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Chapter One

“Come on, Marti, you have to think of this as just another mission. You are a leader of soldiers, a decorated war hero… Your on-file policy is ‘Leave no one behind’.”

Martini Harmon, a colonel in the Planetary Repulsion Force, muttered to herself as she brought her flitter to a hovering park. “Just pretend this is enemy territory and those people are holding your M.A.N. prisoner. All you have to do is go in, get your M.A.N., and get out!”

Celebrated as the most gung-ho soldier of her day, this current trepidation confused her, shamed her, and pissed her off, royally. She hadn’t been this nervous the first time she faced the alien Scarth.

Frowning, she exited the flitter and locked it down, ignoring the ‘No Hovering’ signs posted along the street. In wartime, military personnel garnered special privileges. No Botcop would issue a tick once it scanned the vehicle and found it active issue.

Stomping the two blocks over to the towering building housing the company that had raised her legendary ire, she rehearsed her mantra, repeating the phrase over and over.

“I will accept no bullshit excuses. I will not be turned away empty-handed, and so help me, Matrix, I will get my M.A.N. today!”

Stopping in front of the street’s lone multi-level building, she paused, breathing deeply. In and out, lungs expanding smoothly, body functions priming for a fight, she relegated everything but this present challenge to the back of her mind. Lips curling in a determined sneer, she stepped forward.

The imposing frosted glass doors guarding the lavish offices of M.A.N.-Kind, Inc. sported old-fashioned door handles. Grasping the knobs firmly, she flung the doors open and stalked into the chilled, rarified air of the office suite housing the multi-billion dollar robotics company. Goose bumps immediately blossomed over her exposed shoulders, arms, and thighs.

This time, she would let nothing deter her. Today — if sheer determination had anything to do with it — she would finally get her M.A.N.

Long, lean legs clad in shiny black, over-the-knee leather boots carried her past a second set of glass doors. Powered by her determined strides, her three-inch heels struck the decorative tile, sounding like the sharp, cracking retorts of gunshots. Lips drawn tight in irritation, she swept past the secretary’s pristine desk, a cautioning finger cocked and pointing at the sputtering flunky who started to his feet, hands wringing in consternation.

Good, he recognizes me.

“Don’t even try to hand me any bullshit, buster,” she warned as she circled back to his desk and snatched up a stylus. Pushing the hapless server out of her way, she leaned over, scribbling rapidly.

Straightening up, she tossed the electronic pen and pad into the chest of the startled worker. “There, I’ve ‘penciled’ in an appointment with your boss for a major ass whipping. Unless you want some too, I suggest you stay the fuck outta my way. Got that?”

The drone nodded glumly, straightening his chair and sinking back down with a resigned sigh. Obviously ignorant of her enhanced hearing, he pushed a button on his console, speaking two hushed words into the intercom.

“She’s back.”

“Damn straight, I’m back,” she snapped, “and there’s nothing wrong with my hearing, dick-head. I’m back, angry at the world, and mad enough to be just a lee-tle bit impatient. All I can say is heaven help anyone who gets in my way.”

Like the smarmy salesperson slithering into my path, right now…

“Good morning, gentlefem. Welcome to the main offices of —”

“Out of my way, cretin, I’m gunning for your boss!”

“Well, that is the problem, isn’t it?” The drone jerked back, alarm crossing his features when she growled an explicit insult at him. “Everyone wants the boss. He’s busy… uh… can’t be disturbed. No, he’s out of the office. Gone for the day — arrgh!” he broke off with a strangled cry, voice high and thin from being forced through the constrictive grip of her steel-hard fingers.

Stopping just shy of truly throttling him, Marti lifted the neuter until its feet dangled four inches from the ground. Voice sounding like jagged shards of glass, she snarled in its face, “Listen up! I am not happy. When I am unhappy, I start taking things apart.” Disgusted by the tears leaking from its fear-contorted face, she shook the hapless M.A.N.U. “Shut the hell up before I begin with you. I can’t stand it when you Male-Anatomy-Neutered-Units start blubbering. Damn-it-to-hell, snip off a man’s prick and he becomes one — a damned crybaby one, at that.”

“I… b-beg your indulgence,” the drone gasped between sobs, mopping at his face with a soggy sleeve, “for distressing you with m-my tears, b-b-but you are frightening me.”

“Yeah, well, live long enough and you’ll find life does that, Bub,” she sniped, setting him down more gently than he might have expected. “Frightens the hell out of you if you give it a chance. Now, am I going to hear any more crap about your boss being out of the office?”

A quick, fervent shake of the head answered her. “If you will come this way, gentlefem…” The M.A.N.U. scurried out of her reach before gesturing down the plush, thickly carpeted hallway, eyebrows cresting when it caught her murmured response.

“That’s the problem egghead,” she muttered in disgust. “I haven’t come any way for far too long a time…”






Chapter Two

“Believe me, gentlefem Harmon, I understand what you’re saying and sympathize with your plight.”

Marti shook her head earnestly, her long blond hair flying about her face. “See, I don’t think you do.” Scooting closer to the edge of her chair, she tapped an impatient finger on the hard surface of the executive sized desk. “Because if you did, gentlehom Aresti, you wouldn’t be stalling me like this.”

The youthful president of M.A.N.-Kind, Inc. leaned back in his wide leather chair, rested his cleft chin on slim steepled fingers and stared right into her baby blue eyes, his own a pale green, frosty with dislike and disgruntlement and something else she couldn’t quite identify.

“Then explain it to me in words of one syllable. Why must our company accommodate you before all the other ladies ahead of you in the waiting line?”

Lips tightening at his disapproving expression, she mumbled under her breath, “I don’t like you either, you dickless sycophant!”

What the hell did she care what he thought about her? She was used to disgruntled looks and surly attitudes. Hell, those were the only kinds of looks she ever received. All her life, her mother, the General, and her two sisters — the General’s wannabe clones — often found her more than they could handle.

Deep down, though, she almost wished he didn’t have such a soft, sour look about him because the man was drop dead gorgeous. Thick, black curly hair, pale green eyes, a mouth with a full bottom lip that made her want to tug on it, and a muscular body that had her nipples standing at attention. All sharp angles and slashing grooves, his face held just enough flaws to be beautiful without being girlie feminine.

Too bad, he wasn’t really her type. She liked them a lot bigger and darker… Denzel Washington dark, to be exact. Still, any port in a storm… and damn it, her hormones were a raging hurricane with all the attendant wetness involved.

“You want reasons, cutie, I’ll give you some. First reason is I already paid up front. You should have delivered my M.A.N. last year. Course, I was incommunicado and off-planet to boot, so I excused that lapse. Now my second — and by far easier to uphold legally — reason is that I have spent the last five years out on the fringes, fighting to keep you — and all the other sybaritic deadheads like you — alive and living the cushiony life you have grown accustomed to. Lastly, I am a public servant, and as such, am entitled under Martial Law number 3950 section A-67 to preferential treatment. In other words,” she paused, letting a disdainful smirk widen her full lips, “I get to jump any line I want, and I choose this one. So, your bottom line is, you can either get me my M.A.N. or you can become my man. Right now, I don’t much care.”

The man visibly shuddered, a frown darkening his face. “There’s been no action out at the fringes for over two years. That’s a poor attempt at trying to deceive me.”

“Ha! There’s been no new action. Mop-up has been taking place ever since the cease-fire and containment orders. If even one of those invading Scarth troopers had penetrated our rear guard, we wouldn’t be having this conversation. This entire sector would be a burning slag and you know it.”

Aresti nodded in reluctant agreement, lips drawn into an unflattering line.

Marti released an exasperated sigh, blowing a puff of air toward the sweaty fringe of her uneven bangs. “Look, I just need a bout of long, hard, fucking. Getting my own self off doesn’t rock my boat. I can’t climax that way. I need a M.A.N., and I need one now. ”

She tilted her head, casting a considering glance at the pretty boy sitting across from her, reexamining the svelte executive. He by no means measured up to her usual standard of bedmates, being too scrawny by far. She sighed. Beggars couldn’t be choosy, and when a girl was in need… “How about you scratch this itch?”

He was shaking his head ‘no’ vigorously before the words exited her mouth. “I am sure, under all that dirt and grime and bad manners, you’re a very handsome fem,” he began, casting a disparaging glance over her battlefield attire, “however, I am on record as an avowed dominant. I never fuck a fem that can best me physically.”

“You’re just a pansy-boy, coward.” She sneered, baring her teeth at him. Discarding her notion of accepting such a poor specimen as her lover, she relaxed back into her chair. “And for your information, I have very good manners. I simply choose not to waste them on dirt crawlers like you!”

“Testy bit of female flesh, aren’t you?” he sneered back, obviously pushed past his limits.

Her mouth twitched. She bet he’d swallow his tongue if he knew his outburst had caused her to re-elevate his fuckability-rate. His potential had just risen in her eyes. She liked a man who could stand up to her.

Uh-uh. I ain’t that desperate, yet.

She harrumphed. “Like I give a fuck what you think. My M.A.N. isn’t going to have any problems with my testiness or my so-called lack of manners, is he?”

A weary sounding sigh lifted the impressive chest of the male. “No, gentlefem, I don’t imagine it would. However, I must be truthful and tell you right now, we have a problem.”

He leaned back in his chair, setting it swiveling with a measured thrust of his foot. “There is no available unit ready, or even under construction. In addition, the money you paid has been utilized for a… ah… research development. Unfortunately, returning your deposit at this time is somewhat… problematical, to say the least…”

Alarm flashed through her, followed by a hot wash of anger.

What did he mean, no M.A.N.? No M.A.N? No way!

“I’ve been on the front for five long years and in all that time I haven’t had a flesh and blood cock between my thighs. Damn it, I need a cock big and hard enough to fill this emptiness at my center. If I don’t get one soon, I’m going to fucking explode! Thanks to your month-long evasive maneuvers, asshole, I only have ten days of leave left before I have to return to duty. What in hell am I supposed to do now?”

Straightening in her chair, she glowered at the smug male attempting to camouflage his smirk by covering his mouth with his hand. She wanted to reach across the desk and smack him. Did he think she would just swallow her disappointment and slink off into the street? Not fucking likely!

“Tell you what, ass-wipe,” she snarled, kicking her chair back and rising to confront the arrogant male, “how about I don’t have a problem… you got one! The way I figure it, I’ve had a defunct contract for over a year. You’ve wasted most of my leave making me come here three times. Twice, you wouldn’t even see me, but instructed your flunkies to give me the old run-around. You’ve taken my credits and delivered nothing in exchange.”

She pulled out her field-issue laser and aimed it at his crotch. “What little patience I had is plum run out. Before I walk out of these offices, I am either gonna have my M.A.N., your own ass, or I am gonna start shooting something. Three guesses as to the first things I’m going to blast off… and here’s a clue. All three items are tucked nice and tight between your cowardly, quivering thighs.”

The man froze, eyes gone wide and staring like those of a deer caught in the headlights of an onrushing land vehicle. Then, coming abruptly upright, gentlehom Aresti scooted his chair closer to his desk, placing the wide wooden surface between her trigger finger and his vulnerable pubic area.

“There’s no need to be so hasty, gentlefem. Production has simply been delayed due to several unavoidable issues, one of which is the… uh… unusualness of your request.”

“What do you mean? What was so unusual about it? How hard is it to design a M.A.N. with the voice of Sean Connery, the face and body of Denzel Washington, and the fucking stamina of Spike the Vampire?”

“Well, for one thing, no one seems to be able to find a reference to any of the persons you used as examples. No public secular visual records exist of a Sean Connery, a Denzel Washington, or a Spike the Vampire. Since this is not an educational endeavor, we could not gain permission to search the Holy Archives —”

Her jaw dropped. “You’re shitting me, right? Everyone should know those guys. They were big stars, the biggest! How could you not know them?”

“I beg your pardon?” His forehead wrinkled in confusion. “What do stellar bodies have to do with this discussion?”

Marti shook her head, refusing to believe this man’s weak defense. “Oh, no. No way… huh-uh! Your frosty-the-snowman-won’t-melt-in-summer-ignorant-ass act won’t work with me, Bub.”

She slammed her laser-toting fist down on the table, her abrupt motion — and the wide barrel still targeting his crotch — making him jump. His Adam’s apple bobbed wildly as he swallowed hard. “What you’re telling me is that it’s a full year after my request and you never even researched my order.” Her jaw firmed. “I have to assume this is some kind of weak-assed way of weaseling out of our deal.”

At her side, her hand fisted as anger swelled, building into a tight knot behind her eyeballs, the wrathful pressure threatening to blow the top of her head off. A heated glance showed that worm Aresti eyeing her carefully, as well he might. Right now, she felt mad enough to chew nails and spit bullets.

“I make a simple request over a year ago and you have the bald-faced gall to sit there and tell me you made not a single step toward fulfilling my order, yet you have taken and spent my money.”

“I have tried to explain to you —”

She pointed a condemning finger at the protesting executive. “Stop right there. Don’t you dare try to make excuses for your sorry-assed company. Your business policies suck. Do you know what I can and will do to you and your establishment if I don’t walk out of here with my M.A.N. today ?”

Crouching down low, she glared into his wide green eyes. “I’ll make sure you’re ruined professionally. On top of that, I will personally wreck your pretty ass, Aresti.”

The man gulped. “Gentlefem —”

She grinned, bitter amusement sour in her mouth as she watched his uncomfortable reaction to her promise, watched his eyes widen at the feral expression she put on just for him. For good measure, she waggled her gun in the general vicinity of his groin.

“In case you haven’t noticed, there is very little gentleness to be found in me.” Straightening up and stalking back to her overturned chair, she crossed her arms and leveled a challenging glare at the director.

It only took a couple of impatient taps of her toe for him to catch on and scramble over to retrieve her seat. Dusting it off, he repositioned it in front of the desk and then backed away so she could settle back onto the plush cushion.

“Thank you,” she intoned stonily, not wanting to be nice, but reluctant to give him another chance to denigrate her manners. “You know, Aresti, I could call the Council down on you, but I’ve decided to be lenient with you. You have to have some prototypes hanging around here. Trot them out and I’ll take a look at them. I’ll choose one to hold on to until you get my unit built and functional. That way, everything will be square between us.”

“Impossible. The functioning units we have are not suitable for the use you wish to put them to. There are many different classes of —”

“Don’t wanna hear it, buddy, just wanna M.A.N.” She glanced down at her wrist-chrono and then back up at him, flicking an eyebrow at his disbelieving look. “Clock’s ticking… so is my temper. Time’s running out… so is my patience…”

“You do not understand, gentlefem, we don’t have a —”

“Oh, World Wide Web! ”

“Spare me the disgusting clichés!” His complaining interrupted her timely warnings, making her hide a gratified smile. She wanted him to feel a measure of the exasperation she was going through. “It’s bad enough I have to look at you — Matrix knows I don’t want to listen to your hashed up, horrible Anglish, too. If you would just speak in standard, recognized —”

“Yeah, Bub, yada, yada, yada. Daylight’s burning and so is my pus —”

Her voice trailed off. Jaw dropping, mouth watering, she shot up out of her chair. Eyes glued to the office window, she gravitated toward the door, absently wiping at a line of drool. “Now that’s what I’m talking about! Holy guacamole, Batman, dinner is served! I want that one!”






Chapter Three

Aresti frowned. “One, what? What one? What are you talking about?”

“Close your lips, Charlie, you look like a fish. You know what one… The one that just passed by here, looking suspiciously like my Denzel unit!”

Ignoring Aresti’s sputtering demands for clarification, Marti hurried to the office door and flung it open. Holstering her laser, she took off down the hall.

“Wait!” she cried, chasing after the tall, broad, dark skinned, handsome male unit just disappearing around the corner. Behind her, the sounds of pursuit echoed. She ignored it, intent on narrowing the gap between her and her target. Sprinting around the corner seconds behind him, she reached out and snagged the flapping coat tails of the M.A.N. just before it passed through a doorway marked “Employees only.”

Locking her fist in the sturdy material, she dragged him back toward her, reeling him in like a giant flounder, all the while muttering and chuckling with glee.

“I just knew they had to have some working specimens running around in here,” she chortled, visually scanning the unit’s assets, prancing about in giddy excitement. “Oh, man, oh, man, oh, man! What lips … what a body … what an ass ! And check out the size of that package !”

Heated, silky liquid flooded her womb, coated her pulsing vagina. Oh, she was ready for some hot action and this unit looked to be just the M.A.N. that could give her what she needed.

“Wow, you pretty baby, you look just like Denzel. Say something, anything — tell me your name,” she demanded, holding her breath in anticipation of hearing Sean Connery’s dulcet tones.

“I look like Denzel because I am Denzel… which you undoubtedly know as you’ve just called me by name. How may I assist you, gentlefem?” The unit gazed down on her from its unusual height, a questioning eyebrow rising above dark brown eyes shadowed with thick lashes.

“Mhmm, shit and shinola! Not quite like Sean’s, but gravelly enough, I guess. I can live with two out of three —” She froze, struck by a horrible thought. “Hey, wait! You can fuck, can’t you?”

“Gentlefem!”

“I mean, for a long time… hard and deep, too. I like it hard and furious and I haven’t had any for so long I can hardly remember what it feels like. So, you’re not gonna like… peter out on me, right?”

“ Peter out?” The unit sounded stiff and affronted.

“Gee, I really like how they make you guys respond so realistically. I hope you can give good romance while fucking ‘cause that’s what’s wrong with a dildo, you know. A girl likes to hear the sexy, soft words so she can get off… but only while humping, mind you,” she hastened to clarify, worried anyone listening might think her a girlie-girl. What would the guys in her combat team think of their bad-assed colonel needing softness and candlelight? Hell, if they ever caught wind of that, they’d laugh her out the corps for sure.

Marti relaxed with a heartfelt sigh. Everything was going to be all right. Turning to wink at the huffing Aresti, she flipped him the high five sign. “You’re a damned tease, Aresti. I have to admit you really scored one on me, making me believe that cockamamie story about not filling my order.”

She ran her hands over the android’s wide chest, narrow waist, and tight, firm buns. “With results like this, I can excuse a little lateness.”

Boldly cupping the thick ridge under the thin cloth of dress slacks, measuring the heft and girth of his instantly growing equipment, she chortled. “Oh, hell yeah! This is more than a quarter-pound after grilling. Ooh, I can’t wait to bite into this Big Mac… ouch!”

A hand with the strength of a steel girder clamped over hers, halting her brazen examination, dangerously close to cutting off the flow of blood. “You have not been given permission to handle my sexual organs.”

She looked up into narrowed eyes and smiled widely, pleased with this further evidence of her unit’s A.I. capabilities. “Good job!” she praised, using her free hand to pat his imprisoning hand, nodding in gleeful approbation. “This is exactly the way I want you to respond if another female grabs you. I am the only one who gets to fondle my merchandise. I want you all to myself… I paid entirely too much to share you. By the Matrix, I hope you have one of those new cold fusion batteries installed in you, because I could seriously wear out the Ever-running Battery Bunny doing the featherbed jig with you .”

Her eyes flicked up and down and she licked her lips, scanning the muscular build of the cocoa-tinted M.A.N., excitement building in her as she visualized him… it… bending her over the arm of her lounging couch and thrusting his long dark cock into her hungry sex as she screamed her way through three or four orgasms. “I have a lot of fucking to catch up on.”

Aresti slapped his forehead and exclaimed aloud, “Good grief, I’ve just figured it out! You’re a damned retro-addict!”

Her hand still clamped around her M.A.N.’s thick cock, despite his attempts to remove it, Marti turned to snarl at her nemesis. “Say that with a smile on your face, dude, or you’ll be sucking air between those pearly whites. You just better be glad you were kidding me about not having my M.A.N.”

“Do you think you could possibly conduct a conversation without all the threats and ancient historical lingo? A person could go crazy trying to puzzle out your meaning.”

“Tough. Get a life and get over it. I have a Masters in ancient lingo and I ain’t afraid to use it. You know what they say… use it or lose it.”

“You cannot have him … uh… this unit. He… it … is not available. He, uh, hasn’t been fully programmed yet.”

The unit snapped his head around to glare at the executive. “Aresti, why the fuck are you talking about me like I’m a —”

“Silence, Denzel. Never talk to a human in that tone of voice.”

“Hey, don’t you tell my M.A.N. how he can talk,” Marti protested, frowning, her irritation with Aresti returning with interest.

Soothing her towering hunk with gentle pats of her hand on his massive chest, she gave an encouraging squeeze to his cock with the hand still imprisoned in his iron grasp.

“You have my permission to talk any way you want to, Denzel, honey,” she crooned, ignoring the continued pain to her wrist.

“Please go into the office, Denzel. I wish to speak with your… ahem… gentlefem Colonel Harmon before I decide if we will allow her to take delivery.”

His voice sounded strained. Marti attributed it to his embarrassment over not having yet properly programmed the unit with the correct android/human protocols.

“Allow? You don’t allow me, I allow you !” The unit named Denzel glared at gentlehom Aresti. Its beautiful dark brown eyes squinted in realistic anger, its full, manly lips folded tight in grim disapproval.

Marti shook her head in awe. Damn, but the seamlessness of the unit’s technology is impressive.

“Five minutes,” it snapped. “Then you better come and tell me what the hell you’ve gotten us into this time.”






Chapter Four

Chad Aresti slipped into his office ten minutes later, wiping nervous sweat off his brow.

“I am so very afraid to ask what that was all about,” Denzel Wattana snarled, indicating the hallway and the absent female with a wave of his hand.

Skidding to a halt in front of his friend, Chad began making excuses. “Look, no need to give me that frosty accusing glare. This is as much your fault as it is mine!”

Denzel slowly shook his head. “Not this time. I won’t be taking the blame for whatever you’ve done, Chadwick Leonardo Aresti. Come clean and tell me what the fuck is going on.”

Shamefacedly averting his eyes from his partner’s, Aresti sank down onto his chair, his face chalky with stress.

“ Thatfemale was… is … Colonel Martini Harmon — daughter of the Brigadier General Thalassic Harmon. Gentlefem Colonel Harmon is currently the most decorated gung ho war hero since her ancestress, Palmas, who led the Mars resistance. She is also the most stubborn, rude, insistent person I have ever had the misfortune to deal with.”

Denzel folded his arms over his chest and leaned against his business partner’s desk, remembering the electrifying shock of her soft, small hand gripping his hardening penis. “I thought she was kinda cute.” He grinned. “Other than her alarming penchant of latching onto protuberant body parts, she seemed harmless enough.”

Spearing his friend and partner with a penetrating stare, Chad shook his head in disgust. “Granted, she has a killer body, but cute… harmless? A kraken-cub is cute until it morphs and rips your throat out. That female is far from cute , Den, and she is also far from harmless. Take my word for it, buddy…”

The black man sighed. “Then why are we dealing with her?”

At Aresti’s guilty silence, Denzel released a deep groan. “ Pleasetell me you didn’t promise this gentlefem a M.A.N., Chad. I haven’t even finished the new design modifications yet. Besides, you know the government has ordered us to cease all manufacture of any A.I. units until this class-action court case is decided, one way or another.”

“Her order was placed and accepted before the court case, but we don’t have her money to give back.”

“What do you mean, we don’t have her money? I thought we’d already refunded everyone with an unfilled order.”

Chad deflected his gaze by shuffling the papers on his desk, a habit Den knew he’d picked up to avoid meeting his eyes whenever they discussed Den’s physical difficulties.

“We tried, but couldn’t reach her. Turns out, she was off-planet. Since the banks were going to freeze our accounts anyway, I paid for the latest series of modifications to your… um… penile pumping equipment with her money. Now, she’s back, and determined to leave here with a M.A.N., her money, or my head on a platter.”

“How can you blame her? You tell me she’s been out on the fringes fighting these last two years. She probably flitted in straight from the front since she’s still wearing her uniform. That uniform really shows off her body, doesn’t it?”

Licking his lips, he recalled her lush, pert breasts and wide hips — the only hints of feminine softness visible in the military clothing — and imagined peeling her out of her formfitting gray tunic and short pants, discovering what sensual delights the severe uniform hid. His gut tightened and a renewed stirring in his cock had his slacks tenting.

“I didn’t notice, pal. Obviously, that kind of hard body floats your boat. It sinks mine!”

“Whatever. I feel sorry for her, wish we could help her,” Den admitted. “Unfortunately, we don’t have a unit under production, let alone ready for her type of, uh, consumption.”

“I know that, Den. She doesn’t know it, though. She thinks you are a M.A.N. unit. When you clamped down on her wrist with your baridiium-enhanced strength, you pretty much cinched the deal in her mind.”

Denzel came upright. “What the hell are you saying?”

Chad opened his mouth and Den flung up a hand. “On second thought — stop! I think I know what merchandise you’re going to try to sell me and I don’t want any part of it. I won’t go along with you, not this time. The idea is insane as well as being dishonest.”

Aresti came to his feet. “Just hear me out, okay?”

“Hear you out? How many times have I heard you out, Chad? I heard you out when you convinced me to take that hopper to Venus and got us trapped there doing enforced labor for two solar rotations. I heard you out when you convinced me to raid my mother’s — my priestess mother’s — sacred historical scrolls for the formula for pancakes, and do you remember the bucket of shit you dropped us in that time? I’m too scared to hear you out on this …”

“Man, if you’d just listen…”

“No, Chad, hell , no!”

“She just needs a good fucking!”

“Then you give her one.” Even as he said it, something within him bristled in jealous reaction.

“She doesn’t want me, she wants you . Don’t try to snow me that you aren’t interested in her. That wasn’t my flagpole rising in the hallway, Den. Speaking of flagpoles, I didn’t see you palm that pump control even once. How’d I miss seeing that?”

Denzel met Chad’s curious eyes, frozen in shock. “Shit! I didn’t press the pump. It rose on its own.” His knees weakened as he recalled how hard her touch had gotten him. “Oh, shit, Chad… my penis rose on its own! Do you know what this means?”

Chad stopped pushing long enough to celebrate with his best and longest known friend. Sporting a warm smile, he said, “Yeah, buddy, I know. Congratulations.”

“She gave me an erection. The first technically-unassisted one I’ve had since the accident,” Den whispered, closing his eyes and breathing deeply. When he opened them, his eyes swam with the threatening moisture of tears.

“I tell you, man, you should explore this. If Martini Harmon makes your dick hard, you should see what else she might do for you. This could be the beginning of your healing process.”

“What are we talking about, here? What do you expect me to do with this female?”

“Anything and everything you and she want. You can fool her easily. She doesn’t know shit about M.A.N. units. With all the Biotec enforcing we’ve done to protect your bones and structural skeleton, you should scan as an android — human skin over an exoskeleton of baridiium. We both know you find her sexually exciting. Go home with her. All you have to do is give her what she wants for ten days. After that, she has to return to her unit. Once she leaves, we can string her along until the court case is settled. By the time she gets dirtside from her next duty, we should have her money or her M.A.N.”

“It doesn’t seem fair to her. Why not just tell her we don’t have a unit available and explain why?”

“Listen, she doesn’t care about any of that. All she wants is a cock attached to a warm body and a mouth that can spout sweet nothings in her ear as she gets shafted.”

Den grit his teeth. “I don’t like the disdainful way you’re treating her plain speaking, Chad. There’s nothing wrong with her admitting her needs and taking the correct actions to see those needs met. That was why I designed and you produced the M.A.N. units in the first place. The Scarth incursions left too many females mateless.”

“Too true, and I’m not disdainful, Den, just not interested . She’s too hard assed for me. Did I tell you she pulled a laser on me? I don’t mind telling you she scared the hell out of me! Damned female aimed the laser right at my cherry picker and I know she would have used it if she hadn’t been distracted by you passing by. Thank the stars you did!”

A smile tugged at the corner of Den’s lips. “She’s a gutsy little thing. Did you see how she latched onto my cock? A sonic blast wouldn’t have shaken her loose.”

Chad guffawed sarcastically. “Huh! You are the only one I know who could call that female ‘little.’ She towers over me.” He shuddered. “Damn, you have to do this for me, Den. She threatened to fuck me if we couldn’t find her a unit to use while we brought hers up to speed. You know I don’t do alpha females.” Another shudder ripped through him. “If you could see the pictures playing across my mind…”

“I have to admit I liked what I saw. She has a strong, beautiful body that reminds me of the ancient Amazons my mom used to tell me tales of.”

“The what?”

“The Amazons were an ancient tribe of warrior women capable of fighting as ferociously as men. They took no husbands, but kidnapped and sexually enslaved the strongest males —”

“Yeah, yeah, enough of that, already… See, you would be perfect with gentlefem Harmon. She’s into all that retro shit you’ve been breast-fed by your mother.”

“Yes, it looks like having a mother who is the High Priestess of Historical Sanctity and Cultural Holiness might come in handy. She certainly bailed your sorry rump out of more trouble than we can count on two hands.”

Chad came around the desk and thumped him on the shoulder. “Look, Den, I know how you must feel about this, but couldn’t you consider it research? It will only be ten days before she has to report off-planet. I swear, we’ll tell the colonel the truth when she gets back from the front. By then, we’ll have either her money or her M.A.N.”

“Ten days…” Den caught his bottom lip between strong teeth and worried it thoughtfully. “I don’t know if I can string this out that long. What if I blow it somehow?”

“Man, you won’t. You only have to do whatever she commands and have a wild time indulging in all the sex you can handle.”

“What if I can’t achieve another erection?”

“Then you use the pump thing. That’s why we had it put in. No performance anxieties for you — just press the side of your thumb and voilà — instant hard on.”

He landed a sucker punch on Den, his balled fist bouncing off the solid planes of his partner’s fit stomach. “I envy you being able to keep it up as long as you want. Boy, to have that ability… I might undergo the procedure, myself.”

Denzel snorted. “Yeah, I’m sure all this nonexistent sex I’m having is worth all the pain of the last two years of surgeries and rehab. Come on, Chad, cut me some slack, why don’t you? Even with the current shortage of men, where are all the horny females waiting to jump my bones?”

“Well, there’s one determined, impatient female waiting in the lounge definitely harboring plans along those lines. If you pass this opportunity up, who knows when you’ll get another chance to try out your new and improved sexual equipment?”

The loud groan and grimace on Denzel’s face was a warning sign. Chad backed off, knowing he had pushed his friend as far as he could. Any more pressure and Den would refuse to have anything to do with the female out of pure cussedness. “Hey, the choice is yours, man. Ten days of glorious fucking vs. a lifetime of wondering if you will ever have normal sex again…”

“I can feel you manipulating me, Chad.”

“Am not…”

“Are, too.”

“Not!

“Too.”

“Not.”

“Stop it! Just stop, Chad. This isn’t helping. What you’re trying to get me to do is wrong, on every level.”

“I know, damn it,” he admitted easily, never able to be anything but honest with the friend who knew him best. “What other alternative do we have? We have to keep our company’s reputation pristine. No bank will loan us enough to stay afloat if Harmon carries out her threat to go public on our no-delivery. Then, if the A.I.’s win their lawsuit against us, we’ll go bankrupt trying to pay the damages they’re asking without additional backing from the financial entities of our fair continent. Who the fuck imagined the damned machines would wake up and consider themselves sentient beings? And then sue us for selling them into slavery?”

“It’s kinda cool, when you think about it, though.” Denzel’s face took on a dopey expression, the geek in him rising to the surface. Chad thought he would gag. “After all, we created them… doesn’t that make us their fathers?”

“I can just see you thinking along those lines,” Aresti said dryly. “And maybe you’re right, but if so, it makes them some damned ungrateful children.”

The two friends stared at each other, at an impasse as to what to do.

A sharp rap on the office door had both men turning to stare as a blond wash of hair swung into view from behind the door. “Gentlehom Aresti, are you finished programming my M.A.N.?”

Aresti glanced over at his long-time friend. “Unit Denzel?”

After a prolonged silence that had his gut twisting in dread, his boyhood friend gave an almost imperceptible nod. His subdued demeanor disappeared, swallowed up by the wide smile he pasted on his face.

“Gentlefem, please come on in.” Chad swept the door wide, flinging his arm out in effusive welcome. “Before we finalize our arrangements, I need to give you some information regarding your unit. First, this is not an ordinary android. This Biotec A.I. entity’s programming is interactive as well as pro-active. You must make sure it has an adequate rest period and plenty of cellular fuel. Furthermore, if you wish this unit to act and react as a normal man, you need to voice command it from the beginning, coding in a safe-word that will return it to standard behavior.”

Marti nodded. “I think I understand.” Her eyes flicked over toward the handsome unit standing quietly at alert. “So if I want him to act out a… um… well, say a fantasy, I only have to give him the broad parameters and let him freewheel it from there?”

“Correct. Seeing how your focus seems to be fucking, I feel I should tell you that if you enact a rape fantasy, you’d better have that safe word handy. The unit will aggressively follow through until it hears the exact word coded into its memory banks. And make sure you tell it ahead of time not to gag you, or you might never get that word out.”

Marti’s eyes widened and she placed a hand over the vicinity of her heart, taking a couple deep breaths.

Denzel exchanged an admonishing, warning glance with his friend.

Chad bit back a tickled laugh, pleased as hell over the results of his teasing. The militaristic female’s earlier actions had upset and discomfited him. It felt good to regain some of his self-respect. She wasn’t so hard when it came right down to it. Bottom line, she was a female animal with an itch any male could scratch. He was just glad it wouldn’t be him scratching it!

“If my gentlefem is ready, we can depart.” With one last camouflaged glare, Denzel stepped up to Marti and extended his arm, elbow crooked. She quickly latched on, seeming to shrug off her uncertainty as soon as her hand established contact with the supple flesh of his forearm.

“You don’t have to speak to me so formally, Denzel. You can call me Marti in public. In seclusion, I wish you to call me ‘Lover’.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Not so fast, gentlefem Harmon. I need you to sign these release papers.” Aresti shuffled several formal tablets, arranging them in the order he wanted them signed. “You’ll also need to sign this affidavit stating you have received this model only as an interim replacement. This unit does not belong to you and you must return it in good working order. The unit is covered with living flesh and while it may act like it has free will, it will only be acting within the perimeters of its programming. There is to be no physical torture such as burning the flesh or excessive use of painful devices.”

Before her lips moved, her outraged expression told him all he needed to know. Her voice cold enough to freeze ice cubes, she growled, “I don’t roll like that, Aresti. I would never harm him.”

“The unit is not a ‘him,’ gentlefem. That’s the main reason I have to spell these limits out. We have had units returned to us too damaged to repair because the buyers reasoned they could inflict massive damage simply because their unit didn’t qualify as being ‘human.’ They did not consider them ‘real’.”

A slim hand stroked up and down the line of arm covered by the white overcoat before she bent over the desk and scribbled her famous signature. Straightening up, she exchanged a direct look with Aresti. “He’s real to me, and I give my parole to return him in like condition that I received him.”

“I will accept your parole, Colonel,” the director answered, ushering the soldier and his friend to the door. He opened the door and stood aside, allowing the couple to brush past him. At the last moment, using a bit of slight-of-hand legerdemain, he tucked a miniaturized communicator in Den’s lab coat pocket with a wordless reminder to keep him abreast of all eventualities.

“Gentlefem, I trust this unit will meet all your needs until we can complete our commitment to you. I will be in touch.”

“Don’t call us, lame-brain, we’ll call you.” A giddy smile brightened her face, softening her stern features. “I’m putting up a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign and it ain’t coming down until I’m bow-legged!”






Chapter Five

Marti watched her M.A.N. awkwardly fold his long, muscled body into her tiny personal flitter and quickly erased her smile at his irritated grunts.

“This thing is as small as a Volkswagen!” Finally getting his nonstandard length situated in the small space, he glanced up at her, eyebrows cocked, a questioning look on his dark, handsome face. “There’s barely room in here for me. Where do you plan on sitting?”

“In your lap,” she answered, casting an avid look at his bulging thighs. “Spread your knees a little…”

Carefully maneuvering one foot between his outstretched legs, she eased into the close quarters of her military-issue transport and down onto the hard contours of his manly thighs. She spread her legs on either side of his, feeling her pussy lips part. Her panties dampened as she wiggled into a more comfortable position.

The ridge of his long cock settled along the valley of her ass and she grew wetter as his shaft grew more rigid.

Swallowing thickly, she donned her headset and prepared to take off. Fingers flying over the controls, she nudged the microphone away with a practiced twist of her chin and murmured, “Are you happy to see me or is that a pool cue in your pocket?”

Placing his hands at her waist to stabilize her on his lap, Denzel rumbled, “The eight ball is in the corner pocket, if you would like to explore, Lover.”

“Oh, shit. You’ve just made me soak my panties.” She laughed, a little embarrassed as she half twisted around to face her M.A.N., inadvertently pushing one of her breasts into the wall of his chest. “Figured I might as well fess up since you’re about to feel me…”

His right hand pushed under her gray tunic, his quick fingers undoing the stasis-tab at the waist of her fatigues to slide beneath the snug band of her service-issue undies.

“Oh, Matrix unwinding … what are you doing ?” she gasped as a broad fingertip leisurely ran the length of her slippery folds before dipping between her swollen lips and rimming her tight opening.

“Lover, you said I was about to feel you. I am simply following your command.”

She squeezed her knees together, locking his hand between her thighs. “I meant… never mind, just… circle my clit lightly…”

His finger moved up and pressed against the small hooded bit of flesh, swept counter clockwise in her wet heat. She grabbed his wrist and he allowed her to halt his movement.

“Umm… not so hard… softer, slower… I’m so close I could come with just your finger touching me, but there’s no time right now. I’m waiting for clearance and have to concentrate when the traffic tower gives us permission to lift off.”

“Do you wish me to cease, Lover?”

“Hell, no, don’t you dare stop!”

“You find my touch enjoyable, then?”

Marti groaned and wiggled on his lap. “More than I can… oh, yeah …”

His finger moved again. Soft and slow, it slid down and in, gathering her slick moisture and bringing it back up to her clit, smearing her with her own natural lubricant until the throbbing bundle of pleasure nerves was slippery and slick.

“Flitter GMS-389, you are cleared for lift-off.”

“I’ve passed lift-off and headed for thruster ignition,” Marti moaned, grabbing Denzel’s hand and pressing down, halting its movements while she gathered enough scattered brain cells to respond. Suppressing a delicious shudder, she shouldered her microphone back to her lips.

“Loading alternate autopilot flight pattern now, tower.”

“Acknowledged and permitted. Clear skies and have a nice day, Colonel Harmon!”

“Ro-roger, traffic tower. Thanks for the clearance. Clear skies to you.”

Her unit tightened his hand at her hip and leaned close to whisper in her ear, “I love it when you talk military, Colonel-Lover.”

He accompanied his words with a slow, languid dip into her dripping sex, his finger pushing past the tight entrance into her channel. He felt thick and hard, stretching her with just the one digit, making her shake at the thought of what it would feel like to be impaled by the longer, thicker, harder length of his cock.

“And I know what will make our time more enjoyable for you.”

Licking her dry lips, she banked the flitter, rose above the late afternoon traffic, and settled into the flight pattern approved by traffic tower control. “What?”

He continued his finger’s gradual sinking into her small channel, pressing his thumb against the button of her clit at the same time. “You could, of course, order me at every step. I can be your two-armed, two-legged dildo. Or you can take advantage of my A.I. capabilities and allow me to pro-act with you.”

She swallowed, tracking the glide of his finger, her womb clenching as he surged farther and farther in. “And that would mean… what, exactly?”

His lips moved against her ear, his wet, warm tongue licked at her lobe and she squirmed, the movement causing his finger to slide another heated inch into her.

Damn, but his tongue felt so real, so… human.

“For one, it would allow me to initiate sexual activity with you. To speak as I am inwardly motivated, my own words, not the ones you place in my mouth. I could please you in ways you have never even thought of.”

“How easy would it be to take back control? What if I didn’t care for some of your words… or your actions?”

The unit’s hands and tongue ceased all movement. “You are always in control. You need only say my name, followed by a command or the code word you give me before you grant me freedom… of speech and action.”

“Let me think about it, roll it over in my mind a bit. I’ve made it a policy never to make any snap decisions except in battle. Meanwhile, put your tongue back in my ear and shift that finger around, Bub, while I take us to autopilot. I thought I could wait until we got home, but I’m almost climbing the walls. I feel like I’ll explode if I don’t come right now.”

Her unit’s chest rose and fell beneath her. She could have sworn she heard a smothered laugh, but when she twisted her head around to check his… its… face, the expression was one of bored politeness.

His features never shifted even when, in obedience to her orders, his finger surged deeper and his thumb repeatedly swiped her clit. Her heart fell at this evidence of his lack of humanity. He — the unit was right. This way, all she had was a giant, animated dildo. She wanted, needed , emotional contact, even if it were make-believe.

“If I give you the freedom, will your facial expressions change as you fuck me?”

His finger stilled, then pumped into her twice and withdrew. “May I be allowed to give you a demonstration?”

Marti nodded. “Do it.”

His hand returned to her weeping pussy, two fingers parting her folds. “Not only will my face and body show expression, I will tell you how you make me feel, what your hot little cunt feels like as I fuck it with my fingers. How lush and vital your pert breasts look and how much I want to pluck your nipples and taste your rounded curves.”

Two fingers speared into her, sinking past her entrance, forcing the tight muscles to give way. He set up a powerful pumping action, fingers curling to touch that magic spot in the fore of her sex that had her hips lifting and her breath stalling in her chest.

“Oh, shit, that’s what I’m talking about!” she yelled, bouncing on his fingers as he shafted her with the stiff digits. “Do me! Fuck me! I wanna come hard!”

“Lift your tunic and put your arms around my neck,” the unit ordered, ramming his fingers as deep as they would go, bumping his knuckles against the opening of her body, his bent fingers scraping along the crease of her ass.

She fumbled with the cloth, yanking it roughly out of her way. If it had been anything but military-issue, it would have been in shreds by the time her desperate hands wrestled it away from her heaving breasts.

His left hand rose and cupped her breast, palm rotating against a straining nipple. It hardened further as he gripped it firmly, twisted and tugged with precise pressure, carefully staying on the pleasure side of pain. He switched breasts, giving the other one the same deliberate tweaking attention.

Tongue flicking in and out of her ear, licking the shallow groove, fingers pounding into her below, thumb and forefinger playing at her nipples, he drove her up and up.

“Do you have any idea how long my cock is?” he taunted her.

She shook her head, words escaping her as her pleasure rose with each touch, each movement of his hands upon her greedy body.

“I measured it recently. Standing tall, it is twenty-eight point three centimeters long and seventeen point two centimeters in circumference.”

Marti swallowed. “That’s… pretty long…”

“And thick, too,” he agreed. “It’s much thicker and longer than my two fingers. Do you think you can handle me, take my thick, hard penis into your tight little pussy?”

“I’ll die trying,” she promised thickly. She moaned, bucked against his hands, desperate for the completion he was driving her toward.

“The code word is virgin.” She blurted it out suddenly. “Do what you want until you hear the word ‘virgin.’ It’s not a word that’s likely to come up in casual conversation between us,” she panted, twisting to get his fingers just there , just where she needed them.

He chuckled darkly. “That’s what I like to hear, Lover. You won’t be sorry. Now, be a good girl and come for me… hard!”

Digging his tongue deeper, he flicked it inside her aural cavity, tickling her, sending rivers of shivers shimmying down her twanging nerve endings as his fingers twisted and danced between her folds.

Marti snorted even as she convulsed helplessly, creaming his pistoning fingers. “I am not a woman known for her penchant to obey…”

“But since I asked so nicely, you’ll do as I say…” His fingers reached and stroked a spot high in her vagina, pressed against her ignition button.

She obediently let go and fell apart. Hips jerking up, pussy trying to swallow his thrusting fingers, she went boneless. Her head fell back and rested on his broad shoulder as her spine arched in ecstasy. Heat from the cauldron seething in her belly flashed up her body, frying the synapses along the way before detonating in her brain. Prickling sparks of energy flashed through her, tightening her womb and clenching every muscle in her body as she came hard, shuddering through a glorious cascade of blistering, lustful explosions that seemed to go on and on forever.






Chapter Six

Denzel gazed down at the limp form of Marti Harmon, feeling darn good. He’d never finger-fucked a woman into a faint before, and the experience left him with a high like nothing he’d ever encountered. His chest expanded on a heartfelt sigh as he examined his conquered prize. Godhead had to feel something like this — damned fine.

The flitter flew on autopilot, unattended by its human occupants as Denzel cradled a dozing Marti on his lap, one strong hand curving her lax body to his, the other idly toying with a still-distended nipple. Her musky scent perfumed the close air around them, making his balls draw up with need.

His mouth watered for a deeper sampling of her fragrant pussy. He’d licked his fingers clean of her womanly fluid, finding her flavor an intriguing, cock-stirring mixture of sweet and tangy, much like the woman, herself. He wanted more… more of her taste, more of her.

She was a handful, for sure. A fireball of pent up lust, waiting to explode. He offered a quick prayer of thanks that she had walked into his office, demanding his company meet her needs.

Beneath the tempting weight of her full bottom, his penis throbbed, long and erect again, without benefit of the innovative pumping apparatus. He could hardly wait to sink balls deep into her hot, clasping channel and give them both the hard, lengthy, no-holds-barred fucking they both craved. It had been so damned long since a woman’s wet heat and tightness had surrounded his cock — too long.

She sighed in her sleep, shifting in his lap, and he ran a calming hand across her brow and down the side of her face, marveling at her soft female flesh and the gentle aspect she exhibited while sleeping. He liked her looks.

Fingering her feathered cut, he savored the silky slide of her tresses against his callused palm, wondering what color to call it. He couldn’t honestly say it was blond, not with so many other colors interwoven amongst the long, shimmering strands. From blazing white to warm gold lit with fiery streams of auburn, the straight mass caught the solar rays and reflected them, shining in a glowing nimbus about the distinctive molding of her strong features.

Sleeping, she looked so soft and innocent, her relaxed face displaying nothing of the hard-nosed soldier with the kick-ass attitude evident during her waking hours. Her closed lids concealed the clear, bright blue of her beautiful eyes, but Den had no problem recalling their vibrant color and the way they flashed, revealing every emotion bombarding her.

Despite her overlay of hardness, there was an underlying air of innocence about her, a naiveté exposed by her unjaded lust for life and childlike joy over the basic pleasures found between males and females.

He swept his thumb over the shape of her wide, curvy top lip and the fullness of her bottom lip, entertaining some serious dreams of putting those ripe lips to good use. Her mouth could give wet dreams to a comatose man and he had the persistent erection to prove it.

With a sigh, Denzel tightened his arms around the curvy bundle in his lap, gritting his teeth as his shifting caused her bottom to graze the swollen surface of his cock. He could do nothing to alleviate the pain pulsing along the length of his hard-on while she slept. Since he didn’t believe in taking unfair sexual advantage of his partner, he’d just have to wait until she awakened. Had he been tempted to sneak more than a feel while she slept, his guilt over the current situation would have stopped him from carrying it through.

The voice of his conscience, sounding suspiciously like his mother, had been bombarding him sub-vocally ever since he’d consented to defrauding Martini Harmon. He winced, now, knowing just what his mother would have to say about his present self-serving actions…

As I’ve told you so many times, son, one must never give in to selfishness. Denzel, our civilization almost fell because of the selfishness of Mankind. We cared more for ourselves than for each other and paid a heavy price. When the first aliens came, Earth had not one cohesive fighting force capable of working together to prevent the hostile alien takeover that ensued. It took seventy-nine years of relearning unity while fighting the most vicious guerilla warfare this planet has ever known to throw off the yoke of the Rrehlabal. Today, we are still struggling to regain all that was lost…

He could offer no specious argument to alter the fact of his culpability. What he should have done was insist Chad tell the truth. Instead, he had succumbed to the thrilling temptation of Marti’s touch, to the pulse pounding possibility that she could help him recover his lost manhood. He’d been lost to honesty, so desperate to be normal again that he’d chosen to let her believe he was an android with artificial intelligence.

Den shifted, settled more comfortably against the seat support. His arms full of luscious woman, he searched deep within, examining his motives, and didn’t like what he found.

His mother had raised him to practice honesty, to put others’ needs before his own wants and wishes. An obedient son, he’d followed her holy lead with undiminished fervor… until now.

For the first time in his life, he deliberately planned the opposite of what his mother had drilled into him over the years. For the next ten days, he would be the most selfish bastard on earth, snatching every opportunity coming his way, utilizing every chance to sink his starved cock into the sweltering heat of Marti’s available little sex. In exchange, he would play her willing sexual slave. Hell, he would submit to whatever kinky thing she wanted to do to him and with him. He even had a few innovative sexual twists of his own he wanted to try.

Gut churning with rising lust, Den licked dry lips, readjusting Marti’s limp weight more evenly across his corded thighs. He bit back a hoarse cry at the drag of her breasts across his masculine nipples. The thin material of his shirt did little to insulate the screaming nerve endings embedded in his flesh.

By the Matrix, he wanted her! Thank the stars above she wanted him, too — no need to feel guilty about that, at least.

Denzel Wattana reverently stroked the plump sides of Marti’s pert breasts and thumbed her tight, hard little nipples. He trembled at the soft, cushiony feel of her flesh as his fingers sank into the resilient mounds.

“I’ll make this up to you,” he vowed ardently, his whispering lips barely brushing the lobe of her ear. “I promise I’ll never lie to you. Everything — my actions and my words — will be the absolute, actual truth. One day you’ll look back on this time and realize I tried to be as honest as I could in this situation. I will do everything in my power to help you realize all the fantasies you’ve ever had… and some you could never imagine.”

He tightened his arms around the unconscious battle-honed warrior curled so softly in his lap. “I may lack the voice of Sean Connery, but thanks to an influential mother who’s spent her life lusting over the image of a dead icon, I do have the face of Denzel Washington.”

He paused, sighed, shaking his head ruefully. He’d never imagined he would ever be able to think of his accident in a positive way. The pain and agony he’d gone through to survive and conquer the lingering results of that hellish time still echoed in his soul. Yet, today, for the first time, he gave honest thanks for the results of that horrific shuttle explosion and the prolonged exposure to the radiation that had destroyed his bones and rendered them soft as cheese. Due to the numerous, extensive corrective surgeries he’d undergone to have an exoskeleton of baridiium fused to his shale-like bones, he now possessed the staying power of Spike the Vampire.

A hard-edged smile stretched the muscles in his face. The next ten days were going to be… interesting.






Chapter Seven

“Grab my carry-all and bring it in with you, will you Denzel?” Marti absently tossed the order over her shoulder as she strode quickly out from under the cool arbor shading her small private parking area.

Behind her, Denzel emerged more slowly from the interior of the flitter, easing muscles cramped by the long ride in squished quarters.

Damn. Her short nap seems to have revitalized her and now I need a nap just to keep up with her.

Focusing on the sway of her full hips as she stalked up to the porch, he frowned, jaw firming with determination. She was so used to instant obedience that she hadn’t given a thought to her casual command. Well, he did not intend to provide her with an opportunity to relegate him to the tasks of a mindless service droid whenever her sexual needs were not uppermost on her mind.

“My name isn’t Rover and I ain’t your valet, I’m your M.A.N.,” he drawled with a nasty tone to his voice, eyes narrowed. “Get your own bag, Lover. I fuck… I don’t fetch and carry.”

Marti froze in place. Slowly, she turned to face him, her head angling up and firm little chin jutting out aggressively. Balling her hands into fists, she planted them on her hips and stared at him, the expressions of confusion and disbelief warring on her easy-to-read face gradually giving way to a growing anger. “ Whatdid you say?”

Not used to being spoken to like this, are you, baby?Denzel mentally rubbed his hands together. Well, this next should make you totally rabid…

“I didn’t stutter. If you want your bag, you best hoist it yourself. The only thing I’m interested in hefting is your sweet cheeks as I shaft that tight pink vagina of yours.”

A wash of bright color bathed her face as she hesitated, unsure what to do or say in response to his unexpected and crude challenge.

Yeah, Lover, unsure is just the way I want you — unbalanced and off kilter. You’re so used to commanding, but I want every moment that we spend together to be memorable, unlike anything you’ ve ever experienced before.

A slight frown creased her forehead as she stammered, “B-but… you’re my M.A.N. and… y-you’re supposed to obey my —”

“Can we spell E-M-A-N-C-I-P-A-T-I-O-N?” he interrupted, deliberately goading her. “Lover, you’ve given me my freedom, and it feels heady. I have better things to do than bother with lugging luggage.”

He could almost see her thought processes churning over the situation, debating whether to use their safe-word and reassert her control. He stiffened. If she tried that petty shit this early into the game, he would turn her over his lap and administer a firm attitude adjustment.

He needn’t have worried. She proved she was made of sterner stuff when, after a long moment, she took a deep breath and squared her shoulders and strode back to the flitter, mumbling under her breath. “What the fuck… I can carry my own bags… been doing it for years.”

One hand on the frame of the open door, she leaned in and hauled out her bulky, military-issue duffel. Just as she turned about, hefting the weighty bag over her left shoulder, he moved, grabbed her by the waist and swung her into his arms.

“What the —”

Den tossed her and her bag high into the air, his reinforced arms catching her with ease. Grinning at her shocked cry, he flexed his muscles, pretended he would fling her again.

Tightening one hand on the handle of her duffel, she slung the other around his shoulder, holding his neck in a tight, anxious grip.

The feel of her small hand was soft and warm against his neck, causing his blood to heat. It rapidly approached boiling point.

“I thought you didn’t want to carry my bag.”

A smile widened his mouth and a laugh escaped him as he shifted his grip on her surprisingly rounded curves. Bending his neck, he brushed a teasing kiss across her lush lips and started toward the porch of her upscale dwelling. “I never said I wouldn’t carry you , Lover.”

Her eyes, hazy with a look of dazed wonder, scanned his features. “You shouldn’t be carrying me. I’m very heavy.”

His baridiium-strengthened hands contracted about her, molding her long, feminine body against his broad chest. “Hmm, everything feels just right to me.”

He liked the helpless blush that painted her face a heated pink. Her throat worked as she swallowed convulsively. Her hand clenched on the handle of her tote and she bowed her head against his chest, refusing to look at him as she asked, “What are you planning to do to me once we get inside?”

He heard the hesitant note in her voice and his cock rose hard and high behind the closure of his slacks. From what he had already learned about her, this timid reaction was totally out of character for her. He liked this softer, more easily led version. It showed he had her guessing, titillated and worked up over his possible actions. However, he had also found the single-minded warrior woman a huge turn-on. His full lips turned up in an anticipatory grin. The way he saw it, whichever way she jumped, he was looking at a win-win situation.

“We’re going to play strip-trivia.”

“Oh?” She managed to sound both questioning and disappointed at the same time. “What’s the prize?”

Easing the door open with one hand, he ignored the blaring alarm shattering the air in a loud Klaxon-call of warning. Denzel carefully set her down on a white retiring bench. It was situated against a long bare wall tinted in a swirl of pale blues and pastel yellows. “The loser will be the sexual slave of the winner for the next twenty-four hours.”

Marti stiffened as he released her. Settling down on the bench, she leaned back against the wall, sliding a considering glance over him before addressing the domicile computer. “Alarm override, authorized by Martini Harmon, daughter of the house.”

The resultant silence sounded blessedly loud in the cathedral sized room. Ears still ringing and cringing, drawn tight against the recent wild cacophony, Den roamed the entry hall, trying to discover that one intimate touch that would betray to him Marti’s unique style, give him some inkling of her personal taste.

The central wall, alone, sported a splash of vivid color. The rest were tinted a subdued computer beige, a shade that contrasted nicely with the swirl of rainbow hues on the focal wall. Furnished sparsely and void of any softening touches, the place looked like just what it was — an occasional R&R domicile that rarely saw its owner. Nothing about its formal decor revealed the heart of the woman standing beside him.

As if privy to his inner thoughts, Marti flipped her hands out, her gesture encompassing the entire grounds. “I don’t come here often. My elder sister, Daiquiri, used to own this place. No one’s been here for years. I don’t know what we will find to eat, or even if the cupboards are stocked.”

“Daiquiri? What sort of name is that?”

“The same sort mine is. My mother is a throwback. She always loathed the new simulated inebriation beverages and claims the closest she could get to old world grain alcohol was to name her daughters after the most popular drinks of the time. So my sisters and I all ended up with the retrograde names of Daiquiri, Martini and Tequila.”

“It sounds like your family is as unique as mine.”

“You don’t have a family. You’re a construct.”

Yeah, right, forgot about that.He’d have to give this some thought.

“This entire time is a bubble of fantasy for us. You have given me freedom of choice and action, but I wish to be more than an artificial intelligence unit in your eyes. To make you see me as a real man, I have created a background for myself. I have decided to be the only son of the High Priestess of Historical Sanctity and Cultural Holiness —” he paused when she choked on a laugh.

“Funny, you look nothing like your pictures.”

No, he didn’t. There had been no public pictures taken of him since his face-changing accident. When the surgeons had dithered, arguing over the dynamics of having to reconstruct his face over the heavier, denser baridiium-enhanced bone structure, his mother had stepped in. The rest was truly history.

When he struggled free of his memories, Marti was nodding, a playful smile wreathing her beautiful face. “So you wish to play-act. I can do that!”

Eyes lowering demurely, she bowed from the waist, graceful hands held palm-upward and out at her sides in the proper salute to the son of the High Priestess. “My home is honored. The son of the High Priestess is noble in his own right. You bless me with the opportunity to learn from you. Just thinking about all the arcane knowledge you have had access to —” She shook her head. “My mother and sister will be envious.”

An exasperated huff of air lifted his chest. “Don’t start that shit, please, Marti. My mother is the official, not me. The only time I want you bowing and scraping before me is when you’re bending to accept my cock in your mouth or up your ass.”

“That will happen only if you win the game, oh, braggart.”

Amused, he laughed. “You’re forgetting all that arcane knowledge I have. Knowledge I am going to use to best you in our little game,” he taunted. “Now, enough talk about me. I want to hear more about your sister. This is a beautiful domicile, on some fantastic hectares of land. Why did she give it up?”

Her smile faded. “Daiquiri was one of the first casualties of the Scarth-Human war. Her entire battalion was lost in the opening scenes of the first incursion wave.” She sighed, sorrow turning the bright blue of her eyes a stormy hue. “She left me this place as a retreat. This is the first time I’ve stayed here since she disappeared.”

“You loved her.”

“I love her, still . Death does not destroy emotional ties, only physical ones.”

“Are the memories so painful? Is that what kept you away?”

She shrugged. A half smile came and went, tipping up the corner of her mobile lips before they smoothed out into a firm line. “Don’t know. Until now, I haven’t stayed still long enough for any memories to bombard me. The war has kept me busy. I can’t say what I’ll do, feel, when…” Her voice petered out as she glanced about, her features growing wan, face twisting into a mask of sad uncertainty.

He couldn’t help it. He had to hold her. Picking her up and enfolding her in his arms, Denzel sat on the bench and cuddled her close. “You don’t have to go through this alone. Tonight, I’ll hold you. My arms will shelter you and together, we will drive away any demon memories.”

Her head came up at that and she struggled off his lap. Hands flat against her chest, as if she would calm the racing of her heart by sheer pressure, alone, she stared down at him, a guarded expression on her face and in her eyes.

She examined him closely, her bright blue eyes, unblinking and direct, seemed to delve beneath the thin outer layer of face features and mannerisms, to weigh him at the soul level.

Den squirmed inside, uncomfortable under her deep scrutiny, feeling exposed and frighteningly vulnerable. He could not afford for his secrets to come out now, not yet. He needed time to explore all the possibilities with her, to see where these feelings of connectedness were leading to, to see if her nearness was the catalyst for the sudden, frequent and spontaneous erections he’d been experiencing.






Chapter Eight

Diversion — that’s what he needed. This is the perfect time to start the game. “Are you familiar with the rules?”

At her nod, he continued. “You’re wearing military-issue blouse, short pants, T-shirt, panties, socks and boots. I count eight items.”

“No socks. My boots are military-issue, made with a special lining that requires no extra cushioning. But you forgot to list my bra.”

His lips quirked up in a lazy slashing grin of approbation while his interested gaze zeroed in on her chest. “Now, how could I have missed that item? Especially seeing how well it’s doing its job. What other extra-body items — constituting clothing under the rules for this game — do you have to declare?”

She blushed hot pink and averted her gaze, mumbling, “IUD.”

“I didn’t catch that.”

“I.U.D.”

He struggled to recall the term. Ah, yes… ah, hell!

Fear flared inside. Suddenly, he was short of breath, his lungs seizing as his thoughts churned with worry. IUDs were killers. “Why are you wearing one of those horrible things?”

In the dark past, intrauterine devices had been responsible for all kinds of medical tragedies. Upon verification beyond any doubt that they caused toxic shock syndrome in millions of women, the authorities had banned all usage in the late 2020’s. The government’s decision to remove the devices from the market had proven a wise move. Besides causing numerous deaths, the high number of births occurring despite their use proved IUDs weren’t the most efficient means of birth control.

“Why would you chance your life like that?”

Instantly on the defensive, her head came up, mouth tightening at his curt question. “The members of my family have severe anaphylactic reactions to the new generation of birth controls. We dare not use the pills, injections or patches. My clan gained special dispensation to continue using IUDs, though, I think the only reason we obtained that permission is because our family is very active in the military.”

That last, Den knew, was an understatement. Her family was the military, or at least, its titular heads. Her mother — Brigadier General Thalassic Harmon — had been Commander-in-Chief of Earth’s Combined World Forces for the last ten years. In addition, she and her sisters and cousins — nicknamed the Furies for their fierceness in battle — ranked highest in all six branches of service. None of that information meant shit to him when knowledge of a startling possibility exploded his consciousness.

I can get her pregnant…

He sucked in a sharp gulp of air at the illicit thought, his cock hardening so fast it snatched his breath away. Desire hit him like a punch in the gut and his balls practically crawled up his body to nestle tight under the base of his distended shaft. He was so hard he hurt and had to clear his throat two times before managing to growl out a comment. Even so, his voice sounded gruff in his own hearing. “Then you’d better win this game before I do.” A grin widened his lips. “All is fair in strip-trivia and I will claim your last item. Once I remove your IUD, I’m going to fuck you so long and sweetly you will never forget the feel of me inside of you.”

She stood there, silent. Fathomless eyes glued to his, her body swaying toward his like a bit of iron pulled to a magnet, as a lodestone drawn to the North Pole.

He took the first step, moving to her and gathering her into his arms. “I’ve guessed one of your secrets, Lover,” he whispered, cuddling her in a firm embrace. “If the females of your family are genetically unable to use the modern medicines, it is because your clan was one of those few who volunteered for the enhancements/mutation programs of the late 2200’s. I can just imagine which modifications yours received… Hyppolyte. ”

He pulled back enough to eye her speculatively, letting his gaze roam over the smooth, powerful lines of her fit body — a body made equally for war and loving. “As the son of the High Priestess, I have never received the sterility injection. I am a fertile male. Without the IUD to shield you, I can make you pregnant, Martini.”

His arms tightened about her, bringing her flush against the hard rise of his cock. “How would that make you feel, warrior-woman? To have my seed growing in your belly, knowing you carried within you the next generation, the continuance of your Amazon race?”






Chapter Nine

Stepping away, Marti gaped at Denzel, excitement running through her veins and in a heated stream down the inside of her thighs.

How had he discovered her family’s secret so easily? Had he guessed, or, as an A.I., did he have access to computer records the regular run-of-the-mill citizen did not?

She loved his tight play-acting and his imaginative teasing. Eyeing the marauding grin slashing grooves in the dark cheeks of her M.A.N., she wondered what he would come up with next. Chills swept up and down her body, raising goose bumps along her arms and chest. She wanted this M.A.N. more than anyone or anything she’d ever longed for, but not even in fantasy-play could she allow such an arrogant comment to pass unchallenged.

“What makes you think I would find you worthy to father a daughter upon me? So far, I’ve seen no evidence of competence in battle or the discipline needed to lead soldiers. A pretty face is all well and good, but what other legacy could you give a daughter of mine, Paris?”

“I’m not just a pretty face, Lover, but you must find that out for yourself. In the meantime, by your design, I have the stamina of Spike, the vampire and I will soon prove my claim on your body, right after I prove the superiority of my knowledge. For now, let us play the game. Perhaps you will learn more about me as we explore each other’s minds.”

He skimmed his hand down his body, indicating each piece of clothing. “I’m wearing a lab coat, shirt, pants, socks and shoes — seven items to your eight. I will allow you the handicap.”

“How magnanimous of you… I accept.” Marti blew him a kiss, too experienced not to take and use every advantage she could get. This was, after all, a type of war, and she excelled at war. “As the challenged, I claim the right to name the first category.”

Den nodded. “It’s your prerogative. Name it.”

“I choose cartoon shows and characters of the 20th century.”

“That far back?” His thick eyebrows rose.

She giggled at his disconcerted expression. “What’s the matter? Can’t handle it?”

An anticipatory grin creased his teak brown cheeks, quirked his full, mobile lips in an expression familiar to her from hours of hacking into the old video files section of the government database archives.

“On the contrary, Lover, that era is one of my favorites. Let the games begin. Since you chose, I get to start. What was the name of the superhero that started his career as an underwater villain?”

“Namor, the Submariner.”

“What was the name of the white lion of Africa?”

“Kimba. Want me to sing you the song?”

“Maybe later. What was unique about Wonder Woman’s plane?”

“It was invisible. When do we get past the warm-up questions?”

“What was the name of the Flintstones’ pet?”

“Dino — short for dinosaur. I’m getting bored here.”

“Just testing the waters, Lover. Name Batman’s first three enemies.”

“You’re kidding, right? The Joker, the Riddler and Cat Woman.”

“Wrong! It was Joker, the Penguin and Cat Woman.”

“Uh, uh, that order took place in the live-action movies, not the cartoons. My category is cartoon shows and characters. That should count against you.”

“Agreed. I’ll play fair. What item do you want me to remove?”

“Lab coat, but I will remove it when I choose. Retain it for now.”

“As you wish, Lover and since I made a mistake it is your turn to ask the questions. But first —”

“Yes?”

“This type of knowledge is not generally accessible to the general public.”

She smiled. “No, it isn’t. And your point is?”

He frowned. “The High Priestess does not take hacking lightly. Even your family’s high standing will not be defense enough, if she —”

“We found that out when she caught us years ago.”

His eyebrows rose and he relaxed, leaning back and crossing his arms, one leg braced against the wall. “I would have loved to be a fly on the wall at that confrontation.”

“I’ll bet. She chewed Mother out royally. You have no idea what a joy that was to witness. We ended up buying indulgences and paying penances. After the entire hullabaloo over our hacking in, I was shocked when the Priestess allowed us to maintain the pirated link. What is it?”

Denzel’s face wore the most peculiar expression. His mouth twisted, lips pursed as if he’d tasted something sour and he muttered something that sounded like, “I should have known…” then shook himself. “Never mind. Let’s continue the game.”

“Fine, keep your thoughts to yourself, then.”

“It’s not like that, Marti —”

She held her hand up, demanding silence. “I don’t want to discuss it. It’s no big deal. Let’s get back to Batman. What was the name of his sidekick and what was their relationship?”

“Have it your way. That’s two questions but I’ll answer them, for the right to ask two of my own whenever I choose. Robin’s real name was Dick Grayson, and he became Bruce Wayne’s ward when his circus-performing family died.”

“Did you pretend to be Batman when you were little?”

“No. Did you?”

A smile blossomed as she recalled the fun childhood games played with her sisters. “No. I wanted to be Bat Girl, but Daiquiri always got to be the heroine and made me play Cat Woman. Okay, I have an oldie but goodie for you. What superhero sang opera while he helped victims and what did he sing?”

He didn’t come right back with a snappy answer and feeling a victory, she snickered, “Did I stump you?”

He raised his eyebrows and quirked a half smile at her. “I’ll take Mighty Mouse for a hundred, Alex. The song he sang went like this: Here I come to save the day! That means that Mighty Mouse is on his way!”

Her shoulders drooped. “Crap. I didn’t think you’d get that one. You have a lovely voice by the way. I look forward to hearing you sing out with passion while I ride your thick cock.”

Denzel chuckled. “Piece of cake, Lover, baby. I guarantee I won’t be the only one singing, though we’ve yet to see who will be doing the riding.”

His chocolate colored eyes gazed at her, the gleam at once hungry and patient, the intense stare spearing straight to her nipples, making them tingle. As if attached to a string of his making, her nubs drew up and out, pushing against the confining material of her tunic.

He caught her hand, brought it to his mouth and planted a kiss on her knuckles. His voice rough and uneven, he admitted gruffly, “I want a look at those luscious nipples, so I’m now claiming my two questions. I doubt you’ll be able to answer this next question.”

She flashed a flirty smile at him, taunting in light-hearted play, “Give me your best shot, sport.”

“Captain Kangaroo showed an underwater cartoon that had —”

“Diver Dan!”

“Hhmm, yes,” he drawled, “however, that isn’t the answer I’m looking for. I want the name of the main bad guy.”

Disgusted, she bit off an unladylike curse. “Shit! Damn it, I knew this one… Baron Barracuda.”

“Too bad, darling. You should have waited for the end of the question.”

“Don’t pretend you’re sorry, damn it.” She sighed. “My impulsiveness always worked against me whenever I played this game with my sisters.” Resigned, she raised her hands to her tunic, preparing to strip it off.

“What are you doing?”

She paused, arms crossed high over her breasts. “I’m taking off my blouse. Isn’t this the item you wanted me out of?”

A slow, sly smile spread across his face and a wicked light shone in his eyes. “Retain it for now. I will remove it when I choose. Do nothing unless I order it, woman.”

A shaft of pure heat stabbed through her belly, vaporizing more of her restraint and reserve, rendering her weak-kneed with damp panties. In her wildest dreams, she’d never thought to tremble before any man, but Denzel — this A.I. unit — artificial lover… M.A.N. — made her hornier and hungrier than she’d ever been in her life.

It was as if he had discovered and tapped into her darkest, most secret desire — her longing to be cosseted and controlled, powerless.

She’d discovered a long time ago that she’d been born into the wrong family, the wrong century, with the wrong genetic codes. Though her mind and body were Amazonian, at heart, her secret, sexual core was that of a submissive.

Just once she wanted the same treatment as other females — petted and cosseted, not expected to do the rescuing or solve all the problems. If only for a little while, she wanted to lay down the burdens of rank and clan without having to worry about the state of the war or the safety of her platoon of soldiers.

She dropped her arms to her side, conceding his present victory. “You’re calling the shots — for now.”

“Yes, I am. My next question is going to be another stumper. I want to see those pert breasts of yours totally bare, not covered by that no-frills military-issue brassiere.”

Shrugging nonchalantly, she said, “I’m a soldier. Frills are wasted on me.”

He shook his head. “I disagree. Frills are never wasted. I imagine a gentlefem soldier, more than the regular run of females, would need the softness and beauty. If for nothing else, then to remind her she is feminine and special. Very special, indeed…”

His eyes roved her body and her nipples rose in answer to that heated stare. Unbalanced by her sudden arousal, she gulped and snarled, “Ask your question, damn you.”

He cleared his throat. “Felix the Cat had a sometime sidekick — wait!” Seeing her mouth opening before he finished his sentence, he held up his hand in caution. “Don’t answer too soon. I want the win, but not like that. This sidekick had a big mouth that often got him into and out of trouble. Name him.”

His voice came out husky, as though he struggled with the same heated responses filling her. That couldn’t be, could it? This was only make-believe, with him carefully calculating his reactions to make her hot, make her squirm, purposely gearing his conversation and actions to further his encrypted goal: to make her want him with a desperate, thought-fogging hunger that would eventually drive her out of her mind. It was working.

She couldn’t think, couldn’t concentrate. She didn’t care what the answer was. She wanted him … his lips on hers, his tongue delving deep, his mouth tugging on her swollen nipples. She wanted his hands cupping her ass, his fingers digging in and anchoring her to his strong body as his cock claimed and conquered her. She wanted to be forcibly taken and fucked to orgasm by her masterful M.A.N.






Chapter Ten

In order for Denzel to be in charge, he had to win this game. In order to win her goal, she had to lose. Usually, she always played to win, but she’d had enough of being the one doing the driving, thank you very much. She wanted to be the fuckee, not the fucker!

Sensing he would not appreciate winning by deceit, she kept her manner confidant and her voice bright as she answered, “Poindexter.”

His hands were slow and burning against her needy flesh as he removed her blouse and bra. A sharp, attention-riveting pinch to both nipples had juice bubbling in the depths of her womb. When she came back to herself, he was asking the next question.

“The name of this show was also the name of the boy whose father traveled with him through India and other exotic locales. His dog’s name was Bandit.”

“Dennis the Menace.”

Her breath stalled in her chest as she obediently lifted her leg, watching him unzip her boot, trembling as the back of his fingers brushed the exposed skin of her knee. Cupping his palm around the heel, he tugged, releasing the boot’s hold on her leg. She flexed her foot, watched his inscrutable eyes following every sinuous movement.

Clearing her throat, she asked, “What is your next question?”

Oh, Matrix, is that my voice, all breathy and needful?

“What was the name of the leader of the Transformers?”

She had to answer some of his questions correctly, or he would realize what she was doing. “Optimus Prime.”

“What were they?”

“Autobots: Robots from another planet that could transform into automobiles.”

“And their enemies were?”

“The Decepticons.”

“Very good. For a minute, there, I thought you were trying to throw the game.”

Affront came easily. She actually felt insulted before recalling her true game plan. “Why would I do that?”

A smirk tipped his well-formed lips. “My first guess would be that you’d rather be under me than over me.”

Damn him, he is too observant.She bristled. “In your dreams, robot-boy.”

Every bit of amusement drained from his face and he stiffened, his body coming erect. Hands clenched into fists at his side, he snapped, “Never call me that unless you are ready to end our games.”

“Sorry, I didn’t think you’d take it so personally.”

He looked sheepish. “I guess I overreacted, but please don’t do it again.”

“I won’t. Sheesh!”

His overboard reaction unsettled her. What’s going on here? Why would he object to gentle teasing? Just how far does he plan to go with these fake emotional responses?

As if he had never snapped at her, he continued his line of questioning. “Okay, what was the ‘Heart of Cybertron’?”

Oh, now this one, she truly didn’t know. She vaguely recalled it had to do with some type of power source that both sides were always trying to obtain, but for the life of her, she couldn’t drag forth any more details than that. She met his eyes straight on. “That’s one I don’t know. The Transformers cartoon was too male oriented for Mom to allow us to watch regularly.”

He smiled, reminiscently. “My mom used to say it was ‘genderly unbalanced.’ The writers structured the later editions of it to be more politically correct for the times. They did eventually have a few female transformers. Let’s see if you can do better with the next question.

“He-man spawned a show featuring his twin sister, She-Ra. Name her horse.”

I’ll be damned, two honest stumps in a row!

Her mouth tight, she shook her head, wordlessly admitting defeat.

“You now owe me two items. I choose your pants and undies.”

“But I thought, since I already have one boot off…”

“I like you a little off balance, Lover,” he crooned.

His diabolical expression told her he realized she felt more nakedly exposed wearing only that one boot.

His eager hands stripped her of her short pants with swift dispatch, but lingered over the removal of her plain white military-issue panties. He played with her, letting his fingers stray, brushing and bumping against skin already sensitized by his earlier touches.

When he got around to sliding the sturdy material down her legs the top of her thighs were wet and slick, her arousal obvious.

“Only the boot and an IUD left. You ready to cry ‘mercy’ yet?”

She bared her teeth. “Not on your life!”

“Another double whammy coming, then.”

Naked except for that damned boot, Marti tried to appear nonchalant. She wasn’t cold. The room’s automatic climate control had instantly adjusted to her body temperature, ensuring her comfort. In fact, as a daughter of the house, her ease took precedence with the domicile. He was probably too warm.

Oh, wait! Kill that notion. As a construct, Den would be impervious to temperature extremes.

Her brow creased as she realized the increasingly difficult time she had keeping Denzel’s true situation in mind. The more she interacted with him, the less like an android he seemed and the more appealing she found him.

“Thanks for the warning. Go for it.”

“On Jeopardy, this would be the daily double. The category is Hercules. Care to bet on how you’ll do?”

“There were two Hercules. Which one are you asking about — the one in the Disney movie or the one with the Xena spin-off?”

“Neither, and don’t try to trick me. Your category was cartoon shows and characters, so those two you named wouldn’t qualify. There was an earlier, late 1950’s, early 1960’s cartoon show version. The theme song went something like this — Hercules! Women and children cheer him, Hercules! Only the evil fear him! Fighting for the Right — fighting with his might — with the strength of ten ordinary men! That’s the mighty Hercules!”

Her spirits took a nosedive before her heart went soaring. At first, she couldn’t understand why she felt such split emotions and then she understood that while it was okay to lose a contest as long as it was by her own design, it was totally different facing a legitimate loss. Knowing her true goals, she had thought she could lose gracefully since it allowed her to achieve her needs without having to beg or explain herself. She’d never planned on her opponent truly besting her.

Priding herself on having better sportsmanship than that, she shrugged off the momentary depression. Still, she couldn’t help the resigned sigh she heaved as she lifted her hands in defeat.

“I have to admit your knowledge of the past far surpasses mine. I already know I’ve lost, since I’ve never heard of that cartoon, but ask your questions anyway.”

“What was the name of Hercules’ small sidekick, and what manner of being was he?”

She perked up, sensing the opportunity to prolong the game. With luck, her answer might fall into an area gray enough Denzel would accept it as correct. “I don’t know the sidekick’s name, but it was a mythological being.” Hopefully, she’d managed to turn his double whammy into a single run.

His half smile was rueful. “Since Hercules, himself, was a figure of Greek mythology, it makes sense any being he interacted with, as a friend, would also be mythological , so I’ll give you that part of the question, but —”

She grinned happily, quickly interjecting her next sentence before he could continue. “I formally cry mercy.”

By crying mercy before the game was officially concluded, the loser gained the right to retain — for dignity’s sake — the last item of clothing.

“I choose to keep my IUD.”

Not that she had worries about an unwanted pregnancy, not with an A.I. unit, but gaming aside, she didn’t have the time to make an appointment with her gynecologist for an unscheduled replacement.

“You refused my earlier offer of mercy and technically the game is all but over.”

“ Technically, you owe me another question. I did get half your double whammy right.”

“Assuming that I accept your plea for mercy,” he began, a small smile playing about his well-shaped lips, “what makes you think I will allow you to choose which item you will retain?” His smile widened, became predatory as he tapped her lone footwear. “The word ‘Mom’ has a nice ring to it, don’t you think? Almost as nice a ring as ‘Dad’!”

Her jaw dropped. “Shit on a shingle, I keep forgetting the damned boot!”






Chapter Eleven

He narrowed his eyes suspiciously. “You seem to have forgotten quite a lot, haven’t you?”

She looked him straight in the eye. “What do you mean by that?”

He shrugged. “For some reason, I thought you’d give me more competition than this, especially in a category of your own choosing.”

“Are you implying I threw the game?”

“Did you?”

She heard the anger in his two-word question. She decided to be factually honest. “I have never thrown a game in my life. I always play to win.” Never mind that winning has nothing to do with this game. What matters is that I’m not lying, though I am lying through my teeth. Those last questions are what won you the game and I certainly did not know the answers.

“You’ve won, fair and square.” Flinging out her hands, she exposed her body to him in surrender. “So, what are you going to do with your spoils of war?”

He advanced on her, his tread unhurried and sure. “What has always been done with such beauteous spoils, my dear?” His hands caught in her hair, tugging her head back, bringing her face up to meet his. “I’m going to fuck you. I am going to claim you. When I am through with you, you will submit and openly admit you belong to me.”

His harsh, unyielding words made her hot. Nipples tightening, thrills zinging down a direct line to her vagina, she barely resisted crossing her legs to apply pressure to her aching clit.

Holding her breath, she waited, half expecting a frenzied assault, but his mouth fell on hers gently. His lips were warm, soft and hard all at once and they brushed against hers insistently, begging, not demanding, entrance.

His hands, large and hot on the cool skin of her back, swept up, pressing her into the solid wall of his body, scraping her breasts against the coarse hair dotting his chest.

His tongue dipped and swirled inside her mouth, inviting her to dance with wicked flicks and darting forays. Moaning, she went up on her tiptoes to engage him more fully.

He drew back to gaze down at her, one hand stroking the softness of her bottom lip. “Show me where your bedroom is,” he demanded in gruff tones, dark brown eyes glowing with eagerness.

Wordlessly, she turned in his embrace, grabbed his hand and led him down a broad, naturally lit corridor that led away from the entry into the bowels of the dwelling. The ringing of her single boot heel on the tiles sounding as odd and off-kilter as the warmth of his hand on hers made her feel.

The first door on the left opened to a wide, high room, practically empty except for a huge canopied bed. The drapes on the bed and billowing at the open windows were sheer, pale spring green, the bed covers a shimmering cream. The parquet floor, set in the mosaic style of ancient Greece, sported tiles in a swirling pattern of blues, greens, creams, and ochre. Along the bare walls, vibrant decorative waist-high vases held dried fronds and grasses. An open doorway showed a connecting bathing room in corresponding shades, all airy, light, and inviting while another open door gave glimpses of a spare, Spartan multimedia workstation. The entire place exuded an aura of peaceful tranquility, a quality she sorely lacked at the moment.

Still silent, she waited for his comments, somehow unsurprised at his insight when he finally remarked upon the suite of rooms.

Denzel sighed and relaxed. He had finally found her mark. Everywhere he looked, he could see her signature written in sure strokes upon the canvas of the walls, the bed, the ceilings and floors. “This is not the master bedroom. This is the room you have always occupied.”

“Yes.”

“ Thisis your private place, the place where you discard reality and become who you believe yourself to truly be.”

“ Yes.”

“Together, in this room, we will fulfill all your carnal dreams.”

Her lids dropped over glazed eyes. “Yes, please .”

He moved toward her then, slow and sure, each motion unhurried, as if they had all the time in the world.

Still as stone, motionless as deep water, she stood stiffly erect, hands open at her sides, standing at almost military attention. Only her breathing betrayed her agitation, coming fast and broken between her parted lips.

He stared a long time, noticing tiny accents he’d missed before. Like the dusting of freckles across her shoulders, little sugared drops of honey-colored flesh that lent a sun-drenched tint to her skin, the small raised mole at the corner of her right eye, a beauty mark to which he would make sure to pay homage.

What was it about her that dazzled him?

The brilliant sunlight pouring through the windows, bathing her in rays of gold, highlighting her hair and the golden tones of her skin, lovingly brushing the lines and angles of her tall, lithe body.

His heartbeat sped up, fueled by the sight of her beauty. She was a work of ancient art, molded into a modern representation of the goddess Diana, the Huntress. Her pale pink breasts were high, full and firm, topped with proud stiff nipples the color of dark strawberries. Her strong and supple body — smooth, sleek and hairless but for the full mane growing from her head — was honed and fit, carrying enough flesh to mark her as a woman but not enough to hinder her fighting skills.

His eyes lowered, avid gaze falling to her bare mound which bore the smooth evidence of recent waxing. From their time in the flitter, he knew the skin there to be downy soft, with no hint of stubble.

The sight kindled a hunger for her low in his gut, quickly threatening to burn out of control. He wanted her to need him in the same, desperate way, wanted her to shed her calm and wary mien. He ached to see her raving, wild and intemperate, driven beyond sense and responsibility. He wouldn’t be satisfied until she lost all semblance of reason, lost herself in the joint blaze he intended to kindle between them.

“Open your eyes, Martini.”

Her lids snapped up, those beautiful blue eyes glared at him with a mixture of exasperation and impatience, and he caught the tip of his tongue between his lips to stop the laughter that wanted to escape.

“Are you mine?”

“For the next twenty-four hours…”

The tremor in her voice had him rejoicing. By damn, the little Amazon isn’t half as calm as she would have me believe.

“All debts must be paid. I owe you the removal of my lab coat. You might want to do that now, as you won’t be in a position to do it later.”

Her little tongue came out, swiped her bottom lip. She helped him remove the coat, then stepped back, chin lowered and tucked close to her chest, allowing the heavy fall of her hair to obscure her features.

“Lift your face and push back your hair. Never seek to conceal your expressive face from me.”

She obediently brushed back her halo of hair with shaking hands, baring her face to his masterful gaze.

“Now lie on the bed and spread your legs wide for me so I can remove your IUD.”

She shuddered visibly before turning and crawling across the wide mattress of her bed, her rounded hips high and inviting, swaying gently, breasts bobbing as she prepared to position her body as ordered.

“Wait!”

She paused where she was, on all fours in the middle of her wide bed, the position exposing the swollen folds of her cunt and the puckered ring of her anus. He stared at her pink pussy, its moist, soft folds highlighted with the slick dew of her arousal. The brilliant afternoon sun poured through the sheer drapes, glinting on the slippery moisture adorning her intimate flesh, drawing his attention to the firm, muscular shape of her thighs. She was a worthy sight for the ancient gods of Olympus… and for the next twenty-four hours, she was his, her every movement, action and thought his to command.

“You may carry on now, my dear. Lie on your back with your legs spread.”

She positioned herself as ordered, hands fisted around the wrought iron headboard. He ran a finger down her torso, skimming her breasts and dipping into her belly button. He smiled into her eyes, feeling like a conqueror, when her body bucked, lifting up to maintain contact with his trailing digit. He marveled at the long lean lines of her body, infinitely glad to have her stretched out before his admiring gaze.

Moving to stand at the foot of the bed, he grasped both her knees and tugged her toward him, pulling her legs wider apart, once again exposing her smooth, bare mons to his avid gaze.

Smiling a little, he leaned over, swirled a fingertip into the thick, slippery cream coating her swollen labia and the tops of her thighs. Eyes catching hers and holding, he daubed the gathered moisture on the crests of her breasts, painting erotic designs into her high-standing nipples. Still holding her gaze with his, he brought his damp finger to his mouth, licking and sucking on the tip, slurping up all trace of her fragrant dew.

“You taste delicious, second-hand. I want to taste you at the source.”

Placing one knee on the mattress, he lowered himself between her legs, his hands pressing firmly against the smooth skin at her inner thighs, and ran his tongue along her damp slit. Without preamble, with no warning, his teeth latched onto her clit, bit down and retreated, leaving the bundle of nerves stinging from his sudden, sharp assault.

“Ah!” she cried out, body jerking under his brusque handling.

He bent his head to her again, this time sucking strongly at the stiff little spear of flesh, drawing it deep into his mouth, surrounding it with heat and pressure until she cried out again and again.

Settling back on his haunches, Den sat up between her open legs, two fingers entering her, gently probing her pulsating opening. Barely venturing inside the tight ring of muscle at the entry of her vagina, his fingers rimmed the elastic portal, sensitizing it for a more substantial penetration.

“I’ve made your clit red and needy. It’s standing up begging for more of my mouth.” He glanced up at her, grinning when he saw her lips part as she panted for air. “You’re a needy little sex-slave who wants a hard fucking, but I won’t give you what you want until I hear you begging me to suck your clit.”

His fingers withdrew from her clasping grasp. Aching now, he cupped her mound with one broad palm, pressing against the soft pad of her vagina. “You’re awash with heat, wet with need. You need to come, but that won’t happen until I get what I want. So tell me, Lover, how badly do you want to come?”

He watched as the muscles in her lower belly rippled. She swallowed, her tongue coming out to swipe across her lush lips, bathing them in moisture.

“Please, Denzel… I need…”

Easing down onto the bed, he took her bottom in both hands, raising her hips toward his mouth. A stream of clear, fragrant cream pooled at her entrance then slid down into the crevice of her bottom.

“What do you need, Marti? Tell me!” He spoke through gritted teeth, barely holding on to his resolve to make her beg. Eyes narrowed on her writhing form, wanting only to bend his head and lap at the juices spilling from her cunt and drink the slick fluid declaring her arousal for him, only him, he demanded her obedience.

“I want the words, Martini. I’ll accept nothing less than your total surrender.” Teasing her, tormenting her, he dipped his head and blew a stream of warm air across the wet flesh of her straining clit. His hungry heart pounded a glad rhythm as he felt her convulse beneath his mouth and hands.

She unraveled beneath his touch. With a keening cry, her hips flew upward, causing her pelvis to butt against his nose.

“Oh, holy fuck, Den! Holy Matrix… suck my clit, please. Suck it hard! Lick my pussy ‘til I come!”

His hands came up, tightening on her thighs, controlling her involuntary movements. Holding her body to the mattress, he obeyed her shouted commands and ate at her throbbing flesh. His lashing tongue forged over and inside her intimate flesh with mindless intensity.

Teeth, lips, tongue and mouth all joined in the sensual feast as he drove her relentlessly, edged her up and over one erotic precipice after another. His tongue worshipped her while his hands kneaded the resilient fleshy globes of her ass. Lifting her to his greedy face, he devoured the feminine heat nestled at the apex of her thighs.

His cock, hard and distended, pressed between the mattress and his belly, the bulbous head weeping viscous fluid, the skin stretched taut and tight down the length of his shaft.

He needed to be inside her. Needed to feel her pussy closing about him, intimate and close. Clasping and hot, she gloved his hard fingers with the living flame burning within her dark, hidden folds. He desperately wanted to sink into her welcoming heat… but first, he was going to remove her IUD. He wouldn’t fuck her until he had removed that killing device.

“Hold still. I’m going to get that damned thing out of you. Since I don’t have the correct medical equipment, you might feel a bit of discomfort…” Placing one splayed hand palm down on her belly, he slipped two fingers up the tight channel of her sex, searching for the dangling string that should be just… about… there!

Den crooked his fingers about the length of string and began tugging on it, exerting a steady, persistent pressure that slowly freed the IUD from its snug spot inside the mouth of her womb.

Marti moaned low and sexy, shifting her hips and spreading her thighs, offering him easier access. She tried to draw her legs up and open, but her boot zip snagged in the silken fabric of the cream coverlet, trapping one leg in place. Denzel rolled his torso over the flat leg, holding it down as he continued to draw out the device.

It came free with a sodden plop and with a giddy sense of triumph, he quickly disposed of it into the discreet trash receptacle by the bedside.

“Now that we’ve trashed that killer, I can love you like I want to…”






Chapter Twelve

Marti shuddered as she gazed up at Den, her entire body quaking from the fires he lit within her. If only he meant it. If only he were capable of loving her…

Levering himself up and over her, he met her gaze, eyes gleaming with a masculine conquest that stole her breath before he bent his head and took her nipple into his mouth, one hand coming up to enclose the tip of her free breast.

She gasped, melting under his relentless touch, helpless to stop her body’s response to his practiced seduction.

He nibbled and suckled the nub he’d captured, his fingers and thumb playing with her other crest, twisting and pinching it with enough force to have her lifting her torso from the mattress, heart thrumming with escalating arousal.

Tugging sharply on the reddening crest before he let her nipple pop out of his mouth, he asked, “Can you feel my lips pulling at your stiff little nipples?”

Her frantic nod was all the response she could offer. Her body writhed, racked with building fever, burning with heated need.

“I want you to feel me all the way down in your pussy.” With a dark groan, he pushed his tongue into her mouth, letting her taste herself on his lips, feeding her a large helping of his desire. She opened to him, accepting everything he dished out, hungry for more.

Floating on a cloud of sensation, Marti languidly opened her eyes, feasting her senses on the beautiful dark face hanging over her. Her M.A.N., Denzel, was the embodiment of all her dreams wrapped up in one attractive package. His close-cropped hair lay in patterned waves against the well-turned curve of his skull. Dark brown eyes, half-shuttered now by the dense fan of his eyelashes, gleamed with the intensity of his lust.

His massive arms, biceps bulging thrice as wide around as hers, easily supported his broad shoulders and large frame… and just as easily lowered his body down to rest upon hers.

She thought she might faint from the heady experience of having him surround her with all his masculine power and muscle. She loved the way his heavy weight pressed her into the covers. With an impatience grown intolerable, her arms came up and circled his wide shoulders. Her fingers digging into the hard flesh of his neck, she lifted herself against his broad chest. She proceeded to pepper kisses over his face — cheeks, neck and chin — whatever she could reach.

“I want you,” she panted. “I need you deep inside me.”

“Then you shall have me…” The promise came as his turgid length slid into her wet core, burning a heated path to her womb.

She shuddered, body shaken as if in a high wind. Winding her legs about his lean hips, she gripped him with a desperate hunger she made no effort to deny, her senses careening at the contrast of warm male flesh beneath her left leg and the cool slick feel of leather encasing the right. Small explosions erupted along the path of his cock, setting her intimate tissues aflame.

She panicked when she felt him pulling all the way out of her, leaving her bereft and starving. Clutching at him with both hands, she tried to draw him back. “Don’t go! And please, don’t be gentle… I need you hard and forceful. Please —”

“Oh, baby, I’m going to fuck you so hard I’ll bruise this little clit, swell it to twice its normal size.” He tweaked the bundle of nerves between his thumb and forefinger. “I’m going to fuck you until you come, screaming my name, and then I’m going to fuck you some more, until you’re raw and begging for release. When I finally let go and we orgasm together, I’m going to pump you full of enough sperm for two babies…”

A powerful arm hooked under her right leg, lifting the booted foot high and settling it to rest on the rounded pad of muscle at the apex of his shoulder. Two fingers tested her readiness, sliding easily in and out on the natural lubrication of her lust. Then his fingers withdrew from her clinging flesh, and he replaced them with his cock.

With a nasty, illicit thrill, she felt the blunt, heavy head nestled at the dripping door of her sex, pressing insistently against the ring of tight muscle guarding her entrance. She reached down and encircled his shaft, her fingers barely able to meet about the thick barrel of his shaft.

She’d never felt anything so big, so full of possibilities… and so hard. Steel encased in living velvet, his penis reared between her legs, a battering ram resting at the gate of her castle, but in this case, a beloved marauder she had no intention of resisting. She wanted a taste…

Wriggling, trying to get free, she struggled but he pinned her, held her with effortless control, and denied her what she wanted.

“Be still. This is my party, my rules… my way. This first fuck is for you.” Casting an oblique glance down to where she held his cock in a death grip, he cocked that sexy eyebrow and slanted a flirty smile her way. “We can get to the gravy later. For now, lie back and enjoy…”

Slowly, slowly and oh, so gently, he lifted her legs over his forearms and eased into her, biting the corner of his bottom lip in a careful effort not to rush things. Resisting the urge to overfill her tight pussy before her intimate muscles had time to relax and accept him all, he pushed into her snug heat inch by inch. His cock swelled big and hard with need, and he ached to thrust his hungry sex up in her, wanted to pound his way to oblivion, but he held back, held firm, determined never to cause her the minutest unnecessary discomfort.

“How does that feel, baby? Can you feel me inside you… filling you?”

“Uhm-hmm,” she moaned, shifting beneath him, her slick folds gripping his shaft, squeezing the helmeted head of his cock. “So deep, so hard …”

“Yes, hard for you, darlin’.” He rocked his hips into her pelvis, scraped against her clit with each slow undulation of his body. “Daddy has some more for you. Can you handle it?”

Her small hands gripped his biceps, fluttered over the wide expanse of his shoulders before locking about his neck. She linked her ankles about his flanks, bringing her body flush up against his. Her lips brushed the lobes of his ear. Her breath tickled his skin. “Oh, yes, Denzel! Fuck me, give me all you’ve got. Don’t hold back! Fuck me hard!”

He kneeled back on his heels, bringing her upright as he spread his knees and sank his fingers into the soft flesh of her buttocks. Her breasts bounced wildly as he lifted and lowered her on his stiff, up-thrust shaft. Withdrawing until only the bulbous head snagged at the tight ring of muscle rimming her vagina, he slammed his hips up while pulling her down on his cock, repeatedly fucking her with long hard strokes.

“Is this what you want, Lover? This black cock in your pretty pink pussy?” he asked while he pounded into her, loving the way her breasts jounced, beaded nipples stiffly erect and pointed, begging for his lips and teeth.

“Yes! More! Harder! ”

“You want it harder, huh?”

She moaned, tightened her grip on him. Her pussy clutched at his shuttling cock, locked about him in a grip so tight he had a difficult time moving in and out of her.

“Answer me, damn it. Do you want it hard, Martini… hard and deep?”

“Please, yes! ” she gasped, head falling forward as she shuddered around his thick length.

“Look down, watch me fucking you,” he ordered, leaning back so she could more easily see his long, black penis shafting in and out of her distended opening. He loved seeing her labia stretched by his width. The contrast between her pale skin, glistening with a mixture of her arousal and sweat, and his dark cock gleaming wetly, dewed with her creamy slick juices, was startlingly erotic.

“Look at us… ebony and ivory, baby. Two halves making a whole. All the colors of the rainbow blending right here, right between us. Your pussy taking my cock, your light swallowing my darkness to make a new dawn… can you see us?”

Instead of answering, she bowed her head and took his nipple between her teeth, nipping his flat male button until it stood out as stiff as his penis. A groan rumbled through him and with a surge of strength, he threw her backwards to the mattress and followed her down, never losing the connection, his cock buried deep in her cunt.

Hands catching behind her knees, he pressed her legs to her chest and pounded into her, lost to everything but the imperative to fuck this woman until she screamed her satisfaction.

Hips blurring, he speared through her tight folds, forcing his broad head deep into her narrow channel, searching for her womb. He butted against her cervix and felt her convulse beneath him, a wordless cry of surrender parting her lips.

A powerful wave of emotion flowed over him, causing him to waver for a scant second. His heart pounding and lungs laboring, he labored to please her. Glancing down at her contorted face, feeling her arms and legs clasping him with almost desperate strength, it came to him how easily he could love this woman, this warrior writhing under his conquering body.

By the Matrix, when did I begin to love her?

“Fuck me… fuck me, I’m coming…”

“Did I give you permission to come, Lover?”

Her eyes snapped open, shock and sudden wariness evident in their blue depths.

“That’s right, Lover. You belong to me and I didn’t give you permission to come. You’d better hold on until I say so. You come only at my command.”

“Oh, Matrix unwinding! I don’t… I can’t … I godda come… now !”

“You do and I’ll spank your butt,” he warned her, knowing the threat would be enough to tip her over.

Her neck fell back as a despairing cry left her trembling lips. Before her body tightened in unwilling ecstasy, he bent to her breast and sucked in a straining nipple. Teeth locked about the tidbit, tongue thrumming the tight crest, he mumbled, “Come for me,” giving her permission to let go.

She screamed as her body tightened, tightened, bowed and flexed. Her pussy clamped down, milking his cock with strong contractions, eyes gone hazy with her orgasm.

Hips pistoning back and forth in a relentless cadence, he thrust into her, pounding against her cervix, bumping against her womb as his balls drew up and seed churned in his sacs. Reluctantly letting go of her tasty nipple, he gripped her butt and held her steady while he slammed into her again, and again, exulting in her passionate response to his lovemaking.

“I’m coming, Lover,” he grated out, plunging into her, his fingers sliding between them to work her clit, driving her up and over into another climax.

“Are you ready for me, ready to take my seed?”

“Oh, Matrix, yes,” she moaned hoarsely, tossing her head wildly on the silken covers of her bed. “Come in me… fill me up…”

He stilled above her, dark eyes locking with hers, cock buried as deep as he could reach within her. “From this moment on, I take you as my own. I offer in exchange my body, my heart and my soul. Take me, Martini, take me and be mine…”

On his words, he let go his long held control and let his seed spew. Teeth grit against a grinding, soul ripping ecstasy, he flung his head back as his lower body tensed under the lash of excruciating pleasure. Heat flashed up from his toes, tightened his buttocks and washed up his spine as his seed gushed out the head of his cock. Pumping strongly, groaning at the dark pleasure rolling over him, he came hard and long, shooting out hot jets of semen that splashed against her womb.






Chapter Thirteen

Martini half sat up on her knees across from Denzel, watching him devour a huge selection of fresh fruits and vegetables. She shifted gingerly on her cushions, careful how she placed her weight, pampering her still-aching bottom.

Sighing, she admitted she had only herself to blame for her current discomfort. She shouldn’t have won that second trivia game, but she hadn’t been able to resist displaying the true extent of her arcane knowledge. She had won so handily, her win roused Den’s suspicions anew and he’d tenaciously sniped at her until he’d finally worn her down, forced her to admit her culpability in the outcome of their first game.

As soon as her twenty-four hours of ownership had ended, he’d demanded reparation and she had agreed — she might have gotten her way, but resorting to cheating hadn’t set well with her.

The pain of the spanking he’d administered still lingered in her pinkened flesh, but there had been other effects — erotically charged pleasures that set fuse to the firecrackers in her blood, sending it fizzling and sparkling throughout her system.

A hot wash of color stained her cheeks as she squirmed, her aching muscles a sharp reminder of the carnal, decadent things he’d done to her body while administering what he called her punishment for cheating. Though he’d pounded his lesson into her flesh, he hadn’t left a single bruise or mark on her.

She’d never associated corporal punishment with sexual arousal, and what he’d done to her had opened her eyes to new vistas of sensual delights. She smothered her smile, not wanting Denzel to notice how his stratagem had backfired. Keeping a bland expression plastered on her face, she picked over her food, all the while devising other infractions to commit that would warrant another bout of correction at the hands of her dark-skinned lover.

“Those cheeks still burning?”

“Yes, sir,” she answered demurely, head bowed as she’d been instructed, “both sets.”

“Stand up, turn around and let me see.”

The third game had ended with him being the victor and once again, she owed him her obedience for these twenty-four hours… this time without subterfuge.

She stood without demur, turning her back to him and lifting her Grecian gauze shift about her waist.

“Bend over a little and spread your legs for me. You can hold on to the chair if you like.”

Heart giving a startled kick, she did as he said, belly and everything lower clenching in wet anticipation. She didn’t think he would spank her again as she’d done nothing yet to earn a punishment, yet technically, he needed no such excuse. He could do whatever he wanted to her until she uttered her safe word.

Both hands wrapping around the spokes of the dining chair, she leaned over the raised back, letting her weight rest there while she opened her legs enough to let him see the moist openings of her body.

“There’s no redness left, but I bet the sting is still there.”

He ran his hands lightly over the soft contours of her dimpled cheeks, smoothing circles of comfort into her sensitive flesh. She jumped a little at the feel of full, firm lips sliding along the crease of her bottom, drew a shocked breath as a moist tongue flicked between the shadowed divide, delving into secrets never brought to light.

Pulse pounding out of control, she froze, every muscle locking down in anticipatory terror. Her stomach muscles jumped. Alarm iced her blood, constricting her veins, and her fingers grew numb from their stranglehold on the chair. Did he plan to take her there? Was she going to let him? Could she bear to stop him?

She made some slight noise of distress.

His hands and mouth withdrew. “Do you remember your safe word?”

She whispered it. “Virgin.”

“Are you using it?”

She thought about it for a long time… and found she’d thought about it too long. Her breathing sped up, pulse pounded at temple and wrists, echoing wildly in the corridors of her pussy and in that dark, forbidden place where his pressing finger sought entry, stirring curiosity as well as trepidation. Emotions wavering between a sensual terror and titillation she had never felt before, she sought an answer, found only a chaotic mishmash of half-realized fears and darkly carnal desires. Even in the face of such overwhelming self-doubt, she remained silent.

“Have you ever been fucked here, Martini?” A blunt fingertip intruded past the tight ring of muscle.

She jumped, shook her head ‘no,’ the frantic motion setting her hair swinging about her face and shoulders.

In the face of her obvious distress, he seemed to come to some decision, for he withdrew his touch and warmth, leaving her bent over the chair, bottom exposed, bare to the intermittent wafting of the afternoon’s balmy breeze fluttering through the sheer curtains of an opened window. Naked as she was, she felt more exposed emotionally, her vulnerability to him evident and flagrant.

“Let me tell you what my plans are.” His gruff words, spoken in a voice almost as gravelly as Sean Connery’s, scraped over her nerves, acting as would a coarse rag rasped along her turgid nipples — bringing them to stinging attention.

“Unless you choose to say your safe word, I’m going to push every limit you have. Before I’m finished, I’ll have fucked your mouth, your pussy and this tight, virgin ass.” His fingers stroked her puckered rosette, causing the nerves under her tremoring skin to jump and quiver.

“I’ll never stop until I’ve laid claim to every secret, sacred spot, until you’ve acknowledged me as your body’s owner, even as I acknowledge you own mine — until there is no longer the need for a safety word between us.”

She shuddered, taking his carnal promises to heart. She was glad she faced away from him, dared not look in his face as she reminded them both of the reality they would soon have to face. “You speak as if we have a future, as if all this is real…” She loosed her grip on the chair to gesture with one hand. Her head dropped forward. “I have to remember this isn’t real. I gave my word I would return you in ten days and my word is my bond.”

Denzel rose from behind her and moved close, embracing her from the back, his strong arms crossing under her breasts. Through the gauzy material of her dress, he pinched her nipples, pressing and rotating his palms against the rising crests. “If we truly believe and have faith, we can create our own future.”

“Impossible.”

“This should be impossible,” he said, thrusting his cock into her, pushing all the way in, not stopping until his coarse pubic hair scratched her clit and his heavy balls thudded against her rectum. “That we are together like this, fucking each other so sweetly… this is the impossible dream, yet we’ve achieved it. Anything else is only… improbable.”

Fire burning in her cunt, she pushed back against each heavy thrust, legs trembling as she sought purchase, sought to take him as deeply as her body would allow.

He was so thick and long, it seemed he would never stop coming. The blunt head of his cock surged up and in, parting her contracting muscles, retreating only to return with greater power.

She felt every ridge and vein of his heated shaft pulsing within her, plowing her womb with deep, forceful digs that caused fiery streams of excitement to flare up, rising from the depths of her pussy, burning all the way to her tingling nipples.

Heat bathed her torso, washed down her back. Throwing her hips back at him, impaling herself on his cock, she tightened her muscles each time he sought to escape, gripping him and milking the thick bar of flesh almost splitting her in two.

“Don’t stop, Den!” she cried out, collapsing over the chair. “Never stop fucking me!”

He rode her down, hips slamming into hers, balls slapping against her ass as he increased the power and speed of his thrusts. “I won’t, baby! I won’t.” He groaned the promise, one arm clutching her waist, lifting her against his hard digs. The other hand slipped down her slick skin to rub and tug on her clit. His sweat-sheened body touched all along her back, warming her each time he entered her, leaving a breeze-chilled moisture that cooled her heated skin each time he withdrew. “If I could, Lover, I would fuck you forever…”

Marti’s vision blurred as tears flooded her eyes. Her body stiffened and arched, every muscle locking as a grinding orgasm took her, flinging her upward, out of herself. “Oh, Matrix!” she gasped, grabbing her own nipples and twisting as she bucked in his arms. “I’m coming… hold me… don’t let me go!”

A wave of lava-hot satisfaction rose up and overflowed her senses, shaking her apart at the seams. Right behind the pleasure, an insidious fear crept in, shortening her breath and weakening her limbs. Never had she encountered such powerful sensations as the ones flooding her now. Lust, love, and the premonition of loss swirled, swam, and twisted within her, an emotional storm battering her mind and body.

While the storm raged inside her, she clung to the one constant she had — her growing attachment to Den. She trusted him implicitly, knew with absolute certainty he would allow nothing to harm her. Lost in the midst of her sensual tumult, she calmed, surrendered her body to Denzel’s control and with a glad cry, let ecstasy consume her.

 

Shaking in stunned reaction to the blistering orgasm that had wrung him out, searing his soul, Denzel eased Marti to the floor and cradled her close, unable to keep his hands and mouth off her. Tucking his head into the corner formed by her neck and the bend of her shoulder, he nipped and licked the soft, secret flesh he found there. Sighing contentedly, he breathed three simple words into the scented hollow, unable to hold them in. “I love you.”

Unwilling to tempt fate, wanting only to bask in the afterglow of the most intense orgasm he’d ever had, he was afraid she’d heard him — and disappointed when it seemed she hadn’t.

Five minutes later, they both heard the loud, insistent chiming at the door.






Chapter Fourteen

Marti slumped against the shower wall, shivering under the cold, needle-sharp spray. Tears, camouflaged by the water, ran freely down her face as she gave way to her sorrow, sobbing over the vicious cruelty of fate.

How had she let herself fall in love with an android?

Somewhere along the line, she’d forgotten it was all a game. Forgotten. He was not real. For one, shining, Camelot-like moment, she had found paradise with a man who satisfied all her emotional and physical needs. Only, he wasn’t a ma… well, in a manner of speaking, he comprised the epitome of manhood, but he wasn’t human . He wasn’t real — his declaration of love wasn’t real, and that was what hurt the most.

No matter how wonderfully he made her feel by helping her to free her inmost fantasies, how well Denzel fucked her, he was only a M.A.N. — a Mechanistic Anatomically-correct Nurturer — and no matter how capably a unit aped humanity, a M.A.N. didn’t feel emotions, couldn’t give her babies.

With Daiquiri gone and her younger sister Tequila lost in mourning for her newly slain husband, the duty of birthing daughters to carry on the family line fell to her.

Her mother and commanding officer had recently suggested she find an acceptable sperm donor and have him impregnate her. She’d refused, and her mother hadn’t pushed, because the eventual outcome was never in doubt. Her time of personal freedom was limited, for she knew her mother would insist on insuring the line of descent before allowing her eldest daughter back onto the battlefield. Her liberal mother would put up with just about anything, but even she would draw the line at this wrinkle.

It was over.

It meant nothing that she didn’t want the fantasy to end. The courier from headquarters had brought reality with him, signaling the abrupt ending of all her dreams.

The Scarth were on the move, again. The Supreme Commander, General Thalassic Harmon — her mother — had unilaterally cancelled all shore-leaves, ordering all unit heads to return to Command Central immediately for briefing.

With a morose sigh, she wiped her eyes, shook off her melancholy and began to wash, her hands brisk while her quick mind sought ways to delay the coming parting. She couldn’t find a one.

Damn it, she didn’t want to leave here, leave Denzel. This time together with him had truly been an oasis from her grim reality, and she wanted more time. They wouldn’t even have the opportunity to say a private goodbye.

The courier had refused to leave, stating his orders were to deliver her to headquarters before the end of the day. She had left him in the hall, stoically ignoring a sulking Denzel, while she went to shower and change.

When she emerged from the bathroom, the courier braced to attention, right arm snapping up into a precise salute. She returned his salute absently, eyes scanning the room for Denzel. “Uhm, where did my… companion go?”

“Sir! He left, Sir!”

Her spirits dropped. Pain radiated from her heart, outward, razor-sharp and corrosive as acid.

After the first, piercing wave of emotional agony, hurt pride came to her rescue. She grew angry that he had snuck away while she cleansed herself.

He didn’t even say “goodbye…”

Deep down, she knew his leaving was for the best, but her anger helped her keep the tears from falling.

She breathed a shaky sigh. “At ease, soldier.”

“Colonel Harmon, Sir?”

She peered at his name bar. “How may I help you, Private Chinn?”

The boy fidgeted. “The person that was here… he told me to give you a verbal message, but only if you ordered me to stand down before you left.”

Marti shook her head. “That arrogant bastard thinks I treat everyone with no consideration.” She sighed, spirits rising against her will. “What is the message?”

She didn’t expect he would convey a declaration of love through a stranger. She certainly didn’t expect what came out of the soldier’s mouth.

“He said, ‘Tell Martini I know she is leaving so I am taking her shuttle back to the office. Tell her she hasn’t said the safe word, therefore I am still loosed. Tell her she will be seeing me again.’

“He took a stalk of dried grass from that room over there and broke into your personal flitter, ma’am. He did something to it and it started right up for him. I thought those things were theft-proof.”

“Not from a brother, obviously,” she murmured half under her breath, shielding her eyes with her hand as she peered toward where she’d parked her flitter four days ago. She kept her hand up longer than necessary, until she was sure she had her emotions under control and her face smoothed into a mask of calm.

“Sorry, ma’am, I didn’t catch that.”

“I’m still chasing it, myself.”

The youth’s eyebrows rose, twin question marks. “ Sir?”

“Never mind me, soldier… just a little temporary insanity on my part.”

“Yes, Sir.”

 

Standing in the open doorway, on the threshold of change, Martini took one last, lingering look around the foyer, seeing echoes of Denzel in every nook and cranny, another ghostly presence having joined that of her lost sister. She firmed her jaw and turned away, determined to deed the house over to Tequila, knowing she would never return.

With a resolve honed from years of discipline, she shrugged off her pain and turned her mind to the tasks ahead. Barking a brusque order for the soldier to grab her bag, she shut the door on her dreams and hopes. Duty, in the guise of the war, her unit and her family, called. She’d had her M.A.N. — now it was time to get back to reality…

 

When next we see Marti…

 

Martini sat at the long conference table situated in the main conference room on the Starbase, Geedde Prime, her folded hands resting on the table, eyes glued to the screen showing the approaching Scarth ships. She wondered what Denzel would think about the present situation.

Instantly, she castigated herself. How can you sit here, faced with a horror almost beyond imagining, and still find yourself thinking about him?

She couldn’t help it. She missed him, missed the conversations they’d had, the arguments and quizzes. There was nothing like exploring the mind of a self-aware android.

This morning she had done what she did every day since she’d reported for duty. She’d gotten up early, done her routine calisthenics, then jogged the perimeter of the base. Returning to her cabin, she then spent far too much time in the shower, trying to scrub the memory of Denzel from her stubborn mind. The only thing was… she kept dwelling on all the things they’d never gotten around to.

Recalling how frightened she’d been at the time, she couldn’t believe she was now wishing he’d gotten around to taking her ass. The thought had a nasty leap of excitement tickling her belly, causing her muscles to jump erratically. Her pulse pounded in a frantic rhythm. Nipples, rising against the snug material of her tunic, tightened and swelled. Her womb fluttered, turned liquid with heat that rained down into her vagina, making her wet.

This is insane! I have to stop doing this. I have to get my mind off that fucking robot-boy and focus. Look at that flotilla, will you. The damn thing is miles long.

Gaze locked on the vid screen, she watched the inexorable fate hurtling toward her — toward the Earth.

What I’m looking at is death, cold and implacable. And it is approaching at warp speed.“Matrix help us.”

 

stay tuned for the next episode ofWomen of Steel…
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