Sex Bot 5000

Chapter Four – Building Bridges


A few weeks after gaining her position at Dollbot Inc. Amy was enjoying a lapse in the paparazzi activity. After finally agreeing to an interview with Evee's news station, she could finally walk outside without being mauled by reporters. That did not, however, mean she could do as she pleased, since photographers still followed her around to get pictures of her gorgeous body. 


Amy received a call from her boss about reeling in some new buyers and she was quickly on her way towards the clients homes with some of the companies newest models. When Amy asked her boss if she was being used as a poster girl for the company, there was no response. Instead, Amy's boss moved onto business matters rather than answer her question, which was all the answer the android needed. 


Upon arriving at her first stop, Amy was perplexed by the house she walked up too. The home was big and luxurious, while at the same time, modest. Going up to the door, Amy was met by her client before she could even knock. 


Glowering at Amy for a moment, the gruff elderly woman growled, “Your late, you were supposed to have been here 10 minutes ago!”


Jumping back at the sudden declaration, Amy looked at her watch in confusion and said, “Um, actually, I'm here on time, if only a few seconds late getting to the door.”


Taking a moment to look at her own watch, then at Amy's, the elderly woman took on a kinder appearance, “Oh my, I'm sorry deary. I've gotten so reliant on my helper to tell me what time it is that I forget to check my own watch. She's a little old and run down, so she's not as accurate as she used to be.”


As she walked into the clients house, Amy saw how a thin layer of dust coated the shelves and grew thinner as they went further into the home. When she finally laid eyes on the maid bot the elderly client had, Amy was shocked by how old it truly was. Sitting down with the old woman, Amy quickly went to work showing off the newer models of maid bots that were produced by Dollbot Inc. The elderly woman took a liking to few newer models, but was unwilling to relinquish her old maid bot. Amy then told her client about a refurbishing process that would renew her old bot for about the price of a new one. That made the client very happy and after securing orders for three new maid bots, Amy deactivated and packaged up the old maid bot, leaving a replacement to care for the elderly woman. 


For her last stop, Amy was going to the mansion belonging to one the oldest investors for Dollbot Inc. Amy was practically shaking as her jet car flew her towards the home. As she drew closer to the large house, Amy noticed another vehicle parked outside the home. At first she thought nothing of it, until she noticed that the car was unmarked and had no license plates. Taking a few moments to locate some unique features about the jet car, Amy quickly interfaced with the worldwide police network. After quickly hacking into the mainframe, Amy found numerous reports that had the car she was looking at mentioned in them. Digging deeper into the reports, she also found who the owners were and that they were professional kidnappers. Stepping out of her vehicle, her driver had also tried to identify the vehicle and when it could not, warned to be careful around it. 


Walking up to the front of the vehicle, Amy opened the front of her suit and knocked on the window. Once the driver had rolled the window down she asked in velvety voice, “And just what might you be doing here?”


Obviously smitten by Amy's appearance, the driver stuttered a little as she gave one of her made up excuses, “Oh I'm just waiting for the boys to grab a few pieces of furniture we were sent here to replace, once they're done moving things we'll be out of the way.”


Before the driver had a chance to react, Amy grabbed her head and slammed the driver against the steering wheel. A tendril from the shambler inside her quickly infiltrated the drivers head and forced the person to pass out. Pulling open a side door, Amy found some spare rope and tied up the driver. Eventually finding a portable phone inside the front of the vehicle, Amy dialed the number of her client.


When she heard someone answer the phone, Amy asked to speak with the head of the home and said, “Hello there, uh this is Amy Sults, I know I am scheduled to be showing you some of Dollbot Inc. new products, but right now I'm standing outside your home in an unmarked vehicle. The driver is one of three notorious kidnappers for hire and I think one of your children is in trouble.”


As she finished speaking, Amy spotted the other two kidnappers walking toward the vehicle with someone bound and gagged between them, “speak of the devil, there they are now. You should call the police, I'll deal with them before this situation turns messy.”


The person on the other end tried to say something, but Amy cut them off and put the phone back down. Hiding by the side door, Amy waited for the other two too open it up. When they finally did, Amy grabbed onto a metal lip that was above the door and swung out of the jet car. Catching both abductors by surprise, Amy caught the first one between her thighs and slammed to the ground with the person firmly pressed up against her pussy. As the second kidnapper tried to put things together, Amy swept her arm against the person's feet, tripping the other abductor. While she did that, the shambler inside her threaded a tentacle out of Amy's pussy and knocked out the pinned abductor. Then Amy got up and grabbed the second kidnapper by the throat. Lifting the person up, Amy locked lips with the person and held the embrace until the abductor stopped struggling. 


When she looked up after releasing the kidnapper, Amy realized she was being watched. Standing up quickly, she nervously explained that she had just knocked the person out by preventing them from breathing, although in truth, the shambler inside Amy had drained the abductor instead. Making a few gestures to her bodyguards, the elder investor smiled at Amy and made a comment about having to be careful about locking lips with her. Giving the investor a playful glare, Amy turned around, brought out some rope for the android maids, who took it and quickly tied up the two other kidnappers. Amy went over to the girl that was about to be abducted and began untying her. Once she untied the girls hands, Amy found herself receiving a swift uppercut and tumbled backwards to roll with the blow. 


Rushing over to her, one of the maid bots started to check Amy to see if she was alright. The other android went over to calm the terrified girl. Shaking herself off a bit, Amy dusted off her clothes and straightened her hair. Once the hood was off her head and she saw who she had tried to hit, the girl immediately began to apologize. Amy played the incident off, saying that she should have removed the hood over the girls head first before unbinding her hands. As they were talking, a little child ran out and clamped onto the girls legs, crying as she had feared her sister would have been killed. While the investor's maids kept a careful eye on the abductors, Amy went inside to begin her appointment with her last client.


After sending the children away, Amy went with the investor to a private room and took a seat. She was just about to open up her business pitch, when the older woman held up a hand. Giving Amy a serious look, the investor told the nervous android that she had been through the same business slogans each year for over half her life and could do without them. Picking up one of the many different catalogs, Amy flipped through and began to show off different models her boss had asked her too recommend to the aging investor. 


Once the contracts for a few new models were signed, the investor was quiet for a few seconds before speaking in a musing manner, “You know, you made quite an impression on my oldest granddaughter today. Would you mind if I asked you too look after her during the day?”


Halting as she was putting her catalogs away, Amy said quietly, “I would love too, but I'm the head of the Sex Bot manufacturing division and I don't know if you would want your daughter around me.”


Laughing with big smile on her face, the old investor placed a hand over her face as she leaned back and retorted, “Do you know where my daughter is when she isn't here at home? She is at bars and dance clubs with her friends. I doubt being with you would be any different. And besides, maybe you could keep out of trouble until things blow over.”


Glancing over in confusion, Amy asked, “What things are you talking about?”


Sighing deeply, the elderly woman looked Amy straight in the eyes and replied, “I have two children, both of which followed me in buying a large portion of stock in Dollbot Inc. Now those two children are fighting over who will inherit my portion of the companies stock. My grandchildren you met today belong to my older daughter. They were sent to me because of the growing tension between my daughters and now even here is not safe. The younger of the pair, Jessica, is not in any real danger. Hannah, the older one that you rescued, is the one that is in the most danger, and it has gotten to the point that I had to ground her to keep her under my care. I'm afraid that even I can't keep her completely completely safe as you have seen. However, I feel that you might be able to keep a closer eye on her if she were to stay with you.”


Shifting uncomfortably as she sat, Amy said cautiously, “I really can't accept responsibility for Hannah. If I do, I can't guarantee I'll be able to restrain myself....”


Taking a moment to understand the meaning behind Amy's comment, the old woman smiled and said, “Not to worry, I doubt she would make it any easier on you.”


Tilting her head to side in confusion, Amy could only stammer before the elder investor continued, “She's been around lady bots her entire life. Hannah prefers those of the same sex, so I'm certain she would do whatever she could to entice you. And just as long as you don't give me any great-great-grandchildren, I won't care. Neither with my daughter, for she is more concerned with her daughter's safety, than what her sexual tendencies are.”


Trying to hold back an outburst, Amy failed and retorted, “I just can't, I know her safety means a lot to you, but I really don't feel comfortable with what this would lead too. I really don't want to cause trouble for my boss. If the media were ever to caught wind of this.....”


Finally understanding what Amy was getting so flustered about, the elder investor said, “I'll call your boss and arrange everything. If the media does try to blow your little relationship out of proportion when they do find out about it, I'll personally squash every rumor. I think that with someone like you in her life, instead of all the drunk and high girls she meets in the dance clubs, will do Hannah a lot of good.”


Surrendering to the investor's request, Amy thought darkly as she walked away, “I hope I am a better influence on Hannah than others she has met.”


Choosing to remain silent, the Shambler just listened as Amy fought within herself as she walked to the front of the house. Outside, the police had begun processing the scene and the kidnapper's vehicle. Even though the investor's younger daughter was already confirmed as a suspect, no one would willingly voice their suspicions. As she walked outside, a police officer came up and asked for her to give a statement. After giving her statement and confirming all that she had said with the security cameras at the investor's house, Amy was allowed to leave. Grateful for the police preventing the media from swarming her, Amy groaned inwardly as she knew what the next day held for her. 


The next day, Amy took a very long time, almost forcing herself to take up every last minute of her morning, to get ready to go to work. When she arrived, Amy was surprised to find a squad of guard bots awaiting her arrival. They worked hard to keep the media at bay, but some reporters were extremely determined to get something from Amy. By the time she managed to walk into the Dollbot Inc. building, two of the guard bots had broken arms and many had their hair pulled out somewhat by the frenzied reporters. Just as she was about to punch in the code to take her down to her office, one of the guard drones hit the button that would take her up to her bosses office. 


Stepping over to the doorway cautiously, Amy was buzzed in by Marissa. She stopped when Amy saw her boss and the elderly investor waiting for her inside. Looking up from their conversation, Amy noticed Hannah was over with the two aged women. Walking over at a calm pace, Amy sat down in an almost tranquil manner, even though she was sitting on pins and needles. 


Smiling over at Amy, her boss said, “Good morning, Amy. I hope the girls were able to keep the media at bay.”


Keeping her placid veil up, Amy smiled pleasantly and responded, “Good morning to you, miss. Yes, they did a wonderful job keeping the reporters away, but I might giving them some more support in their arms. They will have some wear and tear from the media...savages.”


Standing up and escorting Hannah out of the room, the elder investor said, “I'll drop Hannah off in your office and thank you again for rescuing her.”


Once the other pair was out of the office, Amy's calm demeanor shattered and she began taking rapid breaths as she sputtered, “Miss....please understand that I did try to....decline her offer. I hope that I did not make a mistake in...allowing Hannah to come here.”


Seeing how truly shaken Amy was over what had transpired, her boss stood and patted her gently on the back, “Don't worry about a thing. I know you tried to decline the offer and in truth I think that this way, things will be better for everyone. With Hannah here, all that we will need to worry about will be unregistered mercenaries.”


Having calmed down, Amy shot up and looked concerned as she asked, “Unregistered? You mean people that are not in any database in the world?”


Sighing irritably, Amy's boss turned away from her and responded, “There are some unknown mercenaries out there. Some that are known by face only by a few, most of which are dead or in a position where they can't identify those people. The bad thing about them is that they are able to fake I.D. to move about undetected.”


Growing more serious, Amy stood and said, “I understand, miss, and I will do everything within my power to prevent anything from happening to Hannah.”


Turning around a big grin on her face, Amy's boss exclaimed, “Wonderful, then from now on, Hannah will be considered as one of your pets. Which means she will be staying with you at your home.”


Flinching momentarily at the mention of Hannah going home with her, Amy recovered and said, “I see, then I will have some more security measures put in place to ward off intruders.”


As Amy got up to leave, her boss mentioned in a dismissive tone, “Oh don't worry about doing that. I already put in a few orders for some security systems and will be having some of our best guardian androids sent to your home.”


After thanking her boss, Amy waited quietly in the elevator and thought to herself, “Great, none of those drones will be able to protect her like I can and will probably be more of an alarm to where Hannah is.”


The Shambler inside Amy spoke up, making her jump out of her brooding state, “Not to worry, I think I can upgrade those androids to be more...useful.”


Getting a disgruntled look over the comment, Amy replied in a sarcastic tone, “Oh really? Then why don't I feel so much safer now?”


When the elevator doors opened, Amy was greeted by Desiree, who told her that Hannah was waiting for her inside her office and that Evee had scheduled an appointment for the nest day. Amy was only half listening as she continued to worry over what the shambler inside meant by what it had said earlier. Even more troubling though, were her thoughts about what the shambler had said meant for her.

