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Robots became part of our company six months
ago.

We're on the small end of the Fortune 500 company
list. Normally quite conservative, we seldom do anything first. And
we value our employees. But circumstances intervened, as they
always do.

Maggie, our President and CEO's secretary for just
shy of fourteen years, left to get married. Everyone expected Bill
to promote from within, although we'd had a lot of turnover among
the other senior secretaries these last couple of years. Even now,
the four of us vice presidents were sharing two secretaries among
us, neither of them really executive level. Still, it was a huge
surprise when Bill returned with Sally to be Maggie's
replacement.

Robots—actually Sally is technically a fembot—are
still rare and expensive items. Since Bill's family owns a majority
of the stock he can do anything he wants, but he seldom rocks the
boat.

There's nothing wrong with robots. From the first
models that actually could fit into and interact well in a work
environment six years ago, they'd been improving steadily ever
since. I hadn't realized just how much they'd improved, however,
until now.

For once we were an early adopter. Less than twenty
percent of the 500 companies have yet added robot workers at the
executive level, although more are working now on the production
lines where their costs are reaching the tipping point. In this
regard we are on the cutting edge, so to speak.

Of course, word of this move went through the
company like wildfire. Absolutely everybody found some
excuse to come up to the executive floor to get a look at her. This
might not have been a problem, except that everybody needed an
excuse to come up, and that meant that all of us working on
the floor were inundated with business that barely reached the
threshold of trivial. My colleagues considered suggesting that
Sally should just walk through the entire building each morning to
be seen, so that the rest of us could get some work done.

And there wasn't all that much to see. Sally looked
like an attractive, professional woman, maybe 29 years old, with
flowing blonde hair. She was medium height and wore white blouses,
dark knee-length skirts, and low heels. She affected a professional
demeanor from the very beginning that couldn't be called "cold,"
but she was just attractive enough—and business-oriented enough—to
intimidate anyone from trying to become her "friend". She was
either at her desk, or in Bill's office, virtually all the time,
although she would occasionally hand-deliver something to one
destination or another in the rest of the company. All in all, what
did she look like? She looked like an attractive young woman with a
good business attitude—nothing more.
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