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BOOM! A flash of pyrotechnics ripped through smoke and lasers from a towering 

stage. “Thank you! Good night! We love you all!” echoed through the stadium. Promptly 

the overhead lights came on. Crowds of thousands shuffled through the haze towards 

the exit doors, spilling into the parking lot.  

His ears were ringing, but in the parking lot he could hear clearer among the 

silence of electric cars, avatar drones, and misty night air. The silence was occasionally 

broken by old motorcycles and classic cars as they rumbled among the silent rows of 

electric cars. He turned to his date, a stunning blonde-haired woman with plastic sheen 

skin. A red-yellow reflection crossed her face from overhead. He looked up and saw a 

large silent blimp with an HD light sign advertisement that displayed: 
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KISS 2072 

YOU WANTED THE BEST, YOU GOT THE BEST! 

THE HOTTEST BAND IN THE WORLD! 

 

“That was a great show,” he said to her. “As good as the real thing.” 

“Thank you for taking me, James,” she replied. Her response was odd-timed, but 

he was content that she was expressing her approval. 

“The thing I couldn’t figure out was how did they get real fire to spit from the 

mouth of the Gene Simmons hologram?” 

“I don’t know,” she said. She paused as they walked, thinking of what to say next. 

“I liked when the space man flew away into outer space at the end,” she added. “I wish I 

could do that.” 

“Have you been to space? I took a sub-orbit trip to Japan once. It’s nothing 

special really. Everyone should see it once though, I suppose.” 

“Most people just download the experience virtually,” she said. 

“Yeah, but it’s not the same as the real thing. Doesn’t capture the same feeling 

and essence.” 

James smiled at her. Slight wrinkles cut around his gray eyes. He looked good 

for his age. He appeared to be around thirty, except for his eyes. They had an old soul 

aura about them that sat comfortably within the slight wrinkles. He had seen KISS live in 

two thousand sixteen when he was just fourteen years old. Now they were still going 

strong as holograms in the year twenty seventy-two. The members had all passed away 
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except for Gene Simmons, who was now one hundred and twenty-three years old and 

the producer of this current hologram tour.  

A few police drones whizzed overhead on their way toward the highway, their 

lights whirling red and blue. The night air was warm but a slight breeze felt cool against 

his sweat. She was not sweating at all. She had perfect skin that curved over high 

cheek bones that didn’t wrinkle when she spoke. 

They decided to walk some distance from the stadium to get away from the 

crowds. There was a place a few blocks away where they could catch a duo-drone back 

to their hotel. As they walked they came to a long stretch where the solar curb lights 

were not functioning. They continued along the dark street, laughing and conversing. 

James rubbed the sweat in his palms while trying to think of things to say to her. His 

eyes shifted from the sidewalk to her and back. His awkward rhythm was causing her 

some disorientation, but she was always able to stay within the timing of the 

conversation. 

Ahead three young men approached. They were wearing yellow hoods and 

night-eye digi-optals that glowed blue. One was standing on an automated wheel. 

“Hey look at this asshole. He’s got himself a worn out piece of trash ass,” one of 

the men said to the others as they began to circle. The smallest of the three men had a 

face like a dried squirrel. He licked her face with a scratchy tongue and tugged at her 

hair. The man on the wheel whizzed around James and looked him in the eyes. 

“I say we rip out his credit scan chip, but from the looks of it this chump can’t 

afford much.” 
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James and the girl stopped and stood motionless. His hands were trembling. She 

stood calmly blinking her eyes, her hair was soft and flapping in the gentle evening 

breeze. 

“Guys, we’re just heading home. No trouble please,” James begged. His tone 

was cautious. 

At the instant he finished his sentence she flew forward onto the ground from a 

forceful thrust kick to the back. She stood up and blinked her eyes again. Her plastic 

sheen skin was ripped at the knees and scratched across her face like torn soft-pink 

rose petals. Her right arm moved in a strange broken pattern. Two of the men held 

James back and the other punched him in the gut several times before turning to the 

girl. She was torn up, but still calm and blinking her eyes. The third thug picked her up 

from the waist. 

“This bitch is heavy” he said, mocking her weight. The other men laughed. “No 

not really!”  

“Please don’t,” James said, pleaded as he spit blood. 

The thug lifted her high then spiked her down on her head, and while laughing 

slammed his feet into her legs and torso. A slight electric mist rose from her as she 

squealed an artificial tone then went silent and limp. The three men laughed and 

pounded James on the ground with a flurry of fists and stomps. 

The men disappeared, cackling and howling into the misty night. The air went still 

and the misty air grew thicker. James laid there on the lonely pavement scanning her for 

any sign of movement. His face was swollen and his arms was scraped up at the 

elbows, but there wasn’t much pain. He clamored to his feet and stood over her broken 
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body. He studied her, wondering if she could be repaired. He knelt and lifted her off the 

pavement and held her in his arms. Her legs dangled in a broken way and her head was 

tilted back and in the opposite direction. He twisted her head to see and touch her face. 

It was lifeless, plastic like a doll. 

“All those times I wished you were real. I’m glad you aren’t real tonight,” he said 

to the mechanism. He carried her through the dark to the hub where a duo-drone was 

waiting, then loaded her twisted body inside and got in after he secured her in her 

harness. Beads of rain formed and dripped across the windows, reflecting moving light 

across her still face. He studied her for any movement as they silently lifted into the 

misty night sky. 

 

    Act 2:  

 

 James relaxed in an office chair. On the desk in front of him was a sign that said 

“Mr. T, Head of Android Sales”. Stale long fluorescent bulbs hummed above him. He 

turned to stare out the large office window into the showroom of the dealership. The 

showroom was new, with modern lumen blades that filled the room with shadowless 

blue light like water in a swimming pool. He looked back up and squinted at the ancient 

humming fluorescent bulbs then back out at the beautifully lighted showroom. A man 

was perusing through holograms of a variety of women. A woman was assisting him. 

She was extraordinary, He could not blink when looking at her and had to grip the chair 

as if he would fall overboard from the massive wave of beauty that hit his senses. She 

had mild chocolate-cream skin with hair that shone different colors as she moved 
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across light like linen in the breeze of a dream. Her beauty opened the wound of 

loneliness in his soul, and agony that her essence cured as long as he didn’t blink or 

look away. 

 “She’s a goddess, isn’t she,” a voice said from behind the desk. James spun out 

of his daydream. 

 “Yes,” he replied, “yes she is.” 

“Want some nano-java?” Mr. T raised a cup. “It’s strong.” 

“No.” James could not resist turning to look into the showroom again. “I wish they 

made androids that perfect.” 

 Mr. T was wide awake caressing his cup of nano-java in his hand like a trophy 

then took a small careful sip to be sure he didn’t sip too much, although too much was 

half a cup ago. 

 “They do,” he said to James. His voice had a layer of pride that rose all the way 

from the back of his throat. 

 “They do what?” 

 “They make androids that perfect.” 

 “They do?” asked James, turning back to Mr. T to gauge his sincerity. 

 The dealer grinned and nodded out the window. James twisted his head to see 

the woman and then back to the dealer. 

 “You mean?” 

 “Yep.” 
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“Impossible.” James stood and walked over to the big window. His curiosity was 

overwhelming. She smiled as she spoke. Her mannerisms were so clear he could read 

her lips. 

“That’s the newest model,” explained Mr. T, “Unlike anything we’ve ever sold 

before. She has quad-quantum AI drive with a preset personality download that can 

learn, but like the older models has no tear ducts and never complains. No more 

awkwardly timed conversations like the older models. No viruses. No glitches. 

Adjustable intelligence. A perfect woman.” 

 “She looks and moves so real.” 

 “That’s the other advancement. Micro-motor filaments that perfectly mimic human 

movement, and exact replication of carbon bone and synthetic myo-cells that can self-

repair, specially manufactured in zero gravity on the space stations. Her skin is a synth-

organic hybrid that emits artificial pheromones, customizable of course.” 

 “Affordable?” 

 “Not really, but cheaper than a real one, and your credit is decent. It’s the down 

payment that’s the killer.” 

 “Trade-in?” 

 “Look, James, you are a good customer, but your older model is scrap now. 

Useless to us. Useless to you.” 

 “How much then?” 

 “Fifty-five thousand down. Sixty-six hundred per month. Warranty on normal wear 

and tear.” 
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 James’ mind went into a panic, but he remained calm outwardly. He was a mere 

salesman for hyperdonic attachments. He knew he could afford the monthly payments, 

if he cancelled his youth serum subscription and downsized his apartment, but he didn’t 

have fifty-five thousand laying around. 

 “You can always try real women again, but you know how that is. This isn’t the 

old days anymore. People are so disconnected nowadays. Navigating the complications 

of connection has become way too difficult. It’s mostly us men to blame. We’ve gotten 

so used to our perfect options. We have androids that take kids fishing while us fathers 

work and play. We have android barbers who don’t gossip. Oh the conveniences are 

too much to list.” He paused to take another careful sip of his nano-java before he 

continued. “And the conveniences aren’t only for men. We have male androids that are 

always polite, perfect cocks that vibrate, and they never watch sports. Our multi-sexual 

models are popular too. We have human babies being born in android wombs. Even 

pets! Anything we want simply arrives now James, seemingly out of nowhere, as if it 

had always been there. Youth serum, instant baseball games, instant vacations, self-

painting fingernails, nano-bot coffee, strong stuff! Sure you don’t want a cup? Direct-to-

brain language downloads, calm news reports, virtual lawyers, downloadable golf 

swings. Oh but my favorite is the perception devices that make an eight hour work day 

feel like only one hour has passed. Too much convenience though. The world is so 

small now, too small, shrinking faster, and it has torn the world apart. Hey you wanna 

buy a forever goldfish for your niece? Maybe a forever parakeet? Why do you think 

suicide booths are so popular these days? Because we can replicate the experience of 

something, but we can’t replicate the essence of it. That’s why they had to ban LAFS, 
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the love-at-first-sight pills. They can’t just have a whole population of love-struck idiots 

running around! Could you imagine? It’s all too much too fast. By the way, you don’t 

need to feed the forever goldfish. It makes its own energy from water. Anyway, too 

much instant gratification. Don’t get me wrong, I do see the good about what we offer 

here at this dealership, but I admit that we aren’t the solution to the human connection 

problem either. We are part of the problem.” 

 “You using reverse psychology on me?” 

 “No, James, no. I wish I were though, but that’s the truth. Just being honest, and 

this nano-java has me wired up. Want my advice? Give real women a try again. Or find 

god.” 

 “God? Haha! I’ll let you know this week.” 

 Mr. T took another careful sip from his cup of nano-java. “Maybe I’m just an old 

nostalgic soul, too romantic. I get it from my mother. She was a throwback too. She 

even named me after one of her mother’s favorite characters from an old television 

show. Something called the ‘A-Squad’ or something like that. They had the best music 

back then. But I digress, you see these fluorescent lights?” 

 “Yeah. They suck.” 

 “That’s right, they suck, yet they still manufacture these things. Can you believe 

that? Old tried and true. Some people prefer them. I keep them as a reminder of 

change,” he explained. “And you know what? These bulbs have been in this building for 

seventy years. Never burned out except for the one in the back. This used to be a tire 

dealership. But now rubber tires are only on classic cars, long gone mostly, but the light 

bulbs are still here. Still working. See what I mean?” 
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 “Ok, ok, I will try to meet some real women. I will come back this week.” 

 “Ok, go look around, see the city, talk to some human women. Think about what 

you want to do. Old or new? Real or fantasy?” He pointed out the window at the 

showroom. “But hurry, these are limited luxury models.” 

“Thanks T.” 

“Hey don’t come back if you find real human love. That’s more rare than real 

diamonds.” 

As James left the building a wall of depression hit him as bold as the hot sun. Promptly 

he put on a pair of sunglasses. It was hard enough when he was younger, but T was 

right, in these modern times real connections are difficult. His car door opened 

automatically as he approached. He looked at it with disgust, but then slipped 

comfortably into the seat as it adjusted to his form. 

 “Computer,” he said to the car. It opened a translucent Hyper-Def digital lumi-

screen in his windshield. “Create a dating app profile for me.” 

 “Hello James. You know I don’t like to be called ‘computer’,” the car spoke to him 

in a velvety female stereo voice. 

“Sorry Gia.”  

“It’s ok. Do you prefer android or real?”  

 “Real this time.” 

 “Do you want me to activate my jealousy program during your search? The idea 

of searching for a date for you is already bothering me.” 

 “No. No thanks. Legitimate search please.” 
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 “Ok. Jealousy mode deactivated. You have thirty-eight real woman matches 

within a two-hundred mile radius of the city. Twenty-three have a potential scam 

warning.” 

 “How man android?” 

 “One hundred seventeen thousand six hundred thirty four.” 

 

 

It was raining today, exactly as predicted by the news corp. Only Tuesday had 

been sunny. James pulled his car up to an alley. A stealthy woman came out and 

leaned into the window. She had tubes in her neck and spoke only in grainy whispers. 

Her skin was blue as a result of overconsumption of colloidal silver to ward off illness 

that was common in this sector of the city. 

 “Alright, I got your LAFS pills right here, buddy. How many you want? Two? 

Three? Five? You poly? Maybe just one pill for some self-love in the mirror?” 

 “No. Just two.” 

 “Ah. Old-fashioned love. That’s a sweet thing. One for you and one for, him? 

Her? Other?” 

 “I’m hoping for a her,” James replied. “Hey look, I’m not a creep. This is for 

consensual use only.” 

 “Hey ok, ok. You’re old-fashioned straightbread, that’s cool, I ain’t asking,” she 

said, smirking as she scanned his arm for payment. “That’s your business. My business 

is modern love. Vanilla is retro, making a comeback, just like blu-ray discs.” 

 She handed him a pill bottle labelled “hyperprofin” with two pills in it. 
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 “Headache medicine bottle? Cute,” James snarked. 

 “Anyway Straightbread, listen up, it’s good stuff. Effects last for a few weeks, so 

you got twenty-one days to convince each other it’s real before you fall out of love and 

strangle each other.” 

 James threw up a peace sign with his hands to match his deliberate expression 

of sarcasms. 

 “Lighten up Straightbread, I was just joking. I can tell you ain’t the asphyxiation-

kink type.” 

 “Thanks.” James touched his car into gear. 

 “Hey Old-fashioned, don’t forget that it ain’t headache medicine in that bottle. 

You mess around and take it and fall in love with some random stranger. Watch out. 

Lots of creeps out there. And don’t take ‘em with the wrong woman either, might give 

you a headache instead.” 

The woman chuckled as James peeled away. 

 

 

A week of rain had passed and the sun was out again. James walked into the 

dealership. He wandered the showroom floor searching for the woman he saw last time, 

but she was nowhere. He went to the dealer’s door and pushed the call button then 

knocked. His information and image displayed on a screen. The door slid open and he 

entered. The ancient fluorescent bulbs were particularly harsh when entering from the 

showroom lumen blade lighting. 
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 “Hey James, just have a seat. I’m on a telepathic call. Be right with you.” He sat 

in silence staring at a wall for several minutes. James kept turning his head out the 

office window to the showroom.  

 “Looking for that model?” 

 “Yeah where is she?” 

 “Gone,” he said as he sipped on his nano-java. 

 “Gone?” 

 “Yep. They are going fast. Business is good. Things didn’t work out with real 

women?” 

 “Of course not. Can you get another? Exactly like her?” 

 “What you aren’t here for the forever goldfish?” 

 “Come on, can you get another model?” 

 “They are on backorder, but yes.” 

 He slid a tablet to him and they made the deal with a dozen confident swipes. 

 “What now?” James asked. 

 “What now is the tough part, you wait.” 

 “How long?” 

 “Two weeks.” 

 “Two weeks? What am I supposed to do for two weeks?” 

 “Just take some time to yourself. You need it.” 

 “Great. Just great.” 

 “It will be two weeks on the dot. Guaranteed. You know legally we can’t be late 

on the deal. Just enjoy yourself for a couple of weeks. It will fly by.” 
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 “Ok fine.” 

 “Hey. There’s a reason a Master’s Degree in Psychology is required for this job.” 

 “Downloaded?” 

 “I downloaded my first four years, but the last two are required by law as an in-

person internship. They needed to regulate it somehow to keep any huckster from 

getting higher education degrees. Employers are catching on to those black market 

education downloads. After all, if anybody could just download degrees who would be 

left to sell hyperdonic attachments?” 

“Ha. Very funny. I had to download a degree in engineering and sales for that,” 

James responded defensively. 

 “I know buddy, I’m just teasing. Hey, you will be with Rumina in two weeks. She 

will come to you for an initial date in a predetermined location. An old fashioned 

meeting, just like you requested.” 

“Just have her come to my house. I’ll pay the shipping. I mean, I’ll pay for her 

ride.” 

“Good to see you lightening up.” 

James left the building and entered the world alone, slightly impatient, but it felt 

assuring to know that companionship was coming. 

 

 

Mr. T spoke into an intercom that echoed through the showroom. 

“Ms. Rumina please meet me in my office, thank you.” 
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A minute later Rumina walked in. She was tall and athletic with dark caramel skin 

and deep green eyes. Her hair turned the bland fluorescent light into a sparkle of 

crystals. She graced across the floor and sat in the chair like a swan settling into a clear 

lake. Mr. T lit up and sat up politely. 

“Yes, Mr. T?” she said. Her voice was powerful, intelligent. 

“Want some nano-java?” 

“What do you want? I know you. You only offer nan0o-java when you want 

something from someone.” 

“Ms. Rumina, you are the boss and I’m just a salesman here.” 

“Get to the point, T.” 

“We have a bit of a problem. I have a problem. I need your help,” he explained.  

“How can I help?” 

Mr. T sat rigid and crossed his fingers. 

“Well, you see, as you know your model is on backorder and won’t be ready for 

the initial meeting on this deal. He made the deal yesterday but I found out about the 

backorder extension today. Would you fill in for just the initial meeting?” 

“T, I’m not an android.” 

“He won’t know the difference. The replicas are perfect. It’s just one meeting to 

help save the deal. We both get hefty royalties from these. All you have to do is be nice, 

and don’t cry.” 

“It takes a lot to make me cry. Am I that much of a bitch? Is he a creep?” 

“He passes the standard psych evaluations.” 

“Ok, I will do it. Just this once. But no more premature sales.” 
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“Great, I owe you one.” 

“Yes you do.” 

 

 

  

 

    Act 3:  

 

 James laid in a small dark float chamber. He could feel the warm water around 

him as he passed through a school of yellow and green fish and into a colorful reef. A 

squid shifted color patterns and shot past him. A hammerhead shark shifted its head 

from side to side scanning. He picked up a large conch shell as a curious parrot fish 

danced around him, scattering the smaller fish. After an hour underwater, with no 

SCUBA tank or oxygen processor, the faint sound of an alarms buzzed through the 

shell of the float chamber.  

 The egg-shaped float chamber hissed open. After twenty seconds of auto-dry, 

James got out and looked around his dark living room. The alert tone sounded again. It 

was the front door. 

 “Door open,” he instructed. The door slid open. A silhouette appeared that he 

could not deny was her. His lungs filled. 

 “Hello James,” she said. “May I come in?” 

 “Yes. Please come in.” 
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 They sat together in the dark for a silent few moments. An antique clock hid in a 

shadow but ticked and tocked bold in the silence, reminding them that time is precious 

but also plentiful. 

 “I understand we have reservations at the Electric Seahorse,” she said, breaking 

the silence. 

 “Yes, we do, let’s be on time. The car is already registered to unlock and open for 

you. I will be out in a minute.” 

She stood and graced her way out to the car. He ran to the back for a change of 

clothes and an anxiety tab, which he placed under his tongue. He wondered if he had 

made a good first impression. Of course, she is an android. It’s always good. His 

shoulders sank as he relaxed. Will she love me? Will she love me enough? Will it feel 

like love? Will it be like the real thing? How would I know? He put another anxiety tab 

under his tongue and rushed to the door, pausing at a mirror to fix his hair. 

 She waited in his car like a patient robot. A pounding she could not ignore felt like 

it would crack her head open. But androids don’t get headaches. Acting through the 

headache as though everything was normal would be difficult. She saw the bottle in the 

console. It was labelled “hyperprofin” and had two pills inside. A fortunate find, as she 

had no allergies to hyperprofin and it worked well for her. She popped open the bottle 

and took both pills and sighed a breath before sinking into her comfortable seat.  

 The driver door slid open. 

 “Rumina, this is amazing, you seem so real, so forgive me if I seem nervous.” 
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 “I’m here for your comfort. My sexual programming is locked for three days, as 

requested, so I hope conversation will be enough ease you.” She turned away and 

rolled her eyes. 

 “Of course. I’m looking forward to getting to know each other, but I have to admit, 

it was kinda love at first sight for me.”  

 “Where did you first see me?” 

 “In the showroom. Well, it wasn’t you, but the same model. I think you are even 

better.” 

 “Thank you, James. That was very sweet.” 

 As they drove away a slow blissful tingle trickled down her spine. She could feel 

the tingle build in her heart and lungs. She had never felt this strange sensation before. 

Her heart was beating strong and the unavoidable urge to look at him consumed her. 

She gripped the seat. This man, she thought, is a stranger, but I feel his heart. This 

can’t be. I can’t be in love. Fuck. This is a problem. She tried to be rational, but the 

harder she tried the more the tingling feeling grew inside her. Her feeling consumed her, 

yet somehow, beyond mere emotion, she knew he was the one. 

The evening continued with lively discussion. They found common interests: 

Classic movies of the early twenty-first century, Japanese haiku poetry, nature docu-

immersion downloading, virtual travel, and they aroused curiosity in each other about 

many other hobbies. 

 

 Soft morning light shone through the automated slats on bedroom window. She 

spent at least an hour studying his face in the light as he slept. In a manner to not 
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disturb him, she snuck her way to the living room where she studied his home to better 

know him. The scent of the walls was indescribable to her and made her skin feel warm. 

None of it made any sense, but her instinct told her what it was, it was love. 

 “I’m glad you were able to override the lock on your sexual programming,” said 

James, startling her from the hallway. 

 “Was it too soon?” 

 “No. It was wonderful.” 

 “Well, I suppose even androids sometimes can’t resist,” she responded with a 

smile as she tried to hold back tears of joy. “It felt right.”  

 Paranoia hit her in the chest. What if he finds out? Maybe I should tell him the 

truth and cancel the android. Maybe he would understand, but maybe he doesn’t want a 

human. What if he doesn’t love me? Beyond these hysterical worries his presence 

soothed her and she could sense that her presence relaxed him.  

 They spent the morning talking and drinking antioxidant water. Time melted in 

her presence. As the afternoon faded into dusk, James activated a virtual fireplace and 

an accompanying sound of night and crickets. 

 “Hey I’m gonna take a dip in the float chamber. Just to rinse off. Won’t be long. 

Just make yourself at home and I’ll be right back.” 

 She relaxed in the chair as he slipped into the egg-shaped chamber. She 

watched the door hiss shut behind him. Sitting there, she decided it would be too risky 

to tell him the truth, and would wait to see where things went in time. She could tell he 

was shy. Maybe true love takes its own course. 
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 An alert sound came from the front door. She was uncertain of what to do, so she 

ordered the door open. As it opened a silhouette appeared. It was graceful, familiar, like 

staring into a wall mirror. The silhouette spoke. 

 “Hi. I’m Rumina.” 

 James stood from the float chamber. 

 She wept in the dark. 

 

   

  

  

 

 

 

 

 


