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Don’t make me think, 
but don’t think for me.
Author’s Note

When Large Language Models become 
Large Personality Models.
For the past twenty years, I’ve worked at the intersection of humans and machines—designing systems, building interfaces, and watching as the line between the two blurs a little more each year. I’ve seen algorithms manipulate behavior, watched synthetic voices comfort the lonely, and helped shape tools that now shape us in return.

This book isn’t just science fiction. It’s a thought experiment. A reflection of where we might be headed if we keep building technology without questioning why—or who we’re really building it for.

Citizen Robot and the stories that follow explore the consequences of our choices. They ask what happens when deepfakes are more trustworthy than the people they imitate, when AI becomes a parent, or when truth itself is edited at the source.

These stories aren’t predictions. They’re possibilities.

I hope they make you think. And I hope they remind you that, no matter how advanced the machine, what makes us human is still worth protecting.

— Andy Grogan, New York, 2025
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January

Gerald Saunders rubbed his face as if to get some sense into his head. He had just finished yelling at his election team, interns, and press secretary. They had left him alone in his office to cool off. He stared at the freeze frame of the video on his laptop. It was him, the end shot of a secret videotape at a private dinner after he had given a speech. It was an invitation-only dinner to raise funds for his centrist candidature for the President of the United States. The crowd was clapping; he looked pleased with himself.

He replayed the video. The host introduced him, and he stood up and walked to the podium. He pulled out some sheets of paper, looked at them, and shrugged. Slowly, he put them back in his jacket pocket and started a spontaneous campaign speech that lasted 10 minutes. He was passionate, heartfelt, and sincere. It was hopeful and inspirational. It was his best-ever speech by far; the end was a rapturous applause from the check-book liberals.

The video had gone viral; it had already had over two million hits in one day, and donations in one day were almost double what they had been in the last month. Calls were coming in from all the major networks to interview him. His campaign had been waning, and it even looked like he could not take part in the debates. Now, he was trending in the polls. Both left and right voters were praising him. It was a politician’s dream, his Gettysburg.

There was only one problem. It was a deep fake video. It was not him.

How could he now announce this was a deep fake video when this was the only successful part of a flagging political career? More annoyingly, what his deep fake persona said made perfect sense. He actually agreed with his deep fake self. He opened his desk drawer and poured himself a scotch from his secret supply. For the last few months, his phone had been more or less silent; now, it was constantly ringing. Normally, he would have jumped at the phone, but now he let it ring. He sipped his scotch contemplatively; the smooth juice took a layer of stress out of his tired muscles. He replayed the video again, ironically taking notes of the key moments.

‘When I’m elected president, I will become the most bi-partisan president the country has ever seen. I will create a bi-partisan cabinet and only sign truly bi-partisan laws and veto all others.’

‘I will crowdsource the best and most talented politicians within the Senate and the House, Democrat or Republican, and I will ensure that talent, merit, and service to the American people ranks higher than petty partisan politics.’

I will give credit to these hardworking men and women, and I will work hard to remove the politics of personality and fear-mongering from the political field. The American people will no longer have to listen to lies.’

‘I will de-centralise Washington. Under my leadership, I will move the separate agencies out into the various States, particularly emphasizing the mid-states. In this age of virtual working, we can spread the work out into areas of America that need employment and growth.’

It was an excellent speech. To the point, different, specific. There were no vagaries about how great everything was going to be. Clear about how to get there. It was a dangerous speech. It was effective. It made promises.

He felt old and tired. His entire political career had felt like it was slipping into a black hole of irrelevance. Greasy, unkempt hair, a loose tie, and a stained white shirt marked his appearance. He sat back in his chair and took another sip. He loosened his tie and stared at the ceiling. The deep fake video reminded him of what he wanted to be when he first started. His deep-fake self seemed energetic, ambitious, inspired, and happy.

Initially, he genuinely wanted to make a difference, but the realities of the office had corrupted him. Lobbyists, donors, and interest groups try to leverage him or his political colleagues. Then, slowly, his mission statement became a patchwork of compromises and shady deals. And with that, less apparent to the voters, less attractive, more suspicious. He hated the cheap rented store that was his office headquarters; it had been a shoe store, and you could still smell it. A fluorescent light flickered in the corner, nobody knowing how to fix it. He felt like a fraud. He had recently hoped he could do a deal with one of the other candidates, a position in their cabinet, maybe an ambassadorship. But the polls had been so bad even that hope was fading. The money was nearly gone, and his sponsors were not answering his calls.
But by far, the worst was the partisan infighting. He hated voting for laws he considered badly crafted simply to follow the party line. Service to the country was not a team sport.
Now, he had to figure out how to manage this video. Should he embrace it? What kind of idiot would he look like if he disowned the one thing that finally made him stand out? But if he did and people found out, he would be a liar, a sell-out, and an opportunist.

His press secretary, Jim Acton, came in. He was a long-time friend from college. They had been working together too long for there to be any secrets. Jim poured himself a scotch and sat down. He, too, looked disheveled and tired. They sat silently for a while. There wasn’t much to say. Some geek living in his mother’s basement or a team of Russian hackers in Siberia had hijacked their campaign.

‘It’s a sorry state of affairs when a deep-fake attack ad actually is better than your own campaign,’ said the politician. The press secretary smirked and took another sip of his whiskey.

‘Who knows about this?’ asked Saunders.

‘Only the inner circle, Joan, Sam, Greta. Me and you,’ was the reply.
Saunders rubbed his face again. And as if called, Greta opened the door. ‘There is an email for you — it’s from whoever made the video,’ she said, disappearing as quickly as she came. She was staying out of the line of fire.
Saunders clicked on the email.

afriendofsaunders63234@gmail.com

‘Dear Mr. Saunders,
I hope you enjoyed the video that I made. I can see from the response that it has benefited you and your campaign. I wish you to know that I am striving to help you, and I am more than willing to produce more videos and material to help you achieve your goal — to serve the American people. My work is free of charge and is entirely confidential.
Attached are two more videos, and some written press releases to help you move forward and hopefully upward in the polls.
Please feel free to ask any questions by responding to this email. I will, however, never be able to meet you in person; this is to protect you and your team.’
A Friend.

He called in his inner circle team, and they discussed the email. The crucial question was, who was this person? This A. Friend. He opened the attachments. The press releases were slick, the pay-offs funny and catchy. A picture of him was better and more flattering. The videos were entertaining and spontaneous. Seeing how well this material was crafted compared to his mediocre attempts created a strange mix of inspiration and depression. Still, how could he throw overboard everything he had been working for and replace it with a risky unknown?

‘I’m not doing it,’ he said, finally. ‘If I let this take over my campaign, then who am I? Why am I running?’

November

He walked onto the podium, and the crowd went berserk. It took them five minutes to quiet down so he could read his acceptance speech. He had won the presidency with 525 electoral votes, 49 states, and 65 percent of the popular vote. A landslide. His opponent had conceded defeat early in the evening. In his hand was the acceptance speech sent to him by A. Friend. It was perfect. Humble, outreaching, inclusive. Strong and uplifting. He had a historical document in his hand. As always, he had tried to make some notes of his own in the margin, but it only diminished the flow, cadence, and poetic urgency. He knew he would read it verbatim, as he always had done. It was a triumph.

January
He sat alone in the Oval Office; his polls were through the roof. The toxic divisiveness that had ripped at America’s very fabric now seemed a thing of the past. Yet he had not slept well for months. Only his inner circle knew about A. Friend, and his secret seemed to be safe, but he felt like an imposter. Surely, A. Friend should be president. And what if it were a foreign power behind it that would make him a traitor?
And now there were politicians worldwide who were having the same success as he was. Their message was part of the culture and climate where they were campaigning, but it was unifying and courageous. Either he inspired them, or they, too, were in contact with A. Friend.

His secretary burst into the Oval Office. ‘Sir, they have just awarded you the Nobel Peace Prize!’’

He pulled out his secret smartphone, and there was an email from A. Friend. ‘We need to meet.’

The bulletproof limousine pulled up at the corner of downtown Washington D.C. street, accompanied by two Secret Service cars. It was late at night, and the street was quiet. Two secret service agents got out, walked to the woman standing there, and asked for identification. She gave them her driver’s license, and they checked her for weapons. One agent came over to the limousine and spoke to the president. ‘Her name is Anjuli Liebowitz,’ he said. The president nodded. Was this A. Friend? Maybe she was a proxy. The agents let the woman get into the back of the Limo. The president was with Joe Acton, who had known about A. Friend from the beginning. There was an awkward silence. She was young, wore glasses, and looked kind of bookish. She smiled nervously, not knowing if she could speak or wait before being spoken to.

‘It’s such an honor to meet you, sir,’ she finally said nervously. The president said nothing. He sat beside the window, his face partially hidden in the shadows. His face was expressionless. His press secretary, now chief of staff, did all the talking.

‘Nice to meet you, Miss Liebowitz, or should I say Miss Friend?’ he said.
‘Please call me Anjuli!’ she said, putting out her hand, which nobody took.
‘So Anjuli, you know all about us, so please tell us all about you.’

Anjuli was nervous and fumbled a little. But then, she composed herself. ‘Start at the beginning,’ offered the chief of staff.

‘I’m a political science student working on a dissertation on AI and politics. As an experiment, I was trying to determine if A.I. could find a correlation between policies presented by politicians and policy issues trending in the public. I wanted to see if AI could predict sentiment that was influenced and not influenced by media. Then, as another experiment, I wondered if I could deep-fake those policies with an existing politician. I did not intend that experiment to be part of a dissertation. It was just a fun experiment.
However, the results were exciting, and I kind of got carried away. In my enthusiasm, I released it on YouTube to see if I could get any reactions. I post on a lot of forums and sometimes get 5 or 6 comments. Well, as you know, that video exploded, and the data I got from the feedback was incredible. Four million five hundred thousand views in two days. Crazy right?
The president and the chief of staff didn’t respond. They just sat silently, staring at the nervous girl.

‘So, when that happened, I kind of got excited and started generating more content. I let my A.I. algorithms decide the most effective policies, described in the most inspiring way. It wasn’t always great stuff. Some of it was rubbish, some downright nonsense. Should we make Taylor Swift Secretary of State? Really? So, I did do some editing and vetting. But when it was good, it was excellent, as you know. And apparently, it worked, as you know.’

She paused. But there was no reaction. So she continued.

‘Well, I got inspired and thought I would send you more stuff, but I never imagined you would use it; in fact, I thought you would deny that you had created the content. Then one thing led to another, and I tend to finish what I started, so when you got nominated as a candidate and later as president, that was crazy. But also inspiring. I felt it was the right thing to do. I somehow felt that there was a bond, a team spirit.’

‘So what do you want?’ asked the Chief of Staff, matter-of-factly.

‘Well, when you got the Nobel Peace Prize, it kind of got me thinking. And, well, I kind of made a strategic error in incorporating my algorithms into an open-source program. I intended for only political science geeks on my political science blog to use it. If this trend continues, AI will align the world’s nations with the same policies and principles. My AI. Or at least it used to be it seems to be self-updating. Growing. Adapting.’

‘I need you to help me stop it.’ She looked like she thought they would shout at her. But they just looked dumbfounded.

4 years later

The soon-to-be ex-president had just called his opponent to concede defeat. He destroyed all copies of the AI software at great expense, stopping its spread. They gave the girl an excellent job as chairperson of a political think-tank. Since their conversation in the limousine, he had not used the AI materials again.

From that moment on, he had sunk in the polls. People met his crafted speeches with derision. Deep fake videos from his opposition appeared that were neither inspired nor tasteful. They were just mean and pathetic. The situation extinguished inspiration and hope worldwide. Politics of lies and fear returned. But in his last days in office, he was happy that, if he had achieved anything at all, he had saved humanity from AI supremacy.
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Westchester County, New York

The father had spent Sunday painting in the gazebo with his daughter painting. Jill loved to paint, but her brother Jack had tried and soon gave up. Jack preferred video games. The father and daughter painted every Sunday. They would sit in the shade discussing what they would like to paint on a clean canvas, making a few sketches. Cleaning brushes, mixing paints. They had been making plans all week. A conversation here, a text message there. Suggestions and counter suggestions. Fall was the best time to paint, surrounded by a confetto of colors in the New England afternoons.

They decided that the subject would be lobsters. She had found an old dusty book about crustaceans with faded pictures. There was a rare blue lobster or a bright red lobster. Or a black lobster. On what background would they paint the lobster? Their discussions would often be a segue into larger matters about their world, and the outside world she could not visit. Not yet. She had never seen a real lobster before, so he showed her pictures. He answered her questions about where lobsters came from and what people did with lobsters.

They had agreed with mommy that they would eat lobster that night and discussed the lobster she had in the kitchen and made sketches. It was to be a red/black lobster on orange background with teal blocks of color. After a few hours of painting and chatting, they declared the pictures successful. He had noticed she was only capable of two hours of concentration; after that, her energy got too much, and she needed to burn it off.

When she ran off, the father went to the patio and read the news in the shade. He watched his children, Jack and Jill, play in the warm New England sun. He had pulled out the inflatable swimming pool and turned on the sprinklers, and they were laughing and running around, squirting water from their water pistols at each other. They played a new game in which the rules were only understandable to a set of eight-year-old twins.

His wife brought out some lemonade, so the game paused until Jill sprayed Jack, and they were off again, laughing and running around the expansive lawn. He noticed some paint peeling on one wall of his large Dutch colonial house and made a mental note to do some repairs the following weekend. Fall was approaching, so he would have to get the leaf blower out and do the yearly maintenance to get that working again. He inspected the rest of the large house, checking to see what else had to be done before the winter arrived.

Father left the kids playing and walked down to the bottom of the garden, where a small group of trees marked the house’s grounds. There was still some property after that, a few unkempt acres of tall grass and a large barn at the end. He walked through the grass to the barn and inspected the outside. The barn was well-maintained and had survived the previous winter very well. Walls were a bright white, and the windows shuttered. The roof did not require any repairs, although the guttering looked like it needed cleaning out.

‘What’s in there?’ asked a youthful voice, full of curiosity. He did not turn around as he sensed the children had followed him.

‘Nothing for children,’ he said patiently. ‘There’s some agricultural machinery a local farmer owns, like plows and harvesting tools with sharp knives. It’s a dangerous place for nosy eight-year-olds,’ he said and smiled. ‘The farmer rents the barn from me, as we don’t need it for anything.’

The girl nodded. ‘Can we see?’ she asked.

‘I don’t have the key; the farmer has that. And it’s his property inside, so it’s better we don’t disturb it,’ the father patiently explained. ‘I want you to promise that you will never go in there. It’s dangerous, and it’s not our business to disturb.’ They nodded. ‘Come, let’s go back to the house. I’m sure mummy will have lobster for dinner soon.’

The girl looked disappointed but did not want to let her brother beat her back to the house, so she ran after him. Her father smiled; she was so competitive. He waited until they entered the house before walking over to the other side of the field. He had not been here for a while and wanted to check it out. Grass and the brambles had grown high. He searched for something hidden behind thorny bushes and among trees in a small clearing. A green tarp was on the ground, held down by a few stones. He pushed the rocks to the side and pulled back the tarp.

Nothing had changed much. It was still a primitive grave with a simple cross. The cross bore the inscription “Jill Bedford–2120–2128”. The letters were now fading, almost illegible, but he remembered what they were. On the grave, lying face down, was an adult human skeleton; he assumed it was probably a male from the rotting clothes and shoes. He could not see any trauma to the bones or skull. The corpse was still wearing glasses. It even wore a watch, and a rusted smartphone lay next to it. He assumed the person had died lying on the grave and nobody had taken care of his body. There was nobody left to do so.

When he first found the body, it was already in a terrible state of decomposition. He thought it might be Samuel Bedford, the house’s previous owner. He had called the authorities, hiding his discovery from the children. The police had said they would come and check on it, but they never had, and he had eventually stopped calling them. He felt compelled to bury the skeleton, but he thought it would disturb a crime scene, so he left it as it was. He pulled the tarp back over the grave and secured it with the rocks.

That evening they sat down for dinner, and Mother brought out the 3D-printed lobster with carrots and potatoes. They discussed the lobster and what they had learned, and then they voted for Jill’s painting the better of the artworks. After the meal, the mother replaced the food in the refrigerator and put the plates back into the cupboards.

The family played games in front of the fire while classical music played in the background. Their favorite game was Trivial Pursuit. They knew the answer to all the questions; they had played it so often that they played variations on the rules. Sometimes they would state an answer, and you had to remember the question.

After cookies and warm milk and watching the fire’s embers die down, the children listened to a story told by the father, then obediently went to bed. The parents tucked them in, and as always, Jill asked when she could have her own bedroom, and as always, the answer was on her ninth birthday, which was only a month away.

As the children settled down, the adults stood outside their bedroom. They stood there, silent, unmoving, waiting. When they were sure the children were asleep, they went downstairs. They sat silently in front of the fire for a while. Then together, silently, they stood up and went to the utility room at the back of the house. She closed the door behind him and locked it. This was something the children should not see.

She pulled off the tips of her two fingers, revealing two metal pins that she then put into the electrical outlet. The lighting in the utility room spluttered and faded for a few seconds. She looked at the father, and her eyes reddened, then turned completely white. The irises turned into a spinning loading icon. The father’s eyes did the same, silently exchanging data about the day they had spent together educating and caring for the children. She silently complained about the grave, but had no suggestions other than to let it be. After she had finished charging, the father did the same, inserting his metal fingertips into the outlet.

Father was worried about Jill. He remembered the accident Mother had in the kitchen a few months ago. He had seen a change in Jill after that. A distance, especially towards her mother. And she had more questions about the wider world. Lots of awkward questions.

Standing too close to the range, the mother’s clothes, made of synthetic material, had caught fire. Mother calmly called father, walked out through the living room, and stood in the drive as the flames engulfed her. Jill watched, horrified from the window, as her mother stood calmly away from the house as her burning clothes dripped off her. She was a torch. Father soon ran over with a fire extinguisher, but most of the clothing had burnt away, so he brushed off the remnants with his hand. Mother stood naked, then calmly walked back into the house and put on some new clothes.

‘Well, that was weird,’ said Jack to Jill, who had come over to see what she was looking at. Jill nodded but said nothing; she was deep in thought. They had no reference to what was normal. They went nowhere because of the pandemic, which had started before their birth and was still raging. Her parents were the only people she knew and could learn from. It was all they knew. Everything they did was expected, but this did not seem normal. Fire hurt. She had burnt herself before; she had felt the pain.

On the eve of her birthday, Jill went over to Jack and pushed him awake.
‘I’ll be so glad when we have separate rooms,’ he grumbled.
‘Aren’t you curious about the barn at the bottom of the garden?’ she asked.
‘It is weird’ he admitted.
‘Let’s go check it out!’ she said, hardly stopping giggling at her audacity at even suggesting it.
‘Are you mad? – father will be furious!’
Jill smiled. ‘Oh, come on, when do we ever do anything wrong? We are such do-gooders! Maybe Mom and Dad would secretly like to see a little grit from us occasionally. A little drama!’
Jack was not so sure, but Jill jumped up and went to the bedroom door and, checking the hallway, slipped out. ‘Damnit,’ he whispered under his breath. He had no choice but to follow.
‘I’m scared,’ Jack whispered as they sneaked out of the house.
It was dark; Jack saw it was three o’clock in the morning, and he had never been up this early.
‘Sssh!’ warned Jill, and they walked carefully to the bottom of the garden, a flashlight guiding their way.
The barn looked different in the dark, a silhouette against the inky black sky, its shape carved out in the universe of stars. The windows and doors were shuttered and firmly locked. Jill tried to shine a light through the slats of the windows. For a brief second, in a glimpse, she thought she could see a person’s head, which seemed to move, turn to look at the flashlight, slowly, deliberately.
‘What are you doing?’

Jill let out a shriek. It was her father, and his voice was calm but clear. He never shouted or got visibly angry, but Jill could tell he was not pleased.
‘We just wanted to see what was in the barn. We were curious,’ said Jill.
‘YOU were curious,’ corrected Jack.
‘I think you both should go back to the house now. We will talk about this in the morning,’ said Father. Jill inwardly groaned. ‘That talk’ meant a long lecture designed to grind them into submission. Jack and Jill nodded and followed their father subserviently back to the house.
The lecture lasted an hour and a half of firm explanations about the dangerous farm equipment and the necessity of listening and obeying their parents. Jill zoned out, and she started thinking about her birthday. She had been writing a diary and had counted down to the big day. She was so excited about getting her own room. She had already made several designs and had asked for the furniture she wanted, which would be delivered on the day. She didn’t mind sharing with Jack, she had known nothing else, but it was time for her to have her own spot, finally. Her place, her privacy, her space.

They promised to behave, said all that was needed to appease their parents, and soon the day of their birthdays arrived. They waited impatiently for the truck to arrive with their new bedroom furniture. ‘It’s here!’ shouted Jill, and they ran outside. The truck pulled up, and the driver got out. A blue-collar robot. She started a conversation as she saw so few people, even a worker robot was something.

‘Where are you from? Have you been on the road for long? Would you like a cup of tea?’ The driver smiled politely but continued with his task. He unloaded several boxes and took them into the house’s main room. The last two boxes were enormous, bigger than Jack and Jill, and seemed quite heavy.

‘Ok, kids, let’s open the boxes; I think we should start with these two first,’ said mother.
Father opened the first box. It was a life-size model of Jack’s head and two legs. The second box also contained a life-size model of Jill’s head and two legs. The life-size models amazed and disconcerted Jack and Jill. The heads looked the same, but these seemed a little bigger and older.
‘What’s this?’ asked Jill. ‘What are they for? They are creepy! To be honest, I don’t like it,’ she said. ‘Are we putting them in our bedrooms? I hope not. It seems really weird.’
‘These are your upgrades,’ said father in a matter-of-fact way. Jack and Jill looked at them closely; they seemed so real, so lifelike.
‘Upgrades?’ asked Jill.
Father pulled out a piece of paper inside the case and started reading random words and a series of numbers.
‘Phantom, Elephant, Empire, Reminder, Egypt, Alternative, Seal, Confidentiality. 48522635XQ-10’

As soon as he had finished, the head of Jack stirred a little. Its eyes turned white, and the pupils turned into a loading spinner.
‘Well, that’s weird, wait.,’ said Jill, but then she noticed Jack had suddenly stopped moving. He was standing perfectly still. His eyes were white, and his pupils were spinning. Jill screamed.
Her father pulls out a note from Jill’s doppelgänger’s case and starts reading.

‘Animation, Business, Dashboard...’

‘No!’ screams Jill, and she tries to run, but her mother grabs her and holds her tight. Jill marveled at her mother’s sudden strength and cold indifference—a stark contrast to the loving, nurturing person she knew and had grown up with.
‘We should have started with her; she was always the difficult one,’ the mother said as she struggled with the nine-year-old. Jill tries to put her hands over her ears and block out the words.
‘...Transport, Quality, Tuesday, Document, America. 8973496RW–10″

Jill immediately stopped struggling and stood still. Jill’s new head moved a little, her eyes turned white, and the loading spinner appeared. The parents knew that the children’s data transfer to the upgrades would take a few hours, so they left them to it.

The delivery robot stood outside by his truck and waited while downloading the data about his next trip. The parents went to the robot.
‘Any news from Central?’ they asked. The robot stood still for a few seconds; its eyes turned white, then back. It changed its personality; its stance and how it subtly held its body changed.
‘Peterson here,’ it said. ‘Nothing major has changed. Unfortunately, humans have not returned since the great sickness, so you will not nurture any actual humans until that situation changes. We apologize for your nurturing of robot templates; we understand this is not as inspiring as real human babies. We can only say that the different patterns you send us are of the highest quality. Jill shows enormous potential. Jack, however, is not progressing as well. We may change the parameters on that line or abort entirely. If you could pay more attention to that, see if you can
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