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"Dude! Will you stop!" Logan said as I fidgeted in my chair.

I hated being in this place. All of it felt so metal, so fake, and the women, every person that worked here, was a woman.

"Demonton Industries," I said, shaking my head. "I can't believe you talked me into coming here."

"Not this internet conspiracy bullshit story again," Logan said.

"It's not a conspiracy theory," I replied.

"Logan Thorne, and guest?" a lady said as she approached.

"Yes," Logan smiled.

The lady was dressed in a skintight business skirt. She sauntered in front of us as she walked us to the elevator. Her heels clicked and clacked against the floor as we walked.

"She's one of them," I whispered.

"Will you stop!" Logan shook his head.

It wasn't just me. Many people thought that something was going on at this place.

Last year no one heard of Demonton Industries. Out of the blue, this entirely female-operated company shot out of nowhere. They had their hands in pharmaceutical companies, bought out many top-tier businesses, and even had military contracts.

The elevator shot upwards as we all stood inside.

"You're doing it again," Logan shook his head.

"What?" I asked.

"Staring!" Logan faked a smile as we looked at the others in the elevator.

They were all females, and none were talking to each other. All had perfect figures and the right amount of makeup. Sure, there were different races, but each stood perfectly still.

"They aren't talking," I whispered.

"Shut up!" Logan said through his teeth.

"I am just saying when was the last time you saw so many women and not one of them on their phone or talking or smiling?" I said.

"I should've brought Paul," Logan said, shaking his head as he looked at me.

"This way," the lady said as the elevator door opened.

"Excuse me," I said as we walked through a hallway. "Are you one of them?"

"Am I one of what?" the lady replied without stopping.

"You know, a robot?" I answered.

"No, I am not," the lady said as we stopped at a desk. "Teresa will take care of you for the remainder of your visit, have a good day."

"Hi Mr. Thorne and guest," Teresa, the lady behind the desk, said.

"She didn't even get upset," I said to Logan.

"Yes, that's us," Logan said, ignoring me.

"Great, take a seat and they will be with you in a moment," Teresa said.

We sat, and there were other males sitting in the seating area. "Happy now, other men," Logan sighed.

"Hey, what's up?" one of the guys said.

"Not much," Logan replied.

"Weird huh?" I said.

"What is?" one of the other guys asked.

"This place," I nodded. "All of the women."

"Not another one," another guy shook his head.

"You crazies have to stop," another guy said, staring at me. "You're all over the news, having protests, and causing a scene everywhere. It has to stop."

We weren't crazy. That was the other thing; it was amazing at the number of people who didn't see anything wrong with any of this, the buildings that went up in nearly a month or less. 

The cyborg armada that was helping the police and fire departments these things were everywhere, even in the medical field performing surgeries.

And everybody just bent over and took it. They all sucked it up like mother's milk just because nothing wrong had happened yet.

"Fine," I said, shrugging. "When they take over the world, we will be the ones that said we told you so."

"Who will take over the world?" a young blonde lady asked as she approached.

"This nut job thinks your cyborgs are going to take over," one of the men laughed as he pointed at me. The others chimed in with him.

"Oh," she said, staring at me. "It's okay we get messages and emails like that all the time. Follow me."

We all got up and followed her.

"As you know, our cyborgs and robots are fully automated, and they respond only to the ones with the right credentials, a superior or commander," the blonde lady said.

"Yes, my brother is in the military, he said one of your robots saved his life," one of the guys said. "Jumped right into the field of fire, shielding my brother."

"That's what it was programmed to do," the blonde lady smiled. "Or cyborgs, robots, and drones are programmed to protect human life," she smiled. "Not take it," she said, stopping and staring at me before walking again.

"What about the police, some say the criminals that you take in, come out different," I said.

"Ah yes," she smiled as we entered a large room. "The theory that we are replacing all criminals with robots and cyborgs that only imitate their human counterparts through our virtual reality therapy."

The rest of the men laughed, and Logan shook his head.

"Come here," the lady ordered one of the nearby robots. "See totally lifeless in the face, we can't imitate that, no matter how hard we try, no emotion showing, it doesn't even smile."

The lady stared at the female robot. 

"Smile!" she ordered it.

"No," one of the men shook his head. "Tell it to stop, that's creepy!"

"No matter how hard we try, these will never look exactly human," the lady said. "We can make it walk, run, jump and even make the movement of a human, but you see that," she pointed at the eyes.

"Totally lifeless, nothing is there, the eyeball on all of our units is the most expensive and most time consuming thing to make on the whole unit. We have spent billions of dollars trying to make it right."

"It looks like an eyeball," Logan said, staring at it.

"Look at the person next to you," she smiled. "You will see life, the determination to live another day. The fight to live and love as well as anger and pain, those emotions and feelings can all be seen in a person's eye on any given day. Our units will never compete."

She quickly turned, picked up a nearby small table, and bashed it. 

"Fight back!" she yelled at it as she proceeded to beat on it.

'Not an enemy,' the unit said as it stood still.

"Go ahead," she smiled at us. "Hit it, punch it," she said as she beat it.

The others started punching and kicking it, but it didn't fight back.

"Enough," she said, pushing a lock of her brown hair out of her face. 

"Unless given certain parameters, it will not defend itself. All of you are guests and are wearing badges that tell this unit that you should be protected. Now if someone else attacks it or attacks you."

"It will fight back," Logan nodded.

"Exactly," she smiled. "Anything else?" she asked, staring at me. "My hair is messed up. I am breathing heavily, and I am sweating," she said, wiping the brow of her head. 

"It got punched, kicked and beaten with a table," she said, pointing to the robot. "It is not breathing heavy, not sweating, it's hair is perfectly still, and most of all."

"It's not bleeding," one of the men said. "It has dents and a few cracks, but there is no blood."

"It is leaking," she smiled as she ran a finger across the face. "We call it Diathan, it's highly hydraulic and keeps the unit cool and provides its ability to move fast and react quickly."

It was a clear liquid, almost seemed like pancake syrup but clear.

"Now, onto the main attraction and what brought you guys here today," she smiled as she walked us into a large seating area.

"Male testing?" one of the men said, staring up at a banner.

"Take a seat," another lady with brown hair said. "We will make this as quick as possible."

The first lady with the blonde hair sat in another chair.

"This is our newest unit," the second lady said. "And is strictly for the public," she smiled as another female robot appeared. "It has no military or combat programming and is highly customizable."

"What's it for?" one of the men asked.

"You," the lady smiled. "Single males or females that want the comfort of a woman, without shall I say the hassle of dating and having a relationship."

"You mean a sex doll?" another man asked.

"I wouldn't say a doll," the lady replied, "more like a companion."

"What's it do?" another man asked.

"Anything," she shrugged. "Cooks, cleans, can go out on dates, everything your female or male partner will do for you, it will do."

"Without the arguing," one of the men laughed.

"Exactly," she smiled. "No complaining or wondering when it will be ready for your date, and it won’t ask questions during a movie, none of that," she said.

The men started talking to each other.

"Of course," the first lady said as she stared at me. "You have a question."

"Why?" I asked.

"Oh, you're one of those," the second lady sighed as she looked at her co-worker, who nodded back at her. "What is your question specifically?"

"Why make a companion?" I asked.

"Why does the sex industry have sex dolls?" she retorted. "Did you ask them that question?"

"No," I replied.

"Or the cleaning company when they made the cleaning robots?" the blonde asked. "Do you asked the military why they started looking into robot soldiers or remote drones?"

"No," I shook my head.

"Robots and the idea of robots have been a dream for humans since we started thinking what if," the first lady said. "It's been part of our movie history since black and white television shows came on the big boxes and before that they were in books and magazines. Humans have been fascinated with robotic life way before our company came along. Especially men."

The other men nodded.

"Boys and girls alike had little robot toys, that they played with," the second smiled. "My grandma had this robotic doll, she named Anna," she smiled and then looked at me. "Should the toy industry stop making robot toys?"

"No, of course not," I shook my head.

"So, it's just us that you ask these questions, no one else?" the first one said. "Because we are a female led company, we must be up to something, right?"

"I never said that," I said.

"But it's what you're thinking," the second said.

"Just shut up," Logan nudged me and shook his head.

"Listen to your friend," the blonde said as she stared through me, daring me to ask another question.

I shook my head and sat back in my chair.

"Like we were saying," the second said as she also bore a hole through me with her eyes, "It is for most people but mostly for the single male," she smiled. "The six of you answered our online quiz and the six of you stated that you don't see yourself going into a relationship or getting married in the near future, so you will be taking one of these home, to try out before we start unveiling them to the public."

Other ladies came into the room. "If you all will please go with our assistants, they will help you customize your companion," the second smiled.

The others walked like blind sheep to the slaughter, following behind the assistants.

"I won't be doing that," I said, shaking my head.

"Then you can wait downstairs, in the lobby for your friend," the first replied coldly as she pointed to the door.

"I will just see you another time," Logan said as he walked with the lady next to him. "I am sorry about that," he said as he walked away.

"We are used to it," she replied.

I went down the elevator and stared out the glass window. This building wasn't here four months ago. I stared at it, the sheer size and work that was put into it.

The ground it was built on was an abandoned warehouse. A billboard sign went up a few months ago stating that a new Demonton building was coming soon, then they tore the warehouse down and started building this monstrosity. It went up quickly, and there were hundreds of facilities like this one constructed already or in the process of being built in every major city worldwide.

I had no problems that females led it, I was not a sexist, but no males worked for the company. Not
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