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“Thank you for being my tester, Mr. Marxum.”

Missy the intimacy robot’s voice was happy and high-pitched, calibrated to convey joy and excitement. Her electronic neurons silently crackled as her tester’s visual input arrived in her central processing unit. They called information from databases and compared them to the young man standing before her on the porch to his house. He had an intelligent face and, underneath rather formal business attire, the lean, wiry physique of a—Missy struggled to make a determination and called up the scant information Mission Control had given her about her assignment—computer programmer? 

She made a small, triumphant fist as she talked; her other hand clutched the handle of a small, wheeled suitcase, the kind flight attendants often use. Her receptors registered that the man was now talking.

“My pleasure, Missy. Believe me: my pleasure. Wow: I heard the latest line of sexbots was realistic, but ... wow! You look incredible!”

Missy’s outward appearance was of a fit, vibrant 25-year-old human, with curves in all the right places, flawless skin, silky golden hair, luscious red lips, perfect ears, perfect eyes and perfect eyelashes. Her proud breasts were like melons and topped with nipples that pushed up at the white, store-bought button-down shirt that the factory’s quality assurance people had dressed her in for her very first field mission, along with a low-cut yellow skirt, short yellow socks and gleaming white tennis shoes before shipping her off for field testing. A half-beat after Marxum’s compliment, Missy’s processors initiated a low-level blush response.

“I’ve just begun field trials, Mr. Marxum, and I sincerely appreciate your attention to my mission. I am very much looking forward to warmly receiving your glorious penis into my glistening va—”

“Missy! I, uh—the field tester manual they gave me says I’m supposed to give you regular feedback during our ... sessions,” he said. He cleared his throat and straightened his back. “I have some feedback now for your report: It’s much more ... pleasurable ... to not be very clinical in terminology when referring to body parts.”

“Noted, sir. I also confirm I am programmed to take whatever feedback you deem appropriate during our testing sessions.” 

She smiled and slipped the tip of her forefinger past her lips and into her mouth.

“Your movements are so natural,” Marxum said. “I can’t hear motor noises or anything. Your line really is a step above. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were human!”

Missy’s sensors detected a new expression appearing on Marxum’s face. Her initial pattern recognizer deemed the expression ambiguous. Inside her robotic brain, electronic neurons lit up, accessed databanks of human behavior, compared them to her mission directives, drew a conclusion, calculated a high probability of accuracy and sent a response to her vocal and motor neurons.

“Would you like me to commence fellatio on your penis, Mr. Marxum?” She dropped to her knees, leaned forward, and opened her mouth wide.

As the robot looked up at him with soft, questioning eyes, Marxum’s jaw opened and closed slightly.

“I think we’d at least better get inside the house,” he said.
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SEXTALPAN LABS HAD organized its best designers, patented manufacturing processes and world-class facilities to produce its latest line of intimacy robots, the R5s, of which Unit R5-7372187-B, convenience name “Missy,” was one of the first to be sent out for field testing. Outwardly the R5 line took realism several steps beyond anything achieved before. Structural components were like bone, motors were ultraquiet, and synthetic skin felt and moved like the real thing. The result was that SextalPan’s R5 units were almost indistinguishable from natural human forms.
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