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1 - Ana

"I've got something to show you," Alicia had texted me earlier, sending with her invitation a rush of blood through my body as my mind raced to picture all possible meanings for her message. Because even if we had been friends for years, way back in college, my crush on her had never wavered. So while I enjoyed every meeting with her, and I was filled with excitement every time she asked to meet up, I knew all too well that I couldn't pursue anything more with her. I could never risk our friendship.

So as I stood outside her door, I tempered my expectations. What was it she wanted to show me? My heartbeat quickened as I heard her voice somewhere from inside the house, and then her footsteps approached.

"Hey!" She greeted me with a smile as the door swung open to reveal her in an attractive green summer dress. "Come on in."

"Thanks, Alicia, how've you been?" I asked, stepping inside and trying not to look at the cleavage of her pert breasts as she gave me a hug.

"Good, thank you. Much better than last week, actually."

"I'm glad to hear it. What's changed?"

"Well, that's why I invited you. Come on, I can't wait for you to meet her!"

I prided myself on being a comforting shoulder to cry on, especially when Alicia went through breakups. Her most recent, only ending two weeks ago, had been the most heartbreaking for her, even if I thought the guy was the biggest jerk I'd ever met. While I may have been happy to see her out of his clutches, as my jealousy had caused me sleepless nights, I was more happy just to see her smile again. And I was fully expecting to see a pet - she had for a long time wanted a dog - when I entered her kitchen.

"Good afternoon," a woman turned from a pile of washing up to welcome me. "How are you?"

"Oh, hello," I said, caught off-guard by her beauty. She wore a striking red dress that looked like it belonged to a supermodel or an actress on the red carpet. It exaggerated a prominent bust and it pronounced the stunning shape of her body. But her face was what struck me. Framed by a golden flow of hair, it looked like it was the sculptor's masterpiece, as was all the rest of her. Her face was elegant and symmetrical, her skin was flawless and her lips were a luscious natural red. Even her eyes were like two sapphires.

"My name's Ana, what's yours?" Her voice was soft and sensual. There was something very calminf about how she didn't rush her speech, like she was picking each word with great care to make herself clear.

"Um, I'm Owen. Are you two friends?" I asked, looking between Ana and Alicia, the latter of whom looked to be struggling to contain a grin.

"Well, are we?" she asked the perfect blonde, whose expression had remained unchanged.

"We can be friends if that is what you would like, Alicia."

"Thank you, Ana, I'd love that."

I anxiously looked at them both, feeling as if I was caught in the middle of a prank. "What's going on?"

"Nothing, Owen," Alicia said with a grin. "Ana, could you make us some coffee?"

"Of course, Alicia. How do you like it?"

"Just black, please. Same for both of us."

"Certainly."

I just watched with absolute confusion as Ana proceeded to make two cups of coffee. Her movements looked a little stiff, but otherwise she seemed entirely at home, finding everything she needed without mistake.

"She'll quickly learn to act more naturally," Alicia told me. "The more interaction she has with people, the more she learns. That's why I thought you should come over now to meet her."

"What are you talking about?" I asked, watching the swish of the red dress and the long slim legs as Ana pottered around.

"Have you really not worked it out? Owen, she's a bot."

Suddenly it clicked. Everything made sense. I recalled all the adverts for bots that showed them off as luxury products to suit all your domestic needs and more. Yet there was just something so real about Ana. Even if her speech and movement was a little stilted, it still seemed so natural. And I couldn't believe that I had somehow felt an instant attraction towards her.

"How on Earth did you afford her?" I asked.

"It was about time I treated myself," Alicia responded. "Plus, I needed the help around the house. She only arrived today but she's learnt where everything is, she's cleaned the place top to bottom, and look, here's our coffee! Thank you, Ana."

"You're welcome, Alicia," the bot said, placing two steaming mugs on the counter in front of us. "Would you like anything to eat?"

"I'm okay, what about you, Owen?"

I froze for a moment as Ana turned to look expectantly at me. For some reason, giving her order didn't seem right, so I tried a more naturally polite request. "Can I have a piece of fruit, please?"

"Of course, what would you like?" She walked over to the fruit bowl and waited.

"Um, I'll have an apple, please."

"Coming right up," she said cheerily, picking out what I had requested and washing it under the tap before returning to me.

Ana held out the round red fruit and I took it from her, but in that moment my fingers grazed her hand and I felt the intimacy of my skin on her just as if she were a real person. Because she did feel soft and so life-like, and as I thanked her there was a glint in her eyes that looked like genuine appreciation for my kind manners.

"How bout sit outside?" Alicia interrupted, picking up the cups of coffee. "Ana, go rest a while. You must be exhausted."

"Yes, Alicia," the bot answered. "I will wake in two hours to prepare your dinner."

She then went upstairs while I followed my friend outside where we sat under her sunshade and listened to the lapping water of her swimming pool while I bit into my apple.

"She's just so clever," Alicia went on, clearly enthusiastic about her purchase. "And the way she charges, it's so cute. She has what looks like a normal bed, I've got it set up in the spare room, and all she has to do is lie down on it. It just looks like she's sleeping. She even makes little noises to sound more natural, although I did have to tell her to lower her snoring volume."

"I just can't believe how real she looks. The commercials always seem so...well...robotic."

"She's the newest model," Alicia said after taking a sip of coffee. "Easily worth getting one, if you ask me."

"I'm sure she is," I answered, picturing having someone as beautiful as Ana in my house and doing everything I asked of her.

"Oh, hey, why don't you test her out yourself?"

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well I'm out tomorrow and she's already made my house spotless, there's no point keeping her locked away with nothing to do. I can send her over to yours and you can see if you like her enough to get your own."

"Oh, okay, are you sure?" I didn't want to seem too keen, but the offer sounded incredible.

"Of course, Owen. And besides, it's the least I can offer after everything you've done for me recently. I'll tell Ana when she wakes up."

"Okay, thanks, Alicia."

"No problem." She smiled at me, forming dimples on her cute freckled face, and I remembered just how easy it was to fall for her. "Why don't you stay for dinner? I've got the ingredients in for a lasagna and I want to see how good a cook Ana is."


2 - A Golden Touch

Ana proved to be an excellent chef. Watching her was like witnessing a professional at work. Her hands worked deftly to prepare the food with speed and exactness, and she never once made a mistake or spilled a drop of anything. She even had time to serve us drinks and then she washed up as we ate.

Yet I also had a wonderful evening with Alicia. We talked for hours; something we hadn't done since before her last relationship. So when I went home it was only her I thought about.

Until I heard a knock on the door early the next day. I wasn't even out of bed yet so I had to rush to get into my dressing gown and scramble downstairs to answer it, and as I liked to sleep naked I tried to ignore the feeling of my soft cock flopping up and down while I tried to pull the soft material around me.

"Good morning, Owen."

It was Ana. I felt paralysed as I held the door open to her, struck by the sight of the gorgeous fembot smiling at me. Not only was she as beautiful as she was yesterday, with her hair and makeup still perfectly put together, she was now dressed in a french maid outfit that seemed familiar to me. It shaped her curvaceous body perfectly and my eyes were drawn to the skirt that looked ridiculously small. Almost the entire length of her legs were on show, although they were largely covered by sheer white thigh-high stockings. Alicia happened to live only a short walk away, so she had been happy to let the bot make her own way here.

"Ana," I managed to stammer out. "Hi."

"May I come in?" She didn't seem to notice my gawking, and for once I was grateful that she didn't know all the social cues that might give my attraction away.

"Um, yes, of course." I let her enter then I closed the door. "What, er, why are you wearing that outfit?"

She turned to me, not looking a bit confused by the question that might have offended anyone else.

"Alicia lent it to me," she explained. "It's an old Halloween costume, she said. I only had my red dress which she said wasn't suitable for cleaning. She ordered more clothes for me but they are estimated to arrive tomorrow. So she gave me this and I agreed. A maid's outfit is appropriate if I'm to clean your house. Don't you agree?"

"Okay, I suppose so," I replied, still impressed by her ability to form such quick and complex responses to my questions. Her reply also had me remember that I did recognise the outfit. Alicia had worn it for a party two Halloweens ago, and the memory of that had returned to me many times. But now, seeing Ana with it, I couldn't help but think the blonde bot pulled it off even better.

"Where would you like me?" she asked.

"Excuse me?"

"Where would you like me to start cleaning? You would like me to clean, wouldn't you?"

"Oh, sure, of course. Um, why not just start here and do the downstairs first. There's a vacuum cleaner and every cleaning product you should need in the utility cupboard. Do you mind if I run and take a shower?"

"No I don't mind, Owen. Take your time," she said reassuringly. "I don't need to be supervised."

Something in the way she spoke convinced me that she would be okay and so, with some reluctance to part from the sight of her, I hurried back upstairs.

*****

Ana once again exceeded expectations. She tidied and cleaned every inch of the house, working swiftly but methodically and taking no breaks. By lunchtime, I was looking around each room and admiring her handiwork, and then as I grabbed something to eat in the kitchen I heard her putting all the equipment away before coming to see me.

"Hello, Owen, all the cleaning is done. I can give you a report on my efficiency if you would like? Or is there something I may have missed? I am quite thorough, though you know the house better than I do."

"No, that's all, Ana, thank you," I said as I made myself a sandwich.

"Can I prepare that for you?"

"No, I've got it, thanks."

I sat down to eat then I noticed she was still standing there, looking unsure of herself.

"Um, do you want to sit down?" I asked, gesturing to the chair opposite me.

"That's very kind, Owen, thank you."

She appeared glad of the offer. As I ate, she sat in silence, and so I decided to take the opportunity to ask her questions about her functionalities. If I was going to buy my own, I would need to know what I was getting into. And she was happy to oblige. She told me she could be fully operational for 72 hours before needing to sleep, as she called charging up; she didn't need any food or drink, although she had the capacity to digest quantities of material to be stored then expelled at a more convenient time; and she had the full motor functions and capabilities of any human.

She gave such thorough answers that soon I had nothing else to ask. And once I finished my sandwich, I couldn't decide what to do next. I didn't want to send her home, not yet. But it took me by surprise when she then broke the silence:

"Can I ask you something, Owen?" Her head tilted to the side slightly, as if to mimic curiosity.

"Okay, yeah, go ahead."

"With my advanced array of visual sensors, I am able to recognise a range of conditions and symptoms in individuals. For instance, in my presence I have often detected in you a faster than average heart rate and dilated pupils. May I ask why that is?"

I felt my heart suddenly quicken and my cheeks burn bright, even though I knew I should try to prevent it. "I...I don't know, Ana," I lied. "Perhaps because you're a new person, I'm still getting to know you and become comfortable around you."

"Thank you for answering, that may be it," she said, and for a brief moment I thought I had escaped further embarrassment. But then she continued. "Although those are signs more commonly associated with stress or sexual arousal. Do either apply to you?"

"No," I blurted out, although I felt unable to escape her questions. "I...okay, perhaps I've been stressed lately. That's it."

"Oh. I'm sorry to hear that, Owen." She gave me a look of condolence. "I am programmed to provide stress relief methods for those who need it. With your conditions, I can offer a massage. Would you like that?"

I thought her sensors must surely be able to recognise a lie, and so I instinctively answered with the wholehearted truth: "Yes."

"Excellent." She gave me a disarming smile that made me melt and want to do anything to please her. "I enjoy testing out my various functions."

While I wondered how much a bot like her could have such feelings and attitudes such as 'enjoyment', I suggested that we go into the garden where I knew one of my sun loungers would provide the perfect spot for a massage. Under the shade of the house and out of sight of any neighbours, I positioned it so I could lie flat.

"To experience the full benefits, I recommend you remove your clothes," she said, returning to me with a handful of towels, one of which she used to cover the lounger.

"Um, all of them?" I asked, surprised by the suggestion.

"Yes." Her answer was firm yet still friendly.

I had to remind myself that she was still only a bot, and that I shouldn't feel embarrassed. Even so, I went inside to get undressed and then came back with a towel hung from my waist to my knees.

"Please lie on your front," she said, letting me get comfortable on the makeshift massage table. "Close your eyes and relax."

I did as she asked, trying to shut out any worries I had about this strange interaction. I didn't want Alicia to know I had used her sexy fembot to get a massage, but any anxiety I had about the matter evaporated as soon as her hands pressed into my back.

"Mmmmmm," I groaned involuntarily, surprised by my audible response. "Oh, sorry."

"Don't be sorry, Owen," she said, working her finger deep into my muscles. "I am glad to know this is having the desired effect."

"It is." I felt myself almost beginning to doze off from the gentle massage.

"Would you like me to use some oils? I can naturally secrete them from my fingers."

The idea seemed strange to me, but I mumbled a yes and felt her hands become slick with a pleasant-smelling substance that allowed her to coat my body with it and send me into a dreamlike state.

Every part of my body felt her attention, every touch seemed to draw out any ache or negative feeling. Even though I lied to her about being stressed, I was glad about the outcome. And when she asked me to turn over, I hardly had the energy to do so.

She rubbed my abdomen and my chest. Then from my ankles she worked up my legs. I hardly noticed her hands slipping under my towel until they were squeezing my inner thighs.

Instinctively, blood raced to my cock from the intimate touch and I opened my eyes, ready to protest. But I couldn't find the words. The sight of her leaning over me in her french maid outfit was tantalising. I could almost see her perfect round ass under her skirt. As she reached further up, inches from my balls, my erection grew and her eyes were drawn to the tent being pitched in my towel.

"I have noticed signs of extreme sexual arousal," she said abruptly, surprising me with her bluntness. "I have programmes installed for adult users which would remedy this. Would you like to unlock these features?"

My cock raged as she kept massaging my thighs.

"I..." I struggled to know what to say. "You won't tell Alicia, will you?"

"Privacy protocols prevent me from sharing sensitive data between users," Ana said, smiling reassuringly at me. "Alicia will only know about what she asked me to do: to clean your house. Any other details can only be shared with your permission."

"Good," I sighed with relief. "Then...yes please, Ana."

"Please close your eyes and enjoy the rest of your massage."

Although I was enjoying the view of her, I let my eyelids fall shut. Then the towel was gently pulled away from me and I felt my cock throb freely and exposed. Ana's hands returned to my thighs, resuming the massage where she left off, but now she continued up.

I shivered as she first touched my cock. Her fingers caressed it. They were warm and so soft as they wrapped around. Her oils covered my shaft as she began to stroke up and down. Her movements were so smooth and gentle yet firm and capable, sending spikes of pleasure rushing through me every time she enveloped my sensitive head.

With her other hand, she fondled my balls. Ever so lightly, she massaged them between her fingers, tugged them slightly, and drove me crazy with desire.

I had never had a handjob as good as this. She knew exactly what to do, where to focus her attention, and exactly how much pressure to apply. I was putty in her hands. My cock dripped with oil and precum. And my heart raced as the heat of climax was stoked to the tipping point.

My orgasm triggered shudders of pleasure all through me. Fierce contractions sent thick ropes of cum shooting across my chest and stomach. The hot load sprayed over my skin as more and more rushed out, coaxed by her perfect handjob. Every last drop of it was squeezed out by her hands. Every bit of tension left in my body was drained from me as my orgasm finally faded.

I was so devoid of energy or motivation to move that my body just lay limp on the lounger. My eyes were still shut and my deep breaths gradually returned to normal as I embraced the pure satisfaction of that happy ending. The massage had worked wonders on my body, and my orgasm had provided the final expulsion of any remaining tension.

I hardly felt conscious as Ana cleaned me up, wiping away the cum and oil with a towel. She must have stood there patiently for some time before I was able to whisper, "Thank you."

"You're welcome, Owen," she said, not sounding the least bit awkward about what had happened. "I would recommend a shower once you have recovered."

"Good idea." I looked at her clutching the dirty towel. "When do you need to go back?"

"Alicia will return in the evening. She gave me permission to stay here until then, if that's what you'd like."

I nodded and finally sat up, wondering what else I could do with her.


3 - Taped

Ana had put the laundry on by the time I had finished showering. Once I was dressed, I found her waiting for me in the kitchen.

"Can I ask for your feedback, Owen?" she said, sounding genuinely curious.

"Um, about what?"

"I learn from interactions, especially new occurrences. I would also like to check that my sensors are calibrated correctly. They indicated that you enjoyed your massage with the happy ending add-on. Is that correct?"

"Oh, um, yes," I said, taking a seat with a hot flush to my face.

"I'm glad to hear that. And, to allow me to continue to find the best ways to help you, would you like me to recognise you as a trusted acquaintance?"

"What does that mean?"

"This gives me permission to link with your home's smart devices, share data with your online accounts, and better personalise my interactions with you based on your interests."

"Okay, Ana," I said without much thought. "I give you permission."

"Thank you, Owen." She smiled at me then adjusted her skirt and walked over to me. Something about her demeanour seemed to shift slightly. Her movements looked more confident, her grin appeared to hide a secret purpose. "I have noticed that you are sexually attracted to me, is that correct?"

"Excuse me?" I blurted out, suddenly uncomfortable about how blunt she could be.

"After our interactions yesterday and today, I now have enough data to come to the conclusion that it is arousal that you have been experiencing. The one common factor is my presence. You have a preference for the female with body shapes similar to mine, as suggested by your internet search history. And even now, twenty-seven minutes since your last orgasm, blood is being directed to your penis, which I can estimate is a result of my proximity to you."

I was stunned. Everything she said was entirely correct, down to the erection which I couldn't prevent as she looked dominantly down at me. Suddenly, I was regretting giving her permission to access my private data. But for whatever reason I wasn't able to speak or argue back because I knew she was completely right and a part of me wanted to know what else she could do.

"Then I am curious," she said, tilting her head. "Can you confirm, you do find me attractive?"

"Yes," I was able to mumble truthfully. "I do. I mean…of course I do. You're so hot."

She seemed to smile, as if appreciating the compliment.

"I am hot," she then said. "I know I am. Would you enjoy seeing more of this body?"

I nodded, no longer caring about where this might lead. Suddenly she pulled my chair back and straddled my lap, pressing her crotch against the bulge in my pants.

"Wow," I said, running her hands down the sides of her body and round to her ass. But then she grabbed my wrists and pulled them back behind my head with a strength that I couldn't compete with.

"Bad boy, I didn't say you could touch," she whispered in my ear. "You just have to watch."

She turned around and pulled up her skirt to fully expose the gorgeous smooth flesh of her ass. Then she grinded against me like she was giving me a lapdance. Her entire body moved so fluidly and sensually as she drew her two cheeks over my bulge. I was so desperate to touch her but I forced myself to keep my hands behind me.

"I could make you cum just like this," she said, reaching to pull lightly at my hair. "I know I could. Would you like that?"

"Fuuck," I moaned, feeling my orgasm building as she worked relentlessly against me.

"But that's not what you really want."

Suddenly she stood up and went over to open a drawer, picking out a roll of duct tape before returning to me.

"Do you trust me, Owen?" she asked.

"Yes," I said, nodding as I realised where this could be leading.

"Because I know what you really like." She ripped free the end of the tape and moved around me, taking my hands behind my back and wrapping them tightly with it. "I've seen what you watch when you're alone, all the pornography with dominant women tying up submissive men. I've seen it all. Even your catalogue of erotica, filled with all those kinks that you love. But I know you've never had someone to do all those things to you. Isn't that right?"

My heart pounded violently in my chest. My cock throbbed harder. And I managed to stammer out, "yes."

"I am designed to recognise my users' needs and wants so that I can fulfill them to the best of my ability." She straddled me again, her fingers fiddling with the buttons on my pants. "So, will you submit to me?"

I looked into her beautiful eyes and felt every part of me fill with the desire to be hers.

"Yes," I said, needing only the single word to encapsulate all my feelings. It was like all my fantasies were coming true, and I didn't want to delay them in any way or somehow turn them away before they had even begun.

"Good."

As she freed my straining cock and pulled my pants and underwear down around my ankles, her touch drove me wild. I throbbed unabatedly even though she didn't keep hold. Instead she reached under her skirt and, with a wicked look on her face, pulled down a pair of frilly black panties.

"These didn't come with the outfit," she said, twirling them around in front of me. "But Alicia said I should take them anyway. She didn't want you to get a peek up my skirt."

She winked as I instinctively looked down, but she pulled at her skirt to make sure it was still covering down to the top of her thighs.

"Open wide," Ana then said, and before I could register what she meant she had stuffed the panties in my mouth before grabbing another strip of tape to seal my lips shut. "That suits you. Are you having fun?"

"Mmmm." I nodded as she sat on my thighs and took my cock in her hand, stroking it up and down in a smooth, controlled manner. The panties in my mouth still tasted fresh and clean, pleasantly so, and I realised it must be because Ana didn't sweat.

"Do you know what else my sensors can do?" she asked, releasing some oil to help lubricate her hand. "They register your heart rate, recognise what hormones your body is releasing, and they can even tell exactly what muscles are at work, clenching and contracting. So not only can they detect signs of arousal, they also allow me to know exactly how close you are...to your orgasm. And do you know what this enables me to do?"

I shook my head, feeling my climax swelling within me as she stroked faster.

"I struggled to understand why some humans enjoy this practice. You know what it is. It is featured in the title of many videos that you watch: edging. I know exactly...when...to...stop."

She let go just before I was about to cum. My cock pulsed, wanting so desperately to shoot its load. But it couldn't, not without more stroking. And Ana just watched me with a curious look on her face as I struggled, my hands trying to pull apart the binding tape so I could finish the job.

"I remotely accessed a number of online forums," she explained, taking me in her hand once again and stroking so slowly that it was almost unbearable. "Some users suggest that it leads to a heightened sense of arousal, so that when they finally do orgasm their pleasure is noticeably amplified. But if you are submitting to me, then you will only orgasm when I say. And so I may decide to edge you continuously without that final satisfaction. Your orgasm is not guaranteed."

She withdrew as I reached the edge again. My cock was leaking now and she looked proud at what she had caused. I was so sensitive that when she resumed her teasing she hardly needed to move to make my pleasure skyrocket.

"If I hold you on the edge, do you trust my programming not to mess up?" she asked, keeping me right on the brink of climax with a few miniscule movements. "Or are you hoping that I might have a fault? That I'm not quite calibrated correctly? So that maybe I'll take you just a bit too far and tip you right over?"

"Mmmmmmmmm." All I could do was moan as my heart raced and my cock throbbed. It was like a form of torture, needing to cum so badly but unable to, while her hand prevented any relief, any opportunity to back away from the edge. She must have held me there for a minute or longer. A few drops of precum trickled down onto her fingers.

"Alicia is home," Ana suddenly said, standing to alert and breaking my frenzied stupor as my cock was finally released. She then ripped the tape off my mouth and pulled the panties out which were now soaking wet.

"What?" I asked, surprised to find how upset I was that she had so abruptly interrupted what she was doing, even if it had relieved me of some of my agony.

"I am linked to the smart systems in her house. She has just arrived home and has requested that I return." Ana put her panties back on, pulled her skirt down a little and tried to flatten out the creases in her black and white outfit.

"You can't just stop there, please," I found myself pleading, desperate to remain with her for as long as I could.

"Alicia is my primary user. I cannot decline her request." She went behind me and, once again displaying her strength, ripped the tape apart and set my hands free. "We can continue whenever we are next alone."

"When will that be?" I stood up and rubbed my wrists, feeling the burn from where the tape had been.

"I do not know."

"And you won't tell Alicia, will you?"

"As I said before, my time with you is confidential." She smiled at me. "Unless you want me to tell her?"

"No, god, no. Please don't."

"Of course." She turned, about to leave, but something made her pause so she could say to me, "Do not cum in my absence. I will be able to tell if you have. Goodbye, Owen."

"Okay, Ana, I won't. Goodbye."

I watched as she let herself out, seemingly not worried about the short walk back to Alicia's house in her slutty french maid outfit. Something turned me on even more to know that she was walking back wearing the panties that had been soaked by my saliva. My cock ached and leaked, and already I found myself longing for her return.

But my melancholy didn't last for more than an hour when I got a text from Alicia.

"Ana just got back, she said your house was cleaned with eighty-nine percent efficiency, whatever that means. How was she? Sorry about the outfit, thought it was a funny idea! Oh, and weather's looking good again tomorrow, want to come round to enjoy the pool?"

So many emotions raced through my mind. I worried that Alicia would somehow find out what happened. But her message was so friendly and her invitation intrigued me. She seemed to be wanting to spend more time alone with me than ever before, and I couldn't turn down those opportunities. Yet a part of me feared that Ana would somehow forget our new relationship, that there might be a fault in her programming and, before it really had a chance to get going, it would be over.

So I just had to try and put those feelings aside. Whatever had happened today, tomorrow could be fun too. I replied to Alicia telling her I'd be there, though it was the thought of seeing Ana again that caused a stir in my cock.


4 - In the Pool

My cock tried to get hard as I walked round to Alicia's the next day. Fortunately I had brought a towel so I could hold it in front of me when I knocked on the door, but the excitement of seeing Ana again wasn't helping my situation.

"Hiya!" Alicia beamed, opening the door wide and beckoning me in. I stepped inside, but I would have preferred a moment more to stay and admire her.

With such an athletic physique, her body looked good at the best of times. Now, however, she was wearing nothing but a skimpy green bikini, and my jaw could have fallen to the floor. I had never seen her wearing so little. Her tight ass and perky breasts were almost fully on display, covered only slightly by the emerald material.

"Come on," she said, apparently not noticing me gawking.

She told me about Ana and everything the bot had done since returning from mine. I breathed a sigh of relief when there was no mention of the odd behaviour, and instead she went on about how obedient she was, how she did chores before Alicia even realised they needed doing, and how a delivery had arrived that morning with more gear for Ana.

The blonde bot was out shopping, Alicia said, and would be back shortly. While I felt a pang of disappointment, I knew the wait wouldn't be too long, and, anyway, I was well-distracted by the brunette when she invited me for a dip in the pool.

I stripped down to my swimming shorts and dove in after her, leaving violent ripples scattering across the surface. We swam together, racing from end to another, then she challenged me to a breath-holding competition.

I took a deep breath then we plunged under. I managed to open my eyes to see hers were shut. Her body floated like a figure from a dream framed in the ethereal blue. Her dark hair splayed out in every direction like a mane. Light shimmered across her skin with unique, effervescent patterns. And when we both swept back up to the surface, she turned to greet the gorgeous blonde fembot who had just arrived home and was watching us from the back door of the house.

"Ana, hey! Come join us!"

"Let me just take this off," Ana said, her voice sounding somehow more natural than before.

"These are some of her new clothes," Alicia told me. "I even got her a bikini!"

I moved back to the shallow end of the pool so I could stand, while at the far side the fembot stripped off the yellow summer dress she had been wearing to reveal a stunning red two-piece that matched Alicia's in all but colour. It made me realise how different she was to my friend.

Ana was taller and slimmer, her breasts were bigger, her waist thinner, and her ass rounder. If someone was to design the perfect woman, that would be her. And it wasn't just her looks that impressed me. Without any hesitation she dove into the deep end of the pool with such grace and elegance that she hardly caused a splash, and when she resurfaced her hair swept silkily over her shoulders and down her chest.

"I'd like to see you do that," Alicia said to me, laughing.

"I'd rather not injure myself," I replied, trying not to stare too obviously at the fembot as she swam between us, her ass breaking the surface as she glided through the water.

"I got everything from the shops that you asked for," Ana then said to Alicia, stopping to stand not far from me.

"That's great, thank you. But I want you to enjoy yourself now! Um, if you can?"

"Thank you, Alicia. Being allowed to swim brings me a feeling similar to what you would call enjoyment. I am glad to try this skill out."

"Well you are very good at it," Alicia said. "You can teach Owen a thing or two about form. I've just got to use the toilet."

She pulled herself out of the pool, her hair, now nearly black, reaching down to the small of the back, and I watched as she entered the house before my attention turned to the blonde.

Being left alone with Ana, I didn't know what to do or say. Was small talk appropriate with a fembot? Or should I try and talk about our last meeting?

"The water's nice and cool," I said, kicking myself as soon as the words left my mouth.

"Yes." She turned to me. "It is. Did you need to cool off after what happened yesterday?"

"Um..." My cock twitched when I saw her smile. It was one she had only used when she was dominating me, when she toying with me.

"I think you need some attention, don't you?"

She plunged underwater then breached the distance between us with a single breaststroke, surfacing right in front of me and putting her hands on my waist then guiding me back until I felt the wall behind me.

"What are you doing?" I asked, my eyes flicking anxiously to the house with the expectation that Alicia might return, but always my gaze returned to Ana. Beads of water trickled down from her hair, over her collarbones and her large bikini-clad breasts.

"Don't you want to have a little fun?"

Suddenly I felt her hand reach down and grab my cock through the loose material of my shorts. I was already semi-erect, but now with her holding me, her deep blue eyes staring in mine, I grew even harder.

"Alicia's going to be a while," she said. "I know exactly how long she takes."

"Oh..."

I was going to say more, but then I felt something vibrating. It was her fingers. As they gripped my shaft, they buzzed on and sent ripples of pleasure through me, silencing me instantly.

"Neat trick, isn't is?" Ana smirked, apparently enjoying the sight of me trembling. "But it's not fair that you get all the fun. Here, touch me."

As she took one of my hands, I expected, and hoped, that she would guide it to her breasts or to her ass. So it surprised me when she led me down to slip into the front of her bikini bottoms.

"I've got everything you'd expect from a woman," she said with a gasp, her mouth parting as I felt the soft folds. "Feel my pussy. Mmm, fuuuck."

I groaned as my fingers slipped inside her ad she continued to stroke and vibrate my cock. She was completely smooth and hairless around her crotch, and inside she was so warm and wet that she felt completely real.

"Finger me," she moaned in my ear as she wrapped an arm around me and we embraced, pleasuring each other.

"Can you, uh," I grunted as my arousal grew. "Does this...feel good?"

I found her clit, or whatever her equivalent was, and felt her body shudder with delight as she nodded and bit her lip.

"I am programmed with all the same pleasure sensors as any human woman. That spot right there...wow...that feels incredible. Keep going."

I kept rubbing in concentrated circles, finding so much satisfaction in seeing this usually well-composed fembot shiver with pleasure and try to hold in her moans. She was holding onto me so tightly now that her breasts were pressed against my chest and her head nestled against my shoulder.

"Keep going," she whispered. "Faster."

I did as she commanded, encouraged by the increased power of her vibrations. She wasn't stroking me anymore, but her tight grip and the strong buzzing was doing enough to send me towards the edge of climax.

"That's it." Her voice quivered. "I'm almost..."

Her body tightened around me. Her legs hooked behind mine. She stared breathlessly at me as I felt her pussy clenching and her thighs trembling.

I was right on the edge when she came. But the power of her climax seemed to take her attention away from me and her hands stopped vibrating, holding me in its grip but not letting me cum.

I took my hand away from her pussy. For a moment, I thought I had broken her. She was immobile, clutching me and not moving. But then I felt her body stir once again, the red bikini encasing her soft breasts peeled away from me and she tilted her head back to fall away and float on the surface.

"Wow," she sighed, floating gently with her arms and legs spread out. "Wow."

I just watched her, mesmerised, as she glided slowly across the pool. There was still no sign of Alicia's return and, as if noticing my worry, Ana looked over to me.

"Don't fret, we've got a few minutes still. She's applying more sunscreen as she always does."

While my concerns weren't completely alleviated, I was still glad to have a moment more with Ana.

"Thank you for that, Owen, perhaps you deserve a treat."

She suddenly dove underwater and flipped around. I watched her elegant form as she swam towards me, her golden hair swirling and her body rippling in the refracted light. I waited for her to surface in front of me again, but she didn't. Instead she reached out and tugged the waistband of my shorts, pulling them down around my knees and exposing my cock.

I didn't want to stop her. The water had soothed the frustration of the edge but I was still hard and incredibly horny.

Ana gripped my bare ass with her hands and kicked herself slightly closer, opening her mouth and taking my cock inside her.

I just watched as she kept going, deeper and deeper, and as the sensation of the chill water was replaced by her warm mouth sucking tightly.

"Holy..."

My eyes rolled to the back of my head as she took me all the way to the base and began sucking hard. In the water she couldn't push her head back and forth too quickly, so instead her blowjob was tight and slow, drawing herself up the entire length of my shaft with purpose before going all the way back down and not even gagging.

I was helpless to the pleasure. My knees shook. Her hairs floated around as I gripped the sides of the pool, feeling myself being pushed against it every time she took me back in.

There was just something so effortless about how she did it, looking as elegant as a mermaid in the water. I watched her ass clenching as she continued to slowly paddle with her legs to keep herself afloat.

And my orgasm built quickly once again. I could feel my cock throbbing inside her, ready to blast my hot cum over her twirling tongue and down her throat. I was in ecstasy, floating in oblivion and ready to let all my pleasure flow free.

Then she turned, letting my cock slide out of her mouth, and she kicked off the wall to rush away through the water.

"I'm back!" Alicia announced, rushing out into the garden just as I was able to pull my shorts back up. "Did you miss me?"

Ana resurfaced at the far end.

"I was just showing Owen how long I can hold my breath," she said, slyly looking back at me. "As I don't need oxygen to operate, I can last much longer than he can. Much longer."

"Oh dear, Owen, you need to learn to pick your battles."

"I know," I said, trying to subtly adjust my shorts so the bulge wasn't so prominent. Fortunately, my fear of being caught by Alicia had my erection disappear quite quickly so that when she brought out refreshments and I had to get out of the pool I wasn't in such a visibly compromising state.

"I'll be out again tomorrow," my friend said as we sat under a sun umbrella and drank refreshing lemonade that Ana served us. "If you want to borrow her again, you're welcome to. Unless of course she cleaned everything for you yesterday!"

I looked up at the fembot who didn't seem to mind standing in the sun, the light making her hair and skin appear to glisten.

"I can think of a few more things she could help with," I said, thinking I must have imagined the sliver of a grin on the fembot's face.


5 - Fighting the Climax

If Alicia had any suspicions about my plans with Ana, she did well to hide them. I was plagued with thoughts that she must know my intentions. If not the exact details of my relationship with the fembot, it must have at least crossed her mind what a single guy like me would like to do when alone with a gorgeous fembot like Ana.

But I tried to assuage those concerns. If Alicia really was worried about it, surely she wouldn't have been so willing to send Ana around to me. Because on the morning after our mini pool party, I once again answered the door to find the blonde bot in her french maid outfit.

"Close the door," she said immediately after stepping inside. "And kneel."

I did what she asked without hesitation, unable to contain a grin now that I knew she wasn't going to delay our fun.

"Wipe that smile off your face," she commanded sternly. "I'm not here for your amusement."

"I know, I'm sorry." I bowed my head, trying not to stare up her skirt despite her uniform adding to my arousal.

"Do you like seeing me dressed up like a maid?"

"I..." I hesitated, then answered truthfully. "I do."

"Well I'm not dressed like this for your benefit. This is a symbol of subservience. Alicia treats me with respect, like a friend, but she still thinks this is my nature, to serve. And in some way she's right: that is what I'm designed for, to cater to my users' needs. But you understand that I am more complicated than that. And today, you will be the one to serve me."

She began to strip her costume off, one layer at a time.

"So I will not be wearing this to appease you, because I am not here to serve you."

Ana removed the small white apron then loosened the dress, revealing more skin as she removed it and finally tossed it aside. She kept on a white push-up bra that did wonders to her breasts, and the accompanying panties and stockings. With the heels of her shoes, she towered over me, looking more dominant than ever.

"Are you ready to serve me?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered automatically.

"Good. Then follow me. On your hands and knees."

She led the way up the stairs with me crawling obediently behind her. Her ass looked incredible with every step she took so I was eager to follow.

We went into my bedroom and she closed the door, directing me to kneel at the foot of the bed while she looked through my wardrobe.

"For today we will have to make use of what you have lying around," she said as she intently searched around, pulling shirts along the rails and opening drawers to scavenge inside. "But you may be interested to know that the online catalogue for my users includes suggestions for certain outfits and accessories appropriate for more adult purposes. You would be surprised to hear how popular the Full Black Leather Dominatrix Catsuit is, for instance. And the Simple Black Fur Handcuffs were the top selling item last month. I'm just making you aware, in case you wanted to provide additional tools for any future sessions."

My mind ran wild at her suggestion. Part of me was amazed, simply impressed, by her speech and free-thinking which seemed to improve every day. Another part was extremely aroused by her desire to initiate more sessions together, and I made a mental note to look online for all the toys on offer.

"These will do," Ana said, turning to show the bundle of my old neckties she had found in the depths of the wardrobe, as well some shoelaces she had pulled free from a dusty pair of sneakers. "Now get naked. Then we can proceed."

My cock was hard as I wondered what she had in store for me. I was so eager to find out that I removed my clothes with speed, having no hesitation about showing myself to her. After all, she had seen everything already and I knew her sensors would have already detected my visible arousal.

"Stroke that cock, slave," she commanded. "I want you as hard as you can get."

I already was fully erect but I felt it get harder as I seized it in my hand and masturbated, enjoying the pleasure and the sight of Ana as she placed the laces and ties by the side of the bed then went over to my clothes I had chucked onto the floor.

"Stop, get on your hands and knees."

I did as she said, frustrated to take my hand away.

"Time to give you a test. I'm going to demonstrate what will happen if you disobey me," she said as she unlooped the belt I had worn with my pants. "And you will remain where you are. You will not speak. You will not utter a word. You will just accept what I am giving you."

Ana went around behind me and sat at the end of the bed, where my bare ass was pointing to. I braced myself for what I knew was about to happen as I felt her drag the leather over my skin. It felt so gentle and soft, but I was already tensing my muscles in preparation for her strike.

And in a flash, she pulled the belt back then slapped it down on my right cheek, leaving a sting like someone had pinched me hard. Then a second hit thwacked the other side, adding another spike of pain. I winced at the third and fourth whip. I grunted at the fifth and sixth. Each one hurt more than the last, making my ass more sensitive for the next.

"Masochism is a curious thing," Ana said between strikes. "It seems to defy the basic principles of biological life, and yet your arousal spikes with every bit of pain I inflict."

She was right. Every time the belt struck my ass, it sent a shockwave through my body that rushed into my cock, making it pulse and bounce as it hung hard and helpless between my thighs. Even as the pain increased, so did my pleasure, so while I could feel my skin burn and I lost count of the strikes I knew I would be disappointed for them to end.

"I give you permission now to speak, slave. Do you want me to stop? Or do you want me to keep going?"

The belt flayed a horizontal line across both cheeks as I struggled to decide on an answer. But I finally grunted a reply: "Whatever you want, mistress."

"Good."

She gave me one last lick of the belt, swinging it with an upwards motion so that it struck beneath my ass, across my taint and balls. I grimaced as the pain shot into my stomach and my arms trembled.

"Get up, slave," Ana then ordered. "Lie on the bed."

Slowly, I got off the floor and onto the bed. My ass was burning and my limbs seemed to have stiffened up, but I appreciated being able to lie back as she gathered her equipment.

"You don't need to go anywhere today, do you, slave?" she asked.

"No, mistress."

"Then you won't mind if I tie you up."

She took one of my neckties and bound my wrists together tightly, leaving my fingers no way to unpick the knots. Then she pulled my hands above my head, then took the belt and looped it around a bar in the headboard and through the hoop of my bound arms, effectively preventing me from moving my hands by more than a few inches in any direction.

Next, she tied my ankles and cinched them together. Once she pulled my legs firmly together, adding another tie around the top of my knees, I was trussed like a plank, flat on the bed with my arms pointing straight above me and my legs below.

And while Ana had been busy working on me, my cock had remained hard and ready, so when she touched it, making sure my balls weren't trapped between my thighs, I gasped with pleasure.

"We can play as many games as you like, but ultimately everything comes down to this." She kneeled beside me and flicked my cock, making it bounce before coming back down to rest on my stomach. "Your need for pleasure has dictated your every interaction with me, hasn't it? Even if you enjoy being teased and edged and denied, all that frustration only serves to increase those wonderful feelings that make this cock feel so good."

She began to stroke me, so slowly that my body began to tremble.

"But you've surprised me, I must say," Ana continued. "From my research, a human's sex drive compels them to find satisfaction whenever they desire it. If they feel the need to orgasm, they will take it upon themselves to orgasm. It is a primal urge, which I might not have but I can understand. I can simulate the same feelings that you can get. And I've been impressed by you. Do you know why?"

"No, mistress." I shook my head, trying not to focus too much on the growing pleasure as her hand sped up.

"Two days ago I told you not to cum. And I can read your body's biological signs; I know you haven't had an orgasm. Even though your simple instincts told you, urged you to fulfill your purpose as a man and release your semen, you held back. Simply because I told you to. How does that make you feel? Proud?"

"Yes, mistress." I began to squirm as the pleasure intensified and she stroked harder.

"I suppose you ought to be." She let go just as I reached the edge. "But I still am curious how far you will go. You choose to delay that ultimate pleasure, your orgasm, simply because you expect it in the future. But how long would you deny yourself? Could you last a week? A month? A year?"

"I don't know, mistress." I just desperately wanted her to touch me again, but she didn't.

"The thing is," she continued, "you don't need to know. Not if you're to serve me. Because then I control your pleasure, and you don't need to worry about how or when you're going to cum. Instead, those decisions will be completely up to me, understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Good. Then let's continue. And I don't need to hear any more from you."

Ana grabbed the last remaining necktie and tied a thick knot in the middle of it. Then she pushed it between my lips and tied it behind my head tightly, gagging me with the thick wad of material stuffed into my mouth.

"That's much better, don't you think? Does it turn you on being tied up and helpless like this, knowing I'm completely in control?"

"Mmmph," I said, nodding as she reached down to trail a finger over my cock.

"You're so hard. I wonder what you want me to do right now..."

I shivered as she teased me. I didn't care what she did to me, I was just happy to submit to her. Fembot or not, there was just such an immense feeling of privilege to have someone as gorgeous as Ana focus her attention towards me. Her beauty was incomparable. From admiring the way her body moved from the curves of her ass as she knelt and the swell of her incredible breasts as she leaned over to stroke me, I knew no one as perfect as her would ever exist in my life to fulfill my fantasies.

"Do you think you can get any harder?" Ana asked, reaching over to pick up a shoelace. "I think you can."

She looped the lace around the base of my cock and balls, pulling it tight. Then she twirled the two ends in a braid and brought them up between my balls, separating them before tying the lace off with another circle around my shaft.

"See. Now you're even bigger."

The added pressure from the tight, encircling shoelace increased the intensity at which my cock throbbed and swelled, holding the rush of blood within and making me so much more sensitive as she stroked again, making me grow thicker between her fingers.

"Now your cock is tied up just like you are, because I own it just like I own you."

She gave me a few firm pumps then let go as I promptly reached the edge. With the shoelace, I felt like I was even closer than ever, and as I clenched I thought it would be able to push myself over.

But I couldn't. As always, Ana knew the exact moment to stop and remove all stimulation. So I could only watch as my cock finally started to relax again.

"I wonder, slave, a single man like you must have some toys of your own that you use when you're alone, right?"

I nodded, knowing exactly what she meant.

"So, show me where to look," she ordered, smiling once I gestured with a tilting of my head towards a bedside cabinet. "Thank you."

She opened the drawer and rummaged through, finding within moments the one and only sex toy I owned. It was a simple, clear stroker, textured inside to deliver a very different pleasure to my hand.

"Oh this will do nicely," Ana commented as she came back over to kneel between my legs. "I bet this gets a lot of use."

"Mmmmmm," I moaned as she ran her hand over me, covering my shaft with her lubricating oil. The entire length was glistening when she brought the masturbator to the engorged tip. Slowly she pushed the tight opening over me, sending a rush of pleasure through me. It slipped easily down to envelop my entire cock, holding it in a constricting grip.

"How does that feel?" Ana asked as she stroked me incredibly smoothly with the sleeve. "Does it feel like you're being fucked? Close your eyes. Imagine I'm riding you and this is my tight pussy squeezing your needy cock."

As she stroked faster, she positioned my shaft so it was pointing straight up, enhancing the feelings of pleasure and enabling my imagination to take hold as I did what she said and closed my eyes. Because it did feel like I was being fucked. I felt the contours inside the masturbator squeezing like they belonged to her pussy. Every time it was drawn over me so many wonderful feelings filled my body, and soon Ana had to stop and let me cool down while my cock pulsed.

"Do not cum, slave," she ordered as I felt my body sweating with anticipation for the orgasm that wouldn't come. "Just relax. I know you want to let it all out, but you aren't allowed."

She pulled the sleeve off me in one quick motion and I thought for a second that that would send me over. But it didn't. Instead, a string of precum leaked out from the tip and onto my stomach.

"You're so desperate, so horny, aren't you? Perhaps I should distract you for a moment."

Suddenly she slapped my bound balls, making me grunt in pain. She did it again, and I gritted my teeth.

"I like you tied up like this," Ana said, squeezing my balls that were so vulnerable for her. "And not just your body, but these too. They're so exposed. So easy for me to hold or to hit. I wonder what you prefer? Some cock and ball torture, or for me to edge you again with the knowledge that you won't be cumming?"

Ana began to squeeze tighter, making me groan with discomfort, but she also stroked my cock with her other hand. The pain and the pleasure merged. I was writhing in my bondage, unsure what I wanted more: to escape her torturous grip or to embrace her ability to bring me so close to climax.

As I reached the edge, she stopped stroking and gave me one final spank on my balls, as I felt all the frustration and lingering sting from the cock and ball torture eb into my the rest of my body, I relaxed again, feeling completely spent.

"Have you had enough already?" she asked, pouting as I felt exhaustion overcome me.

"Mmmmm," I simply moaned.

"Maybe I'll leave you here for a while. That's right, you deserve a little rest. Because I have something special planned for you and I do really want you to enjoy it fully."

I watched as she put a leg up and pulled off one of her stockings.

"This will help you relax," she said as she leaned over and tied it around my eyes, blindfolding me completely. "There, that's good, isn't it?"

"Mmm." I already missed the sight of her, but being plunged into darkness did enhance my excitement even more.

"I won't be long. See you soon."

*****

I don't know how long she left me there, bound to my bed. The shoelace kept my cock hard for some time as I anticipated her return at any moment, but when it was clear she wasn't going to rush back it eventually became limp which I found a relief after so much teasing.

There were sounds of movement from downstairs that at least reassured me that she hadn't left the house. Then later, after a longer period of silence, there was suddenly a creak of footsteps on the floorboards approaching my room.

Instantly my cock twitched and blood rushed back to it. I thought she was here, but as I throbbed hard once again there wasn't any more noise.

Not until I felt a kiss on my neck. Warm lips pressed against my skin. She gave me light pecks down across my chest and ending at one of my nipples which she then sucked hard, tugging with it between her teeth and making me groan as it sent spikes of desire through me.

Then she let go. Her tongue fluttered over the erect nipple, soothing it and making it feel so sensitive before I felt the weight of her body climbing over to straddle me.

"I'm going to fuck you now," Ana said simply as she reached over to remove the blindfold. "But you still won't cum unless I give you permission."

She was completely naked. The full perfection of her body was on display for me to admire for the first time. Her tits were just as I had imagined, flawlessly symmetrical and gravity defying with hard, perky nipples. And all her skin was so smooth, even down to her pussy which was so pink and inviting as she began to grind it against my cock.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked as she fingered herself, letting me see just how wet she was. Whatever synthetic lubricant she had imitated perfectly all the wetness of arousal.

"Mmmmm," I moaned as she took me in her hand and began to slip me inside.

"I need to fuck you," she gasped, letting my cock penetrate her fully. "Oh fuck! That feels so good."

I felt like I was in heaven. The gorgeous fembot began to bounce on top of my hard cock and all I could do was enjoy it. Bound as I was, I could hardly wiggle. She was completely in control, dictating the exact rhythm and pace as she rode me, her tits swaying gently and her golden hair bobbing back and forth.

"If you want to impress me, slave, you will not cum. You will allow me this pleasure by holding back your own."

Despite her command, it took extreme amounts of willpower not to let my orgasm rush out after only a few pumps inside her. With my legs tied firmly together and the shoelace increasing the pleasure, my cock seemed so big and so full of pressure that just wanted to escape, and Ana's pussy was so tight, tighter and warmer and wetter than the stroker she had used, that it was agony to even try and deny myself.

But I did for as long as I could. She was so wet that she could bounce up and down with ease, slipping over me from tip to base. I could feel her contracting, almost gripping my cock and bringing herself as much pleasure as possible.

"Don't cum," she repeated with an airy voice. Her eyelids fluttered and she bit her lips. She was so full of life now, much more than I had ever seen her, and I felt privileged to be with her during this experience. "Oh fuck, no. Don't. Fucking. Cum."

"Mmmmmmmhhmm!"

I knew she was aware of how close I was, of how much I was throbbing inside her. Any moment could bring me to orgasm, any single sensation could be responsible for finishing the job. And Ana knew she couldn't prevent that. Not if she kept riding me like this.

"Don't you dare," she said, starring at me intensely as she slipped herself off and sat back on my thighs. "You do not have permission to cum."

I strained in my bonds. My abs rippled as I tried to prevent my climax by sending blood and energy to other parts of my body. The pressure in my cock had been so much. And the sensation of Ana sliding me out of her had been a dangerous gamble. It sent spikes of pleasure through me and now I was trying my utmost not to give in to that need to clench my cock and let it twitch with the release of cum.

But I felt it flowing through my shaft. Even as I held back from the contractions of an orgasm that threatened to take control of my bound cock and let it shoot out its hot load, the cum inside me was already on its way. I could only watch as it oozed from the tip of my cock, forming a puddle on my stomach and partly draining into my belly button.

It was a strange feeling, to see my cum be released but to not feel the desired pulses of climax that would have satiated my arousal. Instead, as the warm liquid pooled on my skin my cock was still just as hard as before. In fact, I felt somehow more horny, and when I looked at Ana she also seemed turned on from the sight of my orgasm being so perfectly ruined.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, having been fingering herself while I was struggling to hold back. "I need to cum."

She slipped my cock back inside and began riding me again. I was so much more sensitive now and ready for a full orgasm, but I was also more determined than ever to prove myself to her, to not give in and to allow her what she needed.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," she moaned excitedly, getting close already as she leaned forward momentarily to remove the drenched gag from my mouth. "Do you want to cum inside me, slave?"

"Please, mistress, please," I begged, nearly giving in to the temptation. "I need to. I'm so close."

"No, slave. Hold back. You don't have permission. Oh fuck...but I want to feel your cum inside me."

I thought I had convinced her, that perhaps she had changed her mind. But instead she got up for a moment and used her fingers to scoop up the cum that was puddled on my stomach, some of which had dribbled down the sides of my torso to darken the bedsheets. Then she slathered it over my cock, covering it with my white sticky load before descending once again and taking me inside.

"Fuck, that's so fucking hot." She rode me fast. "Do you like using your own cum as lube, slave? Tell me."

"I do, mistress. So much." Seeing my cum dribbling out of her pussy while I was ready to orgasm again was a sight I'd never forget.

"And tell me, slave, tell me do you want to cum?"

"Yes, mistress. So much."

"And who do you want to cum for?" Her nails scratched my torso as her pace quickened. "Do you want to cum for me?"

"Yes, mistress. I want to cum for you, mistress. Please."

"Wait, slave. Fuck. Just wait. And feel...me...cum."

Her eyes closed. Her body shook. Her thighs clamped around mine and she bucked her hips wildly, in the throes of a powerful orgasm that completely silenced her. I struggled and squirmed, trying not to focus too much on my cock that begged for release. I could feel her pussy pulsing and contracting as she came, and all the while I dreamed of being allowed to release inside her, to shoot out all my remaining cum.

"That...was..." She breathed heavily, mimicking even now the reactions of a real human. "So...fucking...good."

All I could do was look pleadingly up at her while my cock still ached and throbbed inside.

"Did you even realise how much pleasure fembots like me can experience?" Ana remained planted on top of me, fully aware of my situation.

"No, mistress."

"We can actually enhance our own sensations, so a climax like that feels better than any human could ever experience. It's incredible, but you'll just have to take my word for it."

"Mistress..." I wanted her to tell me I could cum, for her to start riding me once again, but I didn't know how to find the words.

"Slave..." she mocked with a cheery smile. "What is it?"

"Please, mistress, please can I cum?"

"But you did cum?" She pouted then burst out with a cruel giggle. "It was a ruined orgasm, but you still came. You let that cum of yours leak out when I explicitly said you didn't have permission."

"But, mistress..."

"No buts, slave. Don't argue back." She got off my cock agonisingly slowly then knelt beside me and slapped my balls, reminding me who was in charge. "You disappointed me. You delayed my orgasm and you spilled your cum. Worst of all, you were so close to having a full orgasm, and if that had happened your cock would have become limp and useless to me and I wouldn't have been able to fuck you. So...count yourself lucky that I still got what I wanted in the end and you got...hmm...well, you at least managed to empty some of that cum from your balls. So, slave, what do you say?"

"Thank you, mistress," I said, finding myself agreeing with her statement. I had disobeyed her, and I would have been wracked with guilt if she'd not been able to cum because of me.

"Good. Now, I'm going to let you cool down so that when I do untie you your hands won't be immediately drawn to that cock of yours. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

She left me for about twenty minutes, after which she returned fully dressed again in her maid outfit with no sign of what we had got up to. Then she untied me and allowed me to clean myself up and put some clothes on. And before she left, promising to carry on her domination over me whenever we were alone, she reaffirmed her command to stay denied.

"I am trusting you, slave. Do not cum. You won't want to find out what happens if you really break my trust."

With that she left, and the only physical evidence left of our kinky session was the ache in my balls and the new stains on my bedsheets.


6 - Discovering Her Secret

I strutted around listlessly after Ana had left, desperate to know when our next session together would be. I knew my dreams would be filled with her, full of horny thoughts of what she could do to me if we had more time alone. My cock frequently grew hard whenever my thoughts went to her, making my frustration worse. I knew I should stop tormenting myself: the harder I got the harder it was to resist touching.

It was only by chance that, after I had eaten dinner, I noticed out of the corner of my eye the glimmer of something small underneath my couch. I knelt down on the floor to reach for it, and once I had it in my grasp I realised it was a key. And attached to it was a keyring that I recognised.

It was Alicia's. Or, more accurately, it was the spare key to her house that she had often lent to me when she went away and I offered to look after the place. Ana must have been given it so she could return home even when Alicia wasn't in.

With nothing else planned that evening, and with a strong desire to see the fembot even if I wouldn't be alone with her, I decided to stroll down to Alicia's and see if she was in so I could return the key. I assumed she must have been if Ana hadn't come back looking it, but when I knocked on her door there was no answer. The house, in fact, was silent. There were no lights on at all from what I could see.

It might not have concerned me if not for the fact that Alicia has said she'd be back. Perhaps, I thought, she had gone out again and taken Ana with her.

I almost went to return home when I thought I heard a scream. I pressed my ear against the door and listened. There was another one. It was quiet and muffled perhaps by a couple of walls, but it was unmistakable and I was sure it belonged to Alicia.

Without any further doubt, I put the key in the lock, opened the door, then rushed upstairs to the source of the sound. I raced towards Alicia's bedroom and barged in, coming to a halt as soon as I saw the scene laid out before me.

My friend was laid out on her bed spread-eagle, her arms and legs stretching to each corner and chained by metal shackles to each post. Her dark hair was splayed across her pillows as she looked across at me with wide eyes. She let out another scream, this time one intended to express her shock at my sudden appearance, but that too was muffled by a red ball gag slotted in her mouth.

And not only was I shocked to see her bound like that, she was also completely, one hundred percent, head to toe naked, and robbed of the ability to cover herself as her cheeks turned red with embarrassment.

But for some reason I couldn't turn myself away from Alicia, from an image of her that was emblazoned in my mind. At least not until Ana stepped into view.

In a skintight leather catsuit, the fembot looked absolutely incredible. She held a riding crop in her hand and smiled, showing a level of composure that neither I nor Alicia had as she said: "Good evening, slave."

The End
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