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      The sound of moaning drowned out the rhythmic hum of the private jet.

      Clifford glanced to the screen at the front of the cabin, seeing a dark-haired woman tied to a canopy bed. She was blindfolded, wearing nothing but some black lace panties and thigh-high stockings. A man was sucking on one of her nipples as she arched her back, his hand trailing down her stomach and teasing his fingertips beneath her panties.

      “When you land on Lust Island, why not request Cassidy for your next adventure? She’d love to please you...” promised the seductive, disembodied voice as the man looked to the camera.

      The commercials had begun the moment the jet had taken to the air, but Clifford was still not used to seeing his own face staring back at him.

      It wasn’t that he’d starred in the pornographic commercials or anything like that.

      No, it was the technology he’d worked on all his life that had led to the breakthrough. Personalized advertisements. Putting the viewer into the commercial. Or at least, letting the viewer see himself in the advertisement.

      It was an amazing technological advance, and one that had helped to make him obscenely wealthy, but he couldn’t help but find it a bit... distasteful.

      “Fuck, ain’t technology grand, Clifford?” smiled his companion. Marvin had already helped himself to a few cocktails, and his fleshy face practically glowed red. “Still can’t believe you invented that shit. You don’t look like some computer nerd.”

      Marvin was on the Board of Lust, and Clifford found him nearly as distasteful as the constant pornography that had been screened for them for the last two hours.

      He knew when he sold the patent and the software that its use would be perverted -- he did sell it to a corporation called Lust after all -- but it all felt rather obvious. It lacked the subtle persuasion and seduction he’d envisioned it be most useful for. Still, Marvin seemed to like it, and every year, profits increased, so Clifford swallowed his pride and smiled back at his traveling companion.

      “I’ll try to take that as the compliment it was intended to be,” Clifford said in his slight British accent.

      “Oh now, don’t be like that! I just mean, you got that tan, and those muscles... You didn’t get those typin’ all day, that’s all.”

      Clifford ran his hand through his dark hair, some streaks of grey beginning to glitter between the black strands.

      It was true, he did take good care of himself. Better care, since he made his money, and could spend more time on passion projects. He was in his early 50s and still a bachelor, with no responsibilities to anyone but himself. But he was always a driven man, and keeping fit was part of that.

      “What are you gonna do with your time on Lust Island? Don’t tell me you’re just coming down for the shareholder’s meeting, either. The new tech is phenomenal, and as the man who opened the doors, well, you should get to appreciate it,” Marvin said, his beady eyes stern. He was at least a decade older than Clifford, and he’d inherited money from his oil magnate father. Almost squandered it all away until he got into tech. Marvin had once told him that he knew sex was the only safe investment, and Clifford had politely declined to mention how his last three wives had taken him to the cleaners with alimony payments.

      Clifford took in a deep breath, thinking over that question as his intense eyes scanned the plane.

      “We’ll see,” he responded at last, politely. It was what he always said, and he’d yet to dabble in the company’s many offerings.

      “Yeah yeah,” said Marvin, then clapped him on the shoulder. “You really gotta try things out for yourself this time. We’ve made big advancements in the programming and personalization of the Hosts,” he said with a grin. “Nothing like the early days anymore.”

      Clifford pondered that. The pressure to try out the ‘Hosts’, the people--mostly women--who served clients. Their minds temporarily wiped, and reprogrammed--as if they were robots, but purely flesh and blood and real in every way--to be exactly what the client wanted.

      “Finally, a melding of the perfect bodies and the perfect attitudes,” promised the ads.

      “Maybe I will this time,” he said with a smile.

      “That’a boy!” Marvin said with a clap of his meaty hand on Clifford’s back.

      “Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes! Just like that!” the breathy moan of the latest woman on the screen filled the cabin, the surround sound making Clifford feel a little uncomfortable. He’d always been a private person, and the casual porn watching with business colleagues really didn’t appeal to him.

      Marvin, however, seemed elated by it.

      “They really know how to fly a man in style these days,” he said as he leaned back in his chair.

      Clifford glanced out the window, looking down at the glittering, teal ocean.

      He had tried to fulfill his need in the real world, with real women, but it was never the same. Never what he needed. Never what he truly craved. He’d lost his shot at that long ago.

      Reluctantly… He was growing convinced that Lust Island held the key he needed to unlock his secret desires.
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      The massive estate was filled with excitement and arousal.

      Lust Corporation certainly knew how to keep their shareholders happy. Record profits and the most beautiful women in the world, dressed in little more than thongs and teddys, serving up drinks and drugs to any who wanted them.

      The island was a private resort, hidden from prying eyes, and there were very few things off limits.

      Clifford always felt like the odd man out at these events. He was the inventor, the creative genius, not just some guy who saw a chance to make money and party. People invested in the company for a lot of reasons, but there seemed to be a common desire for debauchery and decadence.

      The other men were dressed--quite frankly--slobby, as Clifford would put it. Even though it was a beautiful, tropical island, Clifford still liked to dress well. In a nice light linen suit, the white fabric reflecting the sun, but keeping him looking dashing and professional.

      There was nothing to be worried about, as far as profits were concerned. And while Clifford thought the party atmosphere unprofessional, he knew it kept clients happy, and coming back. So, he kept his disapproval about that, and what it might mean for slack standards, to himself.

      A beautiful woman in a bikini so tiny it could be used to floss her teeth came up with the drink he ordered--a mojito. He smiled, “Thank you, hun,” and took it. But as she batted her eyes at him, ready to take another command, he took hold of her soft arm and spoke to her quietly.

      “Say, think you could take me to the build-a-girl startup center? I’m curious to see it for myself,” he remarked, as he took her behind a pillar, out of sight of the other executives and major shareholders.

      “The center is closed until the formal reveal of the updates tomorrow,” she replied softly, her smile never truly faltering.

      She was a short woman, though the high heels brought her up to his chest, and her dark hair caught the light in a lovely way. He felt that weakness in his heart and his loins for a moment, but no matter how beautiful a woman was, how sweet, she was never quite... right.

      It was always a subtle thing that would throw him off. How her lips curled at the edge, or her nose crinkled in thought, that never lined up to just how he wanted it to be.

      It was part of his secret shame, and why he went into coding.

      His wants were very specific.

      When he sold the company, the code he created wasn’t quite there. He wasn’t able to recreate precisely what he wanted.

      With the new advancements, though, he wanted to try.

      And he wasn’t willing to wait until the next day, knowing that he was just one of dozens of men indulging in their basest of needs.

      For his fantasy to be complete, he needed to sneak away. To be alone with her.

      “Clifford, how’re you doing? The man we owe our fortunes to!” beamed Mr. Araund, the CFO of Lust Corp. “Sweetheart, you get him anything he wants tonight, you understand? If it weren’t for him, we wouldn’t be here!”

      Before Clifford could even return pleasantries, though, someone he didn’t recognize interrupted and Mr. Araund was excusing himself.

      It left Clifford alone with the sexy entertainer once more.

      “Well, you heard him. Anything I want, yes?”

      Her perfectly arched brows knit for just a moment in the center before she nodded at his assessment. “Yes, Mr. Montafire,” she said obediently. He wasn’t sure how she knew his surname.

      Perhaps she was a host, programmed with everyone’s information and tastes. Clifford always did think that programming was more accurate than relying on the fallibility of one’s memory.

      It was why, over the years, he’d worked on his own code, his own build-a-girl.

      He hadn’t tried a Host since he sold the company, back when things were still experimental and flawed. But he always knew that one day, technology would catch up to his ambitions, and when that day came, he’d be ready. Every so often he’d update things as new memories surfaced, new fantasies teased the edges of his mind.

      She turned, revealing the swell of her ass, firmly positioned over her long legs as she began walking towards an exit.

      Just before she got there, however, she turned, and put her hand on a scanner. It opened, revealing a hidden hallway.

      “It’s faster to go this way. It’s only employees that use it, and it gives us a direct path to most anywhere in the resort,” she explained, leading down a short staircase. The walls were a glossy black, the blue light reflecting off the surface and illuminating the path before them. Every few steps it felt like there was another branch off the main hall, but they passed most of them by.
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