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Protect and Serve just took on a whole new meaning.

 

For Recreational Intercourse Operative Gemma, patrolling Newcity’s Lovehuts and Pleasurebots isn’t much of a pleasure. But it’s work she clings to after an accident destroyed her marriage and left her with half her body made of replacement parts.

She keeps her head down and her mind on her job, waiting for the proverbial hammer to fall. The head of the ruling council is out to make those like her illegal. If anyone finds out she’s mecho, she’s toast.

A routine inspection of a Pleasurebot turns into a strictly forbidden—and mind-blowing—sexual encounter. Then she realizes it isn’t an “it” at all. He’s human, and despite the sweet-hot climaxes he gives her, she buries her report to save them both from the consequences.

Except he can’t seem to stay away from her, and for a time life seems almost…normal. Until Gemma uncovers Declan’s own deep, dark secret. A secret that could get her fired from R.I.O. Or both of them killed.
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Megan Hart

Dedication

To anyone who’s ever reached for the stars, and to Superman of course, since I couldn’t do this without you.

Chapter One

The scent of sex is an aphrodisiac for some. For others, a reminder of last night’s drunken mistake. For me, it’s just part of the job.

The crowd parted before me like the thighs of a LUV 180 at the sight of a twenty credit chit. I passed a number of Pleasurebots, but didn’t stop. I’d spotted the one I wanted the minute I walked through the Lovehut door. An early model PSSN-M, maybe an 02 or an 03, one of the first Pleasurebots to strut off the assembly line. A dark-haired one, with dark eyes, instead of the standard blond and blue. The muscled arms and taut abs looked factory issue, but the rest was clearly a custom order.

Pleasurebots don’t keep to themselves, but this one stood along the wall, alone. He could’ve been waiting for someone, but I suspected something more serious, like a malfunction. I made my way through the bumping and grinding crowd, my hand ready to grab my stunner if I needed it. Some PSSNs have a malfunctioning ignition. You can turn them on, you just can’t turn them off. A man who rented a PSSN-F-02 in one of the older Lovehuts learned that the hard way. She fucked him to death. Since then, Howard Adar and the Newcity Ruling Council have had the Recreational Intercourse Operatives working heavy duty overtime to find the faulty models and haul them in for repairs. It isn’t always easy. There are certain men and women who will pay ten times the going rate for the thrill of risking a Passion Model with a malfunctioning ignition.

It isn’t easy to convince a PSSN he or she needs to be fixed, either, not when shoddy repairs can put them out of commission for a long time. Sometimes, even forever. Passion Models can spot an R.I. Op a mile away, even out of uniform. Sometimes they run.

This one met my eyes and let a slow, hot smile cross his perfectly shaped lips like synthetic butter on a hot cob of articorn. “Hello, officer.”

“Operative GMMA 4121609.” I slid up my sleeve to show him the tattoo badge on my forearm. “Personal ID unit?”

He spread his fingers in a mock-innocent gesture. “Must’ve left it at home.”

I raised one eyebrow at him to let him know I wasn’t fooled. “You know you’ll have to come to the nearest inspection station with me.”

In the glaring neon light from above the bar, his eyes looked dark as midnight. Blue and green swirls glittered from the flashing lights. He frowned.

“You’re kidding me.”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?”

He took the opportunity to let his gaze move completely along my body, paying special attention to my nipples, which pushed at the navy blue artisilk of my uniform. And then, damn him, when he looked at the junction of my legs, he licked his lips.

“No, officer. You don’t.”

“You know the laws, buddy. All bots have to be registered and licensed…and inspected.” This close, he smelled unbelievable. Something expensive, custom-blended. I could smell him even above the tang of deathsticks and hallucinabars. This Passion Model was high class.

He nodded then, but his dark eyes narrowed. “You think I’m—”

I put my hand on my stunner far less than casually. “Are you going to give me a hard time?”

At my unintentional pun, he flashed me that grin again. “I guess I am. If you insist.”

I made a show of shaking my head and rolling my eyes, but since it appeared he was going to come with me quietly, I just waved him toward the door. God-of-choice, the view from behind was just as sweet. I’ve always had a soft spot in my heart for the PSSN-M. They were built with a quality that seems to have gone by the wayside. Sure, the newer Pleasurebots have been improved. They make the PSSY models with an intelligence to rival any sixth grader, and the CUM 180s can even add and subtract. But when it comes right down to their real function, sex, the first PSSNs have a wonderful quality all their own, lost in the later upgrades. A sense of humor. I guess most people don’t like to laugh while they’re naked.

He tossed a glance over his shoulder as we pushed through the doors to the parking lot. “You sure you want to do this?”

“It’s my job, metalboy. Keep it moving.”

And did he ever. I hadn’t seen an ass move like that since R.I. Op training, when we were forced to undergo hours of simulated stimulation—and even most of the simstim hadn’t looked that good.

“Someone put a lot of money into you,” I told him.

He paused at the edge of the moving tread sidewalk and gave me another of his cocky grins. “Which way do you want me?”

He was asking me which direction I wanted him to take the pedtread, but his sexy double entendre served its purpose. I felt the flush rise along my cheeks. I was going to enjoy this inspection, faulty ignition or no.

“Follow me.”

Using the pedtread, we reached the nearest inspection station only a minute away. Its red neon sign blinked a beacon for us as we stepped off the pedtread and onto the sidewalk. He looked up at the sign, one of the more graphic ones. This one showed a gigantic erect phallus penetrating a pulsating pussy. The neon was old and flickering, giving the simulated copulation a frenzied look.

He nodded toward it. “In there?”

His pretense at innocence was beginning to annoy me. “You have another place in mind?”

He let that liquid chocolate gaze slide down over my breasts and center between my thighs again before he replied. “My apartment, maybe.”

“You know that’s illegal. Get inside.”

He hesitated again, one foot on the doorstep. “I’ve never been inside one of these places.”

For an instant, just a moment, I felt sorry for him. It’s not a Passion Model’s fault if he or she malfunctions. Still, the laws had been passed and I was just doing my job. Better for me to risk a bot going into overdrive than an untrained civilian. I could handle it. Most people couldn’t.

“Inside.”

He shrugged again and laughed. “Sure thing.”

The benches in the lobby were empty. All the magazines had been put away neatly in their racks. A pair of saucy breasts peeked out at me from one magazine cover. A set of nice firm male buns showed on another. Directly ahead of us sat the receptionist, and behind her desk stretched the long corridor of inspection rooms.

“Slow night?” I slid up my sleeve to show her the tatbadge, though Miriam and I had known each other since I first graduated from R.I.O.

Miriam nodded and brushed her waist-length ebony hair over one shoulder with crimson-painted nails. The movement slid her neckline even farther open to show the cherry tips of her perfect white breasts. Behind me, I heard the PSSN let out a low mutter. Miriam smiled.

“Yeah.” She looked me over. “But I might say that you are looking fine tonight, Gemma.”

“I’m on duty.”

She shrugged. “I’m just saying.”

I had to force back a chuckle. “Just sign us in, okay?”

Miriam yawned. “Take your pick. They’re all empty.”

I held out my arm so she could scan the badge, then opened my eyes so she could give me the retinal scan. The bright light, as always, left dark spots in my vision for a few seconds. Blinking, I stopped her when she moved to give my detainee the scan.

“He doesn’t have a license.”

A Pleasurebot without a license wouldn’t have a retscan code either. Newcity Council’s pressure to keep the Lovehuts clean hadn’t extended to a bigger budget. Captain Rando was coming down hard on the department for unnecessary expenses, and full scans cost a minimum of .75 credits. I didn’t want to be on the Chief’s rant list without reason.

Miriam looked at him more closely. “Malfunction?”

I gave him a glance. “No reports and no complaints. Just a random inspection. He didn’t have his personal ID unit, so…”

“You have got the best job.” Miriam sighed. “C’mon.”

Through the entire exchange, my handsome Passion Model had remained silent. When Miriam left the security of her desk, however, he let out a low, strained whistle. I could understand why. Miriam’s skirt covered her from waist to toes, but the material was so sheer nothing was hidden. Her taut buttocks were clearly visible under the cloth. When she reached the door to the inspection room, the dark triangle of her pubic area pressed against the gauzy cloth. It was just demure enough to be totally captivating.

“See you later,” she said and gave my bot a wink that made him groan.

Once inside the inspection room, I gave him a moment to calm down. “Have a seat.”

Predictably enough, he chose the bed. I stayed standing while I prepared to read him his rights. “You are aware that Mandate 6978 requires all Pleasurebots to be licensed, registered and regularly inspected?”

“Yeah. I know about that.”

I fingered the top snap of my jumpsuit. “You are aware that by not providing me with the appropriate license you gave me reason to require you to accompany me to Inspection Station 7308 for a full and thorough inspection of all your functions, to be completed at my discretion and to my satisfaction?”

He ran a hand through his hair, suddenly looking nervous. “Yeah.”

“Are you prepared to abide by my decisions regarding your function and ability, should I determine you need repairs?”

Now he laughed. “Sure. Yeah.”

“You seem to be taking this awfully lightly,” I said. “This is a serious offense.”

He forced his smile into a serious look. “Sorry, officer.”

“State your name.”

“Declan.”

I sighed. “Your ID number?”

He frowned. “I don’t think I have one.”

Memory wipe. So far, he hadn’t exhibited any of the tics or tremors that signaled a faulty ignition, but loss of RAM could indicate a bigger problem. “Never mind. I can probably find your registration code.”

He laughed again, more loudly. I didn’t like his attitude, but I didn’t show my annoyance. He’d be begging for mercy when I finished with him, anyway.

“Let’s just get started, okay?”

He looked a little nervous again. “What do you want me to do?”

I didn’t have to think too hard about that one. “Stand up.”

He did.

I reached over and grabbed his belt buckle, then pulled him around until his back was against the wall. I unbuckled his belt and tugged the waist of his pants over his hips. Beneath he wore black drawers, snug against the bulge at his crotch. Along with the dark hair and eyes, it seemed someone had paid for package enhancement too.

I hooked my thumbs into the elastic. As I went to my knees, I pulled his clothes down all the way. The softness of his dark pubic hair brushed my cheek as I got into position.

“Wait!”

I paused, my mouth almost on the tip of his half-erect cock. “Look, this is my job. You need to be inspected. Don’t make it so difficult.”

He seemed uncertain what to say. “This is it? You’re just going to go down on me?”

I looked up at him. For a lot of women, kneeling in front of a man with his cock ready to go down their throats makes them feel submissive. Dominated. For some, even, at risk. Not me. Taking a man’s dick in my mouth, aside from being part of the job I was trained to do, is one big power-rush. Nothing quite like it.

“What do you want me to do, sweetheart? Kiss you first?”

“I just thought…”

“Don’t think,” I told him. “Just react.”

I slid the length of him inside my mouth. In moments, he was completely hard. I tongued the shaft, then let my lips caress the head of his cock. He throbbed against my tongue and let out a moan.

Have I mentioned that I’m very good at my job?

He muttered an expletive. I pinched his thighs lightly in chastisement, but he didn’t seem inclined to pull away. Not many did once we got down to business.

I took him in farther, until the head of his cock nudged the back of my throat. He uttered another muffled curse, this one interspersed with words one usually heard in prayer. I smiled, my mouth curved around him, and I let the length slide back out.

“Good boy,” I murmured and patted his thighs again. They were firm, with muscles that now stood out as he leaned against the wall. “You’re doing fine.”

“I think there’s something you need to know,” he began, but I shut him up by swirling my tongue around his tip.

When I let him slide back out, I tongued open the hatch on the tiny compartment hidden in my left back molar. I bit down just hard enough to release a few drops of aphrodisiac gel that numbed my tongue but would instantly enhance any sensations this blow job was giving him. I felt him react as the gel coated his shaft.

His hands found my hair. He didn’t pull, so I let them stay there. I used one hand to anchor his cock while I moved my mouth, and I unsnapped my jumpsuit with the other. I slipped my hand down between my thighs to turn myself on.

As always, that first electric jolt as my finger pressed my sexbutton had me shuddering with instant pleasure. A tiny sigh escaped me. I was ready to move on with the inspection.

“I’m going to lie down on the bed, and you’re going to orally stimulate me until orgasm, or to cease upon my command,” I said, still kneeling. He couldn’t know it would be nearly impossible for him to make me come. I could hold out for as long as it took for a faulty ignition to malfunction. Orgasms are for private life, not for work.

Declan’s thighs clenched; his erection bobbed. He’d taken his hands from my head and now he fisted them at his sides. I watched his face for any unusual reactions. “Got it?”

He nodded and swallowed. I watched the way his throat worked, the way his tongue swiped across his mouth, and felt an answering tingle between my legs. He was ready, all right. Turned on and ready to do what he’d been made to do.

“Can I touch you?”

His question was so sweet it made me pause in stripping off my uniform. I looked at him curiously. “I’d say you’re going to have to. You have a problem?”

He shook his head and ran his hands through his dark hair, making it stand up in spikes. I noticed he had an off-center widow’s peak. His hairline made a jagged point on the left side of his forehead. Unusual to find a Pleasurebot with asymmetrical features…

Before I could ponder further, he’d stepped up to me and crushed his mouth to mine. I stand five-foot-ten and weigh a good one hundred and forty pounds, all muscle, so I’m no wilting flower. He’d taken me by surprise, though, and I don’t like that. I stepped down, hard, and the heel of my boot crunched on his toe.
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