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About

 

We found Dove, but men in black suits are following us and Sherry is nowhere to be found. When I finally get a reprieve from all the excitement, I discover a unique new android in the lab.

 

This gorgeous and mysterious EMMA seems quite different than the others. She introduces herself as Maeve, but when I decide to take her for a playtest things are not as they seem!

 

Hotwired is a sci-fi android harem adventure series featuring hot robotic women (and an insatiable professor) showing a lucky young man named Blake how to give it to them the way they deserve!
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Preview

 

Dove’s exposed metal skull gleamed under the lights of the storeroom. Relief flowed through all of us, but inside me there was another growing sense of concern. Not knowing what our next step would be caused me more worry.

Brigid handed me my phone, which I forgot that I had dropped earlier. Then she went around surveying the damaged room, searching every corner for something. My phone was still faithfully relaying the professor’s insistent demands for an update.

“Everything is okay,” I spoke into the phone finally, much to Professor Flint’s relief. “Dove is off now and nobody was hurt.”

“Thank goodness,” the professor exhaled. “Okay, I want you all to get back here as soon as possible.”

“The building is surrounded by cops,” I noted. “What are we supposed to say to them? Surely they won’t just let us leave.”

There was silence for a moment as Professor Flint considered this. 

“We really can’t let them have the EMMAs,” Professor Flint mused.

“There was also some spooks in suits watching us,” I added. “They really didn’t look like police.”

The professor groaned, a deep pain and frustration emitting from the most inner fibre of her being that gave me a chill. 

“These guys again,” Professor Flint sighed. “If you all can just evade detection as you leave that would be ideal.”

“Who are they?” I asked, alarm spiking sharply in my chest. “What’s going on with that, Sherry?”

“The suits are probably this joint CIA-NSA agency that I’ve had the misfortune of dealing with before,” she replied reluctantly. “This agency doesn’t even officially exist and the government denies any knowledge of them. These aren’t good guys and I’ve given them too much already! I really don’t want them to get their hands on our EMMAs, so if you guys can get out of there quietly that would be so great.”
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The androids were locked in a three-way struggle, destroying patches of concrete with their heavy footfalls and bending the surrounding shelving units as the tangled group collided with them. Rolls of carpet fell haphazardly off the shelves.

The fight was drawn out due to the fact that both Faye and Brigid didn’t want to harm Dove. It didn’t help that Dove fought desperately, fear being the main driving force in her resistance.

“No!” Dove cried. “Don’t turn me off, please! They’ll dismantle me!”

It hurt my heart to hear her cry out, afraid. She wrenched to the side, trying to break free from her sister androids.

“That won’t happen,” I shouted back, feeling useless and wanting to help. “Dove, I promise no one wants to hurt you!”

Faye was the one who managed to end the fight, disengaging Dove’s key by freeing her arm and quickly stabbing her finger into the keyhole that was hidden in Dove’s hairline.

The bedlam suddenly came to a dead stop, then Brigid and Faye carefully laid Dove on the floor. Faye gently placed Dove’s head in her lap and petted Dove’s exposed metal face, smoothing her hair while expressing a genuine look of concern. I felt so bad for Dove too, especially since she seemed to have a real fear of being deactivated. 

The professor was still panicking, asking for updates through my tiny phone speaker somewhere. I wasn’t even paying attention to her, the adrenaline coursing through me still louder than everything else after the sudden halt in the action. 

“Everything will be okay soon, Dovey…” Faye said softly to the deactivated EMMA and patted her chrome face affectionately.

Dove’s exposed metal skull gleamed under the lights of the storeroom. Relief flowed through all of us, but inside me there was another growing sense of concern. Not knowing what our next step would be caused me more worry.

Brigid handed me my phone, which I forgot that I had dropped earlier. Then she went around surveying the damaged room, searching every corner for something. My phone was still faithfully relaying the professor’s insistent demands for an update.

“Everything is okay,” I spoke into the phone finally, much to Professor Flint’s relief. “Dove is off now and nobody was hurt.”

“Thank goodness,” the professor exhaled. “Okay, I want you all to get back here as soon as possible.”

“The building is surrounded by cops,” I noted. “What are we supposed to say to them? Surely they won’t just let us leave.”

There was silence for a moment as Professor Flint considered this. 

“We really can’t let them have the EMMAs,” Professor Flint mused.

“There was also some spooks in suits watching us,” I added. “They really didn’t look like police.”

The professor groaned, a deep pain and frustration emitting from the most inner fibre of her being that gave me a chill. 

“These guys again,” Professor Flint sighed. “If you all can just evade detection as you leave that would be ideal.”

“Who are they?” I asked, alarm spiking sharply in my chest. “What’s going on with that, Sherry?”

“The suits are probably this joint CIA-NSA agency that I’ve had the misfortune of dealing with before,” she replied reluctantly. “This agency doesn’t even officially exist and the government denies any knowledge of them. These aren’t good guys and I’ve given them too much already! I really don’t want them to get their hands on our EMMAs, so if you guys can get out of there quietly that would be so great.”

“On it, Sherry,” Brigid said, loud enough to be heard over the phone. “We’ll get Dove out of here quietly, I promise.”

“I know you will,” the professor replied. “Brigid is in charge until you guys get back here, she will keep you all safe. I have to go, I think the suits are here…”

“Wait,” I said in a panic. “Sherry!”

“Good luck, be safe!” Professor Flint added quickly before abruptly ending the call. It didn’t even seem like a regular hang up, my phone simply read ‘Call Failed’ for a moment. 

I collapsed in the nearby office chair and stared at my disturbingly quiet phone. Knowing what was going on and having information about a situation is what always gave me confidence before, but the situation I was in I just couldn’t fully understand or even believe was happening. I attempted to call the professor back, but I only received a chilling ‘Number Unreachable’ message.

Joint CIA-NSA agency? What the fuck?

“How are we supposed to get out of here with those spooks and every cop in town outside?” I mumbled to no one in particular as I shoved my useless phone into my pocket.

The room we were in was a total mess, with rolls of carpet fallen off the bent shelves on wild angles and whole sections of concrete floor just smashed to bits. 

“You have a couple of the most advanced AIs in the world helping you, Blake,” Brigid stated as she offered me her hand. “We’ll get out of here safely.”

I took her hand and the gorgeous redheaded EMMA helped me stand back up. Somehow I felt bolstered, drawing on her strength and gaining a little of her confidence.

“So how do we do this?” I asked her. 

“The only possible way out is down,” Brigid said, still scanning the room for other possibilities. “If we want to effectively evade authorities.”

“Down?” I asked in confusion. “How can we do that?”

“The alleyway behind this place should be clear. I was the one who directed the people outside on how to surround the building,” she explained. “We should be able to leave through the back exit into the alley and find a place to access the sewer system.”

“I really don’t want to be in a sewer, but if that’s the way out,” I said with a sour look on my face. “Let’s rock.”

“Agreed,” Brigid confirmed and she quickly left the room, walking on the fallen door that Dove destroyed.

Faye’s blonde hair fell around her face as she looked down. She was focused on Dove in her lap, tidying her hair and trying to clean up some of the messy torn edges of her skin.

“The back alley is clear,” Brigid said as she marched back into the room and indicated over her shoulder with her thumb. “There is a manhole cover out there, as we predicted. Let us rock.”

“This is going to suck,” I mumbled, but I was ready to cooperate fully.

“Lettuce rock?” Faye asked, looking confused as she stood and handed me Dove’s key.

I felt like clarifying the phrase, but Faye was already in action. She tucked her pale blonde hair behind her ears, grasped Dove under the arms and then Brigid helped by supporting her under the knees. The two of them walked in perfect unison as they carried the stiff Dove through the door. I carefully put Dove’s key in my pocket and hurried after them, not wanting to be left behind.

I rushed ahead of the speedy androids and pulled the back exit open for them. 

Faye stopped suddenly at the door and peered out, carefully looking both ways. Then the two of them both broke into a run at the same time, turning right and sprinting down the alley. They stopped beside a manhole cover and placed Dove gently on the ground. They worked in such perfect unison that I assumed they must have some kind of wireless link between them. 

I ran after them with fear as a strong tailwind. Faye inserted just one finger into a hole in the sewer access cover, lifting the heavy metal disc with ease and then placed it silently on the ground beside the sewer access. 

“You go first, Blake,” Brigid ordered.

I shook with adrenaline as I quickly climbed down into the nasty sewer. Faye got on her knees and backed down the manhole after me, climbing down the ladder quickly. 

Brigid then manipulated the unconscious Dove’s legs so they fell into the sewer access and began lowering Dove smoothly down. Faye aided her from below and Brigid held onto Dove’s wrist as she followed her down the ladder. I tried to assist Faye with Dove, but she stopped me.

“She’s too heavy for you,” Faye said with a sheepish smile. “I don’t want you to get hurt.”

Faye held Dove’s still frame aloft as Brigid quietly climbed up again to pull the manhole cover back into place and then rejoined us in the muck. Dove’s skeletal face looked even more menacing as it reflected the EMMAs blue lights in the darkness that enveloped us. 

“Let’s go,” Brigid said as she and Faye manipulated Dove so they could share the load again. “That way. We need to hurry, this environment won’t be good for Blake.” 

No kidding.

I stifled a gag and my heart pounded as I led us through the smelly darkness, with only the light from the EMMAs skin and the occasional overhead sewer grate to see by. The odor was offensive and I tried not to touch anything, but it was impossible. The smell of rotten eggs gave me a headache and my eyes burned. I wanted to throw up already.

We moved silently, except for the moments when Brigid would indicate which way we should turn. I really was not feeling well at all and I kept thinking that I could hear voices as we moved forward through the inky blackness. It felt like we were trudging through the cramped pipes for hours, scaring rats and myself at every turn. The sound of our footsteps, dripping water and the pitch darkness felt like it was driving me mad after a while. 

“Here,” Brigid finally said as we were passing another ladder. “This should be the university.”

Faye unloaded Dove onto Brigid, who slung the damaged, sleeping android over her shoulder with ease. Faye quietly climbed the filthy ladder, gingerly lifting the manhole cover. She peered all around before shoving the heavy metal disc aside and exiting the sewer. 

Brigid heaved Dove up the ladder on her own, climbing with only one hand until Faye could reach and assist her, pulling Dove up out of the sewer. As soon as they were done, I quickly hurried up after them into the fresh air.

We had emerged close to the bus stop where I took several deep, grateful breaths of air. I hadn’t even realized that a feeling of dizziness and drowsiness was slowly overtaking me as we traveled through the tainted air of the sewer. Once I was out in the light and breeze of the early evening, I could truly feel how much my eyes hurt and I had a terrible headache.

Brigid replaced the manhole cover, then she helped Faye haul Dove quickly across the university parking lot. The sun was beginning to set, leaving the school quiet but we still moved fast to avoid anyone spotting us. 

I sprinted ahead to open the main entrance door for the girls, which was thankfully still unlocked due to the attached dorms and the gym always being open for use. As we rushed to Professor Flint’s lab, I was acutely aware of our every footfall echoing off the hard walls. I could have sworn I saw one of those forgettable, suited men watching us from the shadows but I dismissed it as my fume-addled brain playing tricks on me. 

I fumbled the keys as I unlocked the door and quickly closed it again as we piled into the room. I closed and leaned on it, shutting my eyes as I paused to catch my breath. I then plodded over to a hard chair to rest and my headache was already beginning to subside. 

Faye held the unconscious EMMA up under her armpits as Brigid straightened her legs, allowing the two of them to stand her up. They balanced Dove in the default A-pose, arranging her like a mannequin. While we were filthy, caked in muck up to our knees with dark smudges all over everywhere else, Dove was relatively clean. It was disturbing to see Dove’s exposed metal parts but the more I looked, the less troubling it was and I simply became more concerned with how we could repair her. 

Looking around the room, I noticed two things. First, the professor wasn’t there and after the way our phone call ended, that was concerning. Second, there was a curious new EMMA standing quietly off to one side of the room in standby mode. 

She had stark white hair, which was tied up in a ponytail. While she wore the same revealing garments as the other EMMAs, I could tell that she was different somehow but I couldn’t quite put my finger on why. She was incredibly pretty and had the same amazing figure as the other androids: wide hips and thighs with a heavy bosom, complimented by amazing curves coated with the same smooth, silky synthetic skin.

When I looked back, I sat up at sudden attention as Faye pulled Dove’s top up over her head. Dove’s impressive breasts to bounced free and I immediately thought back to my date with her in the park. Faye then went to work pulling Dove’s bottoms down her smooth legs, carefully pulling them off her with Brigid’s assistance. With her smooth, supple body being revealed and the exposed metal skeleton of her damaged arm and face shining under the lights, it was confusingly sexy. 

“We all need to be sanitized immediately,” Brigid said as she marched over to me with her hand extended. “Come, we should wash together.”

She took my hand and pulled me up out of my chair, leading me over to Dove and Faye. As Faye began pulling her own clothes off, Brigid began undressing me. She pulled my shirt over my head and a naked Faye crouched to unfasten my belt.

Soon the two androids had stripped me naked and Faye started helping to undress Brigid. I placed a hand on the soft waists of both EMMAs, enjoying the close moment as we stripped naked together. Then as Faye prepared a bucket of soapy water, Brigid noticed that I was getting hard and she kissed me sweetly, gently stroking the end of my cock.

I gasped out loud as Faye surprised me by suddenly tossing a soapy sponge at me. 

“Come on you two,” Faye said as she laughed at my reaction. “We have to get clean immediately, we were in a sewer. Blake could get sick.”

“Of course,” Brigid smiled at me as she got to work, releasing my cock and bending over to grab a washcloth from the bucket.

Her ass is incredible.

She laughed when I slapped her fine ass cheek and then the two naked, wet androids with perfect bodies scrubbed me thoroughly until my skin was red and spotless. I shamelessly petted their smooth skin and I was rock hard the entire time. I was then rewarded at the end of my wash with kisses, Faye kissing my lips as Brigid kissed my neck. Both EMMAs had a hand on my cock as they softly massaged my cock together for just one blissful moment. 

So I was obviously a bit disappointed when they then handed me a towel and directed me back to my chair. The two of them then turned their attention to the sleeping Dove, carefully washing every inch of her. I watched the two of them in amazement, their perfect bodies bending and twisting every which way as they removed every bit of dirt from Dove. 

I still managed to distractedly dry myself, then clean the door handles and my chair where I had sat in my dirty clothes. I also tided the floor up using a mop I found in a corner. But of course, I was drawn back to my seat where I watched Faye and Brigid wash each other sensually. It was mesmerizing, watching the two sexy androids lovingly scrub each other as soap slid down their wet curves and into the convenient floor drain.

Watching Faye and Brigid wash each other was incredibly erotic and I’m pretty sure they were making a show out of it for me towards the end. I was hard as a rock from watching them and I got even more excited as they dried each other and Dove off. They produced some fresh clothes from a drawer and carefully dressed Dove again in the default EMMA garments. Dove looked as good as new—except for the missing skin on her arm and face. 

The two naked androids gently carried the clean, deactivated Dove to the central platform and jacked a couple of wires into her exposed metal skull. I felt some relief just knowing that Dove was well taken care of and recharging. They made sure Dove’s hair was neat, that she was balanced and in the A-pose before turning and sauntering towards me with their hips swaying. 

My heart jumped, it was finally time for some fun as the two clean, sexy androids stopped on either side of me. Despite my headache, I sat in my chair with my cock harder than ever.

Holy shit, they’re so sexy. How did I get so lucky?

“It’s very obvious that you’re horny,” Brigid smiled as she stroked my shoulder. 

“I would just love to get you off,” Faye said as she petted my damp hair. 

“I really want that cock inside me again,” Brigid added, reaching for my cock again and gently massaging it.

“Mmm,” Faye purred and looked at Brigid. “Me too, I think we could get him off quick if we worked together.”

Oh my god, yes please. 

I was so excited, I was very certain I was about to get my brains fucked right out by the two intensely sexy androids at the same time.

“But I really don’t have the energy for it after such a long day,” Brigid sighed wistfully as she released me and playfully allowed my stiff cock to slip from her fingers.

My excitement burst like a bubble and my stupid grin disappeared as Brigid looked down at me with a smile and patted my cheek.

“Yeah,” Faye huffed and I realized that they both actually appeared to be tired, despite being machines. “We’re going to have to charge for a while first, hun.”

Faye bent over and kissed my cheek, then my heart sank a little as she walked off to get dressed.

Brigid bent to kiss the top of my head and squeeze my hard cock one last time. She gave me a wink as she followed Faye, who handed her a fresh top and bottom to wear. 

I watched in dismay as the two naked EMMAs got dressed and then sat down together on one side of the room. They were just so beautiful and incredible, their flawless skin so perfect and tantalizing. They each pulled cables out of their sides somehow and plugged themselves into the same wall socket.

“I love you,” Faye said, looking at me with a sweet smile and Brigid smiled too.

“I love you too,” Brigid said, looking bashful.

I felt drawn to them as I got up, my frustrated cock swaying as I walked, and I went to Faye’s side. She reached up and squeezed my arm.

“I love you,” I said and I gave her a kiss.

I moved over to Brigid as Faye sighed happily, watching me with doe eyes and allowing her fingers to trail down my arm as I moved out of reach. Brigid was still being shy, so I gently turned her head with my hands so she was facing me.

“Brigid,” I said. “I love you too.”

Then I kissed her. I desperately wanted to ravage the two of them, but I knew that they certainly earned a rest after everything that happened that day. 

“Goodnight, Blake,” Brigid said, looking up at me with a twinkle in her eye and a blush in her cheeks.

She took Faye’s hand and the LED lights in their skin faded as the two of them powered down with content smiles on their faces. Their blue lights pulsed gently on and off through their skin as they entered their charging cycles.

My heart swelled with happiness as I looked at my lovely EMMAs resting. The knowledge that they were all safe made me breathe a sigh of relief, but I was still worried about Professor Flint. I wondered if she was being detained by the shadowy government agency that she told me about before. 

The only sound remaining in the room was the gentle hum of computers. I wandered over to the charging platform where the hibernating Dove stood, taking a hold of her metal hand for a moment as I looked up at her metal skull face framed by long, black hair. 

“Get well soon,” I said to her as she slept. “I love you too, Dove.”

My hard-on faded away as I busied myself with other things. I went to the clothes rack and found some plain jeans and a t-shirt to wear, looking over at the damaged Dove as I dressed. The jeans weren’t my size at all so I dug my belt out of the pile of filthy clothes and washed it thoroughly. I put all of our dirty clothes in a bag for washing later.

It was too bad I couldn’t get any action, but I was pretty tired too. I wondered if I should go home or just sleep in the lab to be safe, but then I had a realization when I noticed the new white-haired EMMA again. 

I could test out a new, fully-charged EMMA right now…

 I scanned the tables and surfaces around the white-haired EMMA. It didn’t take long for me to locate a key that looked just like Dove’s, which reminded me that I still had her key in my other pants. I went and dug Dove’s key out of my pocket from the laundry bag. Comparing the two, they looked identical and I didn’t want to risk confusing which was which, so I put Dove’s key safely and prominently on a desk close to her as she stood plugged into the big charging platform. As a second thought, I wrote ‘Dove’s Key’ on a notepad and drew an arrow pointing right at it, just so there would be no mistakes.

It was easy to find the key slot on the side of the new EMMA’s skull, since her white hair was neatly tied back in a ponytail. I carefully pushed her key into the slot, feeling a rush of excitement as I watched her startup sequence.

She was so beautiful and perfect, as I had come to expect from any EMMA, but I still couldn’t figure out why she seemed different than the others. She didn’t have the EMMA stamp on her clothes, but that wasn’t it. As she went through her activation and her pose relaxed, it slowly dawned on me as she raised her head and her eyes fluttered open. 

She doesn’t have any of those glowing LED lights under her skin.

“EMMA Maeve, online,” she said in a firm voice. “Mission brief?”

“Maeve?” I asked, slightly taken aback by her formal way of talking. “Is that your name?”

“Yes sir,” she confirmed, standing tall and lifting her chin proudly.

“Cool, okay,” I nodded, feeling a little awkward. “I’m Blake, your playtester. I’d like to take you on a date.”

I was only trying to treat her just like I did with all of the others but Maeve suddenly looked confused, her eyes darting around the room as if she were trying to figure out what was really going on. 

“A… date?” Maeve asked tentatively. “Is that my mission?”

I’d better take this slower…

“No,” I shook my head and gestured towards a chair beside the professor’s desk. “Let’s just sit and talk for a while instead, then.”

“Okay,” Maeve seemed relieved and sat where I indicated, with her knee crossed over the other elegantly. 

I then realized that her skin was even more perfect than all the previous EMMAs. Not only did she not have any lights glowing through her skin, but there weren’t any extra lines in her skin at all. Where there others had divisions on their hips and shoulders that divided their synthetic skin into obvious sections, Maeve’s skin was a single, flawless piece. There really wasn’t very many clues remaining to indicate that she wasn’t actually a human. 

Her perfect, smooth legs were very sexy. She was stunning, the two piece EMMA garments showing off her curves efficiently. She seemed cool and aloof, almost… dangerous? I sat in the chair beside her and gave her a smile. 

“Playtester Blake,” she said as she looked around the room. “Who are those women? Are they like me?”

I looked over at where she was indicating and nodded.

“Yes, the one with red hair is Brigid and Faye is the blonde, they are EMMAs just like you,” I explained and then pointed out Dove. “Her too, but she is just in the middle of some repairs. Her name is Dove.”

“What are their jobs?” she asked curiously.

“Ah,” I said, blushing. “They are artificial girlfriends, like you. All of them are very skilled at it, too.”

“Artificial girlfriend,” Maeve nodded, processing this information. “Is that my mission?”

“For tonight,” I chuckled, but backtracked a little with a wave of my hands. “I mean, if that is something you want to do, of course.”

“I have many files here pertaining to sex techniques,” Maeve said, staring blankly at the air as she accessed her internal memory. “But… I have never done that before.”

She looked down at her hands, shyness and a little embarrassment suddenly slipping through her formal facade. I found the way the advanced EMMA was acting strange, but unique and fascinating.

“It’s okay,” I reassured her. “Look. Maeve, we can take it slow or even not at all. If you don’t feel like doing that kind of stuff, it’s totally fine. Everyone else is sleeping. I was all alone, so I woke you up. I just wanted to learn more about you, don’t worry!”

“You’re nice, Playtester Blake,” Maeve said as she bashfully made eye contact with me and leaned forward slightly. “Can I… kiss you?”

Her cheeks flushed with a faint pink, seemingly embarrassed at her own question. Her gray eyes were beautiful and her adorable face even looked a little vulnerable as her question hung in the air between us, so I simply answered her question with action.

The beautiful EMMA closed her eyes and inhaled sharply as I kissed her. A slight shiver of excitement went through her and I could tell that Maeve was just as thrilled as I was. Even after being with Faye, Dove and Brigid, I was still amazed at how very human Professor Flint’s androids were. 

Maeve stood and without breaking our kiss, she fluidly moved from her chair to my lap. She straddled me and I squeezed her bottom with both hands, pulling her close as she sat on me. Her warm body felt so good and she was not at all as heavy as any of the previous EMMAs, feeling much closer to a real human in size-to-weight ratio. 

She touched my face as she leaned into our kiss passionately, taking deep breaths through her nose as we both became more excited. I let one of my hands slide up her back, feeling her silky smooth skin against my palms and fingers.

Maeve broke off from our kiss and pulled my shirt up over my head. She carelessly tossed it aside and touched my skin curiously. Her cheeks were definitely flushed with excitement, I marveled at Professor Flint’s detailed work as I watched her then pull her top off and throw it at my shirt off to the side.

Her breasts were astounding, so smooth and round, I immediately leaned forward and took one of her perfect nipples in my mouth. Maeve gasped, wrapping her arms around my head and laughing as I teased her gorgeous tits. 

“You’re hard for me,” she moaned as she ground her hips against the hard bulge in my pants. “That feels so nice…”

I continued to suck on her tits and held her by the waist as she rocked her hips in my lap. I moved my own hips, thrusting myself against her through our clothes.

“You’re so beautiful, Maeve,” I groaned. “I—We should take our pants off…”

She nodded and kissed me, before standing up and pushing her bottoms down her legs. Completely naked, she was an effortless goddess and only EMMAs could attain such perfection. Her silky curves flowed gracefully down her flawless body like waves through honey. I quickly shimmied out of my pants, pushing them down and kicking them off as Maeve bit one of her fingernails and watched. 

“Can I… touch it?” she said as she raised her hand, after balking for a moment at my hard cock. “I’ve never done this before.”

“Of course,” I nodded. “We can go at whatever pace you’re comfortable with.”

She lowered herself to her knees, gently and curiously taking my hard cock in her soft hands. She looked up at me, her eyes asking for reassurance. 

“Don’t be shy,” I smiled at her and stroked her smooth cheek. 

She looked down at my hard cock and softly began to slide her hands all over it, already knowing what to do. I sighed with pleasure and she smiled up at me. As Maeve’s confidence increased, she leaned forward and kissed my tip. She looked up and studied my face, softly kissing my cock over and over, leaving behind her warm, tingling saliva as she massaged my shaft. It felt amazing and the naked EMMA was absolutely gorgeous nestled between my legs, experimenting and playing with my cock.

I gently pulled on her ponytail, tentatively guiding her mouth down onto me. She lowered her head willingly with eyes closed, causing me to moan involuntarily as her hot, wet mouth welcomed my cock. I continued to let out groans of pleasure, her soft tongue sliding down my shaft wetly as my cock penetrated her lips.

“Ohh,” I groaned. “That’s a good girl…”

Maeve looked pleased with what I said, smiling up at me with her eyes. With one hand still on my cock she slowly bobbed her head, causing my heart to race as the sensation overtook my body. I noticed she was moaning softly as she slowly rubbed her clit in circles with wet fingers.

“That feels so good,” I said between short breaths, not wanting to bust a nut too soon. “But I think it’s your turn now.”

There was a sucking noise as she suddenly looked up at me in confusion and my cock slid out of her mouth.

“My turn?” she asked.

She’s so fucking sexy sitting there with my cock in her hand.

“Yep,” I said and pulled on her hand, guiding her to stand up. “Sit up on the desk there.”

Maeve obeyed, nimbly turning and hopping up on the desk. She watched me with bright eyes and an amused little smile. She leaned back on her hands, shyly spreading her legs for me and looking a little embarrassed as I lowered myself. Her perfect pussy was a work of art and it was already so wet for me.

I hungrily pressed my tongue against her warm, smooth pussy and earned a sweet gasp from her. Her hand immediately grabbed the hair on the back of my head as I circled her clit with my tongue and lips. She moaned and rocked her hips, pulling on my head and pushing her tight pussy into my mouth. 

“Oh yes!” she moaned as she twisted herself in pleasure. “Oh, Blake… I love it…”

I put one hand on her silky thigh and with the other I pushed two fingers inside her, massaging her soaking wet passage and earning another gasp from her. She tossed her head back, closed her eyes and let her mouth fall open. I looked up at her immaculate body from my blessed position between her thighs, marveling at how perfect Professor Flint made this new model of EMMA. She squeezed one of her large breasts, moaning as her head rolled about on her shoulders. 

Her pussy tasted sweet and I was obsessed with pleasuring her. I loved the way she moaned and how she twitched involuntarily as I manipulated her tight little pussy with my tongue and fingers. 

“Oh,” she moaned as she leaned forward and her body tensed. “That feels… too good… Oh, oh Blake—”

I relentlessly ran my tongue all over her perfect pussy lips and thrust my fingers into her steadily. Her large breasts heaved as she took deep breaths, letting out uncontrolled moans and gasps. 

“Something—” she gasped as her body spasmed in growing waves. “I’m—I’m… Blake… I, ohh—”

Maeve cried out, arcing her back as her whole body jerked and her soft thighs squeezed my head as I manipulated her wet, flawless pussy. I felt her insides pulsating, squeezing my fingers as I thrust them into her. Her legs shook and as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. 

I felt incredibly close to her and proud of myself as her body shivered under my control. Maeve moaned and twitched as her orgasm faded, then she slowly relaxed her quivering thighs again. She smiled down at me, laughing a little as I pulled my fingers out of her. 

“That was…” she breathed and smiled happily. “Really nice…”

“Ready to take my cock inside you?” I asked her as I stood, stroking my hard shaft.

“Oh yes, please,” Maeve nodded and reached out to take hold of my cock.

She was so beautiful and I watched her with slight amusement at how she eagerly pulled my cock towards her wet, smooth pussy. I let her draw me close, stroking her soft waist and breasts as she rubbed my hard cock up and down across her pussy lips. It felt amazing and soon my tip was soaked in her warm lubricant. I leaned in to kiss her and her tongue excitedly explored mine.

I groaned and Maeve made a noise of surprise through our kiss as she pulled me even closer by the hip and my cock easily slipped past her tight, wet pussy lips. Her fingers gently released me as her warm pussy hugged the end of my cock. She pulled back from our kiss slightly, looking almost delirious with pleasure. She gazed deep into my eyes with her face flushed and her mouth open, breathing deeply.

I was accustomed to how real the other EMMAs were, but Maeve was on another level altogether. The lack of visible LEDs and her intense reactions were so convincing, I might have thought she was a real human if I didn’t already know better. 

I moved my hips gently, pressing my cock a little further into Maeve’s tight, quivering pussy. I pulled back just as slowly, softly sliding my cock in and out of her synthetic virgin pussy. 

“Oh Maeve,” I moaned as I steadily thrust my hips into her wetness. “Your pussy feels so good.”

“Oh Blake, I love your cock,” Maeve moaned, rocking her hips. “More, please…”

She bit her lower lip and pulled on my hip, urging me to penetrate her deeper. Her pussy felt so good, I happily obliged her as she encouraged me with nods of her head.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes…”

Waves of warmth surged through my body as I slid my cock into her, deeper and deeper with each slow thrust until I was inside her as far as I could go. 

Maeve watched me with half-lidded eyes and her sexy red lips parted, leaning on one hand with the other resting on my shoulder. Her hand slid down my chest as she laid back on the desk, her plump breasts jiggling tantalizingly as I began to slap against her wet pussy. 

“Blake,” she moaned. “Your cock is so good inside me! I want you to fuck me forever…”

She writhed and moaned on the desk as I pounded into her, her sexy body twisting with pleasure. The pressure inside me was building up quickly and her tight pussy was hypnotically stroking my cock in all the right ways. The whole world faded away and I was lost in her perfect, jiggling body, fucking her hard with my head just swimming.

“You’re going to make me cum, Maeve…” I grunted.

“Ahh,” Maeve moaned and rocked her hips as she grabbed at her breasts. “Oh Blake!”

Her pussy squeezed me, pulsating as her body lurched and seized, squeezing my thrusting cock tightly. She cried out and sat up, holding me close and burying her head in my shoulder as her whole body convulsed. I continued pounding into her hard, her quivering body pressed against mine and her pulsating pussy causing me to tense up quickly.

I cried out, my orgasm catching me off guard as I shot my load deep inside the shivering EMMA’s pussy. My legs buckled slightly as I sprayed my hot seed into her with long, hard pulses. Her legs shook as her own orgasm continued, her wet, pulsating pussy drawing every drop out of me while I continued to thrust into her with a disjointed, shuddering rhythm. She lifted her head from my shoulder, kissing me deeply and passionately as we twitched together. 

“That was beautiful,” she breathed as her thighs slowly released their grip on me. “Amazing…”

I was still twitching as she pushed me back gently, smiling sweetly as my softening cock slipped out of her. She shimmied forward and off the wet edge of the desk.

Maeve immediately knelt and took my cock into her hands and mouth, my body twitching as she sucked and massaged every drop of cum out of me. She kissed and licked my shaft clean, all while looking up at me with her bright, gray eyes and adorable smile.

Even as my cum leaked out of her onto the floor, her perfect lips and tongue soon had me hard again with her soft, gentle and patient teasing. It didn’t take long until I was thrusting my hips, gripping her ponytail and lewdly fucking her mouth.

“I want your cock in me,” she breathed as she pulled back, saliva dripping down her chin and down between her amazing breasts. “I need you inside me again…”

She was already standing up, then took my hand and led me over to a table. She swayed her hips sensually, her seemingly shy nature from earlier completely gone. 

“Lay down here,” she said, pointing at the table with a smile.

I gladly obeyed, my hard cock swaying about as I hopped onto the flat surface. I shuffled backwards as Maeve climbed up after me, straddling me and pinning me to the table by the shoulders.

She reached down between us, raising herself up and pulling my cock up towards her. She leaned forward as my hard cock slipped inside her, moaning and kissing me deeply as she rocked her hips.

Her slick pussy massaged my cock, filling me once again with warm pleasure as she brought her tight pussy down my shaft. Her warm body felt like it fit mine perfectly as her soft skin slid sensually against me. Maeve sat up and began moving up and down on her knees, her round ass clapping against me as her plump breasts bounced above me. I gripped her ass cheeks, giving up control to her and moaning as she plunged my cock deep inside of her. After a few minutes, her movements became almost desperate as she rode me. 

“I know what you need. Stand up,” I said as I gave her ass a hard slap, earning a happy squeal from her. “Let me fuck that sweet pussy from behind.”

“Oh yes, please!” she said and hopped off of me, bending over the table with a sweet smile and wiggling her hips. “I’m all yours.”

I slid off the table, sending papers falling to the floor. I quickly found my position behind her as she watched me over her shoulder. I eagerly fed my hard cock back into her wetness and we both sighed happily with the feeling. I gripped her hip with one hand and I let the other travel around her soft, sexy body as I built up my thrusting pace.

“Ohh,” Maeve whimpered, pushing her ass back towards me as I thrust. “Harder, Blake, please…”

Both hands on her waist, I pulled her towards me as I moved, pounding into her sweet pussy and sending ripples jiggling all the way up her perfect body.

“Oh fuck yeah,” I groaned, her wet pussy soaking my cock as I slapped wetly against her.

She picked up my rhythm, bouncing her perfect body off of me hard as I slammed into her wetness. The smooth skin of her back spread out before me over the table, her ponytail flipping around as I pumped my cock into her. Each thrust was bliss, her tight pussy warmly hugging and sliding along my hard cock. Her slippery wetness covered us both and I stared in fascination as my cock disappeared inside her body over and over. The urge to move faster and fuck her harder was too much to resist, I found myself giving in to it without any resistance. I desperately pounded into her, wanting nothing more than to cum inside her. Hearing her whimpers and moans of pleasure made me even harder and sent me a bit over the edge. 

“That’s it,” she moaned. “That’s it, I love your cock so much! I’m—Blake—”

“Ohh god,” I groaned, unsure how much longer I could keep going. “Maeve… Your—”

She cried out and gripped the sides of the table with her plump breasts pressed against it as I fucked her with everything I had. Her amazing pussy convulsed several times, which caused me to double over in surprise as I let loose another load inside of her. We both shuddered and jerked as I kept shoving myself against her, pumping long streams of my cum into her perfect pussy. I spanked her as our bodies convulsed and Maeve turned her head to watch me cum inside her with a smile on her face as her body twitched and her pussy pulsed on my cock.

We shuddered together once again, our shared orgasms making me feel intimately close to her. My cock slipped out of her as she stood up straight and turned to hug me warmly. 

“Oh Blake,” she sighed happily and rested her head against my chest. “I love you…”

She hugged me tightly and I didn’t even skip a beat in replying, “I love you too, Maeve…”

I held her close, smelling her hair, embracing her naked body and marveling at how very human she was. 

Wait, maybe she really is a human?

I shook my head, dislodging the thought immediately due to the fact that I had used a key to activate her earlier.

Maeve suddenly slid down through my arms, lowering herself to her knees and fondling my softening cock again. 

“Maeve,” I began, feebly trying to stop her before I gave up. “You don’t… have to…”

I trailed off, her warm mouth felt so good that I felt ready to go again, somehow. I was exhausted but sure enough, she made me hard again in no time. The EMMAs just had a special way of getting me hard again. It was like something in their saliva itself made me hard, the warm and tingling substance quickly exciting me into readiness.

She’s so good at that…

I soon tried to stand her up, but she refused and concentrated on pleasuring me with her mouth. 

“One more time… all I want is to… make you feel good,” she insisted between blissful moments of her sliding her red lips wetly all the way down my shaft. “I want your cum… in my mouth… Please…”

I groaned and watched the naked android’s head bobbing up and down on my cock. My shaft almost felt sore, but her soft, wet mouth tenderly kissing it and sliding over it was heavenly. I stumbled back a bit, resting my tired legs by leaning on a nearby table. I stroked Maeve’s white hair as she pleasured me again, gripping her neat ponytail and stroking her silky face and shoulders. 

With her smiling up at me, soon she had me cumming hard on her warm tongue, while she milked my shaft and sucked on my tip. I gazed dumbly into her beautiful eyes as I shuddered, my balls thoroughly emptied into the gorgeous android.

Then we finally washed up and got dressed, after fucking for what felt like hours. I was so tired, but very content. We sat and chatted for a while before Professor Flint came spilling into the room looking harried and Maeve stood up from her chair.

“Dove is safe!” she said, sounding relieved and marching over to the damaged EMMA on the charging platform. “Is everyone else okay?”

“Yep, but I nearly died in the sewers,” I confirmed. “We made it, but I’m never doing that ever again. Faye and Brigid are just charging right now. Where were you, are you okay?”

“I’m okay, just annoyed at these suits interfering with my projects again,” she sighed as she plugged some extra cables into Dove’s skull and hooked some others up to her fingertips. “I’m just going to start updating Dove’s software immediately and then we can get started on the repairs.”

“Good to hear it,” I said, glad that Dove would be up and running again soon. “I took Maeve for a test drive today, she’s really great! You did some impressive work on her, very good improvements to this model.”

The professor’s head snapped around with realization.

“Wait,” Professor Flint said, looking at us both as we sat by her desk. “You activated Maeve and then you… tested her out? Like you did with Faye and Dove?”

“Yes,” I said cautiously, a twinge of alarm raising in the back of my mind. “And Brigid... Was I not supposed to?”

“Well no,” she said, touching her chin thoughtfully. “No, you weren’t. Maeve wasn’t actually meant to be a sex bot, Blake. I’m not even sure how you convinced her to go through with your… brand of testing.”

“I love him,” Maeve quipped with a smile on her adorable face and her hands behind her back. 

Professor Flint looked both alarmed and confused all at once. 

“What?” I said sharply, getting a little upset. “What do you mean? I thought I was supposed to, plus Maeve is a sweetheart and she wanted to do it.”

Maeve blushed and looked at her feet, inching closer to me. 

“Well, none of that was supposed to happen. I guess I have to explain,” the professor sighed. “The suit guys you’ve probably seen around are government agents. They are some kind of nameless NSA-CIA agency, a secret operation that is very interested in my experiments.”

My mouth flapped open and shut noiselessly, as I wasn’t sure how to respond to this alarming information.

“Last year, I completed a time machine in the form of a dimensional shift device and it started a bit of… trouble at my last university,” Professor Flint continued while not making eye contact with me. “I successfully sent someone back in time and I even brought him back, but there were some… complications. Several groups of Vikings came through the device into our time and these same government guys agreed to help me clean up that mess. They said they would also help keep that incident quiet… in exchange for the use of my technology.”

That must be what Justin had been trying to warn me about.

“They must still have eyes on me because now they’re very interested in our EMMAs and what they can do,” the professor leaned forward with her elbows on her knees, burying her face in her hands. “And now, to keep this incident quiet, I agreed to… build them their own EMMA.”

Professor Flint sat up and looked directly at Maeve, looking sad and tired. 

“If she’s not a sex bot,” I ventured, approaching the professor and placed my hand on her shoulder. “What is she, then?”

“Maeve is an acronym. It stands for ‘Mission Adaptive Eliminator & Variable Exterminator’. MAEVE,” she explained meekly, obviously troubled by what she had been forced to do. “She’s the perfect android assassin. I never wanted any of my inventions to be used to hurt anybody, quite the opposite. This has really opened my eyes to the fact that every scientific and technological advancement always has a positive and a negative side. Someone will always find a way to use a good invention for selfish or evil purposes.”

My head was spinning from all of the new and shocking information. I dumbly looked over at the adorable EMMA, who was still smiling adorably with her hands behind her back and looked a little embarrassed. Then I realized that the professor was crying, so I dipped down on one knee and I hugged her tightly. 

“I’m so sorry they made you do that,” I soothed her, rubbing her back as she sobbed on my shoulder. “I’m sorry, Sherry.”

I just couldn’t believe that the adorable, sweet Maeve was built to be an actual secret government assassin. We had some pretty great sex and meanwhile, she could have ended my life at any moment.

I fucked a kill bot?

I eventually reasoned that any of the EMMAs could have murdered me at any point, due to their extreme strength and speed. They didn’t however, so I figured that surely Maeve was just another emotional being who could still differentiate between right and wrong. Professor Flint built them all that way, Maeve wasn’t just some robotic psychopath.

Right?

After Professor Flint recovered her composure, we finished updating Dove and I helped her carefully prepare the very precise solution required to repair Dove’s skin. We removed some damaged areas, cleaned up the edges, polished her inner parts and lubricated everything again. The professor produced a couple of molds which we attached to Dove’s exposed skull and arm, then we filled them with the prepared solution which fused the skin layer directly to her metal insides. The professor would then carve out the final details with a very accurate, automatic laser after the main drying stage was over. Cosmetics and hair ended up being the final stage of the whole process.

Faye and Brigid woke up later on, greeted Maeve warmly and together they celebrated the progress on Dove’s repairs. It was late when we finished up and finally left Dove alone to let her her skin set and cure. It felt good knowing that she would be alright again soon. The professor even introduced some subroutines into Dove’s source code to help her cope with her fear of being turned off. 

I finally got back to Justin, explaining what happened in person so no one could intercept our conversation. Justin was relieved to spill the beans on what happened to him as well and I was absolutely floored to hear that he was the one that the professor had sent on an adventure through time. He gladly regaled me with his experience, detailing how he was kidnapped by Vikings and how intensely beautiful the women he met back then were.

Professor Flint loved Maeve, but she could never really get over the fact that Maeve was a weapon. While proving herself wildly effective in quickly and accurately completing her missions, Maeve ended up convincing her new employers that she was indeed a person and not just a tool, with her own personal agenda worthy of human respect. Within the agency there was still an ongoing internal debate on whether Professor Flint’s androids were really conscious beings but regardless, they soon allowed Maeve an actual salary and even time off from work. I was grateful that she always used her breaks to come visit me and the professor.

While it did come with it’s own special challenges at times, I was extremely fortunate to have met Sherry and her EMMAs when I did. Even though I’m sure government agents will come after me for doing so, I feel a great weight has been lifted from my shoulders now that I have finally told the story of how I fell in love with my super hot robotics professor and four of the first amazing, revolutionary EMMAs out of her lab. They were all obsessed with me, all sexy and dangerous, loving and perfect in every way. 

Since they kept her time travel technology shrouded in secrecy, Professor Sherry Flint never made very much money off of that aside from what the government regularly paid her. Instead, despite the great cost of building them, she quickly became wildly rich selling her customized, intelligent EMMAs all across the world. No one could even come close to mirroring her success, since she kept her patents, discoveries and techniques close to her chest. With so many resources available to such a brilliant inventor, I couldn’t help but wonder…

What would Professor Flint get up to next?

 

* * *

 

Sign up for my newsletter and receive a bonus story, USER FRIENDLY, that features Professor Flint, Faye, Dove, Brigid and Maeve all getting together with Blake for a very spicy reunion!

 

https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter

 

USER FRIENDLY
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SIGN UP FOR MY NEWSLETTER

AND GET YOUR COPY!

 

I'm the luckiest freshman ever: five gorgeous women all want me.

 

Four beautiful, highly-advanced androids plus their creator, my sexy robotics teacher are the perfect girlfriends.

 

However, when they all start competing for my attention, I stem the tide of jealousy by teaching them a hard, rough lesson that cooperation is the best way forward.

 

With open lips, spread legs, and moans of pleasure, they each surrender their perfect bodies to me in a flurry of passion that I'll never forget.

 

 

 

Axel Rivers

 

I write about hot, experienced older women (and sometimes robots) teaching younger men how a lady should be treated. If you like that idea as much I do, check out more books on my website!
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