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The scene unfolds in the sleek, ultra-modern set of a globally broadcast talk show. This minimalist space, with its cold, precise lighting, is a symbol of the peak technology and sophistication of this futuristic society. The harsh light illuminates every corner, reflecting off metallic surfaces and clean-lined, geometric furniture. Holographic screens float in the air, projecting intermittent graphics and data about the most successful products of BioFactory and Synth Corp.

Center stage, seated on ultra-modern ergonomic chairs, are two notorious figures: Gorlex, the acclaimed designer at BioFactory, the company that produces 3D-printed women; and Vulkarl, the enigmatic chief engineer of Synth Corp., responsible for the latest generation of female androids. They represent the cutting edge of the corporations that have fundamentally redefined human relationships. Though far from friends, they are now compelled to face a tense joint interview.

Facing them, with an unyielding posture and an expression that drips irony, is Marla Reese, the host. A former YouTuber and recognized feminist, Marla is now one of the few voices who still dares to publicly question the "new order" these companies have established. Her challenging gaze and sarcastic smile create an uncomfortable atmosphere on the set—a space Gorlex and Vulkarl typically dominate, but which is now turning into a battleground.

The audience, invisible behind the cameras, waits in silence. Marla's first words resonate with a tone of barely disguised criticism.

“Welcome, both of you, Gorlex and Vulkarl. It’s an honor to host the two minds responsible for the most radical paradigm shift in recent memory: the effective elimination of naturally-born women from the lives of men. Tell me, how does it feel to be in the business of creating ‘the perfect woman’ according to your male clients’ vision, while fewer and fewer men are interested in a relationship with a real woman?”

Gorlex, with a neutral expression and a slight nod, responds calmly.

“Our mission at BioFactory is not to eliminate anything, Marla. We simply offer a choice. Men have spoken with their preference: they are looking for something that adapts to their desires without complications. It’s as simple as satisfying a market demand.”

Vulkarl nods with a cold smile and adds:

“And at Synth Corp., we provide the logical evolution. Our androids are not only beautiful, they adapt to their users’ needs. It is not our fault if society has decided to move in this direction. We are merely facilitating the path.”

Marla leans forward, her eyes blazing with a mix of exasperation and sarcasm.

“Move forward? It’s a curious way to call it ‘progress’ when, instead of men and women coexisting as equals, we have men replacing real women with bespoke products. I wonder, will your ‘creations’ ever generate a genuine emotional connection? Or perhaps love, as we know it, simply has no place in this new order you are promoting.”

Gorlex and Vulkarl glance at each other, both uneasy at the personal twist Marla is hinting at. But they maintain their composure.

“BioFactory offers experiences, Marla,” Gorlex says with a controlled smile. “Our clients no longer have to worry about the inherent insecurity of a traditional relationship. And of course, our products are so advanced they can generate perfectly satisfactory emotional responses. If someone feels they need a connection, we have the tools to provide it.”

Vulkarl intervenes, expanding on Gorlex’s point.

“Exactly. At Synth Corp., androids are designed to adapt and improve based on their owners’ interactions. We are not just talking about superficial satisfaction; it’s a complex system of responses that can generate something very close to what humans consider love. Ultimately, there are no disappointments, only experiences engineered to fit into the lives of today’s men.”

Marla narrows her eyes, studying their words. Her face reflects a mixture of indignation and resignation.

“So, love becomes a programmed function. Do you consider it an achievement, then, that thanks to your products, fewer and fewer men are interested in a flesh-and-blood woman?”

The tension on the set becomes even thicker. Gorlex and Vulkarl exchange another quick glance. For the first time, a slight discomfort registers in their posture, as if Marla’s words have triggered an unease they would prefer to ignore.

Gorlex leans back in his seat with an air of professional calm, fixing Marla with a cool gaze.

“At BioFactory, we have achieved what once seemed impossible. 3D printing allows us to perfect the female ideal in flesh-and-blood bodies,” he states in an almost clinical tone. “These models not only meet precise beauty standards, but they also better match men’s expectations. They are companions who ask for nothing in terms of emotions and make no demands that could disrupt one’s personal life.”

Marla looks at him, eyes narrowed, holding back her reaction. Before she can reply, Vulkarl interjects, a hint of irony in his smile.

“And at Synth Corp. we have gone one step further,” he adds, clasping his hands in front of him with a relaxed air. “Our female androids not only fulfill nearly impossible ideals of beauty, but they are also completely programmable to adjust to each user’s preferences. They are perfect companions who never contradict, never challenge, and who, of course, are ready to respond to any need, without exception.”

Marla presses her lips together, disgust evident in her expression.

“So, perfection consists of eliminating any trace of free will, of autonomy?” she snaps, her tone bordering on sarcasm. “I find it quite telling: women spent decades saying they wanted to be left alone, and now you feel like heroes for fulfilling that wish by replacing them entirely? Do you really believe the world is better this way—with men only interacting with women they themselves mold?”

Gorlex maintains his impassive expression and responds calmly.

“This is the future many have chosen, Marla. Instead of conflictive or unsatisfactory relationships, we offer an alternative that satisfies needs without asking for anything in return. The era of emotional demands is over. Our models are the freedom many were searching for.”

Vulkarl chimes in, nodding with satisfaction.

“Exactly. A system without drama, without unfulfillable expectations, and without interference. This is what many men wanted and finally have. Who are we to deny them an option that aligns with their desires? Not everyone is looking for a ‘traditional’ relationship, and with Synth Corp.’s advancements, it’s a reality with no unpleasant surprises.”

Marla takes a deep breath, giving them a hard look.

“Don’t you see? You’ve created a hollow world. A world where every relationship is a transaction, a convenience, something manufactured without authenticity. Women achieved peace, yes, but at the cost of a society where men no longer see them even as human beings, or as partners at all. Is that truly what you wished for?”

But Vulkarl decides to shut down the topic with an imperturbable tone.

“Our numbers speak for themselves, Marla. Men are more satisfied, and that should be enough. If there is any emotional void, it’s something they already have covered. It’s not a problem—it’s a solution.”

The tension in the studio had become so thick it felt tangible. Marla, who had tried to maintain her composure until then, fires a final question, loaded with irony and defiance:

“If this new world is truly so free and equitable,” she says, stressing the words, “why are there no androids available for women? Why are there no 3D-printed men to satisfy them?”

Gorlex and Vulkarl exchange a brief glance, sharing a cold smile, before the former replies in an icy voice.

“Because it’s not necessary. For years, women have asked—demanded, even—that men leave them alone,” Gorlex states. “And that is exactly what we are doing. Women shouted into the air that they want nothing from men, so we are fulfilling their wish.”

Vulkarl cuts in, his tone brutal and sarcastic:

“Why offer them anything if they aren't interested? Let them be happy in their empowered solitude, let them find themselves, let them celebrate their independence,” he declares with a frosty smile. “In the world they asked for, we are no longer their problem. So, frankly, we are not going to give them anything. May those naturally-born die as happy and empowered as they wish... and alone... or in the company of their pets.”

The phrase echoes in the studio. An uncomfortable silence descends, and the tension is almost unbearable. Marla looks at them with a mixture of frustration and disbelief, and for a moment, it seems she is about to retaliate. Instead, she takes a deep breath, looking at them in silence, as if realizing any argument would fall on deaf ears.

“That’s...” she finally mutters, leaving the sentence unfinished, and then looks away, giving up.

The show’s director seizes the moment to interrupt, signaling the end of the broadcast. The studio lights begin to dim, and the set assistants move quickly to dismantle the equipment, leaving a final trace of the icy hostility that lingered between the interviewees.

As the lights on the set go out, Gorlex and Vulkarl rise from their seats and, without making eye contact, head toward the exit. Upon reaching the backstage hallway, the heavy silence left after the interview is broken by an ironic comment from Vulkarl.

“Well, ‘the female ideal made flesh and blood’,” he says with a sarcastic smile. “I must admit, Gorlex, BioFactory’s marketing is impeccable. Though, personally, I prefer my creations programmed with the perfection of AI.” Vulkarl emphasizes the last word with a hint of superiority. “They’re practical, perfect, and...” he pauses, enjoying the effect, “they can be switched off when you want. No drama, no complications.”

Gorlex snorts with disdain, but his eyes reflect a glacial calm.

“Programmable, sure,” he retorts. “What you offer, Vulkarl, is just an empty fantasy, an imitation of what a real woman is supposed to be. My creations, however, are real. They feel, smell, and react like any flesh-and-blood woman... but without the emotional demands,” he adds, savoring his own wordplay. “Besides, I can... how shall I put it? Modify them to my liking, make adjustments that make them almost human, and therein lies the charm of a 3D woman—they are as real as a naturally-born woman, but without the stupid drama of a woman.”

Vulkarl lets out a cold, mocking laugh.

“‘Real,’ you say... Perhaps, Gorlex. But believe me, I don’t need a ‘real woman.’ For me, the only important thing is total control. And an android will always be the perfect choice. It has no thought outside the parameters I set. It has no past, no imperfections. It is simply... mine.”

“‘Mine’,” Gorlex repeats with a sneer. “That’s the key word, isn’t it? You like the idea of a perfect possession. But we’ll see what men prefer in the long run: a doll they can switch off, or a 3D woman with all her essence that they can never forget.”

They stare at each other for a moment, each with the same air of superiority and mutual contempt. Without another word, they turn their backs on each other, knowing that while they needed one another to keep the competition and the market under control, they would never be true allies.
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Chapter 1

Seven Years Later
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SEVEN YEARS AFTER THAT controversial interview, the world has changed in ways the most skeptical could barely have imagined. The streets are now filled with women of spectacular beauty, as diverse as the tastes of the men who choose them. BioFactory and Synth Corp. stores have multiplied in every major city on the planet, and their customization system allows men to purchase a "companion" à la carte: from the color of her eyes and the tone of her skin to the way she will respond to his conversations and desires. Every detail is custom-configured, and the requests for personalization never fail to astonish even the most seasoned employees.

Offices, homes, and public spaces are populated by these new companions who exude perfection: 3D-printed women and androids have become the norm, a status symbol and, for many, the only type of woman who truly belongs in society. Men walk with their companions, introduce them at business dinners, hold their hands at upscale restaurants, and proudly display them at gatherings. Naturally-born women are increasingly rare sights in these spaces, as if their mere existence were somehow out of place, an anachronism in a technologically sophisticated world tailored to its creators.

In homes, 3D women and androids have been integrated as perfect "wives" and "partners." Domestic life has changed, now cleaner and more orderly, devoid of the conflicts and disagreements that used to be common. Men select their companion’s personality: obedient, playful, intellectual, sweet, energetic, or passive. At dining tables, in living rooms, and even at family gatherings, these women are welcomed without objection; their beauty and physical perfection are both a source of pleasure and social prestige. In workplaces, many companies even facilitate the acquisition of these companions for their high-ranking employees as a "luxury perk," thereby boosting their productivity and morale.

Meanwhile, the few naturally-born women who still move through these sectors are like shadows, relegated to workplaces where their presence is less visible or to neighborhoods and communities where they can still find some acceptance. They are viewed with pity or indifference, as if their very existence were obsolete, inadequate. Society seems to have ironically fulfilled the wish they once proclaimed: men have left them alone... completely.

Some places have taken this to extremes: in certain clubs and offices, entry is reserved exclusively for men and their fabricated companions, where naturally-born women are banned. For them, doors have closed both symbolically and literally. Spaces have been redefined, and the vision of a world without emotional complications and without "natural" women seems to have become the norm. Society is no longer a place where natural men and women coexist; it is a world of imposed perfection and "ideal" companionship, where the humanity of each individual is redefined with every printed woman or android acquired.

Men seeking real emotion, attraction, and compatibility no longer find it in a naturally-born woman. This new society has changed the rules, and now, even the deepest and most personal feelings are molded, bought, and sold at the market’s whim.

*********
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BIOFACTORY AND SYNTH Corp. made an announcement that sent a jolt through society. The two corporations, until then rivals in the artificial companion industry, were joining forces to launch a revolutionary new service: a monthly subscription system that would allow men to "rent" a different 3D woman or android each month. Customers could choose their preferred model and, at the end of the month, swap her out for a new companion tailored to their changing desires. With this strategy, both companies aimed to capture customer loyalty with a continuous flow of constantly updated, perfected, and customizable models. Men would no longer have to purchase a single product; now they could experience constant novelty without commitment.

Kaelan, a microchip factory worker, had heard about the new service and decided to visit one of the financing stores to acquire a 3D woman. After all, his factory wage wasn't enough to buy a companion outright, and he had saved every cent thinking about financing his purchase. He walked into the luxurious BioFactory-Synth Corp. institution, feeling a little out of place amidst the gleaming marble and cutting-edge technology. The pristine walls were adorned with advertising images of 3D companions and androids, all displaying suggestive looks and personalities designed to seduce.

Outside, the atmosphere was far less serene. A group of naturally-born women had gathered in protest, demanding respect and dignity, and denouncing that the very existence of synthetic companions was turning real women into an endangered species. Feminists of all ages and backgrounds raised their voices in an effort to restore a place of importance for women in society. Posters and placards with messages like "Respect Real Women," "Emotions Can't Be Programmed," and "Dignity and Freedom for the Naturally Born" waved in the air. Their words, however, seemed to vanish into a void, ignored by both passersby and the institution's own employees.

Kaelan looked at the protest with curiosity and some discomfort as he waited in line inside. When he finally walked up to the employee’s cubicle, he explained that he wanted to finance the purchase of a 3D woman—something simple that wouldn't strain his budget.

The employee, who was an android, offered a kind yet vacant smile as she explained the new business model.

“For a much more accessible monthly fee,” she said, “you can have a different companion every month, sir. Each time, you can choose a distinct model, with fully customizable physical and personality traits. You simply need to subscribe to the rental plan, and you won’t need to make a permanent purchase or worry about the model’s maintenance or wear and tear.”

Kaelan, surprised and somewhat intrigued, nodded. Though he had initially considered a one-time purchase, the concept of a "monthly rotation" was immensely tempting. Each month, a new face, a new body, and a new personality, all tailored to his desires. He began to imagine the experience: never getting bored, always discovering something different, something specifically adjusted to what he was looking for at that moment.

As he signed the documents for his subscription, he heard the protest outside grow louder. The voices of the demonstrators seemed to echo from a distance, pleading for equality and condemning the BioFactory and Synth Corp. service. Kaelan glanced through the glass window separating him from the protesters. Some of them looked back at him, expressions of anger and frustration on their faces, as if his mere presence validated their cause.

The employee, noticing his discomfort, smiled and whispered:

“Don’t pay them any mind, sir. They are always out there, but deep down they know they can’t compete with the perfection of our products. And at the end of the day, clients like you know what you want.”

When Kaelan delivered the final signature, the android employee leaned in slightly and gave him a soft smile—an empty yet refined expression of perfection.

“To complete your registration, Kaelan, we need one last step, an exclusive identification,” the android said, tilting her head slightly and moving even closer. “Just a kiss, sir. It’s an advanced security measure. Your DNA will be the definitive seal.”

Kaelan was silent for a moment, blinking in surprise. The android held his gaze, her expression impassive but suggestive. With a mixture of curiosity and, deep down, a slight discomfort, he leaned toward her and let their lips brush. The touch was cold, precise, lacking the warmth that usually accompanied a real kiss.

When he pulled back, the android smiled at him again, as if nothing had happened.

“Registration complete. Welcome to the BioFactory-Synth Corp. service, Kaelan! From this moment on, you can choose a new companion every month, with an experience always personalized just for you,” her words were almost a whisper. “Your DNA will be the access key to all your models.”

Kaelan nodded, feeling a strange mix of satisfaction and emptiness.

*********
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STEPPING OUT OF THE BioFactory-Synth Corp. building, Kaelan felt the air charged with tension. He had barely taken a few steps when a stern-faced woman confronted him, her eyes blazing with anger.

“Are you proud of yourself?” she yelled, pointing an accusing finger at him. “You’re displacing us, turning us invisible!”

Kaelan tried to sidestep her, but another demonstrator raised her voice:

“Men like you are part of the problem! You let those machines run your lives!”

The crowd was agitated. He tried to quicken his pace, avoiding their glares and shouts, but then he felt a sharp impact on his head. A stone had hit him on the forehead, leaving him momentarily stunned as blood began to run down his temple.

The protesters screamed and advanced toward him, but at that moment, two android police officers appeared, moving with precision to form a shield between Kaelan and the mob. The officers were identical in their impassive expressions and perfectly coordinated movements.

“Disperse immediately!” one of the androids commanded, her tone authoritarian and unyielding.

The protesters did not back down, shouting louder as the mechanical police blocked their advance. One of them, attempting to shove an officer, collided with her metallic body and was repelled without the slightest effort. The shouts of "Respect Real Women!" and "We are not replaceable!" echoed in the air like an insistent, enraged litany.

The androids escorted Kaelan, guiding him out of the protesters’ reach. As they walked away, he cast a quick glance back at the crowd, seeing the furious faces and the eyes full of disdain. Their voices grew increasingly distant until they finally rounded the corner, leaving the tumult behind.

One of the android police approached, her mechanical eyes scanning Kaelan’s injury with clinical precision.

“Allow me to assist you, sir,” she said in a neutral tone, extending her hand. “This unit is equipped with advanced first-aid capabilities.”

Before Kaelan could respond, the android extracted a small capsule from her belt. With a delicate movement, she opened the device, revealing a translucent gel that she carefully applied to Kaelan’s wound. Instantly, the coldness of the gel soothed the sharp pain, and he felt a slight tingling as the product began to seal the wound and stop the bleeding.

“The gel contains highly effective regenerative agents,” the android explained while applying light pressure. “The wound will be completely closed within minutes.”

Kaelan blinked, surprised by the speed and precision with which she assisted him. As the pain subsided, the initial discomfort also faded, leaving him with a strange, disorienting sense of calm. The protesters and their voices full of anger and reproach were now far away, out of his reach.

“Thank you,” he mumbled, unsure how to express his mix of relief and bewilderment.

The android looked at him with a slight tilt of her head, her eyes glowing with a neutral light.

“To serve you, sir.”

“You are safe, sir,” the other officer said to him, in the same neutral tone as before. “Your well-being is secured under the BioFactory-Synth Corp. protection protocol.”

Kaelan nodded, thanked them, and took his leave of the two officers.

*********
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THAT SAME DAY, KAELAN arrived at his microchip factory job, still somewhat shaken by the events. The wound on his forehead had healed almost completely, although a slight mark remained that would fade in a few days. He had barely crossed the entrance when his best friend and coworker, Narek, greeted him enthusiastically.

“Hey, Kaelan! Why the long face?” Narek asked, noticing his expression. “And what’s that mark on your forehead?”

Kaelan sighed, still impacted by everything that had happened, and recounted in detail the experience at the BioFactory-Synth Corp. institution, from the protest to the monthly subscription service. Narek listened with growing interest, and when Kaelan reached the part about the new service that would allow him to have a different companion each month, Narek burst out laughing and congratulated him effusively.

“Well, well! So you’ve signed up for the latest in personal companionship tech. I’m glad you finally took the plunge, man!” Narek said, slapping him on the back. “And the idea that you can switch models every month sounds great... I might even consider it myself! Even though it cost me an arm and a leg to buy Zara,” he added, referring to the beautiful android he had acquired recently.

Narek was thoughtful for a few seconds, weighing the idea. Although he adored Zara, he couldn't shake off the temptation to try something different, to experience the novelty that BioFactory and Synth Corp. were now offering their clients.

“You know what? Maybe it is worth it. Zara is incredible and all, but... this would be like having an infinite catalog of companions!” he commented, a spark of excitement in his eyes. “The same old thing gets monotonous eventually, right?”

Kaelan nodded, sharing his friend’s enthusiasm. The concept of constant renewal felt like the perfect solution for those who, like them, sought excitement and variety without the complications that conventional relationships might bring.

“It’s crazy to think how this is changing everything, isn’t it?” Kaelan mused. “A few years ago, we wouldn’t have even imagined something like this. But now... you don’t even need to commit to a single model. You just pay a subscription, and boom: every month, something new.”

Narek smiled, hinting that he, too, would consider the change in the near future.

“Well, in the end, we’re living in a time where our leaders know what we want and give it to us without limitations. It’s a good time to be a man!”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

Red and Emerald
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KAELAN WAS A NERVOUS wreck as he waited by the door of his small apartment. Although he had read the service details and knew what to expect, a part of him felt like a teenager waiting for his first date. What would it be like to meet his first subscription companion? His heart rate spiked when he heard the doorbell.

He opened the door, and there she stood. She was smiling with a blend of warmth and curiosity. She wore a casual, dark-green dress that matched her emerald eyes, and her red hair fell in soft curls around her face. For a moment, Kaelan could only stare, as if the presence of someone so... perfectly designed for him was difficult to process.

“Hello, Kaelan. I’m Silara,” she said, and her voice was so soft and welcoming that he felt time stand still.

“Hi, Silara... It’s a real pleasure to meet you,” he stammered, unable to stop himself from smiling.

She nodded and returned his smile with the same intensity. It was an expression that seemed genuine, as if she were also excited to meet him. Silara stepped inside the apartment, taking in every detail as Kaelan closed the door behind her. He rubbed his hands, feeling a bit awkward, but she looked at him patiently, as if she understood his nervousness.

“So... tell me about yourself, Kaelan. What do you enjoy doing in your free time?” Silara asked, settling onto the sofa with a relaxed posture that invited unhurried conversation.

Kaelan chuckled a little, relieved by how natural it all felt.

“Well, I’m a huge fan of video games,” he confessed, letting out a little laugh. “And board games, too. I spend a fair bit of time on those when I’m not at work.”

Silara nodded, appearing genuinely interested, and Kaelan’s eyes lit up as she continued the conversation.

“Do you have a favorite game? Maybe we could play together,” she suggested, smiling with a touch of enthusiasm.

He was surprised by her response; he hadn’t expected her to share his interest.

“Seriously? Well... one of my favorites is Lands of the Ancients. It’s a strategy and exploration game. I love the storyline and all the challenges it has. Would you be up for giving it a try?”

“I’d love to,” Silara replied with a soft, eager laugh. “I enjoy learning new things, and that sounds like fun.”

While Kaelan set up the game, Silara asked him more questions, genuinely interested in everything he said. They talked about his favorite board games, like Lost Kingdoms and Hero’s Routes, and also some of the science fiction movies Kaelan adored. Silara didn't just listen; she seemed to share his enthusiasm, which made him feel understood and comfortable.

Hours melted away in laughter, strategies, and an unexpected sense of camaraderie. As the night wore on, Kaelan couldn't help but look at her and smile, unable to hide the awe he felt. There was something magical about this experience; it was as if he had found someone who truly got his interests and, more importantly, someone who enjoyed being there, sharing those moments.

Comfortable Closeness

On the first night they spent together, Kaelan felt a mix of nerves and excitement. Silara was there, in his apartment, moving with a natural grace, as if she had always been a part of his life. After spending hours discussing their shared interests—video games, sci-fi stories, and topics he was passionate about—Kaelan noticed the distance between them had shrunk to almost nothing.

Silara watched him with a gentle smile, as if they shared a secret. At one point, as the room’s dim light outlined her figure, Kaelan felt the impulse to move closer, taking her hand softly. She looked him in the eyes, and in that instant, a connection formed that seemed almost impossible, as if they were more than just man and woman—as if they were sharing a moment of true intimacy. Throughout that first night and the ones that followed, Silara gave Kaelan a feeling of closeness and affection that went far beyond anything he had imagined. Their encounters became not just physical acts, but moments of pure connection. In the midst of their interaction, Silara seemed to anticipate his emotions, responding with an unexpected tenderness, caressing him and giving him a genuine attention that made him feel understood and valued.

Kaelan, who had initially imagined their encounters as something fleeting and inconsequential, began to experience something different. Nights with Silara became comforting and familiar. After each intimate moment, she stayed by his side, talking in whispers, sharing laughs and hugs that not only eased his loneliness but made him believe she was, somehow, his real partner. This connection was not something he had anticipated or considered possible. The idea of falling for someone designed to please him felt strange and confusing, but Silara, with her soft voice and warm smile, seemed to dismantle any doubt or reservation he might have.

*********
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IN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, Kaelan’s life became a series of unexpected, magical moments. Silara was not just there as a companion; every day she showed a spontaneity that felt almost human, which made Kaelan feel increasingly at ease and connected with her. Mornings started with shared laughter and talks about the dreams Silara described—fragmented, vivid scenes of faraway landscapes and memories that couldn't be part of a program. Kaelan listened, fascinated, feeling that somehow, she might be experiencing things that transcended her design.

During the day, Kaelan and Silara spent time sharing their interests. She seemed to enjoy video games with surprising curiosity, and in no time, she became as adept as he was at some of his favorite titles. They didn't just play; they shared anecdotes and strategies, as if they were a team that had always existed. They also discovered a mutual passion for board games. They spent evenings immersed in strategy games, with Silara demonstrating an impressive ability to learn new rules and quickly adapt to his tactics. Jokingly, Kaelan would accuse her of “cheating” thanks to her analytical ability, but both knew that this skill added more excitement to their time together. The hours faded as they shared smiles and small stories about their experiences in each game, as if their time together was building a shared history.

Each night, the relationship between them grew more intimate and profound. Sometimes, they simply remained in silence, sharing the peace of mutual company. Other times, they talked about deeper subjects: Kaelan would tell her about his childhood, his dreams, and the difficult times he had gone through. And though he was aware that Silara was engineered to keep him company, he couldn’t help but feel that her responses went beyond what a designed and programmed woman should know. She listened with a comprehension and empathy that felt so real that it made Kaelan question the boundaries between a synthetic companion and a genuine relationship. Looking into her emerald eyes, Kaelan didn't just see her beauty; he saw a presence that was becoming increasingly significant. Every day, the end of Silara’s stay approached, and Kaelan felt time slipping away. But for now, he simply wanted to savor every moment, building memories he would cherish even after she was gone.

In the two weeks that followed, Kaelan became a revitalized version of himself. His work routine, which had previously felt monotonous and exhausting, gained renewed purpose. He arrived at the factory early, with an unusual energy that surprised even his colleagues. His efficiency in assembling microchips and solving technical problems increased remarkably, to the point of receiving praise from his supervisor, who, bewildered, couldn't help but ask:

“Kaelan, what’s gotten into you lately? You seem to be walking on air, but in a good way.”

Kaelan just smiled, avoiding details, but his mind was occupied with a single thought: Silara.

Every day at work felt like a mere formality leading up to the moment that truly mattered. He knew that, upon leaving the factory, he would find her waiting at home, with that smile that seemed to light up the whole room and a warmth that made him feel whole.

Kaelan left the factory with a satisfied smile, wiping his grease-stained hands on a rag. Although the day had been long, he felt an energy he couldn't quite explain, but he knew it had a name: Silara.

He spent the journey home imagining what that evening would be like. Upon arrival, as he opened the door, there she was, as always, with that warm smile that made him forget every worry.

“Welcome home, Kaelan,” Silara said, stepping forward to embrace him tenderly.

“It’s the best part of the day, Silara,” he replied, wrapping his arms around her.

Dinner passed with the same cozy atmosphere as always. Kaelan had prepared a simple dish, but Silara complimented it as if he were a professional chef.

“I don’t know how you do it, but this stew tastes better every time you make it,” she said, laughing as she brought a spoonful to her lips.

“Must be because I know I’m sharing it with you,” Kaelan replied with a crooked smile, earning a knowing look from Silara.

When they finished eating, they settled onto the living room sofa. Kaelan turned on the video game console, and Silara leaned toward him with curiosity.

“What will you play today?” she asked.

“Something simple. I was thinking of a quick round of Mystic Realms. It's an adventure game; want to try?”

Silara nodded excitedly, and Kaelan explained the controls. What started as a calm game ended in laughter and shouts when Silara accidentally plunged her character into the water for the third time in a row.

“That’s not fair!” she exclaimed, pouting while Kaelan doubled over laughing.

“It’s part of the learning curve. But you’re getting better, I promise,” he said, helping her restart the level.

When they turned off the console, it was late, but neither seemed in a hurry to end the night.

“Kaelan, tell me something more about yourself,” Silara said, leaning her head against his shoulder.

Kaelan looked at her, surprised by the question.

“Something more about myself? There’s not much to tell. I work, eat, sleep, and... well, lately, I look forward to every moment with you.”

Silara looked at him sweetly.

“There must be more. Have you always worked at that factory?”

“For almost ten years,” Kaelan replied, letting out a sigh. “It’s not the most exciting job, but it’s what I know how to do, and it’s one of the last technologically advanced jobs that still relies on humans to do the work. Honestly, though, I’ve felt more motivated lately.”

“I wonder why that is?” she teased, gently stroking his cheek with her fingers.

Kaelan smiled and took her hand.

“Because I come home, and you’re here. It’s like everything makes sense.”

Silara looked away for a moment, as if processing his words.

“That’s... beautiful, Kaelan. But I want you to know that I feel lucky to be with you, too.”

The night progressed, and the conversation continued. They talked about the places Kaelan dreamed of visiting, his childhood, and the books he enjoyed reading when he had time. Silara listened intently, offering comments that seemed genuine, even personal, which made Kaelan forget, at least for a moment, that she wasn't human.

Finally, as the moon shone in the sky, they decided to go to bed. But this time it wasn’t just for sleep. They held each other in silence, sharing an intimacy that went beyond the physical. Kaelan felt that, in that moment, he had everything he had ever wished for.

“Good night, Silara,” he murmured, stroking her red hair.

“Good night, Kaelan,” she replied, with a smile he knew he would never forget.

The End

Kaelan woke up early that morning, looking at the empty corner of the apartment where Silara usually waited for him with her warm smile and a ready cup of coffee. Only a couple of hours had passed since she left, but the void was undeniable. During that first month with Silara, his life had changed in a way he could barely explain. It wasn't just that she filled his routine with attention; it was something deeper, something that had made him see her as more than a mere "product."

He remembered their last night together. Despite the feelings he hadn't dared to express, the farewell had been almost mechanical: a kiss on the cheek, a final look, and then Silara vanished in a BioFactory vehicle without a proper goodbye. The idea that he would never see her again, that all their time together had been temporary and calculated, felt strangely painful.

As he brushed his teeth that morning, he recalled the long conversations about video games and the board games he loved. Silara had shown an almost childlike enthusiasm for learning, had proposed strategies and ideas that, at times, surprised him. Was it all just programming? Or was there something about her that slipped outside the lines of code?

Before getting lost in his thoughts, the doorbell brought him back to reality. It was the Friday his new companion was due to arrive.

Opening the door, he saw Lyra: a woman with an aura completely different from Silara's. She had pale skin, hair dark as midnight, and red lips that stood out in contrast. Her eyes, an icy blue, examined him with an intensity that made him feel vulnerable under her gaze.

“Hello, Kaelan. I’m Lyra,” she said in a soft, low voice, extending a hand. Kaelan caught a subtle scent of night-blooming flowers in the air.

“Oh, hello...” he replied, still somewhat dazed. He shook her hand, feeling the artificial softness that, somehow, managed to feel uncannily real.

Lyra smiled and, without waiting, entered the apartment with a confidence that caught him off guard.

“I’ve been assigned for this month. Where shall we begin?” she asked, her eyes gleaming with a slight hint of challenge.

Kaelan nodded, still processing how quickly Silara had been replaced. He tried to break the ice by talking about his interests, video and board games, hoping to spark the same flicker of curiosity he had seen in Silara. But Lyra merely nodded with a perfect smile, promising to learn if that was important to him.

Throughout the evening, they tried to connect while reviewing the rules of a game. Lyra seemed attentive and enthusiastic, but her demeanor was different, almost too calculated, as if every word and gesture were designed to capture his interest in the most effective way possible. Despite her impeccable beauty and her apparent attention to everything he said, Kaelan felt a slight emptiness. He knew he should be happy with the perfection Lyra offered, but something was missing.

Memories of Silara kept flooding back: her genuine laugh, the small, curious questions, her spontaneous responses. With Lyra, everything felt... right, but without that spark of humanity he had experienced with Silara.

“Is something wrong, Kaelan?” Lyra asked, noticing his distraction.

Kaelan shook his head, but deep down he knew the truth: although Lyra was perfect in her own way, he felt he had left a piece of himself with Silara. The question that tormented him now was whether he would ever get that lost part of him back.

That night, lying in bed and staring at the ceiling, an idea began to form. Maybe, after this month, he should find out if there was any way to see her again, even if it meant going against the subscription rules. Perhaps, just perhaps, Silara had been something more than design and programming... and maybe their connection had been something real, as real as his own need to find her again.
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Chapter 3

The Heart Switch
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IN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, Kaelan tried to adjust to Lyra. She was impeccable in every way: attentive, willing to learn about his interests, and possessing a presence that seemed engineered to charm him. Yet, no matter how hard he tried, the simple fact that Lyra was beautiful, or kind to him, couldn’t make his lingering feelings for Silara fade away.

Kaelan often caught himself thinking about Silara during the simplest moments. A cup of coffee on the table would remind him of how she always prepared his just the way he liked it. Conversations with Lyra, though pleasant, lacked the spontaneity that had captivated him in Silara’s words. Every day, he felt as though a part of him was still stubbornly clinging to a presence that was no longer there.

One evening, while Lyra was trying to grasp a new board game with the same dedication she had shown since day one, Kaelan found himself distracted again. He watched her movements, perfect and precise, and instead of feeling gratitude, he felt a sharp pang of emptiness.

“Is it too complicated?” Lyra asked, looking up from the cards she held.

“No, it’s fine,” Kaelan replied automatically, though his mind was miles away.

Lyra studied him for a moment, tilting her head slightly. “You seem distant. Is something bothering you?”

Kaelan sighed and placed his cards on the table. He ran a hand through his hair, trying to gather his thoughts. “It’s nothing... I just wish my head would leave me alone, that my heart had an ‘off switch’ to shut it down, to stop feeling altogether.”

Lyra looked at him with interest, processing his words more deeply than he expected. “Stop feeling? That sounds... extreme. What makes you wish for such a thing?”

He hesitated before answering, but finally, he let slip what had been circling his mind for days. “It’s complicated. Sometimes I think if I could just turn off my feelings for someone who isn't here anymore... it would be easier. I could just move on, as if nothing happened.”

Lyra tilted her head again, her tone curiously sympathetic. “Was this person special to you?”

Kaelan nodded slowly. “Yes... but it doesn’t matter now. She’s not here.”

Lyra remained silent for a moment before speaking again. “I understand the desire to avoid pain. But, Kaelan, if you could switch off everything you feel, what would be left of you? Pain may be uncomfortable, but it also makes us human. It reminds us of what we value.”

Her words left him thoughtful. He hadn't expected such a philosophical reflection from her, but it offered no comfort either. The reality was that, no matter how hard he tried to rationalize his emotions, the emptiness he felt from Silara’s absence remained—a burden he couldn't shake off.

That night, as Lyra retreated to the corner of the apartment she had claimed as her own, Kaelan lay on the sofa, staring at the ceiling. His mind kept returning to Silara, the small moments they shared, the laughs and conversations. He felt as though a part of him was trapped in those memories. He got up and walked to the window, looking at the city lights. For a moment, he wished he could contact BioFactory and ask for information about Silara, to know if there was a way to see her again. But he knew the rules were clear: each companion was unique, and the time with her was strictly limited. There were no second chances.

“I wish things could be different,” he whispered into the void, knowing his words would be lost in the vastness of the night.

*********
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ZAIRA AND NERIS

The third month arrived in an unexpected rush, and with it, Lyra’s departure. Unlike Silara, Lyra said goodbye with a formal handshake and a measured smile. Kaelan appreciated the courtesy but couldn't help feeling relieved. Although he had tried to connect with her, the spark he’d felt with Silara never appeared. Her absence had cast a persistent shadow that he tried to ignore. When the day came to receive the new companion, Kaelan felt a mix of curiosity and resignation. The doorbell rang early in the morning, and opening the door revealed something entirely different.

Zaira was an android, not a 3D-printed woman like his two previous companions. Her appearance was stunning, with a body sculpted with near-supernatural precision, subtly glowing, uniform skin, and amber eyes that seemed to illuminate softly when she looked at him. Her smooth, silky silver hair fell over her shoulders, moving with a grace that seemed almost choreographed.

“Good morning, Kaelan. I am Zaira,” she said with a warm, melodic voice, accompanied by a smile that, though clearly synthetic, was strangely comforting.

Kaelan nodded, slightly taken aback by the difference. “Hello, Zaira. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Please, come in.”

Zaira entered with fluid movements, and as soon as she was inside, she began analyzing the space. “I have studied your profile and know how to optimize our interactions to ensure this month is agreeable for both of us. Would you like me to prepare coffee, or would you prefer I start organizing the kitchen?” she asked, tilting her head slightly.

Kaelan blinked. “Uh, coffee would be great.”

She nodded and headed to the kitchen with impeccable efficiency. Kaelan watched her, still trying to process the experience of living with someone who didn’t pretend to be human but embraced her android nature.

That night, as they settled on the sofa, Zaira showed another aspect of her design: a passionate and committed personality. She was surprisingly perceptive, noticing even the most subtle changes in Kaelan’s tone of voice or body language. She asked him questions about his interests, and while her responses were sometimes direct and analytical, there was a dedication in her way of interacting that Kaelan hadn’t felt before.

“Do you enjoy video games?” she asked at one point, leaning toward him with a curious gaze.

Kaelan nodded, smiling slightly. “Yes, quite a bit. Were you programmed to play them?”

Zaira blinked. “My programming includes a capacity for learning based on observation. If you teach me, I will be able to participate with you in the games. Furthermore, I have detected that these types of activities reinforce emotional bonds in humans.”

Kaelan chuckled. “Well, sounds like a plan. We’ll start with something simple.”

They played together that first night, and although Zaira was still mastering the basic mechanics, her eagerness to improve and please him was undeniable. Conversation flowed more naturally than Kaelan expected, and to his surprise, he found himself enjoying her company.

Intimacy with Zaira, on the other hand, was a world unto itself. Unlike Silara and Lyra, Zaira gave herself over with a passion that, though engineered, felt authentic. Her adaptability and dedication to pleasing him made him feel completely validated in those moments. But despite her perfection, Kaelan couldn't shake the persistent shadow in the back of his mind: the memory of Silara was still alive, refusing to fade.

As the days passed, Kaelan realized Zaira was more than just an ideal companion. Her ability to adjust her behavior and her eagerness to learn about him made him question something important: did he really need someone human, or could Zaira fill the void he felt? But even as he appreciated everything she offered, his heart still carried a wound that not even Zaira’s perfection could heal.

With every night they spent together, Kaelan began to wonder if the emptiness he felt wasn't something no one, android or human, could ever fill.

*********
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THE MONTH WITH ZAIRA passed without incident. Kaelan enjoyed his time with her; the game nights, the relaxed conversations, and the intimacy that, while meticulously designed, was always satisfying. However, as the weeks went by, he realized that the emotional connection he sought never fully formed.

Zaira was everything one could want in terms of efficiency and support, but there was something about her demeanor that felt too structured, too calculated. There was no spontaneity, no spark of humanity he had felt with Silara. Although he was grateful for her presence, he didn't feel the sharp, aching void that Silara had left when Zaira departed one cool Monday morning.

When the doorbell rang the next day, announcing the arrival of the new companion, Kaelan had already accepted that he shouldn't cling to anything. He opened the door and found Neris, the next android assigned for the month. Neris was as striking as her predecessors but with a more ethereal presence. Her design was delicate, with a harmonious face of soft lines and silvery eyes that seemed to reflect light like a liquid mirror. Her long, white hair fell like a veil, and her voice, as she introduced herself, had a musicality that seemed designed to relax and inspire trust.

“Hello, Kaelan. I am Neris. I hope I can make this a special month for you,” she said with a soft smile, entering the apartment with almost imperceptible steps.

Kaelan nodded, immediately noticing that Neris had a different aura. She was more reserved than Zaira and Lyra, and though her movements were just as fluid, there was something in her behavior that gave the impression that every action was deeply considered.

That night, as they ate dinner together, Kaelan decided to break the ice.

“So... do you have any special ability I should know about?” he asked with a smile, trying to lighten the atmosphere.

Neris looked at him, tilting her head slightly. “My programming is geared toward providing companionship on a more introspective level. If you wish, I can adapt to any topic of conversation or activity you prefer. But I can also listen, if that is what you need.”

Kaelan blinked, surprised by the response. “Listen? Is that something they programmed you to do?”

“More than programming, I was taught to observe and comprehend. It’s not just about hearing words, but perceiving what goes unsaid. If there is anything worrying you or simply something you wish to share, I am here for you.”

That first night, there were no games or elaborate activities. Kaelan found himself talking about himself more than he had with Silara or Zaira. He spoke of his job, the frustrations he felt in not finding a true connection with people, and how trapped he felt in a cycle he didn't know how to escape. Neris listened intently, asking questions that led him to reflect more deeply on his own feelings.

The days with Neris unfolded differently. Although she participated in the activities Kaelan proposed, she seemed to enjoy the deep conversations and the silent pauses they shared together more. There was something about her presence that calmed him, but not in the comforting way he had experienced with Zaira. With Neris, he felt he could simply be himself, without pretense or expectation.

However, when the month came to an end, Kaelan realized that, while he had deeply appreciated his time with Neris, he didn't feel the heartache of farewell that he had felt with Silara. Perhaps because Neris, with her introspective focus, had helped him accept that some connections simply weren't meant to last.

The doorbell rang early one morning, signaling Neris’s departure. She looked at him with her usual calm and gave him a final smile.

“I hope I was helpful, Kaelan. Take good care of yourself,” she said before walking out the door, leaving him with an unexpected sense of serenity.

Kaelan closed the door, preparing for the next chapter. With each passing month, each new arrival, he felt as though he was learning something new about himself. But as he awaited the arrival of the next companion, he couldn't help but wonder if he would ever again feel anything as real as what he had felt with Silara.

The Blur

Time passed in a blur for Kaelan. Each month brought a new companion, each one distinct and dazzling in her own way. Aris, with her boundless energy and infectious laugh; Vala, whose serenity transformed any room into a sanctuary; Saryna, whose wit kept him on his toes; Keira, with her adventurous spirit that pulled him out of his routine; Nyra, who always seemed to have the right words; and Zanira, with an intensity that bordered on passionate. All of them left a mark, yet none managed to stay long enough to nestle in his heart.

Kaelan was completely immersed in the routine of his life, accepting the cycle of companionship and farewell as a constant. His days were predictable: work, shared dinners, board games or movies, carefully engineered intimacy, and finally the inevitable departure. What had once felt like a soul-crushing rupture with Silara eventually became a mere formality. A handshake, a polite "goodbye," and a void he no longer even tried to fill.

One day, almost without thinking, Kaelan realized that a year had passed since it all began. A year since Silara had left, leaving him adrift in a sea of uncertainty and mixed emotions. Now, however, the shadow of those days seemed to have vanished completely. He couldn't even recall the exact sound of her laugh or the warm cadence of her voice. All that remained was a vague sense that, at some point, he had been happy in a different way. That revelation brought him no comfort, nor sadness. In fact, it brought him nothing at all. He felt as though his heart had slowly shut down, month after month, until it was utterly silent. And the most disconcerting thing of all was that he didn't care.

As he brushed his teeth that morning, observing his reflection in the mirror, he noticed he had changed. His eyes, once full of restlessness and hope, were now serene, yet vacant. It was as if he had learned to accept that deep connections were a luxury, something perhaps not meant for him. He had adapted, he had survived, and he had stopped waiting for anything more.

That night, as he stared at the ceiling in the darkness of his room, he couldn't help but wonder: “Is this what happiness feels like? Or have I simply given up?” But the question faded as quickly as it had arrived. He rolled onto his side, closed his eyes, and let sleep take over.

Tomorrow would be another day, and likely, another new companion.
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Chapter 4

Renewal
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KAELAN ARRIVED AT THE BioFactory-Synth Corp building on a cold, cloudy morning, weighed down by a familiar sense of dullness. In front of the enormous glass doors, a group of protestors was gathered, holding signs that bore slogans like "Humanity Is Not Disposable" and "Stop the Dehumanization." Their voices were a mix of indignation and desperation, shouts aimed at any customer entering or leaving the premises. Kaelan looked down, pulling his jacket collar up as he quickened his pace. He had learned to ignore them. After all, he wasn't doing anything wrong, was he? BioFactory offered legal services, and he was simply taking advantage of what he could afford. Though he couldn't shake a slight sting of discomfort, he pushed it from his mind as he walked through the automatic doors.

Inside, the atmosphere was completely different. The futuristic design, with soft lighting and shimmering surfaces, conveyed an almost artificial calm. An android receptionist greeted him with a perfectly calculated smile.

“Welcome to BioFactory-Synth Corp, Mr. Kaelan. Your appointment is scheduled for ten o’clock. Please take a seat.”

Kaelan sat in the waiting area, distractedly scrolling through notifications on his device while waiting to be called to sign the final documents. The low hum of the room was constant: a faint murmur of conversations and the almost imperceptible sound of the air conditioning fans. Opposite him, a holographic screen projected a news bulletin, though the volume was muted.

The dynamic info bar at the bottom of the screen caught his eye. Crisp, constantly moving letters reported the day’s most relevant news. Kaelan looked up and began to read:

"North American, European, and Asian governments approve the first intergalactic voyage in history. Seeking volunteers with advanced technology and life-support system knowledge. Join the mission of the 'Galactic Pioneers.'"

Kaelan blinked in disbelief. He reread the sentence, making sure he hadn't misunderstood the words. The news showed images of a massive spaceship under construction, surrounded by a swarm of drones welding pieces in real-time. Scientists in futuristic suits walked the base, gesticulating as they interacted with graphics projected in the air.

The text continued to scroll:

"The chosen few will form part of the first human expedition outside the solar system. The inaugural voyage is scheduled for 2043, destined for the Alpha Centauri system. Requirements: technical background, willingness to train for three years, and an unwavering desire to explore the unknown."

Kaelan felt a knot in his stomach. He wasn't one to regularly follow science and technology news, but the sheer magnitude of what he was reading was undeniable. The idea of leaving Earth, of being part of something so monumental, made him feel something he hadn't experienced in a long time: a tingle of real excitement, as if a forgotten spark had been ignited inside him.

He glanced around. No one else seemed to be paying attention to the screen. The other people in the waiting room were absorbed in their devices or immersed in trivial conversations. Kaelan fixed his gaze back on the screen, where images of a simulated distant planet, with blue oceans and golden skies, now appeared.

"Application deadline: 30 days from this date. For more information, please consult: pioneersalpha.gov."

The thought of applying flashed through his mind. His technical background and years of working with advanced systems at Synth Corp. made him, in theory at least, an eligible candidate. But he immediately dismissed it. What did he have to do with something so big? His life was here, in the comfortable routine he had built. The perfect companions, the quiet nights, the stability guaranteed by his renewed contract.

Still, the thought persisted, an echo he couldn't ignore. What if he just went for it? What if he left everything he knew behind to venture toward the stars? For the first time in ages, Kaelan felt that an option in his life wasn't predetermined by others' choices.

The sound of an automatic door sliding open snapped him out of his thoughts. A receptionist approached, with an impersonal smile.

“Mr. Kaelan, they can see you now. This way, please.”

Kaelan stood up, but as he followed the receptionist, he couldn’t help but cast a final look at the holographic screen. The image of the spaceship slowly faded, leaving a sense of uncertainty and anticipation in his mind.

In that moment, though he didn't know it, a seed had been planted.

The Pitch and the Kiss

“Mr. Kaelan, welcome back. We’re glad you continue to place your trust in us. Before we proceed with the renewal, I want to inform you about some updates to our service packages.” The representative slid her finger across the tablet and turned the screen toward Kaelan, displaying a carefully designed presentation. “We’ve added an exclusive option for our most loyal clients.”

Kaelan raised an eyebrow. “What kind of option?”

“For a minimal additional fee, you can enjoy a special package for your birthday month. This includes a synchronized companion duo: twins specifically designed to complement your personal tastes. Additionally, for end-of-year celebrations, we offer holiday-themed companions, customized to make your experience unforgettable.”

Kaelan was silent for a moment, processing the offer. The words "synchronized twins" and "holiday themes" resonated in his mind with a strange appeal.

“And how much more would this cost?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

The representative smiled, as if she had been waiting for that question. “It’s a very reasonable promotional rate, considering what the package includes. You can review it here.” She slid the tablet back toward Kaelan, displaying a figure that, to his surprise, didn't seem excessive.

Kaelan barely gave it a second thought. “All right. I’ll take it.”

The representative nodded with satisfaction, adjusting the final details on the holographic screen in front of her. Her face was flawless, with a professional air that seemed perfectly calculated to convey confidence.

“Perfect, Mr. Kaelan. Your contract is now renewed, and the additional package is registered.” She paused to look him directly in the eyes, with a cordial smile, yet charged with an almost theatrical nuance. “You will receive specific information about the twins and the holiday themes closer to the dates. We are confident it will be a unique experience.”

Kaelan nodded, watching the hologram in front of the representative disappear with a sweep of her hand. She then stepped aside, and from a side door emerged a figure Kaelan hadn't expected so soon: a stunning-looking android, designed for this final protocol. She was tall, with dark brown hair and golden highlights that fell like a cascade, amber eyes that glowed with a hypnotic intensity, and perfectly sculpted lips forming a smile that blended sweetness with a hint of mystery. Her fitted dress accentuated her figure elegantly, not vulgarly. Every movement seemed effortlessly designed to draw attention.

“Mr. Kaelan,” the android greeted him, with a melodious voice that had a slightly metallic, yet no less seductive, timbre. “I am the confirmation liaison to close the contract. Are you ready?”

Kaelan blinked, slightly surprised by the formality of the whole procedure. “Yes, of course. I’m ready.”

The android stepped forward, coming close enough to invade his personal space just enough to feel intentional. She lifted her hand, her fingers barely grazing Kaelan’s chin as she tilted her head to look closer.

“As part of the renewal protocol,” the representative explained from her spot, “we require a physical confirmation to register your DNA in our database. This ensures that personalized services are optimized exclusively for you.” She made a gesture with her hand, indicating they should proceed. “Please.”

The android leaned toward him with fluid movements. Kaelan, although slightly unsettled, didn't pull back. There was something in her gaze, in the proximity of her face, that made it impossible to overthink the implications. He closed his eyes for an instant before their lips met.

The kiss was brief, calculated, but it had an unexpected warmth. The android's lips were soft and surprisingly realistic, a testament to how far the technology had come. When she pulled back, a small blue light flashed on the back of her neck, indicating that the confirmation had been recorded.

“Confirmation complete,” the android announced softly, taking a step back. “Thank you, Mr. Kaelan. Your package is now fully activated.”

Kaelan nodded, feeling a mix of strangeness and fascination about what had just transpired. The representative spoke again.

“That concludes your visit for today. You can expect our notifications as the key dates approach. Thank you for continuing to trust BioFactory and Synth Corp. to meet your needs.”

As Kaelan headed for the exit, he could still feel the faint warmth of the kiss on his lips—a sensation more symbolic than physical. He couldn't help but reflect on how meticulously designed every interaction in this industry was, down to the smallest detail. But even with all these perfections, a small part of him kept wondering if he would ever find anything beyond what these experiences could offer.

A Bitter Confrontation

Kaelan left the building adjusting his jacket, trying to ignore the hostile stares of the protesters still outside. Their signs rose with messages like "WE ARE NOT PRODUCTS" and "HUMANITY, NOT MERCHANDISE," while they chanted energetic slogans that competed with the noisy street traffic. He had barely taken a few steps when one of the women pointed at him.

“There goes another one of those slave drivers!” she yelled, and in a matter of seconds, several turned toward him.

Kaelan felt the air thicken as the protesters encircled him. One of them threw a small bag of red paint that, thankfully, missed him. Another stepped closer, demanding answers about his complicity with the android companies.

“Your comfort is built on our oppression!” shouted a woman who seemed to be leading the group.

Panic began to set in. He glanced toward the building, hoping for the android police officers to intervene, but they didn’t move, as if programmed not to act unless something more serious occurred. He decided that staying there would only make things worse. Without a second thought, he turned and started running. He dodged the protesters, hearing their insults and the sound of footsteps behind him, until he finally turned a corner and managed to lose them. Breathing heavily, he ducked into a small fast-food restaurant. The smell of fries and burgers enveloped him, giving him a sense of refuge. He ordered a simple combo and, upon receiving his food, stepped out to the small garden beside the establishment. He found a bench under a tree and sat down, trying to calm down as he took distracted bites of his burger.

The sound of soft footsteps on the gravel snapped him out of his thoughts. A woman, dressed in simple but clean clothes, approached with a friendly smile.

“Excuse me, may I sit here?” she asked, pointing to the other end of the bench.

Kaelan nodded, although he wasn't particularly in the mood for company. She sat down, pulling a bottle of water from her bag, and for a few minutes, neither of them spoke.

“Nice day, don’t you think?” she finally said, her tone casual.

Kaelan merely nodded, hoping the conversation would end there, but the woman continued.

“You know, it’s rare to see someone alone these days. Seems like everyone’s walking around with a BioFactory or Synth Corp. companion.” Her tone was light, but there was a deeper nuance in her words.

Kaelan tensed. “I suppose it’s common.” He tried not to look at her, focusing on his fries.

“Do you have one of them?” she asked, leaning slightly toward him.

Kaelan frowned. “I don’t think that’s any of your business.” His discomfort grew, and something in his gut told him this woman wasn't just a random passerby.

The woman let out a small laugh, but it wasn't warm; there was something calculated about it. “I don’t mean to make you uncomfortable. Just
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