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About


 


My friend warned me about her…


 


I just started university yesterday and my ridiculously hot robotic engineering professor has already enlisted my help with a side project. When I realize that the extracurricular activity she is referring to is in my pants, I’m totally on board! My first time with a beautiful, experienced older woman like her? Yes, please!


 


But I quickly learn that Professor Flint has quite a few secret projects that seem like they could be really dangerous. I promised to keep her secrets, but I find myself wishing that I listened to my friend. I’m not sure what I’ve gotten myself into and I’m starting to get the impression that she is some kind of mad scientist…


 


Note:
 While this book introduces the plot for the series, there’s no actual robot action in this one. It is still an older woman younger man story.


 


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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Preview


 


“Ah thank you,” she chuckled and cleared her throat, accepting the bottle of water. “Yeah, I usually bring water but I forgot today.”



“I’m Blake,” I said bashfully as I turned to my desk and bent over to pick up my backpack. “I just wanted to tell you the lecture was very interesting!”



“Blake,” she nodded, as if she were digesting my name. She took a drink, then she leaned on her desk and cocked her hip to one side. “You might have been the only one taking notes.”



“Really?” I said in confusion. “How could anyone not want to remember this stuff?”



“I know, right?” Professor Flint said with sudden excitement as she leaned forward, but then she calmed herself and appeared thoughtful. “Say, would you like to see something I’ve been working on? But only if you promise not to tell anyone about it.”



I felt a jolt of anxiety, Justin’s urgent but vague warning flashing through my thoughts. He tended to overreact and he never specified
 why
 I should stay away from her, so I couldn’t really convince myself to take him seriously. She was nice and she seemed to like me, so I pushed through my usual cloud of nervous resistance.



“Well,” I said with a smile. I paused to swallow, my throat suddenly very dry. “Yeah, that would be cool!”



I could hear Justin’s voice screaming at me in my head but he sounded very, very far away.



“Great!” the professor beamed happily at me. “Just let me get my stuff together here.”



There was a silence as she shuffled all of her things neatly into her briefcase. I looked around and realized that the classroom was already empty.



“Done,” she smiled at me as she pulled the long strap of her briefcase over her shoulder, then excitedly jostled my arm. “I love being in my lab, let’s go!”
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<bro DO NOT get alone with prof flint. I know she’s hot but she’s trouble!!!



It was only the second day of my robotics engineering course and I was excited to see my gorgeous new teacher again. I even told my friend Justin about her, but his reactions were not at all what I expected. I was both incredulous and apprehensive as I considered the last text message he sent me. I got off the bus and made my way across the university parking lot, wondering what he meant with this cryptic warning.



I was early so I walked idly as I wrote a text back to him.



>why what happened??



I stuffed my phone into my pants pocket and straightened my posture. The slight breeze was invigorating. I held my head up high and took a refreshing breath as I walked. The sky was a clear, peaceful blue and somewhere there was a songbird madly going through it’s entire repertoire.



I yanked the door open and followed the same route to my
 Modern Robotics
 class that I discovered the previous day. Students and teachers milled about getting their days started, each with their own tasks and schedules to adhere to. I saw several people holding coffee cups and I resolved that I would figure out where they came from.



The university was huge and sprawling, so it took a few minutes, several turns and a flight of stairs to find the correct room again. I only had to backtrack once in my quest to find it, much unlike the previous day when I became hopelessly lost and had to ask someone for directions.



On my first day, I timidly pried the door open but today I pulled it open with confidence. The room wasn’t large, just a blackboard and desk at the front, with a five-by-six grid of student desks facing forward.



I stopped in the doorway to survey the room. Other students were milling about and conversing, cliques already forming. I wasn’t trying to join in with any of them, because I was only interested in one person.



I heard the door open behind me and I felt a waft of air laced with an intoxicating perfume pass by me and cause the hair on my arms to stand up. I knew it was her before I even saw her.



The stunning Professor Sherry Flint.



I inhaled the sweet air that she graced with her passing as I drifted over to a seat in the front row. The desk was just a simple writing surface with a hinge to allow one easier access to the chair. I lifted the top, sat down and started rummaging through my backpack as I dumbly watched Professor Flint pulling papers and books out of her leather briefcase. Just seeing her put me in a mild state of shock.



The older woman had such a smooth, adorable face for a woman her age. She wore thin, black rimmed glasses and tastefully applied makeup with an eye-catching red lipstick as the cherry on top. Her golden curls bounced lazily around her shoulders as she neatly arranged her materials on her desk. She wore a baby blue camisole top with a long, high-waisted gray skirt that hugged her hips and thighs. She had curves that could render a man helpless. My eyes traced them upwards until they settled on her full, round breasts. Reducing her to just her appearance wasn’t fair, since I knew how very smart she was but one simply could not ignore her overwhelming physical beauty.



Once I produced a working pen and my notebook, I quickly arranged my backpack under my seat and folded the desk down to hide my physical excitement at seeing my cherished professor again. I looked away from her with a blush, feeling very much like the virgin I was.



Of course, getting a boner in class. Not nightmare fuel at all.



I felt a vibration. Grateful for the distraction, I fished my phone out of my pocket and I found Justin’s reply to my earlier text.



<school buried it, we’re not supposed to say sht. just DONT help her w her ‘research’ fr



With slight annoyance I silenced my phone, turned the screen off and shoved the phone back in my pocket. I was certain Justin was being overly dramatic, especially since he wouldn’t actually explain why I should avoid Professor Flint.



When I looked up, she was leaning on her desk and watching me with an adorable smile on her face. Her cleavage was grandly apparent and I was unable to maintain her gaze, so I looked away with a grin and blushed even harder. I felt like I was about to burst into flames.



“Welcome back to
 Modern Robotics 101,”
 she announced clearly over the din as she looked at the watch on her wrist. “Everybody sit down now and let’s get going.”



The cacophony of voices died down amongst the sound of desks, backpack zippers and scattered conversations ending. Once underway, Professor Flint conducted the class as a lecture so I took as many notes as I could. Judging from the noises that the class made, most of the students did not expect the information she covered to be as heavy as it was. Surely, the class was intense, but I still found it all very interesting. The professor being a bombshell certainly helped.



As the ninety-minute lecture came to a close, relief flooded through the class. Everyone breathed a collective sigh of relief, gathered their things up quickly and started to flee the room.



“The weekly labs will involve actual soldering,” Professor Flint raised her voice to be heard over the stampede. “Please remember that there will be a ‘no-extensions’ policy!”



I abandoned my backpack, leaving the classroom to visit a vending machine and bought a bottle of water. To return, I had to fight my way through the flow of students who were milling out of the room like cattle.



Professor Flint was busily putting papers back into her briefcase as I shyly approached her desk.



“Hi Professor Flint, it seemed like your voice was getting tired at the end there,” I said as I offered her the bottle of water.



“Ah thank you,” she chuckled and cleared her throat, accepting the gift. “Yeah, I usually bring water but I forgot today.”



“I’m Blake,” I said bashfully as I turned to my desk and bent over to pick up my backpack. “I just wanted to tell you the lecture was very interesting!”



“Blake,” she nodded, as if she were digesting my name. She took a drink, then she leaned on her desk and cocked her hip to one side. “You might have been the only one taking notes.”



“Really?” I said in confusion. “How could anyone not want to remember this stuff?”



“I know, right?” Professor Flint said with sudden excitement as she leaned forward, but then she calmed herself and appeared thoughtful. “Say, would you like to see something I’ve been working on? But only if you promise not to tell anyone about it.”



I felt a jolt of anxiety, Justin’s urgent but vague warning flashing through my thoughts. He tended to overreact and he never specified
 why
 I should stay away from her, so I couldn’t really convince myself to take him seriously. She was nice and she seemed to like me, so I pushed through my usual cloud of nervous resistance.



“Well,” I said with a smile. I paused to swallow, my throat suddenly very dry. “Yeah, that would be cool!”



I could hear Justin’s voice screaming at me in my head but he sounded very, very far away.



“Great!” the professor beamed happily at me. “Just let me get my shit together here.”



It felt strange to hear her swear so casually, but I brushed it off because I wanted to seem mature too. There was a silence as she shuffled all of her things neatly into her briefcase. I looked around and realized that the classroom was already empty.



“Done,” she smiled at me as she pulled the long strap of her briefcase over her shoulder, then excitedly jostled my arm. “I love being in my lab, let’s go!”



Her energy was infectious as Professor Flint led the way, pushing the door open confidently and making a hard left. She walked at a brisk pace, like she had no time to waste. I stepped up my pace to match hers, but she still pulled ahead of me.



I watched her round behind swaying as she walked, her tight skirt hugging her thighs in a tantalizing way. She looked back at me over her shoulder, past her blonde curls with a sweet, knowing smile. I felt like I truly would have done anything for her in that moment.



In my distracted state, I lost track of where we were headed after a few minutes. We were in some less frequented part of the school, a place where the lighting flickered and the lockers lining the hallways seemed dusty. Only spiders knew that we were there.



“This isn’t the lab the class will be using,” Professor Flint said as she paused by an unmarked door to browse her set of keys. “The school lets me use this area for my… projects.”



“That’s nice of them,” I said absently as I looked around, trying to regain my bearings.



“Come on,” the professor said, unlocking the door and bouncing inside. “I’ve wanted to show somebody this for a while!”



I allowed my backpack to slip off my shoulders as I entered the room. Sherry swiftly closed and locked the door behind me, which I didn’t give a second thought because I was too amazed at the sight of her impressive private laboratory.



To my untrained eyes, the whole room was a confusing blend of chaos and order. Bundles of wires were strewn all over the room, both overhead and taped to the floor in bundles. It was partly a mess with half-assembled electronics, wires, circuit boards, several objects jury-rigged in strange ways and tools scattered across a few tables in the middle of the room. The well-organized outside edges of the room were lined with neatly maintained computer stations, blinking lights, displays and large, oddly shaped devices with mysterious purposes. The entire room just hummed with idle machinery and cooling fans.



I hung up my backpack on a hook beside the door. When I was able to peel my eyes off the spectacle of all the strange equipment, I looked at Professor Flint in confusion.



“Cool, isn’t it?” the professor was grinning and she gazed around the room at her own work. “Thanks for coming to check it out, I don’t get to share this with many people.”



“What—” I stumbled over my words, looking around again. “What is all—what do you do in here?”



“
 Androids
 ,” she said, interlacing her fingers together and practically vibrating with excitement. “I’m building actual, smart, people-shaped robots!”



I tried to find a response but my jaw only flapped noiselessly as I eyeballed the wide variety of technology in the room. I noticed the name EMMA scrawled in big letters across one corner of the blackboard, with the rest of the space filled with complicated calculations and notes. The walls were covered with diagrams and blueprints.



“I have some great frames now, power sources and I already have a pretty good AI going for them,” she continued rapidly. “I just need some help with adjustments and testing. That’s where you come in.”



“Me?” I said in surprise as I whirled back around to face her. “How can
 I
 possibly help with stuff like this?”



“Playtesting,” she said, pushing her plump bosom out towards me. “But first, I think you’re going to need a proper human baseline to start with.”



“Play—” I tried to ask another question, but I was cut off as Professor Flint lunged at me and planted her soft lips firmly against mine.



The kiss was amazing, but I stumbled back a little in surprise before catching myself. She held fast and pressed her large breasts against me. I was a bit taller than her, so she stood on her toes as she leaned into me. Her lips tasted like fruity candy. As her tongue explored mine, my tension melted away and my hands settled gingerly onto her waist.



“Professor—” I said, managing to pull back slightly.



“Call me Sherry for now,” she smiled as she looked down, lifted my shirt and began fiddling with my pants. “But in class you should call me professor.”



“Uh, Sherry—” I began to panic a little as her fingers deftly unfastened my belt. “Of course I want to… do stuff with you but… What’s happening?”



“I can tell you’re a virgin,” she said, her voice dripping with honey. “Right?”



My face burned with embarrassment as I replied, “Well, yes—”



“So you’re going to need a baseline for comparison if you’re going to test out my sex bots,” she said as she sent my belt clattering across the lab floor and gave me a sultry smile. “Plus, I
 love
 virgins.”



Sex bots?



She was unbuttoning my pants and my body was already visibly excited for her. I couldn’t believe that my fantasy about her was already coming true! It was a strange way for it to happen, but I was absolutely ready to lose my virginity to the sexiest woman I had ever met.



I nervously leaned in to kiss her, now fully accepting her advances and she chuckled with glee as she threw her arms around my neck in embrace. No longer supported in any way, my pants fell to the floor as my hands groped her round ass and hips. My heart pounded and her body felt so good and warm in my hands. My hardening cock pressed against her as she pulled back from our kiss.



“Tell me the truth,” the professor said playfully as she pulled her shirt over her head. “You’ve already masturbated while thinking about me, haven’t you?”



I stared at her large tits, they were so plump and smooth. She somehow had me dead to rights.



“Yeah,” I nodded, blushing as I opened up to her. “I dreamed about you, so when I woke up I just had to jerk off. You’re incredible, Prof—Sherry…”



“Ha,” she smiled triumphantly as she reached behind herself and unfastened her bra. “I knew it.”



Her tits fell only slightly as they lost support from the bra and she tossed it aside. I was speechless and absorbed in staring at them as she pulled my shirt up over my own head. With a smile, she took my hands and placed them on her beautiful breasts. She watched my face as I fondled her glorious breasts and traced her nipples, causing her to jump and gasp slightly. I inhaled sharply as her fingers brushed the tip of my hard cock through my boxers, which brought a smile to her face.



“Mmm, this is exciting,” she purred as she hungrily fondled my cock through the fabric. “You’re already so hard for me…”



I felt out of my mind with lust, I was so hard and desperate for her as I leaned in to kiss her again. She laughed happily, pulling my boxers clear of my hard cock as we kissed and dropped them down my legs. I grunted in surprise at the feeling as her warm hand took hold of my shaft.



“That’s a nice, thick cock…” she whispered as I found a zipper at the back of her skirt and she began to massage my shaft. “You want to fuck me, Blake?”



“Yes Sherry,” I groaned, jittering with anticipation as I pulled the zipper down behind her. “I want to fuck you so bad…”



Her long skirt fell to the floor and she looked stunning standing there in her white panties, like something out of my dreams. She stepped out of her dress where it lay crumpled on the floor and smoothly lowered herself to her knees.



I didn’t know what to do, I felt like I should do something but the professor was all the way down on the floor. She confidently took my cock into her mouth, looking up at me with her smoldering blue eyes.



“Oh my god,” I said in surprise at the intense feeling, squeezing my eyes shut as her lips teased the head of my cock. “Wow, Sherry, that’s—”



I just groaned and my heart pounded, a surge of warmth spreading through me. I stared at her dumbly and with nothing else to do, my hands stroked her blonde curls. Her tongue danced around the head of my cock as her head bounced up and down. Her manipulating my tip caused me to moan and twitch.



She seemed amused by my reactions as she skillfully sucked on my cock. She looked up at me with smiling eyes as she licked and sucked on my tip. She teased the head of my cock with her lips, lovingly and patiently taking it into her mouth and as she slowly increased her pace. I just stared at her in amazement, groaning. I was lost in her eyes as I watched her stretch her lips around my very hard cock, teasing my shaft with her wet tongue. Saliva shamelessly dripped down her chin and onto her impressive breasts.



Looking up at me, she held my tip in her mouth and flicked her tongue across the sensitive area on the underside of my cock and my body shuddered with the sensation. She looked so beautiful on her knees with my cock in her mouth, her thick thighs spread beneath her and her heavy bosom jiggling with each movement.



Her lips then slid all the way down my shaft, finally accepting me fully.



“Oh shit,” I moaned. “Sherry…”



Her wet mouth was so amazing that I felt delirious and I gripped her head in my hands as I thrust my hips. I just wanted to fuck her mouth and let loose my load, I desired more and more of her as my excitement intensified. Her eyes widened slightly as my cock touched the back of her throat, but her lips held on to me tightly as I pumped my cock into her red lips with more urgency. I groaned, her hot mouth mesmerizing me as I gripped her hair and slid my cock across her soft, wet tongue.



Professor Flint pushed me back, making a sucking noise as my cock wetly popped out of her lips. She wiped her eyes and mouth, then looked up at me with a smile.



“Somebody is excited,” she laughed, taking my hand as she stood up and then sauntered gracefully over to one of the tables.



“Sorry, I—” I began.



“Shush, you’re doing great! Come,” she said, pulling her panties down teasingly and then bending over the table to let me see her sexy behind. “I think it’s time we move this lesson over here.”



I wordlessly advanced, my hard cock pointing at her. Her tight pussy framed by incredible thighs looked amazing. When I placed my hands on her plump ass cheeks she turned around, hopping up to sit on the table. She spread her legs for me and pulled me in, her warm thighs welcoming me. I ran my hands over them, sliding up the curve of her hips and fondling her plump breasts.



The smell of her intoxicated me and I looked down as my hard cock touched the warmth of her wet pussy. I was simply amazed that I was about to lose my virginity to such a beautiful woman.



“Go ahead sweetie,” the professor urged me and stroked my hair. “You can fuck me just like you imagined.”



She was so beautiful and encouraging. As she smiled at me I looked back down, took my cock in my hand and I pushed it right past her glistening, wet pussy lips. I heard her gasp as the head of my cock disappeared easily inside of her, her wetness so slippery and she felt so overwhelmingly warm. It was a surge of sensation that flooded my body and I felt a slight tremor go through Professor Flint as her fingers dug into my forearms.



“Mmm, yeah. Take note of how this feels,” Professor Flint said, taking a deep breath. “Fuck me… like I’m your toy. Like my whole purpose is for your pleasure.”



Her pussy was all I could focus on as I explored her body. It hugged my cock tightly, stretching around my shaft. I groaned, pulling back and pushing into her again, the wetness allowing my cock to slide even deeper inside of her. She was so warm and wet inside, it was like she fit perfectly onto my cock. I couldn’t even begin to fathom my good luck, being allowed to have sex with the sexiest teacher at the university. My whole body felt hot. Each time I thrust, I could work my way deeper inside of her tight pussy.



“Professor,” I grunted as I thrust myself as far into her pussy as I could. “Your pussy is so much better than I imagined!”



“Oh, you’re so hard,” she moaned, gyrating her hips a little as I hilted myself deep inside her again. “Your thick cock feels so good inside me, Blake…”



We kissed deeply as I savored being inside of her warm pussy. I held it there, but the professor wanted more and began to push and pull at me, urging me to move.



“Come on,” she moaned hungrily and rocked her hips. “Fuck me, Blake…”



“Sherry,” I moaned as I picked up the hypnotic movement, thrusting along with her. “You’re going to make me cum if you keep moving like that!”



“I want you to cum,” she whispered into my ear as she leaned forward and held me close. “Fuck me hard and cum inside me Blake…”



I shivered with excitement at her words and I groaned as an intense feeling rose inside of me, a deep urge that words cannot express. Her filthy commands got the best of me and I obeyed her. I pumped my hips against her, her slick folds warmly accepting my cock. I looked down at her pussy and my shaft was soaked with her juices as it plunged into her tight pussy.



Professor Flint leaned back on her hands, watching me with a smile as I thrust eagerly into her. Her large breasts jiggled and drew my attention, so I bent down and took her perfect nipple into my mouth, sucking on it as I wetly thrust into her.



She moaned, rocking her hips in time with my movements. I felt deeply connected to her and my excitement only grew as her pussy clenched and squeezed my cock. Her cheeks were pink and she watched my cock intently as I pounded into her.



“Don’t stop,” she panted, her breaths becoming shorter and ragged.



There was no way I could stop, anyway. I held her body firmly by the hips as I slapped against her tight pussy with long, full strokes. Wetness covered her thighs and mine. She threw her head back, shaking and moaning loudly as she enjoyed my cock. I felt proud of myself that I could make her feel this way, so I doubled my efforts in slamming my cock into her. I wanted her to feel as good as she made me feel.



“Ohh fuck,” I groaned, helpless with desire for her.



Clapping noises filled the laboratory as her body began to twitch and shiver as she moaned. Her thighs squeezed me firmly as her body jerked forward and she held me tightly in an embrace as she cried out. Her pussy spasmed on me and I fought to continue fucking her despite how tightly her arms and thighs held me.



“Oh fuck yes!” she cried out and her pussy spasmed as I felt a heat rising from deep inside of me.



Completely lost in the feel of her body, her warmth, and our closeness, I roughly slammed my cock into her like she asked me to. Squeezing my eyes shut, I savored the feeling and I fucked her like she was mine, my own personal plaything. The heat and building pressure inside of me drove me mad with pleasure. Her legs shook and her quivering, spasming pussy drew my own orgasm quickly to the surface. I gripped her hips as I thrust into her hard and fast, until I could no longer hold back and shot my load deep inside of her warm pussy.



“Oh yes!” she cried out again as I groaned.



I was flooded with a wave of tingling warmth. My cock spasmed, my whole body jerked forward hard and I buried my face in her shoulder and golden curls as long, hard pulses surged through my body. I kept thrusting, despite suddenly losing all of my rhythm and power. She held me close, moaning and stroking my hair as I sent stream after stream of my hot cum into her. Soon I completely ran out of steam and I deflated, feebly trying to keep fucking her as I rested my head against her ample bosom.



“That’s good,” she purred into my ear and petted me as my body twitched. “Very good, Blake.”



“Sherry,” I mumbled weakly. “That was amazing!”



“I love the feeling of your hot cum inside me!” she exclaimed. “I came pretty hard too, very well done Blake.”



It felt strange to be commended for a job well done with something like this. I stumbled back a bit as her thighs released me and my cock slipped out of her. I was pretty much dazed, my head spinning with thoughts of finally losing my virginity to such a gorgeous woman. I already wanted to fuck her again.



Sherry, completely naked, trotted over to me and handed me some wet paper towels. I didn’t even realize she had gone to get them.



“You can use this, but there’s a sink over there if you want,” she gestured to one side of the lab as she attempted to clean herself. “Wow babe, you came alot. I’ll be right back!”



She quickly pulled on a long lab coat and bounced out of the room. I wiped myself and properly cleaned off using water from the sink. Feeling relaxed and refreshed, I found my clothes scattered around the room and pulled them on again. I gathered the professor’s things as well, putting them on the table as neatly as I could. I also decided to clean up the wet spots that we left on the table and floor.



Soon Sherry returned and she hung up her lab coat by the door, next to my backpack. Her naked breasts bouncing, she trotted over to me and gave me a warm hug. We smiled at each other and she gave me a sweet kiss. I was sure I was in love. Her body felt like it perfectly fit mine as we held each other. She released me, went over to the table and I was granted another opportunity to admire her sexy body.



“Aw, thanks hun!” she said, gesturing at her neatly arranged clothes and smiling at me.



God, she’s so beautiful.



I tried to etch her perfect naked body into my memory. I watched her dress and she knew it, so she took her time. She made a show out of it for me, like some kind of backwards striptease. We laughed together and I felt that she must be the perfect woman.



What could Justin have against her?



“Sherry, I can’t believe I’m getting turned on watching you put clothes
 on
 ,” I joked. “Seems backwards.”



She laughed and winked at me, making a final adjustment to her camisole before grabbing her lab coat again. Then she grabbed a second one, tossing it over to me.



“Now I can show you what I’m working on! Put this on,” she said excitedly as she put on her own coat. “Good to make a habit of wearing a lab coat when working with sensitive stuff like this.”



“How sensitive is it?” I wondered aloud as I curiously pulled on the long, white coat.



“Just… don’t touch anything yet,” she said. “Her skin is still curing, but she’ll be ready really soon.”



“Okay, no problem,” I said but I had a strange feeling in the pit of my stomach.



Skin?



“There’s still some nanobots unaccounted for,” she said offhandedly as she led me to one side of the lab. “So, yeah. Seriously, don’t touch
 anything
 over here for now.”



“What happens if I, uh… touch nanobots?” my voice cracked nervously as my eyes darted around in sudden concern, pointlessly searching for the tiny elusive creatures.



I jammed my hands into my lab coat pockets, so I wouldn’t accidentally touch and subsequently get eaten alive by any rogue nanobots.



“Oh, those little buggers?” she chuckled. “Trust me, they’ll let you know!”



Instead of elaborating on that, she stifled what was apparently a cackle and pulled a curtain aside that I didn’t even notice was there earlier.



“Meet Faye!” Professor Flint announced, beaming with pride and gesturing grandly at her creation.



To my great surprise, there stood an eerily beautiful naked woman.



“What?” I said and stumbled backwards a step, completely unsure of how I should react. “What am I looking at? Is she okay?”



“She’s okay, she’s Faye!” the professor laughed at her own rhyme. “Faye is my first totally stable Emotional Matrix Model Android, or EMMA for short.”



“Stable?” I pried, my anxiety picking up on the key word. “So, there were unstable ones?”



“Erm,” she mumbled with a shrug. “AI like this is an iterative process, can’t make an omelet without breaking a few eggs…”



“What’s the story with those ones?” I insisted.



“They were unstable,” Professor Flint said, sounding annoyed. “They went a little berserk, okay? It happens. When you put a ghost in the shell, problems should be expected. But that’s a story for another day. Faye here is the
 perfect
 sex bot and we don’t need to worry one bit about those incidents happening again.”



I was still worried.



Berserk… sex bot… incidents?



“What incidents?” I asked one more time, but I had already given up hope that she would tell me. “She really looks human…”



The EMMA quietly stood perfectly still with her arms out in an A-pose and her eyes closed. She had wavy, shoulder-length blonde hair like the professor but more pale, almost white. She had an ample bosom and sexy hips, also not unlike the professor’s. In fact, she looked very similar to Professor Flint although the face itself was different, but she was wearing red lipstick like the professor. She looked oddly beautiful and serene, standing there as if asleep and awaiting the kiss of a prince to awaken her. It was such a strange feeling to be seeing something like this up close. I was so conflicted and confused at this novel technology.



“Isn’t Faye gorgeous?” the professor smiled adoringly at her pet project, ignoring my previous question. “You’re going to love her.”



Upon my second take, I realized that the android didn’t really look entirely human. Despite being completely covered in a layer of something closely resembling skin, there were some strange features that set her apart. The biggest clue should have been the myriad of painful-looking wires plugged into the back and side of her head, neck and fingertips as she slept. There was an open area on her head where some cables plugged in, revealing a metal skull and several small pulsing and blinking LED lights. Faint, intricate circles, dots and lines traced all over her body that resembled pale blue circuitry under her skin. There were some other obvious lines on her that cut deep into her skin and appeared to divide her skin into separate panels around her joints and torso. Her skin was incredibly soft-looking, smooth and unnaturally perfect. I felt a little afraid but I reached out my hand anyway, mesmerized by this thing and wanting to know what it felt like…



“I said don’t touch!” the professor blurted out and slapped my hand down before I could touch the sleeping EMMA. “Sorry. Not yet. Like I said, her skin is curing still and I don’t want any fingerprints embedded in her.”



It all felt too weird. Amazing, but so weird that I just couldn’t believe it. Rogue nanobots, berserk androids, sex bots? What next?



“You’re messing with me,” I said and shook my head. “This can’t be real, this is like… Like some kind of doll. You can’t really call it an android, can you?. That technology doesn’t exist... Right?”



“You’re my playtester, so you can call Faye a doll if that helps,” Professor Flint grinned. “But the world’s first synthetic consciousness android is so much more than that!”


 


* * *


 


You can’t miss what happens next…



Stay tuned to the electrifying
 Hotwired
 series below with
 Hard Drive!


 


Sign up for my newsletter at Bogwood Press:




https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter
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GET YOUR COPY



 


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 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?



 

 

 


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!




 



https://www.bogwoodpress.com/
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