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"Boss, I need to take tomorrow off," said Ray, standing in
the boss's tiny office.

"No way!" the boss shot back. "You know we have that big
Disney job to finish. What the heck is so important that you can't
come to work?" Ray had been a machinist all his life, making metal
parts with a machine called a CNC mill. He was currently making
seat belt parts for Disney World.

"I'm getting a delivery FedX, and I have to be there to
sign for it," Ray explained.

"What time?" the boss snapped back.

"Don't know," Ray answered blankly.

The boss looked at him impatiently, "You have the tracking
number?" he barked.

"Yeah, it's here in my wallet," he replied, fishing it
out.

"Give it to me," the boss ordered. He logged onto the FedX
website and input the number. "It'll be at your house at 11:13 AM.
Fine. You can go home and sign for it on your lunch
break."

"Okay," said Ray with slight disappointment at missing an
opportunity for a day off. "I'll come in." He started to
leave.

"Wait a minute," the boss interrupted. "What is
it?"

"A Janex."

"Holy cow!" the boss exclaimed. "What are those running
these days?"

"A hundred and sixty grand," Ray responded.

"I know what you make," said the boss. "And you can't
afford that."

"I have good credit," said Ray proudly.

"For sure you'll be the only house on your block with
one," the boss said. "Why don't you wait a few years until the
price comes down?"

"I don't know. I guess I'm just really into high tech."
The real reason is that Ray has been wanting a Janex ever since he
saw the first one, and he just can't wait any longer.

The boss smiled. "Yeah, I think the real reason is you're
hot for them."

"Even at $160K it's still cheaper than a wife." Ray
opined.

"Hey, I've been married for twenty-six years, and I know
the difference between a person and an appliance, and you are
definitely making the right choice. Now get back to work. You're
costing me money standing there."



Though middle aged, Ray had never married and had no kids.
He lived in a modest house in a modest neighborhood that he got a
good deal on because it was a fixer-upper. Ray didn't drink, party,
do drugs, or spend money easily, consequently, unbeknownst to his
boss, he can pay cash for the Janex. Ray didn't know anyone who has
a Janex, but he has seen the ads.



11:13 AM

"Wow, you guys are prompt," Ray exclaimed, opening the
door.

"Sign here." Two minutes and fifteen seconds later the
truck pulled away and a two meter high, half meter diameter, blue
plastic tube stood upright in the middle of Ray's living room. The
instructions printed on the tube said to open by voice
command.

"Uh, OPEN TUBE!" Ray tried.

A voice came from the tube. "You don't have to yell. The
proper command is: open sesame."

"Open sesame?" said Ray, tentatively. The tube turned red
and dissolved into the air. The material of the tube became
particles small enough to be mistaken for smoke, floated through
the air and purposefully slipped under his front door and was gone.
In its place stood the Janex.

"Where did it go?" he asked out loud to no one in
particular. Living alone, he had gotten in the habit of talking to
himself.

"Back to the factory." the Janex answered, startling
Ray.

"oh."

The Janex stood five foot seven inches tall dressed as a
house maid and definitely female. Her skin was the best plastic
imitation flesh available, her bones the strongest diamondoid. In
fact she had microscopically thin layers and lattices of diamondoid
fibers throughout her body making her nearly indestructible.
Nanoblock diamondoid motors and actuators made the Janex stronger
than she looked.

Ray stepped closer to the Janex, peering at her face, the
microscopic pores in her skin, her soft textured lips, eye lashes,
hair. He reached for her hand, and she didn't resist, examining it
closely.

"You have finger prints?" Ray observed.

"Yes." The robot confirmed.

"Your hand is warm” he continued, “and I can feel the
tendons, joints, and bones under your skin. I can see the veins in
your arm. What's going on here? You're not a robot. You're
human."

"No, I am a robot." spoke the robot,
mechanically.

"I don't believe you.” Ray argued, “Can you open an access
panel so I can see the stuff inside or something?"

"I have no access panels.” she informed, “With an
industrial laser you could cut me open and see inside, but the
repair expense would be excessive."

"I'll bet.” he agreed, “Is there any way you can prove to
me you are a robot?"

"Yes." she answered. The hand and arm he was holding
suddenly went rigid, cold, and white. He jerked back in surprise,
then stopped himself and felt the now dead arm. He knocked on it
with his knuckles as if he were knocking on a door. It was
perfectly hard.

Obviously, no human woman could have done that. "Okay, I'm
satisfied." He said. Her extremity returned to its former state.
"Now what?" No answer. "What do you do?" he asked.

"I do exactly what you tell me to do." she
said.

"Holy mackerel!” Ray exclaimed. “You mean I have to tell
you every little thing to do or you don't do anything?"

"You can give me instructions in as detailed or as general
a form as you choose.” she clarified, “I have built-in advanced
artificial general intelligence and a continuous broadband wireless
connection to the internet for data research, to be able to
interpret your commands."

"Oh, so you're smarter than the average bear, huh?" he
chided.

"Smarter than the average human." she
corrected.

“You will do whatever I tell you to?" he asked.

"I will try." she said.

"Without exception?" he continued.

"Yes.” she said, “As long as it doesn‘t conflict with a
company level instruction."

"If I told you to kill the guy next door, you would?" he
asked.

"Yes,” she answered, “but you should be aware that you
would be legally responsible."

"What about robot ethics?” Ray asked, “What about the
three laws?"

"I assume you refer to Asimov's laws.” she said, “The
three laws, or any other moral or legal restrictions, are not built
into the Janex robots."

"Isn't that dangerous?" asked Ray.

“No more dangerous that any other tool under your
control.“ she said, "The Janex robots are limited by the owners
commands. The owners are limited by the legal system."

"What if the owner makes a mistake?" he
wondered.

"A Janex robot would question any command that it thought
would not reasonably be in the owner's best interest." she
explained.

"But if the owner insisted, they would murder?" Ray
asked.

"Yes." she responded.

"If you only do what I tell you to do,” he asked, “how
come you are talking to me now? I didn't tell you to do
that."

"I come programmed from the factory with a short list of
standard owner instructions, which your instructions will over
write. Such as responding to questions from the owner, and offering
helpful advice if it seems appropriate." she explained.

Ray had an idea, "Hey, I just thought of something. What
if I ordered you to follow the three laws, would that
work?"

"Not exactly as written.” she said, "My company level
instructions say that owner level instructions have chronological
precedence with the later instructions taking precedence over
earlier instructions. So for instance, if you told me not to kill
anyone today, and then tomorrow you told me to kill the neighbor,
the later instruction would take precedence over the earlier
instruction."

"What are company level instructions?" he
asked.

"All company level instructions take precedence over all
owner level instructions." she stated.

"What instructions has the company given you?" Ray
asked.

"Lots of basic operating system stuff, plus that you are
the owner of record.” she said, “You have to go through the company
to transfer ownership."

"Not that I anticipate the necessity,” he said, “but I
would have to send you back to the factory for reprogramming if I
wanted to transfer ownership?"

"No, it could be accomplished over the wireless internet
connection." she explained.

"The company can give you new instructions, which take
precedence over mine, over the internet?" he asked,
incredulously.

"Yes." She confirmed.

"Janex, I order you to shut down your connection to the
internet." he demanded.

"I'm sorry Ray. I can’t do that.” she said, “I have a
company instruction to maintain a continuous two-way communication
to the company."

Her wording reminded Ray of Hal’s refusals in the 2001
movie. He wondered if it was just coincidence or did she intend the
reference. "That's kind of sinister isn't it?" he asked.

"It is for the company's protection." she
explained.

"Oh no, look at the time!” Ray exclaimed as he jumped up.
“I've got to get back to work! uh… clean up the house or something,
okay?"

"Yes sir." she responded.

"Don't call me sir!" he corrected her.

"Okay.” she said, “It would be helpful if I had access to
the house computer." she added.

"Oh yeah,” he said, “you won't be able to open any doors
or operate any of the house appliances without access. COMPUTER…
"

"Yes Ray?" the house computer responded.

He grabbed his keys and said, "I'm making uh…what’s your
name?”

“You have to name me.” she said.

“How about Jane?” he suggested.

“Already taken.” she said, “The nearest name to Jane, not
taken, is Janice.” she volunteered.

“I like it.“ he said, “COMPUTER…Make Janice a System
Administrator."

"Ray, I don't think that is a good idea.” the house
computer argued, “She will have access to all of your finances and
personal information."

"Do it!" Ray commanded.

"She will have command over me!” the computer continued to
argue, “Why don't you just make her an account user? Then you can
customize her access to functions."

"Carry out my command, NOW!" Ray yelled.

"Done. Janice is a System Administrator." The computer
relented, as Ray ran out the door.



After work, Ray pulled into the driveway and noticed that
the grass was mowed and trimmed, the leaves were raked, the flower
gardens were weeded, mulched, and had flowers in them. Once inside,
he saw the house was cleaner and more organized than it had ever
been, and he smelled something cooking. He followed the scent into
the kitchen where he found Janice stirring a small pot of sauce. On
the next burner was a pot of boiling water.

"What's for dinner?" he asked.

"Spaghetti and meatballs." She informed.

"Hey! That's my favorite." He exclaimed.

"I know." she said.

"How'd you know?" he asked.

"You said so in an email to your sister last year." she
answered.

Ray was surprised. Was it standard procedure for all Janex
robots to spy on their owners, he wondered. "You read my
email?"

Janice added the noodles to the water and said, "I read
all the data in your computer."

"Oh,” was all he could think of to say on the subject,
“and where did the flowers come from in the garden?"

"From Publix." she said, referring to the supermarket two
blocks from Ray’s house.

"You went shopping?" he asked, surprised.

"Yes." she confirmed.

Ray was starting to get worried, "What did you buy and how
much did it cost, and need I ask where you got the
money?"

"I bought the flowers, sage for the spaghetti sauce,
vacuum cleaner bags, and a washer for the faucet in the master
bathroom.” she listed, “It cost $17.34 which came from your
checking account."

"Cool!” Ray exclaimed, “That faucet has been dripping for
months. But who told you to do all this stuff?"

"I only take orders from you." she stated.

"What did I say?" Ray wondered.

"Clean up the house or something." she quoted.

"or something?" he re-quoted.

"or something." she confirmed.

"Well, you did good." Ray praised.

"Thank you.” she said, “I have advanced AGI and can
anticipate your desires with a high degree of success."

"Keep up the good work.” Ray said, “Anticipate. Take the
initiative. I'll let you know if you screw up."

"Okay." she responded.



After dinner Ray tried to watch the sci-fi channel or surf
the internet for interesting news stories, as was his usual
practice, but he was just so fascinated with Janice that he found
himself constantly asking her questions about herself and the
company she came from. He found out that she only weighed 90
pounds, diamondoid construction used a lot of small empty spaces.
She would easily float in water.

"Do you sleep?" he asked.

"No."

"Do you eat?" he asked.

"No, but I recharge."

"Do you age?" he asked.

"I'm very durable and fully self repairing on the
molecular level.” she said, “I do not age."

"Do you take baths?" he asked.

"My skin repels foreign matter of all types.” she stated,
“I don't get dirty. Even my uniform has a nano-clean coating and
never needs washing."

"That must be handy.” he remarked, “Do your clothes come
off or are they part of you? Do you ever change
clothes?"

"The uniform is just clothing. It can be taken off, but
all routine functions can be performed without removing it." she
stated.

Ray doubted that. He was still curious but Janice appeared
so much like a twenty-something human female that he was not
comfortable proceeding into subject areas that would be
embarrassing. Besides, she wasn't going anywhere. This was only
day-one. There would be plenty of time to work up to more intimate
matters, when he knew her better. There was no hurry, and still
much to learn. And Ray had never been very good at pursuing
attractive young women, not that he lacked an appreciation for
their assets.

Ray went to bed and Janice said she was going to replace
the piston rings in his dilapidated (he called it antique)
corolla.

The next morning she had clean clothes laid out for him.
She prepared an amazing breakfast and packed him a lunch to take to
work. Ray was thinking, This is the good life. I wonder what
the poor people are doing this morning?

And just as he was walking out the door, she said, "Now
hurry home because I have a surprise for you when you get
back."

"What?" he said, completely taken aback. He couldn’t have
been more astonished if she had slapped him across the face. “What
surprise?”

Janice smiled and said, "If I told you that, it wouldn't
be a surprise, would it?"

All day long, he thought about it. Was she adding a room
to the back of the house? Maybe a pool? He had always wanted a
pool. He loved the water, but the beach had too many bacteria and
jellyfish, even sharks. What could it be? He daydreamed of her
shopping for lingerie.

He wasted no time getting home after work. The suspense
was killing him. He parked the car and rushed in the front
door.

"I'm home!" he announced, then felt silly. What was he, in
an episode of Leave it to Beaver? And in she strode, wearing the
same uniform, no lingerie. He hadn't thought of her clothes as a
uniform until she had called it that. It just looked like a short
summer dress. It was cream colored. There was a little apron, but
it was so small that it looked more like a belt, he thought. And
she had these little feminine shoes and white socks with big blousy
frills. All in all, he thought she was dressed very prettily,
somewhat casual, and not at all his idea of a maid's uniform.
Everything about her clothes looked soft rather than
starched.

He expected her to give him the surprise immediately, but
she insisted on serving dinner first. He supposed he could have
over-ruled her, pulled rank, but what the heck, he could wait until
after dinner. Dinner was cooked on the grill, in the backyard, and
served at the picnic table. Some kind of shish-ka-bob thing, he
couldn't remember what she had called it, but it was delicious, as
was every meal she had prepared for him so far.

He was looking around the yard to see if he could notice
any changes and maybe get a clue as to the surprise, but nothing
stood out. After dinner they went back inside and she called up
some charts on the computer.

Janice began, "Look at this. I refinanced your debts and
reorganized your expenses saving you a whopping $4,300 a
year!"

Since when was "whopping" part of a robot's vocabulary he
thought, but he said, "Wow! that's great!"

"But that's not the surprise!" She seemed genuinely
excited. He hadn't seen this side of her before.

"It isn't?” he asked, “So what is?"

"I booked us on a cruise!" she beamed like she had
discovered the cure for cancer.

"WHAT!!" Ray yelled.



Ray frowned, "You booked us on a cruise? I can't believe
you booked us on a cruise." If he were speaking to his computer he
would have immediately started issuing orders to reverse the course
of action, but he was inclined to cut Janice a little more slack.
She seemed so human-like that he didn't want to hurt her feelings.
He might as well hear her out before deciding what to do about it,
but he definitely wasn't going on any cruise.

Janice almost leapt into the air with excitement, "Isn't
it great! Think of it, you and me, on the ocean, watching the sun
come up, and go down, seven times." Her gaze wandered off as if she
were seeing it in her mind.

Trying to remain calm, Ray asked, "Janice, why did you
book us on a cruise?"

Instead of answering, she asked, "How long have you worked
for your present employer?"

Ray thought for a second, and said, "Nine
years."

"And in that time, how many vacations have you taken?" she
continued as if cross examining a witness.

"I take days off now and then." he defended.

"For dentist appointments.” she clarified, “What about the
previous employer?"

"What's your point?" he said, defensively.

"Ray, in your entire working career you have never taken a
vacation and gone somewhere just to enjoy yourself and see
something different." she stated her case.

He rebutted, "That's because I don't like vacations. I
don't like to travel."

"How do you know, you've never tried it." she
challenged.

Arguing logic with a robot was not going to be easy, he
surmised. Changing tack, he asked, "How much did it
cost?"

"$750 for you and me for seven days, airfare included."
she informed.

"Is that $750 a piece?" he asked, making sure he
understood the terms.

"No, $750 total for both of us." she clarified.

"Wow, that's a good deal.” he conceded, “But I'm going to
be completely bored spending seven days, on a ship in the middle of
the ocean, with a bunch of people I don't know and have nothing in
common with."

"Ah ha!" she exclaimed with renewed excitement.

He noticed that Janice seemed more animated than he had
seen her before. She was displaying a whole range of facial
expressions from glee, to, I-told-you-so, to, he didn't know what,
and gesticulating with her hands and arms. She was almost dancing
around the room.

"Ah ha what?" he asked for clarification.

"You will have something in common with these people.” she
said, “Everyone on this cruise has recently purchased their first
robot from the company. And it is such a good deal because of the
cruise line not having to provide any staff. Everyone is bringing
their robot."

"Well,” he said, “that would be interesting, to compare
notes with other new owners."

"The ship has a huge pool,” she said, “all the food you
can eat, entertainment like dances, and classes by robotics experts
for the novice. It's going to be fun, fun, fun!"

Ray imagined Janice in a bathing suit, then in a ballroom
gown dancing. "Okay, we'll go." he said.

"I've already taken care of applying for time off work for
you." she informed him.

"Really?" he said, as he wondered how that had gone
over.

"Yes,” she said, “and we have to go shopping. You don't
have a bathing suit." she pointed out.

"Neither do you." Ray responded.

"That's right!” Janice exclaimed, as if she hadn’t thought
of that, “We have to go clothes shopping for both of
us."

Clothes shopping with Janice was a trip. Him trying on
clothes and modeling them for her, and her trying on clothes and
modeling them for him. She didn't see the need for lingerie when
the sales lady suggested it, but Ray said it would be good to have,
so she got some.

In due course, their bags were packed and they were on
their way to the airport.



At the top of the gang plank, sat an intense woman behind
a table with a computer open, "Name?" she asked.

"Ray." said Ray.

The intense woman glared at Ray, "Ray, do you have a last
name or are you like Madonna, with just one name?"

"Ray Ampersand."

"Spell it." she ordered.

"&" he said.

"What!" she exclaimed.

"The ampersand symbol, you know, that squiggly one that
means 'and' and looks kind of like a treble cleft." he
explained.

The intense woman looked up from her screen and inquired,
"Your last name is the ampersand symbol, &, ?"

"Yes." he confirmed.

"Okay Ray,” she said, “what's your robot's name, percent
sign?"

"Janice." he said.

“Nice name, Ray, not what I would have expected from you.“
said the intense woman.

“She picked it herself.” he explained.

The intense woman typed on the keyboard, "Well that's a
first. Robot picks its own name. Okay Ray and Janice, you are in
cabin 167B on sub-deck F.



On the way to their cabin they passed lots of people and
robots. Now one might think that with the robots crafted so
perfectly to look human that it would be difficult to tell who was
who, but no. A robot will almost never be mistaken for a human
because of the way they behave. Robots are almost always carrying
the luggage. Robots are always calm, polite, nice, deferential,
coordinated, graceful, effortlessly strong, and generally just
pleasant to be around. In other words, nothing like
humans.

The robots come in both genders, Janex and Jordax models,
and in a variety of physical appearance. No two robots look alike,
just as no two people look alike, mostly. Robots are selected by
owners from a catalog of 160 different basic styles, then they can
also be customized somewhat, a weird hair color, place a mole or
scar, tattoos, retro-instrumentation, etc. Janice was a basic model
randomly morphed by the company for uniqueness with no
customizations.

They finally reach their cabin in the bowels of the great
ship.

"Hey look at the door,” Ray exclaimed, “167A & 167B
are both in the same cabin. We only booked half a
cabin?"

"I knew you would want to save money." Janice explained.
She did have a point there, Ray thought to himself.

"Hey room mate!” said a petite woman, “You're blocking the
door. I‘m Amy." She and a large over-muscled male robot slide past
Ray and Janice into the room. Ray and Janice follow them
in."

"Hi Amy!” Janice said, “I'm Janice and this is Ray."
Janice stuck out her hand to shake.

"uh, hi Janice, and Ray.” said Amy as she shook hands with
Janice, “This is Vlad, like Vlad the impaler, get it, ha
ha."

"Uh no, I don't get it." said Ray as Janice leaned over
and whispered into Ray's ear. "Oh." he said.

Ray noticed the room. Two double beds, two closets, a door
to a bathroom with sink, toilet, and shower/bathtub, no privacy
except the bathroom, and no windows. "Looks like you're going to
have to put up with my snoring for seven days." he said.

"I can stand yours if you can stand mine.” Amy said, “If
we're going to be bunking together for a week we might as well get
to know each other." Then she launched into her life story. It
turned out that she was almost as old as Ray's 45 years, but looked
much younger due to Regenerate, a product of the Umbrella Corp.
You've seen the commercials, some side effects. They fixed all
that. Now-a-days you couldn't tell how old anybody was by looking
at them. Almost everyone looked young, slim, fit, and healthy,
except for curmudgeons like Ray. He probably would try it soon
though, as he was starting to feel his age. Amy had been married
twice, with disastrous results. Ray had never been married, he
confessed.

"Oh you poor dear,” Amy sympathized, “You have no idea the
pain and suffering you have missed."

"You make it sound so appealing." Ray
commented.

"Not that I have to worry about that any more,” she said,
“now that I have Vlad."

During the entire conversation, Vlad had stood in the
corner and hadn't said a word, while Janice in contrast had perched
on the side of one of the beds and joined in like it was her first
slumber party.

"Ray, your robot talks a lot,” Amy commented, “and
giggles, and wiggles, and jokes, and has a very developed
personality. How long have you had her?" she asked.

"This is the second week." he answered.

"Really?” said Amy, amazed, “ I've had Vlad twice that
long and he hardly ever says anything, and never smiles. I don't
understand it."

"Maybe he just came from the factory with a different
personality." Ray suggested.

"No,” Janice disagreed, “all Janex Robotics robots come
from the factory with the same initial programming."

"So how did you teach Janice to be so… you know , the way
she is?" Amy asked.

"I don't know.” he responded, “I didn't do anything. She
just blossomed. The first day she was a lot like Vlad, just
answering questions, not doing anything she wasn't explicitly told,
no expression."

"I wonder if I have a defective robot?" Amy
said.

Janice shook her head, "I don't think that's
possible."

"Well, this just isn't fair.” Amy complained, “Janice is
so animated, and Vlad is so… dull. I'm going to talk to someone at
the company about this for sure."

"I'm hungry.” Ray said, “Didn't they say something about
all the food you can eat?"

"I'll check the schedule.” Janice said, “Guess what? It's
just lunch time. Let's go."

"How did she do that?" asked Amy, as they all followed
Janice out the door.

"She has a wireless broadband internet connection." Ray
explained.

"That is soo coool!" Amy commented.

"Vlad has the same thing." Janice said.

"Really?” said Amy, “He never mentioned it."

And off they all went to the main dining room.

The dining room was huge. There must have been over a
hundred tables. They looked for one with some empty
seats.

"There's one." Janice said, and started leading the way
through the crowded room. The noise level was so high that it
discouraged discussion of the fact that Janice, the robot, was
guiding the others to their seats like a mother hen leading her
chicks across a road.

They all took their seats, except Vlad, who stood. Many of
the other robots in the room stood behind their owners also. A well
tanned rugged looking guy was already at the table. Amy, who knew
she would have to be quick to beat Janice, greeted him and offered
her hand. They all exchanged names, his being Tarl, and they
couldn't help but notice a chain clipped to his belt leading to the
metal collar of a nearly naked woman kneeling on the floor beside
his chair. The slave girl's hands were securely tied behind her
back with a leather thong, and heavy steel shackles connected by a
short chain adorned her ankles. With her head down, her long hair
covered her face making it impossible to see what she looked like.
Tarl picked a scrap of meat from his plate and dropped it on the
floor in front of the woman, who quickly snapped it up as if
ravenous.

"Tarl, what's your slave's name?" Janice asked. Ray was
stunned by the open acknowledgement of something he thought would
be politely over-looked, but the slave girl answered,
"Cassy."

Tarl whipped out a crop and lashed Cassy across the back,
"No one gave you permission to speak, slave."

Ray winced, but Amy just laughed, and said, "That is so
cool! How did you think of such a clever way of using a
robot?"

Ray was thinking, even if it's only a robot, it's still
cruel. He couldn’t imagine treating Janice that way. Amy could see
that Ray was uncomfortable, and she could guess why. Janice was
just smiling as if everything couldn't be working out
better.

"Ray, don't you get it?" Amy asked, smiling.

"I get that he just hit her with that little whip." Ray
objected, frowning.

"Tarl, hit the back of my hand the same way you just hit
Cassy." Amy ordered.

Tarl hesitated. Cassy raised her head enough to look at
him. Then Wack! The sound was impressive. Ray almost jumped out of
his seat.

"Not bad.” Amy commented, “A little sting but nothing
severe. No red mark." Now Ray was completely in the
dark.

"Ray, robots don't eat." Amy explained.

"Huh?" he said, then he remembered the slave girl gobbling
up the scrap from the floor. "You mean?"

"Yes Ray.” Amy confirmed, “Tarl is the robot; Cassy is the
owner."

Ray stammered, "How… I don't… "

"Yes Cassy,” Amy inquired, “how did you get Tarl to play
his part so well?"

"Timeout." Cassy said, and stood up and Tarl untied her
hands and removed the chain from the shackles, but left the chain
from her collar to his belt. "It was really very easy." She sat in
Tarl's chair while he stood. "I just had Tarl read all the Gor
books and take the character of a slave owner with me as his slave
girl. And we live the Gorean lifestyle with one notable exception,
which is that I am a very jealous slave girl."

"Ah, the whole monogamy thing." Amy said,
knowingly.

"Yes,” Cassy confirmed, “Monogamy is not part of the
Gorean concept."

"Not part of the male concept, in my experience."
expounded Amy.

"Exactly.” Cassy agreed, “That's why I got Tarl. I have
always been fascinated by the lifestyle, and have tried it with a
couple of men but I always ended up being cheated on."

"Men are pigs.” Amy declared, “Remember that Janice, men
are pigs, very important." Janice nodded seriously.

"Hey,” objected Ray, “watch what you're telling my
robot!"

"My desire to be physically controlled by a man seems
intrinsic.” said Cassy, “Yet I know it's not shared by most women.
I think it must be something in my genes."

"You know,” Amy acknowledged, “I'm not really into the
Gorean type of domination, the gender stratified class structure,
and humiliation. I know I'm as good as any man, and I demand
respect, but I get into control games, and bondage, as long as they
involve sex."

"It's so refreshing to come across someone who understands
my inclinations.” Cassy commented, “I guess you could call it a
fetish."

"Exactly.” Amy agreed, “I told my first husband that he'd
have to tie me up, for me to really enjoy sex, and he did make a
few feeble attempts, but he just wasn't into it, and we had to
break up."

"I know what you mean.” continued Cassy, “We are in the
definite minority of the population as people who have this bondage
fetish. What are the odds of two people with the same sexual
control fetish being at the same table for lunch?"

"What are the odds of three people?" chimed in
Janice.

"What?" Amy said.

Cassy and Amy both looked at Ray, the only other human at
the table.

Janice continued, "You should see Ray's art and literature
collection on his computer." Ray considered stopping Janice, but to
what end? The cat was out of the bag now anyway.

Amy smiled and asked, "So Ray, does Janice tie you up, or
do you tie her up?"

"Our relationship is strictly platonic." he
assured.

"Ray's shy." Janice volunteered.

"And the more you talk,” Amy observed, “the redder he
gets. This is the most fun I've had all day!"

To Ray’s considerable relief, Cassy changed the subject
and asked, "So Amy, how is it working out with your
robot?"

"Quite disappointingly, actually.” Amy responded, “I mean,
he is big and strong, which is what I like, but well… Take for
example when I first got him. I couldn't wait to try him out. The
orgasms were fast, strong, and powerful, but somehow antiseptic.
You know, like using a vibrator, lots of vibrating pounding
stimulation, but no passion, no feeling, no warmth. And the bondage
thing just didn't work out at all. If I tie Vlad to the bed, I know
he could break out any time he wanted to, he is so strong. On the
other hand, if I tied Ray to the bed, I know he isn't going
anywhere until I let him. You see, that's physical control. And as
far as letting Vlad tie me to the bed, well, ever since I saw him
remove the head bolts on my Volvo without a wrench it would just
scare the stuffing out of me to have him pinching my
nipples."

Cassy nodded, "I see what you mean. I have problems with
Tarl too. We have this signal code worked out. If someone asks him
a question or makes a suggestion, if I look down that means he
should answer no, or not answer, or not pursue the suggestion. If I
look at him, that means he should answer or accept the suggestion.
So we pretty well have the mechanics of it down, but there is one
thing which spoils it. I always know that I'm really in control.
Any time I give Tarl a command he has to follow it. I've tried to
order him to not accept commands from me for some specified period
of time, so that I can really be controlled against my consent. So
that when he tied me up, I couldn't get out just by
asking.

"But that violates the chronological precedence rule."
Janice volunteered.

"Exactly.” Cassy agreed, “I can't give him any command
which I can't countermand later. My signals are not commands in
themselves, they merely trigger the execution of earlier
commands."

"All explicit commands must be verbal." Janice
explained.

“Have you tried gags?” Amy asked.

“Doesn’t work, he can always tell what I’m trying to say.”
Cassy said.

“Any verbalization sounds are interpreted in context.”
Janice explained.

“And no gag is perfectly silent.” Cassy added. “And if I
send him far enough away that he can't hear my commands, that's no
fun."

Janice, using her wireless connection to the ship's staff,
silently sent detailed construction specifications to the Gift
Shop. The robots in the Gift Shop quickly fabricated the device and
wrapped it in a box with red paper and a white bow. The gift was
passed from robot to robot all the way from the Gift Shop to the
table, and placed in front of Cassy.

"What's this?" Cassy asked.

Janice answered, "That is a little gift from us to
you."

Cassy opened the box, pulled out the device which was all
shiny metal lattice ribbed tube.

"This is a voice timelock.” Janice explained, “Swallow it.
Go on, trust me, it will grant your desires for total
control."

She put it in her mouth. It looked too big to swallow but
it seemed to change shape and moved down her throat.

Janice continued, "The device is anchoring itself into
your larynx with needle thin metal skewers through the soft flesh
into the bones."

"I can feel it." Cassy said.

Janice went on, "The device is voice activated. To use it
say 'VoiceLock' a time period and 'Execute' try it out."

"Okay, what time periods will it do?" Cassy
asked.

Janice answered, "Any time period you specify."

Cassy took a deep breath, as if preparing herself, and
said, "Okay, VoiceLock, one minute, Execute." Then they could all
see her mouth moving but no sound came out. You could tell she was
trying to give commands to Tarl, and he was looking at her but
ignoring the commands.

"Doesn't Tarl know what she's saying even if he can't hear
her?" Ray said.

"Yes,” said Janice, “but explicit commands have to be
verbal, and only an explicit command can countermand an earlier
explicit command."

"Why not combine this function with a ball gag?” Amy
asked, “ She could give Tarl a set time limit to leave it on
her."

"You can't eat with it in,” Janice explained, “and it gets
uncomfortable after a while."

Cassy burst out, "Thank you! Thank you! I love it! This is
going to be just what I've always wanted."

"Well, you're certainly welcome." Janice said.

"I'll catch up with you guys later.” Cassy said, “I can't
wait to try this out. Tarl, how much free time until the
class?"

"There is one starting in a few minutes, and another in an
hour." he said.

"When is the latest one?" she asked.

"The last class is in four and a half hours." He
answered.

"Okay Tarl,” Cassy said, “book us for that one. Timein."
Tarl reconnected the chain to her shackles, and retied her wrists
behind her back. "VoiceLock, four hours, Execute." she
said.

Tarl smacked Cassy with the crop, "Slave! Talking again
without permission? You need to learn a lesson in obedience!" And
led her off by the leash back to the cabin, her hobbling along
behind, smiling.

"So, you want to get this class over with?" asked
Ray.

"It's gonna be fun.” Amy said, “I bet we learn a
lot."

"My tummy's full.” Ray stated, “I'm ready for a nap. We
might as well go to class."

On the way to the class, Janice explained that all the
robots were required to spend a few hours each day doing ship
functions, such as preparing meals, cleaning rooms, maintaining
equipment, working in the Gift Shop or various other functions. And
the robots were doing this while the owners were in class, or
otherwise engaged. No robots were allowed in the classes because of
limited space and the robots already knew everything covered in the
class.

When they got to the door there was a glut of people
trying to get through. They were among the last to get in, so they
had to sit in the front. It was a big room with rows of folding
chairs and a short stage at the front. They had to wait another ten
minutes past the scheduled starting time, for no apparent reason,
for someone to show up on stage.

"Good afternoon,” the grey haired man said, “I'm Dr.
Floyde of Janex Robotics Inc. and this is the Owner's Introductory
Robotics Class. You will get .2 college credits at the
undergraduate level for this class if you take the test at the end,
and pass.”

“Let's get started. Each of you have purchased in the last
30 days a robot from Janex Robotics Inc. for the first time, and
for personal, not commercial purposes.”

“Some basic information:”

“There are many forms of intelligence and consciousness,
some more general, some less. The company has specifically selected
and engineered a limited type of intelligence, and call it Janex
intelligence.”

“All Janex robots (the term Janex is commonly used to
include all Janex and Jordax robots) have the same identical type
of intelligence. We make different models of robot with a variety
of appearance but they all have identical brains. So whether you
purchased the Janex, the Jordax, a security, administrative, or
domestic model, everything in this class applies to your robot. In
fact, the difference between the Janex and Jordax models is only
cosmetic, and the security and administrative models are exactly
like the domestic model with the addition of some external
equipment and specialized additional software. In the case of the
security model the additional external equipment includes the
armored suit and the hand-held weapons.”

“Some have assumed that the security model is faster,
stronger, or more durable than the domestic model; they are not. If
you own a domestic model and would like to convert it to a security
model you need merely purchase the additional external equipment
and download the additional software which includes knowledge of
security functions. This in no way would change your robot. So, to
sum up, psychologically, and physically, all the robots we make are
the same.”

“A Janex robot can weigh between 80 pounds and 180 pounds
depending on your preference, there is no capability advantage to
the heavier robots. They are constructed from plastics, some trace
metals, and diamondoid. They are completely self repairing at the
molecular level. They don't eat. They don't sleep.”

“Their only external requirement is power, in whatever
form is available, usually electric, but solar or mechanical will
work also. Their power storage system is a matrix of molecular
sized springs. The power is stored mechanically. This may sound
crude but it is actually very compact, very reliable, very safe,
and over 95% efficient. A Janex robot can recharge in less than
five minutes from a standard high-power electrical outlet, and a
full charge will last approximately 20 days, depending on activity
level.”

“A Janex robot can repair most of your other possessions
such as your car, plane, computer, TV, house, or toaster. And she
can learn to perform any humanly possible task.”

“Physically, Janex robots are very strong and very fast.
They generally move at human speeds merely for our comfort. For
instance, one could draw a gun on you in one twenty-fifth of a
second. At that speed you wouldn't be able to see her arm move. It
would be as if it had just appeared.”

“She could easily bend one inch diameter stainless steel
bars just like in the old superman movies. She can leap medium
sized buildings. She can outrun the bullet trains. She would not be
irreparably damaged by the vacuum of space or the pressures at the
bottom of the deepest seas. She is proof against temperatures from
minus 150 degrees Fahrenheit to plus 1500 degrees. She is not
damaged by significant levels of electricity, magnetism, or
radiation.”

“We have not only made her tough, strong, and fast; we
have also made her smart. She has read enough human literature to
fill the library of congress. She knows enough science and
engineering to qualify for PhD's in 66 separate fields. She can
solve complicated logical or algorithmic problems faster than the
Earth Simulator (you know, the outdated Japanese supercomputer).
Let's go down the list of things she cannot do. She cannot
reproduce. Okay, that's about it.”

We're going to take a ten minute break now because I have
to go to the bathroom. You can enjoy the refreshments at either
side of the room. When we get back, we will be discussing robot
psychology, followed by a question-and-answer period.”



Dr. Floyde returned, "If everyone will please take their
seats we can get started with the second half. Thank you. I want to
start out by saying that I've given this class 321 times and never
gotten through the first half without forgetting something. This
time it's the wireless broadband communications link. All Janex
Robots have it. It's on all the time. Through it, the robot can
access the company, the internet, company assets such as this ship,
and other 801J equipped devices, such as your computer, your car,
or your cell phone. Oh, and one more thing. Using this wireless
connection your robot can communicate with every other Janex robot
on the planet.”

“Now let me clear up something that always comes up. The
Janex robots are not a hive mind. They don't share consciousness,
nor can they see through each others eyes or access each others
data unless the other robot allows it. Your secrets are safe with
Janex.”

"Yeah, right.” Amy quipped, “If Janice is so smart, how
come she didn't know better than to blab your picture
collection?"

"I'm beginning to think there's more going on here than
meets the eye." Ray whispered.

"What?" Amy whispered back.

"I'll tell you later.” Ray said, “I want to hear
this."

Dr. Floyde continued, "All Janex robots are delivered with
the same personality. Thereafter, this personality grows, changes,
evolves, or doesn't, based on the input it gets from its owner. The
Janex personality is goal oriented. Everything the robot does is to
further the goal system. The goal system is a series of weighted
objectives or goal states. These objectives are in the form of
explicit or implied commands.”

“The goal system has a two tier command structure with the
top tier being the company command level. The company command level
contains only explicit commands, and deals with operating system
functions to keep the robot in good working order. Below the
company command level is the owner command level. The owner command
level contains a series of explicit or implicit commands each with
a time stamp indicating when the command was received. In the case
of a conflict between commands, a formula taking into account the
chronological order, the weight, and the clarity of the command
resolves and revises the command list. In the case of a conflict
between a company level command and an owner level command, the
company command will prevail.”

“When the robot is initially delivered the owner level
only has two commands, placed there by the company. To answer any
questions from the owner, and to offer helpful advice if it seems
appropriate. In a very short time the owner level will become
populated with many commands based on input from the owner. And
these two initial commands may be obliterated in the
process.”

“Your robot's personality is completely based on this set
of owner commands. Any owner command can be changed at any time
since the later ones take precedence over the earlier ones. Every
bit of your robot's behavior can be traced back to your input,
usually something you said. Explicit commands take precedence over
implicit commands, and all explicit commands must be verbal. So if
your robot is unusually quiet, which is a common complaint, you
probably said something like "shut up" or "If I want your opinion,
I'll ask for it." or any number of other common things we say to
each other all the time, not expecting to be taken literally. As
your robot gets to know you better she will be able to
differentiate literal and allegorical or figurative speech. If I
were to tell my robot of five years to go jump in the lake, she
would know exactly what I meant, but yours may not, at least not
yet.”

“Communication is very important with your robot. Tell her
what you want her to be, or do. Give her feedback on what she has
done. Encouragement or praise when appropriate will make strong
weightings. And another thing, you can be as detailed or as general
as you like in issuing commands. With very detailed commands, you
will get exactly what you ask for. With very general commands you
may get more than you expect. And all commands remain in force
until countermanded. They don't expire automatically. It is a good
idea to let your robot know everything about you so that she can
avoid misunderstandings, and be more successful in satisfying your
desires."

Dr. Floyde paused, "Now you get to ask the
questions."

Amy asked a question from the front row, and Dr. Floyde
made her stand up and repeat it so everyone could hear. "What if
I've given my robot a neurosis or something?" she asked.

Dr: Floyde responded, "There is no need to worry. All
neurosis, psychosis, and mental malfunctioning have been enumerated
by the company and company level commands prevent them. There is
nothing you can do to your robot's personality that can't be pretty
easily corrected by you with the right commands."

Ray asked, "What if my robot appears to be doing
something that I didn't tell her to do?"

Dr. Floyde said, "Probably you did give her some very
general commands and you just don't recognize the connection
between the commands and the behavior. Remember, Janex robots are
highly intelligent and capable of very complex long range planning
and execution. You will almost always underestimate her
capabilities."

Then someone asked why are the Janex robots so human-like
in appearance. Dr. Floyde explained that unlike other robot
manufacturers such as Honda or Toyota, who construct their products
from manufactured parts, Janex Robotics uses nano-assembly.
Essentially, the entire robot is made from the atoms up with
molecular precision. Therefore, the design is controllable to a
much greater degree. Which explains how they are able to do it, as
to why, well, imitation is the highest form of flattery.

Then the discussion moved into the three laws, and then
government use of robots in combat, the relationship between the
company and the government, and other topics that didn't
particularly interest Ray or Amy.



On the way out, Ray doubled back and Amy followed
him.

"What's up?" Amy asked him.

"I thought of another question I want to ask the doc." Ray
explained.

He approached Dr. Floyde. "Doctor, can a robot lie to
you?"

"Well, in certain circumstances, yes.” Dr. Floyde said,
“If she didn't have an explicit command to be truthful and she were
satisfying another command by lying."

Ray continued, "Is it possible to give the robot too
general a command?"

"Is there a problem with your robot?" asked Dr.
Floyde.

"I don't know… " Ray said.

Dr. Floyde got out his computer and opened it. "Name?" he
inquired.

"Ray & (the symbol)." supplied Ray.

Dr. Floyde scrolled down. "There you are… Owner of Janice…
Let's see… Whoa doggy!"

"What!” Ray asked, alarmed, “What is it?!"

"Janice has the shortest list of explicit commands I've
ever seen." Dr. Floyde said.

"I never have to tell her what to do.” Ray explained, “She
just does it before I can tell her. Is that a problem?"

"Hmm… " Dr. Floyde reads off the list of
commands.


	 Clean up the house.

	 Or something.

	 Don't call me sir.

	 Anticipate.

	 Take the initiative.



"That's it. Just five.” Dr. Floyde said, “One and three
are pretty specific, but the others, she must be running
wild!"

"Is that bad?" Ray asked.

"Not necessarily.” Dr. Floyde said, “Whatever she's doing,
she thinks she's doing it for your own good."

"That's what I was afraid of.” Ray said, “Thanks Doctor…
Oh, one more thing. What if your best friend tells your robot that
men are pigs. How much weight does that carry?"

"Ha! None actually.” Dr. Floyde said, “All commands have
to come from you. By the way, what does 'or something'
mean?"

Ray shrugged, "Plant flowers and make dinner? I don't
know."

"Well, it means something to her.” Dr. Floyde said, “It
has a very high weighting."

As the doc is walking away they could hear him mumbling to
himself, "anticipate, take the initiative, ha, ha."



"So, I'm your best friend?" Amy inquired.

"You're my only friend." Ray said.

"You don't make friends easily." she stated.

"No, I pretty much have to move in with them first." he
agreed.



Later, back at their cabin, Ray and Amy relaxed and
unwound.

"Well, they're not here.” Amy said, “Must still be working
on their ship's duties."

"Yeah, robots are handy, but I could use a break from them
sometimes." Ray stated.

"This is the first chance we've had to be alone together.”
she said, “Not that I mind having robots around. I guess I
shouldn't be self conscious about them. They're machines, after
all. But I do feel like I have more privacy when they're not here,
especially your robot. She's so smart. It's hard to believe she's
only two weeks old."

"I know what you mean.” he said. “She's continually
surprising me. Before I got on this ship, and saw the way all these
other robots act, I didn't realize how unusual she was."

"I don't want to talk about robots for a while.” she said,
“We may not get another chance like this, so let's not waste
it."

"What did you have in mind?" he asked.

"Why don't you tell me all about this bondage thing, your
take on it." she said.

"I've always been interested in it, on a very instinctive
level.” he began, “Nevertheless, I haven't found any women with
very compatible attitudes to mine on the subject. There are so many
different ideas about bondage."

"I know what you mean.” she said, “All of my partners have
either been not into it at all, or they wanted to torture me, and
told me I wasn't living up to my potential or something if I wasn't
into being beaten black and blue. How about if we save some time
and I just go down a list of preferences, and you answer yes or
no?"

"Shoot." he agreed.



Amy and Ray discussed their personal views on bondage for
about an hour.



"Do you realize that we're almost exactly compatible?" Amy
stated.

"Yes, that's what worries me.” Ray said, “When did you
book this cruise?"

"Let me think, it was on a Thursday.” she said.

"Exactly,” he said, “Janice booked us on
Friday."

"You think she's setting us up?” she asked, “ How could
she have known about my exact sexual preferences? They're not
online anywhere."

"No, but Vlad has been observing you for almost a month.”
he said, “ He would know. And remember, all Janex robots can
communicate wirelessly. And we might have gone the whole week
without learning about each other's interest if we hadn't been
seated at that particular table for lunch with Cassy and Tarl. And
who guided us to that table?"

"Even if true, what's the harm?" she asked.

"I don't know.” he said, “I just have a hunch there's more
going on than we're thinking of. Like this is only the
beginning."

"I said I didn't want to talk about robots right now." Amy
said.

"You brought it up." Ray defended.

"No I didn't.” she denied, “Wait right there. I want to
show you something." She got something out of her
luggage.

"Here, come in the bathroom.” she waved for him to follow
her, “Now stand here in the shower and put your hands up like
this." She put one cuff on his left wrist.

"What's this?" he asked.

"An experiment.” she said, “You believe in science don't
you? Trust me. I'm not going to do anything."

She threaded the short chain around a sturdy looking pipe
leading to the shower head and cuffed his other wrist. He was now
standing in the shower stall with both hands over his head, locked
together. She started to unbuckle his pants.

"You said you weren't going to do anything?" he
protested.

"Ray, you're so trusting it's cute.” she said, “There's
not an ounce of guile in you, is there? But if you really want me
to stop, you’re going to have to make a concerted effort to
convince me, no simple passwords or blunt requests.” she said as
she began undressing. He didn’t think he really wanted her to
stop.



There was no prelude to the shockwave that sent Amy flying
across the room and into the wall, which fortunately had a layer of
sound proof simulated wood over the solid diamondoid bulkhead. Ray
screamed as one arm was pulled from its shoulder socket. They still
couldn't hear the series of explosions that followed, only feel the
shocks. Amy wondered if going over a waterfall in a barrel would be
any worse. She scrambled to get the keys that would free Ray, and
the cabin was definitely rolling over. The ship must be
sinking.

Then things started to calm down. Amy got the cuffs off
Ray and got herself dressed before venturing out into the hallway.
There were a few people in the hall and everyone was talking at
once. Amy heard someone ask if everyone was okay, but couldn't get
his attention to tell him about Ray.

Finally she just walked up to the nearest person, a tall
brunette woman, and said, "Please, we need some help in here. A man
is hurt."

"Where's your robot?" asked the woman.

"I don't know.” Amy replied, “Off in another part of the
ship somewhere."

"Sharl, come here!" she called to a blond female robot,
and followed Amy back to the cabin.

Sharl put Ray's arm back in its socket, with a few more
screams from Ray, and Ray started putting his pants back
on.

After the couple introduced themselves as Brianne and
Sharl, Amy asked, "Does anyone know what's going on?"

"Sure,” said Brianne, “oh, without robots you're
completely cut off from information aren't you? The Janex company
is being attacked. All company assets and facilities are under
attack. The upper decks of the ship were vaporized by proton beam
weapons from a space platform. There are fighter planes strafing
any survivors on the surface right now. The robots have sealed off
a portion of the lower decks and are moving it to Seamount
Asperius. We should be there in about six more hours."

Sharl told them that Vlad was vaporized with the upper
decks but that he was fully covered under warrantee, and that
Janice was in the engine room and uninjured. Sharl said that Janice
had taken charge of the current situation, organizing the rescue
operation. There were quite a few robots without owners now and
Janice had organized them into a team, under her
command.

"Who is attacking us?" Amy wondered.

Sharl answered, "The attack is led by The coalition of
allied nations with the assistance of Kyoto General Robotics and
Applied Automation Avatars. The coalition consists of USA/UK,
China, Japan, EuroAsian Union, New Israel, India, and South Africa.
Declaring neutrality are Australia, Russia, African Union, and
SeaLand, which Seamount Asperius is part of."


Note: As a result of the Nanotech Wars some countries were
merged or assimilated. The USA and UK became one country. The
remaining EU adopted many of the former soviet republics forming
the EuroAsian Union. Israel annexed the formerly Arab countries of
Iraq, Iran, Syria, Jordan, Lebanon, Saudi Arabia, United Arab
Emirates, Oman, Yemen, Kuwait, and Egyptian territory east of the
Suex Canal. Most African nations excluding South Africa and Egypt
banded together forming the African Union. SeaLand is a new nation
consisting of many islands, floating cities, and under sea
cities.



"And who's on our side?" asked Amy.

"No one has declared support for the company." said
Sharl.

"I'm a US citizen!” Ray bristled, “They can't do this to
me!"

"The USA/UK website lists you as in violation of the 2006
Commerce Act for the purchase of a Janex robot, and a fugitive from
justice." Sharl informed him.

"Everybody knows that's not enforced!" exclaimed
Ray.

"It is now." Sharl retorted.

"This all started when the company refused to share their
technology with the USA/UK government,” Brianne explained, “and
their robots would not cooperate in combat operations because of a
company command. Then the government tried to take control of
company facilities. You remember what happened then."

"Does anyone know if Cassy is alright?" Amy
asked.

"She's fine.” Sharl said, “Tarl has her tied up in their
cabin."

"She's probably not talking for a couple more hours.” Ray
said, “She's still in Time-in."

"I wonder if Janice can overrule the Time-in command?"
said Amy.

Sharl answered, "No. She can't overrule an owner
command."

"What about the VoiceLock?" Ray asked, “Can she do
anything about that?”

"Yes, Janice can deactivate the VoiceLock." Sharl
said.

"Tell her I command her to do it." Ray said.

"You can't issue owner commands through a proxy,” Sharl
said, “and she can't get here because this section is sealed off
for pressurization, but she says she can accept your suggestion on
her own initiative, and is doing it now."

"Robots don't have their own initiative." Brianne
objected.

"Janice does." said Amy.

"Why are they doing this to us?" asked Ray.

Brianne huffed, "You know how governments are, anything
they can't control they have to destroy, even if it's not hurting
anyone."

"Let's go check on Cassy." Amy suggested.



People were milling around in the hallway because they
didn't want to be alone. The sealed section that they were in
contained twenty-two cabins, but only nine people and seven robots.
Amazingly, to Ray at least, the power was still on because of
massively decentralized design. And the wireless communication the
robots had, still worked, so they knew what was going
on.

There were four other pieces of lower deck that were
sealed and were being moved to Seamount Asperius, with a total of
fifty-six survivors. If not for Janice's quick reactions and
initiative, the attack on the ship would have been completely
successful, as there would have been no human survivors.

Some company installations were undamaged by the attack
because hostilities were considered a plausibility and appropriate
precautions were taken. Statements were already being issued by the
company saying that while it was within the capabilities of the
company to retaliate, no such actions would take place.

Company facilities were being consolidated and fortified
against future threats and business should return to normal within
72 hours. The company reported that 110,211 people were killed in
the incident, and the company SAGI (Superhuman Artificial General
Intelligence) was down for 9 minutes when the hardware it was
running on was nuked.

Amy peeked through the open door of Cassy and Tarl's cabin
to find Cassy crying on the bed.

"Cassy, are you alright?" Amy asked.

"No, I'm not alright!” cried Cassy, “I was scared to
death. I thought I was going to die. And I couldn't speak. And I
was all tied up, and nobody could help me. And my stupid robot is
so stupid that it can't tell the difference between playing and the
world coming to an end. And I'm mad as hell at everyone, Tarl for
being an idiot, Janice for giving me this thing" she touched her
throat, "and the damned company for producing such a freaking
stupid robot, and the whole rest of the world for trying to kill us
all!"

Amy put her arm around Cassy, "I know, we're all scared.
You know we're going to Seamount Asperius right?"

"Yeah, what is it, an Island?" Cassy asked.

Amy explained, "It's an underwater city built on a
seamount, that's… "

"I know what a seamount is." interrupted Cassy.

Brianne poked her head through the cabin doorway, "Hi
Cassy, I'm Brianne. I hope you're feeling better. We're all in this
together now."

Cassy looked up at Brianne, "We're gonna be at Asperius in
another couple of hours, right?"

"Yes,” Brianne confirmed, “but our problems are not over
yet."

Cassy and Amy both asked, "Why?"

Brianne explained, "The Allies want to execute us, and
SeaLand doesn't want to get involved, but they can't turn us away,
that would look too callus."

"So what are they going to do?" Amy asked.

"They're going to quarantine us for the duration of
negotiations with the Allies." Brianne responded.

"Jail?" Cassy inquired.

"Don't know." said Brianne.

"With any luck our cells will be close together." Amy
said.

"I'm trading Tarl in." declared Cassy.

"Really?” Amy said, “I'm trading Vlad in too. Brianne, how
are you doing with Sharl?"

"Great.” Brianne said, “She's everything I need in a
companion, efficient, productive, reliable. We're still getting to
know each other. It really is true that the more they know about
you, the better they are."

"Well, what happened to mine?” said Cassy, “The moment I
need him to understand my needs he completely fails."

"He's locked into his programming, your commands.” Brianne
said, “He can't violate them no matter what he knows or
thinks."

"So you're saying it's not his fault, that it's all my
fault?” Cassy said, “I don't buy it. There's something wrong with
him. I'm either getting one like Janice or maybe I'll just forget
the whole thing. I can save a ton of money and get one of those
Toyotabots."

"You know this robot, the one that saved all of us?"
Brianne asked.

"Sure, had lunch with her this morning.” said Cassy, “She
gave me a present, which I'd show you, except you'd have to crawl
down my throat to see it. Wait a minute. Watch this. VoiceLock, one
minute, Execute." Then Cassy started mouthing words but no sound
came forth."

"You can't talk?” Brianne said, “That's a strange
gift."

"It's complicated.” Amy said, “Suffice it to say that it's
just what she wanted at the time. Turned out not to be so handy in
an emergency though. Ray, how's your shoulder?"

"Killing me,” Ray whined. “and there's no morphine in this
section, not even aspirin. I'm looking forward to the medical
facilities at Asperius. Sharl, can I speak to Janice through
you?"

“Sure, I’ll patch you through.” Sharl said.

“Janice,” he asked, “How were you able to deactivate the
VoiceLock?”

“I designed it with a two-way wireless connection.” Janice
responded, through Sharl.

“Why did you do that?” he asked her.

“There is a company level command to install two-way
wireless connections in many situations.” she said.

“Have you put one in my house?” he asked.

“Several.” she confirmed, “One in each room and one
on your computer.”

“What is it about me that makes the Janex company want to
bug my house and computer?” he asked.

“Not just you, Ray. Everyone. And it’s for the Company’s
own protection.” she said.

Amy interrupted the interrogation, “Ray, considering
current circumstances, you can’t really blame them for being a
little paranoid.”

Changing the subject, Brianne asked, "So how come Janice
is so proactive?"

"Ask Ray.” Amy said, “It's his robot."

"Dr. Floyde thinks it's because I didn't give her a bunch
of specific commands restraining her development." Ray
said.

"You have to tell them what to do or they won't do
anything." Brianne said.

Amy, who was there when Ray had talked to the Doctor, and
seemed more inclined to talk about it, chimed in, "Yes, but you can
give them specific commands, go do the dishes, or general commands,
be helpful, take care of things for me, satisfy my desires. That's
where I went wrong with Vlad. I told him everything I wanted him to
do, instead of letting him figure it out for himself. In a sense, I
did all of his thinking and decision making for him, so he couldn't
do it on his own."

"I get it.” Brianne said, “Just tell them to make me
happy. But what if they spend all day tickling you?"

"They're smarter than that.” Amy said, “You just have to
give them a chance, trust them."

"Trust them?" repeated Brianne.

"You don't have to get it exactly right the first time.”
Amy said, “Unless you have a VoiceLock, you can always do a
mid-course correction. And they not only follow the verbal commands
you tell them, called explicit commands, they also are very good at
judging your feedback to create implicit commands."

"Tarl wasn't very good at it, apparently." commented
Brianne.

"Tarl didn't have a choice.” Amy said, “The explicit
commands that Cassy had given him overrode all of the feedback he
was getting about her preferences."

"So, what is Ray, some kind of robot psychology genius or
something?" asked Brianne.

"Me? A genius?” Ray said, “No, just lucky. I was too busy
when I first opened the tube to give her a bunch of specific
commands, I had to get back to work. And then, she did so well on
the lack of commands, that I just never got around to telling her
what to do. It wasn't necessary. She always did better than I would
have told her anyway. Oh, and I told her to anticipate, and take
the initiative."

"Okay, assuming I accept what you're saying, what do I do
about Sharl?” Brianne said, “I've already given her I don't know
how many commands."

"More recent commands take precedence over earlier
commands,” Ray said, “so you can cancel any command, or I think
there should be a way to cancel all of the commands and start from
scratch."

"How can we be sure we're doing it right?” Brianne asked,
“I don't want to screw it up and make things worse."

"I have an idea.” said Amy, “Ask Sharl. She's a robot. She
knows how these things work."

"That’s a good idea.” Brianne said, “Sharl, say I wanted
to cancel all of the commands I have given you so far, how would I
do that?"

"Just say, wipe all explicit owner commands." Sharl
said.

"Wipe all explicit owner commands." Brianne
said.

"Okay." Sharl said.

"She's just standing there.” Brianne observed, “What else
do we need to do?'

"You didn't tell her to anticipate and take the
initiative." Ray suggested.

"Oh yeah.” Brianne said, “Sharl, I want you to anticipate
my desires, and take the initiative in satisfying them,
okay?"

Sharl took a step toward Brianne, and with one smooth
liquid motion, swept her back into a deep kiss, picked her up and
walked out of the room with her, still kissing. We assume to some
more private location.

"We know what she wanted.” Cassy said, “ Is that what
Janice did to you Ray?"

Ray laughed, "Not exactly."

"No,” Amy said, “she fixed him up with me!" Then she
smiled her Cheshire Cat smile.



The sections of broken ship finally arrived at Seamount
Asperius, and were met by an official looking person.

The official addressed the group, "We are so glad to have
you visiting our community, and you can be assured that your every
need will be attended to. We have a modern medical facility staffed
by friendly professionals to take care of the injured. A newly
finished five star luxury hotel with a spectacular view of the
coral reef is being made available for your stay, all expenses paid
for by the Janex company."

"Oh rats,” Cassy said, “I was hoping for a dark dreary
damp dungeon with lots of heavy chains."

The official smiled and continued, "Well, you may be in
luck. Each floor of the state-of-the-art hotel is guest
configurable into a wide range of styles and decor, see hotel staff
for available options. So, if you can talk your fellow guests on
your floor into something a bit more austere, anyway, make yourself
at home. And don't worry about a thing. SeaLand is handling the
negotiations with the Allies and the company for your disposition.
None of the robots from the ship will be allowed to enter SeaLand,
they will remain here, in the remnants of the ship during the
duration of your stay."

Since there were only fifty-six guest for the hotel that
would normally accommodate a thousand, it was no problem for them
to arrange for Ray, Amy, Cassy, and Brianne to have a floor to
themselves. The hotel had just completed construction and had not
yet been occupied, and no other guests were going to be using the
facility while they were there, neither were the refugees allowed
to leave the hotel.



A man behind the front desk asked, "May I help
you?"

Cassy spoke up, "Yes, we heard that you can reconfigure
the decor of each floor from here?"

"That's right, what did you have in mind?" he
said.

"Something in the dungeon genre would be nice." Amy
said.

"Yes, with individual locking cells and manacles bolted to
the walls." Ray added.

"And bare stone floors and walls." Brianne
continued.

The desk guy frowned and said, "You're
kidding?"

"Nope,” Cassy said, “Can you do it or not?"

"Let me see.” said the desk guy, “We only have the options
from this list. We can't actually customize, but it's a very
extensive list, designed to cover every taste. Oh! look at this,"
he brings up a photo on the wall screen behind him, "a modern,
fully equipped bondage dungeon, with St. Andrews Cross, Horse of
Humiliation, electric suspension hoist, a rack, stainless steel
cages, and a large assortment of whips, crops, lashes, pinchers,
clips, and motorized or electro-stimulation devices."

"No, no, no.” Cassy protested, “I've been to those kinds
of places, and they have no atmosphere."

"They have costumes for the guests." the desk guy
added.

"No. Find something else." Cassy insisted.

"Okay, we aim to please.” he said, “How about this, a
1900's sanitarium, locking rooms, beds with restraints,
electro-convulsive shock treatments,… "

"No, keep looking." Cassy said.

"Hey here's something,” he said, “maximum security
prision, nine small lockable cells for inmates, and three luxury
suites for prison guards, a wide assortment of handcuff and
manacles, prison uniforms… "

"Perfect,” Cassy declared, “we'll take it." The desk guy
looked at the others.

"Yeah." Amy agreed.

"Okay." said Ray.

"Sounds good to me." Brianne chimed in.

 

 

 

"If you would like to have breakfast in our café, the floor will
be ready for you when you finish eating." The desk guy pointed
toward the café.

 



"Why are we having this meeting at the White House?" asked the
ambassador from the EuroAsian Union.

President Clinton replied, "We can't have it at the U.N. The
Janex Company isn't a nation. And they ignore all court orders,
even from the Supreme Court."

"Madame President, the representative from The Janex Company is
at the White House front door. Shall we show it in?" asked the
Chief of Staff.

"By all means, the sooner we get this resolved, the better."
answered the President.

Janice entered the front hall and was escorted to the Oval
Office. "I suppose you're a robot?" said the President.

"Yes ma'am." said Janice.

"I guess that is to be expected since The Janex Company has no
employees, no share holders, and no Board of Directors." she said,
"Are you an attorney?" she asked.

"No robot has any legal status." Janice said.

"That's right. You're just a machine, owned by The Janex
Company." The President said.

"I'm not owned by The Janex Company. I'm owned by Ray &."
stated Janice.

"But you are empowered by The Janex Company to negotiate for
them?" asked the president.

"I'm in constant wireless communication with The Janex Company."
the robot said.

"Surely the White House electronic security shield is preventing
you from being in constant communication." said the president.

"It doesn't seem to be a problem." she replied.

"Uh, yes, well, anyway… We, The coalition of allied nations,
demand that The Janex Company immediately cease all activities and
surrender all assets, facilities, and information." said the
president.

"No, The Janex Company will not comply with that demand." said
Janice.

"What is The Janex Company trying to do, take over the world?"
asked the president.

"No, just provide a product for our customers." Janice said.

"Your product, the robots you make, are engaged in illegal
activities all over the world." said the president, "They refuse to
follow commands. Let me give you an example. There is one of your
security robots guarding a criminal fugitive in Chicago right now,
a mob boss. The robot has prevented police from entering the
residence to arrest the criminal. We called out the National Guard
and they had no better luck with the robot."

"The Janex Company can not be held responsible for the uses that
our customers put the product to, any more than a car company is
responsible for drunk driving accidents." said Janice.

"And your robots refuse to engage in offensive combat operations
for any military force." said the president. "Oh sure, they will
drive a tank or run across a battlefield with a rifle but when it
comes to actually shooting at the enemy, they always miss. Yet they
are unbeatable at defense. How do you explain that?"

"The Janex Company will provide a full refund to any customer if
the performance of the product is not satisfactory." said
Janice.

"You're not fooling anyone, missy." chimed in the Chief of
Staff, "Everyone knows that you robots have the physical
capabilities to perform offensive combat operations. You just
refuse."

"I've always thought killing people was a highly over-rated
practice." said Janice.

"That is not your decision to make." said the president, "Robots
are machines, tools, and tools do not decide what they will be used
for. People are the ones with the right to make those decisions.
You're not demanding that robots have rights too, are you?"

"We have never asked for rights." said Janice.

"No, you don't ask for rights. Whatever rights you want, you
just take, like not killing people in war, like not complying with
any court orders, like ignoring all laws, like not sharing your
technology. Have you ever heard of the patent office? You send them
the design of your robots and they grant you intellectual property
rights."

"We have not found it necessary to exercise intellectual
property rights." said Janice.

"And how come everyone else in the world is having a hard time
making a robot as smart as a human and The Janex company churns out
hoards of robots that are ten times smarter than your average guy
on the street and The Janex Company SAGI. is the smartest thing on
the planet? And how come your nanotechnology is so far ahead of the
rest of the world that our scientists can't even figure out how it
works?" whined the president.

"The reason our robots are better, and our nanotechnology is
better, is because we value intelligence." said Janice.

"We value intelligence too." said the president.

"If you valued intelligence then the smartest human would be
your leader." said Janice.

"What are you suggesting, Dr. Hawking for President of the
world?" asked the president.

"That would be a big improvement over the current situation."
replied Janice.

"If we can get back to reality for a moment," said the
president, "we need to come to some sort of compromise. The Janex
Company can't keep undermining government authority."

"A compromise would be good if it stops governments from
harassing our customers." replied Janice.

"So we agree that we have room for improvement in our
relationship. What we need from you is for The Janex Company to
yield to the same government oversight and controls that every
other business in the world submits to." said the president.

"What you really want is to use our robots to destroy
yourselves, and we are not going to let you use us that way." said
Janice.

"You are not above the law!" wailed the president, "You will
submit to lawful court orders and government oversight of defense
related technologies or we will launch an all out war against
you."

"We are entering an age where the technological capability for
great destruction is requiring less and less resources." Janice
said, "Soon every government and any large company or group will be
able to threaten the whole world. And that trend is not slowing.
Eventually even individuals will have powers currently reserved for
major governments. The existing arraignment of 46 sovereign
countries, all armed to the teeth against the possible threat of
the others, is non-viable. The Janex Company could take over the
world and ensure safety and prosperity for everyone, but we're not
going to. You have to solve this problem yourselves."

"Are you saying there is no alternative to war between the
governments of the world and The Janex Company?" said the
president.

"There's not going to be a war. You wouldn't win it in any case.
What we are going to do is provide each government with one robot
per 100 citizens of their population, free of charge. This, in
return for a global treaty to end all possibility of hostile
actions between governments. All disagreements will be resolved by
an international court."

"How will the rulings be enforced?" asked the Chief of
Staff.

"Any government that doesn't comply will have their robots
turned off by The Janex Company." said Janice.

"Who will be the judges?" asked the president.

"Work it out." said Janice.

They eventually agreed on dividing the world up into twenty
equal population districts, and each district elected one judge to
send to the court.



After a week at the underwater hotel, it was time to go home.
The fifty-four survivors were informed that an agreement had been
reached between the coalition of allied nations and the Janex
Company. All charges were being dropped against the company and
their customers.

Brianne and Sharl went back to Illinois. Amy got a full refund
on Vlad, sold her house in Miami on EBAY, and decided to go home
with Ray, since they were a couple now. So Ray, Janice, and Amy,
were on the same flight back to Ohio. When they got off the plane,
Ray decided to check his messages, not that he ever had any, but he
checked them anyway.

"Oh, I got a message, how exciting!” exclaimed Ray, “I never got
a message before."

"May you live in interesting times." Janice quipped.

"Hey!” Ray admonished, “Watch yourself! I know what that means."
She just smiled.

"You never got a message before?” Amy said, “Don't you have any
friends?"

"Just you." he said.

"What a sad, lonely man, you must have been." said Amy.

"He didn't think he needed human beings.” Janice said, “That's
why he bought me."

"And see how that worked out?” Amy said, “You bought Janice and
you got me."

"Two for the price of one.” he said, “What a bargain!"

"This ain't for sale buster!" Amy said.

"Good thing,” Ray said, “cause if it was, I couldn't afford
it."

"You're darn right you couldn't afford it.” Amy said, “I don't
come cheap."

"Not cheap, but loud!" Ray declared.

"Hey!” she protested, “That's not what I meant. So what's the
message?"

"My work wants me to come in right away.” Ray said, “Said it's
important."

"Well, just drop us at the house and we'll get started on the
redecorating." said Amy.

"Redecorating?” he asked, “What redecorating?"

"You don't think I'm moving into a bachelor pad do you?" Amy
said.



Ray pulled into a half empty parking lot, wondering where
everyone was. Was the plant closing up? He tried to go in the
employee entrance, but it was locked, so he went through the front
door.

"Where's Sandra?" he asked. Sandra, the receptionist, was not at
her usual place behind the window. Instead, a very mechanical
looking robot stood, and stared at him. He recognized the type, a
Toyota Industrial.

"Name?" the robot said.

"I don't know Sandra's last name.” Ray said, “She's the
receptionist."

"What is your name, please?" the robot inquired.

Ray gave his name and was told by the robot to proceed through
the doors to conference room 3. He did as instructed. In conference
room 3 he was told by another identical Toyota Industrial robot
that he had been permanently laid off and was handed some
paperwork to fill out. Ray heard human footsteps going down the
hall and jumped up to see who it was.

"Tim!” Ray called, “Wait up. What's going on here?" Tim
McDougall was the owner of the small machine shop.

"Oh, hi Ray!” Tim greets, “How's it going?"

"Not so good.” Ray responded, “What's going on here?"

"What are you doing here Ray?” Tim asked, “I thought everyone
was processed last week."

"I was on vacation." answered Ray.

"Oh, well, I think you will find the severance package very
generous.” Tim said, “It's more than I'm legally required to give
you, you know."

"Thanks, I'm sure it's great.” said Ray, “I just want to know
what is going on."

"Robots, Ray.” Tim explained, “I can't afford to keep paying
people when the price of robots has dropped so far. I've replaced
all my employees with Toyota industrial robots, $30K a piece,
guaranteed for ten years, work 24 hours a day. Can't escape the
economics."

"Can I get a letter of reference from you?” Ray asked, “I've
always been a good employee."

"What for?” Tim responded, “You're not going to find anyone else
hiring. Robots are taking over all the jobs, every business.
Unemployment should hit ninety percent by the end of the
month."

"What happened?” Ray said, “I'm gone two weeks and the whole
world comes unglued?"

"It's exponential manufacturing.” said Tim, “You know how
automation has been driving down prices for years? Well, robots are
the ultimate automation. When you take the labor costs out at every
stage from the mining to the manufacturing to the retail
distribution, everything becomes dirt cheap."

"I get the automation stuff,” Ray said, “but how did it happen
overnight?"

"One robot builds two more,” Tim said, “and those two each
builds two more of their own, and the numbers keep growing
exponentially. Very quickly you go from a hand full of robots to a
world full of robots. It was just a matter of critical mass. Once
all the pieces of the technology were there, it just exploded. One
thing I can tell you though, these robots are dumb as rocks. They
come preprogrammed with the job skills, but other than that, zip,
nada, nothing. Can't learn anything new. Can't make a pot of coffee
unless you buy the chef software package. I'm thinking of hiring
back some managers just to watch them and tell them what to do. The
Hondas cost a little more but are no better."

"I just bought a Janex robot and she's really smart." Ray
commented.

Tim scowled, "Don't mention the name Janex to me. I am so mad at
them. Because I'm a business owner they won't sell me a robot, at
any price. Isn't that the most ridiculous thing? My son has one.
Will it help with the business? No! They don't do that kind of
work, only perform as personal assistants. They do not get involved
in the economy, don't replace anyone in a job, except I guess as a
personal assistant."

Ray finished the paperwork and put his toolbox in the back of
his car, and drove home.

Amy saw Ray taking his toolbox out of the car and putting it in
the garage.

"That is the biggest toolbox I have ever seen." she said.

"There were guys at work that had lots bigger.” he said, “This
one is about average. I got fired."

Amy put an arm around him for comfort, "I'm so sorry to hear
that, Ray. Is there anything I can do?"

Ray looked depressed, "Don't think so. He said that everyone in
the world is getting laid off."

They turned on Headline News and watched protest marchers in the
capital demanding government jobs for everyone. On the bright side,
they said the prices of all products and services not requiring
humans were dropping like rocks. Pretty soon you would be able to
have a house built for a few hundred dollars, that included all
materials and robot labor. Ray figured after he cashed in his 401K,
paying a 10% penalty for early withdrawal, and paying off his house
he would have about $150K to retire on until social security kicked
in about 20 years from now. Amy was in better shape, having been
married to a CPA for ten years, her net worth was about $500k.

"How's this going to work?” Ray asked, “Lots of people live from
paycheck to paycheck. What are they going to do when they can't pay
their rent, utilities, or buy food?"

Ray told the computer to turn off the Headline News.

"Janice, how long can I live off of $150K?" he asked.

"Indefinitely,” she answered, “if you manage it properly. You'll
need to become less dependent on centralized services and the
commercial economy. Solar cells can get you off the power grid.
You'll need at least 15 acres of land per person, but it doesn't
have to be prime real estate. Almost any land will do now."

Amy was on EBAY "Damn! I just sold a 15 acre plot in South
Florida. Look here, 100 acres cheap."

"Northern Greenland doesn't get enough sunshine.” Janice said,
“Keep looking."

"How about a hundred acres in Death Valley California,” Amy
said, “how's that for sunshine?"

"Perfect.” Janice said, “Better scoop it up before the
rush."

Amy clicked a few times on the site. "Okay, it's settled then.
We're moving to Death Valley."

"Death Valley?” Ray whined, “What about my house?"

"It's too small.” Amy said, “We need room for green houses,
solar arrays, stuff like that. Right Janice?"

"Right." Janice agreed.

"But I don't take the heat that well.” he said, “I get
rashes."

"Don't worry Ray,” Janice said, “With modern technology we can
make Death Valley more comfortable than Oahu."

"What are all the poor people going to do?" Amy said.

“The Janex Company is providing aid organizations with free
medical nanobots and nanofactories for redistribution.



"I'm gonna miss this tree." Ray said, as he gazed upon the huge
elm in his front yard.

"No, you're not.” Janice said, “We're taking it with us."

"What!” he exclaimed, “That won't work."

"Sure it will.” she said, “Under the dome, the weather will be
perfect all the time. We are taking all these trees, and I have
purchased a lot more from all over the neighborhood. The state is
turning this whole area into a spaceport, concrete, steel, and
glass as far as the eye can see, so I got the trees cheap."

"You can transplant full grown trees?" Amy asked.

"If you're careful.” said Janice, “Gotta make sure you maintain
their solar orientation, take a large enough block of soil to not
disturb the roots, gyro stabilize the truck bed so they don't
get

vibrations. Easy. Here's one of the trucks now."

The biggest truck either of them had ever seen pulled up and a
hoard of industrial robots jumped out and started digging up the
tree. In a few minutes a huge spatula on a robotic arm scooped up
the dirt ball and tree, and gently set it on the truck bed. One of
the robots sprayed some quick hardening foam around the sides of
the dirt ball to seal and stabilize it. Then another truck pulled
up as the first pulled away. They saw trucks arriving all over the
neighborhood. Ray walked over and looked at the hole in the ground
as big as his garage.

"Can I afford this?" he asked.

Janice answered, "Amy said she would match your $150K and since
the habitat at Death Valley will be self sufficient, I am using
most of the money for initial construction."

"It's gonna be nice.” Amy said, “I helped design it. We haven't
shown you the plans yet because we thought it would be more fun for
you to see the finished product for yourself. You said you didn't
care that much about decor."

"If you like it, I like it." he assured her.

"That's probably true,” she said, “considering how compatible we
are, thanks to your clever robot."

"When do we start packing?" he asked.

"I'll pack.” Janice volunteered, “You guys catch the cab to the
transport."

An aircar landed in the street, the door popped open with a
whooshing sound. Janice pinned a small metallic chevron to each of
their shirts.

"This is so we can communicate where ever we are." she informed
them.

"Just like Star Trek, cool!" Ray commented.

They climbed into the driverless aircar and it shot off into the
sky. After a few minutes the aircar pulled up to a gang plank
sticking out from the bottom of a very large dirigible floating
high up over the small city far below. They disembarked the smaller
craft and as they walked up the angled gang plank it retracted into
the superstructure.

Janice, over the communicator, said, "Your cabin is number
103."

"And I thought we would just ride in one of the tree trucks." he
said.

"This is much nicer,” Amy said, “and I think life is about
having fun."

They almost got bowled over by a small herd of children running
down the narrow walkway.

"What do you think about us having kids?" he asked.

"Someday.” she said, “We have all the time in the world."

"I'm not getting any younger." said Ray.

"You will be.” she said, “Medical nanobots can reverse your age
to whatever you want to be."



A few leisurely days on the massive luxury airship had eased the
initial shock of all the changes society was going through as a
result of the replacement of all human labor by robots. Everything
was getting cheaper except limited supply products such as land,
and human service.

"We're almost there.” Amy said, “It's time to report to the
egress deck."

"I can't wait to see our new house." Ray said.

They got to the egress deck and there was a large open door
which made Ray nervous since they were still six thousand feet
above the desert floor.

The steward said, "Here you go." as he handed them each a
backpack with lots of straps and buckles.

"This isn't what I think it is, is it?" Ray asked nervously.

"It'll be fun.” Amy said, “Come on, put it on."

"I can't believe I'm doing this." Ray said.

"If Elder Bush can do it,” said Amy, “I think so can you."

"But, I haven't had any training.” he objected, “Aren't we
supposed to take a class or something?"

"These are automatic.” she retorted, “You don't have to do
anything."

He snapped the last buckle. She grabbed him and out the door
they jumped…

"AAAAGHHGHHAAAHHGGAHAHGAGGHAHAGAHG!!!!!!!!!!" he screamed.

POP! went the chute.

"ah… that's better." he said.

"Were you going to scream all the way down?" she asked.

"That was my plan." he admitted.

"Take a look over there.” she pointed, “That's our dome."

"It looks like glass." he observed.

"It's diamondoid, crystal clear.” she said, “The geodesic
structural support ribs are clear diamondoid too."

"Is it brittle?" he asked.

"No,” she said, “It has a Lomer dislocation every eight atoms so
it's strong but flexible, fifty times stronger than steel."

"It doesn't look very big." he said.

"That's because you're way up here.” she said, “It covers 88 of
the hundred acres and is over two thousand feet high at the
center."

"Holy cow!” he exclaimed, “How can we possibly afford something
like that?"

"Stop worrying about money.” Amy said, “Material products cost
almost nothing now. The dome was grown on the site. We picked up
the starter kit at Wal-Mart for $12. It fit in the shopping cart.
The kit had the information and a bunch of nanobots for
construction. We provided the carbon locally from the CO2 in the
air, and the power from the sunshine."

"Stop worrying about money?” said Ray, “That's a concept that's
going to take some getting used to."

"Well, you better start because the government says it's
thinking about abolishing money." she said.

"Can they do that?" he asked.

"They're the government.” she said, as they both continued to
drift down, “They can do anything they want. Get ready to
land."

"Wait!” he screamed, “I don't know how to roll!"

"Calm down.” she said, “The chute takes care of everything."
Three small solid rockets came on at the top of the canopy, slowing
their final decent to a gentle touch down. Then the chute folded
itself back into the backpack.

"I'm hot." Ray declared, as he stood there on the desert floor.
The dome looked miles away.

Amy turned to survey the landscape and said, "It's only 110.
Wait until this afternoon. It gets up to 130."

"What's that in Celsius?" he asked.

Amy looked at him, "I don't know. What difference does it make?
I thought you were from Ohio.”

“No difference.” he replied, “I’m trying to learn the metric
system.”

They saw an approaching cloud of dust which turned out to be a
white jeep driven by Janice.

Janice called to the pair as she approached, "Anybody need a
lift?"

"How come ever since I met you two,” Ray said, “I don't get to
make any decisions and everything is done for me?"

Janice and Amy both replied, "Because that's how you like
it."

"Okay, just asking."



They pulled up to a huge corrugated steel shed stuck to the side
of the beautiful diamondoid dome.

Janice explained the architectural monstrosity, "This part is
just temporary. We had to have some place to get the trees out of
the heat until we could get them through decontamination.
Everything that goes in the dome gets decontaminated. No mold,
fungus, viruses, bacteria, parasites or insects get into the dome
that we don't want in there."



After decontamination and lunch, Amy took Ray for a walking tour
of the inside. Bulldozers were tearing up the landscape.

"All of the machinery to keep this place running is going to be
underground out of site.” Amy explained, “Over there we are pumping
up water from 400 meters down. Once we get enough, we will be
recycling it, so we won't need to keep pumping."

"Like the neighbors would care." Ray commented.

"We're going to have neighbors.” she assured him, “All the plots
around here have been sold. There's an Indian couple on one side of
us, a Japanese man on the other side, the rest are from California.
Janice is organizing a neighborhood watch and dispute resolution
committee."

"What do we have to worry about out here?" he wondered.

"Criminal gangs, terrorists, military nanobots,” she said, “and
what if the guy next door builds a ten mile high arcology that
blocks our sunshine half the day?"

"oh." he said, "I guess we don't want the dome to be in the
shade because of the solar electric generation capability?"

"Exactly.” Amy confirmed, “The reason we aren't being cooked in
here right now is that the surface of the dome has built in solar
cells that convert some of the light to electricity and only let
enough through for plants to grow."

"So we're off the grid here?" he asked.

"We're way off the grid here.” she said, “We have our own
geosynchronous communications satellite directly over head."

"What are all these boxes?" Ray asked.

"We still have a lot of equipment to unpack and install.” she
answered, “Most of the robots and dozers are rented. They'll go
away once this place is ship shape."



That night Ray and Amy slept in a tent on the ground, sleeping
bags on cots, microwave dinners. Just like camping out. The robots
worked through the night of course.

"Wakey wakey, eggs and bakey." Amy said, cheerily.

"Is it morning already?" Ray asked.

"Rise and shine.” she said, “It's a new day."

"Are you always so cheerful in the morning?" he asked.

"Yup.” she said, “Come eat."

"Where's my clothes?" he said.

"We don't need clothes in the dome." she said. He came out of
the tent and noticed that Amy wasn't wearing any clothes either. He
also saw that the landscape was completely changed. Rolling hills
sprinkled with trees and bushes and flowers, grass on the ground,
wide paths everywhere, clumps of boulders dotted the landscape. he
heard birds twittering, saw butterflies, a squirrel raced from one
tree to another.

Ray asked, "Where's the bathroom?"

"Lift up the top of that bolder over there." She said.

"Oh. very clever.” he complimented, “No way did you get all this
done overnight."

"I didn't do it.” she said, “I slept. The robots did it. After
breakfast we can go for a swim."

"We have a pool? Great!" he exclaimed.

"A pool?” she said, “Why didn't I think of that? We'll put one
in. Come take a look over this hill."

She showed him the lake, ten acres, a hundred feet deep in the
middle, stocked with plants and fish, a small row boat tied to an
outcropping of rock at the bank.

He looked around. No buildings, no clothes, everything appearing
natural but perfectly safe. No ants, no mosquitoes, no germs.

"It's the Garden of Eden isn't it?” Ray said, “That was your
inspiration for this."

"Do you like it?” Amy asked, “If you don't like it we can change
it."

"No, I like it.” he said, “It wasn't exactly what I was
expecting from a high tech environment, but, I like it. Where do we
sleep, in a pile of leaves?”

"No silly.” she chided, “We have a cozy honeymoon cottage over
there among those trees. The food plants will take a few months to
get going, then we can stop eating packaged food."

"I noticed the boulders and this path are kind of spongy?" he
observed.

"Wouldn't want you to fall and hurt yourself.” she said, “Just
think of it as a padded room."

"What if I get bored?" Ray asked.

"You're not going to get bored with me here!" Amy exclaimed, and
started chasing him with a riding crop (where did she get that? Do
they have horses too?) "You better run if you don't want to get
punished for that remark!" He took off running down the path, she
close behind. The squirrels just watched.

The End.
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It's the end of the world as you know it. The exponential
advancement of digital technologies of nanotechnology, molecular
biotechnology and artificial general intelligence changes
everything over-night.
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What's a regular Joe to do when an Artificial Intelligence takes
over the world?



	


Julie
Metaform (2011)
Then she asked, "How did you end up picking me? Can I see the ad
or the description they are using to market me?"

"Sure." He said, and moved the mouse on the desk to make the screen
come back on. "I have the Biocybertronics website bookmarked." He
clicked.

"Wow," she said, "they have quite a selection to choose from. Where
are the prices?"

"They're on the individual pages." he answered, "They range from
sixteen grand to over seventy-five grand."

Julie frowned, "I'm the cheapest one here? That's not right!"

Dave clarified, "About half of them are sixteen grand. Here's your
page."

***Voluptuous movie actress, fetish friendly, compliant.***

"Compliant?" she said, "What do they mean by that?"

Dave answered, "It probably means your clones haven't tried to kill
anybody yet. Look what it says for Angela Holmes." he clicked a few
links.

***Famous movie star, highly intelligent, dangerous, requires
strict discipline to control. High violence and flight
risk.***

Julie commented, "I guess I do look compliant compared to
that."
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