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Claire Walsh pushed back the covers, grumbling in a half-awake state. She wasn’t sure if it had been something downstairs—most likely Felix her cat messing about if it had—or something outside that had woke her up. Either way, whatever it had been deserved a good kicking. It had no business screwing up the only decent bit of sex she had had in ages, even if her lovers had only visited in a dream.

Still horny from being sandwiched between Mr. Elba and Mr. Gosling, she pulled on her dressing gown and made her way to the bedroom window. Nothing happening in the front garden, nothing happening in the street beyond. The house’s perimeter alarm hadn’t gone off, so that just left Felix. How dare the little bugger? Had he no consideration for the sexually deprived?

She was just about to return to her bed, hoping against hope that her two friends would still be there waiting for her, when her drowsy mind registered the beam of light filtering between the bedroom door and the threshold. That can’t be right, she thought; cats can’t turn on lights.

Intrigued, but not particularly nervous, she opened the door. The source of the glow was coming from downstairs, so she must have left either the hall light or the kitchen light on when she came to bed; not surprising given how tired she had been.

She began to make her way down but something strange struck her. The light seemed a good deal brighter than she would have expected, and it appeared to be pulsing slightly. The first pangs of apprehension began to slip through the veil of doziness and she paused, considering going back upstairs to grab her phone in the event of having to call for assistance.

She listened closely. Nothing. At least, nothing was moving. Maybe she had left the fridge open? Yes, that was it; it was the fridge light. She sucked in a breath and descended the rest of the way, pausing only briefly before entering the kitchen.

It wasn’t the fridge. What it was, in fact, was a shiny, rugged metal box, similar to a small flight case, which somebody had placed in the middle of the kitchen floor. Somebody, but who? It certainly hadn’t been there earlier, and clearly nobody had made their way inside: that would be impossible without tripping the house alarm. 

The box measured about a foot and a half cubed, and the light was coming from an overly-bright screen on its nearest side. Dancing gaily across that screen were the strange words ‘Arousobot A1.03 - Female Version. Touch screen for instructions.’

I’m still asleep, thought Claire. That’s it. I’m still dreaming. She went to the sink and splashed some cold water on her face. She turned around, but the strange box was still there. She pinched herself. The painful action resulted in the same outcome; it was still there, its screen still displaying the same message.

Touch screen for instructions.

Claire looked around her. This had to be some kind of prank. If so, who was playing it? If she touched that screen, the chances were something would pounce out and grab her, like a Jack-In-The-Box or a stuffed boxing glove. Maybe it would give her an electric shock; not a fatal one, of course ... just enough to give her a fright.

Suddenly, something launched itself and landed on top of the box. Claire’s heart nearly exploded, but it was only Felix, proving beyond a doubt that curiosity did not always kill the cat. Well, if it didn’t do any harm to him, it was unlikely it would do any harm to her. Having said that, Felix hadn’t touched the screen.

She turned on the overhead light, chasing away the shadows and confirming that she was indeed alone. The strange boxy gadget appeared less intimidating in the bright fluorescent glow and, ridiculous and all as it might seem, Claire’s apprehensions were slowly but surely being replaced by a potentially dangerous inquisitiveness.

Touch screen for instructions.

Oh, to Hell with this, she thought. If I don’t try, I’ll never know. She reached out and did what the gadget asked of her.

Shit! What if it’s a bomb? Too late now.

The screen changed. Preparing for first time use. Please say ‘Voice’ to initialize verbal interactions.

Claire looked around her again. This was insane, but she had come this far and nothing bad had happened. Will I, won’t I?

“Voice,” she said.

“Welcome, Secondary Owner,” said a disembodied voice, almost causing Claire to jump out of her dressing gown. “I am Arousobot A1.03. Please state your name so we may bond.”

Secondary Owner? Who is the main owner, she wondered? So we may bond? Was the damn thing looking to date her? She laughed nervously. 

“Claire Walsh,” she said.

“Welcome, Claire Walsh. Please insert your Secondary Owner Card, and key in your four-digit System Voucher Code.” A little slot, not unlike the receptor on an ATM began flashing on the left panel of the unit. At the same time, the screen display changed to a numeric keypad.

“Well, that’s the end of that,” whispered Claire to herself. 

She definitely had no Secondary Owner Card, and the slot looked too small to accommodate a standard bank card; not that she would stick one in even if it did fit. As far as a System Voucher Code was concerned, she had no idea what that even meant.

“I don’t have an Owner Card,” she said.

“Claire Walsh, please key in your four-digit System Voucher Code.”

Wow, thought Claire, grinning. We’re still in the game. Taking a shot in the dark, she poked 1, 2, 3, 4 on the keypad.

“Claire Walsh, the Primary Owner has now been reminded to supply you with a Secondary Owner Card. As this is this unit’s initial setup, you may proceed. Card and System Voucher Codes will be required for further use.” 

A mechanism unlocked itself with a click, and Felix was sent scrambling for cover as the lid of the box hinged open.

“Yes!” shouted Claire, fisting the air.

By now, her curiosity and excitement far outweighed any lingering concerns as to why a futuristic talking box was sitting in the middle of her kitchen floor, how it had gotten there, and what its intentions were.

She looked inside at the strange collection of items. Three coils of flexible metal hose, the kind you might find connecting the shower-head to a domestic shower unit, sat in a row beside each other in the tray-like compartment. The open end of each one had a smooth clamp attached, whereas the opposite ends trailed away through holes in the tray and into the internals of the unit itself. Arranged in slots beside these were a number of oddly familiar looking parts that seemed as if they might attach to the clamps on the hoses.

“Version A1.03 offers a choice of manual or automatic,” said the Arousobot. “Please speak your choice, Claire Walsh.”

“Automatic,” said Claire.

The unit powered up, and a sound resembling a low-powered vacuum cleaner emerged. The hoses stirred slightly and then settled back as they were.

“Say ‘list’ for a list of options. Say ‘pass’ to skip.”

Claire was beginning to experience a knowing feeling about what this thing might actually be, and if she was correct ... well!

“List,” she said hoarsely. 

“Claire Walsh, please select your options from the list on the screen.”

She looked at the screen, her eyes wide with excitement. She had been right, but nothing could have prepared her for what she was now reading.

Page one read, ‘1: Clitoral Stimulation. 2: Vaginal Stimulation. 3: Anal Stimulation.’ Options for combining any two or all three together followed.

Page two offered a choice of touch type, as in smooth metal, glass, silicone, plastic, synthetic finger, or synthetic tongue. The synthetic tongue choice offered sub-choices of human or cat. 

Page three offered a choice of friction or suction in relation to the clitoral attachment, or an alternating mix of both.

Page four offered various rotation and vibration choices, with the inevitable option to mix and match, and then went on to offer a choice of speeds.

Claire chose all three in silicone. She was tempted to try synthetic human tongue, but chickened out at the last moment. She selected the suction option for the clitoral stimulator, and settled for medium speed with pulsing vibration for the two probes. The Arousobot informed her that the attachments were self-lubricating, and would react accordingly based on their inbuilt sensors. The same sensors would select both the widths and lengths of the probes, each of which could expand or contract automatically.

Oh my god, thought Claire, panting in anticipation.

“Claire Walsh, please say ‘back’ if you wish to make any changes. Please say ‘cancel all’ to exit. Please say ‘next’ to move to the next set of options.”

Next set of options, thought Claire? There’s more? She was already in a high state of arousal as it was. At this rate she would come before the thing even touched her.

“Next.”

The next set of options concerned the breast and nipple arousers, and again there was plenty to choose from. Claire selected sucking and licking, synthetic human tongue, and random speed and intensity. She briefly considered the cat’s tongue option, but then decided that the sandpaper touch might be a bit over the top.

Finally, the moment of truth arrived. “Claire Walsh, please say ‘back’ if you wish to make any changes. Please say ‘cancel all’ to exit. Please say ‘begin’ to begin your experience.”

Fighting the little voice that said don’t do it, Claire sucked in a deep breath.

“Begin,” she croaked. No going back now.

“Remove your dressing gown, and get on all-fours, girl,” said the Arousobot, its voice taking on a more commanding tone.

Girl, thought Claire? Masterful little thing, aren’t you? Hmm ... something kinda sexy about that, actually. She was in the process of removing the garment when it struck her; how did it know what I was wearing? Can it see me? She felt a shiver run along her back. Was someone observing her through a built-in camera or something?

“You can ... you can see me?” she whispered.

“Yes. Arousobot A1.03 comes with enhanced sensory functions that observe and adapt to the situation and the mood of the user. Do not worry, Claire Walsh, you are perfectly safe. If you wish to exit the program at any point, simply use the safe-word as set by the Primary Owner. Now, get on all-fours, girl, or you will be punished.”

Oh my god! This thing was becoming quite the conversationalist; a bit creepy as well.

Punished? She shivered. Dominant too ... in a cute kind of way. I mean, what was the worst it could do? “I suppose you want me to call you Master now, do you?” she laughed nervously.

“Yes, girl. That would be appropriate. Now, do as you are told.”

Swallowing, but too horny to do otherwise, Claire positioned herself on her elbows and knees on the discarded dressing gown and looked sideways at the Arousobot. From her position, she could not see what was taking place in the drawer section, but she could hear clicking sounds and the hissing of compressed air.

“Oh my god!” gasped Claire, not for the first ... or last ... time.

One of the metallic hoses was rising from the top of the machine as if performing a futuristic version of the Indian Rope Trick. Attached to its end was, what looked like, a flexible, half-moon shaped bicycle saddle, which it waved in the air before Claire as if showing her what it had to offer. Set into the inner curve of the saddle were two silicone vibrators of different lengths and girths. Next to the bigger of the two was a small nub that was clearly the clitoral teaser. The entire thing was dripping with lube; something that Claire seriously did not require at the moment in time.

“Arse in the air, bitch,” commanded the Arousobot. “Spread those thighs.”

“Yes, Master,” whispered Claire before she realised what she was actually saying. As she adjusted to obey, the nervousness threatened to return, but she forced it away. After all, if she didn’t like the experience, all she had to do was use the Primary Owner’s safe-word, and everything would stop; simple, nothing to worry about.

The Primary Owner’s safe-word? What word? Who the hell was the machine’s Primary Owner anyway?

The metallic snake pressed the saddle between her spread thighs, cupping her sex and anal bud, adjusting to the curve. The rear stimulator acted first, forcing itself inside her and establishing itself as the anchor guide for the other two protrusions.

Claire gasped, her head thrown back in surprise, her back arching.

The second vibe was different. It entered her slowly, almost sensually, pulsing and probing gently as it adjusted to her vagina.

She moaned, closing her eyes, and pushed back instinctively against the saddle. She could feel the anal vibe following the example of its larger colleague, its movement almost driving her insane. Her breath was already coming in short gasps, and the session had only just begun. At this rate, she would come before the clitoral stimulator even began its work.

“Up off your elbows, girl,” said the Arousobot. “Hands and knees. Do it now!”

Yes, Master,” she moaned, obeying.

The clitoral attachment began to suck, tugging on the little nub, and sending hitherto incomparable waves of pleasure coursing through Claire’s body. She threw her head back and literally screamed, her arms almost giving way beneath her.

The other two attachments seemed to grow, pulsing inside her, seeking and finding every sensitive spot imaginable. One moment they were vibrating madly, the next gently, as if playing her. One moment they seemed to work individually, the next combining, moving towards each other as if to grasp her by her two entrances, the next gently moving apart.

Perspiration was dripping from every pore in her body, spittle running from her gaping mouth. Each time she thought she could endure no more, that she had been taken to the edge ... the point of no return ... the devices would abruptly cease their work, only to recommence as soon as they gauged her passions had subsided sufficiently. Such cruel but delicious torture!

It was in one such pause that the other two metallic tentacles rose from the tray, looming in her view as if sneering her, teasing her.

“Straighten those arms, girl. Present those tits.”

As if lost to the real world, Claire obeyed. She swung her aching breasts beneath her, her nipples hard with need, begging for them to be touched, to be abused as the machine might see fit.

The Arousobot reached around her with its twin tentacles, targeting her. Suction cups drew her nipples inside, stretching them tight as if milking her. She screamed, claustrophobic panic momentarily claiming her, and she tried to dislodge the machine. But then tongues began to work, licking her distended teats with their moist touch; one moment lapping madly, the next slowly and sensually. The suction cups contracted occasionally, nipping her and causing her to cry out in delicious pain.

“Please!” she wailed.

“Please what?” said the Arousobot, teasing her.

“Please ... please let me come. Please!”

“Address me properly, slut!”

“Please, Master ... please.”

The suction cups sucked harder, the tongues lapping frantically. The vibrators worked her, riding her hard, while the smallest of the saddle trio lubricated her clitoris with its tormenting kisses. Her moans grew louder, her breath rasping. 

She cried out one final time before the orgasm took her. Her strength failed, and she rolled onto her back, wailing as the Arousobot finished its task and withdrew. The metal tentacles returned to their compartment, and the top hatch closed, leaving Claire lying exhausted on the floor of the suddenly silent kitchen.

After what seemed like a pleasure filled age, she began to stir. Oh my god, had she been dreaming? Had all of that really happened? She turned, expecting to see that the Arousobot had disappeared, just like the heroes of all great dreams did.

‘Arousobot A1.03 - Female Version. Touch screen for instructions,’ read the little screen.

Claire’s heart skipped a beat. It hadn’t been a dream. The thing was still there, and it looked as if it was hers to keep. She still had no idea who might have left it, but she was sure her fairy Godmother—or Godfather—would show up at some point to claim the gratitude. What a gift! She had only used it once and already she felt as if she couldn’t live without it.

Would she be considered greedy if she was to use it again so soon?

Considered greedy by who? That’s nonsense, she thought. After all, somebody left it there for her to use, did they not? Surely that’s what it’s for?

Stretching languidly, she turned and touched the screen.

Please say ‘Voice’ to initialize verbal interactions.

“Voice.”

“Welcome, Claire Walsh. Please insert your Secondary Owner Card, and key in your four-digit System Voucher Code.”

Claire went straight for the screen and once again typed in 1, 2, 3, 4. The top hatch opened and the machine whirred into life. 

This time, however, the Arousobot did not offer a set of options, choosing instead to head right to the end. “Claire Walsh, please say ‘cancel all’ to exit.”

That’s odd, thought Claire, a bit puzzled. What happened to ‘back’ or ‘begin’?

“Begin,” she said, feeling a delicious shiver engulf her.

The pair of breast hoses rose from the unit, pausing for a moment as if looking at Claire.

“Kneel up straight, girl,” commanded the Arousobot.

This is different, thought Claire as she obeyed. She sucked in a deep breath and presented her breasts to the hoses.

The metallic tentacles snaked forward, and the little synthetic tongues began to lick her hardening nipples. Then, as if satisfied that enough erection had been achieved, the suckers attached themselves. The suction seemed more powerful this time, but Claire wasn’t complaining ... at least not at that point.

Suddenly, the licking tongues ceased and withdrew.

Snap!

Claire screamed, her eyes going wide, as flat metallic clamps replaced the tongues within the suction cups, and trapped her nipples firmly and painfully. She grabbed the tentacles in panic, doing her best to work them free, but the suction increased and the clamps strengthened their grip.

“No,” cried Claire. “Stop! Let me go! Back ... end ... cancel all.”

But nothing worked. 

“Claire Walsh,” said the Arousobot, “you have failed to insert a Secondary Owner Card. Claire Walsh, you have entered an incorrect System Voucher Code. You are in breach of System Protocol HW5 which states, ‘A wife may not use the Arousobot A1.02/03 for the purpose of achieving orgasm without the permission of her husband. A consenting husband, the Primary Owner, must provide his wife with a System Voucher Code which can be obtained from any System Outlet, including the Post Office, or at any System Online store.’ Any attempt to override this protocol is deemed an offence. 

Claire Walsh, you are being detained for evaluation by the Primary Owner and The System, and a report has been sent to both parties. Please do not struggle, as doing so may cause injury.”

Given her predicament, telling Claire not to struggle was like telling the sun not to rise. “Let go! Let go!” she wailed.

“Please do not struggle, as doing so may cause injury.

“Oh for feck sake!” screamed Claire.

“Claire Walsh, it is an offence to use restricted words. As the word in question is only a level one restricted word, the offence will only be reported to Primary Owner, and not to The System. This is currently in warning stage, and repeated usage of the word may result in a report being sent to The System.”

The hoses rose, pulling Claire to her feet. She screamed as the pain in her stretched and flattened nipples increased. The clamps began to move slightly, tormenting the flesh within the suction cups. The suction itself, if anything, seemed to be increasing even more. The Arousobot seemed determined that its captive would not escape whatever was due to her.

Claire struggled more, tears glistening her eyes, but the more she struggled, the more the Arousobot asserted its dominance. Then, all of a sudden, a flash of light from behind distracted her from the pain.

“My, my,” said an unfamiliar voice. “What a mess.”

“Who the hell are you,” croaked Claire, turning to face the uniformed new arrival in a mixture of apprehension and relief: apprehension for obvious reasons; relief because there was a fair chance that whoever he was had arrived to rescue her.

“I said it. I warned them,” muttered the man, basically ignoring the struggling Claire. “Why would anyone find logic in allowing a freaking time-shift product manufacturer to work on sex toys at the same time? A damn accident waiting to happen ... and now it’s happened.”

“Primary Owner, it is an offence to use restricted words,” commented the Arousobot. “However, as the word in question is only a level one restricted word, the offence will not be reported to The System at ...”

“Arousobot A1.03 override code OCA1.03,” sighed the man, slipping a card into the slot on the machine. “Cancel all and reset.”

“Identify,” said the machine.

“Primary Owner, Brian 01.”

Claire howled as the clamps immediately let go of her tortured nipples. The metal hoses retreated to their home, the lid closed, and the machine fell silent. The only remaining sign of life was the intro message that had greeted her initially.

“I said, who the hell are you?” repeated Claire, massaging her throbbing teats. “Where did you come from? How the hell did you get into my home?”

The man regarded her with a look of disdain. “I can see now why civilization needed a reset,” he grunted.

She looked at him, bewildered.

“Yes,” continued the uniformed man. “You haven’t a clue what I am talking about, have you? Of course, how could you; the reset has yet to happen for you and your people?”

“I asked you a question, dickhead. Who are you?”

Then, taking note of the black, official-looking uniform, she continued, “You a cop of some kind? If so, then why are you here?”

The man sighed. “I am a security enforcer; an officer of The System, and you, girl, can count yourself lucky that I have no jurisdiction in this time period. If I did, you would be in deep trouble over your behaviour, and would most certainly be facing a swift and painful punishment.”

Claire laughed. She actually laughed. “Okay, I get it now. You are one of these Strip-O-Grams, aren’t you? Who ordered you? Was it Judy ... Becca ... Carol? Which one? Did she give you a key? If so, give it back now.”

It suddenly dawned on Claire that she was standing fully naked in front of a complete stranger in her kitchen with her hand out for a key that the guy probably didn’t have. He might have the darkly handsome looks, the body, and the uniform to go, but something told her he was way above the rank of simple male stripper. She retrieved her dressing gown and held it before her.

“A strip of what?” asked the man.

“Strip-O-Gram. Never mind. You are clearly not. What are you doing in my kitchen anyway?”

“I am here to collect the Arousobot,” he answered, as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

Bizarrely, Claire felt a sudden pang of loss. She should have been feeling nothing short of terror, but it was definitely loss. 

“But ...,” she began.

The officer
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