


Arean: Ignition

Nyxar, the country's ruling party, employed the best scientists and researchers to create the best tool to serve humanity. Eventually, the development of service robots became a fix. Nyxar, however, was excessively profit driven.

“The rest is up to you now, Azazel.” Just as Alexander spoke, our men fired piercing shots and blinding lights flashed as if it were a light show. The bullet casings fell one by one, just as his tears did. It wasn't anything new, but I'd never felt anything like this before.

A fire began burning, mercilessly devouring everything in its path. The flames seized all sense of consciousness in Azazel.


###

In the chaos, I easily spotted Lancer’s blonde hair like a white flame.

“Arean, I see that it went well. We are now one step closer to victory.” The same old words, the same old laughter, the same old hunger.

Lancer, however, was not always like this. He was a compassionate man. Everything changed when she left. 

When they came for her, he pleaded and pleaded for them to stop, but people being people, they persisted. As pieces of Mary were tossed into the air like confetti, there were spontaneous cheers. Lancer watched helplessly. 

“Mary!” Blinded by tears and hatred, Lancer grabbed a sharp scrap of metal, and ran with all his might at the men. Just before anything happened, I stopped him. 

“Arean, get out of my way!” 

I’d never seen Lancer like this.

“You know you can’t do this! How do you think Mary would feel?”

I knew it was difficult for him, and there was nothing I could do to help. He collapsed onto me, drenching my shirt wet with tears.


###
Before Mary, Lancer couldn't trust anyone, not even himself. When she arrived, however, everything changed. She was the only ray of hope he had in his dark, small world.

“Are you like them, Mary?” he chuckled. “Are you even capable of responding to that – ”

What came next were the most impactful words of his life, and for once, in a good way. 

“Lancer, I'm just glad you're here; whatever you're doing right now is no longer necessary; you can rest now.”

Despite the fact that he knew these were the words Mary was programmed to say whenever he was perceived to be depressed, he felt at ease. Lancer no longer had to hide who he truly was, and Lancer could be Lancer.

“Would you remain by my side forever?” He asks.

The robot smiles.

“Yes, I promise.”

When Mary was shattered that day, so was Lancer's heart. Then he grew cold.

Quex: All or Nothing
“It is the only way,” the robot in front of me urged. “The broadcasting stations are located in the Nyxar building. There are no other ways to spread the word but to infiltrate Nyxar.”

“I am sure there is another way. It is too risky to even enter District One, let alone Nyxar,” I replied with equal desperation. “You might get dismantled and I might be executed.” 

“Did you forget the reason I approached you in the first place? Nyxar sent out their police force to exterminate my creator,” Sage spat, his blonde hair falling over his eyes. He clenched his fists that resembled human flesh.

“You would still be in District Three if not for me. Had I not found you, you would have been gone by now.” I could not forget the robot that lay in the junkyard of District Three – the poorest of all three Districts – body half gone and begging for his ‘life’.

Sage was special. Unlike other robots, he could feel. He had a brain that functioned similar to a human being’s. Human brains analyse data from their bodies, how they react to certain things and compare that data to past memories to form emotions.

Sage’s brain was only partially successful. As a robot, his body could not react the same way a human brain did. Because of this, his brain could only compare current moments with past memories but his emotions were sometimes incorrect, which ironically was also a human imperfection.

“I want to help you, but not when the risks are this big.” I gritted my teeth. I let out a breath of frustration; the urge to cry hit me like a wave. But as always, no tears left my eyes.

“How would you accomplish things without risks? Sacrifice! Everything has a price to it,” Sage reasoned. Desperate. He was very desperate.

I let out a laugh at his words, shaking my head. “Fine. By all means, let’s go into District one and get our heads chopped off.”

“We will give Noelle a ring and inform her of our plans.” 

The machine played an upbeat melody, but the atmosphere in my room was nowhere near jovial. A few seconds later, the melody turned into a cheerful voice.  

“Quex!” Noelle’s voice boomed. A small projection of her appearing above the box as she beamed. 

“Hey, Noelle.” I grimaced. 

“The plan is a go,” Sage announced. I turned to Sage. Was there something I was not informed about?

“Really? That is wonderful. How long would you two take to travel to District One?” Noelle asked. “My mother will not be home until next week.”

“Good.” Sage glanced at the clock. “It will take about a day if we depart now. We’ll discuss the plans at your place.”

“All right. Also, when I was out, the police asked for my identification card. They were on high alert because of a recent terrorist plot. Be careful when you enter District One. Avoid the police. Get to my place fast and you’ll be safe.”

“Likewise. You live in District One, be careful.”

We bid our farewells. Sage and I immediately started to pack. We were going to have to leave soon if we were to make it for the change of shifts. 

###

We hid behind a building, staring as a border guard patrol checked the clock. Any minute now. 

When the clock struck midnight, they were going to change shifts. As soon as the guard patrols moved away, the gate was momentarily unattended when the guards were handing over. We brought up our hoods and started making a move. We got a good few seconds before the guard patrols returned. I didn’t know I could run so fast.

I entered the control room, my hands would have turned clammy as I stared at the foreign buttons, but they did not, they never did. I pressed one of the buttons, looking up to see what it did. But it was useless.

A loud alarm sounded, sending my heart plummeting. A wrong button, and one we cannot afford. I looked to Sage’s horror filled eyes. He mouthed ‘hurry’.

I was fearful, but weirdly enough my hands were steady. My heart was beating normally and my thoughts were clear. 

I heard shouting from outside, realising the new batch of guard patrols were returning. I quickly pressed another button, and luckily, the gate started to open.

Sage crossed the gate first. I was about to exit the control room when a silver item caught my eye. I reached for the pair of car keys before running out, the shouts getting louder.

I clicked on the unlock button, a light emitting from one of the cars. Gunshots. Sage to let out an euphoric giggle.

“Get into that car,” I yelled to Sage as I pointed at the car. He got into the passenger seat first, still laughing, before I joined him in the driver’s seat. The guard patrols shot a bullet at our hovering car as we drove off into District One.

###

I parked the car near a crowded mall at a walking distance from Noelle’s house. We entered the toilets in the mall. 

Wealthy families passed by with their robot helpers trailing behind them. When I bumped into one, the robot helpers bowed and apologised, blaming themselves for their clumsiness.

Robots were emotionless and thoughtless. Made to serve humans. They were looked down upon, but they had no problems with that.

We changed out of our hoodies into clothes that blended with District One’s fashion.

I exited the toilet, confused as I stared at the empty spot Sage agreed to meet. 

“Hide, or die,” a voice whispered. I whipped my head around, trying to find the source when a hand clasped around my mouth and pulled me into a corner of the mall. I bit the hand, trying to get out of the grip when I heard another voice.

Arean: Doubt
There was an unshakable feeling in my heart, but I couldn't put my finger on it. Since that day, something had been off, but it never bothered me this much until then. Was it possible that I was beginning to doubt Lancer and my decisions? We've done everything we could to gain access to Nyxar's secrets, even going as far as threatening its employees. When information we wanted wasn’t received, lives were taken away. Aren’t we the same as them then? No, this was only for justice, right?

I wanted to discover the truth, seek justice, and expose... who?

The door swung open. “Arean, we have another job! It's this guy...” Lancer’s lieutenant announced. It's strange how easily we can take these lives away as if they weren't important. Yet automatically, I answered, “Got it.”

Once again, it was the same scene. Fires raging, voices crying, senses fading. I was tired. I didn’t want to do this anymore. This wasn’t justice; it was an excuse for someone’s personal vendetta.

“Arean! Where are you going?” I shook Lancer’s arm off as I stood up with my belongings. “I’m leaving.”

“You'll be sorry!” As I continued, his disembodied voice gradually became quieter. “I truly hope you're mistaken, Lancer.”

Quex: Just you
“It is just me, Quex,” Sage whispered. I stopped biting and looked at his hand in worry. “Do not worry, robots do not feel pain.”

“Why are you hiding here?” I questioned. Sage nodded his head towards his right. I peered from behind a wall.

A man dressed in a black uniform was communicating with an old lady. When the lady took out a yellow card, I realised what was happening. The police were here. 

I turned to Sage, trying to formulate a plan. 

“Do you want to make a run for it or do we walk it off?” 

He pursed his lips, contemplating.

“We walk it off, and if that fails, we run.” 

We counted down. Three, two, one.

Arean: Nyxar
Working on my own wasn't easy, but it wasn't all that bad either. I was able to locate a suitable location in the suburbs where I could establish my own zone to collect data and research on Nyxar. So far, I had been gathering information on Nyxar on my own, conducting covert investigations in their labs. I had not yet officially lost my job as a police officer, so I could easily make excuses.

“Alexander Benjamin,” the man Nyxar was unable to acquire. Despite the fact that he had already left, his laboratory remained untouched. I came across what appeared to be an ordinary data analysis paper, but when I flipped through the pages, a mysterious title stood out. “Oqueix, Revolutiobot I.” What an unusual name. “A robot that functions similarly to humans and can hear...” I was startled to feel a tap on my shoulder.

“Hey, officer, I didn't expect to see ya here!” Parker, a Nyxar facility cleaner, turned out to be the culprit. We've met before, and I assisted him in carrying items he was having difficulty moving. “Did ya hear about what happened to Alexander? I ain’t seen him in a while.” I couldn't help but feel my face darken as I said, "Don't worry, we're looking for him."

Quex: Nyxar
The policeman did not stop us when we left.

We knocked on Noelle’s door. 

Noelle opened the door and scanned us before revelation hit her. She immediately opened her door wider and ushered us in.

As soon as the door closed, she engulfed both me and Sage in an embrace.

“It is so good to finally meet you,” Noelle beamed. 

“Likewise.” I returned the hug.

“Right. Have a seat.” She gestures towards the couch as both Sage and I complied.

“Here is the plan. We are going to disguise ourselves as the guards in Nyxar and enter through the front door. After that, we will find the broadcasting room and I will work on the equipment. Sage, I hope you have your speech ready.”

Sage gave a nod just as I turned to Noelle. “Do you have the item ready?”

She stood up and moved around, coming back with items in her hands. She dropped them onto the table, revealing a map of Nyxar’s facilities.

I leaned closer, studying the layout on the map.

The broadcasting room was on the highest level, as unfortunate as that is.

###

We stole some guard uniforms and a card specific to Nyxar’s employees. We entered through the front door just as we planned and moved swiftly across the hall.

As we climbed, the security grew tighter. When we finally reached the level with the broadcasting room, we stopped dead in our tracks.

In the hall were two policemen speaking. One of them looked annoyed enough to murder while the other looked greedy for something. But unlike previous encounters on lower floors, there was no way we could go around them unnoticed.

We huddled behind a wall, trying to come up with an idea to pass them. The mall scene popped up in my head, an idea coming to mind.

“What if someone distracts them?” I said.

“I’ll go,” Noelle volunteered. I nodded my head

“Noelle, you go up to them and ask for their identification card as we take a turn and move from behind them.”

They nodded their heads, agreeing.

Arean: On guard
I was not supposed to be here, at least not this high up the building. Security was extremely tight, so tight that even a lowly officer like me was not permitted to enter the grounds.

“I wasn't expecting to see you here.” That voice sounded uncannily similar. “Didn't I warn you that you'd be sorry?”

I turned with contemplation, only to ask, “Why are you here, Lancer?” 

It was the same old laughter.

“Shouldn't you start by thanking me? You should know that I'm the one who left you with this job.”

“I see you got exactly what you wanted.” I was about to pick up the pace when I was abruptly stopped in my tracks. “I haven't seen you around before; do you mind if I check your ID?”

I was stopped in my tracks once more, just as I was getting ready for combat. “Arean, there you are!” Lancer exclaimed, struggling to catch his breath. “I hope you don't mind if I bring a visitor here with me today.”

The guard gave a nod and walked away.

“Why don't we strike a deal?” Work for me again, and I'll take you wherever you're going.” It was alluring, but I had something else in mind. “Of course, bring me to the broadcasting room.”

Quex: Announcement 
I watched the exchange between the two men, watching as one of them started to move. The second Noelle appeared, I took Sage’s hand and ran for the broadcasting room.

As soon as we entered, I aimed for the buttons. I gave a sign for Sage to start speaking once I tapped a ‘live’ button. As soon as Sage opened his mouth, Noelle came in.

“My name is Azazel. Some of you may or may not recognise my creator, Alexander Benjamin. He was a former scientist in Nyxar with a mission to create robots with emotions, known as the Revolutiobots. I was his product.”

“His intentions were good, but Nyxar found that nefarious. I –” Sage was cut off as the broadcasting room’s door flew open to reveal the two policemen from before. They had their guns pointed at us.

Arean: Showdown
“Raise your hands!” Take a look at what we've got here. “Hands up or I'm going to shoot!”

This was not something I expected to happen, but it wasn't entirely unexpected either.

“I thought it was unreasonable. Despite the fact that my creator had done no harm to any of the Districts, and yet,” the young man paused. “He was executed.”

None of them raised their hands.

I faced Lancer, driven by that same hunger once more. What did I anticipate?

“Be quiet, young man. I will not hesitate to shoot you.” he threatened.

Regardless, the brave soul persevered. “As a result, I went into hiding. I yearned to expose these unjust deeds committed by Nyxar under a false identity-”

Quex: Truth
‘Save him,’ that voice from the mall whispered. I looked around, trying to find a source. But like at the mall, no one spoke.

‘A bullet fired, a death acquired,’ the voice sang. My eyes went to the guns. One of the guns was pointed at Sage, the finger on the trigger, ready to pull it. It clicked then.

I yelled for Sage, to dodge it or block it I did not know. He turned to me, but it was too late, the trigger was pulled.

I pushed him away from range, but I did not have enough time to dodge. The bullet entered my arm, but something was wrong.

I could not feel the searing pain. 

“Slave to humanity,” the voice sang. “Lowest of society.”

Sparks flew off my arm, a weird white to it.

I rolled up my sleeve, only to be met with damaged metal. 

I was not human.

Arean: Goodbye
It was either now or never. 

I shifted my focus to Lancer. 

“I'm sorry I couldn't keep my end of the bargain.” 

A piercingly loud bang.

Lancer was able to see right through me. “I know you better than anyone else does, Arean. You'd never shoot.” 

He cast a glance at me.
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