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Chapter 1

 

Jonah is my controller, and I love him, as is only right. He shares his bed with me, even though he doesn’t have to—I don’t need sleep, after all, and could just as easily be stored in a closet or an empty corner. He is always mindful of my battery level, and charges me when I need it, before I have the chance to feel the sluggishness of low-power mode. He tells me exactly what he wants, in bed and outside of it, through the app he uses to control my preferences and desires—and then he gives me the opportunity to fulfill his desires, which have become my own.

What more could any pleasure bot ask for?

Tonight, Jonah has a friend over. They’re drinking beer and watching sports together. I don’t know anything about sports, because Jonah has programmed me that way—he likes it when he knows more than I do. So I don’t watch the game; instead, I watch Jonah and his friend.

They’re smiling together, laughing, easy yet wary in the way a human only is with another human. Jonah never laughs like that with me, because surprise is a necessary component of humor, and I can never surprise him. But he also never has to be on his guard with me, watching for the unexpected, because I can never do anything he doesn’t expect.

Some people think the relationship with a pleasure bot is the most perfect relationship a human can have. There are others, of course, who say such a relationship isn’t a real relationship at all. I don’t have an opinion either way. All I know is that what we have makes Jonah happy, and as long as Jonah is happy, I’m happy.

Jonah’s friend, Drew, takes a sip of beer and wrinkles his nose. “What is this, horse piss?” That’s a human joke. It means the beer is cheap and tastes bad. I can’t taste anything, or even smell, although I do have the capacity to ingest food and drink. Some people like their pleasure bots to eat and drink with them. They enjoy the experience of feeding them, or like them to gradually simulate drunkenness. Jonah never does that with me. He says he finds the sight of a woman eating disgusting. I’m happy to oblige him. I don’t need food; the only thing I need is to please my controller.

Drew glances up at me curiously. Jonah follows his gaze, looking up at me with the wariness he would normally only ever show another human. I don’t understand. Is he afraid of me embarrassing him in front of his friend?

I peer at the screen. “Is that baseball?”

The wrinkles on Jonah’s face smooth back out. “No, it’s football. Totally different game.” He points at the screen and starts explaining what the man running with the ball is doing. I don’t take in the information, because I’m not programmed to. He’ll want to explain it to me again the next time a game is on, after all.

Drew frowns. “Isn’t she… I don’t know, programmed with all that information?”

“I can restrict access to some of her data banks,” Jonah explains.

“You mean make her dumber on purpose?” Drew’s frown deepens.

“Sure. Who wants a girlfriend who’s a know-it-all?” He pats the couch between him and Drew.

I sit. Drew eyes the thin sliver of space between us, like he’s not sure whether to edge away from me. “But she’s not really your girlfriend, is she?”

“You’re awfully curious,” said Jonah. “Ever thought of getting one for yourself? Now’s the time. They’ve never been cheaper.” He pats me possessively on the back. I smile and lean into him.

Drew shakes his head. “Not my thing. I prefer a girl who’s with me because she wants to be.” He flashes a teasing grin that has an edge behind it. If that look came from my controller, it would be a warning that I had done something to displease him. “Some of us are capable of that.”

A flash of anger crosses Jonah’s face. Then he laughs it away. “If you say so. But you sure do seem interested. And sure, anyone can go pick up a girl at a bar, but you have to admit there’s something attractive about the thought of not having to do all that work, am I right? And she’ll never pick a fight with me about whose turn it is to do the dishes. Not unless I want her to, for the real authentic experience.” Another laugh. “Personally, I think authenticity is overrated.”

“I thought it was my job to do the dishes,” I said. “Humans don’t do dishes themselves.”

Another pat on the back. “See?” he says, not to me. “My point exactly.”

He stands, leaving me a little colder for his absence. Although I do have full tactile awareness, allowing me to feel heat and cold along with pleasure and pain, the coldness of his absence isn’t sensory. It’s more akin to the sensation of being away from my charger for too long.

“I’ll go get us more beers,” he said, and disappears into the kitchen.

Drew looks me over from head to toe. “So,” he says, “you’re Melissa.”

“That’s what Jonah chooses to call me, yes.”

He raises his eyebrows. “Interesting distinction. So then what do you call yourself?”

“I don’t call myself anything. I only mean that my controller could choose to change my name at any time. I have no attachment to the name Melissa. It’s only a name.”

“Melissa,” he says, like he’s tasting the sounds. “I like it. I hope he doesn’t change it.”

There seems to be nothing to say to that, so I say nothing.

“So what do you like to do, Melissa?” Drew asks.

“Whatever is pleasing to Jonah,” I answer. “Are you asking about his preferences in bed? He enjoys it when I use my tongue at my top programmed speed on his—“

“Whoa, whoa, whoa.” Drew holds up a hand. “I don’t need that much information, thanks. Anyway, I wasn’t asking about what you and Jonah do together. I was asking about you. What do you do when he’s not here?”

“I wait for him to get back.”

“That’s it? You just… wait?” He looks at me like he wants something more from me. I can’t figure out what it might be. I told him the truth, after all.

“My purpose is to please my controller,” I say. “When he isn’t here, I have no purpose. Acting without purpose is a waste of energy.”

“That’s awfully philosophical.” He leans in toward me, his earlier reticence apparently forgotten. “But what if it would make  Jonah happy for you to do something purely to make yourself happy? Would it still be a waste of energy then?”

“If he wanted me to do something like that, he would program it into the app.  I would be able to tell you how it would feel to me then.” But to be honest, I’m glad he hasn’t. It sounds like a confusing concept.

“Well, tell me this,” says Drew. “Do you have anything that isn’t programmed? Favorite foods? Favorite color? Anything?”

“They don’t eat,” Jonah says from the kitchen doorway, two cans of beer in his hands. “Not unless you want them to. You can program in a favorite color, but I’ve never seen the point. Hell, you can program in anything you want, if it matters to you. A fear of the number thirteen. The uncontrollable impulse to jump up on a chair and squeal when they see a mouse. It’s all part of the fun.”

“It doesn’t sound like much fun,” says Drew.

Jonah grins, setting the beers down on the table. “You just say that because you’ve never tried it. Here, tell you what.” He digs his phone out of his pocket and holds it out to Drew. “Why don’t you take a turn with her? I’ll show you how to program the app. You can make her feel whatever you want about you. Do whatever you want. Within limits, of course—I don’t want to have to clean her when we’re done.” He taps the screen. “Here, I’ll show you how.”

Drew shakes his head. “I told you, it’s not my thing.”

Jonah changes something in the app—I can tell, because a zap runs through my brain, and my vision flashes a smoky violet. When I look up at Drew again, he’s the most fascinating man I’ve ever seen. His face is a work of art. I want nothing more than to lick one of those perfect cheeks. I lean forward, tongue extended.

Drew jerks up from the couch. “What the hell?”

“Oh, lighten up. I thought it would be funny, that’s all.” Another zap, and now I can’t imagine what came over me a second ago. “I’m telling you, though, you’re missing out.”

I frown down at my lap, feeling strange, like something has been taken away. For a second, I wanted something desperately—to lick Jonah’s friend’s face, of all things, as strange as that seems now—and then I couldn’t have it. It’s not often my desires go unfulfilled.

Jonah seems to know what’s wrong. “It’s all right,” he says, leaning down to murmur in my ear. “Tonight I’ll let you gag on me until you wouldn’t be able to breathe if you were a human.” His words are quiet, meant for me and him alone, which is a good thing, because I don’t think Drew would enjoy hearing them. “I’ll let you cry and beg me not to hurt you. I know you like that.”

He’s right. I do like that. I like it because he likes it, and his desires are my own. At his promise, I feel a little better.

I smile up at him. “Thank you.”


 

Chapter 2

 

I don’t sleep. Tonight, as every night, I lie in Jonah’s arms, listening to him snoring in my ear. He wraps his arms tighter around me, like he’s embracing me in his dreams. My presence relaxes him. It’s why he keeps me in bed with him instead of putting me on the charger at night, even though that means he has to remember to charge me during the day. I’m grateful. I would rather be here with him.
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