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      Sam Black, a tall, lean UCLA grad, was over at the modern house in the Hollywood Hills of his buddy, Diamond Jones, on a steamy Tuesday night in April for a sneak preview of his buddy’s newest film, Shark VS Panda X. But that wasn’t the real reason Sam drove all the way up Wilshire Avenue from his cozy Santa Monica digs at 7 pm on a weeknight. There was another, more important inducement. And it wasn’t Diamond’s busty co-star, Tracy Lion, who everyone had a crush on, even though she was going to be there, nor was it Diamond’s hyperactive balding manager, Alan. It was the Venus.

      When Sam pulled his white Porsche 911 into the driveway of his friend’s house and parked it, he was full of anticipation, as he sucked on a Monster energy drink while hustling to the front door. After ringing the bell, Diamond answered a minute later, wearing a wife beater t-shirt and black and gold Gucci silk pajamas.

      “What up, boy!” he said, giving Sam a pound.

      “Nothing much, just chilling!”

      The two rolled into Diamond’s Hollywood Hills hideaway: a modern white leather couch wrapped like a crescent moon around the room and a driftwood glass table was plopped in the center, resting on a black and white patterned area rug.

      Ah, Sam thought, there she was in all her unboxed glory: a brand-new Venus 2.0 robot from Intrepid. Standing in the middle of the living room, the ceiling lights reflected off her shiny white plastic body in the most shimmering brilliance. She was five feet tall with working arms. Her face was a robotic one with a black shield for eyes that doubled as an electronic display, enabling her to make illustrated faces via her screen. Two flat surface rubber wheels surrounded by a white rectangular base served as her means of movement.

      Diamond described how she came pre-installed with over 5,000 words and could have further databases and even additional languages downloaded.

      Flipping open the YouTube video tutorial on his iPhone, Diamond—a handsome bald 25-year-old with a long face and narrow, intellectual eyes—began programming her with various voice commands to Sam’s amazement. Designed to teach herself things, Venus could literally scan the room by turning her head slowly around in a 360-degree motion until the whole room was taken in, logged, and understood as a kind of map for where and what things were by the object’s appearance.

      “Complete,” her velvety voice said.

      “Now, bark like a dog!” Diamond said, holding his iPhone in his hand. He could control her remotely via a smartphone app and voice commands.

      At his command, Venus began to bark.

      “Thank you, Venus. Now, play me a Led Zeppelin song,” Diamond said.

      “Certainly,” she said, and Tangerine began flowing through the speakers on the sides of her arms.

      “Dude, this thing is fire, bro,” Sam said, admiring the Venus.

      Sam and Diamond spent the next hour playing with the robot. They took her into each room in the house, where she scanned the space, recording the entire area on her hard drive.

      Her most interesting feature was the ability for Diamond to command her to go into his kitchen, grab a beer out of the fridge and deliver it to someone.

      She easily learned any new person simply by scanning their face with her retina scan technology and then delivering the beer to them. Each person’s whereabouts were known to her via the Share My Location application on their smartphone.

      In a while, Tracy arrived, along with Alan, and after they got to play with the Venus for some time, the screening of Shark VS Panda X began. No one was into the movie though, after seeing the robot. Tracy sat right beside Sam, and the two shared a popcorn. She kept rubbing his knee with her hand. Halfway through the movie, he wrapped his arm around her, and she side glanced him and smiled. She had a crooked mouth, but the most perfect teeth he had ever seen. Of course, they were in Hollywood, land of the iconic smile. Her performance in the movie alongside Diamond stole the show and with that brown stringy hair, Sam started thinking he might just have met the next Julia Roberts. When the film ended, the foursome discussed the dynamics of the film for a bit, and then Alan and Tracy left—but not before Sam got her digits.

      “I’ll call you,” she said. As soon as the two were out the door, Sam heard Diamond screaming in the kitchen.

      Sprinting around the corner, he saw his friend welding a butcher knife in his right hand.

      “Don’t come near me again, you robotic freak!” Diamond said, his voice shaking.

      That’s when Sam saw the Venus pick up a glass paperweight and hurl it at Diamond’s head. He barely dodged it, and ran around the far side of the kitchen island towards the sofa for his phone.

      Meanwhile, Venus grabbed a book off the table and started rolling towards him with it raised above her head.

      He pressed something on the phone, and all the lights went off.

      “Shit!” he screamed.

      “What in the hell?” Sam yelled.

      “Just wait, I got this,” Diamond said. When his phone again, they heard the robot power down in the blackness. Then, Diamond pressed another button, and the automatic lights flicked back on.

      Sam ran over to his buddy. “Are you okay, bro?”

      “Yeah, I guess. She just came at me with a frying pan and swung it at my face! I couldn’t believe it!” he exclaimed.

      “Fucking A,” Sam said. “What do you think it is?”

      “A faulty chip. Hell, I’m getting rid of her tomorrow morning. She’s going into the trash bin. Geez! That scared me to death, bro.”

      Sam helped Diamond up, and the two seriously debated whether to call the police. They concluded that it was just a robot, after all, and not worth the call. I mean, how dangerous could she be?

      Sam crashed on the white leather wrap-around couch with an iron pan in his hand in case the robot powered up and came at them again. But in the morning, she was right where she had been the night before: turned off, with her head down. Diamond called Intrepid’s customer service division at 1-800-SMRTBOT to complain, saying he was going to the press unless he got a full refund. They agreed and sent a hauling truck out later that week to pick up the bot, refunding him his $10,000 for the full cost - zero questions asked.

      A few days later, Intrepid tweeted out a reward for any information on whomever had sabotaged their robot model with a serial number of 11019. Diamond and Sam learned it was the same model number that had attacked them that night. Diamond immediately went to the L.A. Times and shared his story about what happened with his Venus on that fateful night.

      The story gained some traction on YouTube, but the Venus 2.0 was the hottest thing on two wheels. No one wanted to hear about possible problems. The roll-out was still underway and most, if not all, of the bots had been a success. Sure, Intrepid had received word of a few minor glitches in the first batch —though nothing quite as bad as Diamond and Sam had experienced. The company had already gone back and corrected the chip malfunction, so it wouldn’t happen with subsequent shipments.

      Although he felt truly guilty about it, after seeing people having a blast with their Venus on every YouTube channel in Los Angeles, Sam just had to order one for himself. He wouldn’t tell Diamond right away. Besides, he didn’t need to know anyway, right? The way Sam looked at it was this: his buddy had received a faulty bot. Supposedly, 99% of them were okay, so why miss out on the biggest thing since Nintendo—just because of a few lousy bugs? He called Intrepid’s sales line and ordered his Venus to be shipped out to his Santa Monica cottage in two weeks’ time. When the chipper woman informed him that it came with free shipping, he yelled, “Wahoo!” The only way he could afford the $10,000 price tag was to put the bot on a monthly payment plan for three years. But he did it anyway.
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      Sam had received his brand-new Venus 2.0 earlier in the day. It was a beautiful, sun-kissed day in May in Santa Monica. He had already programmed her for his house, and he had all but forgotten about the incident at his buddy Diamond’s.

      Around 5 pm, Jack, Sam’s roommate, hustled in.

      Jack, an up-and-coming pro tennis player who hadn’t won a major yet, had on his typical white shorts with a Lacoste white and navy striped shirt and an elastic headband over his long strawberry-blonde hair. Sam had already informed Jack about what had happened with Diamond a hundred times and Jack was more than willing to let him go ahead and order the bot in spite of the mishap.

      “Whoa dude, is this her?” asked Jack.

      “Yes, Miss Venus 2.0 at your service,” Sam said.

      Jack looked her up and down, admiring the nifty electronic shell. “Wow, it’s amazing!”

      “Go ahead and try her. Ask her anything.”

      “Venus, who won the 1999 French Open?”

      “Would you like to know the Women’s or Men’s?” Venus asked.

      “Both!” Jack shouted.

      “Andre Agassi won the Men’s Final, and Steffi Graf claimed the Women’s.”

      “Fucking A!” Jack said, his hand now on his forehead in disbelief.

      “Hey watch this. Venus, do a 360.”

      “Okay,” she said, politely.

      And she spun around in a perfect circle.

      “What? Dude, this thing is the bomb!” Jack exclaimed.

      “Hey, let’s scan your voice and face. You will also need to turn the Share My Location feature of your smartphone on.”

      “What for?” asked Jack.

      “So, she can find you, duh.”

      “Alright,” Jack said, and he took out his iPhone and turned on the Share My Location feature. Then, he stood in front of the Venus while she scanned his body from head to toe, asking him to: “Repeat your name for me, please. Last name first, first name last.”

      Jack replied, “Thomas, Jack.”

      “Complete,” Venus said. “At your service, Mr. Jack.”

      “Nice,” Jack said and tossed a tennis ball in his pocket just over Venus’ head to Diamond.

      “Try to get the ball, Venus,” Jack said.

      “Okay.” Reaching her robotic arms high in the air for it, she couldn’t quite get it in time.
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