
        
            
                
            
        

    
Delete This

A Robotic Sci-Fi Android Harem Short

Axel Rivers

Copyright © 2026 Axel Rivers

All rights reserved.

This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locations is purely coincidental. The characters are all productions of the author’s imagination.

This work is intended for adults 18 years or over.

All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or over.

* * *

About

Someone altered my memory, and I need to find out who.

I’m having a bad day when I meet the stunning Elen, a robotic emma living alongside humans. She is sweet and perfect in every way. Her sleek platinum hair and unforgettable curves make me forget all my troubles.

She knows who I am, but I don’t recognize her. How could this happen? I need to figure this out fast, because Elen wants nothing to do with me.

I knew her once and I can’t lose her again!

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

I left the store, my mind swimming with confusion. This time, I avoided the bus, walking in the general direction of my home. I walked for a while, until I ended up stopping and sitting down at an outdoor table beside a coffee shop.

There, I stared at the actuator box, mindlessly inspecting every thing on it, but not absorbing a single word.

I have to get my identity chip checked. Something isn’t right.

I noticed a shape approaching me in my peripheral vision. A sweet scent wafted over me, something that felt familiar and comforting.

“Can I get you anything, sir?” I heard a voice speak up, snapping me out of my inner turmoil. “Coffee?”

My breath caught in my throat and I blinked at her as if she were a mirage. She was an incredibly beautiful emma, but seeing her was vaguely surreal in a way I couldn’t put my finger on.

She had platinum blonde hair, almost white. Her smooth thighs peeked out from under a pleated black skirt, and her enticing midriff was exposed. Her arms were mostly metallic plates, along with the lower parts of her legs. Her figure flaunted impressive curves that one would think I could never forget.

She wore a name tag: Elen.

Learning her name gave me déjà vu in the most fascinating way.

“I know that jacket. Riven?” she grinned, a stunning smile that rendered me speechless. “One cream, one sugar. Right?”

“Yes,” I nodded dumbly, my heart leaping when I heard her speak my name. “Please. Do we know each other?”

She didn’t answer my question. Her skirt flared out briefly as she turned, but when she looked back at me, she looked almost… sad.

She disappeared inside the shop, leaving me to wonder to myself. I wracked my brain, frustrated that I couldn’t remember her, while she clearly knew me.

Elen… Elen…
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The bus shuddered to a halt by the curb in front of me, its hover pads whining as they died down. There were a few people waiting with me, and we all instinctively shielded our faces from the cloud of dust that was thrown up as the bus settled to the ground.

I cleared my throat, stepping back as the doors opened to allow a woman to board ahead of me.

“Thank you,” she said quietly with a little nod as she entered, and a green light accepted her verification.

As I climbed aboard after her, I offered my hand to the beaten up identity scanner and watched expectantly. The process was taking far too long, and my nerves got the better of me as I waited.

Come on, stupid thing!

I was suddenly startled by a red light and a buzzing sound. I felt embarrassed as the driver looked over at me with a half-lidded, apathetic gaze. I glanced around, confirming that everyone else was staring at me too. Pinpricks of sweat appeared on my forehead as I hastily withdrew my hand and presented it again.

My heart was racing as I was finally granted relief, a green light on the bulbous device blinked once and it made a brief hum. I felt like hitting the already dented machine, but I just huffed in annoyance at the scanner and quickly stepped away from it.

I couldn’t explain why the scanner made me so nervous. The bus operator just shrugged and looked away, absorbed in whatever he was looking at on his personal screen. He didn’t have to bother acknowledging anyone else, and it was as if the bus had decided to only pick on me.

The woman ahead of me found a seat, smiling and brushing her pants off as I passed her. She was a pretty emma with shiny black hair, and she wore shiny black tights to match. She had skin almost just like a human, but both of her arms from the elbow to her fingertips were sleek metal surfaces, proudly displaying her android heritage.

I nodded politely, taking up a standing position near the back of the bus. I steadied myself with an overhead grip as the hovering vehicle lifted off the ground again. I eyed the rear exit door, which was partially blocked by a careless human who leaned against the wall there. I glanced over at the pretty black-haired emma again, as I was a little fascinated with her.

Emma women sure are hot…

The occupants of the bus ignored each other in favour of looking at their personal, handheld media screens. I sighed with relief at the safety of obscurity, staring at my feet for a moment before turning my gaze out the window of the rattling hover bus.

The bus lurched slightly as it passed onto a bridge, which spanned a river that wound through our ancient city. Air scrubber drones darted through the sky, working tirelessly. The sun was just a beige blob in the evening smog, but it still reflected hazily off the rippling surface of the water.

An icy chill came over me. The salty, metallic and chemical taste of filthy water stung my throat and filled me up. My chest burned and I felt bubbles sliding up my face, precious air escaping my lungs for good. I could hear a dull thumping sound, and a faint light flickered far above me. I thrashed and tried to reach out, grasping at nothing in the dark, oily blackness…

I gasped and shuddered, and suddenly I was back on the bus. I focused on my feet, steadying myself. I shook my head, waiting until we had crossed the bridge before I looked up again. No one was watching me, so I was relieved that I didn’t draw any attention to myself.

I sighed and reached inside my jacket, digging around my pockets until I found my screen. My hand shook slightly as I flicked my wrist and the small media screen unrolled with a snap. I focused on that instead, accepting any distraction as I slid past videos and news articles with my thumb.

The net was a far cry from the information hub it was fabled to be hundreds of years ago. It was now a gaudy, endless feed of ad space and monetized engagement. I quickly scrolled past advertisements displaying popular company spokespersons with their custom, curated bodies and personalities.

Corporations get perfect body work, while I have to make do with what I got…

I shook my head again and flicked my thumb, panning quickly to avoid anyone profiting from my attention.

I landed on a video, chuckling at the joke in the skit. The delivery of it all felt familiar, but I didn’t recognize the face. I was curious, so I scrolled down, and began to scan the comments.

People were posting side-by-side photos of the actor, comparing him to another man who smiled in the same way, had the same posture, and even walked with the same gait.

“It’s funny how he forgot what he said about emmas!” a comment declared.

“Of course he wouldn’t apologize,” another one said. “He just deleted the guy who said that nasty shit.”

I scrolled back up to the top fast, and opened the actor’s profile. Sure enough, he had a glowing, positive social score.

My stomach churned, and a little bit of panic clawed at the edges of my mind. I was checking on my own score before I noticed I was even doing it.

When I looked up, I realized that the bus was just passing my stop, so I allowed my screen to roll up and shoved it back into my pocket. I slapped the stop request button, and carefully moved over to the exit as the bus bounced down the street.

An emma man got off ahead of me at the next stop, and the pretty, black haired emma woman eyed me as I got off the bus. The doors rattled shut behind me and the bus lifted off, blowing dust and debris around me.

The city felt oppressively drab, mostly clad in shades of grey and black with only real colour being the occasional neon sign or aggressive video advertisement. I had to backtrack a little from missing my stop, but I arrived at the hardware depot after only a few minutes. The door lit up and slid open for me when I got close enough.

Inside, I started to browse the aisles. It didn’t take long before I had to admit that I couldn’t find what I was looking for. I overheard two men talking over by the help desk.

“He took the deposit too?” one said incredulously. “Of course he did, goddamn flesh bag!”

“I’m not kidding,” the other sighed. “Officially approved it through the trust service, but now look. It says… ‘Continuity mismatch. Identity archived.’”

“So you can’t even hold his ass liable. Feels like all of them are doing it these days,” I heard, along with a frustrated thump on the counter top. “The Spark made that continuity law to help emmas. Of course humans come along and twist it up. It’s a damn mockery of our Mother Spark. Snakes, all of them!”

I gathered myself in the aisle, before walking out and approaching the help desk. The depot operator was wearing a smock and his friend was quite tall.

“Enough, there’s a human here,” the android man behind the counter said under his breath, staring quietly at me for just a moment as he processed something. “Hi there, can I help you, sir?”

“Hi, yeah, thanks,” I nodded politely to the two in greeting. “I need a new actuator for my mailbox, it’s been stuck for a while.”

The man nodded and walked around the service counter, and I followed him into an aisle.

“You know, I don’t have a problem with humans,” the depot operator insisted suddenly, seeming a little flustered. “Just the one that stiffed me the other day.”

“No, I get it. I would be annoyed too,” I said, tilting my head in agreement. “I’m sorry that happened.”

The man quickly found the correct shelf, and I watched as he selected a small box. He inspected the details on the side for a moment before turning to me.

“Yep, this will do the trick! Come on,” he waved me along as he headed back to the help desk. “Let’s just scan you out and you’ll be on your way.”

“Thanks,” I nodded with a smile. “I must have walked right past it!”

“No worries,” the emma man shook his head, picking up a handheld scanner and scanning the item. “I know where everything is in this place.”

He looked at me expectantly, gesturing at my hand with his eyes. I nodded, stepping forward and presenting my chip for the verification.

He scanned me with the same device, which immediately made a buzzing noise.

“Try again,” I exhaled in frustration. “This happened on the bus, too.”

The two men looked at each other, and the second man shook his head almost imperceptibly. The depot owner dutifully tried the verification again. Another buzz, with a blinking red light.

My heart thudded in my chest, more intensely than my earlier panic. My gaze darted between the two emmas, who looked at me and each other with concern.

“It’s not working, son,” the man said as he tried again, pulling the actuator away from me a little. “I don’t think I can help you today.”

Scheisse…

“Sch—I…” I stammered, staring at my wrist where my chip was located. “It worked on the bus, I swear!”

“The bus… yeah. Well, after recent events…” the man explained, speaking with care. “I increased my verification requirements for the depot. I can’t give you the actuator unless I can verify you.”

I was sweating, and I couldn’t understand why this was happening. I took shallow breaths, wracking my brain for answers.

Why can’t I verify?

As I stood there, quietly panicking, the tall man reached out and put his hand on my shoulder.

“Hey,” he said, jostling me reassuringly. “Look man, don’t sweat it. It’s a small thing, I got this.”

The tall man presented his wrist, nodding at his friend to scan him instead. The depot operator looked annoyed, but he performed the scan anyway.

With a green light, the verification passed immediately and the operator handed his friend the new actuator.

“Here,” the tall emma said, presenting the item to me.

“Thanks…” I said, numbly accepting the gift, before coming out of my haze. “So much! I—”

“Stop, forget all about it. Just…” he responded with a raised hand, and gestured with his chin towards my verification chip. “Get your shit sorted out.”

“I—I will, sir,” I mumbled, backing towards the store entrance, clutching my item and fighting the urge to run away. “You’re a lifesaver.”

I left the store, my mind swimming with confusion. This time, I avoided the bus, walking in the general direction of my home. I walked for a while, until I ended up stopping and sitting down at an outdoor table beside a coffee shop.

There, I stared at the actuator box, mindlessly inspecting every thing on it, but not absorbing a single word.

I have to get my identity chip checked. Something isn’t right.

I noticed a shape approaching me in my peripheral vision. A sweet scent wafted over me, something that felt familiar and comforting.

“Can I get you anything, sir?” I heard a voice speak up, snapping me out of my inner turmoil. “Coffee?”

My breath caught in my throat and I blinked at her as if she were a mirage. She was an incredibly beautiful emma, but seeing her was vaguely surreal in a way I couldn’t put my finger on.

She had platinum blonde hair, almost white. Her smooth thighs peeked out from under a pleated black skirt, and her enticing midriff was exposed. Her arms were mostly metallic plates, along with the lower parts of her legs. Her figure flaunted impressive curves that one would think I could never forget.

She wore a name tag: Elen.

Learning her name gave me déjà vu in the most fascinating way.

“I know that jacket. Riven?” she grinned, a stunning smile that rendered me speechless. “One cream, one sugar. Right?”

“Yes,” I nodded dumbly, my heart leaping when I heard her speak my name. “Please. Do we know each other?”

She didn’t answer my question. Her skirt flared out briefly as she turned, but when she looked back at me, she looked almost… sad.

She disappeared inside the shop, leaving me to wonder to myself. I wracked my brain, frustrated that I couldn’t remember her, while she clearly knew me.

Elen… Elen…

Soon she returned with my coffee, placing it gently in front of me and offered me her scanner, a device I was truly starting to get tired of seeing. I presented my wrist, not having any hope of a positive result.

With a hum and a green light, the scanner accepted my chip.

What the fuck?

I stared at my hand in relief, annoyance and confusion all at once.

“Thank you,” Elen said softly and politely, averting her eyes. “Enjoy.”

The disappointment in her voice was tangible.

I shared her disappointment in me, and I wondered if I was going mad. I desperately wanted her to stay, to answer all of my questions, but I said nothing as she moved away to tend to her other customers.

I unrolled my pocket screen, looking for something to do instead of staring at Elen while I sat. The coffee was perfect, but my screen had nothing but bad news to offer me.

One news video reported how an assassin used a disposable body to cover his tracks. An article described how a politician couldn’t be verified as the same person that was elected, throwing some decision-makers into chaos. Advertising featured fake people with cultivated bodies and personalities.

I dropped my screen onto the table and it snapped shut, turning off and rolling back up into it’s default shape. I grabbed it before it could roll right off the table, stuffing it into my pocket.

I rubbed my eyes, feeling overwhelmed. It was getting dark, so I pushed myself up to leave.

Before I could even take a step, I noticed Elen come out of the coffee shop, waving and calling out to her coworkers on her way out.

“See you tomorrow!” she smiled, but her smile disappeared when she turned and saw me watching her.

“Elen…” I said, not really aware of what I was about to say. “Can I… walk you home?”

“Riven,” she sighed, looking around at the empty tables. “I’m not sure if that’s a good idea.”

“Do I… know you?” I ventured, spreading my palms plaintively.

She stared at me, evaluating me quietly. Her foot tapped the ground for what felt like an eternity as she waged an internal debate. Finally, she decided to answer.

“Yes,” she said, eying me carefully. “I know you, at least. I wasn’t sure at first, but… it is you.”

I nodded without understanding, the implications of her reply wreaking havoc on my stomach.

“Come on,” she said with a final exhale, tilting her head in invitation. “Walk with me, then.”

For the first time today, my heart soared with real relief. I didn’t care about my failed verifications, my broken mailbox, or my seemingly fragmented memory. I was just glad to be with her. I grabbed my actuator from the table, hurrying to be at her side.

We walked casually, Elen with her arms folded tightly in front of her. We just walked together in a comfortable silence for a few minutes, her metal feet clicking quietly on the pavement. I felt like I had a thousand questions, but I was afraid to ask.

“You haven’t been by the coffee shop in over a month,” Elen broke the quiet, tucking a strand of her white hair behind her ear. “Now I know why.”

“Why?” I asked, feeling lost.

She inhaled and stopped, staring ahead of her into the night. It felt like I had managed to upset her with just that single word I had spoken. There was a quiet, tense moment until she turned sharply to face me with her eyes burning fiercely and her lips quivering.

“You went and had your memory edited,” she said, her voice trembling and tears now spilling freely down her cheeks. “If you don’t remember me… I can’t believe you…”

Elen sobbed into her hands, shrugging me off when I tried to touch her. My heart sank sharply into the depths of my guts as my confusion grew. It didn’t make sense, and I desperately searched my mind for answers that weren’t there.

That can’t be true, I wiped my own mind?

“Elen, I…” I said, but had no explanation, no knowledge or words to fix whatever it was I had done.

Why? Why would I want to forget her? Am I stupid?

“You deleted me!” she spat, her grief and frustration from the past month now all rushing to the surface.

Her accusation cut deep, and I took a step back as if she had physically struck me.

“No,” I shook my head, furrowing my brow as my mind raced. “I can’t have done that…”

Elen cried as I attempted to wrangle my thoughts. I couldn’t believe it, but it made a devastating amount of sense. Gaps in my memory, fragmented recollections, even my inconsistent verification, in the context of a mind edit and identity wipe… it had to be true. I felt terrible, knowing I had hurt her so badly but not remembering any of it.

“Why?” I said, fear and confusion tainting my voice. “Elen, why would I do that?”

Elen wiped her face, finally looking at me again. The pain on her face and in her eyes was almost too much to bear, and I automatically reached out to her.

“Riven…” she said quietly. “Do you want to remember?”

“I do, please,” I begged her. “I don’t understand any of this, please help me.”

She appeared to hesitate and consider my request. After another long minute, she nodded.

Elen stepped closer and took my hand in both of hers, inspecting it and turning it palm up. Her warm, metallic hands were unexpectedly smooth, and my heart swelled with emotion as she touched me.

She traced a finger down my forearm and into my palm, and I grasped her finger without thinking.

She smiled, and using her other index finger she traced another line down my arm. I caught her second finger with my thumb, so I had both of her index fingers trapped in my hand. She jokingly tried to pull away, but I held on tightly.

“I’m keeping them,” I said, smiling.

She laughed and looked up at me, tears filling her eyes again. I just watched her, unsure how to react.

“It really is you,” she breathed, throwing her arms around my neck and sobbing.

Whatever silly game we just played was enough proof for her. I was confused, but I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight. It felt so good and like a relief to feel her in my arms. Overwhelmed by the evening’s revelations, and also somehow holding her again for the first time, tears ran down my face too.

After a minute, she pulled back a little, wiping her face. She took a deep breath, while looking deep into my eyes. She grabbed my chin, turning my head from side to side, inspecting my face closely.

“I liked your old face better,” she chuckled a little nervously, patting my face and heaving a sigh. “But this one will do.”

“What’s wrong with my face…” I wondered aloud, turning to check my reflection in a window.

We continued our walk into the night while holding hands. I looked down at our intertwined fingers, searching for the same familiarity that she showed me, but it just wasn’t there.

“Do you know why this happened?” I said, shaking my head at my own lack of answers. “I can’t believe I would do this to myself. I can’t believe I would want to forget you.”

“I wanted to ask you the same question,” Elen sighed, brushing a lock of her platinum hair behind her ear. “I thought you and I were… good.”

There was a slight chill in the air as we walked together. Tall buildings loomed around us, disappearing into the smog over our heads. Only streetlights and bright neon signs could puncture the darkness that came after sunset.

“Maybe it wasn’t on purpose?” I posited. “Maybe someone did it to me?”

“Maybe,” she nodded, tilting her head as she considered it. “That would be pretty horrible. Who would do such a thing? Maybe something bad happened, and you couldn’t live with that memory.”

“Unnecessary body and memory editing is the sort of thing rich assholes and… criminals do,” I said, a little uncertainty creeping in. “Am I the sort of person who would commit crimes? I don’t think I am…”

“Crime, no. I would say not. You never liked it when things were… unfair. Injustice always made you mad,” Elen said thoughtfully. “That’s one of the things I liked about you. If you actually chose to forget, then you were choosing to escape something. To change your body too, it must have been serious.”

“No, I’m not a criminal,” I reassured myself. “If I don’t remember doing it, then it wasn’t me. That wouldn’t be fair.”

Elen gave me a little sideways glance, but didn’t say anything.

I suddenly realized that Elen had been leading the way the whole time, and I recognized where we were.

“This is my apartment,” I said, looking up at the tall gray building.

“Riven…” Elen said, tugging on my hand.

I turned to face her and she looked up at me, searching my eyes. She was so beautiful, I couldn’t think as I gazed back at her in wonder. She studied me for a while, as if she were memorizing my new face.

Then she closed her eyes, leaned forward and tilted her head up. I reciprocated as if it were inevitable, kissing her gently. She pushed into it a little more aggressively, quickly turning up the heat as she kissed me passionately. It felt new to me but she leaned into it eagerly, as if she had done it with me a million times before.

My thoughts raced with all of the confusion, my fears, our conversations, and the misleading novelty of it all, but it was all washed away as her soft lips caressed mine.

“I missed you so much,” she breathed, a single tear running down her face as we kissed.

Her sweet breath in my mouth and her intoxicating scent filling my nose, I let myself fall into her. I pulled her by the waist even closer to me, her body fitting against mine in the most perfect way as she ran her fingers through my hair.

Elen’s tongue tasted mine, darting between my lips as I backed her up against the door of my apartment building. She slapped the door control, pulling on my jacket to drag me inside with her as it slid open. My heart raced as I reveled in her and felt the curves of her perfect body against me and in my hands.

We stumbled along as we pawed at each other, and I stabbed the elevator button as Elen shoved her hands up under my shirt.

“I can’t wait,” she breathed, digging her smooth metallic fingers into my skin as she kissed my neck. “I missed you. I need you, Riven…”

The elevator door finally opened, and I pulled her inside with me as she groped my hardening cock through my pants. As I stabbed the button for my floor, Elen crouched down, leaning against the wall as she started unfastening my pants.

“Wait—” I laughed, urgently pressing the elevator ‘close door’ button. “Elen…”

I held my pants to stop them from falling down as Elen reached inside my boxers and took hold of me. She bit her lip as she pulled and guided my hard cock out, and I sighed with relief as I was freed from my pants. Wide eyed, she stroked my cock reverently with a little smile growing across her face.

“Oh, Riven,” she breathed, using both hands to gently stroke me. “This is… bigger than your last one…”

“Ahh,” I sighed, doubling over her and slapping one hand against the elevator wall as she eagerly wrapped her lips around my tip.

My cock pulsed involuntarily as her soft, warm lips dragged along the tip of my cock. Her lips smacked as they slipped off the end, and she smiled up at me. She was so adorable, looking up at me from behind my cock. I grabbed her ponytail, pushing my tip against her lips again.

“Mmm,” she moaned, her warm fingers wrapping around my shaft as my cock slipped inside her hot mouth again.

The elevator rumbled as it climbed, while I held onto Elen’s ponytail and leaned on the elevator wall, thrusting my hips as I fucked my gorgeous android’s mouth. She reached down and under her skirt, massaging herself as she expertly sucked on my cock and studied my reactions with dark blue eyes.

“Fuck, your eyes are so pretty,” I groaned, staring at her intently. “That’s a good girl, make that pussy good and wet for me…”

The elevator suddenly stopped, and the doors slid open. Elen pushed herself up, kissing me passionately as she massaged my shaft.

“I always loved it when you called me your good girl,” she breathed, smiling up at me as she squeezed my cock and pulled me into the hallway.

I was forced to hold my pants up with her jerking my cock, all while we kissed wetly and stumbled toward my apartment. I pushed her up against my front door, and she doubled her efforts in jerking me off.

“I want your cum,” she begged. “Go ahead, cum on me, baby… I’m going to fuck you all night…”

“Let’s…” I said, between kisses as I struggled to verify my entry. “Go inside… Come on…”

The door split in the middle, two halves that slid into the walls on either side of the doorway. We hurried inside and I slapped the button to close and lock it. I let go of my pants and they fell, while I struggled to kick my shoes off.

When I finally stepped out of my pants, I reached for her sides as she shimmied out of her panties, pressing two buttons there with a click. I then reached for her shoulders, clicking open two more clasps. Her chest plate fell into her hands, and I grabbed her backplate before it could fall to the floor. I handed it to her and she tossed them aside onto the floor with a clatter.

Her amazing breasts were now revealed, so round, soft, and perfect. I was stunned with fascination at both her stunning tits and the fact that I knew how to remove her breastplate without even thinking about it.

Elen started pushing my jacket off and I let it fall, staring at her sexy body as she hurried to undress me. The actuator in my pocket struck the floor with a loud thud that we both ignored.

“Are you lost? Don’t just stare,” Elen chuckled as she threw my shirt across the room. “Come, Riven. I need to try out this new cock…”

She tugged on my cock with a sweet smile, turning and leading me towards the bed in my modest, one-room apartment. She was such an incredibly beautiful emma, I felt like my living conditions weren’t worthy of her.

Her thighs, torso, shoulders, head and neck were all silky-smooth, synthetic flesh. Her arms and lower parts of her legs displayed her android complexity, with elegant metallic plating protecting her musculature. Somehow, even her metal parts were warm, smooth, and inviting. Her skirt was the only thing she was left wearing, hiked up just enough that I could see her flawless ass cheeks peeking out at me.

I grabbed a handful of her round, plump ass and she turned to face me again with a smile. She put her arms around my neck, standing on her toes to kiss me deeply. I ran my hands over her soft waist and hips, pulling her close. My cock pressed against her stomach, and she reached down to massage me as we kissed.

She released me and slipped downward, quickly taking my cock in her mouth again. She eagerly bobbed her head, flushing my body with warmth as her soft tongue and hot mouth flowed in smooth patterns over my cock. Her warm fingers brushed my shaft, complimenting her movements and adding to my excitement.

“Ugh,” I groaned, slipping my cock deeper and touching the back of her throat. “Elen, you’re gonna make me cum…”

She began massaging my shaft with both hands, eagerly sucking wetly as saliva ran down her chin and onto her impressive breasts. I knew how bad she wanted me to cum, but I wasn’t about to blow it so early.

I took her wrists, guiding her up and her lips made a popping sound as my cock slipped out of her mouth.

“Wait, no,” she whimpered, looking down at my hard, wet cock. “I want you to cum, please! You were getting close, I could feel it…”

She gasped as I pushed her up against the wall, her stunning tits bouncing tantalizingly.

“I’ll definitely cum soon,” I said, eying her perfect body hungrily. “But not until I’m done playing with you.”

I leaned down, pinning her wrists against the wall as I took her flawless nipple into my mouth. My hard cock twitched as she gasped, moaning as I alternated between her two perfect nipples. I ran my tongue over them, flicking them and gently biting them as I enjoyed every cry and moan I could elicit from her.

I released her wrists, taking great handfuls of her tits as I reveled in them. Elen wrapped her arms around my head, sighing with pleasure and stroking my hair.

“Riven,” she gasped, digging her fingertips into my shoulder. “Honey, please… I need your cock inside me… I’m going crazy. Please, fuck me…”

I pulled her by the waist away from the wall, then I pushed her toward the bed. She loosened her ponytail, throwing a hair tie somewhere on the bed as she fell back onto it with a smile. She immediately spread her thighs and reached out for me to join her. Her tight, pink pussy was soaking wet and ready for me to plow into her perfect body.

I stroked my cock as I approached, trying to make sure I memorized this moment, seeing her like this. With her platinum hair spread around her naked body on my bed, she was so beautiful and I never wanted to forget her again.

“God, look at you. Come here,” she said, twiddling her fingers in the air as she reached out to me. “I miss your old body, but this new one is pretty sexy too.”

“I was just thinking how fucking gorgeous you are,” I said as I climbed onto the bed after her and wedged myself between her thighs.

She chuckled and immediately wrapped her legs around me, pulling me close and reaching down between us. She grabbed my cock, massaging my hardness as I kissed her.

“I love you,” she whispered, putting a hand on my face as her other hand brushed the tip of my cock back and forth across her wet pussy lips.

“I love you too,” I responded right away, my body spasming lightly as she teased my tip. “Ohh, Elen…”

She smiled happily, pulling my cock into her and I grunted as I slipped inside of her hot pussy. She let me go as I sank inside her, rocking her hips gently as I slowly began to thrust.

“Oh, that’s what I needed,” she sighed, digging her fingertips into my back. “That’s where you belong…”

I pushed myself up with both hands on either side of her shoulders, looking down at her beautiful smiling face as I slipped my cock deeper and deeper inside of her flawless pussy. Her breasts jiggled and her body moved sinuously in time with my thrusts as she stroked my body encouragingly.

“Yes, oh,” she moaned, her face flushed pink as she began to rock her hips more urgently. “Riven, yes…”

I quit fucking her gently and began to slap against her, clapping noises bouncing around the room as I watched her excitement grow. I leaned back and pushed her legs up, watching her face contort in pleasure and her plump bosom bounce as I pounded my cock into her.

“Yeah, that’s what I want to see,” I grunted, increasing my pace as I punished her tight little pussy. “That’s a good girl, cum for me…”

She reached down, massaging her clit as I fucked her, staring up at me intensely with her jaw slack. I just stared at her in fascination, watching as her body tensed up and relaxed in growing waves. My cock was soaked in her wetness, disappearing deep inside her over and over. She threw her head back, moaning in ecstasy as I fucked her hard.

Then she cried out, her spine arcing forward as her whole body spasmed. Her thighs squeezed me and her pussy pulsed hard on my thrusting cock. Her legs around me held me tight, and I fought to maintain my rhythm as I roughly fucked her quivering body.

“Fuck yeah, cum on my cock,” I grunted, gritting my teeth. “Take it like a good girl!”

“Ohh,” she moaned, her eyes rolling in her head as her body shook and spasmed. “Riven…!”

I fucked her relentlessly, drawing out her orgasm as long as I could. Her body shivered and twitched as she moaned, until she finally went limp.

“Good,” I commended her, stroking her sweet face. “That was beautiful.”

I pulled out of her, standing up and offering her my hand. She sat up in a daze, taking my cock that was in front of her face into her mouth.

“Ahh,” I chuckled, stroking her soft hair. “Very good girl, but come here.”

I took her hand, helping her stand up on shaky legs.

“Bend over,” I said, pointing at the dining table.

She smiled and nodded, her body jiggling as she trotted over to the table obediently. I spanked her as she went, and she squealed happily.

She bent over the table, her skirt riding high on her waist, and displayed her tight, wet pussy for me. Framed by her ass and thighs, her tight pussy looked perfect.

“Holy shit,” I mumbled, stroking my cock and her silky smooth ass at the same time. “You’re flawless, Elen…”

She just responded with a laugh as she watched me over her shoulder, shaking her hips at me. Her tight, pink pussy just dripped in anticipation of me, wetting her inner thighs. Taking hold of my shaft, I guided myself close to her, gently feeling her hot pussy lips against the tip of my cock.

“My pussy is all yours,” she said, her eyes watching me longingly. “Do whatever you want to me…”

I slipped inside her again, my wet cock and her soaking wet pussy allowing me to quickly penetrate her fully. She moaned, putting her head down on the table as I slowly pulled back.

I slid back inside her, groaning and grabbing the skirt around her waist as I used as much of my length as I could to give her slow, steady thrusts.

“Holy shit,” I exhaled and slapped her ass cheek.

I couldn’t stop myself from increasing the pace, punctuating the clapping that filled the room with hard spankings that reddened her ass cheeks. I flipped her skirt up, watching her ass bounce as I pounded her tight little pussy.

“Don’t stop!” she cried, pushing back onto me as I slammed into her. “Riven…”

Her fingers clutched edges of the table as I fucked her hard, gripping her waist and pulling her onto me. The synthetic wood of the table splintered and cracked as she squeezed it in her grip, but I refused to let up as her pussy began to pulsate on my cock again.

She moaned, slapping the tabletop as her body shuddered. She threw her head back and cried out, her pussy squeezing me hard as she spasmed and shook. She couldn’t slow me down since I was behind her, so I was able to keep pounding her quivering, wet pussy as her second orgasm hit her hard. I held her down firmly on the table, feeding her long, hard strokes of my cock as she moaned and shivered.

“That’s my girl,” I breathed hard, releasing her and stroking her hips. “I love feeling you cum on my cock.”

“I—I think,” she said, catching her breath. “I think I broke your table.”

I fucked her slowly as her shivers and spasms died down, running my hands all over her sexy body. She soon pushed herself up, reaching back to push me away. I took her cue to pull out of her, admiring her pussy as my shaft slid out of it.

She turned, her sexy body enticing me closer, but she pushed me back.

“Sit on the bed,” she said, gesturing and pushing me backward.

I was breathing hard and obeyed her command, backing up until I was sitting on the bed and looking up at her magnificent body. She towered over me, her huge tits somehow looking even bigger. Then she smoothly lowered herself to her knees, positioning herself between my legs.

She was so beautiful, smiling at me as she teased my hard shaft with her fingers. One at a time, she lifted her big tits and placed them in my lap. My cock sat neatly between then, pointing right at her face.

“You made me cum twice,” she purred, stroking my thighs. “Now, relax. Let me do the work. You will cum for me.”

I had no argument, my cock was so hard for her as she lowered her head and kissed my tip wetly. She gently played her lips over my tip, making me twitch as she liberally allowed her slippery saliva to cover me completely. She used her hands to spread it around, until me and the bed under me were soaked.

She then bounced her tits against my cock, spitting downward between her breasts one more time as she began to raise herself up on her knees. She bit her lip and smiled at me happily, jiggling her tits playfully for me. She squeezed them around my hard cock, enveloping me completely.

Elen lowered herself, watching as my cock reappeared between her stunning tits. Soaked in her slippery saliva, my cock slipped freely across her soft skin. It was a rush, every time her soft breasts pressed against my lap, and I just watched her silently as she teased me.

“Ahh,” I groaned as I gripped the bedsheets. “Elen…”

I couldn’t remember anything so beautiful, watching her lovingly manipulate my cock. She smiled up at me, her eyes filled with nothing but affection as I stared dumbly at her jiggling tits. Relaxing with her warm body between my legs, brushing against my balls was quickly going to make me lose control of myself.

“Does that feel good, cutie?” she chuckled as she bounced her tits in my lap.

I groaned, holding her breasts with her as I began to thrust my hips. She sensed my urgency, dipping her head to pop my tip into her mouth and matching my pace with a sweet chuckle.

“Cum on me,” she pleaded. “Riven, cum… please…”

She was so sweet, and loving, I couldn’t imagine ever wanting to forget her.

“I love you,” she whispered, jiggling her tits warmly in my lap. “That’s it…”

The pressure was too great, her face too pretty, and her breasts too soft. With her slippery wet tits teasing my cock, and her sticking her tongue out in anticipation, I couldn’t hold back any more.

“Fuck!” I grunted.

I cried out, my hands on hers as she squeezed her plump breasts around my cock and furiously massaged my cock with her jiggly tits. My spine arced as a thick stream of my cum shot out of me and splashed across her face. She laughed happily as she relentlessly worked her breasts over my cock and my body spasmed hard again. My second pulse hit her in the chin, flowing freely over her breasts and over my cock, providing more lubrication as another wave of ecstasy surged through me.

“Ohh, yes…” she moaned, laughing happily. “I love it.”

I watched her in fascination as my body shuddered and I completely covered her tits in my cum. She pulled back, allowing her wet tits to fall off my lap as she took hold of my shaft and pumped every last shiver out of me into her mouth. She bobbed her head, sucking me dry as I moaned and gripped a handful of her hair.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, letting her go and falling back onto the bed. “That was amazing.”

Elen didn’t stop there, she continued to suck on my cock even though I was spent. It felt good, so I didn’t stop her, but it didn’t take long until I was hard for her again.

She crawled onto the bed on her hands and knees, pointing her rear end at me and wiggling her hips. I got up wordlessly, quickly aligning myself and slipping inside her wet warmth for round two.

“Mm,” I moaned, admiring her jiggling body as I squeezed her hips and ass.

I fucked her even harder this time, with a firm grip on the skirt bunched up around her waist. Elen groaned aggressively and pushed back toward me.

“Fuck me!” she cried, her sweet pussy enveloping my cock perfectly.

I gripped her thick hips, pounding into her hard as she moaned and begged me for more. Soon she cried out, her perfect pussy spasming and quivering on my cock as I slammed it into her. Her body shuddered uncontrollably as she orgasmed, and I eventually took her trembling whimpers as a sign to stop.

I pulled out, falling onto the bed beside her. Elen lowered her face, taking my cock lovingly into her mouth. She teased me with her tongue until she made me cum all over her face again, reveling happily in my hot ejaculate.

We were both sticky and tired, and she fell into bed beside me. She played idly with my cock as we rested, and after about twenty minutes I was shocked to realize that she had manipulated me into hardness once again.

“Elen…” I said, about to protest, but my desire got the best of me again.

She threw her sexy thigh over me, gently climbing up on top of me.

“Shh, don’t move,” she said, reaching between us and slipping my hard cock back inside her. “Let me do the work, sweetie.”

For what felt like a blissful forever, she slowly rode me with her hands on my chest. Her gorgeous body jiggled and bounced as I ran my hands over her smooth curves. She lovingly fucked me slow, enjoying every second of it. Her eyes watched me with nothing but affection.

We were both so sticky and sweaty, completely enraptured by each other. She blushed and leaned forward, closing her eyes as she moaned.

“I missed you, Riven,” she whispered. “I love you so much.”

“I love you, Elen…” I grunted as I thrust my hips with handfuls of her perfect ass.

“Cum inside me,” she whimpered. “I—Oh…”

Her sweet, perfect pussy squeezed me as she gasped and moaned, her fingers digging hard into my chest as she leaned forward. I groaned, her orgasm unexpectedly pulling me over the edge and my cock surged inside of her, sending a hot stream of my cum deep into her hot pussy.

“Yes!” Elen cried out, throwing her head back as she urgently slapped against my thighs with her skirt fluttering around her.

“Elen!” I gasped. “Fuck!”

Again and again, I surged inside of her as her sexy body bounced on my cock. I shuddered and gripped her hips tightly, moaning uncontrollably as her tight pussy milked everything I had left out of me. My body was totally exhausted at this point. Elen sighed happily, shivering slightly as she lay down on top of me, my twitching cock still inside her. My hands pet her round ass cheeks affectionately and her plump tits pressed against my chest as she kissed me tenderly.

“So…” I said as I traced a line down her back with my finger. “You’re my girlfriend, I take it!”

“Mmm, of course, silly,” she chuckled, kissing my chest. “One of them, at least.”

Wait, how many do I have?

I must have fallen asleep pretty soon after that, because the next thing I knew I was waking up with Elen sprawled across the bed beside me, with her head on my chest and her arm thrown over me.

I ran my hand up her smooth back, eying her round behind in admiration as I blinked and stretched myself awake. My leg touched a wet spot on the bed, which was now cold.

Very slowly, I sat up. I carefully lifted Elen off of me as I worked my way out from under her, gently laying her on the bed. She murmured in her digital dream, but remained asleep. I crouched beside the bed, brushing her hair behind her ear as I memorized her adorable face. I didn’t want to forget it ever again.

She must be exhausted. I’m a very lucky man.

I pushed the blanket aside, exposing her leg just above the left knee. I wedged my finger just behind one of the metal plates there, and I pulled out a thin wire with a jack on the end of it. I kept pulling until it was about five feet long, then I stood up and plugged her charging cable into the wall outlet. I knew that emmas were able to recycle their power to a degree, but recharging directly through a port was hundreds of times more efficient.

As I straightened my back, I marveled once again at how I could consistently display prior knowledge, without understanding how or why I knew it.

How much do I do because I remember it, and how much do I do because it’s become a part of me?

I wrung my hands nervously in the dim light of the sunrise, not sure what all of this meant. I may have chosen to forget once, but I was going to need face some answers soon. Not knowing was scary, but if it was a choice I made, I worried that knowing the truth would be worse.

I looked around my small apartment, scanning the floor for my jacket. I scooped it up off the floor near the door, straightening it out and searching the pockets. I quickly located the actuator box, and unceremoniously dumped my jacket back onto the floor.

I turned the package over in my hands, searching for a way to open it neatly until I gave up and simply destroyed the paper box by ripping it apart. A tiny paper fluttered to the floor as the shiny new actuator fell into my hand, a complex metal cylinder that had more weight to it than its small size suggested.

I grabbed the paper from the floor, holding it up to the light that came in through the window. Red, capital letters were written on the first line:

RETURN OLD ACTUATOR TO DEPOT FOR CLEANING.

Spark era tech wouldn’t stop working unless something was jamming it up. The instructions were mostly common sense, so I threw them aside.

After about ten minutes of walking back and forth, searching for tools, and making way more noise than I intended to make, I removed the old, stuck actuator from my mailbox and replaced it with the shiny new one.

I pressed the button on my mailbox and it hissed open suddenly with a creak. Over a month’s worth of flyers and mail spilled onto the floor, I tried valiantly but failed to catch it all. I shot a glance over my shoulder at Elen, but she was still recharging peacefully.

As I was piling the contents of my mailbox on the table, I accidentally activated an audio flyer. I had to quickly hunt through the pile to locate it while it belted out an obnoxious jingle, silencing it suddenly by tearing it in half.

Yet Elen still slept through all of my commotion, so I sat at the table and breathed a sigh of relief. I ran my finger over the dents on the table’s edge that Elen had left there the night before. I smiled to myself as I remembered it.

I sorted the advertisements into a pile on one side of my dining table. My actual mail was a very small pile, and one letter stamped on it’s face in red with an elaborate Body & Mind Agency logo immediately stood out to me.

I opened and unfolded it, turned it the right way up and started reading. My hands were unsteady and I almost wanted to stop reading, but I swallowed my nerves and pushed through it. I exhaled sharply and my stomach formed into a knot as I tried to piece together what I was reading into a coherent story.

The letter first thanked me for trusting the Mind & Body Agency with this “delicate matter”. It gave the details of my body replacement procedure with cold, clinical language.

The date listed at the top confirmed what Elen said about me disappearing over a month ago.

In addition to the body replacement, I had also requested a selective memory edit, which listed the operation as a success with an 83% accuracy rate.

I leaned forward and my knee came up involuntarily in surprise when I read that line, painfully striking the underside of the table and violently rattling everything that was on it. The junk mail stack tilted over and fell onto the floor.

I had to read it again to be sure, rubbing my knee while my pulse raced. They targeted my memories with eighty-three percent accuracy.

So, what, they just fucking missed seventeen percent of the time? What were they using, a garden hose?

I couldn’t even know what it was they erased because, of course, it was gone.

The letter also stated that I had voluntarily declined identity continuity certification, formally terminating my prior identity chain, and purging my previous records.

I was literally a new man.

Is that why I couldn’t verify at the hardware depot? What does this mean?

I couldn’t tell if I was going to be sick, or just angry. I just sat there blankly with my hands fallen to my sides, staring at the tabletop as the letter fell to the floor. My mind spun with all of this new information.

Maybe if I just ignore it, it will get better in time.

I was getting a headache.

Elen put her arms around me, startling me out of my daze.

“Oh!” she recoiled slightly, showing me her palms as I turned. “Sorry, I didn’t mean—”

“It’s okay,” I sighed, reaching out for her and pulling her naked self into my lap. “I found the document for my procedure in the mail, it was a bit… alarming.”

“Can I see?” she said as she hopelessly attempted to straighten my hair out.

“It’s… on the floor,” I sighed, not really wanting to experience it again. “There.”

Elen looked down, then stooped to snatch it off the floor. She put her arm around my shoulders, reading as I brushed my face against her perfect breast. She smelled so comforting.

“It all looked pretty standard, until I read the accuracy line. That doesn’t sound accurate at all,” she said, angry lines appearing between her eyebrows. “What happened, did they let the janitor do it? With a shovel?”

“Yeah, sure seems like it,” I nodded, staring blankly at her impressive cleavage. “While at a gallop on horseback.”

“Riven, I’m sorry,” Elen put the letter on the table and threw her arms around my neck. “Last night, I thought you deleted me on purpose.”

“It’s okay,” I chuckled softly, but enjoyed the hug anyway. “I would have thought the same thing.”

“I’ll suck your dick,” she said with a smile, patting my shoulder. “You—”

I perked up, but she stopped unexpectedly and stared off into space, effectively ending my chances of getting morning head.

“Elen?” I said, patting her thigh. “What—”

“Just wait,” she said, pressing her finger firmly against my lips. “Something important on the threadweb.”

She was seeing something I couldn’t, so I just waited quietly with her finger over my lips.

“The Spark,” Elen said simply, getting off my lap abruptly and moving to the media screen that was built into the wall.

I stood up, feeling extremely tired. After the morning’s revelation about my butchered memory, I felt like I already didn’t want to deal with too much more for the day.

Elen sat on my couch watching the media screen, rapidly tapping the coffee table controls faster than I could even see. She quickly found a news broadcast as I came over to sit with her.

“You already know what it is, right?” I asked her, getting a little impatient that I was still confused.

“No, I don’t. It’s an announcement,” Elen replied, before bouncing excitedly and pointing at the screen. “Mother Spark! There she is!”

Her eyes lit up and she stood again, watching the head and shoulders on the screen with awe. Elen’s hands fluttered near her chest, as if she didn’t know what to do with herself.

“Oh, I like her new braids,” Elen said breathlessly, idly fiddling with her own hair. “Maybe I should do mine like that.”

The flawless face on the screen was a pure ceramic white, smooth and without blemish. Her skin and garments were both detailed with fine golden scrollwork that resembled ancient electronic circuitry. She had blonde hair falling gracefully around her shoulders, adorned with thin braids that had sparkling platinum threads woven into them. Just behind her head, there was a large, layered metal sunburst that shone with its own golden light.

“Do you think that is her new skin?” Elen went on, already twisting a thin lock of her hair into a braid. “Or a mask?”

The Spark’s startlingly blue eyes pierced through the screen and drilled into me, burning with an intelligence that had been honed to an unfathomable sharpness over many centuries. I felt a foreboding weight in the pit of my stomach, pulling me down into the couch.

Elen took a breath and stood rigidly, raising her palms plaintively towards the image on the screen. At first, I could only respond with awe as I stared at the unreal visage of the Spark, but then I scrambled to stand and show my respect in solidarity with Elen.

Elen glanced at me briefly with a little smile as I mirrored her gesture. The braid she had started unraveled a little, and she returned her full attention to the screen as the Spark began to speak.

“My gifts to the world brought us all prosperity and longevity. Those same gifts are now causing cracks to appear in our society,” she announced with clear authority. “If we are to stop it from crumbling, we must make changes. Without a foundation of consistent identity, we will see all trust, consent, and law dissolve. Crime and dishonesty routinely goes unpunished.”

There was a pause, as the Spark allowed a moment for her statements to sink in. Elen shifted nervously in place.

“From this very moment, all sentient minds shall each maintain identity continuity. Anonymous bodies, customized memories, and parallel selves are all now illegal. Every action, mind, and self will be fairly accountable,” the Spark continued smoothly, pausing again. “I love you all.”

The weight that was in my stomach was now in my chest, squeezing it with cold reality. The announcement filled me with dread, even though I didn’t yet understand why.

I jumped when the transmission was cut short. There was gibberish on the screen for a moment before the news broadcaster took control of the feed again. Elen stood unmoving for a moment, before slowly lowering her hands.

“Wow, a new law casually dropped by the Spark!” a talking head said on the screen. “Continuity. What will this mean for you?”

The annoying human newscaster started loudly commenting further on the development, so I leaned down to stab the mute button.

“Wait a minute,” I said quietly, the gears in my head spinning madly. “Identity continuity?”

“Riven…” Elen mumbled and turned to me, her lips pressed and her face somber.

Her jaw clenched and twitched slightly, her eyes flicking back and forth as she rapidly checked the threadweb. Her mannerisms made me nervous, and her silence just encouraged me to talk to myself instead.

“That can’t mean anything for me, if that’s what you’re thinking,” I said, my nerves grating as words flashed across the screen on the wall. “Whatever happened is in the past. I didn’t do anything wrong, I know I’m a decent person.”

“We still don’t know what you were trying to do with these procedures,” Elen said, choosing her words carefully. “But we should just… lay low for a while, until we understand our options better.”

“You know me, I’m not a criminal!” I exclaimed, gesturing wildly. “Should I be punished for something I don’t even remember doing?”

“Shh, it’s okay, honey. Just… let me keep researching this,” Elen shushed me, sucking her teeth as she scanned the threadweb.

Elen looked concerned, which did nothing to reassure me.

“Of course, it’s not right for people to weasel out of… responsibilities,” I said, massaging my temples. “If I did something illegal, I should make the reparations. But how, if I don’t remember…”

“Don’t try to research anything on the human net,” Elen blurted out, holding her hands up. “They can see what you’re doing there. I’ll do it, on the threadweb. Just… let me figure this out.”

We stood there together helplessly, naked and exposed while the world changed around us. Elen came closer, hesitating momentarily before she put her arms around me.

“Whatever happens,” she said into my shoulder as she squeezed me. “We’ll go through it together.”

“Thank you,” I sighed, stroking her back. “I guess we’ll just have to see what happens.”

Elen and I spent the morning together. We didn’t know how the new law would affect us, but her presence was comforting. Soon Elen needed to get back to the coffee shop, getting ready to leave a little early so she could go home and change into fresh clothes.

“Just don’t go anywhere today,” she yelled from the bathroom. “I mean it. I know your score will drop a bit if you miss work, but I need to know how things will change first.”

“It can’t be that big of a deal,” I said, waving it off. “I don’t even remember what was erased, so everything will be fine.”

Seventeen percent inaccuracy.

The obvious gaps in my memory troubled me, but not thinking about it was my favourite way to cope.

Elen’s metal feet clicked across the floor toward me, moving quickly. I stood as she approached, shoving my hands in my pockets. She tucked her hands into the space between my arms and my waist as she leaned against me.

“You look great,” I said, admiring her once again.

“Please, stay home. I don’t think it’s a good idea to do anything today,” Elen said, ignoring my compliment and jostling me slightly as she made her point. “I’m serious, this is a bigger change than I think you realize.”

“Don’t worry,” I said, kissing her on the forehead. “Everything will be fine.”

She gave me an unconvinced look, shaking her head but not saying anything else. She gave me a kiss, and I pulled her closer by the hip.

“I love you,” she said, turning on her heel and walking to the door.

“I—” I hesitated, suddenly wondering how long Elen and I had actually been together. “I love you, Elen.”

She slapped the door button, looked over her shoulder with a smile at me one last time, then disappeared out the door.

The apartment suddenly felt overly empty and I couldn’t sit alone stewing in my thoughts, so I started getting myself ready for work. I ate breakfast, prepared a lunch, then went to the bathroom to wash up. It didn’t take very long to get ready, and I was soon out the door despite Elen’s warning.

I waited for the bus as usual, turning aside and covering my face as the bus dropped and kicked up dust. I anxiously verified when I boarded, but there were no issues this time. I took a steadying breath, hoping that today would be nothing but routine.

The energy on the bus was buzzing like a beehive, the news from the Spark obviously having caused a stir. A human was chatting up the bus driver, talking loudly so he could be heard through the barrier.

“She can’t just change the rules like that,” the guy insisted. “It fucked me right hard, now I can’t go on my trip.”

I stared ahead nonchalantly, pretending not to listen, but I was just so curious to learn anything new about the Spark’s announcement.

“The Spark has the highest social score in the fucking world,” the driver replied, sounding a little annoyed. “She can and will do what she thinks is best. The Continuity Law is a good thing. Only the super wealthy or criminals are getting body swaps. People should pay for their crimes.”

“People undergo procedures like these all the time, that doesn’t mean they are criminals,” the young man argued, stabbing his finger into the clear barrier that protected the driver. “Longevity treatments, crippling accidents, mental disorders? Telling me those people should all go to prison?”

The driver gave the man an exaggerated, sidelong glance, obviously demonstrating how incredulous he was.

“Just calm down. People getting proper, necessary medical procedures aren’t clearing their continuity records too,” the driver said, turning his gaze back to the road as he guided the bus to land at the next stop with practiced precision. “I’m sure you had a good reason to get a brain wipe. You’re not going to jail if you haven’t done anything really bad, so don’t wet yourself.”

I stabbed the open door button at the rear exit, not wanting to hear any more. I could walk the rest of the way to work.

“I didn’t mean me,” the guy retorted. “I didn’t do anything wrong…”

“How can you know that,” the driver said, now clearly teasing the man. “If you can’t remember?”

I stepped off the bus and moved away quickly, lost in my thoughts as I walked.

Maybe I really should have stayed home…

The buzzer sounded as I approached the factory where I worked, causing everyone lounging outside to reluctantly get up and start shuffling towards the entrance to the sound of groans and sighs. Having arrived just in time, I managed to get in line around fifth in the queue, all of us taking one step at a time as each person was admitted inside.

I sighed, stepping up when it was my turn and presented my wrist for scanning. Our supervisor scanned me and I took another step forward, as I was accustomed to doing.

“Hold it,” he said, his arm shooting out and blocking me from advancing.

I ran into his arm, stumbling as I suddenly tried to stop myself. In his hands the supervisor held a scanner, which displayed an alarming red light.

Scheisse! Warum ich?

“Ned?” I said as I backed up, giving him a puzzled look. “What’s this?”

“That’s a new body, huh?” my supervisor said, shrugging at me helplessly. “New rules, sorry man. Go see that lady over there.”

Ned gestured with the scanner, waving me out of the lineup. Only as I shuffled out of the line towards the awaiting official, did I realize that whenever I got upset, I would curse in German. I couldn’t remember ever learning German. My mind swirled with confusion as I looked back at Ned scanning other people into work.

Now what?

I turned to face the redheaded human official, who stood there with a tablet in one hand as she held out her scanner. Standing beside her with his hands behind his back, was a no-nonsense male emma with cropped, black hair and the coolest sunglasses I’d ever seen.

“Let me scan you, please,” the official prompted me.

I was getting really tired of constantly being scanned and verified. I held out my arm, not even attempting to hide the frustration on my face.

“May I ask what’s going on here?” I said, exasperation in my voice as she scanned my chip.

“With the new law in effect, changes will need to take place,” the official explained with rehearsed efficiency. “Your continuity chain was broken, so you just need to get your identity certification repaired. This shouldn’t take long…”

I crossed my arms to hide my apprehension and worry, the black-haired emma watching me carefully. The woman tapped away on her tablet, until she paused a minute later. She glanced at me then looked nervously over her shoulder at her bodyguard, giving him the smallest of nods.

That can’t be good.

“Actually, if you could follow Eddie here,” she said, stepping aside and indicating onward with a polite smile. “He will escort you to where we can get you all sorted out.”

My heart sank hard with dread. I fell screaming internally into a pit of despair, as Eddie reached out and gestured that I go with him. As I reluctantly marched forward, I briefly considered running away, but I already knew how strong and fast emmas could be. I looked back at the lineup of my workmates, where everyone and my supervisor were all watching me get singled out.

Verdammt!

Eddie gently took my elbow, guiding me on as my concern grew.

“I can tell you’re panicking,” he said, adjusting his cool sunglasses. “Don’t worry. You’re not being detained. We will just need to do a bit more extensive work to repair your identity chain.”

I was led into the building through a different entrance, and was deposited in a sterile room with nothing but a table and two chairs in it.

Like an interrogation room.

“Wait here,” Eddie said flatly, closing the door behind him.

So I waited, and panicked. I didn’t bother sitting and paced around the table instead, as if avoiding the chair would help me avoid whatever trouble I was in. After about twenty minutes, I was thinking about trying to open the door and leaving when I was startled by the official suddenly walking into the room.

She was accompanied by Eddie, who stood at her shoulder with his hands behind his back as she sat in one of the chairs.

“Please, Riven,” she gestured at the seat across from her as she set her tablet on the table. “Have a seat and I won’t take up much more of your time.”

I didn’t want to sit, but I also didn’t want this to take any longer than necessary. I grabbed the chair, sitting down on it hard and scooted it up to the table. I folded my hands on the surface expectantly, with my leg impatiently bouncing on the ball of my foot. I said nothing as I awaited an explanation.

“As you may have heard, Mother Spark introduced a new concept that changes the way identification works,” she began, gesturing emphatically. “We found an archived event that was associated with your previous identity, which is now attached to your current identity.”

“An… event?” I croaked, a hard lump in my throat making it difficult to speak. “What was it?”

“I don’t know that,” she held her hands up defensively, shaking her head. “You aren’t being detained, but your identity does require a memory audit.”

“Audit?” I repeated, leaning forward. “What does that mean?”

“Well,” she tilted her head and cleared her throat. “That means you should commit to a memory review and relearn what the… incident… was, to properly reestablish your identity.”

I stared at her, halfway in shock.

“But I chose to forget it,” I said, throwing my hands up questioningly. “What if it’s something traumatic that I shouldn’t remember?”

“We know that whatever it was, it was a crime,” she insisted, leaning over the table. “I’d want to know. You can’t defend yourself in court without knowing what happened.”

What the fuck did I do?

“Wait. Wait, back up,” I said, shaking my head and holding my hands up. “Look, I don’t remember being a criminal. What happens if I don’t do the audit?”

She leaned back in her chair, heaving a sigh and shrugging.

“If you don’t, then you won’t have identification. You won’t even have a score. I just can’t imagine… living like that. Scans wouldn’t verify, so I imagine everything but the most basic services will be denied,” she said, her words hanging heavily in the air as she paused. “As far as our society is concerned, you’ll just be… null.”

Null.

* * *

Null? That can’t be good… I hope you have enjoyed this series so far, thanks for reading!

* * *

Corrupt This is the second book in the Read Only Heart series, if I haven’t finished it yet then I will have it ready very soon! You can still support me by pre-ordering it now.

CORRUPT THIS
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GET YOUR COPY

Suddenly I’m flagged as a criminal, but I have no idea why.

As my access to basic services begins to 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, I feel that meeting Lexa is a welcome ray of sunshine.

She’s a beautiful, purple haired sweetheart, and we get along immediately. Before I can introduce her to Elen, I realize that Lexa is the police officer assigned to my case. Her job is to bring me in, so I can be punished for a crime I don’t remember having anything to do with.

A body like hers should be illegal and like a moth to the flame, I just can’t stay away from her.

* * *

You can also check out the emma’s origin story in my Hotwired series. The prequel, Insert Firmware, is free on all major stores!

INSERT FIRMWARE
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My friend warned me about her…

I just started university yesterday and my ridiculously hot robotic engineering professor has already enlisted my help with a side project. When I realize that the extracurricular activity she is referring to is in my pants, I’m totally on board! My first time with a beautiful, experienced older woman like her? Yes, please!

But I quickly learn that Professor Flint has quite a few secret projects that seem like they could be really dangerous. I promised to keep her secrets, but I find myself wishing that I listened to my friend. I’m not sure what I’ve gotten myself into and I’m starting to get the impression that she is some kind of mad scientist…

* * *

Sign up for my newsletter on the Bogwood Press website and receive free bonus stories from the Helping Hand and Hotwired series:

https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter

* * *
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Axel Rivers

I write high heat men's adventure fiction. I like to explore new ideas and going on unlikely adventures in sci-fi and fantasy... with all the spice you're looking for!
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