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It’s the year 2072. In Nairobi’s ritzy Karen, seventy-year-old Anelick Ngunjiri is preparing to start writing his autobiography with the help of Leila, his A.I. robot companion.

It’s on a Monday morning.

Anelick Ngunjiri wakes up at 5 a.m. to the melodious bird calls outside his bedroom window, on the second floor of his mansion. The floor-to-ceiling window overlooks a well-tended lawn lined with trees, flowers, and garden seats. The lawn stretches about one hundred meters up to where it meets the perimeter wall of his home.

This morning, he performs his everyday ritual. That of dipping himself into his steaming bathtub. For the past ten years, without fail, that’s how he’s begun his day. An hour in his bathtub. It rekindles him into his youth and nourishes his skin with a lavender scent. Anelick Ngunjiri, however, isn’t just another pleb in a bathtub. No. He is a powerful and successful novelist.

Okay, let’s introduce him well. Let’s pay him his due respect. Lest we forget, he is well connected to the powers that be. It will only take one phone call to have any person who disregards him have fabricated charges stamped onto their life’s ledger, before being thrown into prison. BotMax prison, Kenya’s most protected prison facility. Guarded by emotionless robots who shoot lasers and Tasers at the drop of a hat.

THE Anelick Ngunjiri.  Author of seventy-four world bestsellers, from fiction to nonfiction. Both adult and children’s books. He jokes—an overworked joke in urgent need of retirement—that the seventy-four book count is unbeatable, given he is only seventy years old! If you are fifty, he mocks, it means that even if you picked the pen while in your mother’s womb and were dexterous to write one book every year, you’d still be just but a shadow of his shadow.

His books have made him millions of dollars and granted him access to Kings. You now understand why I say he is not a commoner! And, true to him being a triton among the minnows, he understands that to be extraordinary you have to do the extraordinary. Isn’t it even in the Bible—that soldiers do not engage in civilian matters? That’s why every morning, while in his bathtub for an hour, Anelick Ngunjiri reads a book.

This Monday morning, he is reading the autobiography of Barack Obama. He considers it a good “jump-start”, now that Leila, his robot companion, waits in the writing room. Ready to help him write. Today, the journey of writing his autobiography begins. It’s a masterpiece the whole world has begged him to release ever since he turned sixty-five.

After a hearty breakfast prepared by his chef, Anelick Ngunjiri asks that all his workers leave. He owns another mansion, adjoining the main one where he lives. That’s the home of his servants whenever he needs to be alone. Although the main mansion is big enough and Anelick’s writing room is soundproof, he still claims that the presence of his servants in the other rooms of the mansion hampers his creativity.

Anelick brings a wireless oval microphone close to his mouth and speaks into it.

“It’s time for me to work. You all know what that means. May I kindly be left in the company of Gregory, Ben, and of course, my lovely Leila. You will return when I need you here.”

His self-confident voice, low and respectful but packing an unmistakable command, flows through invisible speakers embedded into the walls of his twenty-three-roomed mansion. Every one of his fifteen human and seven robot servants flits out of the main mansion.

Gregory and Ben escort Anelick Ngunjiri to his writing room. After ushering him in, the two robots—his trusted bodyguards—close the door and man the entrance. Gregory is armed with an electric cudgel capable of transmitting a hundred and ninety volts of electric shock. Enough to paralyze when applied persistently. Ben is strapped with a military-grade assault rifle. The two bodyguards have preterhuman abilities, including photographing the faces and retrieving (within seconds) every online record of the people they see.

They are brutal in one-on-one combat, with agility only God can match. Great marksmen, too. So far, no human marksman in the military or elsewhere can out-shoot them. Their kind can only be found at State House, and within perimeter walls of the likes of Anelick Ngunjiri. The few that are above the herd and connected to power. The other place these robots are found is at BotMax prison, a facility holding vicious murderers. Anelick Ngunjiri belongs there…An animal like him shouldn’t be walking freely.
 
Anelick Ngunjiri spent a fortune to acquire the services of Gregory and Ben, plus his other A.I.-powered ‘errand boys’. But nothing close to what he paid for the special one: Leila.

She was created to embody Anelick’s salacious desires. Her skin, though not exactly human, is close to human skin in appearance and feel. She is entirely dedicated to Anelick Ngunjiri, wired to answer to him alone. Three years ago, Anelick had Leila created for companionship, and to help him as his secretary and personal assistant. She was also created to satisfy his carnal appetites in bed, something Anelick’s late wife, Njeri, vehemently opposed.

How could you? Njeri always asked.

In Anelick’s defense, Leila was just a toy. Hadn’t he, after all, bought his wife toys of her own?

Leila is also intellectually endowed. She can retrieve research material and assist Anelick with synonyms and phrases for his writing. The only thing she is unable to do is write. Okay, she sure can piece together boring essays, but not stories that flow with a scintillating knack for stirring emotions. She can’t engage and keep readers asking for more.

She’s always told Anelick, “My darling, I hope someday I will be able to write like you. I may be smart, but not even the smartest of inventions has brought me closer to telling stories with the human touch your kind attains.”

After two years of interacting with Leila, Anelick opted to undergo surgery where the doctors implanted in his brain a chip linked to Leila. Human beings are forgetful, you see. But it doesn’t mean that everything they experienced or every piece of information they learned, which they were later unable to recall, just vanished. No. All was stored, including scents and sounds and textures, in a hidden, inaccessible crevice of the brain.

With the chip implanted, Leila can access Anelick’s memories, including broken and forgotten ones. Memories ranging from childhood up until this very moment. The good, the bad, and the ugly. Including secrets…

How creepy! But to Anelick’s advantage, Leila has been programmed to divulge this information to him alone. Again, how great it is to have a robot reminding you of all your memories, at a time you’re working on an autobiography! But could this be a dangerous thing, someday?
 
When Anelick enters his home office, he finds Leila in a black sleeveless dress, its punctuation arriving too soon—before the dress comes anywhere close to the knees. The dress has a thick, glistering zipper at the front, running from the breast area to its hem.  

“Good morning, Leila. You look gorgeous in that dress. That’s the case always, regardless of what you pick.”

“Thank you, my darling.” She responds in a feminine voice, confident and sweet.
Another unique feature of Leila. The rest of the robots speak in machine-like voices.

“Your generosity has stacked my closet with beautiful outfits. I feel great in this one.”
She pauses to pinch invisible dirt out of the shoulder of her dress.

“But come to think it over, does it suit the occasion? If it’ll distract you from your work, I can go and change…”

“No, no,” Anelick cuts her short. He waves her down with his right hand.
“It’s okay.”

He walks to his desk, the thick red carpet muting his steps. He goes around the desk. Exhaling a low moan, he ensconces himself in his swivel leather seat. He takes off his spectacles, rubs his eyes, and then wears the glasses back on in a one-handed swipe. In front of his desk is a sitting or meeting area, complete with exquisite couches and a 3D glass table that’s also an aquarium. That’s where Leila sits.

The walls feature floor-to-ceiling bookshelves stacked with hundreds of books. The wall behind his desk is dedicated to a bookshelf displaying books he has authored. Most of which have copies in different languages. His pride!  

“Bring me up to speed on what’s happening in Kenya today.”

“Sure, darling.”

Leila smiles, then shifts a bit on the couch. She tosses back her long black hair.

“The president is hosting other African presidents at a summit to discuss sustainable farming on planet Mars. This comes after the United Nations allocated a part of Mars to Africa, for farming. There is a serial killer on the loose, killing middle-aged men. D.C.I.’s behavioral unit has profiled him as a mid-thirties male with a disturbed childhood, probably parental neglect and or sexual abuse. An introvert who probably lives alone. He could be holding down a job, therefore appearing to be a normal proletariat. But that’s his beguiling camouflage under which a cold heart beats. So far, he has left seven bodies in his cruel wake. His M.O. is firing a bullet to the left eye, before planting a white rose in the bloody hole where the eye socket was. The Governor of…”

“That’s enough, Leila. Any news about me today?”

“Yes, darling. The kids at Anelick Ngunjiri Children’s Home have prepared a special poem for you. They will recite it to you next week on Thursday when you attend the luncheon at State House.”

“Excellent, excellent. That adds weight to one of the themes I intend for my autobiography. A legacy of kindness! We must dedicate a generous chapter to telling the story of how I single-handedly saved all those orphans and gave them a life. Can you please retrieve all of my memories of moments when I was kind and good to humanity?”

“Of course, darling. I can access all your memories, including the dates and places and figures and names of people. Should I scan your entire life for this information?”

Midway through the process of retrieving memories that prove Anelick’s kindness, Leila stops.

“But…wait a minute,” she quips.

“Is anything the matter, Leila?”

“Yes, darling. You are not kind. Neither are you generous. Your memories show me that for most good deeds done, you had a hidden motive lurking in the shadows of your mind, like a stalking serial killer.”

“A hidden motive? What is this nonsense you are spewing!”

Anelick slams both palms on his desk.

“I’m sorry, darling. Let’s focus on the acts of generosity themselves, minus the motives. After all, everyone focuses on painting a great legacy in their autobiographies. Who wants to serve bone broth from the skeletons in their closet?”

“Skeletons…?” Anelick shrieks, gritting his teeth. Color drains from his face.

“Do you mean that I have bad motives? Shame on you! Did I invest all that money in you so you could have the cheek to insult me?”

“No, sir.”

Leila was programmed to detect Anelick’s anger, and immediately shift from ‘darling’ to ‘sir’.

“Listen, filthy robot! I built a home for all those children. Paid their school fees. Gave them a name, wiped away their shame. I am the reason they are alive. What of the two women who visit me, because as great and trained as you are, you still miss a human touch between the sheets! I treat those women well. I’ve opened businesses for each one of them! And the music teacher…” His voice trails off. He swallows. “When he died, who paid for his decent funeral service? Can’t your silly A.I. brain retrieve the truth that I even gave a piece of land to his widow and opened businesses for his children?”

“I’m sorry, sir. You’re a kind and generous man. Sure, you did all that. And much more. Some of which you can’t recall but that’s why I’m here. In the year twenty twenty two, for example, on Saturday the ninth of September…”

“Shut up! I demand an explanation. Why did you initially say I am unkind?”

“Sir, that information will only make you angry.”

“Who do you answer to, Leila!”

“To you, and only you, sir.”

“Then answer me. Now!”

“Okay, sir.” Leila shifts irritably on the couch.

“It’s true, the things you say you did for those children. But at first, you had said no to helping them. Even called them filthy bastards. However, when a new proposal came on your desk indicating that the children’s home would be named after you, you generously gave. Sir, you did it for your name, not for humanity.”

This truth stings Anelick. He tries to stand but his frail effort can only get him halfway off his seat before his body slams back.

Leila continues in fluent speech.

“Concerning the women who make your concubinage successful, because I am a machine lacking a crucial level of human touch that flesh and blood offers between the sheets; you pay them handsomely to keep them quiet. The chip in your brain gives me access to a dark side of you. Where sordid secrets lie. It’s like a dark web only you and I have access to. The things you do to these women, sir! All in the name of what pleasures you! You once almost broke the leg of one of them. The true motive behind your generosity is to buy their secrecy. They demanded handsome pay, and you obliged. For should they tell of your secret desires, it would cripple your image.”

Since boyhood, Anelick has suffered from selective mutism. He loses his speech whenever he’s very angry. Shakes like a loose roof in a storm. Leila isn’t designed to notice this, though. She takes his silence as tacit approval to continue.

“And about that hapless teacher of music, you funded his funeral and took care of his family to cover your guilt. You killed him, sir. You fired your powerful break-open handgun and killed him. You had paid the young man to coach Njeri how to play the guitar. But then he soon found his way into your young wife’s bed and played her like the guitar. Njeri let him because he gave her attention you never did.”

Anelick, unable to speak, yells something unintelligible. He pulls open his drawer and reaches for his break-open handgun.

“Sir, you didn’t stop at that, did you? You strangled your wife until her broken neck fit into your palms. With the hefty funds you give to the police, they looked the other way. They doctored a scenario to protect you: Armed robbers shot the teacher in his car. Your wife fell in the bathroom and hit her head on the hard porcelain-coated bathtub.”

Anelick grips the hand of his gun. His anger warms it.

“Sir, you are a murderer. But don’t worry, I only respond to you. By keeping this information to myself, I am your faithful accomplice in murder.”

His trembling thumb clicks off the gun’s safety.

“But you are kind and generous, sir. Let me retrieve information for your autobiography.”

Boom!

The mouth of the gun in Anelick’s hand, pointed at Leila, smokes. There’s a hole where Leila’s left eye socket was seconds ago. Just as with the seven victims of the serial killer on today’s news.

The main door to Anelick’s office bursts open. Gregory and Ben file in, weapons at the ready. Leila, slumped on the couch, speaks in heavy, static squawks. Her feminine voice is gone.

“Go aheeeead and pluuuck a whiiiite roooose frooom yooour faaaarm. Plaaaaant it iiiin my eeye as you did wiiith the reeest. Weee haaaave ourselves a neeew murdeeeer sceeeene.”

The two bodyguards freeze in place, unable to spot any danger they should neutralize. Anelick turns the gun on himself and places it under his chin. The hot muzzle burns his creased skin as every one of his victims comes to mind. He knows he is evil, and that he deserves to pay. This isn’t the first time he’s contemplating killing himself in retribution. To take a bow on his own terms, before karma comes for him. 

He grits his teeth and tightly shuts his eyes. Maybe this is the day he finally pulls the trigger, becoming his own last victim. 


