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About

Okay, she may be over four hundred years old, but she’s still sexy as hell.

My only hope now is the Spark. She’s a genius inventor, the mother of all synthetic consciousness, and the most influential person in the world. The mistake I made even affected her personally, so why would she ever listen to me?

I’m in prison, but at least now I know I deserve it. If I have a new mind and a new body, am I still guilty?

How am I supposed to reach out and change the mind of someone who has achieved the status of a goddess?

Read Only Heart is a sci-fi cyberpunk android harem adventure series set in the year 2390, featuring hot android women showing a lucky guy how to give it to them the way they deserve!
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Preview

Yes, just act like you belong here…

I turned a corner, making a beeline for the stairwell. The door opened without any issues.

Not wanting to risk being trapped in an elevator, I climbed up seventeen floors using the stairs. I had to take a break, catching my breath while I wondered if I was making a huge mistake.

No. I’ll reset all those cheaters’ scores so they’ll have to live like the rest of us.

I carefully checked the stairs door for alarms, and I found the switch in an upper corner of the door.

I stuck a strong magnetic device to the wall above it, to prevent the alarm from sounding. I couldn’t remove the magnet while the door was open, so I was forced to leave it behind for the time being and I planned to exit smoothly the way I came in.

I walked swiftly but calmly, following the map that was in my head and trying not to look at any of the people who were there that day. I crossed a large room filled with cubicles, and it was just buzzing with the activity of people working.

I turned another few corners and finally, my first destination was in sight. I carefully checked the next door for more alarms before trying the handle. It wouldn’t open, but I was able to jimmy the lock quickly without drawing any attention.

Inside, I quickly jammed the door with a chair and breathed a sigh of relief. My heart was pounding, I felt cornered in that room, and I wasn’t sure how much time I would have once I deactivated the firewalls.

I scanned the security room, which was filled with screens and control panels. I pulled a second chair up to a keyboard, carefully looking around for what I needed.

Bingo.
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“They can’t keep getting away with this,” I said, looking up at Elen.

“I know,” Elen said, coming to my side and putting her hand on my shoulder. “It’s unfair. Life has never been fair.”

I sat at the kitchen table in my apartment, poring over yet another infuriating article I had found. I don’t know why I did this to myself.

“They pretend to be just a media company,” I went on, dropping my tablet on the table in disgust and gesturing angrily at it. “But their real money comes from fluffing the scores of these corrupt celebrities. If people can artificially boost their social scores, how is that fair? What’s the point of everyone having a score at all then?”

“But we’re talking about billionaires. That’s a massive corporation that works for very rich people,” Elen said in a soothing voice, rubbing my shoulder. “What can people like us do?”

“It’s just to keep the wealthy rich,” I continued, ignoring Elen’s question. “And to keep us poors where we are.”

“It’s unfair, but fretting over it only hurts you,” Elen repeated as she moved away, scratching the back of my neck affectionately. “It’s better not to worry about things you can’t change, you’ll just drive yourself mad.”

I silently watched her move to the living room and turn on the wall screen.

“Come relax, babe,” Elen beckoned to me as she reclined on the couch. “Let’s watch our show.”

I loved her, and I knew her attitude was the better one. Elen was very smart, and she was usually right when she gave me advice.

“Okay,” I nodded, heaving a sigh. “Just a minute.”

I looked down at the tablet, scanning over the article. Elen was usually right about most things but this time, she was wrong about one thing.

There was something I could do about this.

I tapped on a file provided by the anonymous person who wrote the article I was reading. After a moment, it opened to reveal a set of blueprints for a very specific building in my city.

Fabula Corporation.

I was obsessed. I studied those blueprints for a month, until they were burned into my memory. I compared them to real images, visited the site a few times, and I came up with the most ill-advised plan of my life.

I knew I couldn’t tell Elen about it. I couldn’t get her involved and I knew that she would certainly talk me out of it. So instead of going to work one day, I paid a visit to my new friends.

The Fabula Corporation sign on the building glowed green, and it glared down at me disapprovingly. The property had a wide courtyard for parking vehicles, and it was adorned lavishly with grass, stone benches, an elaborate fountain, and even some of the world’s few remaining trees. They even had a river flowing through it all with a bridge separating the park area from the parking lot.

A security drone buzzed overhead as I crossed the bridge, and no one paid me any mind at all. I walked straight into the lobby, nodding pleasantly at the receptionist there and continued walking right on by.

Yes, just act like you belong here…

I turned a corner, making a beeline for the stairwell. The door opened without any issues.

Not wanting to risk being trapped in an elevator, I climbed up seventeen floors using the stairs. I had to take a break, catching my breath while I wondered if I was making a huge mistake.

No. I’ll reset all those cheating fuckers’ scores so they’ll have to live like the rest of us.

I carefully checked the stairs door for alarms, and I found the switch in an upper corner of the door.

I stuck a strong magnetic device to the wall above it, to prevent the alarm from sounding. I couldn’t remove the magnet while the door was open, so I was forced to leave it behind for the time being and I planned to exit smoothly the way I came in.

I walked swiftly but calmly, following the map that was in my head and trying not to look at any of the people who were there that day. I crossed a large room filled with cubicles, and it was just buzzing with the activity of people working.

I turned another few corners and finally, my first destination was in sight. I carefully checked the next door for more alarms before trying the handle. It wouldn’t open, but I was able to jimmy the lock quickly without drawing any attention.

Inside, I quickly jammed the door with a chair and breathed a sigh of relief. My heart was pounding, I felt cornered in that room, and I wasn’t sure how much time I would have once I deactivated the firewalls.

I scanned the security room, which was filled with screens and control panels. I pulled a second chair up to a keyboard, carefully looking around for what I needed.

Bingo.

I pulled a thick book off a shelf that was situated under the desk. One did not see physical books very often these days, but books couldn’t be hacked and every security room needed instructions on how to operate the security system.

My eyes were immediately drawn to the writing that was hastily scrawled on the otherwise plain cover.

Oh my god, no way.

On the cover someone had written a string of letters and numbers, and to me it only looked like one thing.

A password?

Taking a deep breath, I carefully typed the long string into the computer. I cringed as I executed it, and I was silently greeted with a simple screen filled with grouped buttons and commands.

I leaned forward, excitedly searching for what I needed.

I just need to put the security firewalls on standby and generate a new access code for myself.

I opened the book, scanning the index for the correct page. After a few minutes, I thought I was on the right track. Along my way, I happened across a drone command screen, and I thought that I certainly didn’t want to tangle with security drones.

Yikes. Better turn those off, too.

When I tried to deactivate them, a scary red border appeared around the edges of the screen.

Oh, fuck.

I quickly searched for a button to undo what I just did, but there was none. I frantically clicked around the screen, searching for a way to stop the flashing red border or reset the system. I found an advanced drone settings section, in there I clicked a whole bunch of things and I got the feeling I made even more dire mistakes.

I flipped through the book madly, looking for anything I could find about drones. Instead of immediately giving me useful instructions, the chapter began with a history and evolution of security technology.

Fuck!

I turned pages, finding a way to open a command prompt and I tried to type out a useful-looking command listed in the book. I stabbed the execute button, but the only response was an error. I tried again.

Bad command.

My throat tightened and my stomach felt like it was full of rocks. Hopelessness descended on me and I broke into a cold sweat.

It’s all fucked, I realized, in a panic. Run!

I got up, dropping the book as my chair tipped over. I stumbled away and threw the chair jamming the door aside, tore the door open and I marched as nonchalantly as I could back the way I came. The lights began flashing, alarms started screeching, and cages fell noisily across every doorway.

I heard repeated whirring noises spinning up, some distant and some close. People ahead were standing up from their desks, murmuring in surprise, and looking around in confusion.

Fat security drones began falling from the ceiling like wasps, rounding corners, and flooding the room over our heads.

It’s too late!

I broke into a run when I heard the first shots ring out, and everyone in the large room began to scream. After the first drone fired, all of them opened fire in an eruption of chaos.

It was a cacophony of horror pierced by the awful zip of rapid gunfire. I thought the drones were only after me but then I saw a woman’s head snap to the side from a sudden impact. In far too much detail, I witnessed the hole in her head with a sickening stream of red chunks spraying out the other side.

She died instantly, all awareness just disappearing from her face as she dropped the tablets she was carrying and slumped to the ground.

An emma woman’s scream distorted electronically as she was ripped apart, sparks and lubricant spraying across the floor.

This is my fault.

A man’s torso shattered in a series of red splashes as he was brutally strafed. He collapsed against his desk, wailing and clutching at the holes in his body, hopelessly trying to stem the bleeding.

Pieces of cubicle walls and computers flew through the air as some tried to take cover, but the airborne drones made short, gory work of any attempts to hide. The drones relentlessly tore everything apart while pools of blood spread lazily across the floor.

Why would a media company have this kind of security?

I heard distant screams as well as the immediate ones, and I knew that this grisly scene was likely playing out all over the building. Some screams were cut short with choked gurgles and crimson splatters.

I ran in terror and in that moment, all I wanted to do was preserve myself. I pictured joining them all in a bloody, lifeless heap on the ground. Running out of targets, some of the robots filed out of the room to search for more. When I saw a drone turn and fixate on me, I knew I was out of time.

The killing machine must have been struck by one of its own, because it looked slightly damaged. It’s weapon was likely misaligned, because the glass to my left shattered when the drone opened fire. I thoughtlessly lunged out the window, choosing gravity over bullets.

Surrounded by broken, spinning pieces of glass, falling was almost peaceful compared to the chaos I just escaped. Wind took my breath away and filled my ears, whipping my clothes and hair against me sharply. New horror quickly set in, as I realized that I was falling to my death instead of being shot.

It felt like I was falling forever, but after about three seconds I crashed into icy blackness with a sharp, painful slap. I was suddenly floating, surrounded by bubbles and everything was muffled. I was dazed and I thought I had died, but then I realized I couldn’t breathe. I was in deep water, all alone with my pain, guilt, and a fresh way to die.

My back hurt intensely. I thrashed anyway, struggling to swim in the direction I assumed was up. My lungs burned and the water tasted awful. My vision was fading and I fought to stay awake, but I was quickly losing that battle. I reached out, desperately clawing at the cold darkness…

I awoke with a start and sat bolt upright, shouting at the top of my lungs.

Still in my prison cell.

“Shut the fuck up!” I heard one of my neighbours yell.

I clutched my chest, taking deep breaths. I wiped my forehead, and my hand came away covered in sweat.

Ever since I had my memory of the event reconstructed, it wouldn’t stop playing on a loop in my head.

I deserve to be here.

I couldn’t remember getting out of the river, but I did remember stumbling into the Mind & Body clinic and making all kinds of demands the next day.

I used all the social score I had ever built up to reset my identity, get a new body, and forget the Fabula massacre. I only provided them with a time frame to erase, avoiding any specific details.

Which was probably why my brain looked like somebody scrambled it with a fork while running.

Now, I remembered everything.

I had no idea how long it had been since the memory reconstruction procedure, but I was exhausted. I sat up, putting my face in my hands and groaning as the chilling sequence started all over again.

I tried to distract myself with whatever body weight exercises I could think of, but my mind always slipped back to it.

The cells weren’t exactly clean, so when it was quiet, I carefully swept together as much dust as I could into a pile.

I made a disgusting slurry out of it with a little water and used it to finger paint stripes all over the floor in spirals with intersecting geometric shapes. When it all dried, it left faint but persistent stains in the concrete.

It was stupid, but at least it was one thing I could control.

I wondered how many people died that day. The technician who cursed me with this memory told me after the procedure, but I couldn’t remember anything after she told me I had gotten the Spark’s own daughter killed.

Lauren Flint.

Over the next week, I took every opportunity I could to access the communal tablet. It was a shared screen, fully supervised by a guard. It was firmly bolted down to the table and pretty beaten up, but it had some restricted access to the net.

I was desperate, and I wrote to the Spark whenever possible. She was the only one who held any real control over my fate.

In the first letters, I explained who I was to her and what I had done. I said I deserved no forgiveness, but I sent many apologies.

Later, when I got no response, I explained why I did it, and my horror at the results. I told her about Fabula Corporation’s corruption. The deceit and manipulation of social scores.

Feeling like I was writing into the void, my later letters went into the new law she had passed. I gave examples of other people who suffered due to the binary enforcing of it, arguing for their cases, too.

I wasn’t innocent, but I was not the same man who did it, either. The system in place at the time allowed identity to change, but the punishment now assumed perfect continuity.

The law needed a third option, the grey area. The law should certainly hold me accountable for the crime, but it shouldn’t impose punishment as if nothing about me had changed.

I stopped writing to her after that letter. I felt empty, like I had already said everything I could possibly say. I would have just been repeating myself if I had continued, and adding a harassment charge on top of everything else would have just been typical of my recent luck.

I languished in my cell, reliving the nightmarish event day and night. Days rolled by, and I felt like I was going to lose my mind.

I heard a tapping on my cell bars, and I jumped up with a start to see Lexa there smiling at me.

“Jesus, how—” she exhaled, her expression dropping into one of awe as she peered into my cell. “I see you redecorated. ”

I sharply exhaled air through my nose, nodding with a weak smile and looking around at the walls where my geometric lines had spread over time. I got up from my cot slowly, as if prison had aged me a thousand years.

“You look terrible,” she said as she stroked her purple ponytail worriedly. “Sorry I was gone, I had some field assignments. Was it bad? The audit?”

“I can’t stop seeing it in my head,” I sighed, shuffling over to the bars. “I did a terrible thing. Not sleeping great.”

“Well, yeah. Reconstruction is hard for most people,” Lexa grimaced, fiddling with her hair. “What happened was really bad, but I know it was an accident. Any luck with the Spark?”

“I wrote her a bunch of times, but I killed her daughter!” I said, exasperated. “Why would she ever listen to me?”

Lexa sucked her teeth, allowing silence to fall between us for a moment.

“Well, I did something I hope will cheer you up,” Lexa said, changing the subject and tossing her ponytail behind her. “I arranged a special visit for you with Elen.”

“Elen?” I moaned, wetness inexplicably filling my eyes. “Does she know what I did?”

“No,” Lexa shook her head solemnly. “You should be the one to tell her that.”

I wiped my face, blinking back the strange moisture in my eyes that was definitely not tears.

“Okay,” I nodded, sniffing. “When will she be here?”

Lexa grinned with her hands behind her back, pivoting back and forth on the spot playfully. Even fully decked out in her security gear, she was still sexy and adorable.

“Now.”

“Now?” I repeated.

“Right now,” she said and nodded, her purple ponytail flopping about as she smiled at my surprise. “I’ll give you a few minutes to tidy yourself, then I’ll take you to see her.”

Elen!

Lexa flicked something small and white onto my cot, then turned and stood at attention as she waited.

I picked it up, feeling it and smelling it curiously for a moment before I realized it was a piece of soap. Small enough to be inconspicuous, but enough to quickly clean myself up.

So I washed myself as thoroughly as possible using the pathetic trickle of water from the combination toilet sink. I slept and sweat in my white shirt and orange jumpsuit, but since I worked in the laundry room I had at least washed my things the previous day.

“Okay Lexa,” I said, still damp and pulling on my jumpsuit. “I think I’m ready.”

She spun on her heel, then made a hand signal at someone down the hall. After a second, the bars to my cell slid upward into the ceiling.

Lexa stepped inside, quickly checking me over. She rearranged my hair, brushed off my jumpsuit, and wiped away some soap that was still in my hairline.

She really is taking care of me.

“Okay,” she nodded, stepping back. “Good enough.”

“Thank you for everything you’ve done for me, Lexa,” I said, grinning a little.

“I—” she hesitated, blushing. “I do love you, you know. I know that might seem a bit fast, but—”

“I love you too, Lexa,” I said, quietly interrupting her. “I know I can’t kiss you right now, but I want to.”

“Okay,” she said, suppressing an excited laugh. “I wasn’t sure if you meant it when we said it last time.”

We stood there smiling at each other, then Lexa forced herself to be serious again.

“Let’s get moving. Sorry,” Lexa said, trying her best to hide her smile. “But I’m going to be mean to you now.”

I nodded silently.

“Move it, fucker!” she belted out, startling me with the sudden intensity. “You got a visitor, let’s go!”

She grabbed my arm, manhandling me roughly out of my cell. Knowing that she wasn’t honestly being mean, I had to fight the urge to laugh while trying to appear like I was taking it seriously too.

“Alright,” I said, raising my hands in defense. “Easy now, ma’am.”

“Don’t ma’am me,” she said, pushing me down the hall.

I was guided through several turns, doors, and checkpoints until I was in an area that almost felt alien. The hallway floors felt softer and noises didn’t echo like within the tall, hard walls of the main prison. The air even felt warmer and smelled more pleasant.

I looked around to ensure we were alone before I spoke up again.

“Don’t ma’am me,” I said in a mock serious tone. “Move it, fucker!”

She just grinned and blushed a little, but didn’t respond to my teasing.

“I’m going to lock you in this room,” Lexa said, chuckling as she stopped me beside a solid door. “Then I will go retrieve Elen.”

Lexa presented her personal chip to the door scanner, then the door lock promptly clicked. She opened it for me and gently nudged me inside.

“I’ll be right back,” Lexa smiled as I turned to face her.

The door clicked shut, and I waited. The room was much, much nicer than my cell.

The floor was some kind of smooth, spongy carpet. The walls were a clean, warm white instead of cold, rough concrete. There was a simple table and chairs, a double bed, and even a small kitchenette with a sink, kettle, and toaster oven.

I noticed a second door in the corner of the room, so I promptly went over to investigate.

It was a real bathroom, complete with toilet, sink, and even a shower.

After having only a combination toilet sink for over a week, I was overwhelmed by all of this extravagance. I made a mental note to make sure I used that shower before I left this room.

Fuck that, I’m showering right now.

I turned the water on hot, threw my clothes off, and hopped in the shower in under five seconds. The water felt amazing, it was good to rinse off properly, and I even took the opportunity to soap up and scrub my boxers. I didn’t know how long I had, but I was very grateful that I could have a real shower before Lexa arrived with Elen.

I hung my boxers over the shower curtain rod to dry, then I realized what was missing from this room.

There’s no towels…

I heard the door open outside the bathroom and two chatting, feminine voices lilted into the room.

“He’s getting washed up… again,” I heard Lexa’s muffled voice as the door closed. “He’s in the shower, give him this.”

“Riven?” Elen’s excited voice came to me through the thin wall and I heard her feet trotting across the floor.

“Elen!” I called out, turning off the water and stepping out onto the mat.

The bathroom door flew open and I was ecstatic to see Elen’s beautiful, smiling face appear. I immediately went to her as she burst through the door, and we threw our arms around each other and kissed deeply.

It was a relief to hold her again, and I sighed happily while refusing to let her go. She laughed, pushing me back to show me what was in her hand.

“Looking for this?” she teased, holding up a rolled up towel.

“Ah, thank you,” I said, reaching for it. “I was wondering about that. I’ve missed you so much…”

Elen pulled the towel away from my grasp, tilting her head and leaning back as her eyes drifted lower.

“Actually…” she said, throwing the towel over her shoulder. “You won’t be needing this yet.”

She lunged and kissed me ravenously, her hand traveling down until she grasped my dick. She backed up, pulling me and my dick with her out of the bathroom.

I tried to speak, but Elen’s tongue in my mouth wouldn’t allow it. She turned us and shoved me backward onto the bed. She normally kept it hidden, but her emma strength showed unmistakably through her excitement to be alone with me again.

Alone, except for Lexa.

Elen fell to her knees, eagerly taking my hardening cock between her soft, warm lips. Her mouth was heavenly, and I struggled to sit up as she wetly loved my cock.

“Can I—” Lexa cleared her throat nervously, a pink blush glowing across her cheeks. “Hey, can I… stay?”

Elen popped up, my cock slipping out of her mouth as she turned around.

“Come!” she blurted out, offering her hand invitingly to Lexa. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to make you feel awkward, I meant for you to join me…”

Lexa grinned, tugging at her gloves and quickly tossing them on the table. She bit her lip as she shrugged her jacket off, watching Elen take my cock warmly in her mouth again.

I grabbed Elen’s white ponytail and thrust my hips, guiding her head up and down as I watched Lexa undress. I had to slow Elen down, because she was sucking on me so fast and eagerly. Lexa slowed down too when she realized I was watching her, making a show of peeling her shirt off for me.

Her impressive breasts bounced as her shirt slipped off of them, and she cocked her hip to one side as she rested her hand on the sexy curve.

“Like what you see?” she teased, tossing her shirt in the growing pile of her things on the table.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” I groaned, reaching for the buckles on the shoulders of Elen’s chest plate. “Come here…”

Lexa stepped closer with a sensual strut, bending down to unfasten the clasps on Elen’s sides. She pulled the back of Elen’s top off, while I reached down to pull the front away.

Elen was laser focused, and never stopped sucking my cock as we undressed her. Her perfect, plump breasts bounced as she studiously bobbed her head on my cock.

“Ugh, good girl,” I groaned, stroking Elen’s hair as she pushed my hard cock down her throat. “Nice and slow, Elen. My god, you guys are so beautiful.”

Lexa turned, unfastening her pants and watching me over her shoulder as she pushed her thumbs down the waist. She slowly slid her pants down, cocking her hips from side to side as she showed me her gorgeous, round ass cheeks.

I reached out and spanked Lexa for teasing me, making her laugh as she stepped out of her pants. Then she turned to face me again, her purple pony tail flipping around as she showed me her gorgeous naked body.

Lexa swung her leg over Elen, putting her bare foot on my chest and pushed me down on the bed. I fell back, then she planted her knee on the mattress beside me and straddled me.

Elen, apparently satisfied at how hard my cock was, pulled my cock out of her warm mouth with a sucking noise. She stood up, pushing her skirt down as Lexa crawled further up my body.

“I’ve needed this all week,” Elen said as she undressed hurriedly.

Lexa kept moving up until her crotch was in my face. She rose up on her knees, using her fingers to part her pussy lips and reveal her clit to me.

“Lick my pussy,” she said, taking a handful of my hair and pulling me closer.

I felt Elen climbing onto my lap, taking my hard cock in her hand as I licked Lexa’s pink clit.

“Mmm,” Lexa sighed happily, gyrating her hips slowly. “That’s it…”

Elen whimpered and gasped quietly as she lowered herself onto my cock, her pussy lips warm and already wet as she gently slipped my tip inside of her. I felt her leaning on my chest, bouncing a little as she slowly worked my hard cock deeper and deeper into her tight, wet pussy.

Lexa pulled on my hair, getting a little rougher with me as I pleasured her with my tongue. I flicked my tongue rapidly over her clit, enjoying the sweet taste of her and every moan I could elicit from her throat.

“I missed this cock so much,” Elen said, her wet pussy slapping against me.

Elen’s metallic fingers dug into my chest as she bounced on my cock and increased her pace.

“He’s so good with his tongue, too,” Lexa breathed, staring down into my eyes as she ground her hips into my mouth. “Want to switch?”

“Mmm,” Elen moaned, slapping her pussy down on my cock even harder a few times. “Okay, switch!”

I lay there helplessly as my cock slipped out of Elen’s amazing pussy and Lexa climbed off my face. I wiped my mouth with the back of my arm, but it was pointless since I was about to get all wet again.

Elen stepped right up on the bed, cautiously stepping over me until she was standing over my head. She gingerly knelt down, facing Lexa as she lowered herself.

“Is that okay, Riven?” Elen asked, reaching back and touching my face. “I’ve never sat on your face before…”

I grabbed her hips, pulling her down so I could get a mouthful of her sweet pussy. Elen gasped and laughed, leaning on my chest to keep her balance.

“Ah,” she moaned, breathing deeply. “Riven…”

Lexa took the time to give me a suck, her hot tongue curling affectionately around my tip as her lips caressed my cock wetly. Then she climbed onto my lap, her warm thighs squeezing me as she positioned herself with her hand still on my cock.

I focused on my task, alternating between licking her sweet pussy lips and teasing her little clit. She moaned and squirmed, rocking her hips and laughing happily as I squeezed her perfect, round ass cheeks.

Lexa raised up, brushing my tip teasingly across her wet pussy lips. She continued this way for a minute, quivering slightly as she pleasured herself with my cock. I was relieved we she dropped down, sinking my cock deep into her tight, wet pussy.

She rode my cock steadily, and Elen pushed down on me as the two girls helped each other balance on me. Lexa’s slick, warm pussy was tight and she moved hypnotically, bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

“Your tongue feels…” Elen moaned, her thighs shivering as I licked her. “So good…”

“Mmm,” Lexa moaned as she slapped against me more urgently. “Oh my… I think I’m going to…”

“Oh, shit,” Elen moaned, rocking her hips on my tongue. “Me… too… Fuck…”

Elen’s thighs shook as I licked her pussy, and Lexa bounced enthusiastically on my cock. They leaned on each other, moaning together as tension built up inside their bodies in growing waves. I was in ecstasy, happy to pleasure both of my girls all the way to climax at once.

Elen gave in first, and she reached down to dig her fingers into me as her spine arched forward. She stifled a cry, her quivering thighs squeezing me as I relentlessly flicked my tongue across her clit. Her wetness covered my face and chin as her body spasmed, again and again as Lexa quickly caught up to her.

“Ah, fuck! Yes!” Lexa cried out.

Lexa’s pussy squeezed my cock hard and slapping noises filled the room as she slammed her hips down eagerly. She grasped at Elen’s shaking body, burying her head in Elen’s shoulder as her body convulsed hard. Her convulsions made it difficult for her to keep on plunging my cock into herself, shakily giving in to her orgasm fully as the two girls shuddered together, sporadically spasming and twitching in beautiful, fading waves.

“Okay,” Elen giggled, lifting one leg to climb off me. “That tickles now!”

I spanked her and grabbed at her hip, trying to pull her back to me.

Lexa got up, and my cock slipped out of her and slapped wetly against my stomach. Elen shuffled off the bed, going to Lexa and hugging her warmly. The two girls were gorgeous and they looked content and satisfied.

My hard cock, on the other hand, was not yet satisfied.

“Oh!” Elen chirped as I leapt up and grabbed her.

“Get back here,” I growled, spinning us around.

I tossed her on the bed, leaping between her soft thighs after her as she laughed. Elen stroked my face affectionately as I excitedly grabbed my cock, lining myself up with her sweet, soft pussy lips.

“Oh, Riven,” she sighed happily as I sank my cock into her tight, slick pussy. “I missed you so much.”

I only groaned in response, eagerly slipping my cock into her wetness. I pushed her legs up, watching her plump breasts jiggle as I plowed into her.

Lexa joined us again, kissing me sweetly and sitting on the bed beside us as she stroked my back.

“You two are just so incredibly sexy,” she said, watching me hungrily as I thrust deep into Elen’s pink pussy. “God…”

Lexa lay down beside Elen, gazing up at me lovingly along with her. They were so beautiful, my gaze roved over the two gorgeous women as I held Elen down and fucked her hard.

Lexa sat up on one elbow, watching and stroking Elen’s jiggling body. Her eyes drifted down to where my cock wetly slipped in and out of Elen’s tight pussy and she bit her lip. Her hand slid down, gently touching my cock where it entered Elen.

“So hot,” she whispered, running her hand up my stomach.

“Ohh, fuck yes,” Elen moaned, rolling her head back and closing her eyes.

Lexa began circling Elen’s clit with her fingers as she stared at my thrusting cock.

“Ahh,” Elen moaned, looking down at my cock pounding into her. “Don’t stop, please… Ah…”

Elen squeezed her eyes shut and her pussy spasmed on my thrusting cock rhythmically as she cried out. Her whole body tensed and shook as I pushed her further into the mattress, fucking her hard as I hungrily watched her orgasm for me again.

She shuddered and whimpered, grabbing Lexa’s arm as Lexa stimulated her clit. I gave her long, hard strokes of my cock, appreciating every shiver she made.

“Good girl,” I commended her.

I released her thighs, leaning back to hold onto her metal ankles as I fed my hard cock into her soft, quivering pussy again and again.

“You… Mm,” Elen mumbled, in a daze and catching her breath. “You, fuck Lexa. Give it to her…”

Lexa hopped up and spun, turning around and bending over on the bed to present her very wet, pink pussy and round ass to me. Her purple pony tail flipped around as she looked back at me expectantly, fingering herself as she waited.

I nodded, pulling my hard cock out of Elen’s soaking wet, tenderized pussy. I walked across the bed toward Lexa’s round ass on my knees, giving Elen’s round breast a soft squeeze. I lined up behind Lexa, appreciating her perfect body as I stroked her silky hips.

“Fuck me,” Lexa begged, wiggling her hips. “Please…”

I chuckled, slipping my cock back into Lexa’s tight, welcoming pussy as Elen lay there with pink cheeks watching us. Elen stroked her own breast, squeezing it and gently rubbing her clit as she stared.

“Mmm,” Lexa moaned, pushing her hips back toward me as I fucked her. “Yes, yes, yes…”

I grunted, my cock sinking deep inside her. I couldn’t get enough, reaching forward to put my hands on her shoulders and pulling her bodily onto my cock with each thrust.

Her body jiggled tantalizingly and she moaned wantonly, begging me for more. Elen was shifting about, snaking her way underneath Lexa as I fucked her.

“Ah,” I groaned and laughed as I felt Elen’s mischievous tongue tickling my balls. “Naughty girl!”

Elen chuckled, shifting to focus on Lexa’s clit with her tongue.

“Oh shit,” Lexa cried out, lowering her hips. “Elen…”

Elen fondled my cock and balls as I pounded into Lexa’s hot pussy. She teased Lexa’s clit, causing Lexa to buck and moan loudly. I was losing it with Elen tickling us both, pounding into Lexa hard and fast.

“Fuck!” Lexa cried, her body shaking. “Yes!”

“Oh shit,” I grunted. “Lexa… Elen…”

I groaned uncontrollably, my fingers dug into Lexa’s hips as I pulled her onto my cock over and over. I slammed into her hard, overtaken by lust as I stared at her jiggling body and felt her warm, wet pussy hugging my cock in all the right ways. Elen’s teasing added even more layers to the whole overwhelming sensory experience.

Lexa let out a loud moan, her pussy squeezing my cock perfectly as I pounded into her as hard as I could. I grunted, a hard spasm wracking my body as I shot my load deep inside of Lexa. I lost all of my thrusting rhythm, shuddering uncontrollably as I came hard. Elen reached up and spanked Lexa as a second long, hard pulse sent another thick stream into Lexa’s quivering body.

Lexa tensed and cried out, throwing her hips back as I slapped against her with my shuddering spasms. Her body shivered and jerked as we orgasmed together, edged on by Elen’s ceaseless tongue.

I leaned over Lexa’s shapely, trembling body, catching my breath. I spanked her as my cock slipped out of her, and she laughed. She tipped over, falling sideways onto the mattress, and Elen lay where she was as she contentedly wiped her mouth and chin.

The only place left for me was at the bottom of the bed, beside Elen. I let myself fall onto the bed there and regretted my decision immediately, forgetting for a moment how thin regulation issue mattresses were in prison.

We lay there together, happily recovering together.

“Why don’t you wear skin on your arms and legs?” Lexa asked, idly running her finger along their contours of the sleek, metal plates that covered Elen’s arm.

“I like them this way,” Elen shrugged, holding up her other hand to look at it. “Besides, synthetic skin on hands and feet wears out too quickly. You’re getting it fixed like, all the time.”

“I guess,” Lexa nodded in understanding and rolled onto her stomach. “But you would be so pretty in a full skin. I really love mine.”

To prove her point, Lexa slapped her own ass with a deeply satisfying jiggle as I stared on.

“It’s really beautiful,” Elen agreed, turning on her side and gently touching a faint, glowing purple line on the small of Lexa’s back. “And I love the highlights.”

They seemed to be good friends now, and I was relieved that Elen had forgiven Lexa for arresting me. I felt extremely lucky and my heart was warmed with affection for both of them.

“That was amazing,” I said with a heavy exhale, pushing myself up and taking a step toward the bathroom. “I love you guys. Now I need another shower!”

Lexa sat up, scooting off the bed as she exclaimed for me to wait.

“Me first!” she insisted, her juicy body bouncing as she hurried past me. “I’m sorry, I have to get back to work!”

“Fair,” I nodded, grabbing a towel from the basket the girls must have brought with them and shoving it into the bathroom door after Lexa, who snatched it. “You’re right, we don’t want to get you in trouble.”

Lexa took a real risk playing with us today.

I relaxed on the bed again with Elen, listening to Lexa quickly shower.

“So…” Elen said, running her finger down my forearm. “Lexa didn’t tell me… why you’re here. You remember now, right?”

I trapped her finger in my hand when it got close enough, sighing as the memory came flooding back. I realized that this fun with Elen and Lexa was the first time I actually felt normal since the memory audit.

“Eh…” I groaned, nodding gravely and watching Elen playfully struggle to escape my grasp. “I did something stupid, and then… there was a really bad accident.”

She stared up at me, concern in her eyes.

“Remember,” I hesitated, knowing how this was going to play out already. “Remember, when I told you about the Fabula thing?”

Elen sat up, giving me a serious look.

She’s going to kill me.

“Well,” I continued hesitantly, knowing I owed her the truth. “I didn’t drop it, like you said. I tried to… do something about it.”

Her brow furrowed, and she punched me hard in the shoulder.

“What did you do?” she exclaimed, jumping to her feet. “I fucking told you to leave it!”

“Elen,” I stood up and took her hand, which she gave reluctantly. “You did, but I can’t change that now. I’m sorry.”

“Go on then,” she insisted, pulling her hand away and crossing her arms. “Tell me what happened.”

Elen looked furious, but she allowed the tension in her face and shoulders to relax. A little. It was a good sign that she was still listening.

So, I told her. I explained the memory that was retrieved in excruciating detail. By the end, we were sitting on the bed together and she was holding my hand again. Elen no longer looked angry, but sympathetic.

“You’re still a moron,” she said affectionately. “But I guess you know that. That’s pretty horrible what happened.”

I nodded silently.

“I’m sorry,” I repeated.

We sat quietly, until naked Lexa came bursting out of the bathroom, toweling her hair dry. She tossed the towel aside and started getting dressed beside the table.

“Damn,” she said, looking over at us. “It got serious in here.”

“I don’t know how Riven is going to get out of here,” Elen said, on the verge of tears.

Lexa nodded slowly, realizing what we had been talking about as she pulled on her black pants.

“Yeah,” she said as she buttoned up. “I know, it’s bad.”

She pulled her shirt on, then tidied her stunningly purple hair back up into a ponytail.

“I get that it was an accident,” Lexa said, turning her jacket the right way up. “So I’m sympathetic, but I do have hope too.”

She lowered her voice as she pulled her jacket on.

“The law is pretty broken,” she said quietly, leaning closer to us. “It’s being enforced in a black and white way, but reality is not like that. I think Riven’s case can help change that.”

She pulled her gloves on, and she was a serious prison officer again.

“Don’t give up,” she said, reaching for Elen.

The girls squeezed each other’s hand, and Elen nodded with a tight-lipped smile.

“I love you,” Lexa said, leaning down to kiss me. “I have to get back to work.”

“Thank you for looking after Riven,” Elen called out as Lexa stepped away.

“Don’t worry,” Lexa said, turning and pausing by the door. “I’ll take care of him for as long as I can.”

She smiled at us and gave us a little wave goodbye, then pointed at a button on the wall beside the door.

“Use that intercom if you need anything,” she said as she scanned her chip to open the door. “Or just message me.”

She tapped the side of her head, indicating to Elen that she can always use the emma threadweb to keep in touch. She closed the door with a click, and Elen and I were alone again.

“I’m shocked you went through with it,” Elen said quietly as she idly toyed with my hand. “I thought it was just talk…”

Elen stayed the day and night with me there. We talked more and watched some movies, but the next morning was sad because we knew we had to part again. She promised to return next month, which was the earliest possible I could have another luxurious visit like this again.

Still, a full day with one of my sweethearts and our wild threesome with Lexa energized me and strengthened my resolve, especially after being locked away from my whole life for over a week. I was determined to achieve something resembling justice under the new identity law.

Despite the bolstering from Elen’s visit, being locked up has a way of chipping away at you.

After I was sent back to my faintly but intricately striped cell, I felt doubly alone in there by myself. Almost enough for me to wish I did have a cellmate, but after meeting several of the other prisoners there I dismissed that thought quickly.

I tried to sweep up dust to make more of my awful paint, but there wasn’t much left to be had. I leaned on the bars to my cell, peering left and right in an effort to see something, anything new.

Two more uneventful days passed without even a visit from Lexa. I missed my girls, and I hated it there so much.

I bet all those workers at Fabula hated being shot to death.

I heaved a heavy sigh and slumped over on my cot, burying my face in my hands. I knew I didn’t deserve peace.

Again there was a light, but urgent tapping on the bars of my cell and a voice speaking. I heard it, but it somehow didn’t register in my brain at first.

“Riven,” I heard it again. “Hey, wake up!”

My head snapped up when I realized I was being poked in the ribs. I looked over and Lexa was there, smiling and prodding me with her baton through the bars.

“What the hell,” she said, sheathing her baton. “You were out of it there. Listen, there’s some good news!”

I shook my head to escape the chasm of despair I had been falling into.

“Yeah—” my voice cracked and felt hoarse.

It was the first time I had spoken in days, so I had to clear my throat and try again.

“Yeah?” I tried again, my throat feeling dry. “What’s going on?”

“It happened,” she said, not bothering to hide her excitement in front of her coworkers. “You’re being summoned!”

“Summoned?” I said incredulously at the word choice. “What kind of person summons people?”

“Sorry, I should have led with that,” Lexa shook her head at herself and grabbed a bar as she leaned closer. “Mother Spark! You’re going to see her.”

I stood up so fast that I felt a little dizzy.

“The Spark—? How is that possible?” I stammered, thinking about all the letters I had sent to her without a single reply. “Maybe she wrote me back. I need to check my messages. When is this happening?”

“Now.”

“Now?” I balked.

“Right now,” she said with a grin.

“What the fuck!” I fell back a step in shock. “Why… Can’t you give me a little more advance warning about things?”

“Nope,” she said, shaking her head and shrugging. “Not really. I’m sure somebody knew about it in advance, but I only get orders when things need doing. Let’s go.”

Lexa directed a nod down the hallway, and my cell bars slid into the ceiling. This being more urgent, I was not allowed to clean myself up this time. I was walked swiftly through the hallways, passing through so many guarded checkpoints that I lost track of them.

I was scanned, searched, and imaged until there was nothing about me that they didn’t know. Forms were filled out and so much administration was done on my way out of that horrible place. A stoic, male emma guard accompanied us on our way out.

Eventually, I walked out of one last door and my heart skipped a beat.

I was breathing real, outside air again. The huge, grey sky above us made me feel very, very small and despite being handcuffed, I felt so free for that moment. I enjoyed the air on my skin as I was led over to a police cruiser.

“Stay,” Lexa said, leaning me on the vehicle and taking her partner aside.

She whispered something to him, and he took off his sunglasses as she talked. He eyed me with suspicion, then shrugged almost imperceptibly and gave Lexa a nod. Putting his shades back on, he turned and marched back into the building.

“Alright,” Lexa said, opening the door for me and aiding me into the cruiser.

I was on edge as we hovered swiftly down the city streets. My knee bounced nervously.

“It will be fine,” Lexa tried to soothe me. “Just relax.”

“I’m going to blow it,” I said, shaking my head stiffly as I watched my city pass by the window. “This is my one chance, and I’m going to fuck it.”

“Stop that,” Lexa said in a surprisingly harsh way. “I mean it.”

I exhaled through my nose and said nothing to her rebuke.

“No negative talk,” she continued, softening her voice and watching me in her rear view mirror. “Negative thinking reinforces negative thinking, that’s true for humans and emmas.”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “Sorry. This just feels like a really big moment and after fucking everything up lately, I’m just worried I’m about to do that again.”

“Fair,” Lexa nodded. “But you’ve had nothing to do but think about all this since you were locked up. You know what you need to say, just think about that. You can do this.”

I sighed, trying my best to absorb her encouragement.

“Say it.”

“Say what?” I asked.

“You can do this.”

“You can do this,” I said with malicious compliance.

“You going to make me climb back there and slap you?” Lexa laughed, eying me in her mirror. “I’ll pull over right now.”

“I’d like that,” I chuckled, calling her bluff.

Lexa smiled, but shook her head.

“I can do this,” I relented, laughter improving my mood.

“That’s right,” Lexa nodded graciously. “Just be yourself and you’ll rock this.”

My mind raced as we traveled, but it felt like it was going nowhere.

I didn’t fully know what I was walking into, and that just made it more nerve wracking. All I knew was that I’d been summoned by the mother of one of my victims, who happened to be the most powerful woman on Earth.

The thought that I had victims always hit me like a brick, but I just allowed myself to feel the pain of it. I couldn’t bring anyone back to life, so the least I could do was bear the consequences.

We drove for a long time, until the city was behind us and we arrived at a massive, walled property. The gate was huge, and we were submitted to a very deep scan.

Several hovering drones buzzed around us, checking every inch of the vehicle. It took a few minutes, but soon the tall gate cracked open slowly.

“Mind your speed going down the driveway,” an armed emma guard dressed in white armour said as we were waved inside.

I was in awe at how grand everything was. I couldn’t even see a building from the massive gate. I squinted out the window off to the left, unable to make out what the dark shapes that covered the landscape were.

“Are those…” I hesitated, unable to believe it. “Trees?”

Lexa turned and looked, nodding slowly as she drove.

“I think they are,” she said, surprise in her voice as well. “Neat.”

Our Mother Spark had her own trees, so many that it could indeed be called a forest. I had heard of those before, but I had never seen one in my life.

We drove for a couple of minutes before we crested a hill and a stark, sprawling complex came into view. Several factories could easily be housed within these many buildings, while still allowing for a large living space.

There were divisions and roads, it was almost a town all on it’s own. Everything was grey, with blue or red lights dotting and highlighting the buildings.

Drones flitted about overhead in every direction, mostly around the factories but some were entering or leaving the expansive property.

“Good lord,” Lexa said, her eyes lit up in awe. “This place is crazy.”

We drove for several minutes, following signs until a guard waved us over. We pulled up beside her in a covered welcome area attached to the building’s entrance.

The blonde emma woman had her automatic rifle on a strap over her shoulder, and she pushed her weapon behind herself to a neutral position as she leaned down to greet us.

“Welcome to Flintworks Prime,” she said plainly. “You are our guests from the prison?”

A second guard paced slowly around the vehicle like a tiger, eying me suspiciously.

“Yes,” Lexa said, turning and grabbing a grey card with several red squares dotted across it from the seat beside her. “Here are our invitation codes.”

“Great,” she said, gratefully accepting the card and placing it on a tablet she produced from somewhere. “Thank you.”

She tapped on the tablet studiously, biting her lip. After a minute, she furrowed her brow and then handed the card back to Lexa.

“Okay,” the guard said, nodding slowly as she checked her tablet. “We’ll take Riven from here and I’ll direct you to our guest area where you can wait to pick him up.”

“Oh,” Lexa said, a little surprise in her voice. “I can accompany him, he’s my prisoner and I can keep an eye on him for you.”

“No, sorry,” the guard said firmly but politely. “I can only let Riven inside to see Mother Spark. We don’t know how long she will keep him. You can leave and come back if you want, but we do have very nice accommodations for you to stay for as long as we need him.”

Lexa turned in her seat, looking at me helplessly.

I shrugged and sighed, not wanting to go in alone but we didn’t have a choice. I was really hoping Lexa would come with me.

“Welp,” Lexa said, turning back to the guard. “Alright, I’ll wait here then. Whatever Mother wants.”

The guard tucked her tablet away, and raised her palms to face the sky.

“The Spark’s will,” the guard said reverently.

“Mother’s will be done,” Lexa replied, raising her palms and lowering her head.

I raised my shackled palms awkwardly, as well.

Lexa promptly turned off the vehicle, which settled softly to the ground as the guard stepped back. She hopped out of the car and quickly opened my door for me. She helped me climb out, and I felt dwarfed by the impressive entryway.

“You can unbind him,” the guard said, pointing at my hands. “Trust me, he won’t be able to escape.”

There was something ominous about the way she said that, as if she desperately wanted me to try it.

Lexa took a breath, then waved her hand over my restraints and took hold of them. After a second, the handcuffs relaxed and released my wrists.

Lexa looked at me with pursed lips.

“Good luck, Riven.”

“Thanks, Lexa,” I nodded, a pang of anxiety clawing inside my chest. “I’ll be okay.”

The guard made a hand signal and gently pushed me toward an tall emma man who approached. The man took hold of my upper arm firmly.

“I’ll come with you,” the blonde guard said to Lexa, walking around the vehicle and climbing into the passenger seat. “I can show you to where you’ll be staying.”

Lexa gave me one last nervous look, then got back into the car and they took off.

I was quickly ushered into the extravagant building across a plush red carpet that extended past the entrance and up a grand staircase. The interior walls and floors were a gorgeous dark stone with bright veins of gold.

I almost had to jog to keep up with my escort, until I was shoved into a small two seater cart which heaved to one side as the heavy emma guard sat in the driver’s seat. I was swiftly driven down many imposingly large hallways, with tall pillars reaching the distant ceiling and busy drones passing by overhead.

The grand stonework was precisely machined in a severe Doric style. The walls and columns were inlaid with endless geometric patterns that branched like golden threads of circuitry.

“This place is so big,” I marveled, looking up at the vaulted ceilings high above.

“Don’t talk unless you are spoken to, convict,” the guard said in a gravelly voice. “You’re going to see Mother Spark. If you disrespect her, I will personally see to it that no one ever finds your minced body.”

Minced?

He glared at me to ensure that I understood. I was afraid to even reply, just nodding quickly.

I swallowed the lump in my throat, feeling the seriousness of the situation as our tiny cart buzzed it’s way through the grand complex.

We stopped and I was yanked roughly out of the cart. A pair of well-armed emmas were posted up there outside a large, intricately detailed door.

They saluted my escort, who gripped my shoulder and saluted them back. The doors hissed and slid open sideways, parting the middle and disappearing into the walls.

I was pushed forward, then dragged along by the arm like I was a toddler who was in big trouble. I was shoved down, so I fell to my hands and knees in the middle of the large, ornate room.

The emma guard raised his palms to the sky for a moment then marched off, leaving me there on the floor.

Like everything else here, the room was large and mostly empty, except for the impressive architecture of black and gold, with its starkly red carpets. On the far end of the room, there was a dais with a dozen steps leading up to an actual, honest-to-god throne.

Upon which, sat a woman who could only be the great Mother Spark.

If I had to use just one word to describe her: Goddess.

Behind her, a large sunburst gleamed with gold, and metal accents framed her throne extravagantly. I knew some people were wealthy, but this was a level of rich I couldn’t even understand.

She was easily the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Her ice blue eyes pierced through me from across the room. Her long, wavy blonde hair spilled over her shoulders elegantly. Her large, full breasts stretched her dress, which displayed a generous amount of cleavage. My eyes kept roving her stunning curves, but I was ashamed of myself for looking at her that way.

She wielded her authority like a bludgeoning weapon, and it was impossible to ignore it.

The Spark lounged in her very expensive-looking throne, gazing down at me with what I could only assume was disgust. A white dress graced her stunning curves, with long slits revealing the smooth synthetic skin of her gorgeous legs. There were gold metal plates accentuating her curves around her neck, shoulders, midsection, hips, and arms. She appeared to be fully skinned, and I wondered with fear what he hid beneath all that fancy white fabric.

I had a very confused boner.

I shuffled onto my knees, not bothering to stand in the presence of this legendary being. I made a point of showing my palms to her, symbolizing my thanks for her generous gifts to the world.

I sat there with my hands raised in silence, not knowing what else to do.

“I received your letters,” she said clearly but flippantly, her voice carrying easily around the room. “Your many letters.”

“Thank you for reading them,” I said, lowering my arms.

“Don’t mumble,” she scolded me immediately. “Speak up!”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I said and sat bolt upright, raising my voice. “Thank you for taking the time to read my letters!”

That volume seemed to satisfy her, and she shifted into a less relaxed sitting position.

“I feel like you don’t realize who I am,” she said evenly.

“I do,” I insisted, stumbling over my words. “Moth—”

“I gave the world everything,” she interrupted me, and I snapped my jaw shut. “I gave the world perfect control of matter at the atomic level. Flawless materials.”

I swallowed a hard lump in my throat.

“I gave life and freedom to my beautiful emmas,” she continued, leaning forward slowly. “Their contributions to the world are invaluable, and they live in harmony with all humans.”

I nodded, knowing that never in my life could I ever contribute as much as she had to the world.

“Hundreds of years ago, I created the most powerful weapons in the galaxy,” she thumped her fist on the armrest of her throne. “I dismantled the oppressive alien Federation, defeated the Draconians, and I pulled our Earth away from the jaws of destruction. What have you done?”

I killed a bunch of innocent people.

“Okay,” she said, taking a breath and summoning calm. “Tell me, why I shouldn’t have you executed.”

I balked at her, speechless.

“Ex—Executed?” I stammered.

I didn’t realize I was going to be executed. Being responsible for all those deaths, I knew I had no good reasons why I shouldn’t be.

“Are you shocked?” she asked, raising her voice again. “You stole one of my daughters from me! All of my emmas feel pleasure and pain, just like you. She suffered, she was afraid, and she died because of you.”

Her words struck me like arrows, taking my breath away. I fell forward onto my hands, allowing her verbal assault to smash into me like I deserved.

“Along with so many others,” she added with a toss of her hair, composing herself again. “You had so much to say in your letters, but I haven’t read them. But now here I am, listening to you. Well?”

This is what you came here for.

“I—” I cleared my throat and sat up straighter on my knees. “I don’t deserve to live. I don’t deserve forgiveness.”

The Spark tilted her head, watching me curiously.

“I hurt… I killed all of those people. It was an accident for sure, but it was my fault,” I said, a tear sliding down my cheek. “I tried to forget it all, change my body, change who I was. It was all… wrong.”

The Spark folded her hands in her lap, patiently listening. My pulse raced, the weight of this moment liable to crush me into a pulp at any moment.

“Punishment…” I said, gathering my thoughts. “…should correct behaviour, not just inflict suffering. Punishment is being applied as if I were unchanged, but I’m not. It doesn’t affect me in the same way.”

I cleared my throat again, trying to use whatever momentum I could muster.

“If wiping memory doesn’t remove consequences,” I said, my breathing becoming ragged. “People will stop using it to escape them. The damage remains, so I should have to repair that. In any way that I can.”

I looked up at her, hoping my words were landing correctly.

“I changed my identity,” I said, looking right at her. “Because the system at the time allowed it. It wasn’t illegal to do that then. You’re punishing the wrong version of me, in the wrong way.”

She leaned over and rested her face on her fist, as if she were bored.

“I—Yeah,” I stammered, looking down and away from her. “I think that’s it. That’s what I wanted to say. I’m so sorry for what happened to your daughter.”

I shivered with nerves, waiting in silence.

There was only a tapping sound in the room as Mother Spark drummed her fingers thoughtfully.

“I will duplicate her,” she sighed, idly thumping her armrest again. “But each new instance can’t be a perfect clone. It will be a divergence, so it’s never the same. Lauren is gone.”

I knew there was nothing I could say to make it better. Seconds crawled by in silence.

“Okay,” she said finally, with another exhale as she slapped the hard stone armrest.

I looked up at her, wondering what she meant but saying nothing.

“I will think about this,” she said, brushing something invisible off her lap. “You can go for now, but we will talk again in the morning.”

The doors behind me hissed as they opened again, and footsteps approached behind me. I heard them stop, and a pair of strong hands heaved me to my feet.

“Feed him and restrict him to a room for the night,” the Spark instructed with a dismissive wave of her hand. “That is all.”

“Which room, ma’am?” the guard asked, bowing slightly and lowering his head. “A good room, or a bad one?”

She looked thoughtful for a moment, looking up at the ceiling.

“Mm,” she deliberated, then gestured in a waffling manner. “The mediocre one.”

As I was hefted away, I have to admit I was pretty curious about what it meant to stay in the bad room.

I was sat in the cart again, and driven down more expansive hallways for a few minutes. We got out and walked into an area where the hallways got smaller and cozier. The walls changed to white, but the red and gold details remained. Soon we arrived at a door which clicked with the opening of a lock as we approached.

“You won’t leave here until you’re summoned,” the guard said as he opened the door for me. “I’ll bring your meals later. Are you vegetarian?”

After he was so rude to me earlier, I didn’t know how to respond to this hospitality.

“N-No,” I shook my head as I backed into the room.

“I’ll bring you something good,” he said with a nod, and closed the door firmly.

The door clicked again as the lock activated.

There was no handle on the inside.

I guess that’s part of the ‘mediocre’ package.

I turned around, and my jaw dropped at the sheer size of the room.

My entire apartment would fit in that room, and it had even more amenities.

I spent the next few hours just exploring. There was no way out, but I had no real reason to leave. It was a large open-concept room with kitchen, dining, living, and sleeping areas in each corner, with a door to a luxurious private bathroom off one side of the room.

However, the Spark had implanted the idea that I could be executed for my crimes, and this thought chewed at the edges of my mind.

I distractedly played video games and ate quite well that night. I tired myself out using free weights and a treadmill, then I fell into the huge, king sized bed. My mind wandered as I nestled into the incredibly soft mattress and linens. I stared at the ceiling in the dark, wondering what it was like to die.

Showering like a king the next morning, I felt extra fresh and I never wanted to leave this room. After being in prison, I was suddenly in paradise. If this was the mediocre room, I probably wouldn’t have been able to handle the good room.

After I was fed a great breakfast of bacon and eggs with toast, I heard a gentle knock on the door. The lock clicked open and the door opened a crack.

“Riven?” a feminine voice called to me. “May I come in?”

“Yes,” I called out and paused my game, hopping up to welcome my visitor. “Come in.”

A very pretty emma woman pushed the door open, smiling at me in greeting. She had wavy blonde hair and neatly applied red lipstick. She looked similar to Elen with metal plated arms and legs, and the rest of her covered in soft synthetic flesh. She wore a neat, white pencil dress that showed off her curves and cleavage in a very appealing way.

“Good morning,” she said, folding her hands in front of her. “I hope you found everything you needed?”

“Yep, this place is amazing, thank you for your hospitality…” I said, extending my hand. “I’m Riven, and you are…?”

She didn’t make any move to shake my hand, but she laughed sweetly with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes.

“Riven,” she said with a chuckle. “It’s me… Spark.”

I was taken aback, suddenly feeling ashamed of myself. I lowered my head quickly and raised my palms with respect.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted out. “I didn’t realize…”

“It’s fine,” she said, pushing my hands down and lifting my chin. “What you saw yesterday was my official frame that the public usually sees. The fancy one. This one is more comfortable for me… My daily frame, I guess.”

Her hands were so warm. Her touch excited me, and she looked at me for a moment as if she somehow knew.

“Oh, wow,” I said, still a little in shock. “I didn’t know you could do that.”

“Come with me,” she said as she turned, beckoning with one finger. “I want to show you something.”

I walked beside her, trying to keep my nerves down.

“I actually have quite a few different frames,” she explained, walking leisurely. “I’ve needed many different kinds over the centuries.”

“I’ve seen so many emmas,” I said, getting curious. “But I’ve never seen different… types. What kinds have you come up with?”

“Aside from the two you’ve already seen, I have one for zero gravity, extreme heat, high pressure, underwater, and flight,” she explained, excitement leaking into her tone. “The galaxy is a very dangerous place, and I’ve found ways to adapt to every environment. I even have an armoured battle frame…”

It was certain that she enjoyed talking about her inventions, but she looked a little regretful mentioning battle.

“Not very good memories attached to that one,” she said, then shook it off with a shudder and turned. “In here.”

The room we entered was a large, sterile laboratory filled with streamlined, complex machines and computers. Several of the alternate frames she mentioned were there, individually lined up against the walls in charging bays. Every version of herself was beautiful in its own way, and I stared around the room in amazement at technology with centuries of research and development behind it all.

Standing all alone, sealed away in a separate, isolated bay was the official frame that I met yesterday. She was perfect, sleeping silently as she waited for the Spark’s consciousness to return.

“So, I’m kind of a hypocrite,” the Spark said, looking embarrassed. “Enforcing a law that prevents emmas from having multiple identities, while I have all of these.”

She waved her hand around in the general direction of her alternate frames.

“I made a law pushing identity continuity,” she sighed, running her hand along the edge of a clean surface. “While I have replaced my body and parts of my cognition many, many times in my life. I was born a human, I’m over four hundred years old.”

“I—” I started, raising my eyebrows. “I can’t even imagine that.”

“I’ve given many things to the world,” she said, sadly. “There’s nothing I hate more than when people abuse those gifts. Humans and emmas. It’s so… frustrating.”

“That I can imagine,” I nodded, feeling like my contributions to this conversation were pointless.

“So I thought about it,” she said, folding her hands in front of herself solemnly. “As it is now, the law is a contradiction and it cannot be properly enforced. I will amend it.”

I froze in shock, not expecting such a weighty decision to be made so quickly.

“You… what?” I said, a coherent response not arriving in time. “What… does that mean?”

“A new legal process that recognizes a verified change in identity,” she said, steeling herself. “While preserving the weight of consequences for illegal actions. We can create an assessment process that produces a divergence score, an identity audit that determines the degree of discontinuity between identities. Also, whether the change was used to evade consequences or is a true identity break.”

I nodded, trying my best to understand and follow along.

“Because a successor identity still benefits from the life and property of the succeeded one,” she explained. “They should still bear the obligations of the old one. But, the punishment will reflect the level of divergence between who committed the crime and who stands up in court for it. Am I making sense?”

“I—” I uttered weakly, my mind reeling to catch up. “I think, yes?”

“I’ve already assessed you,” she said, gesturing. “You’re going to be the first person granted a verified discontinuity.”

“Wha—Thank you,” I almost whispered, in disbelief. “I’m stunned, I don’t know what to say…”

“You won’t be executed, or even imprisoned for your crime,” she said firmly. “But you will be making reparations however possible, the details of which will still be determined. Since it’s impossible to truly make up for any death, you should realize that this remains a lifetime sentence.”

My eyes welled up as I was granted relief from a tension I didn’t even realize I was holding on to. I grabbed a hard chair away from a nearby table and slumped onto it. I wiped my eyes, trying not to look like a blubbering idiot in front of the most powerful woman on Earth.

“Oh,” the Spark said, reaching out to me tentatively. “You’ll be okay…”

Her warm, metallic hand squeezed my shoulder gently. She came closer, and I became very aware that her flawless, round breasts were hovering close to my face. Her soft scent overwhelmed me with a feeling of safety and closeness, and I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what she smelled like.

She smells so good.

It was layered, and not any one thing in particular. Fabric softener, baby powder, soap, and a warmth that was only hers. I felt very close to her as she slid her arm around me, watching me with affection in her eyes.

She put her finger under my chin, tilting my head up. Then she leaned down, and kissed me with real passion.

I was stunned and my heart thudded in my chest, but her soft lips pulled me to her hypnotically. I turned in the chair, putting my hands nervously on her hips as she moved between my legs. She took my face in her hands, and we kissed gently for a few minutes, enjoying each other as my cock grew harder in my pants.

Is this really happening?

The Spark lowered herself to her knees, her knees clicking against the hard floor as her metal hands stroked my thighs. She reached for my belt, unbuckling me and pulling my zipper down.

“I—uh, Spark,” I stammered, suddenly feeling far out of my depth. “I mean, your Majesty… You—you don’t have to…”

“Shh,” she said as she unbuttoned my pants. “You owe me, remember? Everything. You have to do what I say.”

My mouth dropped open, but no words came out. If this is how she wants me to serve her…

I can do that.

“Now,” she said, pulling at the waist of my pants. “Let me get that dick.”

I shifted my weight, helping her pull my pants down. I pulled my boxers down at the same time, kicking my socks and shoes off hurriedly.

“There, that’s better,” she said, her pretty face smiling up at me from behind my dick.

Her warm, metallic hands gently caressed my already hard cock as I sat. She studied it, her eyes bright and locked on as she stroked my shaft with a soft grip. Her hands felt so good as she lovingly touched me and her soft, warm scent came up to greet me.

She kissed the end of my cock, slowly sucking my tip through her soft, red lips. I gripped the chair’s edge, moaning as the ridge around my tip slipped inside her mouth.

“Fuck,” I hissed, restraining my self from touching the top of her head. “Y—uh, Spark… God…”

She chuckled, her laughter throaty as she popped my cock out of her mouth.

“Mmm,” she sighed. “That’s a nice cock, you should be proud. You can call me Sherry, by the way.”

“Sherry?” I repeated, surprised.

“Mm-hmm,” she said and nodded, sucking my tip into her mouth again, swirling her tongue around me.

I groaned, her experienced teasing was going to make short work of me. She pulled me out of her mouth again with a wet sucking noise, tossing her head to throw her hair back.

“That’s the name I was born with,” she said, massaging my hard shaft as she nuzzled my cock against her soft cheek.

“Can I…” I hesitated, raising my hand. “Touch your hair? I want to fuck your mouth so bad.”

“No,” she said, smiling up at me as she brushed her lips teasingly across my tip. “You’re mine now, and you’re going to do whatever I say.”

“Right,” I nodded, grabbing chair again.

“Don’t cum,” she commanded, pointing and looking at me seriously with her bright blue eyes. “Not until I say.”

“Yes,” I nodded, swallowing as she rubbed the back of my tip with her thumb. “Your majesty.”

“I just need to make sure you’re good and hard for me,” she said with a smile, leaning over my cock.

Her hot red lips slid down over my shaft, my cock disappearing into her throat with long, slow bobs of her head. Her tongue tickled my shaft as I stared lustfully down at her kneeling on the floor in her tight white dress. Her tits looked amazing.

The urge to cum was already rising, and I tried to think of anything else to stop the feeling from flooding forth.

Don’t cum.

Spiders. Carpentry. Sailing.

I looked down, the machine goddess still on her knees and expertly teasing my very hard cock in her hot little mouth. I wasn’t sure how long I could take this.

As if she sensed my tension, she stopped and stood up again. I sighed, with both relief and anticipation.

She pushed her shoulder straps aside, and peeled the white dress down. She had metal plates covering her breasts, just like Elen did.

The Spark unfastened the clips, and her metallic bra swung open to the side in one piece to reveal her perfect, round tits. The Spark watched me stare with a sly smile on her lips, and I just sat there with my wet boner as she put the metal garment aside on a table.

I took my shirt off too, throwing it aside as she came closer to me.

“You can touch me now,” the Spark said quietly, putting her hands on my shoulders.

Mesmerized, I leaned forward and took two handfuls of her soft, silky breasts. I took her nipple in my mouth, licking and sucking on one as I pinched the other one with my fingers.

She gasped, running her fingers through my hair as I enjoyed her body. With her pencil dress pushed down around her waist, I ran my hands over her stunning curves, up her back, and squeezed her bottom.

The Spark stepped back, pushing me away with a smile and she bent over as she pushed her dress all the way down her long legs. Her body was very much the same style that Elen chose, with warm metal plates on her arms and legs from the knees down.

The rest of her was a soft, silky smooth synthetic flesh that was even softer than human skin. I stared hungrily at her perfect ass and tits, which had curves in between them that should come with a warning sign.

“Down,” she said, pointing at the floor with a hand on her other hip.

No woman had ever treated me like this before, but I knew I couldn’t ever say no to her.

I slid off the chair onto my knees.

She came closer, her pink pussy already wet. I could smell her, and it drove me crazy. She stepped over me, bringing her hot wetness close to my mouth.

“Lick me like your life depends on it,” she smiled, towering over me.

“With pleasure,” I grinned, pressing my tongue against her sweet pussy lips.

She grabbed a handful of my hair, grinding her hips into my mouth as I ran my tongue over her. She tasted so good, I touched myself as I pleasured her.

“That’s it,” she moaned, squeezing her breast as she pulled on my hair. “Good boy…”

I flicked my tongue over her clit, watching her stare downward at me with her mouth open. I let go of myself and grabbed her perfect ass cheek with one hand, while slipping two fingers into her hot, wet pussy.

“Mmm,” she breathed, grinding her hips in time with my movements. “Very good…”

She sighed happily, then stepped back. I wiped my mouth and chin with the back of my arm, watching her saunter over to one of the laboratory’s work tables.

She bent over the table, casting the sexiest look I had ever seen over her shoulder at me as she wiggled her hips.

“That dick better still be hard,” she said, tossing her wavy blonde hair out of her eyes.

Very much so.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, scrambling to my feet.

“Fuck me good,” she said, leaning on her elbows. “But don’t cum yet.”

I took a steadying breath, my hand on my cock as I stroked the perfect curve of her hip reverently. Her pink, wet pussy waited for me, and I brushed my tip across her pussy lips.

I’d never felt both so afraid and horny at the same time in my life. I was about to fuck the woman who was essentially Queen of Earth, and it was nothing short of nerve-wracking.

It was an intense moment as I gently slipped my tip past her royal pussy lips, groaning as her warm body gripped me in the most amazing way. I slowly pulled back, my tip tingling with a strange warmth where her wetness covered me. I pushed inside her again, squeezing her soft hip as my cock slipped in even deeper.

“Yeah,” she moaned, putting her head down on the table. “Give it to me…”

I gripped her waist with both hands, her body was so luxuriously soft and she smelled amazing. Her pussy was so warm and wet, hugging my cock perfectly with a mesmerizing tingling sensation as I slipped deeper and deeper inside her with each thrust.

“Oh, sweet Sherry,” I groaned as I fucked her steadily. “God, how does your pussy feel so good…”

“Don’t cum!” she said, pushing her hips back and slapping against me. “God, yes…”

I fucked her harder, matching her pace and urgency.

Ah, shit.

Small engine repair. Darning socks. Burning flesh.

I bit my lip, grimacing as I tried to think of anything except cumming inside this perfect pussy. Her body jiggled in all the right ways, tensing up and relaxing in increasingly intense waves.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned gutturally as I pounded into her, trying to push her orgasm over the edge.

She shouted, throwing her head back as her pussy squeezed my thrusting cock. Her body shivered and she lost control of her legs, falling flat on the table as I held her down and fucked her hard. She trembled, shuddering sporadically as she moaned, grasping desperately at the table as her orgasm pulsed through her.

I slowed my pace to match her energy, stroking her body as I leaned back and released her with my cock still deep inside her quivering pussy.

“Watching you cum is so beautiful,” I said in amazement, stroking her sexy body.

“Good boy,” she said weakly, reaching back and patting my hip. “That was… good.”

I took her cue and pulled out of her, watching her try to walk on wobbly legs.

“Hey, I had an idea,” she said, trying and failing to straighten her hair. “Emmas started out as sex bots, did you know that? We can detect sexual arousal.”

“I didn’t know that,” I said, my hard cock wondering where she was going with this.

“So, that’s how I know my official frame turned you on yesterday,” she grinned, gesturing with her head toward the sleeping emma. “Want to fuck her too?”

The godlike, regal frame slept quietly in it’s dock, it’s arms out slightly in a neutral, rigid pose. Her well maintained, blonde hair spilled around her shoulders, with thin platinum braids scattered throughout. Her long, white and gold garments made her look even more surreal, like an obscenely rich, medieval queen.

“I—You…” I spluttered, my excitement making me stupid. “We can do that? I mean, yes, she’s beautiful…”

“Cool,” she said with a mischievous smile. “One sec.”

I found it interesting how the more familiar with me she became, the more casually she spoke.

She trotted over to an empty charging bay by the wall, her body jiggling tantalizingly. She was so very pretty, but her official, public frame was something out of this world.

The Spark leaned back into the charging bay with a wink and a smile at me, then her eyes promptly fluttered shut.

She was gone, her sexy frame suddenly lifeless. I had never seen anything like this before, and I crossed the room and stood in front of her sleeping, naked body in amazement.

After a minute, the godlike, beautiful emma to my left jerked, her pose relaxing as her eyes fluttered open. The isolation chamber hissed and cracked open as the curved glass parted in the middle and rotated aside. I suddenly felt afraid again, like when I was on her throne room floor begging for her consideration.

The gorgeous queen blinked, looking around as she regained her senses. Her eyes settled on me, and she smiled warmly. It was so strange, seeing her disappear from one frame and wake up in another.

Her ice blue eyes drifted down, biting her lip as she eyed my hard cock. She stepped down, her bare feet covered in soft flesh. She watched me as she started pulling her golden metal plates and jewelry off, setting them all carefully on a nearby table.

“Better?” she said, smiling at me with a coy shrug.

She approached her previous frame to smooth out her hair and wipe a wet spot off her cheek.

I had no words, but I went to her and pulled her to me by the waist. She squealed in surprise and laughed as we kissed, throwing her arms around my neck.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she grinned, patting my face. “Now, down.”

She pointed at the floor. I groaned inwardly, my hard cock demanding that I put it inside her.

I knelt, and she approached me once again, pulling aside the long slit that ran up the leg of her robe.

“Good boy,” she breathed, stroking my hair affectionately. “Now lick my pussy. Make me good and wet for you again.”

So I did, hungrily licking her soft, warm pussy with all the desire I had built up for her that day. I needed her, and I showed her just how much in no uncertain terms as I pushed my tongue inside her and stroked her thighs.

She breathed deeply, squeezing a handful of my hair and throwing her head back in pleasure. After a few minutes, she stopped me, stepping back.

“Good,” she sighed, rubbing her clit a little. “Now sit.”

I jumped up, wiping my face and sitting obediently in the hard chair. I stroked my cock, watching eagerly as she pulled her silky white robe up over her head, tossing the expensive fabric in a pile on the table.

Good lord.

Her body was immaculate and her skin was a milky white. Her synthetic skin covered her whole body and she had long, soft legs and thick thighs that made my head spin. Her breasts were even bigger than her other ones, and her hips made her curves almost deadly.

She swayed her hips and she stepped closer, throwing her leg over me and straddling my lap. My hard cock stood up between us, and her breasts were so close to my face. She raised herself up, pulling on my cock and lowering herself onto me.

Her sweet pussy slipped over me, surprising me with her tightness.

“Ah!” she gasped, wincing. “Oh, I forgot… This frame was still a virgin…”

I put my hands gently on her stunning hips, groaning as her tight, wet pussy hugged the end of my cock. She worked me into herself slowly, pursing her lips as she moaned.

“I—” she gasped, biting her lip. “I can get it in… Hold on…”

Each time she came down, she pushed me deeper inside her millimeters at a time. Watching and feeling her move on me was ecstasy, and soon she sat in my lap with her hands on my shoulders, smiling proudly.

“See?” she beamed as I caressed her breasts. “It fits.”

I sucked on her nipple, and she began grinding her hips in my lap. Her pussy was so tight, but soft and wet, I was certain this was going to be it for me.

“You do not get to cum yet,” she breathed, bouncing in my lap. “Don’t do it.”

Her tits jiggled in my face, and I squeezed her hips as she bounced her round ass in my lap. Her sweet pussy felt so good, it was too much.

Fuck!

Badgers! Palm trees! Board games!

“Your cock fills up this pussy so good,” she moaned, staring down at where my cock disappeared inside her.

Her body trembling, she made a choked cry as she doubled over me, throwing her arms around my neck. She brought her pussy down on my cock hard, our thighs slapping together as her pussy spasmed. Her breasts felt good pressed against me, her body shaking as my cock quickly made my sweet queen orgasm once again.

“Ah,” she moaned, leaning on my chest and catching her breath. “You’re doing so well, I thought you were going to cum that time…”

“I want to,” I groaned, squeezing her tits. “I want to cum, please…”

“Do you deserve it?”

I was surprised at her question, because I could only have one answer.

“No,” I said, breathing hard as my cock twitched inside her quivering pussy.

I squeezed her hips, and she had a thoughtful look on her pretty face. Her long, wavy blonde hair spilled over her shoulders.

“I will play with you for a bit longer,” she said finally and kissed me, then climbed off my cock as she rubbed her clit.

The machine goddess knelt on the floor between my legs, stroking my thighs as she took my hard cock into her mouth. My head swam as her warmth enveloped me, taking me closer and closer to the point of no return.

“You want to cum, don’t you?” she teased, licking my tip gently.

“Y-yes,” I whimpered, stroking her hair. “Please, your majesty… Sherry…”

She laughed, kissing my twitching cock. She stood up, turning away and sitting in my lap again. I gripped her hips as she guided my cock back inside her hot, wet pussy.

“Oh god,” I groaned, digging my fingers into her soft hips as she ground her pussy in my lap.

She chuckled, leaning back on my shoulder and turning to kiss me. I grabbed her large breasts, squeezing them and running my hands all over her perfectly crafted body. I reached down and rubbed her clit, squeezed her hips, and stroked her silky skin as she worked her sweet pussy on my cock.

I can’t take this!

“Is my pussy too much for you?” she whispered to me over her shoulder as she squirmed in my lap.

“Yes!” I grunted, moaning nonsensically and squeezing her round breasts.

Upholstery! Corrugated cardboard!

Her warm, silky body writhing all over me was overwhelming with me with sensation. My cock twitched inside of her, harder than ever. I thrust my hips, driving my cock deeper.

“No,” she said chidingly. “Don’t move, let me do it.”

“Please,” I said shakily. “I can’t take it…”

She leaned back to kiss me again, a smile on her face as she gyrated her hips slowly.

“Can I—” I gasped, her ass in my lap and my hands on her waist, her sinuous movements driving me crazy. “Can I cum? My queen?”

“Yes,” she said finally, reaching back and stroking my hair. “Cum inside me, Riven…”

I sighed with relief, letting go of my inhibitions and focusing solely on her tight, wet pussy on my cock. It felt so good to let go. I squeezed her round breasts and stroked her, letting the feeling take over my body as her soft skin moved against mine.

“Oh…” she moaned, as my cock twitched strongly inside her.

“Fuck,” I groaned as she writhed sinuously in my lap, and I grabbed two handfuls of her large breasts.

The intense pressure was finally too much, and stars exploded behind my eyes.

I groaned loudly, feeling my cock surge with a long, hard pulse as my spine arched forward involuntarily. I threw my arms around her, burying my face in her hair and filled her tight little pussy with my cum. I jerked and shuddered as she squirmed in my lap, whimpering as her body spasmed along with me.

“Yes!” she cried, reaching down and rubbing her clit as she orgasmed with me. “Riven…”

Her pussy squeezed me as I came harder and longer than I ever had before. Spasm after spasm, I shot my loads deep inside the gorgeous machine goddess as she cried out with pleasure. Her legs trembled and her body shivered as she reached back and pulled my hair.

Her warm body felt so good in my lap, leaning on me with her long hair spilling over me. The Spark’s round ass in my lap was so soft and her hair smelled amazing. She stayed there for a while as we caught our breath, until my cock slipped out and my cum was leaking out of her onto me.

“Holy shit,” I exhaled as the Spark sat up. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard.”

The Spark tussled her hair with both hands, stretching contentedly as if she just woke up from a long sleep.

“Hmm,” she sighed happily, pushing on my knees as she stood up. “Yes, that was nice.”

What a nice ass…

I was still stunned at how flawless her body was, and unable to use my legs yet after emptying my entire soul into her tight pussy. She stood there humming to herself, one hand on her hip and the other absently cupping one of her large, round breasts.

“Well,” she said, looking over at me with a smile. “I should get these frames cleaned up, it seems I have to make a new address to the public.”

I snapped out of my daze, sitting myself up properly in my chair.

“I never expected you to listen to me,” I said, looking around for my clothes. “Thank you again for being so reasonable.”

“I’m serious about what I said, I’ll make an address today and everyone will know about the change,” she said, coming over to me and putting her hand on my shoulder. “I mean it when I say you’re mine now. I know you have your other girls but when I call, you’d better come quickly and give me the best fuck of my life every time.”

“Yes, your Majesty,” I said with a smile, slipping my arm around her shapely waist and pulling her close.

She leaned down and pecked me on the lips, squeezing my face in her hand. I felt a little frustration in her grip, as if she were conflicted about something. A little moment of hesitation as she looked at me, her intelligent blue eyes searching my face.

“I don’t mind you calling me Sherry, just…” she said, letting me go. “Don’t do it unless we’re alone.”

I nodded, nuzzling her large, soft breasts and inhaling her deeply. I knew there was something she wasn’t saying, but I knew better than to pry it out of her.

“Go on then,” she said, pulling away and patting my face. “Lexa will be ready to pick you up soon.”

She picked up her white robe, turning it the right way up and dressing as she talked.

“Be ready to answer calls. Your contact information will be given to the families affected by what happened,” she said, her head reappearing as she pulled the robe on. “You are about to be a very busy man.”

She carefully adjusted her robe and hair, looking every bit like the perfect goddess she truly was. She made a smart decision that undoubtedly improved the lives of many people that day, and she was wise enough to admit that her original ruling, while good intentioned, wasn’t totally fair.

I was in the presence of the oldest, most powerful soul on Earth, and she just fucked my brains out.

After making such a horrible mistake, one that affected her personally, I was the luckiest man alive to be at her beck and call.

I was returned to the front entrance of what I now realize was the Spark’s palace, and I didn’t even bother to hide my relationship with Lexa. I hugged her tightly, tears on my face.

I explained everything to her on the drive home. She was so happy for me, we had to pull over so she could hug me again, then she let me ride in the front seat.

Of course, I had to repeat the whole story for Elen, who broke down and cried with relief. She punched me hard in the shoulder again, just for trespassing into the Fabula building in the first place.

I deserved that.

In the evening, Lexa, Elen and I were relaxing together at Elen’s coffee shop. Lexa and I arrived together, and Elen had just finished work.

We stood on the bridge there together, watching the water as the sun set over it with one of my girls on each side of me. Looking at the deep water, I wasn’t panicked any more. I understood now.

When it was time for me to buy my coffee however, I hesitated.

“You’ll have to try it eventually,” Elen said, waving the scanner threateningly. “Just try, we have to see.”

I put my arm out, unable to watch. When I pried my eyes open, I saw an amber light.

Elen laughed and kissed me, while Lexa threw her arms around us both.

I had no reason to believe that she wouldn’t, but I was still floored that the Spark kept her word so swiftly.

Mother Spark’s new divergence score and more flexible identity tracking was already in effect. It immediately made my life livable again.

I was already receiving calls from families who had lost their loved ones. I took as many notes as I could, making bookings and appointments to work with them.

Then I realized there was another way I could give back.

“I’ve been getting calls all night,” I said as we watched the water flowing under the bridge. “I think people like me are going to need help keeping track of the families and reparations. It would just be liaison and maybe task tracking, but we could put together something to help people with all that.”

“A new law like this needs structure to uphold it,” Lexa said, looking thoughtful. “That’s a good idea.”

“That’s really making the best of a bad situation,” Elen added, a smile on her face. “I’m proud of you.”

‘Null’ disappeared as a social status, pulling many back from the brink.

I faithfully visited the Mother Spark every time she summoned me, and sometimes I was lucky enough to bring Elen and Lexa along.

My identity was the world’s first Verified Discontinuity, and many others like me were soon granted the same.

I was still responsible for my mistake, and that was fair.

I wasn’t a free man, but I wasn’t condemned.

* * *

Thanks for reading!

Do you think this was a fair resolution? In a world where memory and identity alteration is common, how would you make the law fair?

Let me know what you think in a review!

* * *

Back in the throne room, the Spark mentions an occasion where she invented the galaxy’s most powerful weapon and saved Earth from the evil Federation. However, she didn’t mention Derek, the guy who caused a catastrophic accident that led to the invention of the Sun Slinger!

SUN SLINGER: PART ONE

[image: Sun Slinger, Part One]

GET YOUR COPY

“Absolutely,” I said, probably a little too quickly. “I would love to see you naked.”

“Okay!” she grinned and hopped up from the bed, her amazing body bouncing in all the right ways.

My cock harder than ever, I fondled her perfect blue body as she bent over and pulled her shorts down. Her strange, shimmering skin changed colour slightly as my fingers pressed into it, and it was exquisitely smooth. As she stepped out of her shorts, I was blessed with a glimpse of her wet pussy, a little pink amongst a sea of blue. I stroked her sexy ass as she rolled her stockings down, exposing her smooth, silky legs. She was a consistent blue from head to toe, except for her blonde hair, green eyes and red lips. Lastly, she stood up straight and smiled happily at me as she pulled her top up over her head.

* * *

Sign up for my newsletter on the Bogwood Press website and receive free bonus stories from the Helping Hand and Hotwired series:

https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter

* * *

OTHER SERIES BY AXEL RIVERS

Master of Nun

Naughty Nuns, Harem

Sun Slinger

Sci-Fi, Alien Babes, Harem

Hotwired

Sci-Fi, Androids, Harem

Rockheart Harem

Older Woman Younger Man, Harem

Viking Vixens

Sci-Fi, Time Travel, Vikings, Harem

Helping Hand

Older Woman Younger Man, Harem


Axel Rivers

I write high heat men's adventure fiction. I like to explore new ideas and going on unlikely adventures in sci-fi and fantasy... with all the spice you're looking for!

Check out my other books at the Bogwood Press website:

https://www.bogwoodpress.com/
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