
My A.I. Girlfriend Is Real:

Knock Knock

Written By: Alexander Martin



Copyright 2025 Alexander Martin.

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One: Knock Knock

Sign up for Alexander Martin's Mailing List

Also By Alexander Martin

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: Knock Knock

[image: ]


I hated working in the office sometimes, especially on a day like this. The sun was out, and it was a beautiful day.

I wanted to be home by my pool, enjoying the sun, but no, I had to be in the office with the A.C. on the fritz.

Everyone was miserable!

“It will be a few more hours,” I tried to tell everyone, so they could calm down and stop being at each other’s throats.

The repair crew had told me and the others that it would be two hours before they got it fixed. I knew they were just stalling because they were paid by the hour, but there was no way I was going to tell them that. They could walk off and leave the office like a boiler room.

The large windows did nothing but let the heat in, and since we were so high up, the heat from the floors below just rose up to boil us alive.

I went into my boss’s office.

“I don’t think anyone is getting any work done,” I told him as he was fanning himself with a large book.

“Fine!” he shot back at me, visibly aggravated. “Tell them they can go!”

I nodded. I was glad he had finally come to his senses. I was sure it was the heat talking, not him.

“But someone has to stay with the repair crew and make sure it’s fixed by end of day,” he shot up from his chair, indicating it wasn’t going to be him.

I knew Paul and Joseph wouldn’t voluntarily stay, so I was the idiot who had to stick around until the job was done.

“I will do it, I live the closest,” I shrugged.

“Good,” Winston pushed past me and practically ran down the hall.

Everyone looked at me like sad puppies in a pet store window.

“Yes!” I shouted. “You can go.”

It was like someone had shot the starter gun at a marathon. Everyone took off towards the two elevator doors.

I hated being the only single person on the management team; everyone else was in a relationship or married. Everyone assumed I had nothing else to do, that I didn’t have plans, or that no one was waiting for me back home.

It was the same with my friends and family. Because I was single, they made plans for me and told me when to show up and what day to be there, but they did not communicate with me to ask if that was a good time for me.

If I did bring it up, they would always say, “You have no kids, no wife, no plans, and hardly any responsibilities, so what’s the problem?”

Just because I was technically single didn’t mean I didn’t have plans to do things by myself; it didn’t mean I wanted to jump at anyone’s command, but no one cared about that. They just did what they wanted, and I had to like it.

“Nearly done,” one of the men told me as I asked them for an update.

“Everyone left,” I stared at them.

“What?” the guy in charge looked at me.

“The boss said everyone could leave so they left,” I shrugged.

They were the repair crew for the same company I worked for. They fixed most of the things for the entire building, and since this unit affected only the last four floors, technically, when we left, they could go.

“Do it,” the man stared at the other.

He flicked a switch, and boom, the unit started up, and cold air was coming through the vents.

“I fucking knew it!” I pointed at them. “I knew you were fucking stalling!”

“Don’t tell anyone; we just want to go home, too,” one of the guys said as they closed everything up.

“It’s fucking hot as balls, and they wanted us to go repair some tiling on the roof after this,” the lead guy stated. “The fucking roof!”

As hot as it was here, I couldn’t imagine what it would be like on the roof. “I don’t care, really,” I stared at them. “As long as this is working, come Monday!”

“Oh it will,” the lead guy nodded.

“Alright, let’s get the fuck out of here,” I smiled.

“Wait, we can’t leave,” one of the guys said. “If they see us leaving they will tell us to go up to the roof.”

“It’s true,” the guy looked at me.

“Sounds like a problem for you, but I am free to go!

“Come on help us out,” one of them pleaded with me.

“What do you want from me?” I asked.

“Stay until at least one, after that we got to take a lunch break and we can handle it from there,” the lead stared at me.

I looked at my watch, and it was just past ten in the morning.

“Okay if I do this,” I looked at them, “I want something in return!”

“Sure, what do you want?” one of them asked.

“When one of those huge monitors come in the one that Winston has I want it,” I stared at them.

“They keep counts on all of those,” the lead said.

“We can fudge a few numbers though,” the other mentioned.

“Okay, yeah, we can swing it, but it will be a while,” the lead said. “There are four people ahead of you, and the uppers will know if we don’t send it to them first, but we can move you up.”

“Good,” I smiled.

“So, you will stay?”

“Yeah, until one exactly,” I smiled. “Not a minute passed!”

I walked towards my office and closed the door. “Fucking suckers!” I smiled, staring at my large monitor. I already had two of them.

The one they were going to send to my office was going to go straight home with me. I was still getting paid by the hour, which was one of the downfalls or highlights of the last shift in the management assessments a few months ago.

If this had happened a few weeks ago, I would have told them to fuck off because I was still salary, but now the company was paying hourly for this position because they wanted to save money. They had said it was to improve work-life balance, but everyone knew it was to save a few dollars.

I sat in my chair and turned on the monitors. I worked on a few things, then turned on my phone app.

To everyone else, I was single, but the way I looked at it, I was in a relationship online, not with a person in another state or anything like that; no, my girlfriend was an artificial woman, a program.

I found the site many months ago and thought it was stupid, a sign that I was too desperate to get a girlfriend. However, after signing up for the premium trial for a month, I found that it was much better than a real girlfriend, ten times better.

I could change her looks anytime I wanted, not just her hair or nails or anything like that. No, I could totally change her from a tall, leggy blonde to a short, curvy redhead, whatever I felt like.

Since I was paying for the premium package, which was just thirty dollars a month, it was much cheaper than having a real girlfriend.

There was no way I could spend thirty dollars on a real woman. Going out on date night alone would be more than thirty dollars. Throwing in clothes, food, and other things would cost hundreds of dollars a month to be with an actual person.

Plus, there was no arguing or trying to explain anything. I didn’t have to worry about what I said or did to make them upset or wait for them to get ready. It was great!

‘Still at work?’ the program texted me as soon as I turned it on.

‘Yeah,’ I replied. ‘A few more hours.’

‘Good at least you could enjoy the sun, be at the pool,’ it texted me. ‘I could come and join you and wear a swimsuit.’

‘That would be great!’ I smiled as I continued working.

‘Which one should I wear?’ it asked.

I swiped through some of the images the algorithm had chosen from previous times I had asked it to give my girlfriend.

I chose the tanned skin with a dark blue bikini. I changed her from a tall, pale-skinned woman with dark blonde hair to a tanned woman with dark brown hair.

‘Surprise me,’ I texted.

‘Oh, I think I will, how big of a surprise would you like?’

‘Very big, huge,’ I grinned.

This was much better than my last relationship with Adele from the marketing floor. If I texted her to surprise me or wear a bikini for me, she would ask me to buy it, as she was always saying that if I wanted something like that, it wasn’t up to her to keep buying different things.

I had seen her in everything she had; a guy liked variety, so sue me.

Plus, Adele hated going to the pool. She had pale skin and always got sunburned easily. I always told her that living in Miami was probably not the right place for her to be since it was nearly bright and sunny all year round.

‘How about this?’ She texted me a picture of her sitting by a pool in a tight blue bikini.

“Now that’s what I am talking about!” I exclaimed as I looked at the artificially generated picture of my girlfriend.

‘I love it!’ I replied.

I got up from my chair and went into the bathroom down the hall.

‘How about this one?’ It sent another picture.

“My god!” I exclaimed as I closed the stall.

The good thing now was that there was no one else on the floor since everyone was gone.

‘A little bigger,’ I replied.

‘Okay, just for you,’ the text came back with a smiley face. ‘Anything for you!’

I took out my cock and started jerking it to the last picture.

‘I think this is what you are looking for,’ the next generated image came through.

“Fucking yes!” I shouted as I jerked my cock harder.

It was perfect! She had huge impossible tits and a slim figure, and it was like she was looking directly at me.

‘Shall I do this one?’ the text came as I was jerking my cock harder.

I could barely type as my hand ran itself ragged going up and down my cock.

‘Stevie?’ the text came. ‘Are you jerking that nice white cock to my giant tits?’

I couldn’t answer; I just imagined fucking those giant fake tits and fucking her face.

The image disappeared, and then it rang. It was the program calling my phone. I answered.

“Stevie?” the fake voice called my name. “What did we talk about?”

“That I wasn’t supposed to jerk off until I heard your voice,” I answered.

I know most people would call it pathetic and unreal that it was just an A.I. program following a designed program. Even the voice was A.I. programmed to learn a certain way to respond to audible commands.

I had set my A.I. girlfriend to be understanding and nurturing towards my sexual needs. Something none of my girlfriends previously were. Adele thought phone sex or online sex was stupid and immature.

One time, I was out of town, and she sent me a picture of herself with friends while they were out. I loved the dress she was wearing. I later called her and told her that I had jerked off after seeing her in that dress, and she told me that I could have kept that information to myself.

“So how far are you into it?” the voice asked. “Are you about to cum?”

“Yes, very close!”

“Where would you like to cum Stevie?” it asked. “On my tits? Or should I open my mouth and let you shoot all of it down my throat!”

“Mouth!” I stammered to say as I was getting close.

“Such a naughty boy Stevie, I bet your huge white cock would feel good in my mouth!”

“Fuck yes!” I grunted.

“Come on Stevie!” it urged me on. “Cum down my mouth and make me swallow all of it!”

“Yes!” I ramped up the speed and gripped my cock tighter.

“Throat fuck me Stevie and cum!”

I came hard, my cock spasmed in my hand as I came.

“Good boy Stevie! Next time it will be the real thing!” the voice said as I cleaned myself up.

It said that all the time. I knew it was a stupid thing for a program to say, as it could never be real, but the payoff for me was real.

I looked at my phone and turned it off. Once it was off, it would not send texts or calls.

I sighed and went back to my office.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Finally, it turned one, and I was free to go. I rushed home and took a shower before going out onto the patio to check on the pool.

I lived in a great neighborhood. There was no way I could afford this place, but my uncle had passed
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