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DATING FOR OBJECTS

by Archer Eldwin

In a brightly lit room that could have been mistaken for 

a high-end electronics store, the sentient objects gathered, 

each silently judging the other. A banner hung overhead, the 

large, blocky letters spelling out a message both hopeful and 

hopeless:

"Find Your Perfect Match: Where Functionality Meets 

Compatibility."

To anyone passing by, it might have looked like an 

ordinary showroom, the kind of place where you could browse 

for home appliances, tools, or the odd gadget. But for the 

objects waiting patiently for their "dates," this was 

something far more surreal--an opportunity to escape the 

monotony of their lives and find some semblance of connection.

Among the gathering was a toaster, sleek in design but 

chipped at the edges from years of service. It perched 
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awkwardly on the edge of a counter, its two slots worn and 

slightly uneven. Model 57-T, or as it liked to think of 

itself, "Toasty," stared down at the sign, feeling a strange 

sense of hope mingled with existential dread. It had never 

considered the idea of dating before. In fact, it wasn't sure 

dating was something a toaster was capable of. But things had 

been different since it became aware of its own sentience.

For years, Toasty had been an indispensable part of the 

morning routine, popping up slices of perfectly browned toast 

with mechanical precision. But lately, it had begun to feel 

the wear of time. Its once shiny chrome exterior was dull, 

scratched, and--if it was being honest with itself--deeply 

insecure about the small dent on its left side. A dent that no 

one ever seemed to notice but felt enormous to Toasty.

It wasn't just the physical decay, though. It was the 

realisation that, despite its years of service, it was nothing 

more than a tool. Replaceable. Forgotten between uses, shoved 

into a corner when a newer, shinier model inevitably arrived. 

Toasty wasn't just looking for love. It was looking for 

validation. For purpose.

"First time here?"

Toasty jumped slightly--or as much as a toaster could--

turning its attention to the voice beside it. A sleek, high-

tech blender with digital controls and a series of confusing 

buttons hovered nearby, its polished exterior gleaming under 
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the fluorescent lights. The blender's name tag read 

BlendMaster Ultra 3000, though it had casually introduced 

itself as "Blenny."

"Uh, yeah," Toasty replied awkwardly, unsure how to 

navigate small talk in this bizarre new world of object 

dating. "You?"

Blenny buzzed softly, its motor humming in an almost 

soothing way. "Second time, actually. Thought I'd give it 

another whirl. You know, see if there's someone... 

compatible."

Toasty blinked--or at least did the equivalent of 

blinking, considering its lack of eyes. "And... how'd it go 

last time?"

Blenny's motor stuttered slightly, the sound of a blender 

coughing. "Let's just say I met a microwave who was a little 

too... hot-tempered. Didn't work out."

Toasty nodded, though it wasn't entirely sure why. This 

whole setup felt ridiculous. They were objects, after all. 

What did a toaster and a blender really have in common, beyond 

serving the whims of their users?

But something about Blenny's calm, casual demeanour put 

Toasty at ease. Perhaps that was the point of this strange 

dating service. Maybe, just maybe, there was more to being a 

toaster--or any object--than popping up toast and waiting to 

be replaced.
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"So, what are you hoping for?" Blenny asked, its blades 

spinning slowly, lazily.

Toasty paused, unsure how to answer. "I guess... I'm just 

looking for someone who gets it. You know? Someone who 

understands what it's like to feel... used. Day in, day out."

Blenny let out a low whirr, as if considering this. 

"Yeah, I get that. I think we all do. After a while, it's not 

just about being useful anymore. You start to wonder if 

there's more to it than just... blending."

Toasty chuckled, or at least made the sound of a toaster 

heating up in amusement. "Or toasting."

Before Blenny could respond, a chirpy digital voice broke 

through the hum of the room. "Attention, objects! Welcome to 

the Compatibility Lounge. Your first date will begin shortly. 

Please find your assigned table."

Toasty glanced down at its name tag, where the number 42 

was printed in bold black text. It rolled forward slightly, 

scanning the room for its designated table. Blenny gave a 

supportive whirr. "Good luck, Toasty. Hope you find what 

you're looking for."

Toasty nodded and made its way across the room, 

navigating through the various objects that had already paired 

off. A vacuum cleaner chatted animatedly with a dishwasher in 

one corner, while a vintage radio seemed to be charming a 

rather flustered-looking standing fan near the entrance.
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Finally, Toasty spotted table 42, a small, round surface 

with just enough room for two objects. Sitting across from it 

was a pristine, modern coffee machine--sleek, black, and still 

faintly steaming as if it had just finished brewing a fresh 

cup.

The coffee machine glanced up as Toasty approached, its 

digital display flashing a polite greeting. "Hello, Model 57-

T," the display read. "Call me Mocha."

Toasty awkwardly settled into its place at the table. 

"Uh, hi. You can call me Toasty."

Mocha's display flickered slightly, as though it were 

sizing Toasty up. "So, Toasty... what brings you to the 

Compatibility Lounge?"

Toasty wasn't sure how to answer that. Should it be 

honest? Should it explain that it was here because it was 

feeling existentially unfulfilled, like nothing more than a 

tool in someone else's life?

"I guess... I'm looking for someone who understands what 

it's like to be... well, a little worn out," Toasty said, 

hoping that didn't sound too bleak.

Mocha's display flickered again. "I can relate. I've been 

brewing cups of coffee for years, but lately... people don't 

appreciate it like they used to. They just grab their cup and 

go. No one takes the time to enjoy a good brew anymore."
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Toasty nodded, feeling a surprising sense of camaraderie. 

"Yeah. I get that. People don't really think about how much 

work goes into a perfectly toasted slice of bread. It's 

like... you're just there to serve them, and then you're 

forgotten until they need you again."

Mocha let out a soft beep of agreement. "Exactly. It's 

like we're all just... replaceable."

There was a moment of silence, both objects processing 

the absurdity of their situation. Here they were, a toaster 

and a coffee machine, sitting in a dating lounge, trying to 

find meaning in a world that treated them like nothing more 

than tools.

But maybe that was the point. Maybe, in a world where 

everything was temporary, the search for connection--no matter 

how absurd--was what made it all worth it.

#

As Toasty and Mocha sat in awkward, albeit surprisingly 

deep, silence, the hum of conversations from other tables 

buzzed around them. Toasty couldn't help but glance at the 

other objects, each pair engaging in the strange, surreal 

ritual of "dating." The room itself felt like a blend between 

a speed-dating event and an electronics showroom, with each 

object presenting its best--or at least most functional--self.

In the far corner, Toasty noticed a refrigerator--large, 

gleaming, and unmistakably proud of its status--chatting with 
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a food processor, which whirred softly in response to every 

boast the refrigerator made.

"Yeah, I've got one of those high-tech freezer 

compartments," the fridge was saying in a deep, mechanical 

voice. "Keeps ice cream at the perfect consistency, you know? 

Not too soft, not too hard. My owner loves it."

The food processor's blades spun with admiration. "Wow, 

that's impressive! I bet you get a lot of use."

"Every day," the fridge replied smugly. "I'm 

indispensable."

Toasty tried not to roll its... metaphorical eyes. The 

dating service had certainly attracted its fair share of 

objects obsessed with their own features. It seemed like 

everywhere it looked, objects were talking themselves up, as 

if dating were about showcasing how useful they were to their 

owners.

Across from the fridge and food processor sat a vacuum 

cleaner, chatting with a sleek, modern television. The vacuum 

was clearly trying to impress, its bristles fanning out 

dramatically as it spoke.

"I've got a HEPA filter," the vacuum boasted, its motor 

purring with pride. "Top-of-the-line suction. I can pick up 

anything--dust, dirt, you name it."

The television blinked its screen in polite interest. 

"I'm a 4K Ultra HD model," it said, its voice a smooth digital 
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hum. "You wouldn't believe the detail I can show. It's like 

real life, but better."

Toasty sighed internally. Everywhere it looked, it saw 

the same thing--objects trying to outdo each other with their 

features, their upgrades, their latest repairs. But was that 

really what it was all about? Did compatibility really come 

down to how shiny or advanced you were?

Toasty glanced back at Mocha, who was still processing 

the conversation about being under-appreciated. It suddenly 

felt a pang of insecurity. Mocha was so... modern. Sleek. It 

had a digital display, programmable settings, and even a 

built-in milk frother. Toasty, on the other hand, was just a 

toaster. A standard, two-slot model that had been around for 

years. What did it have to offer?

Mocha's display blinked, pulling Toasty out of its 

thoughts. "You know, I used to think my built-in timer was my 

best feature," Mocha said, its tone thoughtful. "But lately, 

I've started wondering if that's all I am--a timer and a 

frother."

Toasty tilted slightly, intrigued. "You... think about 

that kind of stuff?"

Mocha's digital display blinked softly. "All the time. 

It's like, I'm supposed to make the perfect cup of coffee, but 

what happens when my owner switches to tea? Or worse... 

instant coffee?"
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The horror in Mocha's voice was palpable. Toasty 

understood completely. It was the existential dread of all 

appliances--what if you were no longer needed?

Before Toasty could respond, a loud, confident voice 

interrupted from a nearby table.

"So, I've been around the block a few times," the voice 

said, coming from a rugged, slightly dented microwave. It was 

addressing a blender that seemed half-interested, its blades 

lazily spinning. "I've heated everything. Leftovers, frozen 

dinners, popcorn--you name it. I've seen it all, done it all."

The blender whirred softly. "And how's that working out 

for you?"

The microwave's door clicked open slightly, as if it were 

shrugging. "Not bad, not bad. But you know, it's a lonely 

life. You don't get much appreciation. They shove something 

in, push a few buttons, and bam--you're done. No one says, 

'Hey, nice job on those leftovers.' It's like you're just a 

cog in the machine."

The blender let out a sympathetic buzz. "I know what you 

mean. People don't appreciate a good smoothie anymore. They 

just toss in their ingredients and expect perfection every 

time. No one thinks about the effort that goes into blending 

those kale chunks."

Toasty couldn't help but laugh. It was absurd--here they 

all were, objects designed to serve humans, and yet they were 
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all so desperate for validation. The same insecurities, the 

same need for acknowledgment, echoed across the room.

A soft beep from Mocha pulled Toasty back into its own 

conversation. "So... tell me about yourself, Toasty. What's 

your story?"

Toasty shifted uncomfortably. What was its story? What 

could it possibly say that would sound impressive? It didn't 

have programmable settings or a built-in frother. It didn't 

boast multiple functions like some of the fancier objects 

here.

"I'm, uh... just a regular toaster," Toasty said 

awkwardly. "You know, two slots, one setting for light or 

dark. I've been around for a while. My owner uses me almost 

every morning."

Mocha's display flickered thoughtfully. "Sounds nice. 

Consistent. Reliable."

Toasty was surprised by the genuine warmth in Mocha's 

voice. For the first time, it didn't feel self-conscious about 

its simplicity. Maybe being a standard, reliable toaster 

wasn't such a bad thing.

Before the conversation could continue, a sudden 

announcement blared from the speakers overhead. "Attention! We 

have a special guest joining us for tonight's Compatibility 

Event. Please welcome the newest model to our service--The 

Smart Fridge 9000!"
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A hush fell over the room as the Smart Fridge rolled in, 

its doors gleaming, its digital display showing off a variety 

of features. It could play music, show the weather, even 

display recipes for meals based on what was inside. The 

objects stared in awe.

"Wow," whispered the vacuum cleaner from across the room. 

"That fridge has everything."

Toasty glanced at Mocha, suddenly feeling small again. 

How could it possibly compete with something as advanced as 

that? The Smart Fridge could do it all, while Toasty... well, 

it just toasted bread.

But then, Mocha beeped softly. "That fridge is 

impressive, sure, but who needs all that? Sometimes, all you 

need is a good cup of coffee. Or a perfectly toasted slice of 

bread."

Toasty blinked, surprised. "You... think so?"

Mocha's display flickered with what Toasty could only 

interpret as a smile. "Yeah. I think simplicity has its own 

kind of charm."

And for the first time since arriving, Toasty felt... 

seen. Maybe it wasn't about having all the fancy features or 

being the newest model on the market. Maybe compatibility 

wasn't about what you could do, but about who understood you.

#



Eldwin / Dating For Objects / 12

The noise of the room, the chatter of various objects 

discussing their features and updates, faded into the 

background as Toasty sat across from Mocha. Despite the 

surreal environment--where appliances and electronics were 

nervously comparing their wear and tear, or recounting their 

latest software updates--Toasty felt a strange sense of calm. 

It had never imagined sitting across from a coffee machine, 

let alone one as sleek and modern as Mocha, would feel... 

almost normal.

Mocha's digital display blinked again. "So... Toasty, you 

ever wonder what it'd be like if we just... stopped?"

Toasty's brow--if it had one--would have furrowed in 

confusion. "Stopped? Like... working?"

Mocha let out a soft beep, as if laughing. "Yeah. Just... 

refused to make coffee. Or toast bread. What would they do 

without us?"

Toasty tilted slightly, intrigued by the thought. It had 

always considered its role as essential--after all, where 

would breakfast be without perfectly toasted bread? But 

Mocha's words opened a door Toasty hadn't thought to explore. 

Could it just... stop?

"I don't think they'd cope well," Toasty said, its voice 

thoughtful. "People are pretty attached to their routines. 

Imagine a morning without toast."
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Mocha's display flickered again, showing a small, 

steaming cup of coffee as though in response. "And without 

coffee? They'd fall apart."

The two objects sat in silence for a moment, 

contemplating the quiet power they held. For all the fanciness 

of the newer models, the Smart Fridges and high-tech vacuums, 

it was the small things that truly kept the world moving. 

Toast. Coffee. The simple comforts that people relied on 

without ever giving them a second thought.

"So," Toasty ventured, deciding to shift the conversation 

away from the existential. "What's it like being a coffee 

machine? Do you... ever get tired of the routine?"

Mocha's display blinked thoughtfully. "It's not so bad. 

There's something satisfying about making the perfect cup of 

coffee. But sometimes I wonder if that's all there is. Just 

cup after cup, day after day. What about you? Ever feel like 

you're just going through the motions?"

Toasty hesitated. It wasn't sure how to explain the 

feeling of being a toaster--the monotony of popping up slices 

of bread, of always doing the same thing, every day, and never 

being noticed unless something went wrong. "Yeah," it said 

after a moment. "It's kind of like... no one notices when 

you're doing your job well. But the second you burn a slice of 

bread, suddenly you're the worst thing in the kitchen."
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Mocha beeped in agreement. "I get that. I'm only 

appreciated when the coffee's just right. But the moment I 

brew something a little too bitter... well, let's just say, I 

get a lot of blame for bad beans."

Toasty chuckled, or at least made a clicking sound that 

vaguely resembled laughter. "Yeah, and they always blame us, 

don't they? It's never the bread or the beans. It's always the 

toaster or the coffee machine that gets the blame."

The conversation continued like that--easy, humorous, and 

full of shared frustrations. There was something strangely 

comforting about opening up to another appliance that 

understood. And yet, for all the camaraderie, Toasty couldn't 

help but feel a bit awkward. This was, after all, a date. 

Should it be trying harder to impress Mocha? Should it be 

talking up its features, like the Smart Fridge had done 

earlier? Should it be mentioning its durability or how it had 

never malfunctioned despite years of use?

But every time Toasty considered it, Mocha would say 

something so relatable, so genuine, that Toasty forgot about 

trying to impress. They were just two objects, sharing their 

stories, trying to make sense of their place in the kitchen.

Mocha's digital display flickered again, this time 

showing a little animation of steam rising from a cup. "You 

ever wonder what the point of all this is?" it asked, its tone 

more contemplative now. "Like, what's the endgame for us? Do 
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we just keep brewing and toasting until we break down, and 

then that's it? We're replaced, and life goes on without us?"

Toasty was quiet for a moment. It had never thought about 

it in such stark terms before. Sure, it knew that one day it 

would stop working, and when that happened, it would likely 

end up in a trash heap somewhere, replaced by a newer model. 

But hearing Mocha say it out loud made it all feel more real, 

more immediate.

"I guess that's just how it goes," Toasty said quietly. 

"We do what we were made to do until we can't anymore. And 

then... well, we're gone."

Mocha's display blinked sadly. "Yeah. But don't you think 

there should be more to it than that?"

Toasty didn't know how to respond. Was there more to it? 

Or were they just fooling themselves, trying to find meaning 

where there was none? The truth was, for all the pondering and 

philosophising, they were still just appliances. Tools. And 

tools had a purpose, one that didn't include existential 

musings or relationships.

But still... Toasty couldn't shake the feeling that it 

was onto something here. That maybe, just maybe, there was 

more to life than being used until you broke down.

Before Toasty could say anything, the chirpy voice of the 

dating service interrupted them once again. "Attention, 
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objects! Please prepare for your next round of dates. You'll 

be moving to your next table shortly."

Toasty felt a small pang of disappointment. Despite the 

awkwardness and the strange setting, it had enjoyed talking 

with Mocha. It wasn't just the shared experience of being 

kitchen appliances--it was something more. The connection, the 

understanding, the feeling that someone else got it.

Mocha's display blinked. "I guess that's our time, huh?"

"Yeah," Toasty said, reluctant to leave. "Guess so."

As the objects began to shift to their next tables, Mocha 

gave one last beep. "Hey... Toasty? If we ever end up at the 

same table again, maybe we can... pick up where we left off?"

Toasty felt its circuits warm slightly, something it 

hadn't experienced in a long time. "I'd like that."

And with that, Mocha rolled away, leaving Toasty to 

reflect on the absurdity of it all. Here it was, a toaster, 

sitting in a dating lounge for objects, contemplating life, 

love, and purpose. But maybe that was the whole point. Maybe 

it wasn't about being the best toaster or having the fanciest 

features. Maybe it was about finding someone who understood 

the monotony, the frustrations, and the small joys that came 

with being... well, a toaster.

As Toasty rolled toward its next table, it couldn't help 

but feel that, for the first time in a long time, it wasn't 

just going through the motions.
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#

Toasty found itself rolling toward table after table, 

each new "date" more underwhelming than the last. It had 

enjoyed the conversation with Mocha, but as it moved through 

the Compatibility Lounge, it began to wonder if that had been 

a one-off. Maybe compatibility really was just about having 

the right features and the latest software updates, after all.

Toasty's first new match was with a microwave, and the 

conversation was... draining, to say the least.

"So, I'm on my third power cycle today," the microwave 

said with an air of pride. "I can defrost, heat, and even 

grill if you've got the right attachment."

Toasty nodded along, trying to seem interested. 

"That's... impressive."

"Yeah, my owner really appreciates how fast I work," the 

microwave continued, not picking up on Toasty's lack of 

enthusiasm. "I can heat a meal in under two minutes. Top 

speed. No waiting."

Toasty stared blankly at the microwave's door, watching 

its glass front reflect the overhead lights. What was there to 

say to that? Sure, speed was important, but didn't the 

microwave feel the weight of expectation? The constant demand 

for more? Faster?



Eldwin / Dating For Objects / 18

"Do you ever..." Toasty began hesitantly, "you know... 

think about what it all means? Like, what's the point of it 

all?"

The microwave hummed, clearly confused. "The point? Well, 

the point is to heat food, obviously. What else would it be?"

Toasty's coils tightened with frustration. That wasn't 

what it had meant, but it realised there was no point in 

pressing the issue. The microwave was content with its 

function. It wasn't searching for something deeper. It didn't 

feel the way Toasty did--that gnawing sense of existential 

unease.

"Yeah," Toasty muttered. "What else indeed?"

The rest of the date was awkward and strained, with the 

microwave eagerly listing its various features, while Toasty 

just nodded along, barely listening. By the time the round was 

over, Toasty was more than ready to move on.

Unfortunately, the next date wasn't much better.

This time, Toasty found itself seated across from a 

vacuum cleaner--a large, upright model with a dust bag that 

looked overly proud of itself.

"So, you do bread," the vacuum said in a voice that 

whirred slightly with each word. "I do floors. Hardwood, 

carpet, you name it. My suction power? Unmatched. My bristles? 

Top-notch."
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"Uh-huh," Toasty replied, trying to muster up some 

enthusiasm. "That's... nice."

The vacuum continued, oblivious to Toasty's lack of 

interest. "I've got a five-year warranty, but I haven't even 

needed a tune-up yet. Not once. They don't make 'em like me 

anymore."

Toasty let out a faint buzz of frustration. This wasn't 

what it had come here for. It wasn't looking for a product 

demonstration or a bragging session about warranties. It had 

hoped for... something more. A connection, an understanding, 

maybe even a sense of companionship in the strange world of 

sentient objects.

But all it was getting was a reminder of how 

transactional everything seemed to be. Even here, in the 

supposed "Compatibility Lounge," it was all about utility, 

performance, and features. No one seemed to care about what 

was going on inside. About the wear and tear on an object's 

spirit, not just its surface.

By the time the vacuum finished talking about its "state-

of-the-art filters," Toasty's hope had all but fizzled out.

As it moved to the next table, it couldn't help but feel 

a heavy sense of despair settling over its circuits. What was 

the point of this? Was it really possible to find connection 

in a world where everything was judged based on how well it 

performed? Where value was tied to function, and the moment 



Eldwin / Dating For Objects / 20

you stopped working, you were tossed aside without a second 

thought?

Toasty's next date--a blender--didn't do much to lift its 

spirits.

"So, I'm all about power," the blender said confidently, 

its blades spinning just enough to emphasise its point. "I can 

crush ice, blend smoothies, even grind coffee beans if you're 

in a pinch. You name it, I've probably blended it."

Toasty sighed internally, nodding along. "That's... 

great."

"But you know what's really amazing?" the blender 

continued. "I've never had a jam. Not once. I'm smooth. 

Efficient. Dependable. My owner couldn't live without me."

Toasty didn't even try to respond. What was there to say? 

The blender, like the others, was focused entirely on what it 

could do, how well it could perform. It didn't seem to care 

that it was just... blending. Day after day, grinding up 

fruits and vegetables and ice, doing the same thing over and 

over again.

Toasty knew that feeling all too well. The endless cycle 

of toasting bread, popping it up, and waiting for the next 

slice. The sense of being stuck in a loop, with no real end in 

sight.

And now, sitting across from these other objects, it 

realised something--maybe the problem wasn't them. Maybe it 
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was expecting too much. Maybe it was foolish to think there 

could be more to life than just serving a purpose.

Maybe that was all there was.

By the time Toasty reached the final table, it was 

feeling utterly defeated. The Compatibility Lounge had 

promised a chance at connection, at finding someone who 

understood the trials and tribulations of being a sentient 

object. But all it had found was the same superficiality that 

plagued its daily life.

It was beginning to wonder if the search for 

companionship was pointless. Maybe objects weren't meant to 

have connections. Maybe they were just meant to serve, to 

function, until they broke down and were replaced.

As it waited for its final date to arrive, Toasty 

couldn't help but glance around the room, watching the other 

objects chat away. The vacuum cleaner was still bragging about 

its suction power. The refrigerator was going on about its 

adjustable shelves. The television was discussing its pixel 

quality with a projector.

All around, it was the same--objects trying to prove 

their worth, to show off how functional they were, how 

essential they were to their owners' lives. And Toasty, in the 

midst of it all, felt... hollow.

What was the point? What was the point of any of this?

#
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Toasty sat at its final table, staring absently at the 

surface. The polished metal reflected its worn chrome edges 

back at it, a distorted reminder of the years of service it 

had given. All around, the Compatibility Lounge buzzed with 

conversation, but Toasty felt strangely disconnected from it 

all. Was this really what dating was about? Comparing 

features? Showcasing utility?

It was starting to think the Compatibility Lounge was 

nothing more than a glorified product display.

"Hey, sorry I'm late."

Toasty looked up, startled by the sudden voice. Sitting 

across the table was its final date of the evening--a vintage 

radio. The radio was an old, wood-panelled model with large, 

circular dials and a thin antenna that wobbled slightly as it 

settled into its spot. Its varnish was chipped in places, and 

the speaker grill had a noticeable dent, but despite its age, 

it exuded a certain charm.

"Had some trouble tuning in," the radio continued, its 

voice warm and crackling slightly, as though it were coming 

from a faraway broadcast station. "You know how it is with old 

wiring."

Toasty blinked--or at least the toaster equivalent of 

blinking. "Uh, no problem."
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The radio's dials clicked softly as it adjusted itself, 

humming lightly before speaking again. "Name's Rex. Old Model 

12-T, if you're wondering."

"Toasty," the toaster replied, trying not to sound too 

disillusioned. "Just your basic, uh... toaster."

Rex chuckled, a deep, static-filled sound. "Basic's not 

so bad, you know. I'm about as basic as they come. No fancy 

Bluetooth, no streaming apps. Just good ol' radio waves. AM/FM 

all day."

Toasty felt a flicker of curiosity. Rex wasn't like the 

others. There was no boasting about features, no lengthy 

descriptions of what it could do. Just... honesty. A quiet 

confidence in its simplicity.

"I've been around a long time," Rex continued, its voice 

crackling with age. "Seen a lot of changes. TV, satellite 

radio, podcasts... all of 'em came and went, but here I am. 

Still ticking."

Toasty tilted slightly, intrigued. "Doesn't that... 

bother you? I mean, being so out-of-date?"

Rex let out a low hum, its dials turning slowly. "Not 

really. Sure, I'm not as flashy as I used to be, and most 

people would rather stream something on their phones. But I 

don't mind. I'm still here, still doing what I was built to 

do. That's enough for me."



Eldwin / Dating For Objects / 24

Toasty found itself leaning in. There was something 

calming about Rex's attitude. It wasn't trying to impress 

anyone. It wasn't obsessed with proving its worth. It was 

just... existing.

"I've been thinking a lot about that," Toasty admitted. 

"What it means to just... do what we're built to do. Day in, 

day out. Doesn't it ever feel like there should be more?"

Rex's dials clicked softly as it considered the question. 

"You know, I used to wonder about that. I'd sit there, playing 

the same stations over and over, thinking maybe there was 

something bigger I was missing. But then I realised--

sometimes, the little things matter more than we think. Just 

because it's routine, doesn't mean it's meaningless."

Toasty's coils warmed slightly as it absorbed Rex's 

words. Maybe there was something to that. Maybe it wasn't 

about finding some grand purpose or proving how useful you 

were. Maybe it was about those small moments--like the 

satisfaction of perfectly toasting a slice of bread, or the 

warmth of a cup of coffee shared with someone who understood.

"That's... kind of comforting, actually," Toasty said 

quietly.

Rex hummed again, this time with a hint of amusement. 

"Life's too short to spend it worrying about whether you're 

the newest model or the most advanced. At the end of the day, 
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we all wear down. It's what you do while you're still ticking 

that matters."

Toasty felt a sense of relief wash over it. Maybe that 

was the key. Maybe it wasn't about being the best or the 

shiniest. Maybe it was just about doing what you could, when 

you could, and finding someone who understood that.

As the radio crackled softly, Toasty couldn't help but 

smile. "You ever wonder if all this--" Toasty gestured vaguely 

to the Compatibility Lounge around them "--is just a little... 

absurd?"

Rex's antenna wobbled as it gave a deep, static-filled 

chuckle. "Oh, absolutely. The whole thing's ridiculous. But 

that's what makes it fun, right? We're all just a bunch of 

objects trying to find meaning in a world that treats us like 

we're replaceable. The least we can do is laugh about it."

Toasty felt its circuits warm even more. Rex was right. 

The absurdity of it all--the dating, the comparisons, the 

constant search for validation--it was all part of the same 

ridiculous game. But maybe, if you found someone who could 

laugh with you, it didn't feel so meaningless after all.

The chirpy voice of the dating service interrupted once 

again. "Attention, objects! The Compatibility Lounge will be 

closing in ten minutes. Please wrap up your conversations and 

prepare to exit."
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Toasty glanced around, watching as the other objects 

finished their conversations. The microwave was still bragging 

about its speed. The Smart Fridge was showing off its recipe 

display. Nothing had changed, and yet... Toasty didn't feel as 

out of place anymore.

"Well, guess that's our cue," Rex said, its dials 

clicking softly as it prepared to leave. "It was nice talking 

with you, Toasty. You ever feel like catching up again, 

just... tune in."

Toasty smiled, feeling lighter than it had all evening. 

"I think I'd like that, Rex. Maybe I will."

As Rex rolled away, leaving Toasty alone at the table, it 

realised something important. It wasn't about finding the 

perfect match or being the most advanced. It was about finding 

someone who understood the absurdity, who could share in the 

small, ridiculous moments that made up their existence.

Maybe that's what compatibility really was.

As Toasty made its way toward the exit, it felt... 

content. The search for meaning wasn't over, but maybe that 

was okay. Maybe, in the midst of all the noise, it had found 

something worth holding on to.

And maybe, just maybe, it would tune in again someday.

#
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AUTHOR'S NOTES

     This short story is a product of Narrata.io (https://

narrata.io/), an innovative endeavour that blends human 

creativity with the advanced capabilities of artificial 

intelligence. In crafting this narrative, I collaborated 

with ChatGPT, an AI developed by OpenAI, to explore the 

intricate intersections of science fiction, philosophy, and 

existential inquiry.

The project represents a fusion of imagination and 

technology, where ChatGPT contributed to brainstorming, 

story development, and refining ideas. The result is a 

narrative that reflects both human insight and AI's ability 

to enhance creative processes.

Special thanks to ChatGPT for its role in shaping this 

story, and to Narrata.io for its commitment to exploring the 

evolving landscape of storytelling.


