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The idea strikes like a match dragged across a striker. Sudden, bright, dangerous. What if pleasure could be engineered, automated, made precise and relentless? Not something to replace the warm chaos of another person's touch, but something else entirely: a system that operates with the unwavering consistency of tides, that could continue without breath or doubt or the limits of muscle and bone. Something that would leave my hands free to wander elsewhere, to write, to paint, to simply clutch the sheets while the machine did its tireless work.

I think of Amelia immediately, of course. How could I not?

Those clever fingers of hers, capable of calibrating circuits and soldering connections with surgical grace, are probably busy right now building God-knows-what clever contraptions in her basement workshop. I've watched her at three in the morning, glasses sliding down her nose, completely lost in the elegant logic of gears and servos and feedback loops. She speaks the language of torque and tension, of microcontrollers and PWM signals, with the same fluency poets reserve for love and grief. She would approach the problem like any other engineering challenge: define the parameters, identify the constraints, optimize for maximum efficiency. Only this time, the output wouldn't be a robotic arm or a sensor array.

This time, the output would be something else. Something pleasurable.

But the thought of asking her, of translating this private, trembling want into actual words, roots me to my chair. My finger hovers over her contact photo, unable to descend. The fear comes in waves, each one more humiliating than the last.

Will she recoil?

I imagine the silence on the line stretching into something cold and infinite. Imagine her polite, distant voice saying, "I don't think I'm the right person for this," the way she might decline a party invitation. I picture her hanging up and staring at her phone with that expression she gets when something disappoints her. Not anger, just a quiet, scientific sadness that someone she respected has revealed themselves to be so small, so predictable.

Will she laugh?

Not the warm, conspiratorial laugh she shares when we discover a shared obscure interest, but something else. Something that would curdle in my chest forever. I can hear it already. Bright, surprised, perhaps even kind, but undercut with a note of can you believe this guy? She has a workshop full of serious projects: climate sensors, prosthetic prototypes, elegant little machines that help people. And here I am, wanting to divert all that brilliance toward my own private gratification.

Will she tell someone?

This is the one that keeps me paralyzed the longest. Amelia moves in circles. I don't. Hackerspaces and maker fairs, conferences where people wear badges with their GitHub handles. She is respected, beloved. If she finds this strange hunger distasteful, she wouldn't need to say much. A raised eyebrow at the right moment. They would know. And I would become a story she tells, a cautionary tale about men who can't separate friendship from desire.

The clock on my screen bleeds minutes. 11:47 PM. The basement workshop light is probably still on. She won't be sleeping. But the longer I wait, the more certain I become that this is a mistake.

And yet.

I remember the way she looked at me last month, when I helped her carry a heavy oscilloscope up the stairs. How she had paused in the doorway, sweat shining at her temples, and said "you're good at knowing what I need before I ask." I remember her teaching me to read a multimeter, her hand guiding mine, her breath warm against my ear. I remember the way her eyes light up when presented with an interesting problem, any problem.

This is difficult. This might be worthwhile.

My thumb presses down before courage can evaporate entirely. Three rings. Four. I picture her wiping her hands on those oil-stained jeans, reaching for the phone with grease-smudged fingers that have built so many beautiful, useful things.

When she answers, her voice is warm, distracted, the sound of a soldering iron humming in the background like a mechanical purr. "Hey," she says, and I can hear the smile in it, the open door of her attention. "You're calling late."

I take a breath. "I have a project for you," I say, and my voice emerges steadier than my pulse. "Something custom. Something... personal."

The soldering iron noise stops. Silence pools between us.

"Personal how?" she asks, and there is something new in her tone. Not revulsion, but a key turning in a lock.

"I want to build something," I say, choosing each word like stepping stones across a river. "Something that can work independently. Hands-free. Something that doesn't tire, doesn't waver. Something... relentless."

I pause, listening to her breathe on the other end, the silence between us thick with possibility. "Something small, Amelia. Discrete. Something that could reside close to the skin, hidden beneath fabric, unnoticed by anyone else. In a place where the body is most responsive, most alive."

The words feel clumsy, insufficient. I try again, circling closer. "Think of it like a secret. Like jewelry with a purpose. Something that would nest against me, contained, compact, perhaps cradled in silk and wire. Something I could wear beneath my clothes while the world continues around me, oblivious."

She laughs. Not unkindly, but with the sudden clarity of someone who has finally solved a puzzle. "I guess you don't mean a device for the lower body parts," she says, her voice warm with amusement. "Those have been invented in thousands. You're thinking of something else. The northern parts of the female body I guess. A Wonderbra?"

The pun hangs in the air between us, ridiculous and perfect. I close my eyes, relief flooding my chest like warm water.

"Something like that," I admit.

Another pause. The dark window reflects my own flushed face back at me. "I want to feel it there while I type, while I walk, while I sit in meetings pretending to pay attention to quarterly reports. A private engine, humming against me, relentless, while my hands remain perfectly still on the table. Above it. Innocent."

The silence stretches, elastic and humming. I can hear her chair creak as she leans back, and when she speaks, her voice has shifted into that register she uses when she discovers an elegant solution to a difficult problem. Technical enthusiasm edged with something warmer, something that sounds almost like hunger.

"That's actually a fascinating engineering problem," she says, and her voice has shifted into that register she uses when she discovers a new microcontroller or an elegant algorithm, technical enthusiasm edged with something warmer. "We'd need adaptive feedback loops, variable pressure calibration, thermal management. How do you feel about Arduino? Or something more robust. A Raspberry Pi with custom GPIO scripting? And we'd want a wireless interface, definitely. Bluetooth, so you could adjust parameters without interrupting your... workflow."

I close my eyes. The relief is so profound it feels like drowning and surfacing simultaneously.

"Whatever you think best," I tell her, my voice gone soft, grateful. "I trust you to make it perfect."

"Oh," she says, and I can hear the grin in her voice now, the challenge accepted, the schematic already blooming behind her eyes. 

"Intriguing," she purrs, and I can hear her set down her tools. "Come over. I'll put coffee on, or something stronger."

Her basement workshop is everything I imagined. Workbenches cluttered with gears and wires, the smell of
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