

I sit in the waiting room, rubbing my hands together. There are other women here too, most of them segmented off to themselves, reading or chatting with one another. I'm far too nervous to do anything like that. I'm not even used to being on the spaceship, I don't dare turn around to face that window behind me, showing the infinite darkness and ongoing lightyears of stars. How do people deal with this?

"Olivia Jay Hauberk?"

"That's me." I respond, perky but hopefully not seeming too eager or polite.

"Come with me please."

The doctor calls me and I'm almost too happy to go in.

For months I've been waiting to be a part of a new experiment; I've never been able to have an orgasm, no matter how many or how good my lovers were. I knew what I liked, what I wanted to be done to me; I wanted to be utterly ruined, have my insides ruined by a massive cock plowing into me like I was a human sex doll they were fucking for fun. The thought of it made a hot flood of warmth rush through the pit of my stomach; but no matter how good my lovers were, it was never enough. They'd either be spent before I came or weren't good enough to please me.

There's a biting chill in the air. Years seem to go by walking behind him, past the door and down the corridor, through automatically opening locked doors until I see it standing there.

Cordoned off into its own room, a massive robot, easily at least eight feet tall and standing ramrod straight. Its false skin is creamy, its breasts are big and bouncy with pink perky nipples, height exaggerated by some knife sharp pink heels. In front of it, a long, thick cock. Precum oozes from its head. My body sways at the thought of what it does to other women, what it could do to me. I press my hands against the glass wall that blocks it away from me.

The doctor tapped on my shoulder. I smiled as I looked at him, wanted to tell him about how it was awakening feelings in me that I'd never felt before, but the awkward refusal in his expression stopped me.  "That's our model for our more...experienced applicants. This one over here is the model you'll be interacting with today."

It's smaller, in every way. With slivery skin and blue highlighted tracks up its legs, crossing at the hips and over its breasts. Its waist is tighter, its breasts are reasonably sized and petite, its cock is thick but not half as long. 'Lovr' bot on laser-drawn on her shoulder.

It's beautiful, in its own designed way, but it's not what I wanted. I tried not to look too disappointed.

"Right."

I don't let the disappointment hit my face. The basic model has a good sized cock, easily ten inches or so. Its breasts look squeezable. It's not that I don't like it.

More, the feeling of seeing gold and getting sliver when all you need is silver; you're satisfied, but greed rears its ugly head.

I discard the notion; something like that would leave me wide open and utterly destroyed. No matter how much I practically quivered at the sight of it, I ignored it and followed the doctor to my assigned room. Two months were spent getting onto the waiting list for the waiting list to be here, I wasn't about to allow simple curiosity fuck me out of a chance to experience something good.

We enter the room; its a normal doctor's checkup office, clean and sterilized in the sort of science fiction chrome that people dream about, light blue and slivery. I scrabble to sit up on the examination bed. After briefly seething under my breath, I resign to needing a step ladder and pretend I didn't need one when I finally do get up.

The doctor begins to round off about things that don't matter while my mind wanders back to that 'more experienced' bot. That pussy ruining battering ram of a cock; I dreamed about how it could mash up my insides, make me cum all over it and still want more, make me want to open my mouth wide and accept its seed anywhere I could get it.

"Alright, that's all the information I need. We'll tell you when the bot is coming in, feel more than free to prepare however you see fit. After we give you the heads up we'll try and get...say two to three orgasms from you before we call back the bot, then you'll get your cash and we'll be all set."

"Right." I nod. My fingers twirl together in-between my too-long black sweater sleeves.

The doctor excuses himself from the room and I find myself sitting there, cold and lonely. Would the procedure even work as advertised? I mean really, a guaranteed orgasm sounded like a pretty weighty expectation.

From my left, towards the exit door, the wall itself physically opened up to reveal a plexiglass window. Through that, at least five men in uniform observing me, their faces partially lit by blue lighting.

A side panel, for them to watch? I focused on my breathing; I'd never been watched before. All those eyes focused on me in this sort of environment, like I was an experiment rather than a tester.

'We'll be here making sure everything runs correctly, don't be afraid; we'll dim the lights to make you more comfortable.'

I took off my jacket, rolled my shoulders. Less to get comfortable - because in this place that would be impossible - and more to have something else to focus on besides my own nervousness. 

'Sending her out in five...four...'

Okay, now it's happening. How would this even work? I wasn't sure what was stronger, my curiosity or my fear.

'Wait, no something's up --'

A red light above the door on the opposite side of the room begins to flash. The white-coated men are panicking - looking at me, down to their data or consoles, then back at me. I swallow hard, whatever's happening isn't supposed to happen. The telltale hiss of the metal door draws my attention back.

She walks out, the same bot I'd been drooling over, 'Reamr'. Her weighty cock dangling between her legs, dripping clearish whitish fluid. Whatever words of assurance the doctors were giving over intercom fell flat at the all-absorbing click of her metal heels against the floor, growing closer and closer. 

The Reamr stands in front of me, keeping my breath somewhat reasonable is the only thing I can do. Its movements, to the moving of its head to look me over to when she raises her hands up to grab my shoulders, is sudden and jerky.

I half wonder if the things went on the fritz - until its hands move faster then I can see. It grabs the little skirt I was wearing with one arm, holds me steady with the other and tears the whole thing off in one go. I can't stop the gasp that leaves me, or how I move backward when the bot grabs my legs and pushes them upward and apart until my feet are on its shoulders, its cock pressing against my trembling pussy.

I take a deep breath and she surges in, not wasting a moment. I feel every inch of the pre-warmed metal enter me, smooth and strong, pushing deeper then I've ever had anyone else. My toes curl. A strangled noise finds its way from my throat. God, I've never felt so full in my life.

Strong metal fingers keep their hold on me, the robot pulls out almost all the way.  A wave of heat rises and courses through me, forcing out another needy noise. My head drops to the side; if it keeps this up I might finally get to have one of those 'earth-shattering' orgasms I hear other women talk about.

I feel it in my toes first before it spreads out through my other limbs, finding its home on my tongue. The first wave of pleasure hits and I devolve into pleading, 'fuck me, fuck me, fuck me' through waves of moaning sobs.

"First orgasm achieved. Switching positions."

I'm lifted into the air and repositioned; bent over the edge of the operating table, my ass sticking into the air. My head collapses into my open palms as I feel the metal press against my messy pussy and then surge forward again, intent on ruining me.

'Hold on a little more, we're deploying a fix.'

Seeing myself in the dim reflection of the window, looking less like a human and more a sex toy being rammed by another sex toy. Mascara running down my cheeks, drooling, begging, men watching me be turned from a normal woman into a complete slut.

It doesn't take much. I grip the edge of the table and cum, sobbing for more. Reamr suddenly stops, releasing me and stepping back. I collapse to my knees, every part of me exhausted, hot, thrumming on the edge of pleasure and pain.

'The fix went live!'

More noise assaults my ears, alarms blaring as the door reopens. It's the other robot, the one I was supposed to have sex with. It's smaller, thick cock hanging between its fluid slick legs that dripped with every step. I felt a thrum of need course through me, drew my hand up and rolled around my breast.

I needed more.

"Cooperation patch installed; sharing target 'cock slut'."

Reamr put me over its shoulder, heated metal pressing against my already exhausted, overheated body. The metallic clicking of its heels heading across the floor until I found myself held around the waist, robotic arms holding me solid and still as the cock aims itself at my back entrance.

Lovr moves first, its cock pushing into my mouth. My tongue slides underneath the shaft; the texture is smooth and weighty in my mouth, the leaking fluid floods my mouth at once and spurts, drawing clear-white trails down my chin. Even when I'm struggling to swallow it all down, more and more keeps coming. Sweet and hot as it courses through me, the more I take down, the sweeter and more syrupy it becomes.

The room goes soft around the edges. Whatever inside its cum is making me needier, wetter. I can feel my own slick essence dripping from me and down my legs.

The cock behind me surges forward, the head itself stretching me more than I could ever know or be used to.

I hiss through it, my entire body tight as a wire even as my head swims. No amount of alcohol or drugs could numb something as large, as consuming as the Reamr's cock entering me.

If the doctors and scientists outside are scrambling, trying to fix this and make it stop, they haven't been successful. And the more the Reamr pushes forward, the more I can feel the strong, thick cock through every fiber of my body, the less I want them to.

I can tell through the heady haze that none of my limbs are touching the ground and a strong thrum of need goes through me when I catch another look at myself.

For the rest of my life I want the image I saw ingrained into my head; My sweat and faux-cum slick body, limbs slackened, mouth and ass full, hanging off both their thick metal cocks, cum dripping from my mouth, hair wild tossed.

My entire body jerked into a spasm. Both cocks kept fucking me, more and more it felt like they were getting deeper, meeting and pressing against each other in my upper stomach.

My orgasm spread from there outward, through my limbs, through my tongue and the tips of my fingers and toes; they kept going through it.

I don't know how long I was there, being ruined, all I know is when I was put back on the floor. Lovr resting her cock on my face for me to tiredly lap and lick at while Reamr prepared her cock. I could see the difference before she said anything, gathered the last of my strength for what I wanted to experience next.

"Releasing..."

God, yes.

I pushed my ass into the air and spread myself open with my hands. It's more than a little unsteady, pushing my body up as much as I can until I'm in the shape of a triangle. The tips of my toes and my head keeping me off the ground.

The Reamr grabs my hips and fucks me all through its own release. Each thrust ending with a rough slap of my hips against its metal body, each one punctuated with another heated spurt down to the core of my being. I don't want to leave, I don't want to stop. Even as my body swears its so close to just not being able to feel the pleasure any more, I want to keep getting fucked, it's wondrous.

Eventually its movements slow to a stop, I groan in fading need and with my hands still stretching me open I slowly slide down Reamr's cock. My entrance sensitive of every inch - its an eternity before I'm finally down, my hips and body slink to the ground, cum still leaking from me, and I roll to my side. Spent.

When I come to again I'm in the doctor's office, sitting up straight and for the most part clothed and alone. No sign of the bots, no sign of the cum - but a warm hum of a pleasure peak - an orgasm - burning brightly in me.

The door opens and the doctor enters with a clipboard. His expression is nervous and jumpy; I notice he's shaking when he takes his pen in hand. "So, I-I'm hoping that we're all feeling alright? No problems or anything?"

Right, that wasn't supposed to happen. As fantastic as it was.

I shrug my shoulders, "I'm perfectly fine, was great for me." His expression softens into something more relaxed and at ease. "In fact, please let me know when you need to test more of them." I smile, "I'd love to help out."



Get More Futa Action from the J.J. Cummings Library!

Pounded by Police Futa

Jake Staton is new to the force, not a lot of time under his belt. Unfortunately, he might've gotten out the academy too early. He has a serious problem with taking orders. Fortunately for him, the senior officer overlooking his performance, Elena Hales, is more than glad to teach him the benefits of obeying orders!

First Time With My Futa Friend: (First Time, Futa on Female)

Stella's a nice, quiet coming of age girl with a slight problem; She's moved out of her house all alone. With no one to share her new apartment with, she's stuck inside. Crushed by loneliness with only one friend; her reserved and well-meaning friend Jean. How will Jean help soothe Stella's loneliness?

Futa Sex Club Party (Futa on Female, Threesome)

Alyssa's young and she needs the money, so she'll try and earn it from attending a sex club party; with two other girls! She has no idea how to have sex with other women. Luckily for her, Krystal and Mandy have some special equipment and are more than willing to help out!
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