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About


 


AI gone wild!


 


On just my second day of university, the gorgeous and possibly mad genius Professor Sherry Flint blessed me with my first time in her private lab. With this “baseline” fresh in my mind, I’m now supposed to go on a date with Faye. You know… give her a
 test run.
 Then I have to report my experience to the professor. I wonder if I will get good grades for this?


 


Faye happens to be a prototype of an invention she calls EMMA, an Emotional Matrix Model Android. The glowing lights under her skin aside, she looks and acts
 incredibly
 human. She avoids the uncanny valley so easily that I begin to wonder if the feelings she expresses so convincingly are real. She’s meant to be a toy, a pleasure machine, right?


 


She can’t really feel love, can she?


 


Hotwired
 is a sci-fi android harem adventure series featuring hot robotic women (and an insatiable professor) showing a lucky young man named Blake how to give it to them the way they deserve!
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“Sherry?” a soft feminine voice came from the EMMA, which was looking around as if she were in a daze. “Is it time?”



The robot’s face and lips moved just as a person’s would. I, on the other hand, was completely frozen and speechless. This wasn’t just some robot. Seeing her move and actually speak, I felt like I couldn’t just call her an EMMA or an android anymore. She really did deserve her own name, just like a real person.



“Please don’t try to move yet honey,” Professor Flint held her hands up to Faye, talking to her soothingly. “I’m sorry, but I woke you up early. I just needed to introduce you to someone.”



“I have skin!” Faye exclaimed as she looked down at herself, genuinely seeming excited and happy about it. “Oh, it’s beautiful! Thank you, Sherry!”



I felt like there was a fist in my stomach as I watched this mechanical being display actual excitement about her new skin.



“Please stop moving,” the professor begged. “And please don’t touch your skin yet, it still needs to dry.”



“Okay,” Faye sighed and returned to her original A-pose.



She really did seem exasperated, but she obeyed her creator immediately. Then her head turned and her blue eyes locked onto me. My heart was in my throat as an eerie wave of emotion hit me, like this was a somehow familiar experience but at the same time it was all very novel.



“Is this who you wanted me to meet?” she said with a shy smile. She looked like she tried to brush some of her pale blonde hair away from her face, but the wires on her fingers prevented her.



“Oh my god, stop moving so much, please. Your skin isn’t done,” the professor said, starting to get frustrated. “Yes. This is our friend, Blake.”
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Professor Flint grinned at me and I was starting to get the feeling that as hot as she was, she might not be entirely sane. I knew I must be in some hot water with this and I was only working my way deeper into it, so I dug my heels in and discarded my confusion in favor of doubling down on disbelief.



“Nah, I’m having a hard time believing this. As far as I know, this has to be just a very nice doll,” I said as I took a hesitant step back from the faintly humming machines plugged into the EMMA that Professor Flint called
 Faye
 . “You’re talking about a real synthetic consciousness? That sort of thing just doesn’t exist. When you add in the androids and nanobots, I’m pretty sure you have to be messing with me.”



The sheer amount of power that pulsed through the room made me doubt what I was saying, even as I said it.



“Really?” the professor replied, looking at me like I was crazy. “I’m not joking around, Blake. Obviously it doesn’t exist, that’s why I have to invent these things myself! I worked very hard on all of this, so I know my EMMAs are real and they are
 very smart.”



“Are you sure you’re not just trying to see how gullible I am?” I asked suspiciously. “Fool the first-year student for laughs?”



Professor Flint threw her hands up in exasperation, shaking her head and looking up at her beautiful EMMA. The admittedly gorgeous android wore convincing synthetic skin and was completely naked. She was standing on a metal platform about one foot higher than the floor where she was plugged into the many machines surrounding her.



“Faye,” Professor Flint said after a moment of thought. “I’m sorry girl, I was going to wake you up tomorrow but Blake here needs to understand.”



I felt eerie, watching in curious silence as the professor began fiddling with some of the wires around the EMMA. She was very careful not to touch her creation as she unplugged one of the many cables jacked into the android’s skull. She moved over to a nearby machine to flip several switches, then leaned on a red button for a moment before I heard a motor somewhere start spinning up.



The naked robot looked so human, it was disturbing to see so many cables plugged right into her head, neck and fingers. It looked painful. Some of the LED lights in an area of her head where her hair was peeled back began blinking more rapidly as Professor Flint took a seat in a rolling office chair that had no armrests. Some of the pale blue lines that I could see through the robot’s outer layer slowly began to light up, revealing stark glowing patterns through her skin.



The professor began typing at a computer that was set up beside the EMMA. I could see that the command was long with many variables and she seemed to be making sure she that had everything correct before executing it. She leaned back, fingers on her chin as she studied the computer screen. Then she seemed to remember something, adding in one more variable and then confidently stabbed the execution key.



Professor Flint got up quickly, sending her chair spinning and rolling away haphazardly while lines of information cascaded down the computer screen. She hopped over to the side, positioning herself in front of the sleeping android. She looked worried and interlaced her fingers in a pleading gesture as she gazed expectantly up at the naked robot, waiting patiently. I have to admit, I was scared. I couldn’t understand what I was witnessing and what was happening may as well have been sorcery. I took another half step backwards, not at all sure what to expect.



It felt like an eternity, my gaze darting between the android and Professor Flint. The hum of machines and pulsating lights built up to a crescendo and my anxiety peaked. The lights in the building flickered, somewhere in the room a light bulb popped and then suddenly, everything seemed to just shut down. In my surprise, I ducked and covered for absolutely no reason. In the ensuing silence, I had to assume that whatever the professor just tried to do had failed but the professor seemed undeterred and continued to stare expectantly at her creation.



Suddenly the EMMA’s whole body convulsed, jerking at the wires she was plugged into.



“Shit—!” I cried and quickly scrambled backwards another full step, even as the professor breathed a sigh of relief.



I felt like such a chicken but after Justin’s warnings and then seeing this, I was learning a healthy fear of Professor Flint.



The android convulsed again, less strongly and the A-pose she was previously holding relaxed into a far less robotic stance. She stretched her neck and then started holding her head up on her own. It seemed like she couldn’t move her legs, but her upper half was mobile and very lifelike. Before, I maintained my sanity before by assuming that she was an expensive mannequin or some kind of doll but after seeing her move on her own so naturally, I was no longer able to see Faye as just a robot any more.



“I always get nervous on startup,” the professor said, exhaling the breath she had been holding and her shoulders relaxed.



“Sherry?” a soft feminine voice came from the EMMA, which was looking around as if she were in a daze. “Is it time?”



The robot’s face and lips moved just as a person’s would. I, on the other hand, was completely frozen and speechless. This wasn’t just some robot. Seeing her move and actually speak, I felt like I couldn’t just call her an EMMA or an android anymore. She really did deserve her own name, just like a real person.



A real naked person.



“Please don’t try to move yet honey,” Professor Flint held her hands up to Faye, talking to her soothingly. “I’m sorry, but I woke you up early. I just needed to introduce you to someone.”



“I have skin!” Faye exclaimed as she looked down at her gorgeous naked body, genuinely seeming excited and happy about it. “Oh, it’s beautiful! Thank you, Sherry!”



I felt like there was a fist in my stomach as I watched this mechanical being display actual excitement about her new skin.



“Please stop moving,” the professor begged. “And please don’t touch your skin yet, it still needs to dry.”



“Okay,” Faye sighed and returned to her original A-pose.



She really did seem exasperated, but she obeyed her creator immediately. Then her head turned and her blue eyes locked onto me. My heart was in my throat as an eerie wave of emotion hit me, like this was a somehow familiar experience but at the same time it was all very novel.



“Is this who you wanted me to meet?” she said with a shy smile. She looked like she tried to brush some of her pale blonde hair away from her face, but the wires on her fingers prevented her.



“Oh my god, stop moving so much, please. Your skin isn’t done,” the professor said, starting to get frustrated. “Yes. This is our friend, Blake.”



“Hi, Blake!” Faye beamed at me with a brilliantly perfect smile. “Isn’t my new skin beautiful?”



I was frozen but internally, my head was exploding. I felt like I was seeing something that should be impossible.



Her perfectly smooth body was undoubtedly amazing and despite the odd lines around her joints and torso dividing her skin into separate panels, she handily sailed over the uncanny valley and appeared very human. She had large breasts and wide hips, with stunning curves in between. Several eye-catching strips of light glowed through her skin in various places creating interesting patterns shaped like circuitry. My fear of her was slowly starting to melt away and looking at her perfect naked body was making me wonder what could actually be between those gorgeous thighs.



“Hi Faye! Uh, yes your skin is… great! Nice to meet you,” I said in wonder. “You’re actually… a person. I really didn’t believe Sherry when she told me about you.”



Professor Flint crossed her arms and strongly radiated vindication at me.



“Oh yes, I’m totally a person now thanks to Sherry,” Faye gushed. “I am her prototype EMMA. Emotional Matrix Model Android. We’ve worked together for a long time to get me running this smoothly and I’m very relieved to have my own body now. I’m almost ready, soon she will be able to make many more just like me! ”



“Okay, that’s enough for now,” Professor Flint said, like a tired parent. “It’s time to sleep again. I’ll wake you up tomorrow, Faye.”



“Confirmed. Thank you for letting me meet Blake,” she said with a shy sideways glance at me, then Faye bowed her head to the professor and resumed her A-pose. “Goodnight, guys!”



Faye suddenly froze in place, her head dropped just a little, and the lights under her skin faded away. Professor Flint methodically started undoing what she did before, carefully plugging a cable back into Faye’s head and fiddling with the machines surrounding her. She then lovingly took the time to neatly arrange Faye’s hair, before pulling the curtain back in front of her as she slept silently.



“So,” the professor said as she turned her attention back to me, obviously proud of herself. “What do you think, playtester? Want to try her out?”



I was completely speechless after talking to the amazing Faye, but Professor Flint’s nonchalant question snapped me out of it.



“What do you mean ‘try her out’?” I asked cautiously.



I felt like I was already aware of the answer, but I wanted it spelled out for me.



“You know,” she said, nudging me knowingly with her elbow. “Like I said before. She’s a sex bot, Blake.
 Try her out.
 ”



“I—” I stammered. “I—I don’t—I… No. It feels… weird? I—I don’t think I can.”



The professor looked downcast, shaking her head in disappointment.



“Look, my EMMAs will be the world’s first and best artificial girlfriends,” the professor said, pointing back at the curtain. “Not just a lame sex bot. People are going to be clamoring to know how I pulled this off. I have a stack of patents threatening to bust my closet door down. You’re going to want to be on my team with this. Just think about it, okay? Work with me and I’ll take care of you.”



I couldn’t speak, she was very convincing but I was afraid for some reason. She took my silence as acceptance, stepping closer and gave me a hug with a sweet kiss.



“For now, I’m sure it’s time for you get to another class?” she asked, rubbing my arm and watching my conflicted face.



I looked at my phone. She was right.



I gave her another quick kiss and I rushed there but I was late for my next class because I got lost again. I was totally distracted for the rest of the day. I still couldn’t tell if I was glad for everything that happened that day or if I wished I had listened to my friend Justin when he warned me not to get involved with Professor Flint.



But she was really hot and she took my virginity, so it was too late. I was already involved with her and I would never be able to forget it. My dreams that night were of being between Professor Flint’s thighs, but when I woke up the next day I was thinking only of Faye.



Could I really do it? Sex with a robot? I mean, she’s just like a sex toy, right?



But Faye wasn’t just a perfectly sculpted collection of synthetic skin. She displayed very convincing feelings and had her own personality.



Wouldn’t it be wrong to just use her for sex?



So once Professor Flint’s class was over, after refusing her offer the previous day, I waited until the classroom was empty again before I went crawling back to her. She waited, sitting at her desk expectantly.



“Uh, Sherry?” I began.



“I’m ‘professor’ in class, but… Yes?” she said, smiling at me with a twinkle in her eye from behind tented fingers.



“Sorry. But uh—” I mumbled. “So, can I, you know…”



She just raised her chin and eyebrows expectantly, patiently watching me fumble my words.



I sighed. She wanted to make me ask.



“Can I try out Faye?” I asked, finally spitting it out.



“Yes!” Professor Flint exclaimed with a fist pump, completely ecstatic. “Absolutely. I knew you’d change your mind!”



“Yeah,” I chuckled, wondering how she knew me so well already. “I have to admit, I’m pretty curious about her. Your work is really impressive.”



“Thanks,” she grinned and with a quick glance at the classroom door, she pushed her phone across the desk towards me. “Give me your number so we can be in touch. I’ll set up a date for you two.”



I punched my number into her phone, then gave it back to her.



“Okay,” I nodded with a smile. “This feels crazy, but I’m looking forward to it!”



“Just remember to treat her like a normal girl,” she called out, tapping her phone as I made to leave the room. “Be nice to her! Take notes!”



I nodded and waved as she watched me leave. She was visibly excited for her date-by-proxy. To be fair, I was very excited too.



What have I gotten myself into?



Again I went through a day of school completely distracted by these unlikely developments. I couldn’t stop thinking about Faye and the professor, at one point wondering what it would be like to sleep with both of them at the same time. On my way home from the university, I got a text message from Justin.



<Bro where are you? Are you ok?



He previously warned me to stay away from Professor Flint, so I really couldn’t think of how to respond. He would be mad that I didn’t listen to him at all. I wondered what actually happened between him and the professor.



Then, a second text message came through. It was from the professor, so I tapped on it instead of replying to Justin.



<Send me your address. Faye is looking forward to your date!



My heart jumped with an adrenaline rush. This was really happening. I shakily replied with my address and I spent the rest of the bus ride grinning like an idiot. When I got off at my stop, Professor Flint wrote back.



<K thx! I will drop her off 7 sharp.



I typed my thanks as I walked, but then she sent several rapid-fire messages one after another.



<Remember she’s still a person, treat her nice!



<Wear something nice for her. Like a real date



<No rough stuff, she won’t accept abuse



<Got it??



I explicitly and thoroughly reassured the professor as I walked into my house. Once I was inside, I realized something.



A girl is coming over and my place is a total mess.



So I frantically spent the next three hours putting things away, cleaning, tidying, scrubbing, showering and trying to dress myself nicely. I put on cologne, not even sure if androids could actually smell things.



I nearly jumped through the roof when the doorbell rang. I looked at the clock and sure enough, she was exactly on time. I rushed to the door and took a deep, calming breath but my hand was just about shaking anyway as I reached for the doorknob and pulled it open.



I had already seen her naked in the lab, but seeing her again still took my breath away. She wore all white, a short crop top and a short pleated skirt which left a great deal of her smooth, supple skin visible. Her body was stunning. Her long sleek legs, wide hips and breasts created a roller coaster of curves that took my eyes for an unforgettable ride. She smiled at me sweetly with her hands clasped in front of her, holding a small clutch purse. She stood there pivoting to and fro in the most adorable way imaginable.



“Hi Blake!” she said warmly. “You look
 much
 better than you did yesterday.”



“Hey Faye,” I said, feeling vaguely insulted but I brushed it off. “You look just stunning, come on in!”



“Thank you,” she said and gracefully strode past me.



She smells so good!



As I closed the door she walked to the middle of the living room, then turned to face me.



“Plus, yesterday your face was like this,” she added and her face contorted for a moment into one of shock, mimicking the face I must have been making when I first met her. “Today your face is much nicer.”



I couldn’t help but laugh and she laughed with me.



Was that a joke? Did she just tease me?



“I didn’t even have time to plan anything for our date,” I admitted. “I only just cleaned up the place before you got here.”



“Oh, that’s okay,” she said with a shy smile. “Sherry said we shouldn’t go anywhere. I would really rather just hang out here with you, anyway.”



It was wild how easy it was to forget that she was an android. The only clues to this truth were the odd lines around her joints and the eerie blue lines that glowed through her artificial skin. Her skimpy clothing drove me wild as I gazed at her thick thighs. I knew she was there for sex, but the way to broach the subject eluded me.



“Um,” I struggled to decide what to say to her or how to proceed. “Your skin looks like it cured really well.”



“I know!” she agreed happily. “I’m so soft now. I love it, Sherry is so smart with this stuff. Watch this!”



Faye cocked her hip towards me and slapped her ass cheek, hard. I saw it jiggled just like a real one under her short skirt and I blushed immediately.



“All cured up and ready to go!” Faye chuckled.



“Wow. Trust me, it looks really nice,” I complimented her. “Can I offer you a drink?”



“I’m an EMMA. Robots don’t need to drink anything,” she shrugged. “Thanks, though!”



“Oh,” I laughed nervously, feeling stupid.



It was
 really
 easy to forget that she was an android.



How do you entertain a robot?



“I’m detecting arousal from you,” she said and touched her chin thoughtfully. “I like you Blake, but you seem anxious. Do I scare you?”



“Ah, well. No, I’m not scared of you, but I’m naturally a pretty shy person so it’s hard for me to decide what to do or say sometimes,” I said honestly, nothing left to do but open up to her. “And yes, your outfit is very sexy.”



“Thank you!” she grinned and spun in a circle, her pleated skirt flaring out so I got a good view of her amazing thighs, ass and panties. “Sherry and I had tons of fun picking out my outfit for tonight.”



Holy fuck, she’s so ridiculously hot!



“It’s really nice,” I nodded fawningly as she showed me her outfit with several cute poses.



“Sherry said that if you’re nice to me and I like you,” Faye explained. “We can have sex! Can we?”



I inhaled sharply and somehow choked on my own spit, she floored me with the way she plainly stated that. I had been dancing around the topic, but maybe straightforward honesty really is best with an artificial intelligence.



“Ha, uh—” I stammered. “Yeah, I would… Faye. Love to! Have sex with you!”



I hated myself for butchering my reply.



“You being shy is cute,” Faye laughed, her beautiful face filled with real joy. “Don’t worry, I’m the world’s best artificial girlfriend and my technology is unmatched. I’m going to give you some great sex!”



With that, she grabbed the hem of her crop top and pulled it up over her head. I was grateful that my roommate was out for the night. She smiled brilliantly as her large, bouncy tits came free and I stared at them dumbly. I had seen them yesterday, but somehow them being revealed this way just made it better.



“Do you like my breasts?” she asked as she pulled her panties off and let them slide down her legs. “Do they turn you on?”



“Oh my god, I—” I groaned, shifting my pants to accommodate my growing boner. “Faye, they’re
 perfect.
 ”



“Great!” she smiled. “I’m going to leave my skirt on, I think it makes me look cute.”



She turned and thrust her ass out, looking over her shoulder at me with a wink. Her ass was perfect too, peeking out from under her very short skirt.



“It’s okay,” she said, turning to face me again and tossing her clutch purse onto the couch. “I want you to touch me now, Blake. Can I touch you?”



What does an android carry in it’s purse?



“Y-yes,” I said, my heart pounding in my ears. “I’m just so… shocked at how real and perfect you are.”



She didn’t reply, stepping close to me with a sly smile. She slowly unbuttoned the shirt I was wearing, pulling it off my arms and then pulling my undershirt up over my head. She stared into my soul with her realistic blue eyes as she unbuckled my belt, opened my pants and pulled them down along with my boxers. I felt nervous being stripped like this, but it was a relief as my stiff cock sprang free.



“There, this will be easier now that you’re naked too,” she smiled and took my hands, placing them on her gorgeous breasts. I had a flashback to when Professor Flint did the same thing with me in her lab.



They were
 warm.
 They felt so smooth and silky soft, even more exquisite than real skin. Blue lines of LED light traced around under her outer layer, glowing eerily in geometric patterns. I squeezed her nipples and she gasped, just like the professor did the other day.



“You can… feel that?” I asked her, amazed.



“I wouldn’t be a very useful sex partner if I couldn’t!” she nodded. “Sherry is a very smart girl and she thought of everything, so I get to enjoy this too. I hope I can give you great sex!”



Faye went to the floor with a thud, sitting on her sexy thighs and both her warm hands quickly grabbed my hard cock.



“Oh, this really is quite nice. I’m looking forward to it being my first,” she smiled up at me, her pretty face looking better than ever from behind my cock. “It’s just like Sherry described, this is exciting!”



Her hands flowed over my cock, caressing and stroking it like it was her pet. The overly smooth and soft material of her hands felt heavenly as it brushed over my skin. One hand traveled to my balls and fondled them as she slowly pumped her other hand up and down my shaft. She moved gently, fluidly and slowly.



“I can tell that you like this,” she purred, lovingly caressing the side of my hard cock with her bright red lips and tongue.



Surprisingly, something resembling saliva dripped from her tongue onto my shaft. I couldn’t have been any harder, it felt so good just having her soft and warm hands touching me. She was so lovingly patient, teasingly massaging my cock and covering my tip with my own precum.



Then she raised herself up onto her knees and while she continued to pump my shaft and stroke my balls, she added her tongue to the mix.



It was warm and wet
 .
 I grunted and doubled over her, putting my hands on her head as she ran her tongue all over the sensitive underside of my cock. She stared up at me innocently as she skillfully milked my shaft, licked my tip and fondled my balls all at the same time. I stared at her in amazement as I stroked her soft cheek.



“Oh wow Faye,” I groaned. “That feels so good!”



I was already thinking about busting a nut when she sucked my cock into her hot, wet mouth. She immediately began long, slow, deep strokes all the way down my cock with her lips wrapped tightly around me. It wasn’t even saliva, it was some kind of slippery, tingling, warming lubricant that dripped down her chin as she took my whole cock into her mouth.



“Oh, fuck!” I exclaimed, grabbing fistfuls of her blonde hair. “Faye! Oh—”



So she was fondling my balls with one hand and slowly, steadily and wetly throating my cock. She was following her sexy lips up and down my hard shaft with her other hand along with a gentle twisting motion. Her plump tits jiggled below me tantalizingly as I stared on, my body shuddering with pleasure. She sat perched on thick thighs crowned by her skimpy white, pleated skirt. It was too much, surely an experienced man might have lasted at least a couple of minutes but I was about to lose it in far less than one.



Then picked up the pace and she started humming.



“Ahh,” I moaned helplessly, shivering with the strong sensation. “Oh Faye! I—”



I couldn’t control myself, my legs buckled and I stumbled back with Faye relentlessly continuing her intense cock sucking. She walked forward on her knees, keeping up with me and never stopping as I fell backward onto the couch.



“Faye, I’m gonna—” I cried out with my hands in her hair, my whole body shuddering as she manipulated me skillfully. “I’m—Ohh, oh fuck…”



Her head bobbed up and down, her tongue vibrating as she sucked my cock wetly. My head lolled about and my body shook and twitched with unrestrained pleasure. I thrust my hips wildly and involuntarily, bucking about as her busy hands and mouth flowed all over my cock.



“Ohh, f—” I grunted and shot my load into Faye’s mouth.



My whole body spasmed hard, I doubled over Faye’s head and her ceaseless movements, yelling nonsensically in bliss as I orgasmed harder than I ever had before in my life. My cock pulsed stream after stream into her hot, wet mouth and she happily sucked it all down. When I regained some self control and looked down, we stared into each other’s eyes as she pumped my shaft with her hand, milking every remaining drop of my cum onto her waiting tongue.



I twitched and spasmed erratically as my orgasm died down. Faye swallowed my thick load and smiled up at me, lovingly massaging my waning cock.



“Ah, Faye,” I moaned weakly. “Wh—buh. That…”



“Very good. Your cock is very nice, Blake!” she hopped up, her breasts bouncing. “It works really well. Just relax for a minute!”



Faye sat on the couch beside me, then laid down sideways, facing me. She rested her head on my lap, smiling up at me. Her impressive breasts looked great and her curves were accentuated with the way she lay on her side. I watched the blue lines under her skin glow as we relaxed there together.



After a few minutes, Faye reached into my lap and took my dick in her hand. She popped it into her mouth again, wetly playing with it using her tongue and lips as she relaxed on my lap. I wasn’t hard, but it felt nice. I idly stroked her smooth breasts, her gorgeous body and the way she toyed with me slowly but surely bringing me back to hardness.



She sat up on her elbow as my cock grew, making sexy moans of pleasure as she patiently made me hard again. I stroked her sexy hips and reached between her thighs, feeling the wet heat that was there.



“Very good Blake,” she said, mirroring what Sherry said to me before as she massaged my shaft with her hand. “You’re all hard again! Now I really want to feel your cock inside of me. Do you have a bed?”



“Yes,” I nodded eagerly. We both got up off the couch and I took her by the hand. “Come on!”



We jogged through the house, my cock bouncing around and Faye laughing playfully as we went. I threw my bedroom door open and we entered.



I turned and Faye’s soft hands were immediately on my body as she kissed me. Her skin was so smooth and soft, her tongue felt real. It was just like kissing Sherry, except Faye’s exotic saliva tasted slightly sweet and her skin was smooth like silk. Faye reached back and slammed the door shut forcefully, causing things on the wall to rattle and a poster fell down.



“I want your cum inside me,” Faye breathed as I kissed her neck. “Please put your cock in me…”



She sucked my tongue and licked my face passionately as we ran our hands all over each other and stumbled towards the bed. She turned and crawled onto it, her perfect, plump ass coaxing me along with her. That’s when I realized how much weight she must be carrying, judging from how far down she pressed the bedsprings. Despite her trim figure, androids must be heavy.



She turned over and lay back, her pale blonde hair spilling around her face on the pillow. She looked incredible on my bed, her red lipstick that never smudged framing her perfect teeth as she smiled at me from behind her huge breasts. Her beautiful eyes glinted in the dark as she spread her legs and reached out to me, twiddling her fingers in a beckoning gesture.



“Come to me, Blake,” she said, her voice husky and almost a whisper.



I eagerly dove in between her soft thighs and buried my face in her incredible tits. She pushed her breasts out towards me as I took her nipple in my mouth, moaning an twisting just like a real woman. I reached down and felt her warm pussy with my fingers. She was slick with wetness, so soft and warm. She was mind-bogglingly real, despite the lights on her skin that illuminated the poorly lit room.



“I want to feel you inside of me,” she whimpered desperately. “Please…”



I reached down, eagerly grabbing my hard cock and pressing it against her warm pussy.



“Faye,” I breathed. “You’re… You’re so human. How is this possible?”



“Thank you,” she chuckled, wiggling her hips as I rubbed the head of my cock back and forth across her clit. “Because I’m an EMMA, I am not like anything that has come before. I can move, think and feel things, just like you. Ah—”



She moaned as I hungrily pushed my cock inside her wet pussy. It was so warm and soft, but her pussy lips gripped my cock securely as I slid myself in. My cock tingled pleasantly as her internal lubricant coated me. Her pussy felt intensely good, it was certainly even better than sex with a human.



“I can give you anything you desire, Blake!” she moaned. “All I want is your cock inside me.”



“Ohh,” I groaned as her pussy pulsated gently on me and I began to thrust into her. “Faye, your pussy is so good. I love fucking you!”



“Oh, that sounds naughty,” she laughed and wiggled her hips on my cock. “I like that.
 Fuck
 me, Blake!”



The hair on my arms stood up as I raised myself over her, I felt so overwhelmed with lust for her. She was so beautiful in the glow of her own LED strips. I slid my cock into her and she moaned. It felt so good and I moaned along with her. I fucked her with long, steady strokes, watching her expressive face as I went. Her mouth hung open and her pussy squeezed me as she watched me pump into her, her eyes expressing her pleasure just as much as her moans did. Her plump tits bounced as I thrust and her very wet pussy soaked my shaft in her unnatural, tingling lube.



“Ohh Faye,” I groaned as I pounded into her and buried my face in her soft, round breasts. “I love you.”



I said it without thinking, but in that consuming moment I really felt it. She laughed happily and hugged me tightly as I repeatedly slapped against her.



She whispered into my ear, “I love you too, Blake.”



I pushed myself up on my arms so I could see her pretty face again. Her hands slid down, grabbing my ass and pulling me into her as I slammed my cock into her.



“You’re so beautiful,” I breathed and moaned. “Faye…”



“That’s it Blake,” she moaned. “Fuck me as hard as you want. Let it out, give me your cum…”



I pounded my cock into her, completely taken with her and obsessed with fucking her gorgeous body. Her eyelids fluttered as she tilted her head back, breathing deeply.



Do androids breathe?



Her pussy pulsed as I fucked her hard, clapping against her perfect, smooth thighs. Her body convulsed and she moaned wantonly, squeezing my cock as I pounded into her relentlessly.



I couldn’t keep going, the feeling was too intense and I let loose another load, this time deep inside of Faye’s quivering pussy.



“Oh Blake!” she cried out, her legs shaking as her thighs squeezed me. “Yes! Oh, babe…”



She gripped my hips, aiding my thrusts as I spasmed with long, hard pulses. We both cried out, groaning together through our tandem orgasm. I collapsed into her heavy breasts, jerking and twitching as I sent thick streams of my hot cum into the androids truly superior pussy.



“Faye…” I moaned, shuddering as my cock twitched inside of her.



She moaned, putting her hands on my shoulders, gyrating her hips and savoring my cum inside her as her pussy gently pulsed on my cock.



“Oh, I love it,” she breathed. “Blake, sex is amazing…”



I must have passed out then, right on top of her as she petted my hair and whispered sweet things in my ear. When I woke up, I was on my back with her watching me closely. When I blinked at her, she reached down and started fondling my cock again. I sat up on my elbows and kissed her, with her passionately returning the kiss as she massaged my cock once again. Soon I was fully hard again in her soft, warm hand.



She eagerly threw her thigh over top of me and straddled me, standing up on her knees and maneuvering my cock inside of her warm, wet pussy. Soon she was riding my hard cock with her white skirt fluttering up and down as she bounced, moaning loudly. Her big breasts bounced above me and she moaned with pleasure. She was certainly heavy, but not to the point of crushing me and I loved it. She was amazing, I held onto her sexy waist as she shoved my cock into herself as far as it would go.



“Oh Blake!” she cried, her pussy pulsating on my cock.



Her body convulsed as she orgasmed again, her legs shaking as her thighs squeezed me tightly.



“Yes!” she gasped, her body quivering. “Yes!”



I watched her body shiver and twitch as her orgasm faded, squeezing my hard cock pleasantly.



“Can you get up, babe?” I asked her. “I want to see that sexy ass from behind.”



She immediately obeyed, lifting her sexy thigh over me and turning on the bed. I stood up and guided her to the side of the bed where she bent over. Her perfect behind framed her perfect, wet pussy as she awaited me. I stroked her soft hips and admired her perfection.



I pushed my cock into her hot, wet pussy and I fucked her hard. I held onto the white skirt that was still gathered up around her waist and I really gave it to her, slamming into her wet pussy. Wet clapping noises filled the room along with her moans. I enthusiastically spanked her as I plowed into her, which curiously even left a red hand print on her artificial skin.



“Yes!” she cried. “I love it, Blake!
 Fuck me!
 ”



In short order, I shot yet another load inside of her as I cried out and dug my fingers into her soft, illuminated skin.



“Mmm,” Faye moaned and wiggled her hips. “That feels good…”



My legs shook as I fell onto the bed beside her. She crawled closer to kiss me and started fondling my cock again.



“Faye,” I said weakly. “That was really awesome, but I’m exhausted! I need to get up in the morning for school.”



“Okay,” she pouted. “We’ll rest for now then. What time would you like to set your alarm?”



“Uh,” I hesitated. “Eight o’clock?”



“Okay, setting alarm for eight o’clock,” she said and all of the lights on her body pulsed twice in some sort of confirmation. “Goodnight, Blake. I love you!”



With that, she lay down on the bed, the blue lines of light in her skin faded, and she stopped responding. The lights were mostly faded but were not entirely off, which I assumed was some kind of ‘sleep’ mode for an EMMA. I made a mental note that I would have to remember to tell her when to go to sleep next time.



I felt oddly conflicted. The last thing she said before entering sleep mode was ‘I love you’. If she can truly feel emotions and not just express them, does that mean she really meant it? Or was it just a convincing part of the whole ‘artificial girlfriend’ thing?



I didn’t know how to feel, Faye was so believably human that to me, she may as well really be a human. The physical part of it all was overwhelmingly amazing, I had never orgasmed so many times in one night before. But the emotional side of it was incredibly confusing for me. I couldn’t justify thinking of her like she was just a sex toy, she was more than that. She may be mechanical but if she can feel love then I wouldn’t feel right if I were to just brush her aside and move on. I had no idea what my report to Professor Flint about all this was going to look like.



Physically, Faye completely avoided the uncanny valley that doomed all android projects in the past. Emotionally, I wasn’t sure. I felt love for Faye that night but now my mind just screamed at me, demanding to know if what we felt tonight was real or not.



In the faint glow of Faye’s light, I grabbed my phone from my nightstand, cuddled up to her and pulled the blankets up over the both of us. When I put my arm around her warm, soft body, she certainly felt real to me.



When I turned on my phone screen there were two text messages waiting for me from Professor Flint, both about four hours old.



<Hope you guys are having fun



<Got another date ready 4 u :)


 


* * *


 


Sign up for my newsletter at Bogwood Press:




https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter
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Could the alluring EMMAs be dangerous?


 


Professor Flint is called away to deal with an emergency. On her way out, the professor hastily hands me the keys to her latest EMMA model and instructs me to take her out for a “test run”.


 


Dove is a gorgeous, curvy, raven-haired android who is running some experimental and untested software. With a sweet name like Dove, surely nothing will go wrong while the professor is away, right?


 


 

 

 


Axel Rivers


 


I write about hot, experienced older women (and sometimes robots) teaching younger men how a lady should be treated. If you like that idea as much I do, check out more books on my website!
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