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YOUR NEW PLAYTHING

Clark never wanted the Plaything that was accidentally delivered to his house. He wants nothing to do with the hyper-sexual, lab-created woman whose only objective is to pleasure the first person she sees out of hibernation. She was supposed to be delivered to someone else, in a different state—someone with a particularly long, throbbing fantasy. And now that the Plaything has been woken up, the company won’t take her back.


CHAPTER I

Clark wasn’t expecting any visitors that Saturday morning and it was exceptionally rare that anyone came to his house uninvited, seeing as he lived half an hour from town, off of a dirt road that most people didn’t even know existed. But still, the doorbell rang as Clark was sipping his morning coffee and reading his morning newspaper.

In ten years, he’d had less than five unexpected guests, and four of those five were concerning family emergencies. So naturally, when Clark heard his doorbell ring, a pit grew in his stomach. He carefully made his way to the front entry and peeked through the peephole. Standing on the other side of the door was a delivery man. ‘Strange,’ Clark thought, ‘I didn’t order anything.’

Clark wasn’t a believer in online shopping, or technology in general. He didn’t trust it, despite having been around since long before he was born. While the government claimed it didn’t use computer webcams and microphones to spy on its citizens, he didn’t believe them. “They’re up to something,” he always said, which is precisely why he refused to own a computer, and it was why he kept his phone turned off when he wasn’t using it—just in case the government was listening.

The delivery man rang the doorbell again.

Reluctantly, Clark answered. “Hello?” he said cautiously, scanning the delivery man for any inconsistencies. Anyone could, after all, go online and order a delivery man outfit. Next to the delivery man was a large box—only a bit shorter than Clark himself, and not much wider. The box was unmarked, save for the ‘this side up’ label and the word ‘Fragile,’ which was printed in large, bold letters all over the box. Also on the box was a large dark spot, as if the delivery guy had accidentally dropped it in a large puddle—though the spot looked to be dry, as if the accident had been a few days before and the box had time to dry out.

“Clark Fischer?” the delivery man asked.

“That’s me,” Clark said.

“I’ve got a package for you. Just sign here and it’s all yours.”

Clark was hesitant to take the pen. Was it a gift? And if so, from who? Looking at the box, which could have perfectly fit a human being, Clark couldn’t help but think of the old Trojan Horse myth. It was an amusing thought—of course Clark didn’t actually believe he would bring the box inside, open it, and have a human jump out at him. “What is it?” Clark asked.

A big grin came upon the delivery man’s face. “I don’t know,” he said, but he couldn’t have sounded less genuine—like he was lying and he thought it was pretty funny. Was he in on it—whatever it was? Or was Clark just being, as his sister had always put it, outrageously paranoid?

Clark signed for the package and the delivery guy returned to his truck, chuckling quietly to himself on the way. What was so damn funny?

Clark went to pull the box inside but was shocked by its weight. It must have weighed over a hundred pounds! What could someone have sent him that was so big and so heavy? That Trojan Horse image came back to his mind—the box did happen to weigh about the same as a human being.

He got the box into his kitchen and then he laid it down flat, paying close attention to the ‘this side up’ label. If it was some piece of art or some large vase, he would hate to ruin it. He retrieved a pair of box cutters and then returned to the mysterious box. But before he started cutting, he noticed the shipping label, which had an error on it: It was supposed to be shipped to a Clark Fischer in Springfield, Michigan. Clark lived in Springfield, Missouri. Coincidentally, Clark Fischer in Michigan had the same street address as the Clark who now held a pair of box cutters in his hand.

Unfortunately for Clark Fischer in Michigan, the return address had been badly smudged and was unreadable. There was no company info printed anywhere on the box, and Clark sure as hell wasn’t going to pay to have the massive box shipped to Michigan. Can you even imagine the shipping costs on a package that big and heavy? But if he could find a company phone number, perhaps he could have the package arranged to be picked up and properly delivered, at no expense to Clark. So he continued to cut the box open, hoping to find some company information inside.

The box was filled with packing peanuts, which were covering up yet another box, this one made from a strong, smooth, white plastic. Clark dug the packing peanuts out from the box, hoping to find a receipt or a brochure or something useful. He really didn’t feel comfortable opening up another man’s package, especially if it was valuable. Clark had some collectables himself, and he knew that out of their box, they were worthless.

There was a receipt in the box, but as his luck would have it, it was wet and smudged. The company info was all an illegible mess. The only part of the receipt Clark could make out was the price: $42,135. He had to read the number a second time, to make sure his brain hadn’t misplaced the comma. “Holy hell,” Clark said, his eyes widening. He looked to the plastic box. What in God’s name could be inside? It was too small to be a sports car or furniture, too big to be jewellery.

Clark sighed. This was going to be a lot of work, he thought. He would have to drive the package into town, drop it off at the delivery place, and hope they had the company info in their system—and with any luck, they would deal with it all. Just the thought of lugging the package into his truck was a serious nuisance.

There were few times in Clark’s life that he wished he owned a computer—this was one of those times. It would have been so much easier to get all of this nonsense sorted out with a computer; there was probably just some form he needed to fill out on a website, that would take less than a minute.

He turned on his phone and tried to remember which delivery company had dropped off the package. The delivery guy was wearing blue—which company wears blue? He tried USPS. They had no record of a delivery, so he tried UPS, getting the same response. He tried DHL, FedEx, ParcelForce, and then he finally gave up. “If Clark Fischer from Michigan wants his package so badly, he can get in contact with the delivery company.” He dragged the package to the garage, where he assumed it would wait until the delivery people came by to reclaim it.

But Clark couldn’t go more than an hour before the overwhelming curiosity started to get the better of him. What was in that box that was so big, so heavy, and worth so much? Would it really be such a big deal if he opened it and had a peek inside? After all, there might be some company info inside the inner-plastic box, so maybe it was for the best that he take a look…

Clark found himself in his garage, kneeling down next to the box.


CHAPTER II

Clark opened the box slowly and then leapt back, falling to the ground as he grabbed his chest with his hand, his heart being sent aflutter. It was an understandable reaction, seeing as there was a corpse in the box. “Dear God!” he yelled, and then he scrambled up to his feet, taking a few more steps back away from the box.

That delivery man—was he actually some deranged murderer, dropping dead bodies off at people’s houses? Was it supposed to be some sort of mafia-esque threat? Was the person in the box someone Clark knew? He took a few steps closer to the box, which had closed as soon as he leapt back. His heart began pounding as he reached to open it again. At least this time he knew what kind of horrors were inside, so he was more or less emotionally prepared (as emotionally prepared as a person can be when finding a dead body in a box).

He threw the box open and jumped back again.

It was a woman—a young woman—maybe about ten years younger than Clark. She was surprisingly beautiful, dressed in a piece of skimpy, black lingerie and black high heels. Clark certainly didn’t recognize her—she was far more beautiful than anyone he’d ever met in his small town (and he’d lived there his whole life). He took a closer look—was it possibly a friend or family member’s daughter, now grown up, who he hadn’t seen in a while and thus, wouldn’t recognize? He didn’t think so, as far as he could tell. She looked more like a movie star—maybe some high-class escort that the deranged murderer picked up and killed—the poor girl. She was so young.

Clark turned to retrieve his phone, to call the police, and then he noticed something odd: she wasn’t pale and blue like you would expect from a dead body. In fact, she was quite vibrant, perhaps properly preserved and embalmed. Her skin was radiant and upon closer inspection—

“My God,” Clark said, his eyes growing wide. “Is she…” He took a closer look, and indeed she was: she was breathing, ever so slightly, as if comatose, or hibernating. Was she drugged?

Clark dropped to his knees and carefully grabbed the girl by the arms. “Miss,” he said. “Wake up. Are you okay? Miss?” he gave her a gentle shake, but she didn’t wake up. He checked the pulse on her wrist. He could hardly feel a thing, but there was something there. He checked the pulse on her neck, and then he felt a series of strange, subtle bumps. Upon closer inspection, there was a tattoo with a series of seemingly random numbers and letters, like a serial number. “What the hell?” he muttered.

Then he noticed the manual, tucked in a little compartment next to her body. He grabbed it. The front page read:

Your New Plaything

He flipped it open and started to read, his eyes growing wider and wider as he flipped the pages. “Enjoy your new, fully customized Plaything. Flip to page ten for instructions on waking up your Plaything, but before you wake her up, be sure to read through this manual carefully to ensure you have a clear understanding of how to satisfy all of your Plaything’s needs.”

Clark had to take a seat on the ground, so he wouldn’t fall over. His head was spinning. Was this manual suggesting the woman in the box was a robot? A clone? A real human-being that was grown in some science lab?

According to the manual, the Plaything was a real, living human, engineered to want nothing more than to please its owner. The Plaything, like any human, needed to be fed, needed water, needed to sleep, and was susceptible to all the mortal failings of human beings—if cut, a Plaything still bleeds like anyone else. The main difference between the Plaything and a human being was that the Plaything had what the manual called, ‘a limited consciousness.’

Your New Plaything was a subsidiary of a company called Your New Employee, which engineered humans who lacked consciousness, who were perfectly content working for no pay—essentially robot slaves, with organs instead of motherboards and wires. Unlike Your New Employee, Your New Plaything had ‘limited consciousness’, but Clark could find nothing in the owner’s manual defining ‘limited consciousness’. It seemed awfully vague, begging for plenty of moral debates. Reading the manual, Clark seemed to remember hearing about Your New Employee a couple of years back during a trip into town. He had gone to a McDonalds with exceptional service, which he commented on as he received his meal. “It’s because they use Your New Employees now,” another customer said to him, but until now, he had no idea what that meant—he assumed it was a new temp agency in town or something.

Were these Playthings popular? And what were they for? Sex? If they weren’t made for sex, Clark could only imagine that was what 99% of people were using them for, as was the fate of just about every other human invention.

The sleeping beauty was making Clark feel anxious, so he took the manual to his living room to continue reading. He found the whole concept fascinating and somewhat unbelievable, though he knew that there had been some tremendous scientific breakthroughs over the past couple of decades. It was only a matter of time before the blow-up sex doll was improved so much that it was indistinguishable from a real human—and that time had arrived. Clark still wasn’t entirely sure what the difference between the Plaything and a real human was; ‘Limited consciousness,’ whatever that meant.

To Clark, the whole thing was especially interesting seeing as he’d mastered in biological engineering in college—but that was nearly twenty years ago. He would have pursued a career in the field, but the competition was just too stiff. He couldn’t possibly keep up with some of the guys in his class, all of whom were certified geniuses. Clark went into the stock market instead, where he made quite a bit of money—enough to slip off of the grid and retire early to his little wooded acreage.

He found the section on Your New Plaything’s Health especially interesting. Supposedly, the Playthings were engineered to be immune to cancer and all known diseases and infections. The average lifespan of a Plaything was about the same as a human—close to one-hundred years, but they aged much slower. After one-hundred years, they would only appear to be about twenty-five years older. Incredible. The girl in the box looked to be about twenty—in one hundred years, she would appear to be forty-five. To Clark, that was immensely impressive.

His heart nearly stopped when he got to the section on Your Plaything’s Hibernation. The warning at the beginning of the chapter read: ‘If you leave your Plaything’s hibernation unit open for more than an hour, she may wake up on her own. Please ensure your Plaything’s hibernation unit remains closed until you are ready to bring her into the world.’

“Excuse me?” said a voice from behind Clark, as if on cue.

Clark jumped up from his seat, throwing the manual into the air as he shrieked in terror. He spun around to face the now-awake Plaything. Her eyes were heavy, as if she’d just been woken up from a deep sleep (and she had been). She reached her arms into the air, stretched, and yawned, showing off her perfect, lingerie-clad body. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to scare you,” the Plaything said, smiling.

“You—you’re awake,” Clark said.

“Yes I am. Is this your house? It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It is, but—I mean—there’s been a mistake. You were sent here by mistake. You were supposed to be sent to someone else. I’m trying to arrange to have you picked up, and…” The Plaything walked right up to Clark and she placed her gentle hands on his shoulders.

“You’re very handsome,” she said.

“Thank you, but you see, there’s been a mistake…” He lost his train of thought as the Plaything leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Her lips were soft and warm, and even Clark had to admit, she was absolutely stunning—but that didn’t stop him from finding the whole thing reprehensible. How could they engineer living people solely for the sake of sex? Regardless of the limits of their consciousness, it wasn’t right—the government should have never allowed such a thing.

But it had been years since he’d kissed a woman, and he’d never even imagined kissing a woman who was the mere definition of beauty. So he hesitated before gently pushing her off of him. “I’m sorry, but this is very important—you don’t belong to me,” Clark said. Hearing his words aloud just reminded him of how ashamed the creator of the Playthings should be—no one, regardless of whether they are conscious or not, should belong to anyone. “I need to get you to your rightful… person.” He refused to use the word owner.

“But wouldn’t it be so much more fun if I just stayed here with you? Do you have a favourite meal? I can cook it for you,” she said. She looked Clark up and down and then bit her bottom lip playfully, as if he was the most perfect specimen she’d ever seen, and not the other way around. Clark’s heart skipped a beat. She was tempting, and he could see why someone might want to invest in a Plaything of their own. According to the manual, she lived to serve, and loved to please. If that was really true, if she really did love to cook meals and have sex and give back massages, would it be so bad to stop her from doing so? Clark loved painting in the evenings. If someone told him he wasn’t allowed to paint anymore, that wouldn’t be very fair, would it? Clark shook his head—it’s easy to justify something when it suits your convenience. Why do you think slavery went on for so long?

“Why don’t you go take a hot bath, get changed into something more comfortable, and then we can get acquainted, okay?” Clark said, standing tall. He was proud of his restraint, his discipline. He could have easily given in and had sex with her, told her to make him some dinner, but he knew it was wrong and morality should always come before pleasure and convenience.

The Plaything smiled and looked around. “Where is your bathtub?” she asked, and he pointed her in the right direction.


CHAPTER III

Clark tried calling the manufacturer. After being stuck on hold for nearly an hour, they told him to contact the delivery company. He told them he’d tried that, and then he got thrown into an endless customer service loop. “I’m sorry, you’re looking for the sales department,” one woman said to him. “No, no, you want customer service,” said another. “Ah, I think you’re looking for shipping and receiving. I’ll put you through,” said yet another. Shipping and receiving put him back in touch with the original taker of his call, who sent him back into the loop. He eventually got one employee who said, “They’ll probably just create a new Plaything and have it sent to the correct address.”

“So what do I do with this one?”

“I suppose you can just keep her. You said she’s awake? We can’t accept returns once the Plaything is awake, sir.”

“But she doesn’t belong to me!”

“Were you the first person she saw after she woke up?”

“Yes,” Clark said.

“Then she’s unfortunately useless to anyone else. It says right in the manual, the first person the Plaything sees becomes her owner. That unfortunately can’t be undone. Why don’t I put you through to shipping and receiving—maybe they can arrange to have her taken away from you.”

“Wait, wait! What will they do to her?”

There was a long silence, and then the man on the phone said, “I’m sorry, sir, I can’t disclose that information. Company policy.”

Clark didn’t bother waiting to be put through to shipping and receiving, and after the employee’s final remark, he wasn’t sure sending her back to the company was such a great idea. By the sounds of it, they would be putting her down. A chill ran down Clark’s spine. He couldn’t even begin to wrap his head around the manufacturer’s complete disregard for human life. He felt terribly sad for his Plaything—and guilty, seeing as he had essentially ruined her life. Clark couldn’t give her what she wanted, and according to the company, she could only be satisfied by Clark. How would she react when she found out Clark wasn’t interested in her, or would she even be able to comprehend such a thing? Could a Plaything have its heart broken? Could she feel emotions? The manual seemed to suggest that she was totally capable of feeling love and compassion, so certainly she could be emotionally hurt, like anyone else in the world capable of feeling love.

Clark turned off his phone. As he turned around, he saw her, standing topless in the doorway. She had nothing but a towel around her waist. “Is this comfortable enough for you?” she said. She was somehow even more beautiful with her long hair and her skin now wet. She cupped her breasts in her hands and squeezed them firmly, biting her lip as she did so.

When Clark woke up that morning in his isolated little country home, he had not expected to be in a position where he had to fight to turn down the most stunning woman he’d ever seen. She was so beautiful, he was rendered frozen at the sight of her. She started walking towards him.

She seemed much shorter, now that she was out of her high heels, walking barefoot. She stopped just a few inches shy of Clark and then she reached down, slipping her hand over his crotch. She began to rub his cock.

Clark’s mind was reduced to a messy fog. He wanted to stop her—having sex with a biologically engineered human was against everything he stood for, but my God was she beautiful, and she certainly knew how to rub a dick (was that somehow programmed into her?).

He knew that reasoning with her was hopeless. He couldn’t convince her not to be obsessed over him because that was just how she was engineered. He couldn’t flat out turn her down and explain he wasn’t interested because he didn’t want to find out whether he was capable of shattering a partially-conscious heart.

“I think we should take this slow,” he said, feeling very proud of this clever move. If he could convince her it was best to hold off for some time, he could buy himself some time to figure out a proper solution that met his needs and hers. Certainly the man on the phone wasn’t correct—there must be some way of ‘reprogramming’ her, resetting her love-at-first-sight quirk. But what could he do?

She pulled his belt away and dropped it on the floor. Clark tried to will himself to stop her, but he couldn’t do it. When in his life would he have another opportunity like this one—to sleep with a perfect ten out of ten? She sunk down to her knees, taking his pants with her. She gasped at the sight of his cock, licking her lips as if the mere sight of his manhood was pushing her towards an orgasm. She seemed so genuinely happy and elated. It would have been such a shame to put an end to her happiness.

She began to stroke his cock, licking it gently with the tip of her tongue. She giggled. “Wow, you’re big,” she said. “I didn’t think you’d be this big.” It was a strange comment that made Clark think. If she had the ability to be surprised, to have expectations, then certainly her level of consciousness was more than just ‘limited’. When she first saw Clark, she’d made an assumption about him, that his cock wouldn’t be as big as it was. Perhaps she just assumed everything was average until proven otherwise—but if that was the case, then were averages somehow programmed into her? Her cheeks turned red and her eyes became wide. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean it like that—I didn’t think you had a small cock, I just… I’m sorry.”

Even more interesting to Clark was the fact she was genuinely flustered, which meant she was capable of feeling humility.

She tightened her grip on his manhood and began to pump, working his shaft expertly, as if she was born to work a cock—technically, she was. She sunk the whole length of his member into her mouth, plunging his tip down her throat. Her mouth was warm and wet and it made Clark think, maybe keeping the Plaything wouldn’t be such a bad thing. Clark once had a vegetarian friend who would eat meat if a restaurant accidentally served it to him. “If I don’t eat it, they’ll just throw it out, and that would defeat the whole point of being a vegetarian,” the friend said to Clark. He remembered that very sentence now, as his accidentally delivered Plaything brought him closer to orgasm.

“Do you want to fuck?” the Plaything asked.

Clark’s heart trembled and beads of sweat began to form on his forehead. “Okay,” he said after some hesitation. As the kids liked to say: You only live once.

She stood up with a big grin on her face and she took her towel in her hands, dropping it to the floor, revealing a long, thick erection. “Do you want to be top or bottom?”

Clark jumped back, his heart nearly bursting out of his chest—much like when he discovered the Plaything in the box. “Jesus!” he cried.

His Plaything’s eyes grew wide. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“You—You’ve got a… right there, between your legs!” he said.

She looked down to see what he was referring to. “A cock?” she said, as if it wasn’t the slightest bit unusual.

“Yes,” Clark said, taking yet another step back.

“So do you,” the Plaything said in a matter-of-fact voice. “Would you like to touch it?” She smirked and bit her bottom lip.

“Put your towel back on—and go put some clothes on. I changed my mind, I don’t want to have sex. Go—I’m serious.”

The Plaything stared at him with wide-eyes for a moment and then she said, “I can hide it, if you’d like. Would you like me to put on a pair of panties?”

“Just get dressed. I need to make some phone calls. Maybe go and watch some television or something.”

The Plaything turned and started towards the bedroom. She had a long look on her face—disappointed in herself for failing her only objective in life. She stopped in the doorway and looked back at Clark. “Is there anything I can do for you right now?” she asked.

“Not right now. Just make yourself comfortable.”

She turned around with the same sullen look on her face. She wasn’t interested in making herself comfortable. She was only interested in making Clark comfortable, and anyone—even someone with limited consciousness—could see that Clark was far from comfortable. But how could he be comfortable when he couldn’t help but feel partially responsible for ruining this poor girl’s life? Because of some greedy scientist, the poor girl would never experience the feeling of accomplishment in her life. She was born a freak, with a serious defect—even if they had sent her to the correct address, she would have still been rejected the moment the other Clark Fischer saw his Plaything’s big, hard dick.

Clark took a seat and thought for a good while about what he could do for the girl. Perhaps it would be more humane to have her returned to the factory and euthanized. The thought sent a chill down Clark’s spine, but what was the other option? Let her live for one hundred miserable years?

There was one hope for the girl that Clark could think of, though it seemed like a long shot. If he could find someone willing to adopt the Plaything—someone who was interested in everything she had to offer—and he could also find some way to reset her, then she might have a chance.


CHAPTER IV

Clark made a trip to the public library, about a forty minute drive from his house, to use the public computers. There was an internet café a bit closer, but the computers at the internet café all had webcams attached to them, so Clark didn’t trust them. Besides, the library was quieter.

He was there to do some research, to see if anyone else had ever encountered the same issue—a mistaken Plaything delivery. As far as he could tell, he was the first. He looked around to make sure no one was behind him before searching ‘Your New Plaything came with penis’. He felt absolutely ridiculous performing the search.

The search brought him to the official Plaything customization page. He became quickly distracted by the page and all of the different customization options. On the left side of the screen were the options, and on the right was a 3D model that changed as you made your selections. The options were seemingly endless. Under eyes, you could choose: Brown, hazel, blue, green, amber, or silver eyes. There was also a ‘more options’ selection, which Clark clicked out of curiosity. It brought up a colour wheel and a subheading that read: “Want something more unique? Choose any colour! You can even choose a different colour for each eye.” The technology was absolutely breath-taking, but it gave Clark an increasingly familiar chill. No one should be able to play God like this—it’s just plain wrong.

Thankfully, there was no option to make your Plaything’s skin colour green—that would have been exceptionally cruel, Clark thought. It was bad enough you could make her eyes red if you wanted to.

He looked around himself again when he got down to the ‘intimate’ section, where you could select breast size and ‘vagina type’. He clicked on ‘vagina type’ to see what kind of absurd options were available, and there were plenty, including another ‘more options’ selection. Clark clicked to see what other options were available. Sure enough, giving your Plaything a cock and balls was an option. So maybe his Plaything wasn’t a defective unit—maybe this Clark Fischer in Michigan just had a special little fetish.

Clark navigated off of the customization website and then he tried to see whether or not he could find anything on the topic of ‘limited consciousness’. The results were overwhelming—apparently many other people had the same question: what the hell does it mean? Reading through some of the posts by others gave Clark some peace of mind, knowing that the whole world hadn’t completely lost its collective mind, that there were still sane, rational people on the planet who didn’t just accept vague terms as absolute facts. Unfortunately, there didn’t seem to be much of a consensus on what the term meant, or how the consciousness of the Playthings differed from regular human consciousness. Though the official statement by the company, in response to the backlash from human rights advocates, said that Playthings were incapable of forming original thoughts and ideas. Playthings don’t contemplate their actions. Instead, the Plaything acts entirely based on instinct, the same way an animal acts instinctually—except instead of having survival instincts, Playthings have what the company called ‘service instincts’.

One of the scientists with the company wrote a very long article explaining the science behind creating the Playthings, which Clark found absolutely fascinating. He printed the article out, intending to read it later. But the article was going to have to wait, because Clark had other priorities.

He had an idea: if Playthings were more or less biologically identical to regular humans, then would they not be susceptible to hypnosis? If Clark could find a hypnotist willing to try and reset his Plaything, then she might just have a chance after all. He looked up a few different psychologists specializing in hypnotism, and he took down their numbers. Before leaving the library, he put out an ad on a classifieds website. “Your New Plaything, free to good home.” He made sure to include, in bold letters, that the Plaything had a little extra between her thighs. He was hesitant to include his phone number with the advert, but the other option was to drive into town each day to check the replies, which would make for a coordinating nightmare. Unfortunately, he was just going to have to leave his phone turned on for a while.

As he pulled up to his house and got out of his truck, he instantly noticed the delicious aroma of garlic frying in butter. He didn’t think he was hungry until that very moment, and best of all, the smell was coming from his own home. He went inside, where the aroma was even more intense and mouth-watering. Standing in his kitchen, wearing nothing but an apron, was his Plaything. Like the rest of her body, her ass was absolutely perfect. It perked up as she stood up on her toes to get a pot down from the top cupboard.

It was a shame she didn’t have a pussy. Staring at her now, Clark wondered if things would have been different had she not had a cock. Would he have slept with her? Would he have let her stick around and been able to make her happy?

She turned around and her face lit up at the sight of him. “You’re home!” she said with a big smile. A pit formed in Clark’s gut. He’d never seen anyone or anything so excited to see him. Even his dog, which passed away a few years before, wouldn’t bother to get up when Clark came home from the store—unless Clark had a fresh, new bag of dog treats. “I’m making your favourite,” she said.

“What are you making?”

“Chicken pappardelle,” she said. “Want to taste it?” she scooped up a spoonful of the sauce and brought it to him, holding it up for him to taste. It smelled amazing, and it tasted even better. But how did she know he loved chicken pappardelle? He stared at her curiously for a moment and then his lips parted, but he couldn’t seem to figure out which words to use. Before he could ask, she answered. “I went through your recipe book and the chicken pappardelle was earmarked, and it looked like it had been used a number of times.” That explained it. For a girl who was completely obsessed with sex, she was surprisingly clever.

She was looking into Clark’s eyes now, and Clark was looking into hers. She had three little dots in one of her irises. On the Plaything customization website, there was no option for birthmarks. Did all Playthings have the eye freckles? Or was it possible the scientists didn’t have complete control over the Plaything’s outcomes?

“Do you know where you came from?” Clark asked.

“I was engineered in Huxley,” she said.

“Do you know what you are—why you were ‘engineered’?”

“I’m your Plaything, and I was engineered because you ordered me,” she said, smiling, putting her hands gently on Clark’s sides. She took a small step forward, pressing her soft tits up against Clark’s chest. “You know, the chicken still needs another thirty minutes. That’s plenty of time to have your way with me.”

“What’s your name?” Clark asked.

“You haven’t named me yet.”

“If you had to pick your own name, what would it be?” Clark thought it would be an interesting experiment, to see if she would be capable of choosing a name for herself—and if so, how would she choose it? Would it just be a name she’d heard at some point in her short existence? According to the Plaything manual, she’d spent six months being educated by robots—surely they used names in their educational examples, like when trying to teach the definition of the word ‘name’ itself. How could you define such a word without knowing any names? Unless, of course, the only name they ever heard was Plaything…

She smiled. “Pick my own name?” she said. She looked excited. A pink hue filled her cheeks and she looked around.

There were plenty of author names on book spines around Clark’s house, would she choose one of those? “What about Sienna?” she said.

“Why did you choose that name?” Clark asked. There were no books in Clark’s library by any author named Sienna. Nowhere in his whole house was the name Sienna written.

“Because I think it sounds cute but kind of feisty, like me,” she said with a smile.

“Why not a name like Harriet?” he said.

“You want me to be called Harriet? If you’d prefer Harriet, I can be Harriet,” she said, her eyes growing wide and her smile sinking down.

“No, no, I don’t want you to be called Harriet. I just want to know why not Harriet…” Even Clark wasn’t entirely sure what he was trying to say.

“Because Harriet sounds… I don’t know… Geeky. It’s very formal. I’m not a formal girl,” she said, wrapping her arms around Clark and looking up into his eyes with wonder. Clark found Sienna’s response intriguing. How could they suggest the Playthings weren’t able to form ideas or opinions, when clearly Sienna was perfectly capable of thinking for herself? A thought process went into choosing the name Sienna. She had reasons for picking the name, and reasons for not picking other names—and none of those reasons had anything to do with her ‘service instinct’ or any instinct for that matter. Had her response been, ‘I chose Sienna because I thought you would like it the most,’ that would have been a whole different case. More than likely, had she been thinking about Clark’s interests when she chose a name, she would have probably picked Ayn, seeing as Clark had a number of Ayn Rand books in his library.

As Clark stared into Sienna’s eyes and pondered the ethical implications of her name choice, she kissed him. And once again, he found himself succumbing to the softness of her warm lips. She gently slipped her tongue into his mouth, making him weak at the knees.

Clark forgot whatever it was he had been thinking about. He wrapped his arms around her naked body, running his hands up and down the soft skin of her back.

She slipped her hands down and made quick, subtle work of Clark’s belt and pants. He didn’t even notice her working away down there until he felt the cool breeze teasing his bare flesh, and then she started to rub his member, getting him hard.

He pulled her tighter against his body, and then he felt her bulge—a reminder that she wasn’t entirely human in the biblical sense. She was made in a lab, for someone else, to satisfy some transgender fetish. She only wanted Clark because of some technicality, because Clark was the only one around when she woke up.

She spun around and pressed her hands down on the counter, presenting her perfect tush. “I want you inside of me,” she said.

Clark stared at her for a moment, a wave of conflict washing over him. The fact that she had a cock didn’t make her a man. She was still born a woman—more or less. She was still insanely beautiful, and she was real. Sure, she was born in a lab, but it wasn’t like she was filled with wires and processors, and her skin wasn’t made from latex, and her breasts weren’t silicone moulds. She was a human, capable of having emotions—he’d seen her happy, he’d seen her sad, he’d seen her excited. So what was holding him back?

He took his erection in his hand and he stepped up to her, sliding it up between her butt cheeks. Without even penetrating her, she seemed to derive an intense pleasure from this, taking in a deep, elated inhale. “Fuck me,” she said, already sounding as though she was on the brink of orgasm.

Clark froze. His head was spinning. His ethical code seemed to be crumbling before his very eyes and he was allowing himself to justify it. And for what? For sex? It wasn’t his fault—Sienna was designed to be the absolute epitome of sex. She was engineered to seduce, to make men discard their morals and ethics. Giving in to lust would be letting the corporations win, letting evil triumph over good in the name of profits. Clark stepped back and pulled his pants back up. “Another time,” he said. She didn’t have to turn around for him to sense her disappointment.

Clark’s heart sunk into his gut. There was no winning. Fuck her and the corporations win, don’t fuck her and she loses. “I need to make some calls,” Clark said, and he took out his list of local hypnotists.


CHAPTER V

Clark spoke to a few different hypnotherapists before he found one who thought there might be some hope in resetting Sienna. The hypnotherapist, Dr. Crown, specialized in PTSD, and had some experience working with Your New Employees after a workplace accident where a group of them witnessed an accidental death. An appointment was scheduled for a couple of days later.

That meant Clark needed to keep things with Sienna under control for a couple of days, and it also meant he needed to find her a new owner, for lack of a better term. Clark had no way of putting Sienna back into hibernation, so if the hypnosis is successful, the new owner needed to be there, to be the first person she saw when she came out of her trance.

Just a few hours after booking the hypnotherapist, Clark got a call from a potential new owner, who called himself Hank. Hank spoke slowly and breathed loudly into the phone. He seemed to be specifically interested in Sienna’s cock, asking Clark to describe it in great detail. He even asked Clark to go and measure it, which Clark refused to do. “She loves to cook, and she’s very good at it—and she gets flustered easily,” Clark explained.

“I don’t care about any of that,” Hank said. Realizing Hank was obviously just out looking for a sex toy, Clark felt a cold shiver run down his spine.

“You know you need to feed her and keep her clean and all that, right? She’s still a human being,” Clark said.

“Yeah, yeah. They make a special food for them, you know. It’s really cheap and you can buy it in bulk. It’s got all the nutrients they need. I tried it at my friend’s house—tastes like cardboard but they can’t tell the difference.” But unless Sienna was lying about loving the chicken pappardelle, Hank’s statement was wrong. After she finished her plate, she said, “This food is so good. I want to try everything in your recipe book. What can I cook for you tomorrow?”

Clark ended his call with Hank, without giving Hank any more information. Certainly, there must be someone out there who wanted to take Sienna, who wasn’t a complete scumbag. The phone didn’t ring again that night. Hopefully, Clark thought, more people would see the ad tomorrow. He was, after all, giving away a forty-two thousand dollar human away for absolutely free.

Clark made up a room for Sienna downstairs. It only took her about fifteen minutes before she came up to Clark’s room and asked if she could sleep with him. “I promise I won’t wake you up,” she said, standing in the doorway in nothing but a skimpy piece of red lingerie. There was a box of clothes in Sienna’s hibernation pod that Clark hadn’t looked into, but he was beginning to think it was filled with nothing but lingerie. Did the people over at Your New Plaything really think that was enough? Did they really assume people wouldn’t care to take their Playthings out of the house with them ever?

Clark was about to tell her to go back to her room, but he figured he’d broken her heart enough for one day. So instead, he gave her one of his old t-shirts and let her sleep in the bed with him. Before slipping into the bed, she gave him a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you so much,” she said with a big smile. As soon as Clark lay back down, Sienna snuggled back into him, nestling her bum against his crotch and her back against his chest. Her body was warm and soft. Clark hesitated, but after some deliberation, he put his arm over her; he knew it would make her happy.

She fell asleep quickly, and then she started to snore. Interesting, Clark thought. You would think they would eliminate snoring from the genetics—or maybe that was one of the things they were unable to control. Clark wondered just how much control they really had—or was it just with general aesthetic features?

Every few minutes, Sienna would wiggle her bum gently, snuggling herself further back into Clark’s body. The fact that she was grinding her butt against Clark’s cock, getting him hard, made it difficult to sleep. At one point, she even started to slide her butt up and down the length of Clark’s cock. Like a dog dreaming of chasing rabbits, she was probably dreaming of fucking. Clark did his best to ignore it, but his best was futile. It felt too nice, her warm cheeks cradling his member, sliding up and down. Her shirt had ridden up so much that it wasn’t even covering her tush, and she wasn’t wearing any panties (she took everything off when Clark gave her the t-shirt). The only separation between Clark’s manhood and her asshole was the thin fabric of Clark’s boxers.

Perhaps it was the testosterone swirling in Clark’s body, from the constant arousal throughout the day—Clark was beginning to feel weak. It was getting harder to convince himself not to fuck her. She wanted it so badly—so why was he denying her? Because he didn’t want to play into the hands of the corporations? And giving Sienna away to some pervert was so much better?

He pulled down his boxer shorts, letting his bare cock slip out and slide between Sienna’s soft cheeks. He let out a deep sigh, feeling as though he was surrendering to a fight he was never going to win. Sienna, still asleep, seemed to somehow sense that Clark’s bare cock was out. She slid her ass up, lining up the tip of Clark’s cock with her tight hole, and then slowly, she started to push down, taking the cock into her rear-end. Her tight anus was warm, and it puckered firmly over and over as Clark slid in deep.

He tried to convince himself to pull out, to roll over and force himself to sleep, but he just couldn’t. He wanted to have her so badly. He wanted to pump her little asshole until he came deep inside of her body.

Sienna let out a soft, adorable moan. She reached back and grabbed Clark’s hand. Clark couldn’t tell if she was awake or acting entirely in her sleep. She placed his hand on her bare, erect cock, closing his fingers around her girth for him. That should have been more than enough of a reality check for Clark to pull out and put an end to the act, but he couldn’t. He started to stroke her long, thick rod while he gently pumped her ass.

She turned her head over her shoulder, her eyes still closed as if she was really still asleep, and she kissed him. With his free hand, Clark began to fondle her chest. Her tits were the real marvel of science, perky and soft and perfect in every way.

Clark’s body began to tremble, being quickly overwhelmed by testosterone. “Oh God,” Sienna muttered gently, and then she let her head roll to the side. Clark kissed her neck. He could feel her cock throbbing in his hand. She was big—much bigger than him, even. He could barely reach his fingers around her immense girth. “Make me come, baby,” Sienna moaned.

“Yeah?” Clark said between deep, controlled breaths.

“Yeah, baby. Make me come. I want you to make me come.”

Clark started to thrust harder into her, slapping his pelvis against her soft tush. He grunted with each penetration, and pulled out fully, until the tip of his cock was just teasing the rim of her puckering hole. “Oh fuck, that feels good,” he said, each breath becoming quicker and quicker.

“Oh God, I’m coming,” she said, and then he felt her cock bulge and twitch. As he pulled his tight grip up to the tip of her cock, he got a blast of her warm cum in the palm of his hand, which he pulled down and spread along the length of her shaft as she continued to come. “Oh fuck, babe, just like that, just like that,” she said.

Clark’s head was spinning. She was so sexy, he could hardly fathom it—the way she squirmed so gently, the way she pushed her butt back into his body, he couldn’t take it anymore. He came with a loud, long grunt, filling her tight hole deeply with his warm load. She loved it—she loved every second of it, moaning and squirming with the biggest smile on her face.

Maybe she really did need to be with someone like Hank, someone who wanted a convenient sex toy. She loved sex, there was no question about it. She loved being pounded and stuffed and stroked. That was all Hank was looking for, and he would be able to give her far more sex than Clark could.

But what about the other stuff? What about the cooking and the conversations? Was Clark mistaken in thinking she actually cared about that stuff? Was that just her putting on an act to come off as more human? Maybe she was engineered to fake genuine human characteristics—maybe she couldn’t actually tell the difference between chicken pappardelle and the cardboard-tasting Plaything kibble.


CHAPTER VI

The next day, Clark went to the library to see if he could find any more information regarding the Playthings’ level of consciousness. It seemed like a hopeless task, seeing as there was a whole slew of disinformation floating about on both sides, from the corporations defending their profits and from the protestors demanding the operation be shut down. Clark found one post by a man who claimed his Plaything was perfectly conscious, and even sometimes wanted to talk about philosophy.

There was an article written by a self-proclaimed whistle-blower, who claimed to have worked for Your New Plaything. He claimed that the company created perfectly conscious humans and then they performed a sort of chemical hypnosis to make them hypersexual, and to silence the part of their brain that thinks critically. Clark could find nothing online about the author of the article. It sounded absolutely horrendous—quite possibly written by one of the many protestors in an attempt to stir outrage—but what if it was true? What if the Playthings were just lab-bred humans trapped in their own bodies like helpless passengers?

On the contrary, Clark found plenty of articles defending the Playthings, disregarding what they called ‘all of the conspiracy theories’. Who knew who was right—Clark certainly didn’t know one way or another. He assumed, as someone who spent years studying biological engineering, that no scientist would allow any dark, horrible crimes to pass under his watch. And if the conspiracy was true, then there would have to be so many people in on it—and only one guy on one blog decided to blow the whistle?

Still, Clark couldn’t help but feel a little bit guilty. What if there was a soul trapped inside of Sienna—a helpless passenger—watching as her body whored itself out to him?

When Clark returned from his day in the town, Sienna was sitting comfortably on a sofa chair, reading a book from his library. “What are you reading?” Clark asked.

She showed him the book. “Moby Dick,” she said. “Have you read it?”

“I have. It’s an excellent book.”

“Don’t spoil it, I’ve hardly started,” she said, though based on where she placed the bookmark, she was surprisingly far into it. She put the book down on the coffee table and then sprung up to her feet. Once again, she was wearing nothing but skimpy lingerie. “What did you buy?”

Clark had a number of shopping bags with him. On his way home from the library, he stopped at the store to buy Sienna some more appropriate clothes. He figured dressing her up like a human being and not a sex toy would be more appropriate for the appointment with the hypnotherapist. He also figured, if she did have thoughts and feelings, that it would make her feel more appreciated, more human. He showed her the new clothes, and her face seemed to light up. “You bought all of this for me?” she said, her voice full of disbelief.

“That’s right. Try it on. I hope I got the right sizes.” First, she tried on a white sweater. It fit her perfectly, still showing off a good amount of her bust. Next, she tried on the jeans. They were maybe a bit tight, but she didn’t seem to mind. She kept checking out her rump in the window reflection. “These make my ass look great,” she said, reaching around back and grabbing her butt. She looked over at Clark. “Do you think they make me look sexy?” she asked.

“They’re a million times more appropriate than what you had before,” Clark said with a laugh.

“But do they turn you on?” she said with a smirk. “Do they make you want to fuck me?” She bit her lip. After seeing her reading the book, Clark had almost forgotten that Sienna was a professionally engineered sex toy.

“Sexy? Maybe a little bit,” Clark said. Sienna’s smile deflated. “But I think they make you look beautiful.”

Her cheeks turned red and her eyes glowed. “Really?” she said.

“Really. Why don’t you try on the rest, make sure it fits in case I need to take any of it back.”

“Thank you so much,” she said, kissing him on the cheek before dropping to her knees and sorting through her new wardrobe. It all fit surprisingly well (it helped that she was built like a mannequin). She looked especially gorgeous in the yellow dress Clark had picked out himself—which she especially liked because it still showed off a good amount of cleavage and plenty of her long, smooth legs.

“You can wear that to our appointment tomorrow,” Clark said, admiring Sienna in the dress.

“Our appointment?” she said, tilting her head slightly to the side.

Clark was hesitant to tell her about the appointment with the hypnotherapist, worried she might become upset or even hysterical. Telling her that she was going to be reprogrammed so she would fall in love with someone else was, without question, the ultimate rejection, the ultimate blow to her prime objective. “I’ve made an appointment with a special kind of doctor who will be able to look into your head and give me a better idea of how you think,” Clark said, exaggerating a little bit and fibbing a little bit more. “It would make me very happy to be able to understand you better.”

Sienna seemed to force a smile. “Oh. It sounds like fun,” she said. Her joy didn’t seem genuine, which seemed to contradict her whole reason of being: to make Clark happy. Wasn’t she supposed to be obsessed with the mere notion of making Clark happy? “What kind of doctor?” she asked.

As she asked, Clark realized she probably knew a lot more than he’d been giving her credit. She was able to learn language within six months, after all. And the bookmark sticking out from Moby Dick was already over a quarter-way through the epic novel. Her brain must have been extraordinarily developed. “A psychologist,” Clark said.

“What kind of psychologist,” Sienna asked. She was fiddling with her fingers nervously, pressing her lips thin as if she was afraid.

“A hypnotherapist, Sienna,” Clark said. “It’s really not a big deal.”

After a moment of silence, she forced another smile. “Oh, good. That should be fun.”

Clark bit down on his tongue in an attempt to quell the guilt that was beginning to fill his body. There still hadn’t been any new takers for Sienna, and unless he was willing to give her away to Hank, the hypnosis was useless. If she was just going to wake up and see him again, then it was all a waste of time and money.

“You look tense. Can I suck your dick?” Sienna asked. “I promise you’ll feel more relaxed,” she said.

“Maybe later,” Clark said. He had to resist the urge to say it. After all, he was going to make sure the hypnotherapist erased all of her memories before waking her up and sending her off with someone else. So what harm would an extra little blowjob do? Especially seeing as she wanted to perform one more than anything. Still, he stuck to his guns and refused the offer. “I’m going to do some yard work,” Clark said. “If you need me, I’ll be outside.”

“What would you like me to do?” Sienna asked.

“Just make yourself comfortable. Do whatever you’d like to do.”

Of course, what she wanted to do was spend all of her time with him, so that’s what she did. As Clark fired up his lawnmower, Sienna came out from the house with her book. She pulled a lawn chair up, facing Clark, and took a seat. She was wearing a very tiny bikini, which Clark hadn’t purchased for her (it must have been in her small selection of clothes).

To say she was a distraction was an understatement, but Clark didn’t mind. He had nothing pressing that needed to be done, and he found it refreshing, every time his eyes drifted over to her. She was like a piece of art that never got old—a perfect sculpture, a masterpiece, formed by one of the great artists. For a few minutes she had her left leg cross over the right, and then for a few minutes she would cross the right over the left. And in between, she would lay her legs out straight and Clark could see the bulge of her big cock stuffed in her tight bikini.

It was amazing how unabashed she was about her package, how normal she seemed to think it was. Or maybe it wasn’t so amazing. She’d never met another woman in her life, so perhaps as far as she knew, everyone had cocks—men and women. Or maybe she really did think that Clark was turned on by her long rod. It seemed like she was making a point of keeping her bulge exposed every time Clark did a pass with the lawnmower.

After finishing the front lawn, and before starting on the back, Clark took a seat on an empty lawn chair and took a big swig from a water bottle. It was a hot day and he was already dripping with sweat. Sienna came over and took a seat on his lap, straddling him, looking down at him. “Want to take a break?” she said.

He was constantly taken aback by how surreal she was—how magnificently beautiful she was, and how badly she wanted him. He wondered: if she saw another man—someone more attractive, more rich, more powerful—if she would fall for them and lose interest in Clark. This whole ‘obsession with the first man she sees’ thing hadn’t exactly been tested by Clark, and he only had the manual’s word to go off of. Maybe she just thought she loved him because he was the only man in the world.

Maybe she would even fall for this Hank guy. Maybe she would love the fact that he wanted to jump her bones at every given chance. Clark pushed that thought away. He liked to think that Sienna was better than that, that she had, deep down inside of her, a little bit of self-respect.

“I’ll make the next ten minutes the greatest ten minutes of your life, ever,” she said, and she began to grind her ass against Clark’s lap, getting him hard at a record speed. Clark placed his hands on her hips, once again feeling weak. The only thing harder than resisting her beauty and her sexual energy was rejecting her, seeing that look of disappointment on her face.

Plus, he’d already had sex with her once—so what was one more time?

Every time she came forward, he could feel her long rod and her heavy ball sack against his pelvis. The day before, he would have found the addition repulsive, but today was different. He was strangely fascinated by the warm bulge. He had the strangest instinct to reach down and feel it, rub it, make it big and hard. He resisted the temptation.

He couldn’t figure out where the temptation came from, nor could he figure out why he’d resisted. It wasn’t like she would care one way or the other, whether he got her off or if he just got himself off—in fact, she would probably have been happier to get off as well. And it wasn’t like she was going to tell his friends or anyone he knew about the details of their sexual encounters.

Sienna pulled down Clark’s pants, letting his hard cock flip up to feel the warm, midday air. Instead of taking off her bottoms, she simply moved aside the thin piece of fabric covering her asshole, and then she took Clark’s cock and lined it up. Clark couldn’t help but wonder if she was keeping her cock hidden, because she knew it made him feel uncomfortable, after his less than savoury reaction to it the day before.

She sunk down to his lap, taking his whole cock deep in her body. She placed her hands on his shoulders and then began to bounce up and down with a big smile on her elated face. “Oh shit, that feels good,” she said between sharp breaths.

Her ass made a loud slapping noise against Clark’s sweaty legs. He liked that so much that, with his hands on her hips, he brought her down harder with each penetration, making her ass slap even louder against his damp thighs.

After one particular bounce, her cock slipped out from her tiny bikini bottoms, semi-erect. She quickly reached down and tried to stuff it back in, but it had gotten too big to stay in the tiny bottoms. “I’m sorry,” she said, biting her lip as her cheeks turned red. This confirmed Clark’s theory: she was ashamed of her cock.

A guilt seeped into Clark’s mind. It wasn’t fair—she couldn’t help what she’d been given. She couldn’t help that she’d been delivered to the wrong address.

“I can turn around,” she said. “And I’ll hold it with my hand. You won’t see it, I promise.”

Instead of responding, Clark reached down and slipped his fingers around her big cock. He started to jerk her off. He wasn’t sure whether he was doing it out of impulse, or whether he was just doing it to make her feel better. When he saw the big smile cross her face, he was filled with a warmth that he hadn’t felt in a long time: the knowing that he was giving her exactly what she wanted. And for the first time since she’d come into existence, she was truly happy.

“I’m going to come,” she warned him, her eyes narrowing and her body becoming tense as she tried to hold back.

“Come on me,” Clark said, tilting her cock down, aiming it at his chest, as he continued to stroke it.

“Oh fuck!” she cried, and then she blasted his chest with her warm load.

Clark was quick to follow, especially once her anus started puckering fiercely as she succumbed to her orgasm. He came deep in her tush.


CHAPTER VII

The hypnotherapist arrived at two. He’d told Clark that, if successful, he should be done by three, so Clark had arranged for Hank to show up at three, to be there when Sienna snapped out of her gaze. It wasn’t an easy decision to make, but after seeing how happy Sienna was being fucked, he’d come to the conclusion that the best thing for her was someone to fuck her constantly and senselessly. Clark knew he would never be able to surrender his moral hang-ups with the whole engineered human business.

After the hypnotherapist arrived, he didn’t waste any time. “Let’s get started, shall we?” he said, sitting Sienna down across from him in Clark’s living room.

As they’d discussed before bringing Sienna into the room, Dr. Crown was to perform a “full reset.” Nothing of the like had ever been attempted before, and as far as either of them knew, it may not have even been possible. But it was worth a shot.

“What exactly will she remember?” Clark asked the doctor.

“Well, if it works, she should remember the English language. She should be able to associate words with objects, for instance, if she sees a rock, she should still know to call it a rock.”

“Will she remember me?” Clark asked.

The doctor thought for a moment. “She may remember your name and your face, but she won’t remember why, the same way she would remember that a rock is a rock, but she will have no idea why she knows it.”

“And the whole love-at-first-sight thing—that will all still work out?” Clark asked.

“Well, I did some research last night into the science behind that. It was very interesting, and I see no reason why it shouldn’t continue to work. It’s essentially an evolved trait that these Playthings have, similar to the way babies have evolved to recognize their mothers.”

Clark took one last look at Sienna, who had no idea she was about to be reset. They looked each other in the eyes. Sienna smiled. “I was thinking of making a lasagne for dinner. What do you think?” she said, completely naïve to her impending fate.

“That sounds just fine,” Clark said. He had to look away from her. The sight of her beautiful face hurt his chest and left a burning nausea in the pit of his stomach. “I’m going to stand outside. Be sure to listen to the doctor and answer all of his questions, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, smiling again, filling him with a crippling guilt. He turned around and went outside. The next time she would see him, he would be nothing more than a stranger with a name.

He stood outside and he kept his eye on his watch, watching the hour pass by slowly, one sluggish second at a time. He tried to think of anything besides Sienna, otherwise his eyes would begin to tear up. She’s going to be happier this way, he kept telling himself, but he wasn’t entirely sure he believed it—especially when Hank pulled up in an old pickup truck.

Hank was a larger man, a few years older than Clark. He was terribly sweaty and his clothes were filled with small holes and covered in old stains. The sight of the man made Clark want to run into the hypnosis session and scream, “Stop it all!” but he resisted that urge. Sadly, Sienna was designed just for men like Hank, men who wanted living sex toys instead of genuine relationships. “I’m Hank,” Hank said, shaking Clark’s hand.

His hand was clammy and surprisingly cold considering how sweaty he was. He had a big grin on his face that made Clark nervous.

“So where is she?” Hank asked.

“She’s just inside, seeing a doctor.”

“A doctor? She alright?”

“Just a check-up, to make sure she’s all healthy and ready to go home with you,” Clark said. He tried his best to force a smile, but it just didn’t seem possible. “She’ll be ready to go any minute now.”

Clark thought about asking Hank about himself, where he lived, what his house was like, what he did for a living—but he held back, deciding that he was probably better off not knowing. He was better of just assuming everything would be okay for Sienna.

The doctor came out. He took Clark aside, out of earshot from Hank. “I think the procedure was a success. She’ll wake up as soon as she hears three consecutive claps—and then we’ll see if it worked.”

Clark’s heart was suddenly racing. He knew he only had a couple of minutes left to decide whether he was doing the right thing or not, but his mind was in too much of a fog; he couldn’t collect a single thought. “Alright, let’s go inside,” Clark said.

The three men went into the house and they all stopped at the door to the living room. The doctor explained to Hank what he needed to do to wake Sienna up. “Sounds weird, but okay,” Hank said, and then he went into the room. Before clapping he looked back at Clark and the doctor with a grin. “She sure is sexy,” he said. He wiped the sweat from his forehead and took a deep breath.

He clapped three times.

Clark and the doctor stepped back, out of sight, just in case Sienna’s eyes found theirs before finding Hank’s. Clark’s heart was lost somewhere deep in the pit of his gut, burning away in his stomach acid.

“Hey beautiful,” said Hank.

“Hello,” Sienna said with a groggy voice. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Hank. I’m your new owner.” Hearing Hank say ‘owner’ stung. Clark wasn’t sure he could listen to the whole introduction. He needed to remove himself before the guilt became too overwhelming.

“I’m going to step outside,” Clark said to Dr. Crown.

But even the fresh air didn’t seem to help. He knew he’d made a regrettable decision, but there wasn’t much he could do now.

The front door opened. Hank and Sienna stepped out. Hank had a big, sweaty arm over her shoulder. Sienna looked around, as if she hadn’t seen the outside of Clark’s house before. “Is this your place? It’s beautiful,” she said.

“Nah, my place is about an hour away. Hope you don’t get carsick,” Hank said.

Sienna turned and looked at Clark, their eyes meeting. She stopped dead in her tracks and stared at Clark with a strange curiosity. “Is your name Clark?” she said after a long silence.

Clark’s heart skipped a beat. “It is,” he said.

“Why do I know that?” she asked.

“Clark’s been taking care of you for the last few days, baby, now c’mon, I’ve got some shit I need to get done at home.” Hank opened the passenger door and patted the passenger seat. “In you go.”

But Sienna didn’t move. She remained fixed in her position, staring at Clark.

“Darling, c’mon, I don’t have all day,” Hank said. “Let’s go to my house, you can meet my dog. You like dogs?”

“I don’t want to go,” she said, unable to look away from Clark. “I want to stay here.”

Hank’s face turned red. He looked at the doctor and then at Clark, and then he took a step closer to Sienna. “C’mon, baby,” he said in a low voice, “don’t you want to go to my place and have a little fun? We can fuck—I know you like fucking.”

“I don’t want to fuck. I want to stay here with Clark. Don’t make me go,” she said.

Hank took a deep breath. “She defective or something? What’s the matter with her?”

“I’m not sure,” Dr. Crown said, “It makes no sense… She should be attached to you, but she’s not. I don’t believe I did anything wrong… But it’s impossible. How can she forget you, but still be attached to you. It just doesn’t make any sense.”

“Go with Hank, Sienna,” Clark said.

“I don’t want to,” she said.

“It would make me happy.”

“I don’t care,” she said.

Clark had to bite his tongue to hide his smile. While Hank was getting increasingly frustrated and Dr. Crown was busy scratching his head, Clark was developing a theory: the hypnosis had removed the ‘limited’ from ‘limited consciousness’. There must have been something blocking a particular pathway in her brain that made her subservient that Dr. Crown had unintentionally lifted when he did his full reset.

Now, Sienna was making her own decisions, contradicting her prime directive. She was suddenly everything the manual said she was incapable of being: a real human being. The hypnosis was the key—the reverse lobotomy.

“Can I please stay here?” Sienna begged.

“No, get in the car,’ Hank said, grabbing her arm.

“Stop—I’ve changed my mind. She’s not for sale,” Clark said, stepping towards Hank and Sienna.

“You ain’t selling her, you’re giving her away for free,” Hank said.

“Well not anymore. Let go of her. I’m sorry for the inconvenience.”

Hank’s face was dark red. He looked like he wanted to throw down, but he surely knew fighting would accomplish nothing. Sienna didn’t want to go home with him and forcing her wasn’t going to change that. He got into his truck and drove off.

Dr. Crown was completely in awe of Sienna’s sudden change of temperament. He begged Clark to let him come back and study her for a few days, once he went and did some more research. Clark had no issue with it, but he directed the offer to Sienna. “It’s up to you,” he said.

“You’d like to study me?” she said.

“That’s right,” said Dr. Crown.

“Okay, as long as I can stay with Clark.”

Clark’s face became warm. He felt like he’d accomplished something big, like he’d solved a grand mystery that would make the world a better place and save countless Playthings and Employees. If his theory was correct, which Dr. Crown might be able to figure out, then the Playthings were fully conscious, their full potential being hindered by some adjustment they were performing in their labs.

And now that he knew Sienna was looking into his eyes with real love and not just some laboratory engineered love, he realized that he loved her, that he wanted to spend the rest of his life with her, regardless of how she was born or what she had between her legs. He was excited to start building a real relationship, one that didn’t just revolve around sex (though the sex didn’t hurt).

She wasn’t just his new Plaything anymore Now, she was so much more.

THE END
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