numner for the mercenary. Since he had a communication implant, he didn't actually

need to use his PMC to call but decided to use the PMC instead.

The call was answered almost immediately, indicating that the mercenary had a 

communication implant as well.

"Yes?"

The female face he loosely recognized popped up on a holographic screen. He didn't 

get to look at her face clearly at that time.

He silently whistled. The woman was a beauty. She looked really refined with her 

brown bob hair and pale skin. Cass was more of a cute woman. This mercenary was 

simply a beauty.

In fact, he felt that she could be an android. She simply looked that good. However, 

even a top-of-the-line battle android would not be as good as class A hyper human. 

An android may be able to match raw strength but skill and know-how was an 
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entirely different thing.

Clearing his throat, Nick said, "Hello, you may not remember me but -"

"I do remember you," She replied promptly. "I've received the payment. Is there 

something wrong?"

"Actually, I'd like to offer you a contract if you are interested?"

There was a momentary pause before she replied.

"A job? What kind? I do not take sexual contracts."

At this point, he had a decision to make. It was whether to come clean or not. 

Viviant's story about "Project Moonlight" wasn't something anyone would simply 

believe right out of the box. 

That was because humanity had been working on transferring consciousnesses to 

chips for thousands of years. There had been hundreds, if not thousands, of such 

projects with no results. No one had been successful, yet. Such projects had 

constributed heavily in developing A.I. and that was pretty much it.

In the end, he decided to tell her the truth and he expected her to laugh off. 

However, she didn't. Instead, she let out some interesting bits of info.

"The android, Viviant, you spoke of. She is wanted in another sector," She stated.

Nick was surprised. "What? Since when androids get wanted tags?"

"A group claimed that the android has murdered one of their guys. They want to 

exact revange. I do not believe they know that she is an android."

He gave it a thought and said, "Could be a person with the same name."

"Perhaps, but the name, Viviant, is rare. I don't have the access level to check it in 

the database but the name is rare. It is likely that the android you spoke of was 

involved in the incident than not."
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She made sense. He couldn't argue it since he felt the android sounded sketchy. He 

never really trusted her to begin with. Whatever it was, he felt there was money in 

it.

"As far as offering me a contract, I can do 50k a day as long as it's not sexual 

contracts."

50k a day was high. In fact, very high. Obviously, there was another option of hiring 

someone cheaper, but he saw what she was capable of. Even so, there wasn't the 

credit. He had to turn her down.

He, then, contacted Cass, telling her the result.

"It was 50k a day. It was too much. I had to turn her down."

Cass sighed and said, "I know where this is going."

"Well, you are the only one around me that I can count on."

She sighed deeply in return and shrugged.

"How about Jess? I know she's your ex but you two still get on well."

"I really prefer an ESP over a gunner at this point unless he or she is really good. No 

offense to Jess, but she is just a gunner."

Nick and his drone would provide enough firepower. What he really wanted was 

protection via ESP's shield. Having an ESP would also protect him others ESPs as well.

The party would be more balanced with Cass.

But seeing that she was conflicted, he decided to change the subject.

"How is the android doing?"

She folded her arms and responded, "Recharging right now. She is drawing 15 Amps. 

Power bill is going to go up."

He sensed an opportunity when she mentioned the power bill.

"We could get really rich from this, you know. Probably not mega-rich but enough to 
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last a decade perhaps?"

He could see her ears twitching. The 250k she paid to the mercenary, it had to come 

out of her pocket since she said she was unable to contact the boss. There was also 

no guarantee that Miguel would pay that amount, either.

Thus, in a nutshell, she was 250k credit lighter at the moment. Nick didn't know how

much of saving she had but 250k would have made a dent.

She was clearly conflicted over the money. He could see that on the screen. The 

agency was as good as dead at the moment. Both of them would need a job, and 

this was it.

He patiantly waited her to make a reply. It took a while but she eventually 

succumbed to Nick's request.

She was clearly unpleased however. "Fine, Nick. You win. I will partake in the 

adventure. But I want half of whatever we end up getting, we clear?"

He had no problem with that but had to put up a condition.

"That's fine as long as there are just two of us. I propose an equal share. So, if there 

are three, it will be 33%. Do we agree on that?"

Rolling eyes sideways, she gave it a thought. "Fine," she said eventually. There was a 

high chance of them recruiting someone else along the way.

Rubbing hands, Nick smiled, "Attagirl," And he added, "Let's meet up tomorrow at 

0500."

"Fine, I will inform Viviant."

"Yeah, do bring her. I've got some questions for her."

The party had just begun.
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- Fin
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