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Chapter One


Ever just look at your spouse or significant other
and just say…fuuuucckk. What the hell am I doing in this
relationship? Is this all there is to my life? A couple of kids? A
job that borders on a career? A house? Sex on Saturday nights along
with Tuesday and Thursday morning when our schedules shift just
enough for some extra time?

I wasn’t old enough to be having a midlife crisis,
was I?

What does a married woman with two kids do for a
midlife crisis? Divorce? Job change? Have another kid? New house?
Affair?

I looked across the breakfast table at Seth. Ten
years ago I was madly in love with him. Two years ago I was madly
in love with him. Hell, last week I would have said that I was
madly in love with him. Sure, he could drive me to annoyance with
his obsession with discovering new craft beers, but as a hobby it
wasn’t the worst and he was a good father and husband and all of
that shit that society tells us we’re supposed to want.

He was eating toast, drinking coffee, and scrolling
through the news feed on his phone before he had to leave for work.
The kids were already gone to school. We could have gone back to
bed and fucked. We had the time, but I didn’t ask and maybe, just
maybe he’d say that he had to get to work.

Glancing up he saw me staring at him. “Something the
matter?”

I shook my head. “No. Just…not excited to go to work
today.”

He half-smiled and nodded. “We’ll get a sitter this
weekend and go out on a date. How does that sound?”

“Good,” I quickly agreed. It should have been good,
but it was just…ordinary.

Satisfied with his suggestion, Seth stood up from
the table and went to the bathroom. I grabbed his phone from where
he left it, keyed in the passcode, and glanced at what he was
looking at. The news from NPR. God, we were a cliché of
middle-class white Americans. Two kids and a picket fence. We were
boring.

I would have spent some time snooping through his
phone, but I didn’t have the time. Besides, it didn’t matter. I had
snooped through it every few days for the past few months. Except
for an occasional foray into some really mild pornography—think
barely old school Playboy-worthy—there was nothing interesting on
his phone.

What I wouldn’t give for Seth to be having an affair
just so I could have something interesting in my life.

Of course, I could say the same about myself. I
wasn’t terrible looking. I wasn’t that old yet. I had more than
enough men make passes, both smooth and awkward and everything in
between, at me. I always gracefully declined because that’s not the
sort of person I was.

I was a boring person, apparently.

Wife. Mother. Joint homeowner. IT career that was
possibly going somewhere. Sex three times a week, never more.

Fuck.

 


It wasn’t that we were that boring. Or we
used to be more exciting. Back in college we had sex up against the
science building in the middle of the night when anyone could have
walked by and seen us. We even messed around in the library stacks.
On our honeymoon we went to an exotic resort that featured a nude
beach; it was less exciting than I though it would be and my
nipples got mildly sunburned.

We had played around with bondage, but that didn’t
do it for me. I was confident that if I asked Seth, he’d go along
with almost anything I suggested for sex.

Was that I what I wanted? Something new with sex? I
didn’t want a new husband, more kids, a different house, or to
travel the world. What else was there?

I probably should have turned to a life coach or
personal counselor. Instead, I did what everyone in IT did
way too much. I turned to the internet, which is always a
bad decision.

There’s a website for everything. I didn’t know the
business model behind SexAdviceExplorer.com but it was what I
needed. It was almost a chatbot, just a simple Q&A session. It
was easy enough to do it between password reset requests and other
stupid issues.

Straight or gay or something along the spectrum?

The first question was a straight forward (HA!)
question, but it made me think way too much. Was I a lesbian
or bi? Did I even know?

The AI was better than I had anticipated.

You’re taking a lot of time to answer. Do you need
guidance? Are you questioning your sexuality?

Again, the question made me question everything. And
I got caught up on the last word of the first question.
Spectrum. Both Seth and I had tested ourselves and we were
on the bottom of the autism spectrum, but I doubted that was the
SexAdviceExplorer bot was asking about.

Straight, I typed in

Are you male or female (or do you identify as
non-binary?)

Female. I liked how the website made you type
in the answer rather than choosing from button options. It made it
feel more like a conversation and less like dealing with a robot.
Not that there’s anything wrong with dealing with a robot, if
that’s what you’re into.

Are you looking for a new sex partner, either with
your current partner or alone?

NO! The exclamation point and all caps
probably weren’t necessary, but they felt good to use.

The bot was smooth. It just moved on. Is there a
particular fantasy that you’d like to involve your current partner
in.

No.

Is there a fantasy that your current partner would
like fulfilled?

I don’t know.

Do you believe he has a fantasy he hasn’t told you
about?

No.

Are you looking for something new and different? Do
you think you’re in a rut?

That was it. That was it exactly. Who says bots and
AIs don’t know the human condition?

Yes. Something new and different. I just don’t know
what.

There was a character count of one thousand for each
answer. Good grammar wasn’t necessary, the bot would just pull out
whatever it found useful, but I found that I liked talking to
it.

Oral, anal, vaginal or nipple?

I looked at the screen for a minute, dumbfounded. If
the bot were a person, I might have smacked it. Instead, all I
could do was type in, WHAT?!

The caps lock and extra punctuation did little to
make me happier.

What type of stimulation would you prefer?
The chatbot seemed to take my reaction awfully casually. But then
again, it was just an AI.

But an AI programed by people.

And maybe it was a learning AI, which would mean
that everyone who used the chatbot since its inception had an
influence on how it reacts.

Sometimes thinking about the computer-human
interface was headache inducing.

The question was straightforward enough, but I
didn’t have an answer for the AI.

I don’t know.

Are you looking for something extreme or kinky?

Without thinking I automatically typed like I was
replying to a friend. I don’t know what I want.

Are you looking for an adventure?

An adventure would be better than living a life of
slow desperation in the suburbs, I thought to myself.
Sure.

You seem like you are uncertain.

Now the bot was sounding like a shrink. That made me
nervous. Still, I was already all in on this little examination of
my sexuality that I didn’t really want to face.

I don’t know what I want. I’m just looking
for…something.

We can continue an exploration of what might
interest you or you can just request a random event.

Random sounded like a terrible idea.

Continue exploring.

Oral, anal, vaginal or nipple?

I decided to push the limits of the AI.

I’ve never done anal. That was true. I wasn’t
necessarily opposed to it, but shoving a toy or cock up my finger
didn’t especially appeal to me.

So you’re saying you’d like to try it?

No.

Oral, vaginal or nipple?

This was a narrowing path. It would randomly choose
from the remaining options until nothing was left and then push me
that way. I could either choose or be forced into something.
Vaginal was too common. Oral was…boring.

Nipple.

There’s lot of ways women experience pleasure
through their nipples and breasts. Clamps. Piercings. Slapping.
Massaging. Pinching. Sucking. Some women get pleasure from
exhibiting their breasts to partners and strangers (sometimes on
the internet). Size and shape are often important to a woman’s
partner.

That was an info dump that was
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