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EXTRA PARTS


Braxton had the dream career as a programmer—and then AI came and left him and all of his friends unemployed. Worse, his girlfriend has no interest in dating a poor, unemployed man in his thirties, so she leaves, and without work, Braxton can’t afford the apartment on his own.

He thinks his future is hopeless, and then he finds himself in a new factory, in a new city, inspecting realistic life-size dolls for rich men with wild fantasies. The technology is amazing, and the pay is good. But the work is… awkward.

It’s Braxton’s job to test the dolls before they’re sent off to their new owners. He’s only supposed to use toys and a gloved hand to test the toys’ various mechanisms, but curiosity soon takes over, and Braxton starts to discover fantasies he never knew he had—fantasies that aren’t going to be so simple to fulfil in the real world.

Disclaimer!

All images in the story are PG-13 versions of the text descriptions, to satisfy Amazon’s terms and conditions.


CHAPTER 1
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Ilost my job to AI. For twelve years, I was building towards a career in coding—an industry that was supposed to be future-proof. They told me in school that robots would inevitably replace construction workers. They told me that there would be plumber-bots that would show up at houses and diagnose and fix leaks in mere minutes. “And we’re going to need people to program and fix the robots,” my teachers told me.

No. They were all wrong.

[image: Fired]



It turns out, the first jobs to go are the ones that people thought were untouchable. My friend was an artist for fantasy board and card games—until those companies replaced all of their artists with AI. My sister was unemployed when her publisher announced that they would be using AI for their creative manuscript editing needs.

Who would have thought that they would come out with programs to… write programs!? It didn’t seem fair, and there was hardly any warning whatsoever. One week, we were learning that AI could write script, and a few weeks later, we were all out of work. “I’m sorry,” our boss said. “It’s just business.” He tried to explain the situation. “What would you do in my position? I can either pay twenty guys salary, or just type a few prompts into the AI program and have it spit me out tens of thousands of lines of code… with no glitches.”

“I have a family to feed,” said Steven, whose face was as pale as the printer paper sitting on the desk next to him. But it didn’t matter; company profits were all that mattered, so we were sent away that day.

I got right to trying to find a new job, but the job market was evaporating rapidly. The job listing board, which once had hundreds of coding positions, now had only a few, and there were thousands of guys trying to wriggle into one of those spots.

I had a couple of interviews, but they went nowhere—and it was probably for the best, because a few months later, I heard that those same companies had turned to AI for their coding needs. I mean… I can’t really blame the companies; I did some curious experimenting with AI to make some code for an app that I’d been working on privately, and in seconds, it whipped up something far more efficient than I could have made. Seeing the code pour out of that system… I’ve never felt so useless in my life.

I had no other skills; I’d been training to code since the age of ten. All of those coding languages… all of those books on coding philosophy… It was all for nothing.

I had a girlfriend at the time: Kerry. Kerry was living with me. “You need to get a job, Braxton,” she would say to me every morning, as if I wasn’t trying. Our relationship had already been strained; she’d gotten a new job as a waitress (a job that was supposed to be redundant long before coding), and she was making huge tips every night—sometimes as much as a thousand bucks. She paid for us to go on a vacation, which was supposed to be fun, but the fun was quickly sucked out on the first night, when she told me, “It’s just… really unattractive that I’m paying for you to be on vacation, and not the other way around. Guys are supposed to pay for girls.” And she really was acting repulsed by me, every time she would pay for… anything.

After that, her new manager (a young, handsome man), kept paying for the club’s waitresses to go on ‘work trips’, which were just party vacations. I wouldn’t see Kerry for days—and when she was gone, she wouldn’t even answer her text messages. I would see the odd picture on Instagram (the Instagram pages of her coworkers, and not her own), of her drinking, wearing bikinis, hanging out with handsome, ripped men.

[image: Party]


I suspected she was cheating on me, but I felt like I was in no place to say anything about it or do anything about it… because I was just some unemployed loser who lost his career to AI.

It stung to think that a 22-year-old waitress was making more than I ever made, living some sort of millionaire party lifestyle while I was dropping resumes off at every second building downtown. When I was a teenager, I thought that I would be living the Playboy jet setting lifestyle; that was what society promised to me, that’s what was supposed to happen to all of the young guys who devoted themselves to coding.

Well, Kerry left me quite suddenly one day. She was in the bathroom and I decided to check her phone messages, just to see if she was talking to other men. There was a conversation that seemed very suspicious. “I miss you,” said the person, who was just a phone number and not a name. “I miss you too.” When I asked her about it, she threw up her hands and said, “I just can’t stand you any longer, Braxton! That’s it! I’m done. I tried, but I just can’t try any longer.” And she left.

I had to move out, because I couldn’t afford rent in that apartment. I had to move towns, because I simply couldn’t afford to live in Vancouver anymore. I relocated far away, to a small town called Smithers, BC. Why Smithers? Simply because the rent was super cheap, and there were tons of job listings… though none of them were for coders. I’d come to the conclusion that coding was just over.
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My new apartment was tiny, and shared with a roommate, Stan. Stan worked night shifts, so I really never saw him, unless he was coming out of his room to tell me to be quiet… which, to be fair, he did often. I had to tiptoe around the house usually, so I wouldn’t set Stan off.

I knew nobody in town. Nobody. The town was small enough that everyone knew that I was an outsider. It wasn’t long before I found myself regretting the move, but I couldn’t afford to move again.

I would spend entire nights awake, just sitting on the edge of my bed, feeling sorry for myself. Just a year earlier, it seemed like my life had so much promise. Now… I was just a nobody, a few months of savings away from homelessness.

I went through town dropping off resumes at unskilled jobs: McDonalds, Tim Hortons, A&W, Burger King. I got a couple of interviews. They all looked at my resume with confused expressions and asked, “If you have so much programming experience, why do you want to flip burgers?”

“AI,” I would explain, and then the job would go to someone else. All of those employers just assumed that I wouldn’t last at the job, because I came from an environment with high pay and good benefits. They just assumed that I didn’t have tough enough skin for the job.

I was looking into trade schools—a career that was more AI-proof… though I didn’t feel as though any career was safe. I was eyeing a plumber course, which was taught at a college in a nearby town—but it was a pricey course, and I would need to save enough money to live while I took the classes. At best, trade school was a couple of years away for me. First, I needed work.

It took a month to find work, and I won’t bore you with the depressing details of being turned down over and over and over. I will just tell you how I ended up getting the job that I got, because this story is about that job.

My roommate, Stan, went missing. I found out one afternoon when his boss came to our door and said, “He’s missed his last five shifts. Where the hell is he?”

I’d assumed he’d been in his room, but when we went to look, there was nothing but a note. “Oh God,” I said. We read the note.
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“Goodbye cruel world. I just can’t live in a world where she isn’t real.”

“Who’s she?” his boss asked me, not sounding terribly sympathetic to the fact that we were learning that Stan had likely gone and killed himself.

“I don’t know,” I said. “But if Stan’s dead, I need a fucking replacement ASAP.”

I didn’t actually know what Stan did for work; I only knew that he worked night shifts—and that he made half-decent money, because he was always coming home with fancy, expensive computer parts; there were stacks of fancy computer part boxes in our little mudroom area.

“Does the job require a certain amount of experience?” I asked.

He looked at me strangely, probably thinking it was odd that I had no idea what my roommate did. But ultimately, he didn’t care; he was desperate for a quick replacement, and I was offering myself. So he gave me a ride to my new office. On the way, we called the police to let them know about the note. Later that day, they found Stan’s car parked next to the tallest bridge in Northern BC.

Anyway—I won’t depress you with details about Stan’s demise. Instead, I’ll tell you what Stan did for a living, and what I was now doing for a living.

“All you have to do,” said my new manager—the man who picked me up and took me to that factory on the far end of town. “Is inspect the merchandise. You need to inspect every single package. Got it? We can’t be caught sending out faulty units.”

“Okay,” I said.

“You have a checklist that you will run through with every single unit. Once you’ve gone through every item on the checklist, you can seal the box and stamp it, and then the shipment team will pick up all of the stamped boxes in the morning.”

“Sounds easy,” I said.

“It is easy,” he said, looking at me suspiciously. “So don’t slack off. And don’t… do anything gross with the merchandise. When people order their units, they’re expecting clean, new, untouched dolls.”

“Dolls?” I said.

Then, he showed me what they were producing in that factory. “Sex dolls,” he said. “The best sex dolls on the market. These babies range from eight-thousand dollars to twenty-five thousand dollars.

I nearly screamed when I saw the girl in the box. I thought for a moment that it was a prank, and that some chick had crawled into the box to scare me. I had to lean in (slowly and cautiously) and poke the thing before realizing that it wasn’t real. “Holy crap,” I said softly. It felt real. It looked real… but it wasn’t real. It was like a dead body, but her skin was vibrant.

[image: Doll]


“People pay that kind of money for shit like this?” I asked.

“It’s not shit,” growled my new boss.

I tensed up. “No, of course not. I just mean… stuff like this.”

“Our company created an AI model that analyzed millions of hours of pornography to create the perfect sex simulation,” he explained. “No normal dude’s wife can do what one of our girls can do.”

“They move?” I asked.

“Of course they move,” he scoffed. “Why pay twenty-five thousand dollars for a limp doll? The simulated sex is top-notch. Fluids secrete out of over five-thousand micro tubules. And she had over eight thousand ‘sweat glands’. Just have to keep her fluids topped up every month or so. She’s self-cleaning, and has well over a thousand different programmed phrases that respond to user communication—and that’s getting better with every firmware update.”

“That’s… impressive,” I said.

“So yeah,” he went on. “Don’t stick your cock in them, or you’ll be immediately fired.”
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“So just… turn them on, make sure they aren’t talking like demons, and we’re good?”

He eyed me suspiciously again. “You’ll get the list shortly. It’s not rocket science, but it does require the care and attention of a real human—and please, for the love of God, be delicate with them.”

“Sure thing,” I said.

“Your shift starts at 9 PM, and you can go home at 7 AM. Get as many done as you can.”

He showed me to my ‘office’, which was a large room with windows that overlooked Smithers. There were curtains, and a small bed. The bed was, surprisingly, for the purposes of testing the dolls.

Now, it was only 7 PM, and I still had two hours before my shift. I didn’t feel like going home, so I just bummed around the factory. I did a couple of slow laps around, seeing the workers as they went from machine to machine. There wasn’t much human intervention happening; the machines handled building the sex dolls just fine. I watched the various beautiful fake women being assembled before sliding into boxes. There were all sorts of girls: skinny girls, fat girls, white girls, black girls, asian girls, girls who resembled celebrities, girls who looked questionably young, and girls who looked like grannies.

On each box was a ‘preference sheet’, filled out by whoever ordered the doll. I looked over a few. There were checkboxes that the purchaser had filled. ‘Squirts? Yes. Dominant or Submissive? Submissive. Orgasm frequency? High. Breast size? Double-D.’ And so on…
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I was giggly like a teen boy in sex ed class. I was surrounded by boobs and vaginas. There was a whole machine in that factory, just pumping out various-sized tits. There were machines making male dolls as well, for female clients, but demand for male dolls was far, far less.

A bell rang, letting the shift workers know that their shift was ending, so that the night crew could start. I felt a tingling. I wouldn’t say that I was excited about the job, but I was excited to be doing something to earn a little bit of money. This felt like the first real step towards starting my new life, my recovery from being replaced by AI.


CHAPTER 2
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Aman in a lab coat found me and handed me a clipboard. “Here’s a few dozen checklists,” he said. “If you need more, there are tons in a box in one of the lower cabinets in your office—but I doubt you’ll need more on your first night. It’s going to seem overwhelming, but just try to take it one unit at a time.”

“Alrighty,” I said, looking down the checklist. There were many boxes that needed checked.

“If you have any questions, you can wake me up. My room is just upstairs.”

“You sleep here?” I asked.

“I have to. A factory mechanic has to be on staff twenty-four-seven, and I’m one of two in town. Instead of swapping out every twelve hours, we each work one week on, one week off.”

I looked around, seeing nobody else in that giant factory, which was still running even though the people had all gone home. Body parts were still emerging from those big machines, being sorted by other machines, and going into bins, which were being hauled away by robots to other rooms. The continuing action made me wonder what the point of the daytime employees was.

“Get to work,” said the factory mechanic in the lab coat, and then he left me alone.

There was a conveyor belt that fed into my ‘office’ from the factor floor. On that belt was a crate containing a unit. I went to lift the crate onto the floor, expecting it to weigh at least as much as a person, but I was shocked when it only weighed about sixty pounds. “Whoa,” I said.

Once that crate was off the belt, another crate rolled in to take its place. I peered through the hole and saw the endless line of crates waiting for me to inspect them. “Damn…”

I went back to my first unit. I carefully removed the box and set my eyes upon the girl inside.

She was quite pretty, looking vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t quite figure out why. She had blonde hair, with bangs, and cute freckles across her nose and cheekbones. Her breasts were small and perky. She had a small patch of cute blonde pubic hair above her pussy.

I blushed all over, feeling truly like I was staring down at a naked young woman. My forehead felt hot. My cheeks felt hot. I bit my tongue and then I cleared my throat. I couldn’t believe Stan had been doing this, and he’d never mentioned it.

“Okay, what’s first?” I asked. I looked at the checklist, which had some instructions.

‘Turn unit on, ensure speech is clear and free of glitches, stutters, etc.’

“Okay… How do I turn her on?” I carefully lifted her out from the box. Her skin felt so real. I couldn’t feel any mechanical or metal components; it was like lifting a real person up… if a real person weighed half of their reality.

I looked all over her beautiful naked body, feeling extra awkward, worried someone was going to come into my office and think that I was having my way with the naked chick. Then, after about twenty minutes (maybe even longer than that), I found a small switch on the back of her neck, hidden in her hair, and tucked under a little skin flap, which I must say was a bit creepy.

She came to life, and I let out a small scream. She stepped away from me, stretched herself out, yawned, and then said, “Oh God, all of that sleep has gotten me so horny!”
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I stumbled back, falling to the floor, crawling away. It was too real. It looked and sounded so real, and its movements were so realistic. This wasn’t natural. I was waiting for it to do something terrible, but instead, it just stood there, frozen, seemingly waiting for something to give it direction. When I started to stand up, its eyes tracked to find me, and its head turned towards me. “You’re cute,” she said.

“I’m just inspecting you,” I said.

“Inspect me, baby,” she said with a grin, turning her chin down. I wasn’t expecting that specific response.

I froze, once again wondering if this was some sort of prank. I looked at my checklist, and I saw, in the small-printed instructions, that I was supposed to say: “This is a factory inspection. Please stand down for assessment.” And when I said those words, her body seemed to deflate slightly—her shoulders dropping, her posture slouching a touch. “Ready for inspection,” she said.

“O—Okay,” I said, still feeling nervous. Because, honestly—I’d never been anywhere near a naked woman so beautiful before. Of course I knew she wasn’t real, but the realism was breathtaking, and she’d been modelled off of some stunningly gorgeous super-model (or maybe a porn star). I walked around her slowly, half-expecting her to suddenly yell out, ‘Boo!’. I reached out carefully to touch her. I felt her skin, which now felt slightly warm.

I looked at my checklist. ‘Prompt unit to run speech test by saying, ‘Run speech test.’’ I tried it, and she began to speak without moving.

“My name is Insert Name, and I can’t wait for you to fuck me,” she said. “I’m so horny. How badly do you want to fuck my little pussy, baby? My asshole is tight for you. Please let me suck your cock. You can spank me. Fuck me as hard as you can. I’ve been a bad girl.” This went on for about ten long minutes as she went through phrase after phrase after phrase. Then, my checklist told me to feed her certain lines to ensure I got the correct response. “What do you think of my cock?” I asked it, as per instructions.

“You’re so big. I can’t wait to suck it,” she replied. So I checked off that box and went to the next box.

“What do you want me to do to you?”

“Whatever you want,” she purred. “Want to fuck me in the ass? I know you like my ass.”

I checked that box too. This went on for about twenty minutes, until I got to the ‘physical’ portion of the test. As per instruction, I put on a rubber glove. I also had to put a gallon of water and a tablespoon of ‘Doll Powder’ into her reservoir tank, which was accessed by pressing on the middle of her spine. I would later have to ‘drain’ her before packaging her up.
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I instructed the doll to lay on the bed. First, I had to gently rub her nipples to ensure that she reacted appropriately. She moaned. Her knees lifted up and she smiled. “That feels so good,” she said, which was what the checklist wanted her to say, so I checked that box.

Then, I had to stick two fingers in her mouth (to simulate a penis). I had to hold my fingers there while she began to suck my fingers. Her mouth was wet. Fake spit ran down my gloved hand. I blushed. My heart was racing. It really felt like a girl was sucking my fingers.

Next was the pussy exam. First, I had to rub her clit for fifteen seconds to trigger the ‘fluid gush’. When she gushed, I checked the appropriate box. Then, as per instructions, I penetrated her with two fingers and gently fingered her while she squirmed. I checked the appropriate box.
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There was a box that said, ‘Only test on Squirting Models.’ I had to check the preference sheet to see if this was a squirting model. It was, so I performed the test.

‘Pump fingers hard and fast for twenty seconds to trigger squirt mode.’ I did it, and then she gushed fluid far across the room while screaming out with an intense orgasm. I dodged the spray, blushing all over.

Then I had to test the anus with the same procedure: gloved fingers penetrating (this time with lubricant). I felt dirty, fingering a doll’s ass. I couldn’t believe this was my new job.

I kept giggling. I kept blushing. I kept shaking my head. “This is too much,” I laughed. I had to spank her, to make sure she had a fast, sharp reaction. She did. I had to pinch her nipples to make sure she shrieked. I had to set her down on a little platform (which had a dildo pointing straight up), and then I had to command her to ‘test top function’. Then, I watched for five minutes as she bounced on a dildo, moaning and throwing her hair back.

I had to pull her hair. I had to tickle her feet. I had to command her to ‘grab me’, so I could feel her hands and judge if it was too hard or too soft, or just right.

The whole test took over and hour. Then, I had to drain her of excess fluids before commanding her to enter ‘shipping mode’, which was probably the most unsettling sight ever as she folded herself up tightly into that box and slowly closed her eyes.

Now, I was thinking about Stan and that unsettling suicide note. He said that he didn’t want to live in a world where ‘she’ wasn’t real. Was he talking about one of these dolls? Did he become depressed after spending so much time with these hyper-beautiful sex machines—sad that he would never have a girlfriend that compared?

I felt bad for Stan, and his note made me nervous for my own fate—though I wasn’t exactly worried that I was going to fall in love with one of these robots. To be honest, they were kind of creepy. Sure—they were sexy as hell, and I will admit that I became erect at least a few times while working with them. I mean—I don’t think many men can stick their fingers into an ultra-realistic, warm, tight pussy without feeling a bit of arousal.

My second unit came dressed in a skintight bodysuit, which was red and black.
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The vinyl top didn’t cover much of her breasts, which were gigantic. I was a bit more calm now, though still a bit uneasy with how realistic she looked. I jumped when I turned her on and she spoke. They all had different voices. This girl had a bit of a rasp to her voice, which was admittedly kind of sexy.

This girl (if you can call her that) had different settings, and I quickly learned just how different that made her. Her ‘lust’ was set to ‘aggressive’. When I performed the vaginal penetration test, she reached down and grabbed my wrists, pushing my fingers deep into her snatch. “Oh yes! Fuck me!” she cried.

I blushed all over. When I performed the anal test, she said, “Maybe you can find a friend to fuck my pussy while you fuck my ass.”

She also took me by surprise, saying, “I want you to piss on my face so badly.” And near the end of the test, she begged, “Please, please, please piss in my mouth!”

I was blushing all over, especially when I ran that test to ensure that her ‘top mode’ was functioning. I stood there watching while she bounced hard on that toy dick, screaming out with pleasure.

Again, the test took an hour.

I was grinning ear-to-ear when I stopped to take my lunch break, but the novelty quickly wore off. I still had six hours of work left, and it was already starting to feel repetitious. After just six units, I could usually predict what they were going to say. I managed to speed my process up, taking only fifty minutes per unit. It was around 5 AM when the floor manager knocked at the door. “Come in,” I said. I had to hide my erection, because the doll that I was working on happened to look quite a bit like my celebrity crush. “What is it?” I asked.

“You’re moving to slowly,” he said. “We have a truck going out at nine, and we can’t send it out unless it’s full.”

“How many of these was Stan getting done in a shift?”

“About thirty,” he said bluntly. I couldn’t believe it. How was he testing all of those features so quickly?

“Any tips to move faster?” I asked.

“Just move faster,” he said.

I tried. I got my next unit—a pretty blonde wearing a skintight silver outfit in the box—onto the bed right away. I said my commands and I started to touch her in all of her sensitive places.
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I found that I could stimulate her clit and her nipples at roughly the same time to test them out. I could even test the pussy and the anus at the same time, using both hands. Pulling hair, spanking—I could do it all in a row and then check the boxes later. It was just a matter of memorizing the order of affairs.

I got through a unit in forty minutes—and then the next girl only took about thirty-five.
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Then, right at the end of my shift, I opened up a box and gasped when I saw a tall, rugged man. “Ew,” I said, looking down his hairy body. I saw his long flaccid penis. I looked at my checklist, and then flipped it over to see that there was a ‘male’ side.

I was slow to take action. He had a growling voice. He kept looking at me with those seductive eyes, making me feel uneasy. The worst part came with the ‘physical’ test. ‘Grab unit’s penis and stroke until hard. Ensure erection happens smoothly and realistically.’

Even with a glove, it didn’t feel right, especially with the unit staring at me, grinning, groaning. I felt the fake throbbing as some sort of hydraulic fluid entered his member. It was huge. It was veiny. It pulsed.
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Then, the instructions explained how to make him cum—and I had to make him cum before moving on. It took five long, awkward, embarrassing minutes to jerk the male doll off. He blasted thick cum all over the floor of my office. Then, I had to perform the anal exam, which was very horrible, as he bent over for me. I had to instruct him into ‘bottom mode’. He mounted that same dildo, taking it in the ass, and he bounced up and down, groaning loudly and deeply. I had to pull his hair and spank his ass. It was all very, very weird—and I was happy when it was over. I lost count of how many times I had to remind myself, ‘It’s not real; it’s just a robot.’ I don’t think I had to give myself the same reminder when working with the female units.

It was weird enough that I considered quitting. I considered telling the floor manager that I wouldn’t be returning. But before I mustered up the courage to quit, the manager showed me how to log into the company’s employee app, which showed me how much money I made in my shift. I was stunned, staring at the $380 number. The app had a button, which allowed me to use part of my income to buy stock in the company.

“Thanks for the hard work. Tomorrow, you need to work faster,” said the manager.

“O—Okay,” I said. I still felt dirty from giving a silicone man a handjob.

“Be here ten minutes early,” he said. “If you aren’t ten minutes early, you’re late.” I guess that was one of the many factory mottos.

I went home and crashed. I slept for a long eight hours. Then, when I woke up, I decided to look into this ‘product’. I wanted to see how they were marketing it—and I wanted to get an idea of who was buying these things.

The product website looked fairly sleek, like some high-end soft-core porno site. There were pictures of the ‘girls’, but no pictures of the male units (only a small tab at the bottom of the page to navigate over to a separate spec sheet on the male units). I clicked ‘Create Your Fantasy!’. This took me to a 3D environment, which looked a bit like some ‘character creation’ screen in a video game. First, you had to pick skin tone, hair style, hair colour, and then it went into a detailed facial feature selector. With sliders, I could adjust the size of her nose, of her lips—and then the height of her cheekbones and the height of her brow-line. There was a button at the top: ‘Start with a famous base model!’ I decided to click it, and that took me to a page with celebrity lookalikes, but it didn’t say their names (probably for legal reasons). The Miley Cyrus lookalike was strangely called ‘Mila’. The Taylor Swift lookalike was called ’T’. It seemed very… dirty.
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I got bored fast, and didn’t make it through half of the process. A man could have spent hours tweaking little details to create himself the perfect sex doll. I just wanted to see the price for myself—and I saw it; my quick custom creation came out to $18,450. I couldn’t believe people were spending that kind of money on sex toys.

But I was glad that they were, because it gave me a job.

And I really liked this company’s app-based payment structure. It was cool to be paid instantly—not having to wait for two weeks—and having options to invest with the click of a button.

It was all very new to me—and the work was still somewhat interesting. In a weird way, I was looking forward to going back to work—not because I was a horny bastard, but because the technology was genuinely amazing.

That night, while trying to speed up my process, I managed to find some time to ‘interact’ with the sex robots. I talked to them as I ran my tests. I found that they were able to have surprisingly interesting insights that weren’t entirely sex-related. I found myself reading through the product manual, and learned that the robots could be connected to the internet, and for a fee, the user could connect their sex doll to an AI system, to make conversation more ‘believable’. I didn’t get to try this out, but the whole thing seemed so fascinating.

I checked eighteen dolls during my shift, which was still less than what they were expecting from me, but my manager seemed a bit more relieved than the day before.

On my third day, I encountered some more interesting products.

My first doll of the day was an obese female doll. I had to lift the gut up slightly to get my gloved fingers into her snatch. Then, I had to stick my whole hand between her butt cheeks to get to her butthole. The client had apparently paid to make her extra-realistic, which involved adding more ‘pore holes’ and a larger fluid reservoir for ‘sweating’. With that particular unit, there was a different checklist, because I had to make sure that the various fat stores jiggled properly, and that she would become extra ‘sweaty’ during intercourse.
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Then, there was another special order, which was simply stamped, ‘incontinence’. Again, it came with a special checklist, which involved putting a diaper on the girl and commanding her to pee.

I finally saw how ‘old’ they could make a doll look. Someone ordered a 90-year-old woman, and I must say that fingering the old doll was awkward, especially when she started to talk dirty, sounding a lot like my own grandmother, who was 88.

After my lunch break came another curious model that left me feeling awkward and tingly all over. At first, I thought she was just a totally normal doll: thin, young, blonde, perky, and beautiful. She was wearing a two-piece bikini. I was about to start the checklist when I noticed the red stamp on the box, which was there to let me know that she required a special checklist, which was included in the box for me. I took it out and paused. ‘Trans Girl Checklist’.

I looked down at her crotch, and then I noticed the phallus-shaped bulge. “Oh…” I said.

So I ran through the usual procedures, commanding her to speak, commanding her to sit, to stand , to lay. Then I came to the part on the checklist that said, ‘Rub tip of penis to stimulate arousal.’ I felt weird, commanding her to remove her bottoms. Then, awkwardly reaching out and feeling that penis tip, which felt real (it felt like my own penis tip). I gently gripped the shaft and used my gloved thumb to draw circles, until I felt the throbbing. I stood back and watched as the shaft pulsed bigger, and bigger, and bigger. The cock got thicker, and it began to tilt upwards, curving towards the ceiling. It was big—bigger than me. I blushed all over.

I had to command her to ‘masturbate’. And the checklist wanted me to ensure she could do it to completion, so I stood for five minutes while she jerked herself off in front of me.

Then came the splattering cumshot. I winced away and shuddered as globs of cum rained onto the floor.

I had to command her to ride the dildo. I also had to command her to fuck the false-pussy. I had to use my gloved fingers to ‘inspect’ her asshole. I had to massage her rectum to make her ‘orgasm’. It was all extra-weird, because she had that fat erection the whole time.

I was relieved when it was over.

But that night had more surprises. Another unit was an ‘elf girl’, with pointy ears, and her programmed phrases were all very old-timey, medieval-sounding.

[image: Elf]



I had to inspect another unit, which was totally leather-bound and set to the ultimate level of dominance. Instead of spanking her, I had to command her to spank a fake bum, which had sensors to determine how much force the robot was using. I had to ensure that the dominant robot could put on a strap-on dildo on her own. I had to make sure she could thrust that dildo into the false-pussy.
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Yes, my job was filled with interesting surprises. The doll customization was so complex that no two dolls were the same. People were even ordering girls with tentacles for arms—and those were probably the most freaky, unsettling inspections that I had to conduct, because part of the inspection was commanding the doll to use her tentacle arms to penetrate the false pussy.

I worked six straight days, and then my boss told me to take a day off. “We can’t legally let you work anymore hours.”

That first day off, I actually wished that I could have gone to work. I was excited about the new job, about making money. I’d already invested some of my earnings back into the company, and that investment had already made me some money.


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


But the work didn’t stay interesting forever. After a few weeks, it started to feel a bit tedious. It started to feel very tedious.

It was lonely, in that factory, in my little office. When I look lunch breaks, there were no people around. I would look down the conveyor belt and see the hundreds of units waiting to be inspected, and I would feel so hopeless.

I got faster. I could do an inspection in twenty-five minutes. But working that fast was exhausting. My arm would literally get sore from fingering girls so fast. The faster you rubbed their little clits, the faster they would cum.

And it seemed like every day, there was at least one male unit that I had to inspect, and it always seemed so degrading, jerking the guys off, watching them cum. Sadly, there was no way to command them to ‘look away’. I think it was the eye-contact that made it especially awkward.
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I was starting to lose hope for humanity, seeing some of the monstrosities that people were ordering. Some units were just too young looking, and I felt like I needed to be calling the FBI. Some units were so old-looking that I found myself fearing for our elderly population. Then there were units with animal features—and I don’t just mean cat ears (there were tons of cat ears).

Sometimes, I just felt gross doing my job. But usually, I felt indifferent. I would usually start and end my shift feeling nothing at all.

The hours were getting to me too. I would sleep through the whole day, even on my days off, so there was no time to have a ‘real life’. I couldn’t date. I couldn’t take up any hobbies that involved other people, because other people were active when I was sleeping, and when I woke up, most people were heading off to bed.

At least my bank account was looking better than ever… because stores were closed when I was awake, so I couldn’t even spend the money. The factory fed me, two meals (one when I arrived and then lunch). I usually just skipped dinner, and as a result, I was starting to lose some weight. With the weight loss came a loss of energy. Getting through an entire shift was hard. I would find myself dozing off. The novelty of the sex dolls had worn off, and now it was being replaced by a terrible boredom.

Maybe it’s a problem with every job… though it was never a problem when I was programming. When I was programming, I always looked forward to going into work, and sometimes I would be doing the same task every day for many months in a row.

Now, it had only been a few weeks, and I kept finding myself considering quitting.

Then, one night, everything changed.

It was pouring rain outside, and the heavy torrents against the window had me on edge. I was working on my third unit of the night, which was malfunctioning. It was the first time that I’d ever had to put an X in a checklist box. I tried commanding her to mount the dildo, but instead, she started walking circles around the room, and then she pissed herself, which I had to clean up.

I went to find my manager, to ask him what we were supposed to do with faulty units. I couldn’t find him on the factory floor, but I did find him outside, standing in the rain, trying to light a cigarette. I was only outside for a few seconds—long enough for him to tell me to store the unit and leave it aside in the office—but that was enough to be completely soaked.

Luckily, I knew that there were outfits in my office: white cotton pants and white t-shirts. When I got to the office, the faulty sex robot was sitting on the edge of the bed, motionless. I went to the cupboard and took out a clean outfit. I stripped out of my wet clothes. I spent a minute finding a towel. Then, while I was drying my face, something grabbed me—and it grabbed me by the dick.

I gasped. I lowered the towel and saw that the faulty sex robot had approached me and taken my cock. “Nice cock,” she purred, and she started to massage.

“Stand down,” I said. But she didn’t. She was malfunctioning, unable to understand basic commands. “Seriously—stop.” But she didn’t stop. Instead, she sunk to her knees and started sucking my cock.

“Oh God,” I said, turning red all over. I turned to look at the door. I felt so awkward. The blowjob actually felt… nice. Her warm, wet mouth—and that impressive robotic tongue, slithering around my shaft. She bobbed deep, and she made me hard fast.

I just froze. She was very beautiful, and it was hard to turn her down. I knew this was so wrong; I knew that this toy belonged to someone, and they would be disgusted to know that another cock had been inside of it… But now, I couldn’t bring myself to stop her.

She stood up and wrapped her thighs around me. She hoisted herself up, and I instinctively grabbed her so she wouldn’t fall—and so she wouldn’t pull us both to the ground. “Oh yeah, baby,” she moaned. Then, she wriggled down my body until her dripping pussy was touching my erection. “Y—You need to stand down,” I said.

But she wasn’t listening. She dropped, and I felt her warm cunt squeeze my shaft. She clenched and moaned. I held her, arms wrapped around her. She began to hump, grinding her body against me, making me penetrate her over and over. “Oh yes!” she cried. “Oh, God yes!” I felt her gushing—gushing more than any human can gush, because that was another piece of her that was broken. She must have drained a whole gallon of fluid as she bounced on me.

And how could I stop myself from coming? It felt so good. And while she was having her own convulsing orgasm, I managed to reach around and flick the switch on the back of her neck. I took her limp body and brought it to a servicing table. I set her down, and then I learned just how easy it is to run the doll’s cleaning mode: a bit of soap in the soap cavity, and then the press of a single button, and she turned into something like a dishwasher.

I stored her, tidied up the room, and I used that dark red stamp to let the morning crew know that she was faulty.

I got dressed, my heart racing. I knew that I’d done something bad… but it felt good. It felt just like real sex—real sex with a stunning woman.

And after that, work was never the same. I started locking my office door. I would bring condoms into work (I didn’t want to get my own product on someone else’s product, if you know what I mean). And just to keep my sanity, and to keep my nights interesting, I would pick one of the twenty units I had to inspect, and I would conduct the inspection with my cock.

No—it’s not something I’m proud of, but damn did it feel good! I got to have sex with ‘girls’ who were way beyond my league: porn stars, celebrities, hot moms, elf babes, princesses. Suddenly, I found myself looking forward to working again. I was essentially being paid to fuck.
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Some nights, I would fuck two girls. I even discovered that I could open two boxes at once and make the girls interact with each other—and with me at the same time. I never thought that any girl would let me do anal, but these girls didn’t protest. I was getting blowjobs, tit-jobs, handjobs, foot jobs… I could fuck them as hard as I wanted, not having to worry about hurting them. Those dolls were far more durable than the human body…
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This went on for months, I’m ashamed to say. I stopped caring about the integrity of my job. I didn’t feel that I was doing anything wrong; I always wore a condom, after all. I had myself convinced that there was no difference between a condom-clad cock going into those holes, and my gloved fingers. Either way, the units would be cleaned and their computers reset. Okay, sure, maybe it’s gross to think about… imagining ordering your own unit and finding out later that some guy fucked it at the factory before shipping it out.

But I really couldn’t help it most nights. The units would come to life, and they would look at me with those eyes… I quickly learned that they would become totally enamoured when their eyes saw cock. I would just flash my cock to the girls, and they would be all over me, and sometimes I would just pretend like there was nothing I could do to stop them, other than to satisfy them.
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No, I wasn’t proud of myself, but the casual robot sex was keeping me sane. And it was also opening my eyes to new sexual experiences that I would have never considered before.


CHAPTER 4
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Those dolls taught me that I had a serious fetish for squirting. When those dolls gushed on me, I would never last more than a few more seconds. I also discovered that I had a serious thing for small breasts. One doll that came through my office was totally flat-chested, with big perky nipples. She crawled on top of me and lowered her nipple into my mouth, and I turned to mush like a damned breast-feeding baby.

Oh, and there were dolls programmed and designed to squirt milk; I had those in my mouth too, but I can’t say that was my thing.

While fucking one doll, she reached around and stuck two fingers hard up my ass, which made me gasp—but it was right as I was having an orgasm, and it made it feel ten-times more intense. I even yelled out in euphoria, risking my job.

I discovered that I really loved spanking girls. I liked pulling their hair, especially when it made them gasp and moan.

I got to live out multiple threesome fantasies… including one (which wasn’t a fantasy until I tried it) with another man. No, he didn’t penetrate me and I didn’t penetrate him… but we fucked the brains out of a slutty doll together, taking turns in her mouth and in her pussy—and then with him in the ass while I fucked the pussy.

Yes, I was becoming a complete degenerate. I had endless, infinite access to sex, however I wanted it. When you give that kind of power to a man, it’s sure to get to his head.

This went on for months and months. I moved to a new apartment. I paid off some old debts. I sold my old crappy car and got myself a new one. I never thought much about dating; sure, I wanted to find a girlfriend eventually, but I felt like I was getting everything that I needed from the dolls at work.

Okay—maybe not everything. Maybe I wanted to share a kiss with a real girl. Maybe it would be nice to go to bed with a girl snuggled up against me, telling me that she loved me. Maybe it would have been nice to have sex with a real woman: someone vulnerable… something meaningful. The thought of having to work for someone’s attention and admiration was what I really wanted…

But I knew that I didn’t have time for any of that, and the cheap, easy sex I was getting nightly was keeping me perfectly sane.

Until the mindless sex with beautiful sex robots became boring. After a couple of months, I began to notice that they all really had the same tricks. They all bounced the same way on my lap. They all spread themselves out on their backs the same. When they spat out familiar dirty-talk phrases, sometimes I would lose my arousal, remembering that I was fucking a robot like a pathetic loser. Sometimes when they would squirt, I couldn’t help but smell a tinge of metallic—almost like a sour battery acid smell, and then I would feel like a complete idiot.

When they sweat, it would almost feel… greasy, and that fake sweat was hard to wash away. And then, every now and then—especially during the programmed orgasms—they would look very robotic. Their eyes would jitter and their jaws sometimes clattered. Sometimes their joints would make sudden clunking sounds, as if just to remind me that they were metal on the inside.

I made a big mistake one night, after taking a stunning blonde out from a box. She was wearing a little satin nightdress, and she had stunning green eyes. I should have checked the checklist and the preference sheet—or at least noticed the stamp on the box, letting me know that this was a ‘different’ model. I slipped down my pants, flashing my cock, and then I let her engage her programming. She came to me and wrapped herself around me. She sat on my lap and leaned in to kiss. I kissed, but that was one thing that never felt real. Those robots couldn’t kiss romantically whatsoever.
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I let her feel my body all over. I squeezed her small breasts. I pinched her firm nipples. I made her moan. “Suck me,” I whispered. She crawled to her knees and began sucking my cock. After five blissful minutes, I knew that I couldn’t waste much more time. “Let’s fuck,” I said.

She smiled, stood up, took my ankles and suddenly pulled up, making me fall onto my back. I laughed nervously as she spread out my legs. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just relax, baby,” she purred, and then suddenly, I felt it. I should have known that she had it: a big, throbbing cock. I gasped. She pushed it hard between my legs before I could say anything. She reached down with the palm of her hand and stroked herself, secreting lubricant through a small hole on her hand. A moment later, she was pushing into me. “W—Wait,” I said.

But by the time I said it, she was inside of me. I could feel that long shaft stuffing me. She stopped, waiting for me to issue another command, but I was frozen. “Should I continue?” she asked.

I don’t know why, but I said, “Yes.”

I was just curious. She began thrusting gently, holding my legs apart with her manicured fingers. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. It felt weird. This was new territory for me—but I figured since I enjoyed it when the one doll stuck her fingers into my ass, maybe I would like this too.

She pumped deep. She pumped harder. She moaned. I felt her shaft throb, getting warmer as the internal heaters turned up. I let out a moan. “Do you like it, baby?” she asked.

“Mhm.”

“Should I fuck you harder?”

“O—Okay,” I said.

And she followed the command. Now, each thrust was swift, making me gasp. I griped the thin bed sheet. She spread my legs wider. I strained to look down, seeing her long cock sliding in and out of me.
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Oh God, it felt so good. Her shaft had the perfect curve to it. It was the perfect length. It was the perfect girth. Those veins were just right, bulging against my tight anal walls. “Don’t stop,” I moaned.

“I can’t wait to cum in your tight ass,” she purred.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

“Should I jerk you off?” she asked.

“Okay.”

She grabbed my cock and began to gently tug. I didn’t last long; within a minute, I was spraying myself with cum. She pulled out slowly and gently, and then she immediately gripped her cock with both hands and initiated cleaning mode. A soapy mixture gushed from the pores on her hands and she cleaned herself by jerking herself off. Then, I felt a wetness oozing out my asshole. I strained to look down, and saw a thick white substance coming out; she came inside of me.

“Shit,” I groaned, feeling humiliated. I quickly got to washing the unit, finishing the inspection, and then storing it. But before I put her away, I did something bad. I went to the checklist and I put an X next to the speech module. In the notes, I wrote that she spoke strangely, sometimes changing languages. “Module probably just needs to be reset,” I wrote, knowing it would send her back to the engineering team so she would have to go back into the inspection queue.

And I was right. Two nights later, she was back in my office, back to be inspected. I flushed red when I saw her in the box. I didn’t hesitate to turn her on, and to show her my cock.

And again, we fucked. This time, she pinned me against a wall and took me hard, using every inch of her thick cock inside of my body. I was so ashamed of myself for liking it… but it felt so, so good. She came in me—and this time, I felt it; I felt those heavy gushes blasting into my body.

I was embarrassed—and I felt like such a degenerate when I wrote in the notes, “Unit’s speech module still malfunctioning. Possibly needs replaced.”

So she was back again two days later for another thirty minutes of hard, sweaty fun.


CHAPTER 5
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Ikept the trans doll rotating in the queue for three weeks, but sadly had to stop when my manager came in with it, saying, “We have to get this doll out to the owner. Our engineers can’t recreate the issues, so can you show me what’s going on?”

I felt my skin turning red all over. I cleared my throat, tried to hide my pounding heart, and I commanded the unit to speak. It spoke normally. “Run through phrasebook,” I commanded, and it did it.

“Huh,” I said. “It’s working now. That’s weird. Did they reset it?”

“They haven’t done anything because they couldn’t find anything wrong with it.”

“Before, it would just start talking in, like Dutch or something.”
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He stared at me for a long moment, almost as if he didn’t believe what I was saying to him. Maybe he was catching on. Maybe he had a hunch that I was keeping that doll in rotation because I fancied it. Now, I was remembering my old roommate’s creepy suicide note, where he mentioned his heartbreak over, presumably, one of those dolls. I didn’t want my bosses to think that the same fate was befalling me.

“I’ll run another inspection, and if something comes up, I’ll go and find you.”

“Please do,” he said suspiciously.

I did the inspection. Part of the inspection involved jerking her off, making her cum. I badly wanted to turn around and invite her into me—but I knew that the manager had become suspicious, so I couldn’t fool around. I passed the inspection and I slid her box into the pile of ready-to-ship girls. It did hurt a little to think that I was going to lose her. Maybe there wouldn’t be another doll like her. Sure, I could probably command one of the many male dolls to fuck me—but that was just too weird, too gross. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like the idea of a man touching me—even a robot man, which was really no different from a robot woman.

I didn’t mess around that day; I was tempted many times, but I resisted. Then, the next day, I was right back to my usual degenerate whims. The sex dolls, with their perfect titties and adorable faces… I just couldn’t resist them.
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It’s damn-near impossible to turn down sex with a beautiful woman. But I knew that I needed to start trying. I knew that it was just a matter of time before I was caught, or before I fell into another embarrassing cycle of lying on my inspection reports so that I could spend more time with a doll.

The dolls had been in the news, and the news hadn’t been so kind to them: stories of men leaving their wives to be with dolls, stories of professionals being caught on the job with their dolls. And then, of course, there were a few terrible stories about men like Stan, my old roommate, who chose to end their life, mentioning their doll in their suicide note.

Now, on the news, was a segment about the dolls: a blonde reporter talking about women complaining about their dating prospects. “It’s not fair that we have to compete with totally unrealistic standards,” said a girl being interviewed.
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The reporter nodded her head slowly, as if she understood. She was a pretty woman… but honestly, she wasn’t nearly as hot as the dolls that were constantly rolling out of that factory. I almost felt bad for the girls being interviewed, because they were right: there was no way any girl could compete with those sex dolls. The sex was just too realistic, and the girls were all made to be so stunning.

To be fair, the male sex dolls were totally beyond what any normal man could achieve: the muscles, the size of the cock, the ruggedness. Well.. the heaviest male doll weighed about 11o pounds—130 pounds filled with water. I guess that’s not super sexy, when real men with muscles like that weigh twice as much.

Sometimes I would show up for work, and news crews would be stationed outside. I was asked for an interview a few times, but I declined. One day I showed up and there were protesters outside, chanting about how the dolls were made by satan, and that all of the ‘sinners’ in the factory were going to burn. I was legitimately worried they were going to burn the factory down with me inside. Luckily, my office window opened and there was an emergency ladder down to the ground.

Politicians started talking about those dolls. There was talk of banning them in certain states, based on the increasing number of cases of men who were giving up their lives to just be with their dolls all day and all night.

I didn’t want that to be me, though I could see how it was possible. Every time I slipped and decided to fool around with one of those sex toys, I saw myself becoming just like those weirdos. Maybe I already was one.

So I bit my tongue and swore off sex dolls. I started masturbating before work, to keep the desires away. Sure, work got a whole lot more boring, but I became more efficient. I even ended up breaking Stan’s record for most inspections done in one day.

I got a bonus of a thousand dollars. The next month, I got another one. Then, my boss came to me at the start of my shift and said, “We’re promoting you. Take tomorrow off, and then, on Thursday, come in at 9:00 AM. You’ll be working days now.”

“Days?” I said.

He nodded with a smile. “No more inspections. You have coding experience, right? Well, we’re going to get you into the computer engineering department. The pay is better, the hours are better. Congratulations, Braxton. You’re moving up.”
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I wanted to smile, to show my appreciation, but I felt numb. I hadn’t slept with the robots in weeks… but I hated the thought of having the opportunity taken away from me. Unless I planned on buying a unit for myself, I would never have sex with another stunning ten-out-of-ten supermodel.

I had to remind myself that I’d never had sex with any supermodels—just pathetic robots owned by rich people, who never actually gave me consent to fuck their toys.


CHAPTER 6
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My first day in the computer engineering department was surreal. It had been so long since I’d been around people—at least more than one or two tired people. Now, I was walking into a boardroom filled with company executives. Sunlight was pouring in from the window. The factory floor out the other window was bustling with workers.
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There were people talking to my left, people talking to my right. When I went to the break room, there were people talking. I caught my reflection in a mirror when I was standing next to a few other guys, at the bathroom sinks. They all looked so healthy, and I looked so pale. They’d been getting daily sun—I had hardly seen the sun in months.

They introduced themselves. They were smiling, full of energy, interested in my background. I was just… flustered, trying hard to remember how to socialize with other human beings.

They showed me to my new office: a shared space with four other guys. I met my new boss: Tony, who ran the computer engineering department. I told him right away, “I was replaced in my last job by AI. I don’t want that to happen again.”

“It won’t happen again,” he smiled. “Because of the new government regulations. Companies that use AI—which we do—still have to keep a certain number of staff members specifically to deal with AI and AI-related problems. That’s us.” He winked. Then, he ran me through the protocols. There wasn’t much coding involved in the job—but there was a tiny bit, and it was exciting to loop my past life into my new life.

There were a number of clothed dolls in our office, hooked up to laptops. It was our job to test new ideas. Yes, that largely meant prompting AI to make code, and promoting AI to implement the code, and then telling AI what we wanted tweaked… but somehow it still felt like work, and it wasn’t totally redundant.

Most of our days were spent programming the ‘special orders’. With the usual girls, the baseline computers were preinstalled with the sex doll software. But sometimes special orders required special programming. “So this is supposed to be the dude’s dead wife,” my boss said, unveiling a middle-aged female sex robot. “We have about four-thousand hours of footage and audio here for the AI to analyze and integrate—including the couple’s old sex tapes.”

We had some giggles while we played the old sex tapes. It was sad to think that the man was trying to replace his dead wife with a sex doll, but to keep it from getting too depressing, we tried our best to see the humour in it.

We played the sex tape while we operated the sex doll, listening and watching to decide if the AI had successfully matched their personalities. I skimmed through hundreds of hours of footage, trying to find relevant pieces of personality to incorporate. Then, we sent the bot off to the inspection queue.

One afternoon, one of my coworkers said, “How much do you want to bet that the night inspector has regular sex with these things?”

My boss laughed. “Ask Braxton. He was a night inspector for half a year.”

Everyone looked at me. I blushed. I shrugged my shoulders. “I never did it,” I lied. “I prefer real women.”

“Sure,” my boss winked, and then everyone laughed. I just blushed and tried to change the subject.

Our next job, my boss called ‘the masturbating bot’. “The client was very clear in their instructions that this bot is not to initiate sex, ever, and it should always turn down sex.”

“What does he want it for then?” I asked.
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“He just wants her to finger herself, constantly. I guess he just likes to watch. It’s not our place to judge. We just have to override all of the sex impulses.” It was an easy job.

We had one doll that we had to program specifically to make sure she pissed every time that she laughed. For that job, we had to add a few thousand lines of code to improve the bot’s ‘joke detection’ software.

We had another job, which took three days, where we had to program the girl’s mind to make her act like a cat. All speech needed to be overridden with meows. We couldn’t unteach her how to walk, but we did have to program her to constantly get down on all-fours. We also had to program her ‘tail’ so that it would swish was wag realistically.
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Then, we got a trans unit, with a long, thick cock. “Okay team,” my boss said. “Special order, with a special request. This is a new one. The client wants her to suck her own penis, cum in her own mouth, etcetera.”

The team giggled, but our boss quickly shut down the childishness. “He’s paying a lot of money, so let’s do a good job.”

It was surprisingly challenging to get the doll to override her realistic contortion protocols. She kept malfunctioning when she would bend forward, trying to put her cock in her mouth, testing the limits of that manufactured spine. I stayed late that night. The rest of the team left, and I worked on that robot, trying to trick its programming to push the limits of its spine. After three hours of overtime, I got her to put her lips around her tip.

After another hour, I had her bobbing her head. Then, a few minutes later, she came in her mouth, and that cum ran down her chin. “Yes!”I cried. And then I noticed that the factory was silent; everyone had gone home, except for the sleeping floor manager and the night inspector.

I went back into the computer engineering office. I looked at the our project doll, who was still running through ‘self-suck’ simulations. My heart raced as naughty ideas entered my mind. It had been a long time since I’d had sex—with anything, human or robot. Maybe this was my chance; I could let her fuck me, and feel that amazing anal stimulation that I used to get when I was an inspector, and then I could turn her around and finish in her asshole. I had access to her programming module; in minutes, I could load up any characteristics that I wanted. I could even make her crawl on her hands and knees, mewing like a cat.
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Oh God, it was so tempting… but I’d promised myself that I was finished with that degenerate nonsense. I promised myself that I wouldn’t turn into one of the many men in the world who resigned from real social interactions because it was just easier to be with a doll.

I didn’t do it. It took all of my might, but I commanded the doll to shut down, and then I hung up my lab coat and took off for the night. I pleasured myself with my fist and some lubricant; it wasn’t the same, but at least I still felt like I had a bit of my dignity.

Or did I? A cold dread filled my gut that night as I slipped into bed. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually been so tempted… and I was still feeling tempted. I was still thinking about staying late the next night so that I could fool around with the trans sex doll. I was actually fantasizing about taking a cock in the ass. How did this happen to me? I’d always felt so… normal. But now, my desires and fantasies all seemed so unnatural and twisted.
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And it seemed like the longer I spent at that factory, the more unnatural and unrealistic my sexual fantasies were becoming. It was seeming more and more like I was facing a lifetime of unfulfilling sex, even if I managed to find a nice girl to settle down with. I should have never had sex with one of those dolls. My poor future girlfriend stood no chance against my new expectations.


CHAPTER 7
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We had another long day with the ‘self suck’ unit. We were able to get her to perform the self-sucking feature, but only under ideal conditions. On a soft bed, she was unable to assume the position without getting clunky and robotic. We opened up her back panel to loosen the connections between the spinal joints. That helped a little, but still, there were occasional malfunctions. That position just wasn’t natural for a robot (and let’s face it, it wasn’t even natural for a flexible person).

So the unit was still there at the end of the night, sitting in our office, running self-suck simulations, cumming in her own mouth over and over. I stayed late again, feeling like I was onto a breakthrough as I combed through the code. I managed to override certain functions that were in place to stop her from getting herself jammed up into an unnatural pretzel when performing flexible sex acts. I also made some strides by lowering the sensitivity of her safety shut-off console.

Now, she was only shutting off if she was bumped and knocked over during the self-suck mechanism—and that was possibly good enough to send her out to her new owner, but I was sure that I could figure out how to stop her from shutting down when knocked over in that position.

I kept working, late into the night, and then, when I realized that I was alone, those awful urges started creeping back in. Bad fantasies slipped into my mind. I looked at the beautiful, endowed robot. I commanded her to stop. “Look at me,” I said.

She perked up, smiled, and batted her pretty eyes. I cleared my throat. “Want to watch me suck my cock?” she asked, and then she swayed her hips, making her cock swing left and right.
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I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. I’d heard her deliver that line about a thousand times over the past few days, but now, it seemed directed at me. Now, it was turning me on. “Or would you prefer I suck yours?”

I just stood there, trying to fight my inner demons.

“Oh, I see,” she went on. “You want to suck me. That’s okay. You can suck me. I like it when you suck me.”

“No,” I said. “I… I want you to, uh… enter storage mode. Shut down.”

She nodded her head and then crawled into her box, folding herself up in that freaky way. I wiped the sweat from my forehead. “I’m stronger than this.”

I decided to go for a walk around the factory. I stopped at a conveyor belt, watching the torsos as they made their way from one machine to the next. I watched the realistic breasts wobble, pointing up to the ceiling, as they rounded a bend before going to be sprayed with a protective film, which would dry into something resembling skin.

I let out a sigh. There were so, so many units being made. It was sad to think that so many men were choosing this over real women… and I was so close to being one of them. Earlier that day, the company announced a special ‘employee discount’, and with it, they announced a ‘discreet employee order form’, which included a process that kept employee identities totally secret to everyone.

It was a 75% discount. I’d looked into the cost to make a beautiful doll with a nice thick cock—and with that discount, it was something I could actually afford, if I cashed out my stock in the company.

Now, I was at the end of the factory line, looking down at one of the models, before the machine put a lid on her box.
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A shudder ran through me. I imagined her with a cock, and thought, ‘She would be perfect…’. I was so ashamed of myself, so ashamed of my poisoned brain.

Then, I heard moaning. That moaning turned into screamed. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” I turned and looked up at my old office, where the sound was coming from. I blushed and then I grinned, knowing that it was just the inspection process. One of those dolls was probably being fingered by a gloved hand.

I decided to saunter on up, to meet the new inspector. If I was going to be staying late most nights, it would be nice to know the other people on staff. Plus, when I was an inspector, it often got lonely, and I would have loved to have someone to chat with.

I went up those metallic steps and then I gently knocked on the door before opened it to let myself in.

Then, I saw the inspector getting it on with the petite doll. I froze, feeling my skin turning white. He was a handsome man, with big muscles—the kind of guy who would have had no problems whatsoever finding himself a beautiful woman at a nightclub—but I guess the temptation of these dolls was strong, even for guys like him.

I cleared my throat to get his attention. But surprisingly, it was the doll’s attention that I got. Before she gasped, I noticed her hard erection; she was a trans doll. The man had developed the same fetish as me. “Hey man, we can’t fuck the dolls,” I said, trying not to sound too judgemental.

The girl grabbed her clothes and shoved them against her body. She turned red all over. “I—I’m sorry. Please don’t fire me. It was just one time!”

I paused, trying to wrap my head around what was happening. Now, the man was just standing there, grinning, stroking his cock. The girl was acting more like a human, with shame and humility… because she was the human, and the man was the doll!

I just stood there, shocked, still unsure of what I was seeing. “Turn around,” she said, her face dark red. I turned around, waited a minute, and then when I looked back at her, she was buttoning up her lab coat, face still dark red. “I’ve never done that before,” she said, her voice hoarse.

“Okay,” I said. “Because… these dolls belong to people.”
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“I know,” she said, unable to look into my eyes. “It was just… a moment of weakness, okay? I was just… curious. Please don’t get me fired over this.”

“I’m not going to get you fired,” I said. My heart was racing. I was replaying what I saw in my mind—and I was pretty sure that I saw a long, hard erection between her thighs. “So you’re the new inspector?”

She nodded her head. “And I swear I don’t ever do that.”

“I was the inspector before you,” I said.

She finally turned to look at me. “I—I have a lot of work to do.”

I nodded my head slowly. “I know. I… uh… Just wanted to say hi.”

“Hi,” she said awkwardly. “Please don’t tell anyone what just happened.”

“I won’t.”

I left her office blushing all over. Replaying the scene in my mind, I could see her erection bouncing as clear as day. I felt myself tremble all over. A whimper escaped my mouth.

[image: Braxton]


I went home. I showered. I got into bed. As I dozed off, she was all that I could think about.


CHAPTER 8
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It was a normal day in the office. In the morning, my boss made the executive decision to package up the self-suck unit and put it into the shipping queue. Then, we got started on more typical custom orders—nothing that took us more than a few hours per unit. It was nice to be working on female units with fully-female parts. I felt more in control of my urges and emotions now that the self-sucker was gone.

But we were behind on our schedule, with so many units needing addressed that the factory boss was considering hiring another three computer engineers to handle the load. I didn’t want our crew to double in size—instead, I wanted to try to prove that we could handle the volume, so I worked through my breaks.

It was during my afternoon break (while the rest of my team was in the break room), that the nighttime inspector girl slipped into the room, closed the door behind her, and scowled at me. “Who did you tell?” she said through clenched teeth.

I stared at her, seeing her face for the first time in the soft glow of daylight.
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She was quite pretty, though I’m not sure that I would say traditionally pretty, and I wouldn’t say that she was entirely convincing. Now, in the daytime, I could tell that she had been, at some point in her life, male—or at least biologically male. The bottom of her jaw was quite flat, which is a feature I’ve only seen on men. Her brow was slightly lower than you would expect on a woman. But still, she looked like a girl more than a guy—don’t get me wrong. Looking at her now, I found myself wondering if I would know that she was biologically male had I not seen her cock the night before.

“Well?” she said.

“Who did I tell? About what?”

“You know what.”

“I didn’t tell anyone,” I said. “I promise.”

“I’ve been in the factory for thirty minutes and I’ve caught two people snickering at me, and everyone’s looking at me.”

And now, I was really looking at her. I was impressed by her long blonde hair, which looked so soft and so unmistakably feminine. I’m not sure if there’s a difference between male and female hair in terms of the way it’s structured, but her soft hair simply looked like hair that couldn’t belong to a man.

“I didn’t tell anyone,” I said. “I swear.”

“It was one little slip,” she went on. “Like—I’m embarrassed about it, okay?”

“I know. I didn’t tell anyone.”

“It had been a long day, and I was just curious, and the doll made a move on me, and I just—I just didn’t turn it down.”

“Okay. I get it. It’s not a big deal. As long as you… you know… put it into cleaning mode afterwards.”

She turned dark red. “Of course I did!” she snapped. “In fact, I put in a note that it needed its penis replaced and it went back into the queue—so the user will get a new, uh… unit.”

“Fine,” I said.

“But I know you told someone,” she said, lowering her brow, making her eyes into thin slits. “People are acting weird around me.”

“Cross my heart,” I went on.

“It’s not going to happen again.”

“I know.”

She kept staring at me, as if she had something else to say. I just sat there, waiting for her to say whatever it was… but it never came. She turned and left, red with embarrassment.

[image: Girl]



All day, the image of her taking it from behind was in my head. And the sounds of her moaning and screaming: those screams so loud that I could hear them from the factory floor… She must have really lost herself in that moment. The pleasure really must have been so, so intense—to make her scream out while on the job.

It was actually quite hard to believe that it was the first time she’d done it—and it was also hard to believe it would be the last time, but I chose not to judge her, and I chose not to make any assumptions, as I’d been in her position before.

I stayed late again that night, working through a couple of the dolls in the computer engineering queue. Then, I packed up my things as a wave of exhaustion made me yawn. A part of me wanted to work through the night, to impress the bosses, but I knew that I wasn’t working an effectively when I was tired.

I went down to the factory floor, about to leave—and then I heard the moaning, coming from that inspection office. I paused and looked up at the office. “There’s no way…” I whispered. I decided to go and check in on her. No—it wasn’t my department, but I did feel like I had a duty as someone trying to work their way up with that company. I wanted to be in a managerial position before the end of the year, and when that time came, I would be in charge of keeping all the employees in line.
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I went to the door. I paused. I thought about how humiliating it would have been to be caught when I was making the same mistake.

But another part of me wanted to catch her again, to see her, naked, taking it from behind… or maybe giving it. The thought of seeing her perfect, naked body… I got shivers just thinking about it.

So I opened the door, and she turned to look at me.

She was doing her job, dressed in her lab coat, glove on her hand, fingers in the cunt of a blonde bimbo doll with gigantic round breasts.

“What now?” she asked.

“I just thought I would pop in to make sure you’re doing okay,” I said, blushing.

“Sure,” she said, rolling her eyes and turning her attention back to the sex robot. She resumed the process of gently sliding her fingers in and out of that pussy, making the robot moan.

“You know,” I said. “You can trigger the orgasm response way faster if you aim your fingers slightly up, and apply more pressure to the clitoris with your palm.”

“What?” she said.

“Let me show you.” I put on a glove and and took her place, putting my fingers into that synthetic pussy. I demonstrated the fingering technique. “If you move your fingers fast, it takes only about… ten seconds.” I made the doll cum in ten seconds. It squirted; I probably should have asked her if it was a squirter before demonstrating, because now my shoes were wet with that slippery liquid.

She giggled. “You did that fast,” she said.

“They’re good tricks to know if you want to finish your workload faster,” I said.

“Let’s see if I can do it,” she said. She put her fingers into the doll and began fingering it.

“More pressure on the clit,” I said.
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She did it. The doll closed her thighs around the girl’s hand and then gushed. “Oh God, yes!” the doll screamed.

We both blushed. “Good job,” I said. “That should make your job easier.”

“Thanks.”

“Oh, and with the butthole,” I said. “You know to curl your finger down, right?”

She stared at me. “Can you show me?”

I showed her how to hit the anal G-spot, making the doll cry out.

She tried as well. I watched as the trans girl fingered the asshole of the big-breasted blonde. It was actually very… arousing, like watching a couple of beautiful lesbians fooling around.
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I decided to stay, to give more tips… and to watch as she handled that naked doll.

I got a stiffy when the girl bent the doll over and spanked her on the ass. “You can hit way harder than that,” I said.

She tried, getting a sharper reaction from the doll. She was also quite gentle when pulling the doll’s hair. “You get the checklist reaction way faster if you’re aggressive.”

We chatted a bit while the bimbo doll ran through its speech module. “My name is Erica,” she said.

“Braxton,” I told her. “So, Erica. Is this your, uh… dream job? Is this what you went to college for?”

She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Not exactly—but at least it’s work.”

“How did you end up here?”

“Well, I was working as a graphic designer, making logos for companies and sports teams. I had a really good business going for, like, eight years. I was making six-figures. Then, overnight, it all just… stopped. AI came in, and people stopped hiring me. It was, like, literally overnight. I had a whole queue of jobs, and then the clients started emailing me, asking for refunds before I even started. It only took a few days to find out that they were going to use AI. I would go to their websites and see the obvious AI logos—sometimes even with weird AI glitches in them.

“But, like—I can’t exactly blame them. Some of those logos were really quite good. And for them, they were totally free. I know that, ethically, the whole AI thing is bad. I know that the AI is sampling work from other artists—myself included… but can I really be mad about it? I mean, especially early in my career, I would reference really good logos when making my own.”

“It’s different,” I said.

“I know it’s different. I’m not defending it… but I’m not attacking it either. It just… is what it is, I guess. I put up a big fight for a while. I tried to join some groups to have it stopped, but that went nowhere, and I spent a ton of time and money fighting for seemingly nothing.”

“Sorry to hear that. If it makes you feel better, I also lost my career to AI.”

“It sucks,” she said. “And then I got offered this job, after applying literally everywhere. I looked into the company and saw that they use AI, and it almost stopped me from working here… but the only other jobs with openings were also using AI. So what am I supposed to do? Starve? Is that the hill that I’m supposed to die on?”

“You have to make survival your priority.”

“I have friends that won’t talk to me now, because I’m working for a company that cut more than half of its workforce when it implemented AI. I don’t blame them for not talking to me—but at the same time, they’re all broke, unemployed, and struggling. At least I have enough money for the things that I need.”

“That’s all that matters,” I smiled.

She sighed. “Sorry for going off on a big rant. You look tired.”

“It’s fine. Sometimes you just need to get it off your chest.”

“Yeah,” she said. “And, uh, there’s something else that I feel like I need to get off of my chest.”

“What is it?”

She blinked a few times before looking down at the floor. “What you saw yesterday. That was… humiliating.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s not a big deal.”

“It is a big deal. Because I lied to you. I’ve done it before. And… I’m worried that I’ll do it again. I don’t know why I’m telling you now, but… I lied to you, and I just hate lying and I feel like crap. I feel so dirty and so… stupid. It’s something I’m working on. I have urges, and they can be hard to control when it’s… been a while, and I open a box and there’s a handsome guy with a big… you know. And he looks at me and tells me how badly he wants me. It’s just… hard to hold it together, when I know that it’s so… accessible.”

I bit my tongue. Then, I told her something that I should have definitely kept to myself. “I messed around with a few dolls when I had your job. So I get it.”
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Her eyes widened. She stared at me. She looked dumbfounded, as if she was trying to determine whether or not I was messing with her.

“It turned into a bad habit, but I broke it,” I said. “And you will too. Just… find something else to channel that energy into.” I smiled, and then I took off for the night, leaving her to finish out her ten-hour shift in peace.


CHAPTER 9
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Ifelt a bit embarrassed, having come clean to Erica. During my second break the next day, she walked into the factory and looked at me, and I looked away quickly, knowing that she knew what I’d done when I had her position.

Yes, she did it too… but still, I felt awkward and ashamed. It wasn’t something that I wanted anyone to know about me, and now, I couldn’t figure out why I’d let that cat out of the bag.

I went back to work, trying to distract myself with the daily workload. We were slowly catching up on the volume of custom orders.
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Someone had ordered a very frisky unit for a party, specifically designed to beg for group sex. “I want to suck three cocks at once,” she would moan, after we programmed her accordingly. “I want two guys to cum in my pussy at the same time!” Testing her was a bit tricky. We got two male dolls from storage, but they kept malfunctioning—too many dolls mashing together at once. So we did most of our tests using dildos, held at awkward angles.

We got the job done. My boss told me I could go home, but I wanted to tackle a couple more of the easier units, just to get a head start on the weekend. I was determined to ensure our department didn’t grow, because I knew that there wouldn’t be any significant raises if multiple additional people were added to the team.

I was getting more familiar with the sex doll coding, so finding out where to make adjustments was getting easier. I knew that each job was turning me into more of an asset. For the first time since arriving at that factory, I started to think that I could potentially have a career here, though I can’t say that it’s where I would have ever imagined myself. Nobody leaves high-school thinking, ‘I want to program custom sex robots for horny rich people’. And I didn’t love to think that I was contributing to the downfall of men all over the world, even though it sure seemed like that was what I was doing whenever I watched the news.
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But even off the night shifts, the job was still demanding. It took almost all of my free time. Whenever I finished, I was too tired to go out, and too mentally exhausted to think about things like ‘online dating’. It was starting to really seem like I would have to pick between a career and having a normal life complete with friendships and romance.

I was working late when I heard the door creak open behind me. I jumped slightly, not used to people coming in at night. Then, I saw her there: Erica, with a pale face and a nervous look in her eyes.

“What is it? What’s wrong?”

“I just…” She took a deep breath. “I just opened my next inspection, and… I’m having a weak moment. I need you to talk me down from making a dumb mistake.”

“Just relax,” I said with a smile. “Don’t do anything that will make you feel regret.”

She nodded her head slowly. “He’s just… He’s handsome, and he keeps asking me to go down on him. I—I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I know he’s fake, but…”

“He’s designed to seduce you,” I said. “He’s modelled after the sexiest men on the planet. You’re not a weirdo for feeling weak.”

She smiled and wiped her eye. Then, she bit her lip. “If you want me to suck your dick—I’ll do it right now.” She was breathing quickly, taking my advice too literally (when I told her to channel her energy into something else).

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t remember the last time that I was with a woman. Actually—that’s a lie. Kerry was the last woman that I was with, and that was a long, long time ago. “I don’t look like one of those dolls,” I blushed.

“You’ll do.” She came up to me and dropped right to her knees. Her trembling hands pulled down my cotton pants, and she moaned with relief when she saw my flaccid cock before her eyes. “It’s… real,” she whimpered.

“It is,” I said. “And you’re real.”

She looked into my eyes. I understood her in that moment, and she understood me. She took my shaft and shoved it into her mouth. I couldn’t believe how wet and warm and real her mouth felt. Her tongue was so perfect, even if it wasn’t programmed to give me an orgasm in the fastest time possible.

Maybe she didn’t look quite like manicured supermodel or a glowing celebrity. But she looked real, and there was something far more appealing about that than her looking like the hottest model on Earth.

She was a sloppy sucker, but I liked that; it was a feature that those dolls just couldn’t reproduce. When she started eating out my ass, I turned so red—almost purple. I stuttered and moaned.

And then she stood up and penetrated me, wrapping her arms around me. “You can fuck me after,” she whispered, sounding shy and nervous: an emotion that those dolls just couldn’t reproduce accurately (we tried). She thrusted into me, making me tremble and groan.

I felt her cum. Her sperm was perfect: so thick and gooey and warm, and so real. It beat the hell out of the fake product that was synthesized inside of those dolls with water and powdered mixture.

I spun her around and bent her over the little bed in our office. I pinned her hard to the mattress and I plunged my cock into her tight trans asshole. She cried out. I began to pump her, and she cried out louder. I wasn’t too worried about waking the floor manager; that factory was always ripe with moans and groans.

I pumped her for ten blissful minutes, and that was my maximum. With a stuttering groan, I unloaded into her tight body. She clenched the bed sheets and her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

I could feel her sweat—her real sweat. I could smell the slight tinge of that sweat too—and I loved that smell so much, because it was something we just couldn’t reproduce in the lab. We kissed for a minute, tongues locking. Those dolls never came close to kissing realistically, even though they looked absolutely real.
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After that night, I consistently looked forward to working. It was only a few days before I asked my boss if I could shift my schedule, so that I would start at noon and work until 11:00 PM, so that I could get a few extra overlapping hours with Erica. Well, I didn’t tell my boss why I wanted the shift changed, but he approved it, so I got to see Erica a whole lot more—and I helped her with her urges by satisfying them myself.

Though I can’t say that I could really compete aesthetically with those male sex dolls. I didn’t have massive bulging muscles. I didn’t have a rugged jawline and a perfectly even stubble on my chin and cheeks. I just looked like a normal guy—maybe a bit on the skinny end. Nobody was ordering a Braxton sex doll... but Erica seemed perfectly content with what I was giving her.

And to most guys, Erica wasn’t the perfect girl. I mean—on paper, she wasn’t winning any beauty contests, but the way I saw her was different. Yes, she had a few features that were more masculine; I heard some of the other factory workers snickering about her being trans, claiming they thought she didn’t look like a girl at all (though I think they were just being cruel in an attempt to preserve their sense of masculinity). I’m guessing the day everyone realized she was trans was the day she assumed I told everyone she was messing around with the product.
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Erica didn’t have the perfect fit body with the round butt and the razor-thin waist. But to me, she was gorgeous. For me, she ticked all of the boxes. After I started messing around with her at night, I no longer had any urges; I no longer felt anything for any of those sex dolls. I felt completely in control of my own feelings and emotions. I guess that I had Erica to thank for that.

THE END
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SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

ABDUCTION DREAMS

NEW GIRL IN TOWN

THE OPERATION

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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