"In Repair" 
**Inspired by the song by Our Lady Peace, and my infatuation with the odd, no thanks to "The X-Files" - from which I boosted the last name, and for that I'm truly sorry, but when I pictured my main character, that's exactly who I saw (and if you know what I'm talking about, you will when you read it, too) 



I have been good 
I understood 
Like a machine they'll fix you from the start 
I'm in repair 
The life that we share 
I know that I'll be lost in 
But we're always in repair 
- OLP, "In Repair" 


October 17, 2019 

Rain fell on Jonah's head, running along the length of his hair and gently falling onto his face.  It was cold rain, even for October but Jonah didn't even notice.  Last time it was this cold in October, spring didn't come until mid-April.  Well, technically it did, but you couldn't tell by the weather.  Jonah shook the excess rain from his hair as he stepped underneath the awning.  He smiled to the doorman, offering a wordless hello before walking through the silent revolving door. 

The Lyric was upscale, even by Manhattan's standards, but Jonah wouldn't have it any other way.  He glanced up at the stained-glass dome, which normally let in enough natural light that the light bulbs had to be turned on only when the sun had completely gone below the horizon.  He enjoyed walking through the lobby at that time of day; mainly because he could smell the light bulbs, the day's dust being burned off as the bulbs were brought to life. 

John, the man who sat behind the desk in the lobby, chuckled gently at the sight of Jonah staring straight up.  "You never cease to amaze me, Mr. Krycek," he commented, looking briefly away from the console of closed-circuit TVs before him.  

Jonah was watching the patterns the falling raindrops made on the dome above him, and said nothing in return. He simply smiled over at John, and then shifted his gaze toward the two gold elevators on the other end of the lobby.  His apartment was at the other end of that long tunnel; thirty floors up, the penthouse, the apartment where the elevator opened right into foyer, and you needed the key to even go there. It was the best of both worlds -- the convenience of the city that never sleeps, and all of the privacy he could ask for.  The one place in this larger-than-life city where he could just be...alone. 

But Jonah was never really alone.  The soothing hum of Duncan Sheik's first album echoing throughout the entire apartment was proof of that.  A comfortable smile crept across Jonah's face, as he slid out of his leather duster and hung it on the coat hook, deliciously fashioned to look like the 13-ball from a pool table.  Jonah's movements were so fluid, as he tiptoed through the apartment, so not to disturb his guest. 

Jonah gently crept into the den, whose only light was the glow from the fireplace, and smirked at the sight before him.  Dane -- his Dane; Jonah was the only person who was allowed to call him by his first name -- had fallen asleep on the couch, stretched out from arm to arm, with a copy of Oscar Wilde's The Picture Of Dorian Gray open face-down on the coffee table.  Jonah became captivated, as he always did, with the sounds of Dane's quiet snoring, and silently sat down in his Barnes & Noble replica chair. That smile that was once across his face grew three sizes; all the pieces were starting to fit back into place, as Jonah settled himself into his chair.  He sat back, and watched Dane lay perfectly still. 
~~~

An hour or so later Dane awoke to the sight of Jonah, curled up into a little ball in his favorite chair, sleeping peacefully.  He wanted to wake Jonah, just to catch a glimpse of the glow from his Crayola green eyes, but thought that would be a 'not-so-good' idea. Instead he just ran his fingers gingerly through Jonah's hair, causing him to stir just enough to keep him asleep. 

Jonah had a secret, a secret that wasn't really bad, but it was one that most -- including Jonah himself -- wouldn't be able to understand.  He didn't know his own secret; Dane was the only person who was constantly around Jonah, who knew. Dane generally didn't trust anyone, and this was what kept Jonah's secret out of the public eye. 

Jonah's eyes slowly opened, as Dane balanced himself on the balls of his feet, eye level with Jonah. A gentle smile crept across both of their faces.  "Did I wake you?" Dane asked, brushing his lips against Jonah's forehead. 

"No," Jonah mouthed in return.  He stretched himself out of his little ball, and leaned back against the cushioned back of the chair.  "I was...just resting my eyes." 

"Resting your eyes, eh?  You always snore when you rest your eyes?" Dane asked in response, chuckling, as he folded his arms and leaned against the chair. 

"How long was I out?" Jonah asked, as he ran his fingers through his hair. 

Dane shrugged his shoulders.  "Not really sure.  I just got up myself." 

"Yeah, I know, I was..." 

"Watching me sleep.  Sometimes that bothers me, you know.  But on the other hand, it's eerily calming, knowing someone like you is watching over me."  Jonah was having a hard time keeping his eyes open.  "Sheesh.  Tired babe?" 

Jonah yawned.  "Just a little," he answered, almost jumping to his feet.  "Come to bed with me." 

Dane was completely rested, but couldn't bring himself to say, 'No, I think I'll just stay out here and work on my next book,' especially not with Jonah casually stroking his fingers up and down Dane's arms, brushing his tongue along Dane's earlobe.  
Once they were both in bed, Dane spooned his arm around Jonah, who in turn pulled Dane's arm as close to his own body as he could.  "Hey! Don't rip my arm off, I need that," Dane quietly commented. 

"Sorry," Jonah replied, not letting up on his grip.  "I just...I had an odd day, that's all." 

"Odd?  What was odd about it?" 

Jonah rolled onto his back underneath Dane's arm.  "It's...it's nothing.  I'm just...I was just imagining things." 

"Oh.  Okay," Dane replied, as Jonah's grip on Dane's arm slowly loosened, which Dane saw as a sign that Jonah was falling asleep.  His gentle snoring a moment or so later confirmed that Jonah was sleeping.  Dane tenderly brushed his lips against Jonah's temple, and settled down next to him. 

As Jonah slept peacefully, Dane could barely lay still.  Every so often he would become extremely curious about Jonah, and his secret.  How could Jonah not know, when the secret was almost his entire existence.  Everything he was was locked up in this secret.  And Dane always wondered what would happen if Jonah found out... 

The weirdness that Jonah had been alluding to didn't stop just because he went to sleep.  In fact, as soon as he rolled out of bed, the metallic noise that had been ringing in his head all day, and causing a massive headache, had returned.  Jonah rarely got headaches, so he was completely unaccustomed to how to deal with them.  He had never taken Tylenol, or Aleve, or any painkillers for that matter. He never felt a need to.  He hadn't really felt any pain, with the exception of small pin pricks and paper cuts.  He never got sick, either. And when he did, the sickness didn't last more than twelve hours or so.  Jonah never thought this was weird. 

It was Thursday, and he had the day off.  With the screeching metallic sound resounding in both of his ears, he decided to go and get bagels for him and Dane for breakfast.  He snuck back into the bedroom and quietly got dressed -- dressed up, but not really; normally people will just put on sweatpants and a hooded sweatshirt, but not Jonah.  Jonah had to look like a model for Banana Republic every time he left the apartment.  Dane was the only one was even allowed to see him unkempt.  He also grabbed his cell phone, which Dane bought for him because it was the easiest way to keep tabs on him, to make sure he was all right (Dane had a serious tendency to worry about Jonah, almost be too protective of him). 

Jonah had a system of doing things.  Every morning he would take a shower almost immediately after waking up, get dressed, groom himself, put his wallet, keys and cell phone in his jacket, turn on the coffee pot, and begin to cook breakfast.  All before Dane would get out of bed, although he’d be awake for most of Jonah’s routine.  When Dane didn’t hear the shower running, he knew something had to be wrong.  He rolled out of bed, realizing that Jonah had left. "Bagels," Jonah muttered to himself, as the elevator stopped on the fourteenth floor.  "Plain bagel, untoasted, with..."  A young woman got on the elevator, and hit the already-lit lobby button. "Cream cheese.  Not toasted." 

"Mornin’ Jonah," she said jovially, sipping the coffee from her Starbucks travel mug.  Jonah looked up at the young woman, and after a second or two, recognized her. 
"Anne.  He, hello Anne." 

Anne tilted her head in bewilderment. "You okay?  You seemed like, like you didn’t recognize me," Anne said, the chime in the elevator alerting its passengers that they were at the lobby. 

"Ah, well..."  The one thing Jonah didn’t do well was make excuses.  He was a very, and sometimes overly, honest person, and it was like excuse wasn’t even in his vocabulary.  Anne smiled albeit a fake smile, but a smile nonetheless.  She waved him off as she walked through the revolving door. 

It had stopped raining, but it was still chilly.  Jonah couldn’t feel anything but the wind blowing through the corridors set up unknowingly but the people who designed this city.  The sound was still echoing in his ears, but not as loudly as before.  "Bagels. Gotta get...bagels..."  The wind was blowing Jonah’s jacket all over the place, but it didn’t seem to bother him. 

He was just going around the corner, but as soon as he stepped off of the revolving door, he felt lost. He looked up at the sky, and spun in a full circle, as if he had never seen the buildings before.  He snapped his fingers, and found the bagel shop he frequented.  He ordered the plain bagel, untoasted with cream cheese, and was about to go back to the apartment, when he stopped right in the middle of the sidewalk.  He paused for a second, then went right back into the bagel shop.  "Forget something Jonah?" 

"Yeah," Jonah answered, his eyes open wide.  "Where, uh, where do I live?" 

The man behind the counted chuckled, but stopped after he realized that Jonah was being completely serious. He was about to say something, but Dane flowed right through the door.  "There you are!" he exclaimed, catching Jonah’s attention.  Dane just grabbed Jonah, and went back outside.  "I was worried about..." 

"Dane," Jonah said, his voice barely audible over the sound of the vehicles roaring by.  Jonah was looking around, almost as if he were overwhelmed by everything.  "Oh. I, uh, I got us breakfast." 

"Well that was sweet of you," Dane said back, reaching for Jonah’s hand.  But Jonah had already started walking toward the subway station.  "Jonah?"  He stopped and turned around, as Dane jogged to catch up with him.  "Where’re you going?" 

"Uh...to work?" Jonah replied. 

"Don’t you have today off?" Jonah closed his eyes, and sighed heavily.  He nodded once, and curled his lips.  "You forgot your day off?"  Jonah nodded in response again.  Dane held Jonah with both hands along the back of his neck, brushing his thumb up underneath Jonah’s ear.  "You feeling okay, babe?"  Jonah looked down, took a very deep breath, and shook his head. 

"I told you something odd was happening," Jonah announced quietly, opening his eyes and staring right into Dane’s.  "Can, can we go home?" 

"Sure." 

Their apartment building wasn’t even a block away, but Jonah clutched Dane’s hand, mainly because he thought he would get lost.  When they got into the elevator, Dane leaned over and started nibbling on Jonah’s earlobe.  He was shocked when he didn’t get a response, but refrained from saying anything.  Jonah reached up and sort of applied pressure to his right temple.  "I...I’ve got a, some kind of pain..." 

"A headache?" Dane asked, as if a headache would be lethal. Jonah nodded, as Dane kissed the spot where Jonah’s fingers had just been.  "And...it, it’s throwing you off this much?"

"Wha...what do you mean throwing me off?" 

Dane started running his hands through Jonah's hair, and tried to set his mind a little more at ease.  "You're really out of it.  I'm just wondering if it's...just the headache that's bothering you." 

Jonah sighed heavily.  "I...I don't know, I can't explain it, Dane.  But weird things have been happening to me!"  Dane's attempt to calm Jonah was futile, as Jonah fell to his knees.  Jonah started breathing heavily, as if he were going to cry.  Dane rubbed his chin, and thought about what he should do. 

Should he tell Jonah the secret?  Dane had an idea as to why Jonah was acting funny, but Jonah was already acting strangely, and telling him...telling him would most likely drive him over the edge.  But it was killing Dane to see Jonah is so much anguish.  Dane knew the day would come that he would have to tell Jonah. He even tried preparing for it; rehearsing exactly what he would say and even getting it down to where he should pause.  But he had no idea what Jonah's reaction would be. 

Dane took a deep breath, and sat on the floor next to Jonah. "What...odd things have been happening to you?" Dane asked.  Jonah got off of his knees, and sat Indian-style next to him.  "You've been forgetting things?" 

Jonah slipped out of his jacket, and caught his breath.  "Not, not necessarily forgetting things, but it...it's almost like I'm misplacing my memories." 

"That's exactly what's happening to you," Dane announced, hopping to his feet, leaving Jonah on the floor. 

"What the...how?!  How can I misplace memories?!" Jonah shouted, running into the den after Dane.  Dane rummaged around on his desk, looking for his Palm computer.  "Dane?" 

"Because your memory needs to be debugged," Dane simply replied.  Jonah was beyond confused, trying to piece together what he was being told.  Dane sighed, and knew that the time had finally come.  "Jonah, I have something to tell you.  At...at first you're not going to believe me, and you'll probably hate me for saying it.  But this is something that you should have been told from day one."  Dane took another deep breath, and just decided to out and tell him.  "You're not human, Jonah.  You're an android." 

Dane's words hit Jonah, and he didn't have any clue how to react.  "I...I'm a, a what?" Jonah barely spoke. 

"You're an android.  A robot, designed to look human, act human, feel human. Except you...you're different," Dane said, his voice trailing off.  "They gave you emotion. I don't know...how they gave you human emotions, but you've got them."  Dane paused, but started up again before Jonah could say anything.  "Didn't you ever wonder why you never got sick, or never really felt pain, or why you didn't cry?" 

"Maybe," Jonah mumbled.  "But just because I, I don't get sick, feel pain or cry doesn't mean I'm not hu..." 

Dane pulled Jonah into the bathroom, switched on the light, and pulled Jonah's American Eagle sweater over his head.  Not a word was said, as Dane ran his fingers along Jonah's chest, searching for something.  He snickered as his fingers stopped, he applied a little pressure, and a small panel on Jonah's chest popped open, revealing a map of electronic circuits and small blinking lights.  "I, I didn't want to do that..." 

Jonah started to believe.  "I, I'm glad you, you did," Jonah said in return, trying to raise his hands to his chest, but they were lifeless at his sides.  "Bu I...I just, I just want to, to be alone." 

"Okay," Dane muttered, silently creeping out of the bathroom.  "I'll just..." Jonah shifted his weight, and glanced up at Dane, who in turn bit his bottom lip, and grabbed his keys, and peeked at Jonah before the elevator door slid closed. 
~~~ 
For at least fifteen minutes -- or it might have been closer to an hour, he really wasn't keeping track -- Jonah stared at himself in the mirror, his arms hanging limp at his sides.  His mouth just hung open, as he gaped at himself in absolute disbelief.  Hesitantly, he reached up to the circuits that were nestled in his chest.  It still didn't feel real, didn't feel like his chest was open, and there were wires, and diodes, and circuits, and even a processor, in his chest. 

He couldn't even think straight.  In the blink of an eye his life had drastically changed, flipped completely upside down.  About one million thought raced through Jonah's head, including the thought that he wasn't really thinking at all.  Finally he couldn't think at all.  Everything was meshing together.  Nervously, he closed the panel on his chest, still poking at the seamless door that disappeared into his frame. 

"Hey," Dane murmured from the foyer. 

Jonah looked up and smirked.  "I...I have a computer chip where, where my heart should be," he whispered. 

"Yes you..." 

"But, but my skin?  It feels real, doesn't it?  I, I'm a robot with human skin!" 

"I think you're in shock." 

Jonah stopped ambling.  "Shock? Shock!?  Well gee Dane, why would I be in shock!?" Jonah shouted as he ran into the bathroom.  Dane strode after him.  "Shock. Could, could it be because this."  He swung one hand in the direction of the mirror.  "This is just a facade, a facade of a metal skeleton and, and microchips and..."  With all of his might, Jonah launched his fist directly into the mirror, sending shards of broken glass everywhere. 

Dane grabbed Jonah's clutched fist, revealing torn up knuckles, and silver metal knuckle-shaped knobs underneath.  Jonah hadn't felt a thing, but Dane noticed something in his eyes.  "Go ahead Jonah," he began.  "Cry." 

"But I..." 

"You can laugh, you can cry.  Tears don't have to be there, Jonah.  Go ahead. I...it'll make you feel..." 

Jonah sighed.  "More human."  Jonah took a deep breath, and tried to muster up some semblance of tears, but came up empty.  "I can't do it!"  He started to sob without the tears, and then the sobbing turned to laughter. 

"See?  It's possible to cry without tears," Dane commented. 

"You know it's not the same," Jonah reminded.  He sat down on the couch, and held his wrist, keeping his knuckles conveniently out of sight.  "If I don't...see it, then it, it's not real." 

"Fair enough," Dane agreed, sitting on the couch next to Jonah.  "But we really should get your memory manager fixed." 

Jonah chuckled sarcastically.  "Memory. Do I even have real memories?" 

"Look at me," Dane ordered, pulling Jonah's chin to face him. "Jonah, who am I?" 

"Dane Banning," Jonah replied hesitantly. 

Dane shook his head once.  "They...well, what I know is that they didn't...give you memories.  You had to go out and earn them on your own.  So your memories are your own.  And that's all the more reason to get your head fixed."  Dane scooped up Jonah's sweater, and dropped it on the couch where he had been sitting.  "I want to help you, Jonah.  Please let me help you."
"Why do you want to help me?" 

"Because I love you." 

Another sarcastic chuckle from Jonah.  "Do you...still love me?  Even thought, you know, I’m a robot now?" 

Dane smirked.  "You’ve always been a robot. And I’ve always loved you."  That made Jonah smile, and almost put the entire ordeal that had transpired over the past few hours behind him. 
~~~ 
They climbed into a cab, and Dane gave directions to the driver.  Jonah was getting dizzy, his eyes were barely open.  He was having hard time sitting up straight, and in the end just leaned against Dane.  "Where're we going?" Jonah whispered. 

Jonah wasn't the only one with a secret.  Dane was hiding something as well.  But he had already told Jonah so much, that the more information he shared, the better they would both be.  "My...my father's research lab," Dane replied. 

"Your...father?" Jonah whispered, running his thumb over his torn up knuckles.  "But why would we go to your father's lab?" 

"Because my father...my father helped create you," Dane mumbled back, so that the driver wouldn't be able to hear him.  Jonah sighed, and closed his eyes.  "He...he was the one who, who thought that you...you should feel human." 

"Feel..." 

"To everyone else, to the touch.  You actually feel human." 

Jonah smiled.  "Feel human. Like you feel. What does it mean...to feel anyway?" 

Dane gently kissed the top of Jonah's head.  "Oh, don't get philosophical on me," he murmured. "How're you doing? Hanging on?" 

The smile was still on Jonah's face, as he nodded ever so slightly.  "Where're we going again?" he asked, shifting his eyes up to see Dane.  "Oh yeah.  Your father's lab. Sorry, sorry 'bout that.  I, uh, I guess I'm really..." 

“Shhh babe.  It’s okay.  We’ll get you fixed, and you’ll be as good as new.”
~~~
Dr. Griffin Banning’s laboratory was fairly futuristic, even for this day and age, with extraordinarily white walls, which let off this vibe of almost intense purity.  Everyone knew what kind of research was being conducted at the Banning lab, but no one knew the scope of what has actually come out into the public eye.  But Dane knew.  Dane knew exactly what was going on.  Some of it was good, like for the good of humanity.  But things – things like Jonah – absolutely frightened him.  The fact that machines could think for themselves, or that his father was “building” human beings?  Dane shook his head, shaking the memories of his almost robotic childhood out of his immediate frame of mind.
Dane walked through the sliding glass door impatiently, with Jonah slowly ambling behind him, scanning everything in the large glass building that encompassed him.  A smile – not as big as usual, but a smile nonetheless – appeared on Jonah’s face, but he could barely stand.  “I need to see Dr. Banning now!” Dane exclaimed, his voice reverberating off of every wall, as he slammed his fists down on the security desk in front of him.

“It’s so beautiful,” Jonah whispered.

“Do you have an…”

“I don’t need one, dammit, I’m his son!  And I have a very urgent emergency!”

Jonah wandered throughout the lobby, staring at the large, open area encases by structural beams crossing in the ceiling.  “Hey Dane,” Jonah began, raising his cut up hand to the sky.  “What, what’s this light?”

“That’s the sun, Jonah,” Dane answered, looking from the security guard, to Jonah, then back to the security guard.  “See my problem?  He’s forgotten what the sun is.”

Dane had to sign the clipboard, which asked for a name as well as a case number.  A cold chill ran along Dane’s spine as he thought of Jonah as a “case”; just one of the products that came from Banning labs.  After he threw the pen down, the security guard went to press a button, but Dane slapped his hand away.  “Sir, you need an escort to take you down to the lab,” the security guard barked.
“Don’t bother, I know my way,” Dane growled.  He grabbed Jonah, who had stopped his wander altogether, and went into the elevator.  Dane looked over Jonah, who didn’t appear to blink.  “Jonah?”  Dane tugged on the almost elastic sleeve of Jonah’s sweater.  Jonah stared into the mirrored wall of the elevator, and caught Dane’s eyes in the reflection.

“Hi,” Jonah replied childishly.  “Where are we?”

“My father’s lab,” Dane answered, as the elevator doors opened, and yanked Jonah out into the lab.  “We’re here to get you fixed.”

Jonah mumbled to himself, as Dane left him exactly where he had been standing to meet his father, who had been standing in the middle of the lab.  “Dane!” he shouted.  So glad to see…is that Jonah?” his father asked.  Dane nodded.  “But what’re you…”
“It’s a long story,” Dan replied.  Before Dane could state his case, two lab assistants ran to stand at Jonah’s side.  Jonah’s expression was one of bewilderment, as one of the assistants reached up underneath Jonah’s raven hair and pressed what appeared to be a button.  Dane held his breath as Jonah’s body went completely limp.

Dane’s father, dressed in his pristine lab coat, ran his fingers through his hair, and quietly ordered, “Bring him into room three.  Run a complete diagnostic, and don’t erase anything.”  As much as he didn’t want to admit it, Dane felt his father to be quite intimidating; his father had always been a much larger man than Dane, with a deeper voice and a rock-like structure.  And as his father approached him, in slow motion, he almost started shaking.  “Dane, where did you find Jonah?”

Dane nervously itched the back of his head.  “My, well uh, our apartment,” he mumbled, just loud enough for his father to hear.

His father could read his mind.  “You…you fell in love with Jonah?”

“Yes Dad, yes I did.”

His father held his chin.  “And, how did Jonah find…”  He didn’t even have to finish his thought.  “And how did you find out.”
“I’d snoop on your when I was younger, Dad.  I’d try to find out as much as possible about your work because I was always curious.  I was always curious about what you did, I mean you, you built robots!  To a seven year old that is the coolest thing!  But I…”  Dane was on the verge of tears, but casually brushed his tears away, and continued.  “You didn’t tell him, or program him or however you created his existence.  You didn’t tell him he wasn’t human.  How could you not tell someone…”

“It’s not like telling someone they’re adopted, Dane.  And it’s not because he wouldn’t have been able to understand it.  The intelligence he was equipped with is far beyond that capacity.  And I was even against not telling him.  He should’ve been told, right from the start.  But in the interest of science it was kept a secret…”

“The best interest of science,” Dane mumbled.  “What…what about the best interest of Jonah?  I, I mean his world was…turned completely upside down, all because you and your scientist buddies decided that it’s be a neat experiment if you just…let one of your more human androids roam free without knowing what he really was!”

Dr. Banning sighed heavily.  He knew his son had a good argument, and knew he didn’t want to get into this, especially with his son who was in love with “person” in question.  “Dr. Banning,” one of the lab assistants walked out of the room that they had brought Jonah into.  “We’ve run the initial diagnostic, and haven’t found anything major…”  They were talking about Jonah like he was a car that Dane just brought into the shop.  “…but the memory manager should be debugged.”

“Well, why’re you standing out here?” Dane almost shouted.  

Dr. Banning let out another sigh, which Dane took to be a bad news.  “The process of debugging any system is a lengthy one, Dane.  Normally we can delete corrupt files, and repair the system with the same, uncorrupted files.”

“That was our plan of action, sir,” the lab assistant replied.  “Delete whatever files were causing…”

An almost violent response came, not from Dane, but from his father.  “You…you are not to do that.  You are to repair whatever is corrupt, using that overly-large, MIT-educated brain of yours, do you understand?”  Nervously, the lab assistant nodded, and scurried back to where they had held Jonah.
“You’re not just…going to delete his memories, see what happens when I robot can’t remember,” Dane asked, venom dripping from his every word.

“Not all scientists are evil,” Dr. Banning started.  “Including myself, contrary to what you might think.  I know that…you and Jonah must share something special, and I’d rather he, a robot I created, be in pain and remember,”  he paused, and rested a hand on Dane’s shoulder.  “Than to see my own son heart broken.”
Dane watched as his father walked back into the secluded room.  All he could do was pace nervously, as if he were waiting for a family member to get out of surgery.  In a way he was, but he never expected it to be like this; pacing around a room that was sterile enough to build computers instead of in a dark hospital waiting room.

Seventeen hours had passes without any word on Jonah.  Dane couldn’t even sit down, though his legs were going numb, and there was a nice groove in the floor.  Several times the two assistants would come out, either to get a drink of water, or to get another painful-looking yet necessary tool, then disappear back into the room, without saying anything at all.  Dane had assumed to worse, until his father came out, rubbing his forehead.  “Well, there’s good and bad…”

Dane sighed, knowing he was as ready as he could be for the news.  “Good first.”

“Jonah’s fine.  He’s in…he’s sleeping, but he’ll recover.”

A sigh of relief washed over Dane, but he knew there was still the bad news to come.  “And the…”

“Some of the memory files,” Dr. Banning put the phrase memory files in quotes.  “Were too corrupt to simply be repaired.  The memory of how his hand was damaged, and some other trivial things were among those that had to be deleted.”

“But…but he’ll be okay?  And, and he’ll re, remember me?” Dane asked, completely ignoring what his father was telling him.  For the moment he didn’t care.  His father nodded in return.

“You need some sleep Dane.  You’re exhausted.”

“No!  No I, I’m okay.  No,” Dane replied, trying to control his extreme joy.  “Can, can I…”  He took off toward the back room, but his father grabbed his hand to stop him.

“You’re acting like a child,” he began.  “You know that.”

“Yes, and I don’t care.”

“Before you go in there, let me ask you something.  What…what do you expect to come of this?” his father asked.  “Do, do you expect to grow old with Jonah?  Because, I can guarantee, that Jonah won’t grow old with you.  You’ll age, just like everyone else, but he’s not going to look one day older.  He’ll just, start to deteriorate until finally, he just…”

“Dad, what’re you trying to…?”
“I’m trying to get you to face facts, Dane.  Jonah is not like you.  Jonah will never be like you.”

“Wasn’t the whole idea behind the project that created him to build a machine that could interact with humans as a human?”  Dane’s father didn’t – either didn’t, or couldn’t – answer the question.  “I mean, that is why you didn’t tell him he was a robot, right?”  Dane paused, his back to his father.  “Wait a minute.  Are you trying to tell me that you, super AI scientist Griffin Banning, are afraid that your own son is falling in love with a robot?”  Another unanswered question.  Dane blinked slowly, and entered the room where they were keeping Jonah.
Dane looked around that room with the same amazement that Jonah looked at things with.  Jonah was still wired to machines that seemed to be collecting data, and he was asleep, but Dane couldn’t help but think that maybe he wasn’t really sleeping.  Maybe he was turned off.  Were the noises that Dane thought were snoring actually processors and microchips working?  Hesitantly, he reached out and touched Jonah’s cheek, and tried to convince himself that it wasn’t real skin, that Jonah wasn’t human at all, and that both of their lives together had been a lie.

“It’s tough isn’t it?” one of the assistants asked, scaring Dane half to death.  “They all look so real.”  The assistant clicked into the computer, and looked over a graph that had been plotting for quite some time.  “There was a time when Dr. Banning said that, eventually, the machines would become real.”  The assistant paused, and stood over Jonah.  “Dr. Banning was always fearful of Jonah, what he had done.  It disturbed him as if, as if he had brought on the end of humanity itself.”
“But Jonah’s harmless,” Dane said on Jonah’s behalf.  

The assistant lifted his head, and raised one eyebrow.  “Is he?”

Dane was there when Jonah finally woke up, groggily regaining some kind of consciousness, and lying there fully clothed underneath a fleece blanket.  As Jonah opened his eyes, he saw Dan running his fingers along where his knuckles had been torn up just the other day.  “Hey,” Jonah whispered, gradually trying to sit up.  Dane was startled, and sat on the end of the makeshift bed.  “No…no hug?”
Jonah outstretched his arms, and Dane immediately fell into them, holding his tears for as long as he could.  But the situation soon overwhelmed him, as he squeezed Jonah as tightly as he could.  “My G…I didn’t I’d ever see…”

“I’m a fighter,” Jonah began.  “A survivor.  You know that.  And besides, it didn’t hurt.  Well, yeah.  Yeah it did hurt, but they knocked me out so I wouldn’t feel a thing.”

“But Jonah, you know you can’t feel,” Dr. Banning said, quietly closing the door behind himself.

“I know.  But saying,” Jonah paused, and almost seemed frozen.  “That you turned me off either sounds lethal, or somewhat sexual.”

Dane kissed Jonah’s cheek.  “Feeling better?”

Jonah nodded.  “Much.  And that metallic screeching?  It wasn’t even in my head.  It was in my mouth!”
“Grinds his teeth,” Dr. Banning commented.  “But we fixed that.  Gave him ceramic ones.”

Dane ran his fingers through Jonah’s hair, and smiled to himself.  Jonah caught sight of this, and smiled right back.  “When can I take him home?” Dane asked, as if Jonah were a puppy that had been at the vet overnight.

Dr. Banning sighed heavily.  “When, uh…whenever he’s ready,” he hesitated.

“You’re still not okay with this, are you?”

Dr. Banning got incredibly nervous.  He was nervous about what to say around Dane ever since his mother died.  It was rare when Dane came to see him now, and he was always afraid of saying something or doing something to drive his son further away.  “Dane I don’t think I’ll ever be okay with this.  But if you’re love, and Jonah’s well…then I can’t be mad can I?”  Dane smirked, and slid off of the table, and helped Jonah to his feet.  “Just…try not to break his heart.  That’s a lot harder to fix than memory.”
~~~
Six weeks had passed without incident, with the exception of Jonah becoming a little skidding about going outside.  Could people tell?  Would a complete stranger be able to see the button up underneath his hair along the base of his neck?  Were people going to point and stare at the fact that breathing was just an aesthetic thing for him?  Dane had tried to convince him that, if anyone could tell they wouldn’t point and stare; Jonah knew human nature a little better than to expect that.  But that fear was still there.

“Jonah?” Dane called out, coming off of the elevator.  Since the episode, Jonah had gotten a new job, one that didn’t require him to be as high profile as he had been, and one that allowed him to dictate his own hours.  “Hello?”
“Couch,” Jonah grumbled from the couch, loud enough for Dane to hear.  “Crashed in here…”  Dane peered over the top of the couch, and smiled at the sight of Jonah’s perfectly tousled hair.  “After work.”

Dane slid onto the couch next to Jonah.  “When’d you get back?”
“About fifteen minutes ago.  Where’ve you been?”

“Went down to Kinko’s to make a copy of chapters one through seven…” Dane began.  Jonah sort of cringed, but only slightly, and closed his eyes tightly.  “What.”

“I just…I’m not sure…I mean, this is the book you wrote, about me, isn’t it?”

“What’re you…” Dane began.  “Oh.  You’re nervous about…about someone catching on and thinking that my piece of fiction,” Dane paused, putting the word fiction in quotes.  “Is actually non-fiction about you.”

“It’s like you can read my mind,” Jonah commented, clapping his hands together.

“Babe, why would the seven people who actually read my books assume that you, who they have literally no knowledge of, are the machine in question that I wrote a fictious novel about?” Dane asked in return.  Jonah shrugged his shoulders, and thought up an answer.  “Because you’re paranoid,” Dane finally answered.
“Whoa.  I have been called A LOT of things, most of them by you.  But never, never have I been called paranoid,” Jonah said back.

Dane left a kiss on the end of Jonah’s nose, and smirked, as he dropped a copy of the first seven chapters of his book in Jonah’s lap.  “You’re more than welcome to peruse over it, you know, just in case you decide that…”

“Wow!  Do you think I’m that paranoid?!  You think I’d want…” Jonah began, blindly flipping though the pages.  “To read this?  Think I don’t…”

Within seconds, curiosity had caught the best of Jonah, and he was perusing the story.  Dane, who chuckled at the thought of getting the best of Jonah, went into the kitchen and grabbed a Red Bull.  “How far you got?” Dane shouted into the den.

“Page three!  Leave me alone!” Jonah shouted back.  Dane slinked back into the den, and leaned on the back of Jonah’s favorite chair.  “Thought we made a deal; I wouldn’t bother you while you were writing…”

“And I wouldn’t steal the covers at night.  Nowhere in any of those proceedings was anything about me not bothering you while you read it,” Dane commented sarcastically, popping open the Red Bull with one hand.

“Well it should have,” Jonah grumbled under his breath.  “It really should have.”

Dane smiled, took a swig of the Red Bull.  “Oh, okay babe.  I’ll leave you alone while you read my masterpiece.”

Jonah continued to read as Dane disappeared out of sight.  Somewhere around the middle of chapter three he started to realized that fake people didn’t see him as a monster, designed to threaten the human race, and that real people had no idea what he really was.  They couldn’t see gears and computer chips.  They saw pale skin, and bright green eyes, just like Dane saw.  The more Jonah read about the fictious character that had an infatuation with the robot that no one shut out, but who everyone thought would, the more the old Jonah returned; the Jonah that didn’t know he was mechanical, or feel that if his secret ever got out the whole world would be against him.
About an hour or so later a dripping wet Dane emerged from the bathroom, and saw Jonah standing on the balcony, staring out onto the city, the rough draft of his book laying closed on the coffee table.  “You finished?” Dane asked, sliding open the door to the balcony.

“I did,” Jonah answered, keeping his back to Dane so to hide his smile.

“And…what did you think?” Dane asked, gripping the rail of the balcony with both hands, trapping Jonah between his arms.

Jonah tried to answer, but could only chuckle as Dane nuzzled his cold nose up underneath his ear.  “I like it.  A nice work of science fiction,” he finally answered.

“Science…fiction?”

Jonah nodded.  “Mmhmm,” he began.  “There’s no such thing as robots, Dane.”

Dane gently tapped his fingers against Jonah’s temple.  “Memory can’t be on the fritz again,” Dane commented.

“Nope.  And I’m not in denial, either.  I’ve just…realized that I’m the only one who cares,” Jonah started.  “Reading through that made me grasp the concept that I’m the only one’ll make a big fuss out of me being, you know, not human.”  Jonah could feel Dane smile against his skin, and leaned back into the butterfly kisses he was trailing along the back of his neck.

“Welcome back, Jonah.”
