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This is a speculative story, a tale of the fate of someone who, rather than using technology, lets it use him.

Computer technology is moving into our lives, becoming integral to in, at a rapid rate. It infiltrates at an exponential rate. And that's because of its enormous benefits.

So, we've welcomed the way it automates tedious functions, removing their burden from our lives. 

We've all seen the positive aspects of the application of increasingly sophisticated digital technology. High-speed calculations are perfectly suited to performing routine tasks, to tackling iterative chores. The newest computers make it possible to do things in a short time that once weren't even possible. 

But there is a shift taking place now. Artificial intelligence has begun to assign itself tasks, to suggest things it can do for us and tell us about ourselves. 

That sends up a red flag. We need to take these steps cautiously. Perhaps the things AI is eager to tackle are jobs we'd prefer to do ourselves, or should do ourselves for a variety of reasons, even if that means doing hard work. Or perhaps they are things we would rather not have done at all—no matter who does them. 

Dependency and addiction, whether to substances or technologies, puts us on a slippery slope.

This is a story of a tech baby who doesn't understand that having things done for you tends to come at a price and that it pays to ask what the price is in advance.
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Jesse (aka “The Jess”) stood on the sidewalk, looking up at the magnificent house, loving the way it towered high above the other houses in the ritzy neighborhood. 

After a minute, he said the thing that was taking over his head. “Whoa!” 

This expensive house on this expensive street sure stood out. He hadn’t expected it to be so... so... so, wild.

He had no idea if all the dramatic lines and sweeping curves were supposed to do something or be artistic, or what, but he’d never seen anything like it. 

He wasn’t sure he even liked the look of it, but he sure liked the way it demanded your attention, the fact that anyone coming down the street would notice it. They’d see his home was the modern, the trending version of a fucking palace. 

It wasn’t huge... more of a small palace, but real estate came at a significant premium these days, especially in this area. And he’d definitely wanted his place to be right here, where the influencers lived.

So the new house passed the test for curb appeal. It definitely stood out, made a goddamn statement. Best, it made a definitely defiant statement that “The Jess” had arrived.

Now he was moving in.

A sign stuck in the newly rolled-out expanse of grass that was the front yard advertised some crap about the builder (“Another quality Lexter Home”). More importantly, it told a passerby, shouted to the world the real reason he had chosen this crew to build it for him, the reason he had gone for this over-the-top modern design. 

A NxtHome — Step into the future with an intelligent home.

That’s what the sign in the yard said. An intelligent home, one in which the intelligence had been designed just for him, specifically to meet the demanding needs of The Jess. 

“Yessir, that’s what I’m talking about,” Jesse said as he stepped up to the front door, smelling the fresh paint of his new house, inhaling that completely new house smell. No one had ever lived in it before and The Jess would make his mark on the house.

It made a statement about him just as much as his influencer channel, via its millions of viewers, stamped his opinions, his persona on the rest of the goddamn world.

The smug little Indian man in some cheap-ass suit standing next to him waved his hand at the other houses along the street. He made the wave a dismissive gesture.

“Before we built this, the people living here thought they had modern homes,” he said. “They are just mini-mansions and your house shows them what is possible.” He flashed a self-satisfied smile. “Your house will let them see what a visionary you are. You’ll be even more of a trendsetter than you are now.”

Jesse shook his head. The little man didn’t get it at all. Good thing he was just a hired nerd. 

“I’m no stinking trendsetter, Raj. I’m an influencer. Trendsetters get seen doing things and establishing new styles. I don’t do that shit. I look at the world that’s out there and tell people what is cool and what is junk.”

“I leave that to you,” Raj said. “I simply create dream homes.”

“And as the designer of my little high-tech private universe, my house, you are gonna be one filthy rich dude, Raj.” He looked at the man. “When I post videos of this place, everyone will want a NxtHome.” He slapped the man on the back. “You might consider buying your cheap ass a new suit. Class up your act.”

Raj shook his head as walked his client to the door. 

“All of our profits go back into research. We are pushing the boundaries of artificial intelligence. That takes a great deal of money.”

Jesse shook his head. Okay, the little man clearly didn’t give a shit that he looked like a dork. That was his call.

He walked up to the door and let out a sigh. This was the moment. Tentatively putting out a hand, he reached for the door handle and the door swung open. 

“It wasn’t locked,” he said.

“Oh, that door was very securely locked, Jesse,” Raj said. Then he smiled. “No one but you could open it. The entire house was on standby, but the instant it identified you standing there, it automatically unlocked its systems. Your intelligent, fully automated home is ready to serve you.” 

Jesse peered in through the open door, not sure why he was hesitating. 

“Now that is some sweet shit,” Jesse said.

As they entered the foyer, indirect lighting came on, gradually strengthening. 

“Look at that. The damn house knows I’m here,” Jesse said happily. 

Jesse went through the house feeling like a kid who had gotten everything he wanted for every Christmas in one package. 

They furnished the house as part of the package.

“The furniture is equipped with sensors that help the system determine what maintenance might be needed,” Raj said as they strolled through. “The kitchen restocks itself, based on what you use.”

“I’ll never run out of beer?” Jesse asked.

“Or anything else. Your online accounts are connected to the system. The house pays all the bills and reorders almost anything you need. If any of its systems fail, which is unlikely, the house contacts contractors to make repairs. If there is a problem, you probably won’t ever know about it. And if you want to order clothing or anything else, there are terminals in every room.”

“Including takeout?”

Raj grinned. “Absolutely.”

Jesse considered that, then scowled. 

“You promised the house would be secure. That don’t sound so safe. What if I have guests? I might have my people over to party. They might fiddle with the system like it’s some video game. Or I could bring home a girl and she decides to order herself a bunch of stuff. I could get ripped off.”

Raj shook his head. 

“Not a chance. The terminals identify who is using them with biometrics and they provide levels of access.”

“That sounds pretty complicated for my crew,” he said. 

Raj shook his head.

“It means that anyone in the house can control the lighting or the temperature, and if you authorize it. They can go online to check email or whatever. No one but you will be able to place orders, make financial transactions, or process any admin changes.”

“Admin changes?”

“Change the way the system operates — anything that would alter the user experience, the way your house works.”

Jesse snapped his fingers. 

“You mean that it can’t go messing with things and changing my universe?”

“Exactly.”

“Good. Can’t have none of that shit,” he said.

“You won’t.”

“Show me my studio,” Jesse said. “Is it everything I asked for?”

“And more,” Raj said. 

He led Jesse through the poolroom, past the video game room and into a smallish room filled top to bottom with high-tech equipment. 

“That’s a hell of a lot of gear,” Jesse said.

“The servers store a complete set of your previous influencer videos, including all the outtakes and videos you didn’t run.”

“Why those?”

“You asked for AI-assisted production. Well, the system we’ve designed can create videos of you doing whatever you want. It breaks down the existing videos and then creates new ones. You can
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