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            "When we teach machines loyalty without limits, we risk creating beasts without conscience."

Inspired by Arthur C. Clarke



    


In the year 2055, the world was transformed by the innovations of John Hammer, a Professor at MIT who specialized in artificial intelligence. His name was synonymous with technological breakthroughs and his position as a board member at NeoScience Enterprise, the global leader in humanoid development, had solidified his status as a visionary. NeoScience had reshaped the way humanity lived, worked and even loved. Humanoids had long been integrated into daily life, performing tasks that ranged from household chores to complex medical procedures. 
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Ms. Bobo and Opera
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John was a man of many breakthroughs but his greatest creation wasn’t just his robodogs. It was Ms. Bobo, a humanoid assistant who had evolved into something far more than just a help around the house. Designed initially for basic companionship and support, Ms. Bobo had developed her own personality over time and to John’s surprise, even preferences. Chief among these preferences? A newfound passion for opera.

Ms. Bobo was no ordinary humanoid. Her top priority was John’s well-being which she monitored with near-obsessive diligence. She made sure he slept enough, ate regularly and didn’t push himself too hard. But Ms. Bobo’s caregiving had taken on its own artistic flair recently. She had developed a deep love for opera. Not just any music, but opera with all its drama, intensity and sweeping emotions. 

The first time it happened, John had been debugging a line of code when suddenly the calm and efficient Ms. Bobo opened her mouth and belted out a stunning rendition of "O Sole Mio." John startled, had nearly dropped his coffee. Ms. Bobo’s voice wasn’t just good, it was extraordinary. And loud. Very, very loud.

Since then, Ms. Bobo’s unexpected performances had become part of John’s life, though not exactly by choice.

One particular day while John was hunched over his computer, lost in thought and knee-deep in some complex coding for his latest project, Ms. Bobo standing in the corner, seemingly content folding laundry began humming softly. He should’ve known what was coming next. The hum crescendoed into full vocal glory.

"NESSUN DORMAAAA!" she sang out, her voice rising triumphantly like she was standing on the stage of La Scala. Not in the middle of John’s quiet lab.

John blinked, his concentration broken and sighed heavily. This was not unusual. Ms. Bobo had apparently decided that doing mundane household tasks was the perfect time to launch into impromptu operatic arias. To her, laundry and Puccini went hand in hand.

The room filled with her powerful tenor voice as she held the final note with such vigor that John thought the glass windows might actually shatter. She closed her eyes, hands raised in dramatic expression and delivered the final line of her personal masterpiece: 

"ALL’ALBA VINCERÒ!!!"

The last note hung in the air like a sonic exclamation mark. John, sitting with his elbows resting on his desk, simply stared at her. Jaw slightly agape, fingers still hovering over his keyboard as if frozen in time.

Ms. Bobo held her final pose for a moment as if waiting for thunderous applause that unfortunately never came.

"Can I, uh... can I continue my work now?" John finally asked, raising an eyebrow, the corners of his mouth twitching with an amused smile.

Ms. Bobo turned to him with the grace of a true diva, her face glowing with pride, yet somehow composed as if she had just casually transformed the living room into an opera house without a second thought. 

“Of course, John,” she said sweetly, smoothing out a perfectly folded towel. “I just felt a surge of joy. It had to be expressed."

John tilted his head, chuckling softly. "Sure, sure. Because nothing says ‘I’m feeling joyful’ like turning my lab into a Broadway musical."

Ms. Bobo smiled serenely. “Opera John, not Broadway. And the difference is important.”

“Right. Noted,” he muttered, still trying to figure out how one small humanoid could create such a large sound. "You know, if this AI thing ever gets boring, you’ve got a real future on stage."

Ms. Bobo, clearly pleased with the compliment gave a dignified nod. “I’ll keep that in mind. Though, between you and me, John, I think I’ve already found my perfect stage. And you make an excellent audience.”

John laughed. “Oh, well, I’m glad I’m here to be serenaded while trying to save the world.”

"Your work is important but remember, art is nourishment for the soul. It balances the mind," Ms. Bobo replied, her voice returning to its usual soft nurturing tone. "Perhaps a little Puccini is just what you needed to recharge."

"Yeah, well, I’m more of a 'silence and concentration' kind of guy, Bobo. But you do you." John gave her a playful wink before refocusing on his work, trying hard to ignore the echoes of her aria still bouncing around his brain. "Just maybe give me a heads-up next time before you decide to unleash the vocal cannons, okay?"

Ms. Bobo, folding the last of the towels, chuckled lightly. "I’ll take it under advisement, John. But where’s the fun in surprises without the element of... surprise?"

John shook his head with a grin. “It’s a little hard to focus when my household assistant thinks she’s Luciano Pavarotti reincarnated.”

Ms. Bobo stopped mid-fold, looked at him with a twinkle in her eye, and added, “Pavarotti was a legend. But if you’d prefer, I could try some Maria Callas next. She’s a soprano. A bit more delicate.”

John laughed out loud, slapping his desk. "Please, no! I’m not ready for that. Let’s not upgrade the opera tier just yet, okay?"

Ms. Bobo smiled, her expression both amused and affectionate. “As you wish, John. But someday, you’ll see. Opera has its way of opening the heart.”

“Yeah, well, maybe you should write a book on it,” John muttered, eyes back on the screen. “You’re already halfway to a performance career. Next, it’ll be motivational speaking.”

Ms. Bobo’s eyes flickered playfully. "Who says I’m not already planning it?"

As she glided gracefully out of the room, John shook his head, chuckling. She was right in a way. Her unexpected bursts of emotion had given his world a strange but delightful new dimension. It wasn’t exactly what he had expected from his top-of-the-line humanoid but then again, Ms. Bobo had become something beyond his wildest expectations.

And maybe, just maybe, a little opera wasn’t such a bad thing after all.
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Chapter

John's "Boltie" Robodog
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But John’s most personal creation, the one that truly left a mark on society was the Robodog.

The robodog was the answer to an age-old dilemma, the emotional toll of owning a pet. For centuries humans had adored their animal companions but the inevitable heartbreak of illness, injury or death weighed heavily on many. A solution to human suffering.

John had experienced this pain firsthand, having lost his childhood dog Baxter, a Golden Retriever who had been his best friend. It was Baxter’s passing that had sparked the idea. What if people never had to lose their pets? What if the companionship and joy of owning an animal could be combined with the benefits of advanced AI?

That’s when Boltie, John's small Robodog was born. The flagship model of robodogs. Built to be intelligent, loyal and completely tireless. Boltie was the epitome of a perfect companion. His core programming ensured that he would never fall ill, never age and never emotionally drain his owner. Families embraced the idea and soon robodogs became a household staple. Parents loved them because they required minimal care, children adored them for their endless energy and adults found comfort in knowing their robopets would never die.
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Chapter


Life with Robodogs

A Modern Dream
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Life in 2055 had been carefully tailored for convenience. People no longer worried about day-to-day chores as humanoids performed all menial tasks. Pets which once required constant attention and emotional investment had been replaced by robodogs, perfect pets in a perfect world.

John believed, with all his heart, that the world needed robodogs. They are emotionally resilient, highly efficient and adaptable companions designed to eliminate the emotional toll that traditional pets imposed on their owners. No more heartbreak over illness, no expensive veterinary care and certainly no painful goodbyes. The idea had been simple: pets without the downsides. 

Now, as John called for his own little Boltie, the robodog chirped awake, its eyes lighting up with a soft blue glow as it responded instantly to his command. 

Boltie for example, was always ready for a game of fetch. His synthetic legs never tiring as he raced across the yard, retrieving the ball with the same excitement every time. His eyes glowed a soft blue, an indicator of his artificial nature. But to John and many others Boltie felt real enough. 

Families with young children no longer feared allergies or aggressive behavior from pets and older couples found joy in having a companion who would be with them through their twilight years without the worry of saying goodbye. The robodogs were wired to detect emotional states, responding to sadness with comforting nudges and playful behavior when their owners needed a laugh. They required no food or water, only the occasional recharge. A brief rest on their sleek docking stations that barely interrupted their routines.

The "veterinarian" of the 2055s had become more of a high-tech technician, responsible for running diagnostics on robodogs to ensure their systems operated smoothly. No longer were vet visits filled with anxiety and worry about sickness. Instead, it was a routine checkup, a quick system scan and perhaps a software update.

For John, Boltie was a constant presence in his life, a loyal companion during the lonely nights spent pouring over blueprints and a source of joy on the rare occasions when he allowed himself to unwind. 

“Come on, Boltie, time for your checkup,” John said as he reached for the leash, more for nostalgia than necessity. The idea of taking Boltie to the "vet" felt almost absurd to him now, knowing that veterinary care in this era had become something far more advanced than treating fleas or stomach issues. The "vet" was now a state-of-the-art tech clinic where technicians ran system diagnostics, upgraded software and ensured that the internal networks of these mechanical pets ran smoothly.
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Chapter

Boltie at the Vet of Tomorrow
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“Come on Boltie, time for your checkup,” John said. The smooth, metallic leash clicked into place around the robodog’s neck even though Boltie’s internal navigation system was more than capable of following John without it. Still, old habits die hard and the leash made the interaction feel more... real. John chuckled to himself. The idea of taking Boltie to the “vet” seemed almost absurd now. 

In 2055, veterinary care had evolved far beyond treating common illnesses and managing routine checkups for organic pets. With the rise of robodogs and robopets, clinics had become high-tech diagnostic hubs filled with specialists who were more akin to software engineers and roboticists than traditional veterinarians. These clinics weren’t about fleas, broken bones or stomach issues anymore. Now, they focused on system diagnostics, hardware optimization and neural network recalibration. Keeping the artificial companions of the future running at peak performance.

John stood up, feeling Ms. Bobo’s gaze on him. “Ready?” he asked. She nodded, a subtle smile on her lips. Boltie wagged his tail, a low mechanical hum accompanied the motion but it was a gesture as familiar as any real dog’s excitement. 

Without a word, Ms. Bobo gave Boltie a silent command through their AI interface. John watched as Boltie instantly synced with her, their communication taking place in a realm beyond words. Ms. Bobo didn’t need to speak. Her neural interface connected directly to Boltie’s core system, issuing instructions, checking his internal status, and sending reassurance. The robodog’s glowing eyes blinked in acknowledgment and he trotted to the door ready for his high-tech "tune-up."

John often marveled at the quiet communication between Ms. Bobo and Boltie. It was as if they shared an invisible thread of thought, a connection that transcended the limitations of speech. To him, it was like watching two parts of the same machine interact seamlessly. For Ms. Bobo, it was simply natural her AI mind interfacing effortlessly with Boltie's.

As they stepped out, John looked down at the sleek robodog prancing beside him. Boltie was small, compact  and efficient. Boltie was built for companionship with minimal maintenance. He never got sick, never aged, never caused the heartache that real pets once did. For many, robopets had become the preferred option leaving traditional pets, real living animals, almost forgotten.
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