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About

I’ve been flagged as a criminal and I don't know why.

As my access to basic services fail and my place in society is declared null, I learn that I’m being pursued by law enforcement. While I’m having the worst day ever, meeting Lexa is a welcome ray of sunshine.

She’s a beautiful purple-haired sweetheart, and we get along immediately. A body like hers should be illegal. Like a moth to the flame, I just can’t stay away from her.

While I’m trying to avoid being punished for a crime I don’t remember committing, Lexa offers to help.

Then I find out that Lexa isn’t telling me the whole truth.

Read Only Heart is a sci-fi cyberpunk android harem adventure series set in the year 2390, featuring hot android women showing a lucky guy how to give it to them the way they deserve!
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Preview

Elen’s pretty, purple-haired new friend looked at me and smiled, but I wasn’t in the mood to make new friends.

She patted Elen’s arm and said something quietly. Elen just nodded with a smile and winked at me, heading back inside the coffee shop.

I felt robbed. I wanted to be with Elen, but instead I got this stranger who approached my table with all the poise and predatory grace of a jungle cat.

She wore a purple, short-sleeved leather jacket to match her hair, which contrasted sharply against her black shirt and tights.

I would have guessed she was human, if she wasn’t so flawlessly gorgeous. Unlike most emmas, she seemed to be completely covered in synthetic skin with no metal parts left exposed.

“Can I sit here?” Lexa said as she leaned over the chair that was opposite mine, showing me her generous cleavage.

“No,” I said firmly, but she was already pulling the chair out. “I’m not really in the mood to meet anybody, sorry. I just came to see Elen.”

She sat down anyway, elegantly crossing one leg over the other while obviously ignoring my protest.

I had to admit that she was incredibly beautiful as she played with her long, purple ponytail and smiled sweetly at me across the table.

“I’m Lexa,” she said, tilting her head to the side as Elen returned carrying two coffees.

Elen carefully placed our drinks on the table, then smacked me hard in the shoulder.

“I know you’re having a bad day, but be polite,” she insisted, gesturing toward Lexa. “Introduce yourself!”

“I’m Riven,” I sighed, reaching across the table.

Lexa shook my hand cordially, and Elen nodded with satisfaction.

“Nice to meet you,” Lexa said with a smile.


Corrupt This

Unable to clock into work, I marched away from the factory at top speed. My mind raced, and I felt like I was being watched from every angle.

Null?

The official who had pulled me aside to explain my situation leaned back in her chair, shrugging as she gestured flippantly. The emma at her side just stood there expressionless, an impassive wall of authority and crossed arms.

I was angry at her for the things she said, despite how true they may be. Deep down, I knew that I was the only person I should be mad at. She was only doing her job, and I was the one who put myself in this situation.

She was a far more convenient target for my frustration, however.

She called out after me as I walked out on the conversation, but they did not pursue me. I had thrown the door open and left in a panic, walking as quickly as I could without breaking into a sprint.

As far as society is concerned, you’ll just be… null.

Her words echoed in my head, sending a fresh wave of panic through me.

“Fuck,” I said aloud, to no one at all as I scuffed my heels on the sidewalk.

Everything was wet from rain. The tall, grey buildings just loomed silently, a few neon advertisements blinking down at me through the grey haze. A round, wet bird sat on a cable that was draped overhead, swaying in the breeze.

The Spark makes a statement and just like that, I’m an outcast?

“I risked brain surgery just to forget what I did,” I said, stopping and looking up. “Wouldn’t it be stupid to undo that? Unfair, even?”

The bird looked frazzled, wet, and displeased with the weather. It watched me silently, offering no insight.

I stomped my foot in a puddle, splashing my pants. I ignored the uncomfortable dampness, kicking in annoyance at several other puddles along the way.

Eventually, I ended up at home. I hadn’t been gone long at all, but I felt like my day was ruined. Elen would still be at work for a while, so I stood in the doorway of my apartment for a minute feeling sorry for myself.

Remembering how Elen and I frantically groped each other as we stumbled in last night gave me a little joy on an otherwise terrible day.

Growing tired of my own negative thinking and needing something else to do, I grabbed the old actuator I had replaced last night and left my apartment again.

I can at least do one good thing today.

Having already walked enough, I decided I would take the bus this time. I waited at the stop for about twenty minutes before it finally arrived. The rain thankfully kept the dust down, but I still needed to shield my eyes from the gust as the bus dropped to the ground.

An emma woman boarded ahead of me, verifying to a green light and a hum.

When it was my turn to hold my arm out for the scanner, I was decisively denied with a red light and a rude buzz.

I sucked my teeth, pulling my hand away and presenting it again. Another aggressive red light and unpleasant buzzing as I was rejected again.

“Sorry buddy,” the driver shrugged. “Off you get.”

“No, sorry,” I huffed, ignoring him and trying again. “This happened yesterday too, remember? Just have to—”

Another buzz interrupted me, highlighting my spiking anxiety in red. The scanner somehow seemed annoyed this time.

“Buddy, you’ll have to get off,” the bus driver said again, as if it were the hundredth time he had said it today. “Scanner is fine. You have to get your ID sorted out or you won’t be verifying for anything. Off.”

“But—” I sputtered, looking at all the passengers who pretended they weren’t staring at me. “Look man, just let me ride. I’m not hurting anybody.”

“Man, please. Not today,” the driver shook his head pleadingly. “Can we not turn this into a whole thing? Get off—”

In my peripheral vision, I saw a shape rise abruptly from the seat directly behind the bus driver. By the time I had turned my head to look, an emma with ginger hair and wearing transit colours was already grabbing fistfuls of my jacket.

“Hey—” I protested, struggling pointlessly.

“Three times you were asked to leave the bus,” she said, her strikingly teal-coloured eyes flashing as she effortlessly pushed me back.

“Ah shit,” the driver sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. “I warned you, man…”

The transit bouncer grit her teeth and shoved me out the door as if I weighed absolutely nothing. I exclaimed and flailed my arms embarrassingly, stumbling backwards across the sidewalk. Not falling flat on my ass felt like the only shred of dignity I had left in that moment.

The driver promptly closed the door and the bus lifted off, leaving me behind as I watched in disbelief.

I guess I’ll be walking, after all.

My thoughts twisted around themselves as I moved down the sidewalk. The consequences of my unknown crime were going to follow me everywhere.

More and more, it seemed that forgetting was no longer an option.

Without verification, I wasn’t going to be able to access any of the things I previously took for granted.

My factory job didn’t want anything to do with me.

I can’t take public transit.

Who knows what else?

I felt like I had walked for a thousand years before I finally arrived outside the door to the hardware depot. The door gladly slid open for me, but I stood there without entering. Annoyed, the door closed again in a huff.

I looked at the actuator in my hand, doubt now infecting everything.

The depot door slid open again tentatively, so I took a breath for courage and marched in.

Any confidence I had built up on my way in the door evaporated as I approached the service desk. The operator looked up at me curiously as I hesitated.

“Ah, I was wondering if you would come back,” the emma man chirped.

“Yeah,” I chuckled mirthlessly as I held the old actuator up. “Just bringing the old one in for you, it’s the least I could do.”

“I appreciate it,” he said, graciously accepting the device. “I’ve got the equipment to clean it right up.”

He inspected the actuator briefly, then tapped his screen a few times. He glanced at me, something on his screen suddenly making him uneasy.

“Uh, right,” he said, clearing his throat. “Let’s just scan you out…”

I stared dumbly at the scanner he was holding up expectantly.

I never realized before just how much verification I routinely did every single day, without even thinking about it.

My identity was tied to my social score.

Credits, work, travel.

I was lucky that the door to my apartment still worked… For now.

Without verification, without identity…

Null. I’ve been nullified.

“Hey, you know what?” I said, my voice cracking as I took a half step back. “Your friend took the hit for my new actuator the other day, so you should really give him the credit for that return.”

I spun, quickly heading back to the entrance of the depot before the man could respond. I surprised the door, so it couldn’t open fast enough. I ended up squeezing through the gap sideways.

The air was sharp against my skin, the sweat on my forehead cooling quickly in the breeze. I stared at the ground as I walked, in despair over all the things I could no longer do.

I’m not a person any more.

While I wallowed and felt sorry for myself, my legs took me on a route that they had traveled countless times before. I paid no attention to my journey until I was pulling a chair away from an outdoor table and dropping onto it as if the whole world weighed me down.

Fuck this, maybe I should just run away. Maybe there is some black market answer for this?

When I leaned on the table, I recognized the pattern that was etched into it. Looking up, I realized I was sitting outside the coffee shop where Elen worked.

Elen.

Only she could make me feel happy while everything I once knew was collapsing. I needed her now more than ever.

I was about to get up and go find her, when I heard her enchanting laugh. I turned, a smile already growing on my face.

Elen was so beautiful, I couldn’t stand it. She was just talking and standing there with a serving tray braced against her hip, but she was a goddess to me. As she brushed a strand of her long white hair away from her face, her expression brightened even further when she noticed I was there watching her.

“Riven! There he is,” I heard her say, waving to me.

Elen’s pretty, purple-haired new friend looked at me and smiled, but I wasn’t in the mood to make new friends.

She patted Elen’s arm and said something quietly. Elen just nodded with a smile and winked at me, heading back inside the coffee shop.

I felt robbed. I wanted to be with Elen, but instead I got this stranger who approached my table with all the poise and predatory grace of a jungle cat.

She wore a purple, short-sleeved leather jacket to match her hair, which contrasted sharply against her black shirt and tights.

I would have guessed she was human, if she wasn’t so flawlessly gorgeous. Unlike most emmas, she seemed to be completely covered in synthetic skin with no metal parts left exposed.

“Can I sit here?” Lexa said as she leaned over the chair that was opposite mine, showing me her generous cleavage.

“No,” I said firmly, but she was already pulling the chair out. “I’m not really in the mood to meet anybody, sorry. I just came to see Elen.”

She sat down anyway, elegantly crossing one leg over the other while obviously ignoring my protest.

I had to admit that she was incredibly beautiful as she played with her long, purple ponytail and smiled sweetly at me across the table.

“I’m Lexa,” she said, tilting her head to the side as Elen returned carrying two coffees.

Elen carefully placed our drinks on the table, then smacked me hard in the shoulder.

“I know you’re having a bad day, but be polite,” she insisted, gesturing toward Lexa. “Introduce yourself!”

“I’m Riven,” I sighed, reaching across the table.

Lexa shook my hand cordially, and Elen nodded with satisfaction.

“Nice to meet you,” Lexa said with a smile.

“You guys make a cute couple,” Elen quipped before trotting off giddily, laughing to herself.

“I like her,” Lexa chuckled.

“I’m sorry,” I said, raising my hands and shaking my head. “I’m having a shit day, and I really wasn’t expecting to be on a date.”

“Oh,” she said coyly, raising her eyebrows and leaning forward. “This is a date?”

“I—” I stammered, blushing brightly. “Sorry, I didn’t mean…”

“I know you’re having a bad day,” Lexa interrupted with a nod, her smile fading as she brought her elbows up onto the table. “Your previous identity was abandoned, and now you’re finding things difficult.”

“What—How did you…” I spluttered, blindsided. “Elen told you?”

“Elen posited your problem on the threadweb,” she said, tracing the edge of her coffee cup with her finger. “I got in touch with her there and she told me more.”

I deflated a little, unsure how to respond and annoyed that my secret was already out.

“You tried to erase some of your past, but because of Mother Spark’s recent—” Lexa trailed off, looking over her shoulder as she searched for the right word. “Decision… You’re severely limited. Account locks, services fail, public transit denied, social score collapses…”

“Yeah,” I held a hand up to stop her. “I figured that out, it sucks.”

“…and you’ll have no friends,” she said, adding one more jab.

Lexa tossed her head, throwing her ponytail over her shoulder and giving me a confident, mischievous smile.

I blinked and stared at her, wondering where this conversation could be headed.

“Right,” I said cautiously, nodding slowly. “I am very screwed, I knew that already. What am I supposed to do about it?”

“If you don’t get your memory audited and restored,” she shrugged and splayed her fingers, showing me her palms. “Yeah. You’re pretty fucked.”

This conversation is fucked.

“Not only will you be a social pariah, you’ll never even know why.”

“Right,” I said, considering her words but feeling annoyed. “So by not knowing why, I’ve hamstrung myself. While the authorities saw at my other hamstring.”

She just nodded. A vehicle hovered past, humming its way down the street.

“I like you, Riven,” she said, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear as she averted her eyes for a moment. “I want to help. The way I see it, you’ve got three options.”

Three?, I balked internally. So far, I’ve thought of none…

“This law is still very new and while Mother Spark is brilliant, she’s not infallible.”

She uncrossed her legs, and leaned closer. Her green eyes fixed squarely on me, demanding my full attention.

“You’ll have to choose a path, and you’ll need to do it soon,” Lexa said quietly.

She began to count out points on her fingers, pressing down on each finger in turn.

“You can be a martyr, and let the system make an example out of you. You can be a rebel, and try to tear it all down. Or you can be an advocate, and try to change how the law works.”

The conversation was feeling too heavy for how much I wanted to deal with at that moment. The weight of each option filled up a space inside my chest, making it harder to breathe. I really didn’t want to make such a big deal out of all this, but she was taking it very seriously and insisting that I did too.

“Do you understand?” she said, watching me closely and still pointing at her third finger. “Running away won’t be an option here.”

I stared at her three extended fingers with a furrowed brow, nodding carefully. Lexa relaxed, watching me silently for a moment, then she pushed her chair away from the table and stood up. She reached out, offering her hand to me.

I glanced at her hand, then up at her pretty face. Her expression was sincere and almost sad, but she smiled at me encouragingly. She had obviously thought about my situation a great deal more than even I had already, and allies were in short supply these days.

When I took her hand, it felt like her confidence bolstered me somehow through her warm touch. She pulled, gently guiding me up. When I stepped around the table, she unexpectedly enveloped me in a hug.

I was surprised for a moment, but let myself relax into it and appreciated the supportive gesture.

“I’m sorry things worked out like this,” she said as she rested her head on my shoulder. “But I know you’re a good person, and the law isn’t always fair.”

“Thanks, Lexa,” I sighed, the soft scent of her hair filling my lungs. “You don’t owe me anything, so I appreciate your advice.”

“There’s something else,” she said, pulling back and looking at me. “Come with me.”

She turned and tugged on my hand, leading me into the cafe with a coy smile over her shoulder. Our coffees languished in our wake, completely untouched.

I curiously followed her, an embarrassed feeling washing over me when we walked through the serving area of the shop. Lexa winked at Elen as she watched us pass, and Elen covered her mouth in mock surprise.

“Naughty,” I heard Elen tease, as we continued on through the shop into the back rooms.

I must be particularly dense, because it was only as we ventured deeper into the employees-only area of the cafe that I realized what was happening. Lexa led me onward by the hand, her curves now even more apparent through her tights as she swayed her hips.

I looked back at Elen, who was grinning and making a shaming gesture towards us.

Lexa led me past the bathrooms, checking inside the doors to a couple rooms before pulling me into a small, empty break room. She quickly shut and locked the door, leaning on it and smiling at me excitedly.

“Lexa…” was all I could say as I stared at her curves.

Lexa sauntered forward, shrugging her purple jacket off and hanging it neatly on the back of a chair. Left wearing all black in her tank top and tights, she advanced until her large breasts were pressed right up against me. Her fingers gathered up handfuls of my shirt, pulling me toward her.

Her eyes were on my mouth as she tilted her head up. I thought she was going to kiss me, but instead she started fiddling with my belt and crouched down.

“Lexa,” I chuckled, stroking her smooth purple hair. “Why are you so interested in me? You don’t even know me…”

Her brightly coloured hair was luxuriously smooth, I’d never felt anything like it.

“I know the law isn’t fair sometimes,” she purred with a smile. “This is just another way I wanted to show my support.”

As she unbuttoned my pants, I just watched her in amazement at my luck. A second beautiful, perfect woman in as many days was eager to get inside my pants, and there was no chance that I was going to stop her.

My pants slipping down around my thighs, I leaned down and pulled on her tank top straps. Lexa simply raised her arms and allowed me to slip her shirt up over her head, revealing her big tits to me with an appealing bounce.

Looking down at her as she settled lower, reaching inside my boxers, I admired her stunning figure. On her knees, her breasts jiggling with every movement, her smooth curves begged me to squeeze them.

Her warm hand grasped my shaft, and I made a small noise of pleasure as she smiled up at me and massaged my hardening cock.

My cock slipped out of her hand momentarily as I pushed my boxers down for her. She stared at my cock as she pumped my shaft with both hands, smiling lustfully.

“That’s it,” she said, licking my tip gently. “Get nice and hard for me…”

She released me, taking her round breasts in her hands and pushing them together.

“Do you like what you see?” she asked, giving me another teasing lick and looking up at me with a mischievous smile.

“Oh fuck, yeah,” I nodded, watching her jiggle her tits for me. “You like teasing me, huh?”

“I do,” Lexa chuckled, leaning down and running her tongue all the way up my cock. “I want to see you all excited…”

She returned to the base of my cock, sliding her tongue slowly up my length again. Her hands were busy squeezing her tits together and jiggling them for me, while she wet my cock with her tongue.

My cock twitched and I grunted as her tongue slipped off the end of my cock. Clear, viscous liquid dripped from my tip and I was about as hard as I could get for her.

I stroked her hair and stared, feeling her hot breath on my cock as I allowed her to tease me.

“God,” I groaned, shivering as she ran her tongue over me again and again.

“Mmm,” she chuckled, her hot breath on my skin. “You really want me now, don’t you? Look at that hard cock…”

I nodded, grabbing the base of my cock and rubbing my tip over her lips.

“What are you going to do about it, big boy?” she smiled, putting her lips around my tip and making a wet sucking sound as I popped out of her mouth again.

I was so excited and hard for her, I grabbed her purple ponytail and she exclaimed as I shoved my cock into her hot, teasing mouth.

“Fucking suck it,” I grunted, doubling over as her soft, wet tongue caressed my tip.

She chuckled, her voice vibrating as I eagerly thrust into her mouth. My cock brushed the back of her throat as I roughly pulled her onto me, and she braced herself with her hands on my thighs.

“Is this what you wanted?” I growled, grasping her head with both hands as I fucked her mouth.

“Mm-hmm,” she nodded, saliva running freely down her chin and onto her plump tits.

With one hand on my thigh and the other inside her tights, Lexa made circular motions on her clit as I wetly slapped my balls against her chin. On her knees, she looked so naughty, so perfect.

She was giving all of herself to me, and I was ready to give it to her hard.

“Get up,” I told her, pulling my hard cock out of her mouth with a pop.

She obediently rose, taking my hand as she pulled herself up. She squealed happily as I picked her up by the waist, setting her down on the table’s edge. I quickly unlaced her black military-style boots and pulled them off her as she watched me with a smile.

“I’m all yours, Riven,” she said under her breath. “Do whatever you want to me.”

She shifted her weight as I pulled her tights down, revealing long, smooth legs.

I was right, her entire body was covered with silky synthetic flesh. If she didn’t have a few purple strips of light glowing through her stomach and thighs, one could easily mistake her for a human.

Every curve of her body was perfect. I stroked my cock as I stared at her waiting for me on the table. She bit her fingernail as I pushed her thighs open, spreading her wet, pink pussy before me.

“You’re so beautiful, Lexa,” I whispered, falling to my knees.

“Oh, Riven,” she laughed, petting my hair. “You don’t have to—Oh!”

She exclaimed as I pressed my tongue against her pussy lips. She tasted so sweet, and I wanted all of her. She leaned forward and squirmed as I ran my tongue up and down, reveling in her perfect pussy.

“Oh, shit…” she moaned, grabbing a handful of my hair. “Get up here, I need your cock, please…”

She gyrated her hips, grinding her pussy into my mouth as I pushed my tongue inside her.

“Don’t you like being teased?” I paused to say, before running my tongue in circles around her clit.

“No!” she laughed, biting her lip as her body spasmed a little. “God, just fuck me, now…”

“Oh I see,” I said, pulling back. “You like to dish it out, but you can’t take it…”

I couldn’t help but laugh as I stood, stroking my cock. Liquid dripped from my tip in excitement as I wiped my mouth with the back of my arm.

She shuffled forward slightly on the table’s edge, grabbing my hip and guiding me closer to her. She watched my cock intensely as I massaged my shaft, brushing my tip up and down across her soaking wet pussy lips.

“Well, now you’re going to take it,” I chuckled.

“Fuck me,” she whimpered, pulling on my hips.

We both groaned with relief as my cock slipped inside her. Warmth flooded through me as I felt her slippery pussy hugging my shaft. We stared down at where our bodies were connected as I slowly slid my cock back, her wetness soaking my shaft.

“Oh, Lexa,” I grunted, plunging inside of her again and digging my fingers into her hip. “You’re so tight…”

“Get up here,” she demanded, shuffling back on the table and pulling me up there with her. “Pound me hard…”

I struggled out of my pants, which were still around my ankles. I climbed up on the table and settled between her warm thighs, as she pulled me closer by the waist.

I slipped my cock back inside her, my movements eager and excited. The tightness and slickness of her pussy welcomed me warmly to the sound of her moans.

On my knees, I leaned over her as she wrapped her legs and arms around me. I thrust my hips, plunging my cock into her as deeply as I could with long, hard strokes.

With her plump tits pressed against my chest and my hard cock slapping into her wet pussy, we shared our first kiss.

Clapping sounds bounced around the room as our tongues caressed each other. I could tell her excitement was growing as she rocked her hips and pushed her tongue into my mouth. She pulled on my hips, almost desperately.

Lexa broke our kiss, pushing herself up and rolling the both of us over on the table. Her emma strength quickly put her on top, sitting up and bouncing on my cock without missing a beat.

She leaned on my chest, digging her fingernails into me as she stared down at me intensely. I gripped her soft hips as she slapped her pussy down on me over and over, her breasts bouncing sensually above me.

Her face was flushed and her pussy spasmed on my shaft as she aggressively fucked me. The pain of her fingers digging into my chest was nothing compared to this jiggling goddess that was hungrily riding my cock.

Lexa cried out, doubling over me as her body shuddered uncontrollably. She squeezed her eyes shut, her thighs squeezed me, and her pussy squeezed my cock rhythmically as she moaned. She slowed her pace, shivering and tensing up in fading waves as her orgasm shook her body.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I whispered to her, giving her breasts a squeeze and stroking her waist.

“What a cock,” she exhaled, spasming one more time as she sat up again.

She stood up on her knees and my hard cock slipped out of her. She shuffled back, hopping off the table.

“Come,” she beckoned.

I scrambled off the table, following her lead over to an armchair on one side of the break room. She guided me to sit, then straddled me.

“More comfortable, right?” she asked with a smile, stroking my cock.

I nodded, but we both jumped when we heard a rattling at the door. Lexa’s purple ponytail whipped around as she spun to look.

“It’s me,” we heard Elen whispering urgently through the door. “Let me in!”

We both exhaled a sigh of relief, and Lexa left me there with my hard cock as she jumped up to get the door.

Elen spilled into the room, grinning at my half naked self as Lexa quickly shut and locked the door behind her.

“I knew you guys were being naughty in here,” she teased as Lexa stepped past her.

“Sorry,” Lexa said, turning to face Elen as she sat in my lap again. “I… couldn’t wait.”

I held Lexa’s hips as she arranged herself and pulled my hard cock in front of her and pressed me against her pussy.

“I understand! If I wasn’t working…” Elen said under her breath, kneeling down and putting her hands on my knees.

I gasped when I felt Elen’s hot mouth envelop my cock. I rocked my hips with my shaft sandwiched between Lexa’s wet pussy lips and it felt amazing.

Lexa chuckled, petting Elen’s hair as she watched Elen toy with my cock in her mouth. Lexa gyrated her hips, rubbing her clit as Elen’s skilled tongue teased my tip.

I was pinned down and at the mercy of the two emmas. I grunted and squeezed Lexa’s hips as Elen bobbed her head on my cock. Her soft lips slid smoothly up and down my shaft, soaking me in her saliva.

Lexa raised herself up a bit, still rubbing her clit as Elen pushed my cock toward Lexa. I felt myself slip back inside Lexa’s tight pussy, and I groaned with pleasure.

I couldn’t even see Elen, but I could feel her stroking my balls and encouraging me to cum inside Lexa’s tight pussy. My only view was Lexa’s shapely hips and ass cheeks as she began to ride me with sinuous motions.

“I want to see you cum inside her,” Elen said. “Cum so I can go back to work!”

Lexa increased her pace, her fine ass slapping against my thighs as Elen watched closely between our legs.

“You guys are so hot,” she went on, stroking my legs. “Fuck, I’m so horny…”

“Shit,” I groaned, straining to hold back as I watched Lexa’s round ass cheeks bouncing in my lap.

My two girls working together were going to finish me off quickly. Lexa moaned, rocking her hips urgently as I felt her pussy squeezing me again. Her spine arched forward and she leaned on Elen, crying out as her body spasmed hard.

As Lexa’s body shuddered erratically, her tight, pulsating pussy sent me over the edge as Elen massaged my balls and shaft. My fingers dug into Lexa’s hips as I shot my load deep inside her quivering pussy, and she gasped as she desperately continued bouncing in my lap.

Again and again, my cock surged inside of her as my legs tensed. I groaned, fully emptying myself into Lexa. Elen laughed happily, fondling my balls and stroking my thigh as Lexa and I orgasmed together.

Finally we relaxed as one, collapsing together into the armchair. Lexa leaned back onto me and I wrapped my arms around her with my chin on her shoulder. Lexa’s large breasts heaved as she caught her breath and I stroked her perfect, silky body. My cock still twitched inside her, and Elen smiled up at me with a wink.

“That was hot,” Elen chuckled as she stood, using my knees to push herself up. “And I’m super jealous, but I have to get back to work!”

Elen leaned over Lexa’s naked body to kiss me, and Lexa stroked Elen’s arm affectionately.

“I love you, Riven,” she said, squeezing my hand. “You’re going to have to give it to me later.”

“I love you too,” I replied with a weak smile.

Elen ducked out of the room, activating the door lock on her way out.

“We should clean up,” Lexa said, heaving a happy sigh as she reached over her shoulder and scratched my hair.

“Right,” I nodded, my cock slipping out of her as I helped her up.

We cleaned ourselves with whatever appropriate supplies we could find, doing our best to tidy up any wet spots we left around the break room.

“That was fun,” I grinned at Lexa as we pulled our clothes back on.

“Yes, it was,” she said almost wistfully, with a little smile.

I looked at her with more than a little confusion, wondering what was truly on her mind. By the time Lexa had her boots and jacket on, she was all business again.

“Lexa,” I said quietly. “Are you okay?”

She smiled weakly, but nodded firmly.

“Yes,” she said, neatly resetting her ponytail. “I just hope you remember this later.”

“Of course I will,” I said, tilting my head with even more confusion. “What are you talking about?”

“I wasn’t expecting to have these feelings for you…” she sighed, reaching inside her jacket. “So, I’m sorry about this.”

“Sorry?” I asked, now unable to tilt my head any further in confusion. “Lexa, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Please, just remember that I only want to help you,” she continued, pulling out a small leather wallet and letting it flip open as she held it up. “I am on your side, but I have a job to do.”

Inside the wallet was a small, intricately engraved golden shield.

I stared at the shiny metal badge, its significance lost on me for an embarrassing length of time before it clicked.

A police badge.

“You’re… a cop?” I said, stumbling over the words as a knot formed in my stomach.

She clapped the wallet shut and tucked it away in one well-practiced motion.

“I’m the cop assigned to bring you in,” she said evenly, pulling a pair of handcuffs out of another pocket. “I volunteered, actually. I’ve read your case file, and I know that you’re not a bad person, Riven.”

My heart raced when I saw the handcuffs.

I frantically searched the room for a way out, while Lexa approached and slowly shook her head.

“Don’t run,” she said pleadingly, as if she were reading my mind. “I know you want justice, but you… went about it the wrong way.”

Why is she talking about justice?

She stopped in front of me, showing me her palms plaintively. One of them held the cuffs.

“Now is your chance to get real justice. I can help you.”

We stared at each other in silence for a tense moment.

“I will help you,” she insisted. “Just… don’t run.”

My breath caught in my throat as I panicked, but I knew I couldn’t run from an emma.

Especially not with her between me and the door.

There was nothing I could do, so I just extended my arms and presented her with my wrists.

“So you’re really going to fuck me and then arrest me?” I asked Lexa as she took hold of my wrist and turned me around. “What the hell?”

“I was hoping this would help you see that I really am on your side here,” Lexa sighed, pulling my other arm behind my back.

My hands restrained, she pulled on my shoulder and turned me around again. Her green eyes looked as upset as I was, and her expression was sincere.

“Nothing can change the fact that you’re going to jail,” she explained quietly. “I gave you the best advice I could earlier. When you’re ready, just reach out to me and I’ll help you in every way I can.”

I stayed quiet, staring at her impassively. Getting arrested by someone who is on my side seemed unbelievable.

“This really is the best of a bad situation,” she continued, her eyes pleading.

My shoulders slumped, and I gave her the relief she was looking for.

“I’m kind of mad at you still, but I get it,” I said, nodding as I hung my head. “You could have just arrested me, but you went out of your way to talk to me about it first. So… thanks. I guess.”

Lexa appeared to deflate, the tension melting away from her face and shoulders as I finally validated her reasoning.

“When you’re ready, we’ll talk later and you can just let me know what you need,” she said, stepping aside and gesturing towards the door. “For now, lets just go.”

She opened the door for me and gently took a hold of my arm as she led me out of the break room.

Elen looked over with a smile, but it fell instantly before the heat of her anger when she saw I was restrained.

“Lexa, what the fuck?” Elen said, hopping nimbly over the counter and standing firmly in our path. “You’re a cop?”

People sitting and enjoying their beverages in the shop looked over at the sudden commotion.

“Elen,” Lexa said in a warning tone, holding up a hand. “I know this looks bad, but I promise you I will do everything I can to help.”

Elen didn’t budge, fixing Lexa with a fiery glare as she processed what was happening.

“He needs to be arrested,” Lexa said calmly. “But we will all fight this thing together. I promise I will help him.”

I wondered for a moment if I was about to witness an epic emma fight, but I didn’t really want to see either of my girls get hurt.

Judging from the look on Elen’s face, Lexa was very close to experiencing the brawl of a lifetime.

“I was going to jail no matter what,” I interjected quickly. “We should be glad Lexa is willing to help us with this.”

Elen glanced at me briefly, then back at Lexa. There was another very tense moment of silence, but then the angry lines between her eyebrows faded only slightly.

Elen grabbed my face and planted a long, passionate, angry kiss on my lips that left me feeling a little stunned and also horny again.

“I still feel lied to,” Elen said, stepping aside but pointed and glared intensely at Lexa. “You could have told me you were going to do this. If you’re lying, I will hunt you down!”

Lexa just nodded, cautiously moving us past Elen.

“I love you, Elen!” I called out over my shoulder, as Lexa led me out of the shop.

“I love you!”

That was the last thing I heard Elen say as we left. I was put in the back of a nearby cruiser where I stared at the back of Lexa’s purple head as she took me away. Her smooth hair had an almost satin shine to it.

“Remember,” Lexa said, looking at me in her rear view mirror. “Get the memory audit, then we can decide how to move forward.”

“What if I’m not supposed to remember?” I asked her, but then another thought struck me. “Wait, do you know what my crime was?”

“I… Well—” she stammered, and I saw her flustered for the first time. “Like I said, I’ve read your file. But I can’t really talk to you about it, until you get the memory audit. There are professionals for dealing with memory recovery, I don’t want to be the reason you lose your mind.”

I never considered that I could lose my mind in the process of memory reconstruction, and the thought repelled me even further from the idea.

After she led me into the processing center, I was swiftly taken away from Lexa and things got exponentially worse. She was the whole reason I was there but without her knowledgeable support, I felt like I was floundering again.

It felt like Lexa tricked us, but I still believed her when she said she wanted to help. I had no choice but to believe her. If she was lying, there was nothing I could do about it now.

If she had told me she was a cop, would I have listened?

I was in a queue of people, all of us being scanned, imaged, jostled around, and sorted into new queues. All of my things were taken and filed away. I was stripped naked, washed, and inspected along with many others who were there too.

I wondered how many of the other people there were innocent, like me.

It felt like so much time had passed. I had no way of knowing how long this process had gone on, except for my aching feet and weakening body. I realized that I was very hungry, but I had no clue when I was going to be allowed to eat.

I was wearing an orange jumpsuit that had a scanner code printed on the left breast and across the back. I regrettably made eye contact with a blond man who was behind me in the queue, and he started talking to me.

“I shouldn’t be here,” he said, inching closer to me while he attempted to keep an eye on everyone else. “I didn’t do anything.”

“I know, me neither,” I sighed, looking straight ahead. “I don’t know anything about what I supposedly did.”

“No, I mean, I really don’t belong here,” he went on. “All I did was get body mods. Memory aids, speed buffs, a little dermal hardening. Normal stuff.”

As a guard shoved a package of toiletries into my hands, I made a mental note to avoid looking at anyone else from then on.

“I got just enough mods that my identity was renewed,” the man continued. “So this gang who was shaking me down couldn’t find me any more. Now look where I am!”

While I hated every second of this, I kept my worry hidden behind a mask of what I hoped appeared to be stoicism. This guy was clearly panicking, and I imagined he wouldn’t do very well in prison.

“They said it would keep me safe,” he ranted as a guard approached the line. “Now they stuck me with my old identity and I’m going to get shanked in here.”

The guard jabbed him lightly in the side with his baton, earning a stifled groan from the man.

“Shut it,” the tall guard grumbled, prodding the guy in the face with his baton before he could say anything else. “I don’t want to hear anybody else talking about their identity, I’m sick of it. Not another word.”

The blond man looked like he wanted to retort, but bit his tongue. I turned away, facing forward again.

“And you,” he grunted, coming close enough to me that I couldn’t mistake who he was talking to. “Mind your own business.”

I nodded, not even looking at him as I replied, “Yes, sir.”

That seemed to satisfy him, and he stalked back to his post.

Unable to silence himself fully, the man behind me muttered under his breath. I felt like I needed to get away from him, before he dragged me with him into even worse trouble.

I was eventually led to a small cell with no window and shoved inside. Two cots were bolted firmly to opposite walls, with the only other feature in the room a combination toilet and sink on the far wall. If you sat on the toilet you would be facing one corner of the room, then to wash your hands you had to walk around behind the toilet and stand in the opposite corner.

I wasn’t granted very much time to admire the ingenious toilet sink, nor to think about who my cellmate was going to be. A loud, grating buzzer sounded throughout the facility, and the bars to my cell slid upward.

I was hesitant to leave, since I didn’t know what was happening. Many orange-clad inmates sauntered past my cell, ignoring me entirely. I stood in the doorway to my cell, curiously watching them go.

“That means it’s yard time, newbie,” a nearby guard shouted, pointing at me. “Go out, or don’t.”

I didn’t want to, but I did want to do everything I could to fit in and not stand out.

“Do you know when it will be time to eat?” I asked, my stomach growling as I took a few tentative steps out of my cell.

“We just ate,” the guard laughed. “It’s going to be a few hours yet, guy.”

Great.

“Thanks,” I nodded, turning away and rubbing my stomach.

“Hey,” the guard said insistently.

I turned back to face him, and he was pointing up above the door to my cell.

“Remember where you live,” he said, raising his eyebrows. “Don’t make me come find you.”

“G2454,” I read my cell number aloud. “My home away from home.”

I followed the hallway, which ended up being a foolproof, straight shot through a large set of doors to an aggressively fenced outdoor area.

I’d never been to jail before. I tried not to look at anyone directly, afraid to become ensnared in another unwanted conversation. Finding a clear area to lean on the fence, I crouched down and scanned the yard.

Guards watchfully patrolled the yard inside and outside of the fence. Inmates were settling in to exercise, gathering in their cliques, and enjoying as much sun as they could get through the morning smog. There was a buzz of tension in the air, but it seemed that everyone was getting along as well as could be expected.

I guess nobody wants to tangle with emma guards…

“You look new,” a deep voice grumbled.

I looked up as a thick man approached carrying a heavy kettlebell. He set it down beside a bench, and proceeded to stretch.

“Yeah,” I nodded, picking up a small leaf from the ground and picking at it. “Is it that obvious?”

“A lot of new people today,” he went on as he sat down. “That Spark really fucked a lot of people.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing with a nod. After picking the leaf completely apart, I dropped the leaf stem back onto the ground as the man started arm curls with the kettlebell.

The man’s lower arms were mechanical, along with his neck, parts of his chest, and legs. I would have thought he were emma, if it weren’t for the organic way his mechanical augments connected to his flesh. Painful looking hooks and bolts dug into his skin, with some areas looking a little irritated. Elaborate tattoos covered his flesh, along with detailed engravings decorating his metal parts.

“I’m no stranger to this place, but I was a free man yesterday,” he grunted, focused on his exercise. “They told me I’m still the guy I was before, but I’ve replaced most of my mind and body over twenty years. I’m mostly synthetic now, the law should respect that.”

“I don’t even know what it is I did,” I threw my hands up in exasperation. “I don’t remember it, but I did something.”

“Yeah, well, you’ll hear worse than that in here,” the cyborg man said, switching arms. “I’m not the same guy I was when I wrote that manifesto and killed those people. But I changed myself until I was a new man entirely. I worked really hard at it, man.”

He shook his head, switching arms again. My stomach protested, and I was feeling hungrier than ever.

“Huh,” I said, furrowing my brow as I considered the cyborg’s experience.

The way the man offhandedly mentioned the murders he committed, and his monotone manner of speaking made me a little wary of him.

With my hackles already raised, I jumped in surprise when I felt a sudden, painful thump on my backside, and the fence rattled as a guard struck me with his baton.

“No leaning on the fence,” the emma man said authoritatively. “You get one warning.”

I scrambled to stand, not wanting to find out what happens if I made a second mistake.

I stayed there mostly in silence with the cyborg, not wanting to insult him by moving away and also not wanting to venture too far and find new trouble. If I had known earlier that I would get just one hour outside per week, I probably would have exercised too.

After the buzzer sounded, we lined up to be frisked and we were sent back to our cells. I was grateful that I didn’t have to share my space with anyone, but I knew that could change at any moment.

I must have only been in my cell for an hour when a guard struck the bars to my cell with a clang. I jumped up from my hard cot, wary and annoyed, wondering what trouble I was in for now.

“You’re assigned to laundry,” the emma woman said, signaling to someone to open my cell. “Let’s go.”

“Work?” I said in exasperation. “I just got here, and I’m starving. Now you expect me to work?”

“Dinner is in a few hours,” she shrugged, pointing down the hall. “Move.”

It was a few hours away a few hours ago…

I groaned, holding my stomach but obeying the command. I was guided through a few turns and passed through a couple of checkpoints, then shoved into a warm, damp room that hummed with old machinery.

I wasn’t given any instructions or guidance. There were great piles of bedding stacked on tables, with washers and dryers stacked firmly against the far wall.

Maybe ten inmates were there, some quietly sorting piles and others haphazardly folding clean linens. Nobody looked at me and no one was particularly pleased to be there. Two guards watched us silently from either side of the door.

After watching others work for a few minutes, I had the required tasks mostly figured out and I moved in to start working on my own pile of dirty sheets.

I slowly became aware of an inmate who had taken up a spot across the table from me. He was watching me a little too closely.

Not ready to get shanked from being willfully unaware, I risked glancing at him and I regretted it immediately.

“Who are you?” he asked bluntly, his scarred face twisted in concentration. “You’re new here.”

I didn’t want him to know my name, but I felt more trapped than ever.

“Riven,” I said reluctantly, turning and shoving some sheets into a washing machine. “And you are?”

“What are you in for?” the guy asked, ignoring my question as he awkwardly folded a sheet from his pile. “What’d you do?”

“I don’t know,” I sighed, already tired of repeating my boring story. “I don’t have a memory of it.”

The man perked up, a brief spark before whatever inner turmoil he lived with took over his face again.

“I deleted mine too,” the guy nodded, folding another bed sheet angrily. “And I don’t want to know it.”

I stared at him, our similar stories piquing my interest.

“So,” I said cautiously. “They tell me I should get a memory audit. Did they say that to you, too?”

“Of course,” the guy shuddered, his folding quickly turning into a balled up mess. “Of course they did. They want to make me remember, but I’m not doing it! If I don’t know about it, it’s not mine.”

“You have no idea what you did?” I asked him.

“I deleted it. It wasn’t me. They said I killed them,” he went on, talking right over me and wagging his finger. “That’s not me any more, I didn’t do that.”

He sidled around the table, and I took a step back as he came uncomfortably close. He breathed in my face, his eyes glinting disturbingly.

“They died, but I deleted it. They were killed, but I made it not me,” he said breathlessly, thumping my chest. “We’re the same. You get it, right? Problem solved. It’s gone!”

My mind raced and I was afraid, but not of this insane man. His story felt like an extreme version of my own, and it disturbed me that him and I could be similar.

“Look, man…” I stammered, pushing him back and looking helplessly over at the guards. “I don’t—”

He must not have liked my response, because he sucker punched me square in the mouth when I looked away. My neck twisted too far and I fell down, dazed for a moment by the sudden attack.

Then he was on top of me in his unexplainable rage, raising his fist to hit me again. Before he could, one of the guards appeared at his side and slammed their knee hard into the side of his head.

My attacker fell sideways, collapsing on the ground in a crumpled heap. As I shoved his leg off me and scrambled to get up, the guard grabbed my arm and heaved me upright.

“Uh,” I mumbled. “Thanks, he just attacked—”

“You’re bleeding. Come with me,” she said, pulling on my arm. “I’ll take you to the nurse.”

The other guard touched their ear, mumbling something about backup in the laundry room as he sidled past us. He started restraining my assailant as I was pulled out of the room.

My escort said nothing, pulling me along by the elbow down the hallway as two more guards jogged past us heading the other way.

I looked over at her for a moment, and my heart leapt for joy when I saw the distinctive purple hair.

Lexa!

I opened my mouth to speak, but she immediately shushed me. I snapped my mouth shut and looked forward, a stupid grin on my face for the first time since I arrived.

I was led into the medical bay, and she had me sit on an empty bed. It was way more comfortable than my cot, so I immediately lay back on its plush softness.

“Stay here,” she winked at me, pulling the privacy curtain around my bed.

Seeing Lexa again unexpectedly and now being in this quiet, safe space put me on the verge of tears. I wiped my face, glad I was left alone in there for a minute. Seeing her again made me feel safer in such an oppressive place.

I heard Lexa murmuring something to the nurse on duty in a brief interaction.

“Okay, okay,” I heard the nurse say defensively.

Lexa came back and threw the curtain aside with a smile, closing it again quickly behind her.

She put her finger to her lips, a mischievous smile on the corner of her mouth. I perked up when she pulled the tie out of her hair, and loosened her ponytail with her fingers. Her long, purple hair fell around her shoulders down to the middle of her back as she shook her head.

Lexa took her jacket off, folding it carefully and placing it on a nearby chair. Then she unlaced her boots, taking them off and neatly lining them up under the chair.

Without her jacket on, her curves were even more pronounced. My pulse quickened as I watched her undress, and I swung my legs over the side of the bed with great interest.

She came closer to me, pulling her shirt up over her head, and my hands stroked her large breasts gently before I could even think about it. They were so soft and round, I stared at them reverently as I touched her.

Lexa tossed her shirt onto the chair, a stark contrast to her neatly arranged black uniform jacket and boots. She draped her arms over my shoulders, circling my neck and stroking my hair affectionately.

I ran my hands around her bare torso, her soft, warm body the most comforting thing I had felt since I arrived.

I hugged her tight, nestling my face between her tits and breathing deeply. I had fucked her well earlier that day, but her comfort was surely welcome now.

“I missed you already,” Lexa whispered, hugging my head.

“I missed you too,” I replied into her chest, squeezing her tight.

When we met earlier, our encounter in the cafe break room was a flurry of passion. Now, it was a little different.

We held each other close, just enjoying each other’s presence. When I looked up, her gaze had a soft, warm quality to it with a sparkle of joy. She looked so beautiful and happy.

I was still sitting on the bed, so she leaned down and we kissed gently. I winced a little from my split lip, but I didn’t care because it felt so romantic. I was quickly becoming more and more worked up again, so I stood up and pulled her close with my hands on her bare waist.

I leaned down, taking her tit into my mouth. She inhaled sharply, biting her knuckle to suppress an audible gasp. I licked and sucked on her nipples greedily, her perfect breasts the perfect medicine for everything that happened to me lately.

“Mmmh,” she moaned softly, gripping a handful of my hair with her other hand on my shoulder.

I tickled and wet her nipples with my tongue, squeezing her breasts in my hands. She bit her lip, reaching in vain for the hard bulge in my pants.

She pushed me back and I leaned on the bed as she unzipped my orange jumpsuit.

“We can play when we get you out of here,” she whispered. “For now, we don’t have much time…”

I had to pull my arms out to let my jumpsuit fall down around my ankles in a pile on the floor, and Lexa bent over to push my boxers down.

My cock sprang free and she bent over with a smile, taking hold of me in one hand with the other on my thigh.

“Ahh,” I exhaled as her lips enveloped my tip.

I stroked her purple hair as she lovingly sucked on me, steadily moving her head up and down with slow, gentle strokes. Her fingers brushed my shaft, tickling me as I felt her hot tongue flick across my tip.

Lexa was incredibly passionate about it, working slowly and patiently as my cock twitched in her mouth.

I leaned back on the bed’s edge as she crouched down. I stared at her with my jaw hanging loose as she started using both hands to massage my shaft. Her wet lips and tongue soaked my cock, and she gazed up at me with a smile in her eyes as she bobbed her head.

Wow.

I took a handful of her hair, thrusting at a faster pace in my excitement. She chuckled softly, placing her hands on my ass and watching me intently as I fucked her mouth.

The pressure was rising, and I was already on my way. She was in a hurry, and I was ready to fill up her hot little mouth with everything I had.

She must have felt it, because she pulled her head back and pushed on my hips. My hard, wet cock slipped out of her mouth and I let go of her hair.

Lexa stood, smiling and wagging her finger at me. I pushed away from the bed, groping her body as she unbuttoned her tight leather pants and peeled them off one leg at a time. Her panties quickly followed, revealing every inch of her silky smooth body to me once again.

She leaned over the bed with her pants underneath her, looking back at me and wiggling her hips. Completely naked, she looked so sexy, biting her fingernail and waiting for me.

I stroked my cock as I approached her, slipping my tip past her soaking wet pussy lips.

I exhaled a soft groan, her slick pussy enveloping me and flooding me with a warm feeling. Lexa grabbed fistfuls of the bed sheets, holding on tight as I worked my cock deeper inside her with every slow thrust.

I ran my hands over her shapely hips, admiring her body as I slipped my cock into her tight, wet pussy as quietly as I could. She felt so good, I just wanted to unload deep inside her. Fill her tight pussy with my cum and claim her flawless body all for myself once again.

I must have sped up the pace, because she urgently stopped me all of a sudden, looking back at me with a stifled laugh.

“Shh,” she chuckled, putting one knee up on the bed. “Calm down. No slapping noises…”

I was strongly tempted to spank her as she climbed up, her ass was too perfect. Instead, I climbed onto the bed after her as she turned around and spread her thighs wide.

Her pink, soaking wet pussy looked so inviting as I crawled closer, and her arms welcomed me warmly.

We kissed passionately as I rubbed my cock over her wetness. She gasped as I slipped inside her, then I pulled out again.

I looked down, slapping my cock against her pussy lips. I rubbed my tip into them as I played with her, teasing the both of us.

Lexa put her finger on her lips, shushing me silently with a smile. She chuckled warmly, stroking my face as she watched me with a loving gaze.

Lexa sighed and nodded encouragingly as I slipped my cock deeper into her wet pussy.

I fucked her slowly, thrusting myself deep inside her. She wrapped her arms around my neck, breathing hotly on my shoulder.

She rocked her hips in time with me, her hands sliding all over my back and sides. Her perfect body moved against mine, and I locked eyes with her. I felt incredibly close to her as she stared back at me, taking my cock as deep inside herself as possible.

She moaned softly, wrapping her legs around me. She dug her fingers into my back, encouraging me with whispers in my ear. I gave it to her firmly but as quietly as I could, feeling her body tremble beneath me.

Lexa whimpered, so I put my hand over her mouth as I fucked her. Her pussy squeezed my cock rhythmically, and her body spasmed against me. She scratched my back and her legs held me fast, but I kept thrusting into her, pushing her orgasm as far as I could.

“That’s a good girl,” I whispered to her, steadily slipping my cock into her shuddering body.

She shivered and spasmed again, her legs quivering as her pussy squeezed me. Eventually, she shakily relaxed into the mattress, sighing happily as I gently thrust my hard cock into her. We kissed, and I knew I was in love with her just as much as I was with Elen.

After a minute, she patted my chest.

“Back up a second,” she whispered with a smile.

I pulled out of her and she shifted to one side, indicating that I should take her place on the bed. We switched positions and I settled down with Lexa between my legs.

She kissed my tip, smiling up at me as she took my shaft in her hand. She stroked me with a smile, toying with me only briefly before putting her mouth on the end of my cock.

Her mouth was so warm and wet, and my body spasmed lightly every time her lips slipped over the ridge of my tip.

She gazed up at me with a smouldering look, running her tongue up and down over the sensitive area there.

I sighed, wanting to groan but I knew I had to be quiet. I tried to take hold of my cock and put my other hand on her head, but she brushed my hands away.

She wanted to do all the work herself. My cock was so hard, she teased me extensively with her tongue and my shaft twitched in her grasp.

I was grateful every time she switched to wrapping her lips around my tip, bobbing her head slowly and bringing me closer and closer to climax.

I stared at her helplessly, her slippery saliva freely wetting my cock and balls. She teased me with her tongue, and I was just so rock hard for her.

She took mercy on me with a smile, abandoning the teasing licks in favour of slipping her sweet lips over my tip with steady bobs of her head. She followed her lips with her hands, massaging and stroking my shaft.

Her chin was wet, along with my shaft and balls. Her amazing tits bounced beneath her, and her curves were stunning from this angle as she bent over me. It was clear she was determined to finish me off.

“Lexa,” I whispered urgently. “I’m—I’m gonna…”

I put my hand in her hair, thrusting my hips in time with her. I wasn’t going to be able to hold out much longer. Her hot, wet mouth manipulating my cock was too intense.

My body shivered as she sucked on me. The way she focused on my tip, skillfully using her tongue, and stroking my shaft, this was easily the best blowjob of my life.

She knew I was close, so she began to focus on my tip again. Holding onto my shaft, she licked and kissed the end of my cock, rubbing the back of my tip wetly with her lips and tongue.

Lexa teased me with a smile, watching me twitch and groan as I stared back at her.

“L—Lexa…” I whimpered.

Grunting a little too loudly, my spine arced forward and I finally shot my load. My body spasmed and my cock pulsed hard, a white streak landing across the bridge of her nose and forehead before she quickly covered the end of my cock with her mouth.

I grunted again, Lexa’s lips stimulating my tip as a another pulse sent my next shot onto her eager tongue. Several more long, hard pulses wracked my body, and it felt like I emptied my soul into Lexa’s hot mouth as she gladly bobbed her head on the end of my cock, her soft lips teasing out every possible spasm and shiver.

She massaged my shaft, sucking every drop right out of my cock. She continued licking me until I had nothing left but slight shudders and twitches.

She swallowed everything with a smile, and came back for more. Then she let go of me, shuffling to the side of the bed and climbing down with a satisfied smile.

Lexa winked at me as I stupidly lay there and watched her clean her face off using one of the towels that were beside the bed.

She’s so beautiful.

“Come on,” she whispered, giving me a quick kiss. “We have to get dressed!”

“I—” I stammered, still delirious from the best blowjob of my life. “I—You… Right. Hmm.”

I shook my head, and started cleaning myself up as best I could. Lexa had already cleaned me pretty well with her tongue, so it wasn’t long before I was looking around for my clothes.

We got dressed quickly, then Lexa took my hand and fixed me with a serious look.

“Look, Riven,” she said, almost shyly. “I… really like you. I hope you trust me, because I really do want to help you.”

“I really like you too,” I grinned. “And I trust you. I do.”

She smiled brightly, then kissed me firmly on the lips.

“I’ll set up Elen soon with a visit in here for you too,” she promised, patting my face affectionately. “Okay?”

“I mean, yeah,” I nodded. “That would be really nice.”

“I hope she isn’t still mad…” Lexa mumbled as she tied up her ponytail. “Okay, I’ll wait outside until the nurse is done with you. Love you.”

She turned, then stopped and looked back at me in horror. She looked embarrassed, blushing brightly.

“I love you too, Lexa,” I said with a big smile.

She seemed shocked that she said it, but she grinned back at me, her face still a bright red.

“Hah,” she laughed nervously, obviously flustered. “Hmm. Okay. Good. Right.”

She turned again, smiling as she went. It was adorable.

“Split lip on this one,” I overheard Lexa say to the nurse on duty, interrupting her conversation.

“I’ll get to him in a minute,” the nurse said, a little annoyance in her voice.

I heard Lexa’s boots track out of the room, and I missed her already. The only thing left for me to do was relax on the soft bed and listen to one side of a conversation.

“Anyway, like I was saying. We split eight years ago,” I overheard. “Why am I in jail for what she did?”

There was a pause as someone inaudibly replied in her ear.

“Yeah, she’s an instance of me,” she went on, tapping idly on her desk. “Making her was a good idea at the time.”

The nurse threw the curtain aside, startling me. She was holding a cloth, which she unceremoniously used to dab at the cut on my lip. That was the first time I noticed how much it actually hurt.

The white cloth was wet and warm, but her bedside manner was rough and cold. Her frizzy hair was shoulder length and auburn. There was a strange collar around her neck, and she wore an ear piece with a small microphone jutting out of it.

“Right,” she said to whoever was listening on the other end of her ear piece. “She did it, but we’re both in jail.”

“What is that collar?” I asked curiously.

She tapped her ear piece, looking at me incredulously.

“It’s an emma suppression collar,” she said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. “You think they just let emmas use the threadweb in prison?”

“You’re allowed phone calls, though?” I pried further.

She looked at me as if my question caused her pain.

“Just shut up,” she said, shaking her head at me. “Look, I cleaned you up, but there isn’t much I can do with this. The cut sealed itself shut already. Get out of here.”

She returned to her desk, tapping her ear piece again as her metal feet clicked across the floor.

“Sorry, I’m back. Some idiot got punched,” she said, settling back into her chair. “Anyway, they’ve separated us now, I was ready to kill her. We split. We’re different people, but not according to the Spark!”

Hearing different stories about the Spark’s law, it was like I was gathering the pieces to a puzzle but the picture they made was gibberish, since I was just smashing the pieces together.

I felt dizzy and small white sparkles floated around in my vision. My hunger was really starting to get to me.

I hopped down off the medical bed, not sure what to do with myself as I walked out the door. Lexa immediately grabbed my elbow, guiding me along with her down the hallway again.

“Hungry?” she asked, her eyes fixed straight ahead.

“Oh my god,” I complained. “I need to eat something now.”

“The food is not very good here,” she admitted, signaling to someone with a nod as we waited at a checkpoint.

“I don’t care,” I said, shaking slightly from hunger.

“You might,” she chuckled. “When you find out what I mean…”

She led me into a noisy room, where many inmates were eating at long tables. Lexa pushed me in the right direction, and I floated gratefully towards the serving area.

Despite the warning of bad food, I was still looking forward to having anything in my stomach.

The meal that was shoved into my hands appeared to be corn bread, beans, and rice fried with what I hoped was meat. A sad piece of cake cowered in one corner of the tray, and the other corner had some kind of red liquid in a cup.

I carried it all to the first open seat I could find and set it down. The whole thing had an unappealing, grey pallor to it.

I dug in immediately. It’s true, it was bad. I was determined to eat it all anyway. I was so focused on eating, that I paid no attention to my surroundings.

“You really must be hungry to be eating this stuff,” a man across from me quipped, pointing at his lip. “You get into a fight there?”

Not again. Why do people keep talking to me?

“Not really a fight,” I admitted. “Somebody jumped me for no reason.”

“Oh,” he nodded. “Yeah, that happens sometimes.”

He was a balding man with a moustache and a slight build. He slouched over his tray, with one arm around it as if he was protecting it from the room.

He fell silent, returning to his food. I looked around, everyone else was focused on their own meals.

Others gladly offered up their stories, but this guy didn’t. He didn’t seem like a criminal, and his silence made me curious.

“So, what are you in for?” I said, defaulting to the usual question one asks in prison.

He glanced at me, then sighed and looked away. He bit his brick of corn bread, then dropped it as if he lost his appetite.

He seemed hesitant, but then focused on me with a timid gaze.

“Fraud, apparently,” he said finally. “A lot of money.”

I nodded, scooping up a forkful of rice.

“Apparently?” I wondered out loud. “I deleted whatever I did too, I guess I figured I could get away from it.”

He looked at me, his eyes registering interest.

“Yeah?” he said, poking at his food.

There was a moment of silence, and I continued eating.

“I didn’t delete all of it, just the part where I… said yes,” he shared, dropping his fork on the tray with a pained expression on his face. “They made me do it, they were going to hurt my family…”

“Oh,” I frowned, staring at him. “So… it wasn’t your idea? What are you doing here then?”

He nodded, heaving a heavy, worried sigh. I wondered how truthful this guy was being.

“I don’t know,” he said, rubbing his forehead. “It wasn’t me… It’s not me. Now they want to put it back into my head. How is that fair?”

What if they could put a memory in your head and call it proof?

Rice fell off my fork as I hesitated.

I was about to agree with him, but then I doubted myself.

The man pushed his tray away, as if it disgusted him. Immediately, a large fellow sitting beside me reached out and grabbed the cake, shoving it into his mouth before anyone could say anything.

“Uh,” I cleared my throat, pointing. “Are you going to eat that?”

“Go ahead,” the man said, scratching his moustache.

As I took his cornbread, the buzzer sounded once again, before I was even done eating. People started getting up and heading for the doors, where guards awaited us.

It wasn’t fair that I missed most of the dinner period. I ate quickly, shoving two cornbreads into my waistband and shoveling my remaining rice into my mouth. Nothing tasted good, but I needed to fill my stomach.

I washed it down with the red drink. I was thrown for a loop and gagged in bewilderment when I realized that it was not a sweet juice, but some sort of bitter vitamin beverage. I steeled myself and drank the rest of it anyway.

“You, leave it!” a guard shouted, pointing at me with her baton. “Don’t make me come over there. Let’s go, move!”

We were corralled down the halls in single file, with people leaving the line to return to their cells. I sighed as I entered my own cell, rubbing my stomach as the poor quality food settled inside me.

I made a clean spot near my sink, drying it thoroughly with my jumpsuit sleeve and placing my tough bricks of cornbread there for later.

“You! That’s not your cell,” I heard someone shout. “Move it!”

There was a distant, pained cry and the scuffling of feet echoed down the hall.

Soon there was another buzzer, and the bars to my cell slid down fast. They slammed into the slots in the floor, unmistakably securing me inside my cell.

I finally felt completely alone and truly cut off. For the first time since I arrived, I was alone with my thoughts.

I looked around at the plain grey walls, turning in a circle.

She did it, the nurse had said earlier. But we’re both in jail.

I splashed my face with a trickle of lukewarm water from my sink. Sitting on my cot, I stretched the tension in my neck from getting sucker punched and attempted to massage my shoulder.

We’re the same, my attacker’s voice entered my head unbidden. You get it, right?

I touched my split lip and shuddered, turning and lying down on the hard mattress. I attempted to fluff my pillow, but there was no fluff to be had.

Everyone here sounded so certain of themselves, but nothing seemed to line up.

I stared ahead at the empty cot on the other side of the small cell. My stomached churned and growled angrily at what I had done to it.

Soon, someone will decide what I am, too.

I restlessly sat up again, placing my feet on the floor.

I couldn’t just wait for that to happen.

Lexa was right all along.

I dug my fingers into the side of my cot and stared at the hard walls around me.

If I was going to do something about it, I needed to know what I’d done.

I felt powerless, but I maintained a spark of hope knowing I had even just the vague shape of a plan forming. All I knew for sure was that I was going to need Lexa’s help.

I didn’t sleep very well. The night was cold and just seemed to drag on.

In the morning, I expected to go back to the mess hall for breakfast but instead, a packaged breakfast was shoved through the bars of my cell. Cereal with milk, a warm coffee strangely sealed in a small box, buttered bread and some sliced fruit. It wasn’t much, but I normally skipped breakfast anyway. I ate it all, and the stale cornbread from the previous night.

After another long stretch of nothing happening, I sat up quickly when I saw Lexa patrolling past my cell. I hopped up, reaching through the bars and waving at her.

“Lexa!” I called her. “Come here!”

She stopped suddenly, turning on her heel, and looking both ways down the hall. Then she marched toward me, a displeased look on her face.

She struck the bars of my cell with her baton, and I recoiled as the metal rang loudly through my head.

“Get your hands back inside your cell!” she barked at me, as another guard stalked down the hall behind her. “Don’t do that again.”

I put my fingers in my ears, trying to stop the ringing. Lexa sheathed her baton, folded her hands behind her back, and lowered her voice.

“What is it?” she whispered, so quietly I had to strain to hear.

“Fuck,” I said, shaking my head. “I wasn’t expecting that.”

“I had to,” she said, stepping closer and looking embarrassed. “Sorry. What do you need?”

“Uh,” I mumbled. “Oh, right. I want to get the memory audit.”

“Really?” she said, a smile creeping onto her lips. “Are you sure?”

“I have to,” I whispered, leaning on the bars again. “I need to remember, like you said. Can you set that up for me?”

She nodded.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll get on that as soon as I can.”

I nodded back, stepping back from the bars.

“Hey,” she said, after taking a half-step away. “Are you doing okay in there?”

I smiled as bravely as I could.

“Yep,” I said, trying to convince myself at the same time. “No problem.”

“Okay.”

She gave me a tight-lipped smile. She exhaled, then marched off down the hall.

What if I don’t want to know after all?

The day passed by in a distracted haze of laundry room work, and a mess hall lunch. I was lying down playing catch with myself using a balled up piece of paper, when I heard a group of footsteps marching down the hallway.

That alone was nothing special, so I ignored it until it was obvious that the footsteps had stopped outside my cell. I looked up, through the bars, and I saw a slender blonde woman reading off of a tablet. She was flanked by two serious-looking emma guards.

“Yes, okay,” she nodded, double-checking my cell number. “This one for memory reconstruction.”

How did Lexa set that up so fast?

I let my paper ball fall to the floor as I scrambled to stand. After a hand signal and a nod from one of the guards, my cell slid open. The other guard silently beckoned me to come forward.

“We don’t have all day,” the woman huffed, making a mark on her tablet. “Let’s go, then.”

The woman was already walking away before she even finished speaking. With a guard on both sides of me, I was ushered through countless checkpoints, turns, and even an elevator.

Eventually, two sliding glass doors hissed open as we approached, and I was marched into a large, white laboratory. I was made to lie down in a half-inclined position and alarmingly, both my wrists and my ankles were cuffed to the bed.

The cuffs felt unnecessary.

“That will be all for now,” the woman said to the guards, waving her hand at them dismissively. “I’ll call for you when I’m done.”

I just then realized that this small blonde woman wearing a white lab coat was more dangerous than the large, armed guards that left me alone with her.

She reached over me, fastening yet another restraint around my waist.

“What if my nose gets itchy?” I said, chuckling nervously.

“Lean your head back, please,” she said, pushing her finger against my forehead.

I fought it, but I was starting to panic.

I complied, and my eyes went wide as she pulled a terrifying metal brace forward. With practiced efficiency, she quickly affixed the halo around my head and I was made completely immobile.

“Do we really need all of these restraints?” I asked, my breathing shallow.

“Look, if someone is working on your brain, you need to be very still. Some people fight reconstruction, even when they ask for it,” she said offhandedly. “I can’t risk you going berserk on me.”

She carefully rechecked the metal halo affixed to my head.

“If you’re going to scream, please let me know now,” the woman said flatly as she started tapping the controls on a nearby screen. “So I can put on ear plugs.”

I could only hear the hum of machines, my heartbeat, and the woman tapping as I stared at the blank white ceiling.

“Scheisse,” I hissed.

“Please try not to move,” she said under her breath. “Okay, I see where the previous surgeon edited your memory.”

I tried to control my breathing.

“Jesus,” she murmured. “Looks like a minefield in here. Who did this?”

“Mind and Body Agency,” I mumbled, recalling the letter I received in the mail. “Eighty-three percent accuracy.”

“I can tell you it’s less than that,” the woman laughed obnoxiously. “It’s like they used a pitchfork to do this.”

I stared at the ceiling, not in the mood for jokes.

“Before you do anything,” I said. “Can you take a picture of what you’re seeing for me?”

“Mmm,” she grunted. “Sure. Okay, I’m starting. While I’m fixing this… mess… I want you to think about the incident you erased. I know there will be nothing there yet, but just close your eyes and try. It will come.”

“Okay,” I said.

The seconds that ticked by were painfully slow as I waited.

I felt wind on my face and my stomach dropped, as if I were falling.

I was under water. I couldn’t breathe, I was thrashing about and trying to swim, but I couldn’t tell which way was up. I cried out, trying to reach for anything I could hold on to.

“It’s just a memory, remember,” I heard faintly through the darkness. “Stop struggling. I’m going to try something…”

Her voice was too quiet to hear any more.

I was at my apartment, talking to Elen.

“They can’t keep getting away with this,” I remembered saying.

I was then in an unfamiliar place, a control room of some kind. I was reading from a manual, typing frantically at a computer. I was making mistakes, mixing up the commands, and panicking.

Alarms were going off and I was running, security drones in hot pursuit.

I heard the buzz of rapid gunfire and a hapless man close to me screamed, his chest shattering in a shower of blood as he fell.

Horror as an emma woman fell to her knees, sparks and lubricant flying as she was riddled with bullets.

There were cries of pain and terror all around me, but the drones just didn’t stop. They kept firing until their ammunition was depleted.

So many bodies.

I jumped through a window to escape. I was falling, plunging back into the same dark water again.

I heaved against my restraints, gritting my teeth and crying out in raw frustration.

It just kept coming.

Then, there was nothing again.

When I woke up, the halo was removed from my head, but I was still restrained.

My head was pounding, I was covered with sweat, and the bright lights made it difficult to see.

“I think we were successful,” the woman said, patting my arm. “Congratulations.”

I didn’t feel like celebrating, so I said nothing. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to get my bearings back.

“Now,” she said, pulling out her tablet and tapping on it quickly. “It says here there are some things you still may be unaware of.”

“A lot of people died,” I mumbled, squinting at her.

“Yep,” she said flippantly. “However, one of the victims was Loren Flint.”

I stared blankly at her, the name meaningless as I was still processing the idea that I had… victims.

“Loren Flint,” she repeated, turning up her palm. “The Spark’s daughter.”

* * *

How is Riven supposed to appeal to the Spark now?
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Okay, she may be over four hundred years old, but she’s still sexy as hell.

My only hope now is the Spark. She’s a genius inventor, the mother of all androids, and the most influential person in the world. I realize now that I should really should be in prison for the damage I caused, but the Spark’s new Identity Continuity law is still hurting people who don’t deserve it.

How am I supposed to reach out to someone who has achieved the status of a goddess?
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