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 “Enter,” she says. And is obeyed.  

 He’s taller than before, or perhaps he only seems taller now that he’s here, in the 

house. She walks behind him, moving towards the living room, and wonders if he 

might be too tall for her house. It soon dawns on her that she’ll have to teach him the 

necessary rooms and objects.  

 The best part about having one at home, her friend Claire had said, is you stop 

thinking; just imagine, with them walking around and taking up so much space, you 

can’t spend the day turning things over in your head. They make you pay attention.  

 She teaches him the living room furniture. “Table,” she says. “Chairs. Dinner 

table.” He studies each one, surely memorizing. “Kitchen. Stovetop. Dishes.” He 

follows her silently, until she says:  “Your bedroom,” and then his face twists into an 

expression of incomprehension, or at least a detailed imitation of incomprehension; 

well executed but with a strange aftereffect, like instead of an expression it were an 

echo of an expression.  

 She smiles nervously and says again, “Your bedroom.” They had explained, and 

Claire confirmed, that if anything didn’t work all she had to do was repeat what she 

wanted slowly and clearly; sometimes in the first few days of cohabitation they wouldn’t 

always understand their companion. This time he appears to understand a bit better, he 

enters the room and stops to stare at the bed. All of her arrangements are in place to 

make the stay more comfortable:  curtains that match the comforter, abstract paintings 

one might enjoy without needing to identify their subjects, no strident colors; a TV 

with individual connection on the wall facing the bed. She’d even put a vase of fresh 

flowers on the desk. Later she would come to regret that error, she should have known 

the flowers wouldn’t be a good sign, not to him. But for now she doesn’t think 

anything about it, just looks at him. Expectant, her heart beating much faster than 

normal. She hasn’t felt anything like this in some time.  

 I’ll leave you to get settled.  

 He doesn’t respond, looks at her, and nods. She can’t help but notice how his 

eyes memorize the lines of her face. The first days are crucial, they had said. We 



recommend that you not run errands or go to work, until the bond is definitively made. 

You must always remember that he doesn’t forget anything. Which could be very useful 

to you, they had said.  

 

 She hadn’t been this content since—when?—she couldn’t remember. You’ll see, 

Claire had said, after a few days you’ll wonder how you ever managed to live without 

him. Claire was like her:  she worked tirelessly at the factory for comprehensive 

contract services. The rules changed continuously, so they needed daily updates, it was 

a constant search for information. She and Claire shared information, were good 

companions, not everyone could say the same.  

 They were often mistaken for each other, she and Claire, even though Claire had 

hair down to her waist, much longer and darker than hers. Claire was the type of 

woman who always dressed impeccably:  just the right amount of makeup, with outfits 

for each season of the year and matching shoes to boot. Yasmine admired her style and 

composure, she was rarely confident in her own body:  either she wore a hoodie that 

was too thick for the season or she didn’t wear any coat at all and went for drink breaks 

on the terrace of the office building plaza, where she caught a cold. Then there was her 

hair which was an honest nightmare; she envied women like Claire. They made her feel 

lacking, which pushed her toward continual, vain efforts to improve her appearance.  

 Three days after his arrival, Yasmine goes back to work. Claire is expectant: 

 “So, how’s it going?” 

 You were right, the two years of saving up were worth it, it’s like having the 

perfect man at home:  he agrees with me, looks at me like he’s never seen another 

woman in his life. He won’t change, right, when he goes outside and sees that the world 

isn’t just our apartment?  

 “Our? Don’t misunderstand, it’s all yours,” Claire says, with a mischievous 

smile. “And no, don’t worry, he’ll only see you, no matter what happens, isn’t that just 

priceless?” 

 Yasmine doesn’t respond, having felt the watching eyes of the companions, and 

gestures to Claire that they should pick up the conversation later. Claire whistles and 

looks over from time to time with a smile, Yasmine can’t help but laugh, is content.  

 This happiness, or perhaps it shouldn’t be called happiness, joy, yes, perhaps 

that was the word, this joy, was strange. Like the sensation of traveling in an extremely 



smooth, very comfortable train which had always been there, in front of her, but for 

some reason she had never been able to take, or even glimpse passing by, and she 

wondered how it was possible she’d never seen it before now. Riding along, in her 

smooth transport, she got the feeling it would be impossible to step down. So her joy, 

the joy of Yas, that pet name, the one she had told him to use, had its share of regret 

and its share of guilt. How had she not seen him before? How had she been so blind?   

 He follows her around the house, somewhat like a child and somewhat like a 

man, or more precisely like a childish man. He does everything she asks him to:  they 

watch TV, clean together, cook. He can’t eat, but he still claims to love cooking with 

her and also the smell of food. 

 “You can smell?” 

 “Of course,” he responds, as if that, that he can smell, that he chops tomatoes 

and drains pasta from boiling water and smiles is the most natural thing in the world.  

 At night she can’t sleep, she wrestles with the questions:  How much does he 

know? Does he know how to read, play an instrument, does he know the History? So 

she occupies herself thinking of possible weekend activities and, when she finally 

manages to fall asleep, the alarm goes off. She gets up and walks towards his room to 

check that he’s still there.  

 

 Two months after acquiring him she gets a phone call. It’s from her mother’s 

retirement home:  she died.  

 Yasmine hangs up the phone and lets her body fall onto the sofa. She hears 

noises from the kitchen, after a minute or so he starts to set the table, then he brings 

over a napkin with an appetizing bit of baked chicken.  

 “Time to eat,” he says.  

 He picked up that expression some time ago and repeats it often, he knows it 

pleases her. But Yasmine says nothing. Only lies there on the sofa, unmoving, with her 

eyes fixed on the ceiling light. He insists again: 

 “It’s time to eat.” 

 At last Yasmine gets up and forces an approximation of a smile: 

 “I’m not hungry. I’m going straight to bed. Oh, and another thing, I won’t be 

home for the night tomorrow, there’s a matter I have to settle. I’ll be back in the 

morning.” 



 He nods and his eyes follow her as she heads to her room.  

  

 When the coffin slides into the cremation chamber she feels slightly faint.  

 “That’s normal,” the funeral worker says, supporting her by the arm. “Take a sip 

of water.” 

 In this room their only company is the man who pushes the incinerator button.  

 “Would you like the ashes in a ceramic or metal urn?” 

 “I don’t want them,” Yasmine responds, mechanically.  

 The funeral worker glances up in surprise.  

 “Ms. Giner, you’re a bit shaken right now. I think you should accompany me for 

a bit, get some fresh air and think it over when you’re calmer, what do you say?” 

 “I told you I don’t want them,” Yasmine responds, yanking her arm away. 

“What would I do with them? What are you supposed to do? Dump them in a forest? 

Throw them out to sea? God, my mother didn’t like the wilderness or the ocean.” 

 “But ma’am, we can’t… The ashes belong to you. We can’t dispose of them.” 

 “Well if they’re mine I can give them to you, right? They’re yours now, by verbal 

contract. Do what you will with them.” 

 “Alright, alright,” the worker says, his eyes flickering to the man with the 

button. “We’ll put them in storage. Don’t worry. They’ll be here at your disposal 

whenever you want them.” 

 But Yasmine has already stopped listening, her grip tightens on her purse and 

she turns for the door.  

 

 After getting home she’ll take a shower, first thing. All she wants to do is bathe, 

wash away the smell of the train and the waiting room, wash away any and every smell.  

 “Hello,” he says, having heard the door click shut.  

 “Hello,” Yasmine says. “I’ll be in the shower.” 

 “Do you want me to fix you something to eat while you shower?” 

 “Yes, why not, that would be nice.” 

 

 <Sex Mode>, the two words loom ever larger in her mind as she washes. She 

had always know what to do but until now hadn’t dared. Sometimes she wondered how 

Claire had, right from the beginning, without the smallest trace of fear.  



 He obeys immediately. Yasmine even swears there’s a glint in his eyes, like he 

had been longing for this. He approaches her, takes off her bathrobe and begins to 

touch her breasts, then her stomach, then her thighs, then his hand slips between her 

legs. He has a program with all the steps. She starts to undress him. His body is 

smooth, smoother than normal; with hair, nevertheless. She moans in pleasure. 

 “On the bed,” Yasmine says.  

 He obeys, lies down and lets her climb on top of him. He moves his hips at the 

appropriate rhythm, clutches her ass, grips her waist. It’s perfect, just as Claire had said. 

The first orgasm comes on so fast it takes her by surprise. Then she has another and 

another. At midnight she wakes up. He’s in bed with her, his arm sprawled across her 

chest, as if tired. On standby. She shakes him:  

 “What are you doing here?” 

 It takes him a moment to switch on.  

 “What?” he says, voice drowsy.  

 “I said what the fuck are you doing here?” 

 “We fell asleep.” 

 “How could we fall asleep? I fell asleep. I. You didn’t fall asleep. You can’t 

sleep. You fucking worm, fucking worm.” 

 Yasmine starts to shake him, he doesn’t respond to the attack, just looks at her 

in surprise. Or maybe it’s only an echo of surprise. She hits him again and again with all 

she has and still he lies there. On the nightstand sits a heavy, metal alarm clock, which 

she had bought at an antique store. She picks it up and smashes it into his head. Over 

and over. 

 

 “Claire,” she says desperately. Claire’s sleepy face appears on her phone screen. 

“For god’s sake, Claire. I’ve killed him. I’ve killed him.” 

 “Calm down,” Claire says. “I’m on my way.” 

 Claire makes her sit in the kitchen and pours her a cup of tea.  

 “God, what am I going to do?” Yasmine says. “I’ve killed him. I’ve killed him.” 

 “I said calm down, you haven’t killed anyone. He wasn’t alive. Understand?” 

 “But the blood,” Yasmine says.  



 “It’s not blood, alright, it’s not blood. It’s, who knows? An organic fluid, an 

imitation. For now you just need to relax and find the emergency number they assigned 

you. Understand? They’ll take care of it, ok? It’s all fine.” 

 In fifteen minutes the men from the company arrive. They come equipped with 

boots and gray hazmat suits to ward off splatters. They look like sailors from a black 

and white film. The dissolvent they use to wipe down the room leaves a lingering smell 

like bleach, except it’s not bleach. They put his body in a hard plastic box then pack 

everything up and out the door.  

 Claire and Yasmine wait in the living room.  

 “We’re all done, ma’am,” says one of the men. “I’ll leave the form here. It has 

all the details you’ll need if you decide to recover your companion. The price will 

depend on the extent of the damage. Have a nice night.” 

 

 For as long as she could remember she had always disliked the sun. Yet here she 

was, toasting herself, smeared with sunscreen, face shaded by an umbrella overhead. 

She had always thought her phobia of crowded places was passed down from her 

mother, however now, two years after her death, she isn’t sure the phobia, having 

completely disappeared, was ever anything more than a daughter’s deference.  

 In the middle of her preoccupation his face pops up overhead between the 

adjacent towels, and he leans down over her.  

 “Yas, your ice cream,” he says, holding out a strawberry cone.   

 “Thank you,” Yasmine says, reaching out to take it.  

 As she does so her hand brushes his, he freezes in place.  

 “Be a good boy, lie next to me,” Yasmine says, making space on her towel.  

 He lies down face up, his eyes open.  

 “Jesus, close your eyes, you look like a zombie. Are you trying to embarrass 

me?” 

 His eyes fall closed and his lips tighten into an expression of fear. Or perhaps 

it’s only an echo of an expression of fear. Claire was right, she doesn’t know how she 

ever managed to live without him.  

 


