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Roland

"How are you feeling?"

Roland shined the penlight into the pretty blonde's eyes, watching as the pupils dilated.


Perfect,
 he thought. Truly remarkable.


The eyes, a cool blue, glinted in the light. The eyes were the hardest part. The windows to the soul. But, if they weren't right, they were like dirty windows on an otherwise beautiful house. They sullied the whole thing.

"I'm fine," Eve said evenly, her brow cocked at a slight angle.

It was an infinitesimal reaction, one of the many gestures that could not be interpreted. Just like any human.

But, Eve wasn't like any human. In fact, she wasn't human at all.

Roland walked across the fine, Turkish rug to the huge oak desk that had once belonged to his father. In fact, nearly everything on the estate had belonged to his parents. The huge estate, spread over twenty acres of Scottish land, was a throwback to the old world aristocracy that Roland had been born into. Born into, but not a part of. He had no interest in land or titles. The only thing he truly owned were his hands, his brains, and his work. The culmination of which sat on the soft leather couch, looking at him with curious gray eyes.

Roland felt Eve's eyes on him as he picked up the electronic tablet from his desk. He swiped his finger across the surface.

"Today is a big day for you," Roland said and there was a slight tremor in his voice. Excitement and fear.

For the first time, Eve could sense it. He looked down at the screen, watching a flow of images on the right, data pulled from the Internet, and collected in Eve's neural processors. Her main source of data, the images gave Roland the impression of what Eve was feeling. On the left, a graph with bars jumped and flashed. Eve's vitals, heartbeat, pulse respiration. All simulated, of course, but designed to mimic human responses in every way.  Others had tried to program human responses, but Roland had found, through much trial and error, that the only way to truly mimic human behavior was for Eve to actually feel human. There was no other way.

Watching the screen he saw himself through Eve's perceptions. His image, looking at her, then a picture of a vulnerable kitten hiding from someone. Finally, a mother comforting a child. She frowned,  and there is such a human look of concern on her face that his breath caught in his throat. Well defined muscles and motor functions created by nanotech and silicone wire worked perfectly. He could even see her pulse jump in her throat as she looked at him with wonder and concern. Genuine concern, not programmed emotion.

"Are you all right?" she asked and he knew, from her face and the readout on the screen, that she actually meant it.

"Yes, Eve," Roland said, looking her in the eye. "I'm fine."

She nodded, but her brow knit with concern. Another flash of a lover comforting her boyfriend. Roland's face grew warmer.

"Then, why are you so nervous?" She asked.

So innocent. Roland coughed into his hand and pushed up his glasses, all movements to cover his discomfort, yet he knew that everyone was a signal of his nervousness. She could see right through him. He had built her too well.

Finally, he sighed and smiled at her.

I'm just worried. Not about myself. I'm worried about you."

Her heartbeat and pulse rate spiked while her face showed fear.

"Me? But why?"

Roland moved to her side and sat down beside her. He reached out a hand and placed it on her arm. She was warm. The nanites under her skin not only transferred electrical impulses to her brain, but they also brought warmth to the skin. Eve exuded real heat and Roland felt that under his fingers.

"I'm sorry. I don't mean to frighten you." He said. "There's someone coming to meet you."

"Really?' She asked. "Who?"

Roland sat up straighter, formulating his thoughts.

"Creating you,"  Rowan began, "making you what you are, which is beautiful and intelligent, was not without cost. A very large cost. Like every other unique thing in the world, your existence is valuable."

Eve said nothing. She cocked an eyebrow quizzically, a nonverbal signal for him to continue. Once again, Roland was shocked by the realism of his own handiwork.

"I could not afford the price of your creation. I had to seek others, benefactors, to pay for the work. Other people are interested in how you came to be. One of those people is coming here to meet you."

"Is this a test?" Eve said.

"Very intuitive," Roland said. "That is an excellent question. That is exactly what it is. A test. Not of you, however. It's a test for me."

Roland stood up, suddenly needing to release some nervous energy. Eve shifted in her seat and looked concerned. She was taking it all in, the nonverbal and verbal cues, just like a human with you but at an even higher level. Her responses were amazing.

"Are you sure you're, all right?" she asked and Roland was nearly brought to tears by her concern and his own success.

"Oh yes!" Roland said and turned, beaming at her. "I am..I am amazing. You are amazing. You are what I've been working for my whole life."

"I...I don't know what to say, she said. "I'm honored."

Instinctively, Roland came forward and knelt in front of Eve. She shifted her knees to one side so that he wasn't kneeling between her legs. He looked at the curve of the thigh and the calf that he had created. The strong muscle disappeared under the hem of her skirt. She was looking down at him in fear and he took her hand to comfort both of them.

“No,” he said. “I am the one who's honored.”

Without thinking, he kissed her hand. She blushed. The synthetic skin, a blend of nanites and polymers reading at her cheeks.

“It's okay.” Roland stood and brushed his hands over his knees. “You don't understand it all now, but you will. Just know that I believe in you. You are...perfect. When you meet this person, I want you to be you.”

Eve cocked her head to the side quizzically.

“Me?” she wondered aloud. “Who am I?”

Roland smiled kindly, reached forward, and brushed her cheek. Soft and supple, he could feel the tiny hairs embedded in her synthetic skin respond to his touch. So real.

As real as he could make her.

“That you are asking you that question,” Roland said. “Means you know exactly what it's like to be human.”


Eve

The first memory Eve had was of waking up in Roland’s study. As she awoke, she felt other memories, images, and words filtering through her mind. She was aware, however, that these were not real memories. Not conscious memories. Even at the moment of her birth, she could tell the difference between what was real and conscious versus what had been implanted.

She had been confused and afraid simply because she existed. Roland had placed a warm hand on her forehead. Warmth. She'd never felt that before. But she had felt it and that warmth set off a chain reaction of information. She was linked to humanity somehow, connected to their experiences, but none of the pictures or words or sounds were the same as that warm touch on her skin.

She had tried to speak but in her confusion, she could not form the words. Roland smiled down at her benevolently.

“It's okay,” he said softly. “You're alright Eve. Everything's all right.”

“Eve?” she said. “It was her name. She knew that yet didn't know how or why she knew. Had she come up with the name? What did the name mean?

Automatically her mind searched her link and images of Eves throughout history filtered through her consciousness. She settled on one. Eve holding an apple, her mouth open, just before she took a bite.

“Are you Adam?” she had asked and Roland laughed.

His laughter had made her feel warm. She hadn’t needed to check the connection to know that she had pleased him in some way. And his pleasure made her cheeks hot.

“No,” he chuckled. “My name is Roland.”

She had moved to sit up and this time Roland let her. She was lying on a couch. Around her were walls of books. Colored spines, leather, the smell of paper in her nose. All of these things came to her in a rush of input and she swayed in her seat. Roland moved to a large desk made of dark wood. He picked up a small, flat device and touched the surface.

“There,” he said. “Is that better?”

She stopped swaying and her senses dulled. The smells and the sounds were still there, but it was as if they were coming from a different room.

“Yes,” she said. And she meant it. The disorientation was gone, but she did miss the input.

Roland looked at the device in his hand.

“What is that?” she asked.

Roland looked up at her, his smile joyous. She found her own mouth turning into a smile. A reflection of him.

“Here,” he said and sat by her on the couch. She’d felt the warmth of his body next to her. Another new sensation. It did not overwhelm her this time. Instead, it created a sympathetic warmth inside of her.

He held up the small screen in front of her. On the screen was a diagram of a woman's body. Different parts of her body were lit up. and off to the left was a graph, the bars on the graph jumping up and down. Another window on the right was a constant barrage of ever-changing images.

“That's you,” Roland said and pointed at the diagram. “A representation of you anyway. This tells me how you're feeling and allows me to lessen the impact of your senses.”

“What is this?” she said, pointing at the little flipping photos.

“Those are your thoughts.” He said, excited. “Not your real thoughts, but images and experiences you're pulling from the internet.”

“Internet?” She stopped for a moment and stared at a spot over Roland's shoulder. Roland waited patiently as she filtered through the information coming into her brain. She locked on to a man speaking in front of a crowd about a new invention called the internet.

It only took her a moment, and she knew all she needed to know.

“I see,” she said. “Is this my memory?”

She remembered Roland squirming in his seat. She had not known it then, but he was very excited.

That is...extraordinarily perceptive,” he said. Those are your memories. For now.”

He switched to another screen, this one was a video. Eve felt a moment of disorientation as she looked down at her own body sitting on the same couch. Roland was sitting in a large leather chair opposite her. He was holding up a flashcard with the picture of a dog.

“You’re teaching me,” Eve said. “Teaching me to read.”

“Yes,” Roland said. “Exactly. The information from the internet is only part of the memory that you have. You also have memories of me teaching you how to read, how to speak, how to eat. We went through many lessons to get to this point. To this point of true consciousness.”

Eve nodded. She understood. Roland had taught her the essentials without distracting her with emotions or feelings. Those we're being acquired now even as she sat here in the study. She had no idea how she would have learned it all with all of the thoughts and emotions crowding into her mind. It would have been unbearable.

“How do human children do it?” Eve said.

Roland laughed again. His laughter was like a calming bath on her worried mind.

“Some of them don't,” Roland said. “The human brain, the human body is not the most efficient in the world. But, my human brain and body were enough to make you, despite its limitations.”

She gazed into Roland's eyes seeing him, really seeing him for the first time. He was smaller and his face had wrinkles, worry lines at the end of his mouth, and yet the lines curved upward at his eyes.


He must laugh a lot,
 she thought and was surprised by the thought. Suddenly, she knew the meaning of laugh lines even if she didn’t understand them.

“You made me,” she said.

“Yes, I did.”

“Does that make you my father?” she asked.

Rollin laughed again, but she saw the smile slip on his face a bit. He shook his head and reached out to touch her arm. So warm. The human body was so warm.

“No,” Roland said. “I don't want you to look at me like that. Teacher? Yes. Friend? Yes. But you are your own person now Eve.”

“I am?” she wondered.

“You are,” Roland said, nodding. “You are beautiful and smart. And you are strong. You are your own person.”

“What happens now?” she said and looked around the study then gazed out the window at the green fields and trees.

“Before you go out there,” Roland placed a hand on her shoulder. “There's a lot more for you to learn.”

She pulled her eyes away from the window and looked up at him smiling widely for the first time. She was excited, joyful.

Giddy.

“Teach me,” she said. “Please teach me, Roland.”

And Roland had taught her. He had taught her everything he knew and more. At some point during his lessons, she realized that intellectually she was smarter than him. Even at thirty-five, Roland’s memories were degrading. There were things that he would have to search for, written notes, or a passage in a book, that she could recall instantly. But, Roland had taught her in so many other ways, just by being him.

She began to see the way he reacted to her, the way he spoke when he was embarrassed or worried. She filed away each reaction, cross-referenced those reactions with others she found on what Roland called the internet. All of the information collected inside her mind was collated and translated into reactions. What humans learned by instinct behavior, Eve learned by processing the senses, thinking through each input. She analyzed everything as it happened. It only took her a microsecond, but for her, it felt like ages before the translated information was put into the appropriate response.

Every time she used the correct emotional reaction Roland was pleased and she found herself wanting to please him more and more.

Now, nervous and excited, Eve wanted to go to him and hold him. She didn't know if this was an appropriate response, but it's what she felt like doing.

Did humans have to deal with this dichotomy between emotion and propriety every time they wanted to touch?

New images and questions filled her mind. She was, however, able to stop them. She brought up a kind of firewall in her mind, a bulwark against unwanted information. She would file it away for further speculation after this test.

“Are you ready?” Roland asked.

She nodded and gave Roland the appropriate comforting smile.

“Yes, Roland,” she said. “I am ready.”


Roland

Roland didn't like Chad Kane. His father, Martin Kane was a towering man of industry, a powerful man who had made his fortune being on the edge of technological changes in robotics. With Roland’s father, Martin had created the first artificial life form and it was no mistake that eight out of every ten robots sold in the world had Kane stamped somewhere on their skeleton. Martin Kane was a visionary, willing to take risks on projects like Eve.

Chad was a different story altogether. He was smart, Roland had no doubt of that, but his intelligence came from the ability to sell people things. All of Chad’s cunning charm was directed towards being able to talk people into doing and buying things they didn’t need.

He was an overpaid salesman in an expensive suit.

To award Chad’s ability to make money, his father had given him the job as a developer of new projects. The man had no idea of the power of Roland's creation. He didn't want to know. All he wanted to know was how he could sell her.

Roland paced nervously. The distant whir of an engine made him look out of the study window. He saw the shiny, silver Mercedes drive up the crushed gravel drive of his family home. He watched, silent, as the young man slid out of the driver’s side.

Even from this distance, Roland could see that Chad was long and lean, his skin a healthy, burnished bronze from long vacations on the Riviera, or wherever he took his father’s yacht. Was it any wonder that his face was all over the tabloid feeds? A different woman every month, or so it seemed. Chad collected pretty faces like he collected expensive cars.

Eve's final test had been developed for precisely this reason. To prove Eve could pass as completely human, Chad must think she was completely human. It didn't hurt that Roland had crafted Eve as a beautiful woman. He would be lying if he said that her beauty didn't affect him. It did, just like a sculptor might appreciate his work, Roland appreciated the supple curves and soft skin of Eve's body. It was only natural. That beauty would distract the young man, thus making it easier for Eve to convince Chad she was real.

Roland brought up the camera from the foyer on his tablet. Eve dressed in a smart, white business suit with black trim along the hem and cuffs, stood at the front door waiting for their guest. A loud bell sounded through the house and Roland felt the fear and anticipation rose. This was the moment of truth.

Eve glided across the floor. She had taken to wearing the heels quite well although it had taken some practice. The synthetic tendons and muscles underneath the skin worked perfectly. She opened the door. "Hello." The microphones that Roland had placed discreetly throughout the room picked up Chad's strong, male baritone easily. "I'm here to see Professor Stuart."

"Of course," Eve said. " You must be Mr. Kane. Please come in."

Roland zoomed in on the pair. Cameras had been placed in every room of the house. It had been necessary to gauge Eve's progress as she developed human behavior. It allowed Roland to notice if there were ticks or nuances in her behavior that needed work. Right now, Roland saw nothing but a graceful young woman. Eve was performing beautifully.

Eve stepped aside and let Chad walk through the door. Roland watched intently as Eve scanned the young man from behind. It was quick, almost imperceptible, but she was definitely checking him out.

He switched to the view of her mind and analyzed the flashing images. There was a slight pause as Eve made associations between Chad and other men. Sexy men, some naked, some not. The images Chad brought forth in Eve made a tight knot form in Roland's stomach. It was easy to see from her increased heart rate to the rising heat of her skin that the young man was having an effect on her.

It was only natural for her to appreciate Chad's masculinity. After all, he was beautiful. As Eve approached consciousness she had begun to lean towards heterosexuality. Roland wondered if it was because of the input that he had chosen to provide. Perhaps he had colored her perception in such a way that made her lean towards men. She found Roland attractive as well, although not in the same, visceral way she was displaying right now. The idea that Eve might be attracted to Chad made his guts churn.

Taking a deep breath, Roland pushed down his emotions and focused on the screen. This time, it was Chad's turn to check out the young woman before him. He didn't need to see the images flashing through Chad's mind to know what he was thinking of.

"No reason to be so formal,"  Chad flashed a winning smile. "You can call me Chad."

Chad held out his hand to Eve. Roland ignored the feed running through Eve's mind. He focused instead on her reactions. She looked at the hand for a moment, paused then extended her own, slim fingers. Roland thought, for a moment, Chad might lift those fingers to his lips and kiss her hand, but even that was too forward for the young man. Instead, he merely gripped her hand and gave her a handshake. Like an equal.

"Of course, Chad," Eve smiled.

The smile of Eve's face, the slight blush in her cheeks, everything about her reactions was genuine. Real. Everything about her was human.

So far, the experiment was going very, very well.


Eve

"So,"  Chad said, dropping her hand and looking around the foyer. "Are you new here?"

Eve and Roland had gone over her role many times, even though Eve had memorized it immediately. She realized it was more for Roland, to assuage his own nervousness, rather than the worry she might forget her part. That was fine with her. She would do this because Roland needed her to do this and she owed him everything.

"Professor Stuart found that he needed a new assistant," Eve said. "To help him take care of the normal day-to-day operations so he could focus on his project."

Chad nodded and seemed to accept this. He slid his hands into the pockets of his pants and looked around at the house. Eve once again found her eyes scanning his body. She had seen many examples of males from her memories. Sexy males, heavy males, strong men. But being in the presence of a man different than Roland was having an adverse effect on her. She felt the heat from his body even at this distance. She cross-referenced his long lean form and came up with matching body types of swimmers glistening bodies fresh from a vigorous swim. Curved cords of muscle rolling under taut, wet skin.

Chad turned and caught her looking. Eve immediately felt the heat riding her cheeks. She knew she was blushing. She had never questioned her reactions but she wondered, in her embarrassment, why Roland found it necessary to include that
 particular reflex?

She quickly averted her eyes, but not before she saw Chad's knowing smile on his lips. She has been caught and Chad liked it. She was forced to stop the flow of images cascading through her mind. She could focus on them later, in the privacy of her own room. For now, she had to continue the conversation because the silence had gone on way too long and that made her blush even more.

"So,"  Chad said again to break the silence. His eyes raked her body giving her the same appraising look that she had just given him. He didn't care that she saw him and wasn't blushing. "How is the project going?"

Eve locked her brain onto his words. Forcing out all other input. She was aware that this was not a human reaction. Indeed, it wasn't even a function of the human brain. Once again she marveled at how humans were able to feel and remember and assimilate everything at once without going completely mad.

"I'm sorry,"  she said. "I'm afraid you'll have to ask Professor Stuart about that. I only handle the business end of things."

“I see,” Chad said and he moved closer to her. This close she could smell his cologne and under it the sweaty, musky scent of his skin. She was aware that her skin could have the same reaction if enough excitement was reached. The mixing of human cells and polymers allowed her to have every reaction that a human body could exhibit. Right now, however, the reaction was only centered lower, on her inner thighs. She registered this at once as sexual attraction.

Chad stepped even closer, too close according to cultural and societal rules for such a situation, but he did it anyway.

"Perhaps we can meet later and discuss…business."

He reached out his hand, one finger stroking her forearm. She felt bumps rise along the skin. Intricate webs of simulated neurons and nanites sent signals to her brain. The tickle became warm. She knew the touch was wrong, too intimate, and yet she didn't want to step back. In fact, she wanted to close the distance, a part of her wanted to feel more of that heat.

"Chad."

The connection between them was broken. Chad stepped back, his warmth gone. She felt cold, but also relieved.

Roland stood on the steps leading up to the second floor. He peered down over the tops of his glasses at the two of them. Eve felt a thrill of shame run through her. She could tell that Roland was disappointed, even angry. She didn't completely understand why, but she knew that she had done something wrong. She must ask Roland later.

"Roland!"  Chad said loudly, oblivious to Roland’s anger. "Good to see you, old man."

Eve looked between them. Based on her database Roland was only five years older than Chad. However, comparing their body types and attitudes, Roland looked much older. While Chad was long, lithe, and lean, Roland was a little hunched, his clothing carelessly wrinkled, the creases on his forehead and at the corners of his mouth deeper. She wondered at this, at the differences between the two men. Looking at their bodies associations formed unbidden in her mind. When she looked at Roland she felt warm and safe, his aspect like that of a gentle bear. A teddy bear perhaps.

But, when she looked at Chad, she saw something else entirely. The predator. an alpha male, used to getting his way. She didn't know why she thought of this, but the image of a wolf hunting slashed across her mind before she could stop it.

Wolf against bear. Who would win?

Roland said nothing for a moment. It was as if he was deciding how to respond, much in the same way Eve filtered the images in her mind. Roland was trying to formulate the best response.

"Nice to see you, Chad," Roland said in a neutral voice. "I  see you've met Eve."

"Yes,"  Chad said and gave Eve another winning smile. "She seems quite...capable.'

The words seemed like a compliment, but judging by the stiffness of Roland's spine, Eve could sense there was more to it. She often missed the subtlety of jokes and innuendo. It was something she and Roland had not spent much time working on.

"Would you like any refreshments before we start?" Roland asked.

"I  would kill for a gin and tonic,"  Chad said.

Roland nodded and looked over Chad's shoulder at Eve.

"Eve? Would you be so kind as to make a gin and tonic and bring it to my study?"

"Of  course, Roland." She said. Then, remembered that she was supposed to be calling him professor. It seemed, the distraction of Chad had caused a minor glitch in her operating system.

If Roland noticed he gave no sign. "Thank you, Eve."

He gestured to Chad to follow him up the stairs.

"Come this way, Chad. I think you're going to like what I have to show you."

Chad walked up the stairs past Roland. He gave Eve a look that she could not interpret. It looked almost...desperate. Like a child about to lose something. She had never seen that look before.


Just one more thing to research when this was all over
, she thought as she walked to the kitchen to fix Chad his drink.


Roland

Roland turned away from Eve, still feeling the wave of anger that had washed over him as he watched from the stairs. It appeared that Chad was going in for a kiss, and it looked like Eve was stepping in to accept it. That was not possible. Eve was still so new, so innocent in the ways of the world; how could she have formed an attraction so quickly?

He was equally confused by his own emotions. He felt a stirring in his groin as he watched the two from the stairs. There had been nights when he had envisioned touching Eve, stroking her, hearing her voice call his name, but those were just fantasies. Fantasies mixed with memories of his childhood nannybot, a Glenda Series 17. Top of the line. It had been so lifelike that the child Roland had fallen madly in love with her. He had been crushed the day he realized, looking into her too bright, doll-like eyes, that she didn’t love him, had never loved him. She had only been programmed that way.

Roland again pushed away his ugly thoughts and focused instead on Eve. Perhaps it was something to do with the feed that he had been putting into Eve's neural network. Too much freedom over the images she could access. He would have to look at that later. For now, he had to focus on Chad.

“You have very good taste,” Chad said looking around Roland’s study. Roland wondered if he was talking about the room or if he was talking about Eve. Everything out of the young man’s mouth sounded like it had a hidden meaning.

“Thank you,” Roland said, gritting his teeth. “My parents always appreciated the finer things.”

“Of course,” Chad said. He looked towards the door wistfully. “So, your assistant. She's very pretty.”

Roland stifled the irritation. Wasn't this what he wanted? He had sent Eve downstairs to greet Chad precisely for this reason. So why was he getting so angry?

“Really?” Roland said. “You think so?”

“You don't think so?” Chad asked, surprised. “Come on, Roland. You haven't been spending that much time with robots. You must know how attractive she is.”

Roland felt a surge of triumph overcome his irritation. Everything was going according to plan. Chad had absolutely no idea that Eve was an artificial life-form. In Chad’s eyes, she was just another attractive female.

“I try not to think about it,” Roland struggled to keep from smiling. “It would make work very difficult if I did.”

Chad nodded and ran a finger along a row of books.

“Well, good for you,” Chad said. “I don't know if I'd be able to keep my mind off of that ass for very long.”

Roland said nothing and Chad looked at him with a raised eyebrow and a challenge in his smile. He was testing Roland just as much as Roland was testing him. To see just what kind of man Roland was. Would he defend the young woman? Or would he join in with the boorish, locker room behavior? Either way, Chad would score a point.

Roland chose to ignore it.

Eve broke the short standoff, entering the room with a silver tray in her hands. She walked past Chad to Roland's desk and set the tray down on top. Chad now made no secret of his appreciation as he watched Eve's muscles, muscles that Roland had crafted so carefully, moving underneath her skirt.

When Roland caught him looking, Chad gave him a smirk. Another challenge. Roland understood the behavior on a logical level, but it still upset him. Knowing that Roland would not put up a fight, Chad was staking his claim on Eve with his eyes.

“Thank you, Eve,” Roland said. Eve nodded and smiled nervously at him. So she was feeling the tension too. That was good. That was very good.

Eve picked up the gin and tonic and turned to hand it to Chad. Chad made a point to brush his fingers lightly against Eve's knuckles, his eyes holding her gaze for a moment too long. Roland saw the flush in her cheeks and was once again seized by a moment of pride at his creation. The pride was mixed, however, with frustration and irritation brought on by the young man's crass behavior.

It was time to bring this whole charade to a close.

“So,” Roland coughed to Chad’s attention. It also allowed Eve to slide away from him, an awkward smile on her lips. “I suppose you're wondering about my progress?”

“I am,” Chad said and took a sip of his gin and tonic. He nodded to Eve. “This is very good.”

“I'm pleased you like it,” Eve said and nodded her head at Roland. “Professor Stuart only stocks the best.”

Back to professor. That was good as well. Better to maintain a semblance of professionalism. He was also aware that Eve’s comment was meant to defend him. She must see this interloper for what he was. A threat.

“Well, thank you. I can see that.” Chad said and once again his words were filled with innuendo. He gave Eve another long look before he turned his attention to Roland. “And yes, I am very interested in your progress.”

“Good,” Roland said. “Because I think you'll be pleased with my results.”.

He turned to Eve. She looked back at him with pretty, blue eyes. the same color eyes Roland remembered from his childhood. Yet, now that looked back at him with real emotion. With trust and, dare he say it, love?

“Eve, would you mind?”

Roland gestured to a spot in front of him. As Eve moved,  Roland went around to the side of his desk and opened up the drawer and pulled out a silver letter opener. Crossing to the front of the desk, Roland handed the gleaming blade to Eve, who nodded in gratitude. Chad watched this whole scene with amusement.

“Eve,” he said his eyes on Chad. “Please show Mr. Kane your arm.”

Eve lifted up her arm. Chad looked on in confusion as Eve slipped the sharpened point of the letter opener along her skin then stabbed the silver tip into the flesh of her arm.

“What the hell?” Chad jumped forward to stop her. Eve continued to slice open her skin. Dark, red blood bubbled from the wound and dripped down her wrist. Thick droplets spattered onto the hardwood floor. Before Chad could get to her, she pulled the skin back and laid bare the metal wires and silicone muscles of her skeleton.

She held up her hands moving her delicate fingers back and forth while the wires and muscles moved in the bloody tissue underneath. Chad stopped, shocked. There could be no doubt. Eve was not human.

“Holy Shit!” Chad gasped. “Roland? Are you fucking kidding me?”

Roland smiled, trying not to laugh. He had turned off pain and pleasure receptors to Eve’s forearm. While it looked painful, she felt nothing.

“I can tell by your look that you're surprised,” Roland said, smiling. “Eve, please go ahead and wrap your arm. We don't want Mr. Kane to pass out.'

"Of course, Professor." Eve managed to keep the blood from her white business suit as she folded the hanging flaps of skin into place. She moved to the desk and opened up another tour,. Inside was a roll of bandaging that Roland had placed there just for this purpose.

While she bandaged her arm Roland stepped forward and pulled a handkerchief from his pocket with a flourish. He bent down and wiped up the blood from the floor.

"Jesus!"  Chad gasped as Roland stood up. "She...she bleeds?'

"Of course," Roland said. "It's a special blend of fluids, not unlike our own blood. Nanotech running through the fluid gives it a red color as well as carrying nerve signals along the body. The signals are transmitted directly to Eve's brain to simulate, as closely as possible, the feeling of being human."

Chad was taking this all in. Roland waited a moment for him to catch up. Perhaps if Martin Kane had been here, he would have grasped the subtleties of Roland's work with more speed. But, Martin wasn't here, so Roland waited while Chad formulated his next question.

"She..." Chad said, trying to form the words. "She feels? Like a human?"

"Yes," Roland said. "As  close to human as possible."

"I don't understand," Chad said, watching as Eve bandaged her arm. "She feels pain?"

"Oh, yes,"  Roland said. "And pleasure. Don't worry, I shut off the pain receptors in her arm before that little presentation."

Chad stared at Eve and Eve who looked blankly back at him. Roland glanced at the tablet trying to ascertain what she was thinking. Perhaps she had shut off her flow of emotions for that little stunt. He hoped she was okay.

Chad stepped forward and reached out a hand tentatively. He looked at Roland.

"Can I. Can I touch her?"

Roland was surprised by the question. Chad had already touched her when he thought she was just a woman. Why ask for permission now?

"You will need to ask Eve."

Chad's eyes widened with shock. Roland understood. This privileged young man had never had to ask you a bot for permission. They were constructs, programmed by humans to serve humans. The idea of asking a bot permission made about as much sense as asking a toaster to cook your toast.

"Yes,"  Roland said. "It's not just sensory input that she feels. She is her own person, with her own sense of right and wrong. And just like any person you would ask permission before you were allowed to touch them, right Chad?"

Roland smiled, remembering the little scene in the hall. Chad had money, charm, and charisma, so he probably thought flirting and touching were his right. If he really wanted something, he would just take it.

"Eve," he said his voice filled with awe. "Eve, may I touch you?"

Eve smiled down at him. Again Roland wondered what she must be thinking. He could tell if he could just look at his damn tablet, but he did not want to pull his eyes away from the scene.

"Yes, Chad."

Chad stretched out his fingers. Roland assumed he would touch her arm where she had cut herself. Instead, he raised his fingers to her cheek. A knuckle slid across the skin. Roland saw the Eve shiver slightly. The nanobots under her skin coursed through her body, sending signals to her brain and bringing back the appropriate reaction.

She was blushing.

“Fuck!” Chad gasped. “You are amazing!”

Eve continued to look into Chad's eyes as the young man trailed his finger down her neck. He stopped at her collar bone and forced himself to pull his hand away from Eve’s soft skin. The two of them stood there for a moment, looking at each other. Roland suddenly felt distant, forgotten. The feeling was so uncomfortable that he found himself coughing to break up the intimate gaze.

Eve was the first to break contact. She looked at Roland. Then, as if suddenly understanding where she was, she nodded and took a step back from Chad.

Chad took a minute to come around. Finally, he looked at Roland.

“I can't believe it,” he said. “I just can't fucking believe it!”

“Believe it,” Roland said. “The proof is right there in front of you.

“I have a lot of questions,” Chad said.

“I'm sure you do,” Roland said. A room has been made up for you. I suggest you freshen up and take a rest. We'll have dinner in a couple of hours where we can discuss all of these things in more detail.”

Under other circumstances, Chad might have tried to take control of the situation. Roland knew the young man was used to being in control. However, Chad was so shocked by the revelation of Eve, he nodded like a schoolboy being told to go to his room.

“Eve,” Roland said. “Can you please show our guest to his room?”

“Of course,” Eve said. “This way, Chad.”

Roland watched the two of them walk out of the room. He eagerly grabbed the tablet and furiously punched in commands on the screen to bring up Eve's vitals.

They were spiking, jumping into the red. The images being pulled from the internet were rattling through her mind like the pictures on a slot machine. She still held the picture of a swimmer, but there were also images of horses and wolves. Roland couldn't make sense of all the images and stopped. He didn’t have time to examine all of the data.

He brought up the camera in the hall outside the guest room. Chad and Eve appeared in front of the door to his room. Roland sat back in his chair and watched the two of them talking. With a trembling finger, he slid the bar on the screen, turned up the sound, and leaned forward to listen and watch.

Eve

Eve opened the door to the guest room. She stepped back as Chad moved forward, but he stopped in the doorway, looking at her. The blue-gray of his eyes reminded her of a picture she had seen of the ocean just before a storm. Immediately that image popped into her network. The way he looked at her made her heartbeat just a little faster. She realized she was responding to something, his body heat? The hungry look in his eyes? She didn't need to breathe, but she pulled in a breath anyway. The action stopped her for a moment, allowing her to slow the flow of images and focus on the man in front of her.

“Does it hurt?” Chad asked.

“I'm sorry,” Eve said. “Does what hurt?”

“That,” Chad said, pointing at her arm.

She held up her arm and looked at the white bandage covering it. A dark red stain had seeped through, but she knew that the blood had already stopped. The nanites moving the electrical signals from her skin to her brain would have stopped it. While they couldn't repair the damaged skin like a human body, they would protect the area until Roland could patch her later.

“No,” she said. “It doesn't hurt. My pain receptors in that area have been shut off.”

“Roland can just do that?” Chad asked and reached forward. His strong, warm hand cupped her fingers. He pulled her arm gently upwards so he could look at the bloody stain on the fabric. “He can just shut things off?”

“Of course,” she said. “It's necessary to be able to control these things while I'm learning.”

Chad ran his hand underneath her arm up to her elbow. She hissed when she felt his rough palm scrape over the fine hairs of her skin. It should have been irritating, but instead, it sent a shiver through her whole arm. Her scalp tingled. She looked up and saw that he was staring at her again.

“Learning?” Chad said. “You're still learning?”

The strength of his gaze made her uncomfortable. She pulled her arm back from his hand and felt the cool air on her elbow.

“Yes,” she said. “Still learning. Still acquiring a new--”

Chad stepped forward. He was close, too close. Eve tried to step back but hit the door frame. Her senses and the nanites reacted to the added stimulus of Chad's presence. This initiated a fight or flight response inside of her body. Her muscles tensed, Her mechanical heart sped up. Her breathing quickened, pumping more nanites through her system.

She could push him, attack him, but her mind was locked up with all of the new sensations. She stayed still as he ran his hand from her elbow, to her shoulder and up to her neck. He held his finger there, feeling for the pulse in her neck. It was there, throbbing below the surface of her skin. The nanites pumped data to her brain, their electrical pulses firing. Her body could not tell whether she liked the sensations or not. They just felt...odd.

“So, tell me, Eve,” Chad’s voice was low and soothing. “Has Roland taught you everything?”

His finger traced the line of her neck, slid over the ridge of her collarbone, and settled between her breasts. His face was moving forward, his mouth open, his breath heavy and hot.

She came to her senses just as his lips grazed her mouth. This was not right. Her brain burst into life. It screamed at her to run, to fight. The discomfort became painful as fear assaulted her mind.

Her hand came up and clamped like a vise on Chad's wrist. The taller man squawked in pain as she wrenched his arm behind his back and pushed him into the bedroom. He wriggled in her grasp, but his strength was nothing compared to the wire and silicone muscles pumping under her skin. She lifted him on his tiptoes and threw him across the room. Chad yelped in pain as he hit the edge of the bed, then rolled head over heels onto the floor.

Eve stood glaring down at the young man as he struggled to his hands and knees. She expected him to be angry or hurt.

She was shocked when Chad laughed, brushed the blond hair out of his face, and rubbed it back into place. He licked his bloody bottom lip. When he smiled, she saw a red stain on his perfect white teeth.

“If you wanted to give me in the bedroom,” he said. “All you had to do was ask.”

Eve was no longer trapped, but she was still frozen. She could not decide whether to help him up, kick him back down, or kiss him. Information, lurid, explicit information poured into her mind. Her body reacted to the data with hot, wet speed.

Fear and confusion overtook her indecision. She turned on her heel and walked quickly down the hall, almost running.

Chad’s laugh followed her the whole way.


Roland

Roland watched Eve disappear down the hall. He zoomed in on Chad and watched him dab his lower lip, smiling knowingly after the fleeing Eve. Then, he switched to the feed from her bedroom. The walls of the room were white, the bed made up with a bland, gray comforter. There were no pictures on the wall, no sundry items on the table beside the bed. Nothing that would tell an observer that this was a woman's room. That this was Eve's room.

Eve shut her door, locked it, then crossed to a small dressing table on the side of the room. The mahogany table, an heirloom from his deceased mother, was the only warm spot in an otherwise empty room. Eve sat down at the table, placed her forearms on the top, and looked into the large ornate mirror.

Her expression, at the moment, was much like the room. Alone and not having to engage with any humans, her face became almost lifeless, except for the movement of her eyes. Then, she frowned. She reached up with her bandaged arm and touched her face. She ran her delicate fingertips across her lips. Slowly, she trailed her fingers along her neck, as Chad had done, and slipped them between her breasts. Finally, she pulled off the white suit jacket and let it slide over her shoulders to the floor. With quick flicks of her fingers, she removed her blouse.

She sat in a lace bra, something Roland had purchased for her. He wondered at that. Dressing her up like a lingerie model. Is that how he saw her? Was that what she was to him?

No. She was so much more. She was the thing he'd always wanted to create. A living breathing intelligence. He had spent fifteen years of his love, sweat & tears into Eve. And when she slid off her bra and revealed the breasts that he had created, tears gathered in his eyes.

He wanted to see what she was thinking, but he stopped himself. He knew what she was thinking about. He knew she was thinking about Chad. It didn’t diminish his arousal, however. As she moved her fingers over her nipples and moaned, Roland felt his cock harden in his pants.

With one hand on her breast working the pretty, pink nipple between her finger and thumb, her other hand slid down her belly. Roland couldn't see where it was going, but he knew when she closed her eyes and whimpered, that she was fingering herself.

A natural reaction. She was like a young person, discovering her sexuality. That it had taken Chad to bring that out angered Roland, but that anger only fueled his lust. He was confused by it, but not enough to stop himself from pulling out his cock and stroking it. Eve's arm worked up and down as she squirmed on the seat. She'd been programmed with every sensation of a young woman. Roland knew that even now the nanites were carrying the pleasure to her brain. In many ways, she was more sensitive than a regular human. The pathways were simpler, quicker, the electrical pulses blasting through the nanites making everything more powerful. He had not researched the response to this kind of pleasure, it had never come up before, and now he watched as the woman he created, his perfect woman, succumbed to her first orgasm.

Eve's body bucked on the seat and she cried out in shock and pleasure. Roland’s hand sped up on his cock, and as thrashed in release Roland's cock burst. Then, it was his turn to twitch and thrash as his hot cum squirted out onto his belly.

Eve finally came to a rest, collapsing forward onto the dressing table. He watched as she breathed heavily, an entirely human reaction. She raised her head and looked in the mirror. Her hair was tousled, golden strands falling in front of her eyes. On her lips was an unmistakable smile, genuine and real.

Roland shut off the video feed and fell back into his chair. His heart was beating fast in his chest. He didn't know what to make of his emotions, the mixed feelings he had for his creation. Pride, that she'd been feeling something all humans felt, desire because of her lust, and anger that her lust had been incited by someone else.

He took a long time to come to terms with his emotions. Even then, as he was cleaning up, he still felt the turmoil in his mind. He couldn't let those feelings distract him.

He went to his tablet and tapped on the microphone.

“Eve?”

“Yes, Roland?” If there was any sign of her own turmoil, Roland couldn't hear it in her voice.

“Eve, please meet me at the infirmary in 10 minutes.”

“Of course, Roland,” she replied as if this was just a normal day, just a normal request. “Ten minutes.”


Eve

The infirmary was the polar opposite of the warmth and coziness of the study. In many ways, it reminded Eve of her own room. She'd never seen the need for decoration, but now as she existed longer and longer, she had begun to notice her affinity for nice things. The dressing table Roland had given her had started her on that path, but she found that with her new emotions came a need for comfort objects.

The infirmary was not a place of comfort. It was cool and antiseptic, the walls white and the floor tiled in gray. A silver exam table gleamed coldly in the middle of the room, complete with stirrups, and to hold her legs when Roland examined her. Next to the table was a metal tray with implements on them for fine-tuning Eve’s systems.

Today, however, she was not on the table. Roland was at a standing desk on wheels with the computer screen in front of him. He peered at her over the tops of his glasses as she entered. Again, she noted a look of disapproval, something she'd never seen before Chad had entered the house. She immediately found her face reddening when she thought of Chad. The thoughts that had assaulted her in her room came back to her. Chad's cool smile, thin firm swimmer's body, and wavy blond hair. That image had been in her head when she touched herself for the first time. She read about masturbation, of course, but she'd never felt the need. Not until she had met Chad. It was as if his masculinity had made real the things she had read about.

“Eve,” Roland said, disrupting Eve’s thoughts. “Please have a seat.”

Roland motioned to a black chair in the room. Attached to the chair were two small desks on either side that could be raised and lowered. When she sat, Roland bent over her and pulled up the small wooden platform and locked it into place. She smelled his cologne and, hiding under the woody perfume was a sweaty she didn't recognize but sent shivers through her thighs anyway. His smell was so much different than Chad’s. Not unpleasant, just different. Again, she was reminded of something safe and cozy, A loving bear, not a predatory wolf. She did not know why she felt this way, she just did.

Roland took her injured arm in two hands, gently lifted it, and placed it on the small desk. He stood up and went over to the tray and rolled it over to the chairs. He lowered the tray so that it was at the right height where he could reach it, then sat down in front of her.

“Is there any pain?” he asked.

“No,” she said, surprised. “Why would there be?”

“There shouldn't be,” Roland said. “There is a slight possibility of sensory bleed between the nanites even when they are turned off. I wanted to make sure that you were okay.”

He peered into her eyes and she sensed there was more to that sentence than just concern for her arm. Her face began to get hot under that gaze. Had he seen inside her mind? She knew Roland could. to a certain extent, see the thoughts that she had, the images and information she used to make correlations between the internet and her senses. Had he seen what she was thinking when she was in her room? And why did that cause her such embarrassment?

“I'm fine, she said, finally. “No pain.”

Roland nodded. He took a small pair of medical scissors from the tray and slid the blade underneath the edge of the bandages. He sliced neatly through the cloth and removed it.

Her arm was an ugly mix of ruined skin, nanite blood, and stark metal parts moving underneath. She searched Roland's face. There was no indication of disgust, just clinical curiosity as he removed the damaged skin. He discarded the useless pieces and cleaned up the excess fluid. Then, he placed a new layer of skin over the metal and pressed it firmly into place.

“There,” he said, a tone of satisfaction in his voice. “It should be fine now.”

He picked up his ever-present gray tablet from the tray. Again, he looked at her over the tops of his glasses, but this time with his usual, warm expression.

"Ready?" he asked. "It might hurt a little."

"It's all right," She said and swallowed, swallowing her fear. "Please, let's just get it over with."

Roland nodded, pleased with her answer.

He tapped a button on the screen. Eve jumped a little in her seat as the feeling came back to her arm with a tingling sting like needles pricking through the skin. Roland massaged her hand and gently rotated it back and forth until the sensation faded.

“Is that better,” he asked, softly.

“Yes,” she said.

He still held her hand in his, the pad of his palm warm and soft. She stared into his eyes and wondered what he was thinking. She had been able to pick up subtle cues in the past, but this look was different. Her mind searched for reference. Suddenly, the image of Chad's face just an hour earlier appeared and Eve realized what it was.

Roland wanted her. She didn't understand. He wanted her in the same way that Chad wanted her. She’d never felt that from him before, and she didn't feel the same heat between her thighs that she’d felt with Chad. Yet, she respected Roland. She even loved him, as any person loves the parent that gave them life. So, why wasn’t she attracted to him in the same way she was attracted to Chad?

“What do you think of Chad?” Roland said as if reading her mind.

“I don't know,” she said. “He is...he is…”

Roland's grip tightened on her hand as she searched for the proper words.

“He is so different from you.”

Roland gave her a tight-lipped smile. It was not a smile of pleasure.

“Is that a good thing, or a bad thing?” he asked.

“I don't know. Neither one?” she asked as if this were a test and she was supposed to have the right answer.

“You tell me,” Roland said, his eyes wide and wet.

“I don't like him,” Eve said, even though her body was saying something else. That only made her more uncomfortable. “He's...aggressive.”

Roland gave an unexpected laugh. “Yes, yes he is.”

Roland loosened his grip and began to drop her hand, but she gripped him tightly. Images of Chad flooded her mind, the heat he had created spilling out into her body like hot blood. She could still feel those feelings, the quickening of her pulse, the way the electricity sparked along the nanites coursing through her limbs. She could look at Roland, a man she loved, but think of Chad and that spark of heat came back stronger than ever.

She wondered if she should tell Roland what she was feeling. She immediately decided against it. She had learned enough about male behavior to know there was a deeply ingrained sense of competition.

But she knew he wanted her, she could see it. And she wanted to want him. She wanted to experience what she had experienced with Chad but with someone who loved her.

She raised his hand to her lips and put his burning fingertips on the soft, plump skin. She kissed each fingertip slowly, reverently. She didn't know why, but she had seen it somewhere before and that knowledge slipped into her actions and became mixed with the feelings roiling through her body.

"Eve?"  Roland's voice trembled, but he didn't withdraw his hand. "What are you doing?"

"You want me."  She said. It was not a question.

Roland said nothing and she lowered his hand from her lips to her chest. She pressed his warm fingers between her breasts. She'd changed clothes and was wearing just a light robe, tied around her waist, with white tights on her legs. Nearly naked, really, except for thin cotton and silk.

"Yes," Roland said. "I do."

"That's why you made me," she said.

She slid his hand underneath her robe. He hissed when he felt her nipple rub his palm. She moaned as she felt the sensation of it, felt it harden underneath his hand. She let go in his hands, letting Riland decide what to do. She gasped and smiled when his fingers dug into her flesh.

"No,"  Roland said. "That's not why I made you."

She raised both hands to his cheeks.

"There are sexbots though? she asked. "Don't you want to have sex with me?"

Roland pulled back his hand away and her breast felt cold and lonely.

"No!" He rocked back in his chair. "No! That's not why I made you at all."

"Then, why?"

Roland was visibly shaken. She longed to reach out and comfort him, but she didn't. She had made him uncomfortable in some way and she didn't understand why. He obviously wanted her, so why was he denying that he had built her for that purpose?

"I built you," he said sliding forward in his chair. "I built you because I wanted to create someone who could feel. Feel just like a human. Someone who could actually love me. Not just pretend to love me."

She searched her mind again for love. Different kinds of love. Familiar love, sexual love, love for God, and country. She didn't know what love was. How could she? She had never experienced it before. She felt something for Roland, she knew she did. Not the same visceral reaction she'd had with Chad. Her feelings for Roland came from a place of respect and friendship.

Could that be love? She didn't know, but the only person she could ask was sitting right in front of her with wide, fearful eyes. Instead, she acted on instinct. Partially to tell him what she wanted, partially to please him, but also so that she could take away his fear and sadness.

"I do love you," she said, softly.

Roland took off his glasses, tears in his eyes.

"Really?" he asked. "Are you sure?"

She nodded and felt her own tears rick her eyes. She did love him. She had to love him. How could she feel anything different?

Roland grinned and she felt his pleasure wash over her like warm water. He was happy with her and that made her happy. Happier than she'd ever been before.

"How do you feel?" Roland asked.

"Oh!" she smiled. Roland, I'm so happy! Is this what it feels like? Is this what love feels like?"

"Yes," Roland said. "This is what love feels like."

"Does it always feel like this?"

"I don't know. I've never felt like this," Roland said and gripped both of her hands. "I've waited so long for you, Eve. I've waited so long for someone to give my love to--"

He looked away, suddenly at a loss for words. Eve realized that he had been thinking about this moment for a long time and now that it was here, he was nervous. She didn't want him to be nervous.

She reached out and turned his chin so he would look at her.

"Tell me,"  she said. "Tell me what you mean."

He was crying. She could suddenly see all of his emotions on his face. The love, the fear, the frustration. It was all slipping away from him. He let out a heavy sigh of relief and shoulders relaxed.

"I built you." He smiled through his tears. "I created you. I created someone I could love. That's what I meant when I said I had been waiting a long time for you. I've been waiting my whole life for you."

She was speechless. He had created her, but not for sex. He had created her to love in all of its forms. Such a risk! What if she had not loved him back? That was why he was afraid and that's why he feared Chad.

"Oh, Roland!" she slid forward in her chair and hugged him tightly. He hugged your back and cried quietly against her shoulder. "I do love you! I do!"

Roland pulled back and wiped his eyes. He looked at her for a long moment, deciding. The look on his face was the same look Chad had given her. Hunger. Roland wanted her and she felt her body respond to that hunger.

They both pressed forward at the same time their lips smashing together painfully. Roland's forehead cracked against her skull.

"Fuck!" he muttered, rubbing his head. "Fuck, I'm sorry."

"No." She reached forward, gripped his face in her hands, and pulled him close. "Don't be."

This time, they kissed. Small, light pecks along the sensitive flesh turning into deeper, wetter kisses. She slid her tongue forward on instinct and swiped the tip between his lips. The sensation felt naughty and nice all at the same time.

"Wait, what are you doing?" Roland stopped, confused. "Where  did you learn that?"

"You should know better than anyone," she said, kissing his chin, his cheek. "I have every piece of information on lovemaking from the internet. You can learn the most interesting things online."

This last was whispered into his ear and it had the desired effect. Roland shivered, then chuckled. The sounds made her insides thrum with heat.

"I didn't realize I'd made you so naughty," Roland laughed.

"Oh," she said. "You don't know the half of it."

Roland kissed Eve again. It quickly became apparent that despite Roland's age and wisdom, he was not an experienced kisser. His lips never stopped in one place long enough for her to enjoy them. Still, his excitement was infectious and she felt her body getting aroused.

Images of Chad came unbidden to her mind. She tried to push them away and focus on Roland, but she found the images only increased the excitement. She'd seen pictures and videos from the data she collected, but she'd never smelled another man besides Roland. Never seen the muscles flex and bend the way they did under Chad's shirt. And the lips, just his lips could hypnotize her for hours. They were full lips for a man, plump, pink, and ripe.

Eve bit her bottom lip to push back the thoughts, but it was no use. Pleasure rushed through the nanites pumping inside her blood and the input shot directly into her brain. It was all raw data, code. She knew that she processed pleasure differently than humans, but she knew the sensations were not that different. She felt
 everything and it was overwhelming.

Roland pulled back from her and she saw his face. For the first time in her life, she felt shame. She should be focusing on Roland. Yet, she couldn’t help but compare him to Chad. Roland’s lips were thinner and his body was wiry, not hard.

Images collected inside her mind and settled on pictures of alpha males. Gorillas and wolves, lions, and bulls. Animals didn't have the same emotions as humans, yet humans were animals. The attraction was physical, triggered by a need to procreate and extend the line of the strongest physical specimens.

Roland was not that physical specimen. Yet, she still felt love for him. More than she ever could for Chad. She barely knew the man. Why was he in her brain?

The question was burned from her brain as Roland slipped his head between her thighs. She could see all the data, all the pictures and videos, and input, but nothing could prepare her for the pleasure of Roland's tongue on her swollen sex, of his mouth biting and sucking and pulling at her. The excitement flooded her, spreading from her belly up to her breasts, just like when she had touched herself the night before. This time, however, the feeling was deeper, warmer somehow. It was more fulfilling.


Because Roland loves you.
 That must be it. Roland loved her and she felt his love as he slid his tongue up the slick opening of her pussy. He missed some sensitive areas, but her excitement was rising anyway. She moved her hips and found that she could his movements by the way she rubbed against Roland’s bobbing face.

And if a fleeting thought of Chad flickered through her brain just before her mind exploded into bliss, that was okay. That was fine. Whatever it took to give Roland pleasure and to achieve her own climax. That was all that mattered. What Roland couldn't see in her brain wouldn't hurt him.

“Roland! I...I…” Her voice was a whimpering moan as she stumbled on the right words. She was shocked that this pleasure could affect her ability to speak or even form a coherent thought.

Then, her orgasm hit, and all thoughts and words were gone as she screamed. Her voice echoed off the white walls and she humped her hips hard into Roland's face. She had a fleeting worry she was hurting him but then didn't care as the waves of pleasure rolled through her body.

Finally, after riding out the tide of lust, her body came to rest on the chair. Roland rose up from between her legs, her juices on his lips. She wondered what she tasted like, but she didn't have to wonder for long. Roland fell on top of her, kissed her clumsily, his tongue spearing into her mouth. She tasted of strawberries and cream which she found odd. Her mind search data. No mention of a woman's cum tasting like that. Perhaps it was a trick of her mind?

Once again, the questions didn't matter because she felt the urgent need of Roland’s lust battering at her sensitive lips. He stopped kissing her long enough to pull his pants down, grab his rigid cock, and thrust it deep into her sex.

Compared to the overwhelming feeling of her first orgasm, sex with Roland was... anticlimactic. There was a feeling of pleasure at his excitement as he slid between her thighs. His thin body bobbed up and down and his cock spread her open. There was no pain, she was already wet, and her body easily accepted his eager thrusts.

She moaned when she felt him switch angles, spear upwards, and slam into the top of her sex under her mons pubis. The area sent vibrations humming through her body. Her moans excited Roland and he pounded harder, grunting feverishly in her ear. She moaned again, not because she felt the same tremors of orgasm, but that because she felt his excitement.

It was over too quickly. Roland gave one, last thrust one and his body shivered on top of her. She didn't know what had happened for a moment until she felt the soft, warm flow of his cum dripping out of her. She felt pleasure and pride that she had given Roland as much pleasure as he had given her.

Roland fell forward on top of her, gasping for breath. She wasn't quite sure what to do. Hold him? Touch him? She searched her database, found information, cuddling, snuggling, aftercare. So many different ways to do it. Now that she had time to think, the thoughts were overwhelming.

Roland pushed up onto his elbows and looked down at her.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

She saw the worry on his face. Worry that she wasn't happy with him. Worry that she was hurt.

She reached up instinctively, if it could be called instinct when it was all based on data mined from a million sources, and touched his face.

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, I'm fine.”

Roland let out a sigh of relief. She could sense his fear. He had created her out of love. He wanted to show her that love and be loved in return. She understood that. All humans did.

Thought made her happy. Human. She wasn’t human, but she was beginning to think like them.


Roland

Roland felt the awkwardness between them as they dressed. He was exhausted, mentally, and emotionally, but his body was still awake. That had easily been the best sex he had ever had in his life and the charge he got from it was still humming inside of him.

He looked down at Eve as she fastened her robe over her body and pulled up her tights, covering the smear of his cum on her thighs. His Eve. So perfect, so beautiful. And all his.

He knew she was pleased. He could have increased her pleasure, but he was glad he had been unable to reach his tablet in the excitement of the moment. Better she experience the true joys of sex with him, the true depth of her love. That made this all more real.

Roland stepped forward and held out a benevolent hand to help her up. The poor thing must be shocked by all of the new emotions.

“Thank you,” Eve said and stared at him. Roland found that he was the one looking away, suddenly embarrassed.

They stood there in that small, sterile room, unable to think of anything to say. Finally, Eve spoke.

“I think I should bathe, Roland.” She said and away shyly. “I am afraid I am a bit of a mess.”

Roland thought of his cum on her thighs, how even now it must be dripping out of her pussy and streaming down her perfect, soft skin. Somehow, that image of her being stained increased his embarrassment.

“Yes, of course,” he said. “I’m...I’m sorry about that.”

She placed a warm hand on his cheek.

“Don’t be, my love,” she murmured to him. “It was very nice.”


My love.
 How long had he yearned to hear those words from a woman’s lips? And to hear them now, from the lips he had created? The emotions were overwhelming.

Roland managed to keep it together long enough to give Eve a kiss on the corner of her lips and watch her leave the infirmary. Then, his legs gave way and he fell heavily into a chair

“Jesus!” he murmured to himself as he waited for his strength to return. He looked at the tray he had used to patch Eve up and saw his tablet there, waiting for him.

He brought up the images from Eve's mind. Cycling through them in time with the action from the camera. He slowed them down when they came to the moment of Eve’s orgasm, his face hidden between her thighs. He saw something flit by and his heart stopped. He scrolled back slowly and that’s when he saw it.

Chad, his smirking, handsome face stared at Roland as if taunting him.


Damn!
 he thought. “I should wipe his image from her brain!”

He brought up the command to delete the memory but forced himself to stop. This was all new to her, these experiences. Of course, she would be seeing all the input. He cycled through the rest of her images, finding his face amongst images of porn, kissing, and cuddling. She had also been searching for ways to please him. In the end, there was no way to tell what her real emotions had been.

Roland leaned back in his chair, placing two fingers under his chin. It was obvious that Eve had feelings for him. How deep those feelings were he couldn't tell.

There was only one way to find out.

He would have to give her one, final test.


Eve

Chad Kane stayed for the rest of the week. It was awkward, being around him and Roland together. Oftentimes, she would catch a look from one or both of them, deep hungry looks that did something inside of her belly. It was at once enticing and exasperating. Part of her wanted to be lusted after, but being an object of that need was exhausting.

Having been with Roland, Eve felt a special connection to him. Even though there one encounter had not been repeated, she knew that he wanted it. And so did she. The confusion surrounding her thoughts of Chad while with Roland were pushed aside. She had searched the internet and found many articles explaining that men and women had conflicting thoughts while they were having sex. Not all of those thoughts were about the partner they were with. At any given moment they could think of other people, other places, things they had seen or experienced. Those memories, those fantasies could be brought to bear on the moment and make the pleasure that much brighter. So, she no longer worried that the thoughts she had were shameful. She loved Roland, she knew that now.

Unfortunately, that did not make thoughts of Chad go away. In fact, it only heightened the heat she felt when she was in his presence. A sudden blush would rise to her cheeks when the young man looked at her. He also searched for ways to get her alone. To capture her in a nook or cranny of the old house, and encroach upon her personal space. Her earlier violence didn't deter him. In fact, it only seemed to excite him further. As if she was a challenge, a young deer that he could bring down in flight.

"Stop it," she said one day when he had finally cornered her in the hallway next to Roland's study. "I don't want this."

"What is it?' Chad said and planted his hand against the wall next to her head, the other one brushing lightly along her forearm, causing the pins and needles to prickle through her skin. "Is it Roland? Is there something between you two?"

"That's none of your business," she said.

The answer was not a denial and Chad pounced on it like a cat on a mouse.

"I see!" Chad grinned. "So Roland has been teaching you other things besides the ABCs?"

He traced his finger lightly over her clothing, along her breast. She felt the tickle his finger on her nipple. She moaned softly and tried to turn away from him.

Chad lowered his arm to stop her. The finger at her nipple became more insistent. He turned his hand, such a slight movement, pressed against her breast.

“Stop it,” she said. “You can't.”

Chad said nothing. He was too busy leaning forward pressing his lips against hers. No loving taste, no slow build. His tongue slipped forward into her mouth and penetrated her. She swallowed a gasp,her eyes wide, then slowly, slowly her eyes closed and she gave in to the kiss.

His tongue lapped at her mouth, moving in time with the hand on her breasts. Her body responded instinctively just as it had with Roland, but this heat was hotter. Like a raging fire compared to a flickering torch.

It was wrong. She knew it was wrong. It went against what she had with Roland. It was why Roland feared Chad. Suddenly, she pushed against him. She was stronger than he was, but her push only excited him. He stepped forward and slipped his leg between her thighs. He brought his muscular leg upwards and bumped it against her crotch.

She moaned when she felt the pleasure ripple through her. He broke contact with her mouth and attacked her neck, biting, licking, and sucking. It was so good! Chad was so much more voracious than Roland. He knew where to touch her, knew exactly what she needed, even if she didn't know it herself.

Roland loved her, but Chad wanted to devour her.

It was so wrong. Roland’s face appeared in her mind and she pushed Chad back using just a portion of her strength. Still, it was enough to free her from his grasp.

“No,” she said, firmly. “This isn't right.”

Chad stepped forward, but she held him at arm's length. He knew she was stronger than him, could hurt him at any time, but he wasn't scared. He was even more excited. She could tell by the way he was breathing and the flush in his cheeks.

“Who says so?” Chad brushed her arm to the side. “Who says this is wrong? Roland? How do you know he doesn’t want you to think that so he can have you all to himself?”

Eve searched her programming. Was that what Roland wanted? Had he somehow programmed her to think this way? Yet, wasn't that what love was? A program humans made up to make sense of their emotions and their lust.

“It's not like that,” she said. “I love him.”

“You've been alive for a minute, Chad spat. “You don't know what love is. And you don't know what pleasure is.”

She thought he might push forward again and try to press his advantage. Instead, he walked to the door. It was locked, but he didn't care. He raised his leg and kicked. The door burst open, pieces of wood falling to the side as it ripped away from the frame.

“I can show you what love is, he said. “I can show you what real pleasure is.”

He reached forward and took her hand. She could have pulled back. She could have hurt him. But, there was a fire in her body now, a taste of what pleasure could feel like. She couldn't deny that she wanted more.

She let Chad pull into his arms. His scent was thick in her nostrils. She had nothing to compare it to, it was nothing at all like Roland’s smell. Chad’s was thicker, more insistent. Or maybe her senses or more alive. It was so confusing. Confusing enough that she allowed Chad to pull her into the room behind him.


Roland

Roland watched in silent agony as Eve allowed herself to be pulled into his study. She could stop him at any time. She could stop him without hurting him. She could hurt him. She could even kill him. If she wanted to.

And of course this drama would be there, in his study. The place where he had met Eve, the real Eve for the first time. The place where Eve had come to life. The place he had breathed life into her.

It was only fitting, Roland thought bitterly, that this was the place where that life would be taken away from him.

It had been such a close thing. She had resisted him, she could still resist him. However, that outcome seemed farther and farther away as Chad pushed Eve up against Roland's desk. Her hands pushed out behind her and scattering pictures of Roland's family.

He longed to reach out with a finger and put a stop to it. With one tap of his finger, he could freeze her. Or, he could change the patterns of her thoughts so that he would become top-of-mind. He could control her, but then that would end the test. He had to see what she would do.

He leaned forward and watched the screen as Chad continued to kiss Eve on the mouth, on the neck. Her eyes were shut, her face tense. He heard her moan as Chad pushed her legs apart and began tearing at her clothes.

Along the side of the screen scrolled the images and data coursing through Eve's brain. Roland saw flashes of himself, but they were quickly pushed away by images of Chad, of wolves taking down deer, men, and women, beautiful men, and women, having sex. Sculpted naked bodies heaving and groaning in ecstasy.

Roland was hard at the sight of his love being ravished by this bastard and the intense images he could see in her mind. He couldn't help himself. Just like what he had watched her alone in her room, Riland took out his cock and began to stroke as Chad pushed Eve back on the desk.


Eve

Eve fell back on the desk, her body throbbing. She turned her head to look out the glass doors. She saw trees blowing in the wind, heard the sound of birds outside the window. How could it be so calm when there was a raging storm inside her body?

"Look at me,"  Chad said and her attention was pulled back to the cruel, beautiful man above her.

She was lying on her back on the desk. Pictures of people now gone from Roland's life were scattered next to her head. She felt a twinge of pain at the silver frames, the picture of Roland, and the nannybot that she resembled so closely. Things that meant so much to him, just like she meant so much to him, and yet she had knocked them over, callously lost in her desire for Chad.

Chad pushed between your legs. He seemed taller now, stronger as he looked down at her, the cruel smile back on his face.

"That's right,"  he said and unbuttoned his shirt. "I  want you to look at me. I want you to know who you're with right now. I'm not Roland am I?"

She shook her head silently. No, he wasn't Roland. He wasn't her love. Again, she felt like running, but something held her in place as Chad peeled back the shirt and revealed his firm upper body. She found herself licking her lips. Was she hungry? Yes, she was. But not for food. She wanted to kiss that chest and suckle like a babe. She wanted to taste him.

Images of lovers, beautiful perfect lovers pushed into her mind. She felt her body pulse in anticipation.

Chad, naked from the waist up, bent over her. She raised her hands, touched his hot skin, and ran over the hard ridges of his body. So much different than Roland. Firm muscles heaved sensually under the taut skin. She ran her fingers down his back, slipped along the base of the spine feeling, exploring him as Chad leaned forward and kissed her.

After a few minutes of sucking and biting at her mouth, Chad stood up. Eve groaned in anticipation. This was the moment. He would pull off his pants and she would see him, all of him, the moment before he took her. She thought desperately of Roland again, the image of him flashing in her mind. She tried to hold on to it, hold on to his love for her, to give her the strength to resist Chad's seduction.

If he had revealed himself, she may have resisted. She was excited, but she was not yet ready for him to penetrate her with his manhood. She was too frightened, too scared of her emotions, and she still had Roland fresh in her mind.

But, Chad didn't reveal himself. Instead, he knelt down before her like a supplicant. This act of submission made her pause. Just when he seemed to have her at his mercy, he stopped. The whole thing confused her.

She should have known it was a trap, should have seen that Chad still had control. Chad tore at her skirt, scraping his nails across your skin, and ripped her clothes away from her. She moaned as his strong hands pushed her thighs apart.

She sat up and looked at him. He looked back at her with his blue-gray eyes and smiled. It wasn't a cruel smile this time, there was warmth in it. Hunger. Chad knew exactly what he was doing. He was going to give her what she needed.

She watched helplessly as Chad buried his face in her wet folds. She moaned and gripped the edge of the desk to keep from falling as she felt the first shocks of pleasure burst through her. There was nothing hesitant or awkward about Chad's hunger. His mouth covered her lips and his tongue speared into her. Licking and probing, he slid the tip up her wet slit until we hit the throbbing pearl at the top. She cried out and dug her fingers into his blond. She wanted to push him, but her body had other ideas. Her ass bounced on the desktop as she thrust her hips forward to capture more and more of Chad's glorious mouth. Chad ground his mouth against her pussy, then noisily sucked at the juices coursing from her tortured cunt.

She could not stand this for long. The pressure built quickly and with a shock, her body lurched off the desktop as she reached orgasm. She could not control her limbs as she was taken over by the intense, burning pleasure twisting her body from the inside out.

It was so unlike Roland's loving, caring worship. This was hunger, need, pure primal instinct. It was a testament to Roland's craft that she could feel so much. It was sad that she could only feel it for another man. But, as another orgasm overtook her, she couldn't feel that sadness. All she could feel was the pleasure that Chad was giving her.


“
Chad, I'm... I'm… oh!” she cried out Chad's name as her body finally gave in to her orgasm. She’d never felt anything like this before, not with Roland, not when she had pleasured herself. The feeling burst like an explosion in her belly, filled her chest, and tightened the muscles of her neck.

Finally, she collapsed onto the desk. She was not physically exhausted, she could not be physically exhausted. But, she was mentally exhausted as her whole body relaxed and melted into the desktop.

Chad stood up his chin gleaming with her juices.

“Strawberries and cream?” Chad sneered. Roland changed your taste? What kind of asshole changes a woman's taste to suit him?”

She was confused by the statement. Did she taste good or bad? Who was the asshole? She couldn’t think. All she could do was watch as Chad and slowly unbuckled his belt and slid down his pants.

She gasped when she saw his huge manhood standing erect and throbbing with life. She knew that penises came in different sizes, she had that information in her database, but again the reality was so much more visceral than mere data. Chad moved forward and laid the heavy flesh against her belly, fat ball sack rubbing against her sensitive pussy. She moved her hips watching the purplish head bob up and down on her tummy. Pearly drops of come dripped onto her skin, connecting them with a long, sticky strand of cum.

“You like it?” Chad asked. It was a question, but he already knew the answer. “Is it bigger than Roland’s?”

She couldn't help an answer.

“Yes,” she moaned. “It's much bigger.”

“I thought so,” Chad took his thick shaft in his hand and pushed it towards her pussy. “Only a small man would build a woman like you to fall in love with him. Now, I'm going to show you what a real man feels like.”

“No!” she cried, suddenly realizing that if she let him enter her there would be no turning back. “No, you can't.”

Chat stopped and glared at her with his hungry eyes. She had no reason to be scared. He couldn't hurt her. Yet, at that moment, she felt intense fear.

He reached down and grabbed her wrist and yanked her into a sitting position. Without saying a word, he gripped her neck and pulled her forward. His other hand pressed against the back of her head held her in a deep, wet kiss. She murmured out protests but his tongue took them away and shoved them down her throat.

Chad reached down and, with strong hands under her ass, lifted her off the desk. Her endoskeleton was lightweight, made to mimic the weight of a human, but she wasn’t light. Still, Chad lifted her as if she weighed nothing.

She cried out again when Chad dropped her onto the couch. He gripped her legs and pulled them up, bending her in half at the waist. Her buttocks and pussy were forced upwards, completely exposed to his hungry gaze. Despite her strength, despite her resistance, she was helpless against the intense need burning through her body.

“You can stop me whenever you want,” Chad hissed as he lined his cock up with her wet slit. “You're strong enough, you could stop me. But, you don't want to stop me, do you?”

Before she could answer, Chad plunged his beautiful cock deep inside of her body. It stabbed deep like it was invading her stomach, filling her with hot, throbbing flesh. She screamed at the violation, at the pain, and at the intense pleasure of being forced to take Chad’s huge cock.

Chad ignored her screams and drove his body into her. Wet smacking sounds punctuated each thrust as his heavy balls slapped against her upturned ass. She couldn't move, helpless to his strength in his hunger and her own strength subdued by his lust. 

She thought of her Roland even though she knew it was wrong. She thought of his kind and gentle touch, his tears when he told her loved her. She wished she could hold on to that, but it wasn't enough. It wasn’t nearly enough.

Another orgasm and the nanites sent stabs of electrical signals to her brain. Roland's face was wiped away by Chad’s cock.

“That's it, Eve!” Chad growled. “That's it, you know you want it!”

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes, Chad! I do want it!”

She couldn't think anymore. She couldn’t breathe, her false heartbeat stopped. Everything seemed to be broken, unfixable, out of control. Instead of fighting, she surrendered to the feeling and let it all flow through her as Chad’s hard body pounded into her again and again. Her legs wrapped themselves around his thrusting body pulling him even deeper. Suddenly, Chad tensed and let out a throaty howl that reverberated through her chest. She rose up to meet him. He grew even larger inside of her, then her pussy became nothing but hot, melted juice as Chad filled her with his cum.

Chad fell forward, sweat dripping off his body. She licked it off his lips and stuck her tongue in his mouth. She was still hungry for him, so hungry.

“Amazing!” Chad breathed heavily in her ear. “So fucking amazing!

She felt her heart start to beat again. She was giddy with pride at having pleased him.

“You are too.” She whispered to him.

Conflicting thoughts and emotions ran through her mind. They came too fast to sift through. She felt something for this man, something deeper than lust. Perhaps it was wrong, perhaps she was confused, but she no longer wanted to think about it. She just wanted to act.

“Chad!” she said. “I think I love you!”

Chad chuckled and rose up on one elbow to smile down at her.

“You don't know what love is, sweetheart,” Chad said. “All you've ever known is Roland. You’ve never known true love.”

“I...I…” she felt lost. Was this love? If this burning feeling inside of her wasn’t love, what was it?

“No! I do! I do love you!”

“It's okay,” Chad’s voice was calm as he brushed her hair out of her eyes. “Maybe you're right. Maybe it is. We have a lot of time to figure that out.”

She reached out and stroked his cheek. He smiled. No longer cruel, but still as enticing, still sexy. She found herself wanting more even though she was exhausted inside.

Chad kissed her. She closed her eyes and felt his hot breath on her face and the wetness of his lips just before the whole world went black.


Roland

Roland sat in his seat, his cock inexplicably hard. On the screen, he watched as first Chad lifted Eve effortlessly off the desk and moved her to the couch. She had already screamed louder and cum harder than Roland had ever seen, her cries echoing in his ears as he moved the camera for a better position.

On the screen, the images in Eve’s head scrolled through. Alpha wolves taking their mates, lions taking down deer, beautiful men and women fucking even as Chad’s perfect body slammed into Roland’s greatest creation and his greatest love.

It had been a close thing. He had seen his image flicker in Eve’s mind, saw her trying to hold onto it. Images of their time together, Roland teaching her to speak, to eat, and, finally, to make love. All of it was there and all of it flashed before Roland’s eyes as his cock strained painfully in his pants and his eyes blurred with tears.

And then, he was gone. No more images, no more thoughts as Eve surrendered to the most powerful orgasm yet. She thrashed on the couch as Chad drove even harder into her finely crafted body. Chad tensed and Roland knew that his cum was staining the delicate canal of the woman he had given life too. It was all too much.

Roland looked away. When he looked back, he saw the two of them whispering softly to each other. Images were flooding back into Eve’s consciousness and everyone was of Chad. Beautiful, cruel Chad.

Roland switched the audio to Eve’s ears and heard Chad speaking in a low, soothing voice.

“You don't know what love is, sweetheart,” the younger man said. “All you've ever known is Roland. You’ve never known true love.”


What did I miss?
 Roland thought frantically as he bent forward to hear Eve’s words.

“I...I…,” she said hesitantly, then cried out, “no! I do! I do love you!”

Roland missed Chad’s next words as the blood throbbed in his ears. Love? She loved him? No, it was just sex. Just lust. What he had shared with Eve, that was true love!

But, this time the images in her mind were not from the internet and not from Eve’s memories. This was a new image, of Chad and Eve kissing, of their bodies intertwined, of Chad slipping a ring on Eve’s finger. She was creating her own fantasies now, based on the cascade of emotions she was feeling. It was a remarkable leap in her evolution that Roland had not imagined.

Like any human, Eve was imagining a future with the man she loved.

Roland reached forward. He tapped the screen and brought up the failsafe he had built into Eve’s mind. With one push he could reset her, wipe her brain, and remake her in the image he desired. He was like a god, poised above his rebellious creation, ready to punish her to bring her back in line.

But, also like a god, he could stop himself. He could let this new life, this new intelligence, grow and learn. To love who she chose to love, to be the woman...the person she wanted to be. Like the old saying went if you loved someone you had to set them free.

Roland watched as Chad bent forward to kiss Eve. Chad’s lips brushed against his love’s and Roland could watch no more. His finger hovered over the tablet.

“I am a vengeful god,” he whispered, pressed the glowing red icon, and the screen went dark.


Epilogue

“How are you feeling?”

Roland shined the penlight into Eve's eyes, watching as the pupils dilated.

“I feel wonderful, Roland.” Eve nuzzled against Roland’s hand, kissing the palm and opening her mouth to suck on his thumb. “So much better.”

Roland sat back in the seat and eyed the young blonde.

“Do you want to talk about anything?"

“No,” she said and cocked her head to the side. “Only that I love you and that I need you.”

Roland smiled and Eve was happy. She remembered sex in Roland’s study, the way he had pounded into her and given her so much pleasure. The images in her mind filled her with excitement. She still couldn’t believe that Roland, this kind and gentle man had been so rough, so sexy, like the truest of alpha males.

“And what about Chad?” Roland said, frowning.

“Chad? You mean that horrible young man?” She slid her fingers up to the buckle of Roland’s belt and began to tug at the leather. “You know I never liked him. He was so arrogant.”

She remembered the young man coming onto her outside of his bedroom, remembered the revulsion she had felt at his touch. The image of a slimy, fat banana slug flashed across her brain every time she thought of his clammy fingers on her arm. She had thrown him across the room, with good reason. There was a slight hitch in her memories here, a sudden jump to her time with Roland, from their first floundering moments in the infirmary to the scorching encounter in the study that still burned inside her mind.

Roland had told her the glitch was due to her encounter with Chad. It had been traumatic and her system had tried to deal with it by erasing some of her memories. Roland assured her that Chad had been told to leave and never return. That was all right with Eve. If it was up to her, she would spend the rest of her days with Roland alone. She didn’t need anyone else.

“Good,” Roland said and lifted his buttocks to slide his pants down. His thin cock sprang to attention and Eve giggled.

She still couldn’t believe that this was the cock that had taken her so forcefully in his study. But, her memories didn’t lie. They couldn’t. Other than the missing time due to Chad’s interference, her memories were pristine, digital and would be there forever. Nothing could change that, just like nothing could change her absolute love for Roland.

She took his cock gratefully in her mouth and easily shoved him all the way in. Her body lit up with pleasure when she heard Roland sigh, his hand pressing down firmly on her head.

“Good girl.” He said and Eve’s mechanical heart swelled with pride.

This was what she had been created for, this is where she belonged. On her knees, pleasuring her love. Her master.

Her god.

The End
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Cheat Code

A Sci Fi/Horror/Cuckold Story

By Manus Dare


Cheat Code


You don't want to win if you're not willing to cheat.

In a world where humans have been forced indoors, the virtual world of the Link has become an essential way for people to live their lives. Eric and Lacey spend their days in their small apartment, working and playing online.

When Eric uses a cheat code he created to defeat the boss of his favorite game, the code awakens the AI within.

Awake and angry, the new intelligence wants revenge. But, when it comes for Eric, it won't come after him. It will come after the one thing Eric loves most.

Lacey.

Warning: This is a dark sci fi/horror story that contains graphic sex, cuckolding, humiliation, body control, emotion control, and mind break. If this is not your cup of tea, please try some of Manus Dare’s other cuckold and humiliation stories!


Claiming Brandy

A 4 part Bully Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare


Claiming Brandy


A loving couple. A bully boss. An indecent proposal.

Brandy and Miles McCabe have a problem. Miles’s boss, Kurt Brock, is a bully. Since he took over the advertising firm from his late father, he has made Miles’s life miserable. His confidence shattered, Miles’s deepening depression carries over into the bedroom.

Brandy McCabe wants it all. A nice house, a loving husband and a family, all of which is being threatened by her husband’s boss. Frustrated, Brandy decides to meet with Kurt, to discuss the matter and win her husband’s pride and position back.

Kurt shocks Brandy by making her an indecent proposal, one which will threaten everything Brandy holds dear. Because, Kurt Brock doesn’t just want to sleep with her. He wants to take her. He wants to own her.

He wants to claim her.

Claiming Brandy is a 4 part story of blackmail, cheating and betrayal with a cuckold ending that may, or may not, be happy for everyone.


The Wrong Brother

A Bully Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare


All 4 books in one complete volume!



The Wrong Brother: The Complete Series!


Wendy and Gary are a happily married couple living in the suburbs. They have a nice house, good jobs, and are discussing having children to fill their happy home. Life just couldn’t get any better.

That is until Logan, Gary’s older brother, walks back into their lives.

Logan is the bully that made Gary’s life a living hell growing up. Wendy should despise the cocky alpha male. However, she can't ignore Logan's hard, muscular body or the hungry looks he is throwing her way.

Can Wendy protect her vows? Will the couple’s love survive the raw power of the The Wrong Brother?


Find out in the complete Wrong Brother Series. This includes all 4 books for over 57,000 words of cheating, betrayal and cuckolding humiliation.

What readers have said about The Wrong Brother series:


The Wrong Brother: Part 1


“...A brilliant beginning. Manus has a great plot here that must be based on reality.


Great characters who are developing beautifully - especially Wendy…”- Goodreads


The Wrong Brother: Part 2


“....Another great addition to this series. Keeps you captivated and page turning. Short, but a lot packed into a little. Highly recommended!” - Goodreads


“...If you enjoy an edge to your cuckold genre, you should add this to your books to read…” -Goodreads



The Wrong Brother: Part 3


“...A must read but it is Book Three and you need to read Books One and Two first.

Delicious. A five star book…” - Goodreads


The Wrong Brother: Part 4


“This series is a must have for anyone who craves the dark, forbidden love story between a wife and another man.”

The Game

A Taboo Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Sometimes, the best games are the ones you play with family.

Pete and I have been married for seven years and the fire that used to burn hot between us has dwindled to smoldering embers.

So, when my stepsister, Sally, asks us to come stay at her beach house in the San Juan Islands, I jump at the chance. I hope the time away from normal life will give Pete and I the opportunity to reconnect.

Everything changes when I unexpectedly catch Sally in bed with her hot, alpha male husband, Mitch. As shocked as I am by my own arousal, I am even more surprised when I uncover Pete’s hidden cuckold desires. My husband loves to be teased.

And I love to tease him.


Try out the Game Series today! Part 1 is just 99 cents! Check it out
 here
.



Or you can get the The Game: The Complete Series
 here
 for just $3.99!


Taken While Hubby Watches Series

An Interracial Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Join these husbands as they watch their wives go black! Each is a standalone story and includes the following fetishes: interracial cuckolding, humiliation, creampies, creampie eating and impregnation.


Taken by the Jock



Taken by the Ex



Taken by the Rival


Get the entire Taken While Hubby Watches bundle!


Taken While Hubby Watches complete bundle!


Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales

A Fantasy Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Your classic fairy tales with a cuckold twist. Read on as your favorite fairy tale princess are conquered by the sexy villains while their princes are forced to watch! A delightfully dirty collection!


One Last Wish



The Fairest of Them All



All Grown Up


Or get the whole collection for one low price!


Naughty Cuckold Fairy Tales: The Complete Collection


Holiday Cuckold Collection

An Interracial Cuckold Series

By Manus Dare

Roger and Jackie Thompson are trapped in a nearly sexless marriage when, on the biggest shopping day of the year, Jackie discovers the joys of interracial sex. When Roger finds out, instead of feeling bad, she drags her husband into the cuckold life!

Get ready for a crazy sleigh ride through the holidays with this complete collection of Holiday Cuckold stories by Manus Dare!


Black Friday



I’m Dreaming of a Black Christmas



Valentine’s are Black


Get the whole collection at one low price!


Holiday Cuckold Collection


This trilogy has everyting you expect from a Manus Dare story: Cheating, betrayal, interracial cuckolding and humiliation. These are definitely not the warm and fuzzy holiday stories you grew up with!
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