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Multicoloured codes flashed past my eyes as I programmed the project I had been working on for years now. Instructions from my brain were zooming through and interpreted by my headpiece, before they were keyed into the system, in a span of a second. As I did the final touch-ups to the programme, the computer automatically did a viral scan. No viruses detected. Good.
The light of the clock on my desk flickered. It was one in the morning, so that meant that I had been eighteen for an hour. Later, I have to meet some “prestigious” woman from Venus , and marry her by December. I resisted the urge to roll my eyes.
My mother used to read fairy tales to me about a prince falling in love with a princess, and they always lived happily ever after. How ironic.
People of my social class, including my parents, seemed to think that we should only interact with people of our status, in order to preserve our “holiness”. All because our ancestors were the ones who led humanity to conquering the solar system.
As if it affected me. Everyone was either narcissistic or crazy about being the top. All in all, I had no friends. Zero.
I transferred the programme into the robot that I had been building on my own these past few years, and plugged her into the electric outlet.
Her facial features took a while to light up, the pupils of her eyes flashing every few seconds. It took about five minutes for her to turn her head towards me.
“H…Hello master. What can I do for you today?” She gave me a lopsided smile.
It worked.
I thought for a while before saying, “Can you move?”
She nodded earnestly, stood up without hesitation, and the wire that supplied her with electricity unplugged from the outlet. She fell, her petite body collapsing onto the ground. I chuckled quietly, my cheeks sore from the sudden movement.
I haven’t smiled in years.
Quietly, I plugged her to a tiny power bank I got on my fifth birthday. It was able to generate electricity from the surrounding air molecules, so I never had to charge it once. I attached it to her back, making sure to secure it.
In a while, she was back to life, and she stood back up with a huge smile on her face. I weakly smiled back at her. She then attempted to grab me, and in a split second, I was locked in an embrace.
I probably messed up the coding somewhere, but a robot with human emotions? Wow.
I awkwardly petted her small head full of violet hair that I had grown using a strand of my white hair and bucketloads of lavender.
She looked up at me, her sky-blue eyes staring into the coal-black eyes of mine.
“Master, you haven’t told me my name yet.”
“Amara.”
“Amara?”
“Yes, Amara. Now let go of me.” Hearing that, she quickly released her grip, and clenched her hands together. Visible worry was written all over her face.
“Sorry, Master. Is there anything else I can do for you?”
“Stop calling me that. My name is Ares.” I paused, “You can just be yourself here, I guess. Just make sure nobody sees you. A robot with human emotions has never been heard of before. They’ll probably kidnap you and tamper with your brain.”
Her face contorted in fear.
I slumped over my bed and placed an arm over my face. “I have to wake up at five tomorrow. Wake me up then,” I muttered as I closed my eyes.
It wasn’t a silent night. The shuffling of footsteps was constant.
“Mas-Ares! It’s five!”
I pinched my brows in annoyance, and opened my eyes to an unfamiliar place. I sat up and turned to glare at Amara, and she simply cocked her head at me, glaring back.
I sighed in frustration. “What d…did you do…” I said, clearing my hoarse throat.
“Well,” she scrunched her tiny nose. “You told me to be myself, and I didn’t want to live in a messy room.” 
Although I made her out to have similar characteristics of a human, she was feistier than the average being. 
She continued, crossing her arms. “I woke you up, Ares, I didn’t do anything wrong!” She grunted, and I suddenly found this humanlike being to be extremely amusing.
“You’re meeting that lady from Venus today, right? I read the schedule on your wall,” she quipped. I nodded lightly. 
“Your clothes are on the desk. Wash yourself up and I’ll help you with your hair later! Quick! We only have two hours!” She pulled my arms and ushered me to the bathroom.
While it was nice to have someone else in my room, I didn’t like being pushed.
My black eyes stared right back at me through the mirror, as Amara brushed my long, deathly white hair. My eyebags were deep, which was not surprising. The crimson red blazer seemed to make my skin look even paler. Amara tied my hair up into a loose braid, before inserting gold headpieces worth more than a pile of diamonds. I sipped the bitter tea she made for me, while she looked at me pitifully.
“You never wanted all of this, did you?”
My gaze met hers, and I set the cup back on the dresser. “It’s none of your business.”
Her hands dropped slightly.
Annoyed, I stood up from my chair, ready to leave for the room.
“Wait, Mas-Ares,” she muttered, as she placed two fingers on my temple. In a few seconds, my body felt lighter, and I suddenly had the energy to lift my head up. I grabbed her fingers, confused, and she gave me a worried smile. “S-sorry… you looked really tired, so I filled you with the chemical potential energy I stored in my body,” she yawned, her eyes drooping.
This girl…
I immediately let go, and silently made my way to the grand hall.
“You’ve arrived,” my mother declared, offering me a small smile. “It’s time to meet your future wife.”
I glared at the floor coldly, and followed my parents into another room, filled with robot servants and gold chandeliers. There sat three people. Two of them were about 80 in age, and the woman sitting in between them, stared right back at me.
She was pretty, surely, but she looked more like a cat than a cat did, minus the ears and all.
Her eyes were gold, her skin a sky blue. Her features were sharper than a knife, and her body was more voluptuous than an hourglass. She was probably the ideal woman of most people, I thought. Most, not all.
Taking my seat, I stared listlessly at the woman directly in front of me. As our parents rambled on, I started wondering about Amara. I programmed her to be similar to a human, but she was extraordinarily humanlike, beyond what I expected. Fascinating. 
Does she also love, like humans do?
“In order to have both of you acquainted and possibly in love by December, you two shall spend all your days together,” my father dictated.
I shifted my leg uncomfortably, clenching my teeth. How did he say that with no expression? I threw her a glance, and saw a huge grin on her face, showing all her sharp, glistening teeth. The crystals on her rings flashed, and she looked like a spoiled princess. 
Fairy tales do not have spoiled princesses. They have kind, wonderful, beautiful ones.
It was seven months to December, and I couldn’t possibly tolerate that suffocating and narcissistic woman for a day, let alone 210 days, forget about the rest of my life. 
I took in a sharp breath.
Soon, I was left in the room alone with her.
“Let’s go shopping!” she began.
“I’m tired.”
“How about we watch a movie?”
“I’m tired,” I repeated, thinking about playing some video games with Amara.
“What do you want to do then?”
“Sleep.”
“Don’t you want to spend time with me?” she whined.
I rubbed my temples.
“No,” I spat, “I want to sleep, alone in my room. Whatever you want to do, we’ll do it tomorrow.” With that, I stood up, slammed the door and left. I hope she gets mad at me and leaves me for good.
I came back to Amara sewing something. She looked up at me and smiled. “You’re back!” She stopped what she was doing, sat me on a chair, and slowly removed the headpieces. “How was it?”
I grimaced.
“Terrible. Forget that, what are you sewing?” I asked.
Holding up the shirt she was sewing, I scowled, making her frown. She started stomping her feet on the ground, indignant.
“I was sewing that shirt for you! Change-” I covered her mouth before she could finish yelling. I saw someone through the one-way windows in my house, and I immediately pushed Amara into the washroom.
“Hide.”
A familiar woman with cat-like features strode in, my automated glass doors seeming to tremble in her presence.
“Couldn’t even knock, could you?” I looked up from the book I was pretending to read.
“Didn’t lock the door, did you?”
Touché. I mentally slapped myself.
“Anyway, I figured you weren’t sleeping, so let’s spend some time together,” she smiled, and my stomach lurched. She grabbed my hand, wanting to pull me out of my house. I looked up in annoyance and lightly pushed her hand off. 
“Why are you so hostile? We’ll be together in half a year… Are you not attracted to me?”
At the corner of my eye, I saw Amara peeking out from the door. My heart skipped a few beats.
She’ll get herself killed if this woman sees her!
I bit the inside of my cheek and kept my gaze towards the woman. I stood up, pulled her outside, and promised her that I’d spend the day with her tomorrow.
Satisfied, she left for home. I made sure to lock it this time.
That was exceptionally close. 
If I thought any slower, that woman would have had Amara’s head by now.
I rubbed my arms and took a few deep breaths. Amara slowly walked towards me, and she was biting her lip. “I-I’m sorry, A-Ares, I…”
“Mmm,” I ignored her, and ordered dinner. I ate in silence, and she simply continued staring at me worryingly.
I laid on my bed, preparing to sleep.
But I didn’t.
Amara had been standing at my bedside for three hours now.
I turned around, and stared back at her.
She twiddled her fingers nervously, the light in her eyes flashing in and out. I sighed.
“I’m not mad at you anymore, go to bed. Just don’t do it again. I don’t want to lose my greatest creation.” 
“Really?”
“Mmhm.”
“Do you want me to massage you?” 
I offered her a small smile, and agreed. She slowly crawled next to me, and though her fingers were extremely cold, the warmth in my heart grew tremendously. It felt so soothing. I closed my eyes, feeling as if all my burdens had been lifted. I muttered, “Don’t do that again, okay? I have to marry that woman, and God knows what she’ll do to you if she knows you exist,” I sighed. “It took me so long to create you, and you’re kind of my friend now, and I don’t want to see you dead. ” 
“Is that a command?”
Drifting off to sleep, I whispered, “Yes, it is.”
The next month was the best time of my life. Me and Amara spent nearly all our time together. Sometimes we snuck out to go shopping, sometimes we ate takeout in my room, sometimes we played games together, but all of them were filled with smiles and laughter. 
One morning, I woke up to someone banging the door. People didn’t invent doorbells for nothing. Grumbling, I went to open it.
The woman I was supposed to marry stood at the doorway.
“Where is she?!”, the woman demanded, barging into my house. Illogical panic washed over me. Did she mean Amara? But that couldn’t be. I made sure to keep her out of sight. There was no way.
“Who are you talking about?” I asked, feigning ignorance.
“Cut the nonsense, Ares. I know you have some mutation of a girl and robot somewhere. Someone sent me a picture of you two together. Well, either you destroy her, or I will! We’re going to be married soon! You don’t need her; all you need is me!” that woman screeched, her eyes crazed. Throwing a dirty glance at me, she slammed the door shut.
I silently stood in the middle of my house, as a chill went down my spine. 
How did she know? Was I not careful enough? 
Amara couldn’t continue staying with me. It was too risky. I had no doubts that that woman would kill Amara.
“What happened, Ares?” Amara asked, fear written all over her face. She must have heard the conversation. 
“A-Amara, leave. I…” 
Unable to form words, I shook her shoulders, before hugging her tightly. 
“I have to marry someone, and...she wants me to destroy you,” I muttered, heart palpitating.
Taking in a deep breath, I continued. “There’s no time. She’s probably expecting me to destroy you as we speak. Take my power bank and run. Hide. Don’t ever let people see you! That’s my last command for you as your master!” Amara nodded anxiously. “Go!” I urged, pushing her back lightly, as she ran out of the back door.
As I watched the back of Amara grow smaller, a wave of melancholy washed over me. I stood there, dazed for a few minutes. All because of someone’s unwanted jealousy. I laughed darkly at my plight, as the woman I had to marry walked back into my house, already treating it as her home.
The next few months were empty. There wasn’t anyone to wake me up, anyone who made me tea, anyone to have heart-to-heart talks at night, anyone to be with. The sky seemed to never change its color, for every day seemed like a thunderstorm to me. 
I envied the humans from a thousand years ago, back in the twenty-first century. People were free to love. Nowadays, all people care about is becoming the ruler of the seven planets. At the cost of anything. Was there any hope left? 
Could I actually have a happy ending to this nightmare of a fairy tale?
I stared into the night sky, as I thought of my lost friend.
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