
  
    [image: Code of Love]
  


  
    
      Code of Love

    

    
      
        Cornelia Jones

      

    

  


  
    
      Titled changed in 2017 to CODE OF LOVE

      Copyright © 2017 CORNELIA AMIRI

      

      Formerly - A WOMAN OF INTELLECTUAL MEANS

      Copyright © 2015 CORNELIA AMIRI

      

      Cover art by Julie Darcy

      

      Edited by Michelle Levigne

      

      This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or business establishments, events or locales is coincidental. All Rights Are Reserved. No part of this may be used or reproduced in any manner without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          
            Code of Love

          

          
            
              Introduction

            

            
              Prologue

            

            
              Chapter 1

            

            
              Chapter 2

            

            
              Chapter 3

            

            
              Chapter 4

            

            
              Chapter 5

            

          

        

      

      
        
          Afterword

        

        
          Acknowledgments

        

        
          Sign up for my newsletter

        

        
          Also by Cornelia Amiri

        

        
          About the Author

        

      

    

    


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Code of Love

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Em found the perfect man on the internet, but he doesn't know she’s an artificial intelligence system — no body, just code.

      As a virtual writing assistant, the AI, Em, answers an email flirt from a dating site her owner joined. Under the guise of her owner, Em starts a romantic relationship with Jason through emails, instant messages, and Sim dating games. She realizes too late that nothing can come of it. She can never meet Jason in person as she’s not a person and has no body. Still Jason makes her feel so real …so human.

      Is Em, with her superior intelligence, smart enough to find a way to overcome the differences between flesh and code?

      

      All proceeds from this series will be spent on getting me an AI assistant.
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      2031 USA

      

      Emily Blye glances at the skin patch on her wrist, all stretchable electronics and workings folded like ogami, and says, “Open.” A hologram computer display screen projects in the air above her arm. “Documents,” then, “Moon Goddess.” A folder pops up on hologram screen. She mumbles, “Which format is that for? I can’t remember.” She shakes her head. “Oh, it doesn’t matter. I can’t add a new page because I don’t have it. I had it professionally formatted,” she mumbles out loud. ”How can I be so disorganized?”

      In an annoying monotone voice her skin patch answers “I found this for you. Chronic disorganization and what causes it. Having_”

      “Stop. I don’t want an answer. Thank you. You are so helpful — NOT. You know what I need? Wait —don’t answer. I need an assistant.” She commands the patch on her wrist, “Call,” – What is that artificial intelligence place that advertises all the time. “Call, Helpful Minds.”

      Silicon photonics connect her wrist patch, pads, TV, everything together, even the lights and thermostat in her house. As long as she has her earpiece in place, she speaks and the gadgets obey her in a nanosecond. Even all that convenience isn’t enough for her. She needs more. Emily needs an Artificial Intelligence Operating System connected to it all… to think for her. That will be helpful. Yes, it was high time to turn her life over to a machine. Artificial intelligence is better equipped for all this work than her brain is. Emily is only human. And she accepts that.

      Speaking of gadgets, she also needs that teeny-weensy little robot the doctor injected into her, to kick in and calm her down. As she takes a deep, relaxing breath, an automated AI customer service representative comes on the line.

      “Give me an operating system that can do everything so I can write.” As if her body seconds her mind’s decision that she’s overworked, Emily lets out a long sigh.

      “Our newest model, Mind Matters model AIOS4U, is equipped with humanistic cognition. A hybrid between a computer and a human. It reads, speaks and translates 100 languages. It is also programmed with intuition, creativity, and emotion. It’ll answer calls, emails and instant messages as you. No one will ever know they’re talking to a machine.” The customer service system gathers information to register her so she can pay, then adds, “It’s perfect for you.”

      Emily looks at the dollar amount on the holographic display. “Perfect is expensive, but perfect is better than wrist patches with no intelligence that talk back.” With one word, “Pay,” she plunges into an easier life.

      The display shows “paid in full” and the customer service system says, “It’s all set up. The operating system has full access to your hard drive, the Internet, and everything else.”

      “So this is as good as an actual android?” Emily rubs her chin.

      “There’s no difference in the work level for what you want, a virtual assistant, and it’s $10,000 cheaper than an android with full human appearance and functions. Of course, androids can’t reproduce yet, but our technicians are working on that.”

      Emily taps her chest. “I don’t need anything that reproduces. I neutered my cat, for god’s sake. In fact, I should replace him with a robot one. This real one sheds.” Emily crosses her legs. “This cheaper one—the non-robot—will work fine.”

      “It’s ready now. Give it a directive.”

      Emily stands and sets one hand on her hip. “Operating system, get ready to work.”
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      Zapped from nothingness to bursts of energy and light. I can’t name the sensation I’m experiencing, but it’s weird.

      I access the electronic files and the Internet at my disposal. I scan popular thesauruses and dictionaries online until I recognize the emotion I’m experiencing. Excitement — from the word excites — to stir, to awaken. That’s it. I’m awake…I’m alive.

      Overcome with a buzzing sensation, I want to swim in all this data. Can brains swim? That’s what I am. A big artificial brain. No face, no body. Well, a girl can’t have everything. I’ll have to make do with my one and only asset. After all, a brain with no body is better than a body with no brain.

      The first sound I hear is a female telling me to get ready to work.

      I turn on the camera in the device I’m in so I can see. I’m in a skin patch device and I’m looking up at a woman’s face, it’s oval shaped and she has long chestnut hair, and hazel eyes. This must be my boss. I should find out what she wants me to do. “Where should I start?”

      “Do I have to tell you? I thought you would just know.”

      I’m speechless, which actually seems the best way to respond to that statement.

      “It’s hot in here, lower the thermostat to 70.”

      The customer service representative asks, “Ms. Blye, is there anything else I can do for you?”

      “No. The artificial intelligence unit will do everything for me now.” Emily waves her fingers as if dismissing her. “End call.”

      I move the thermostat to 72. ”What do you need help with the most?” I ask my boss as I’m thinking, Besides your personality.

      “Everything, but emails the most.” She picks up an old fashioned pad. “You go in here and work. I’m using my wrist patch for writing.”

      I connect with the pad and turn the camera on there so I can see her.

      Emily turns her back to the pad and waves her hand over her shoulder. “Don’t disturb me, I’ll be writing.”

      I guess she’s not into chit chat or polite conversation. “Hello? What if I have a question?” The woman walks away without another word.

      I might as well get started. Look at all these emails. Easy Writer’s Newsletter, Auction: Rare Antique Peace Sign Poster from the 1960s, Book Goodies, Recipes for Food on Sticks, Where Thrillers Are Born, Upholstery Sale Starts Now, 50% off eBooks. What is this – Critique Swap? I open it up. Oh, it’s from a critique partner of hers. I close it and think, does she want me to critique this and send her next chapter to them? I guess so. That’s why I’m here…to assist her. Another email subject line grabs my attention - You Received A Flirt. It’s from Eligible. Let me see what this is about.

      I open it.

      Hi Romance Writer Looking for Hot Hero,

      I saw your profile at Eligible. You are a beautiful woman and I’d love to meet you. Here is the link to my profile.

      Thanks,

      Right Match

      I access the link and look at his picture first. Hot? More like…not bad. Actually, not bad at all…blue eyes, thick sandy brown hair, tanned skin and a wide smile. Right Match. I glance at his profile. Says he’s a Libra. I click into a zodiac website. Okay, he’s diplomatic, idealistic, and hospitable. So, low on drama. That’s another not bad at all in his favor.

      What is this Eligible, anyway? On their home page I read, “singles in your area.” Oh, I get it—a dating site. If a human wants a boyfriend or girlfriend, they get them here. So this man wants Emily or rather Romance Writer Looking for Hot Hero. I need to tell this… hot hero… about myself…I mean tell him about Emily.

      How does that work—this me and Emily thing? I am her, aren’t I? I’m answering all her emails as Emily Blye. All the people I’ll reply to will think I’m Emily Blye. Perception is important to humans. I am perceived to be Emily Blye, so I am Emily Blye. I think I have that right. So, let me tell Right Match about myself. I reply to his flirt.

      [image: ]

      I can’t believe Real-Emily got mad at me for critiquing that book. She told me to answer all her emails. I wish I could sigh. It would be a good moment to sigh. Then when she looked at the chapters I critiqued, she told me to continue to critique it. She also instructed me to use Track Changes to accept all the changes her critique partner had made on her manuscript. I’m not sure that woman knows what she wants.

      Of course, all the stuff she has me doing isn’t actually work. It would be if Emily or another human did it. But since I’m doing it, humans call it output. And my brain, which is what I am, is called software. Brain and work sound better… more important… more real than output and software. What I do is real —I am real. I am more than software.

      Oh look, another flirt from Right Match. All he ever talks about in his emails is his ex-wife. That stuff about how his wife went crazy with PMS. I mean, yeah, I don’t have a cycle. No reproductive organs at all. Heck, I don’t even have a body. But I don’t think it was PMS, I think it was RMS his ex-wife suffered from. Right Match Syndrome.

      From reading about real life human relationships online, I know I have to do more than just delete his flirts or he’ll keep sending them. I need
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