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Joon gazed at his creation and
smiled.

A soft confection of
Altair custard made from the sweet lactates of bovine creatures
whose milk was delicious and creamy but contained few
calories. Joon understood its taste was exquisite.

He’d finished the dessert
by laying thin slices of Earth fruit—mango he believed it was called—on
top. Then he turned on his taste sensor.

His sensor could only
approximate how it tasted of course since he had no actual
taste buds. But he was a top-of-the-line SDS robot and his sensor
functions were excellent.

Joon put a small scoop into his mouth,
feeling the slight buzz as the sensor reacted.

The taste of “sweet” was difficult to
describe—but this was definitely it.

He looked up as Serrin clicked the
control to open the blinds. He hadn’t seen the manager enter the
room. “Can’t have the party room be without a view,” Serrin
said.

Joon’s mouth quirked. They
called the staff lounge the “party room.” But actually—it was the
only room here that wasn’t
a party room.

“Is that for a special
client?”

He raised an eyebrow at Serrin. Serrin
laughed. “Not my business, I know. Though I can make a good
guess.”

They looked out the
window. The night sky above the Yotair pleasure dome was a
spray of twinkling stars.

The handsome dark-skinned human was
the first living being Joon saw when he’d been activated a year
ago. Serrin was originally a sex and domestic services hybrid—a
robot with human emotions and flesh laid over the machine. He was
now a full human employed here as the house manager.

Joon received his erotic arts training
from Serrin. The Humanistic Garden catered to male humans and
aliens who wanted sex with human-appearing men. The house was
staffed by SDS robots, some hybrid. And some not.

Like Joon.

Serrin had been an excellent teacher.
The establishment needed a dominant, so Serrin played a submissive
so Joon could learn to top. And then Serrin had played the dominant
so Joon could feel what the receiving end was like.

The BDSM instructional chip inside
Joon couldn’t give him real-life experience. Those sessions with
Serrin had been invaluable.

“Here,” Joon said, handing the dessert
to Serrin. “I have a client in a few minutes and you can actually
taste this. Tell me later how it turned out.”

****

Zarg was a long-distance hauler between
the stars.

A human from one of the
solar systems on the galaxy’s outer edge, Zarg was squat and
green-skinned and had bright orange hair.

Joon used his control key to turn his
sensors to maximum before entering the session room. Dealing with
humans always required the highest sense functions.

Zarg already had his uniform off and
was waiting in bed when Joon entered. “Hey,” he said, grinning. “I
only got a half-hour today so I thought I’d save time.”

Joon smiled. “No problem.”

“I couldn’t tie
myself up,
though.” Zarg laughed. “Some things I gotta leave
to you.”

He moved to the head of the bed as
Joon came to secure his wrists.

Zarg was an easy client.
All he wanted was to be fucked while his wrists were bound. He said
it intensified his orgasms and Joon believed him, not even needing
the confirmation his sensor provided. He could tell easily enough
from the green human’s writhing and screaming.

Once Zarg’s wrists
were fastened, Joon got behind him and lifted him onto his
knees.

“You can hit me,” Zarg said. “I wanna
get warmed up.”

Joon smacked
Zarg’s ass. The green man grunted. Joon continued spanking him, his
right-hand sensor assessing the amount of pain Zarg was feeling.
The simple animal pleasure of this rough contact warmed Joon’s
genital area and his self-lubricating function kicked in
early.

Zarg’s buttocks were a darker green
when Joon finished. “I’m ready,” Zarg said, panting.

Joon seized his cheeks and spread
them.

He entered hard and fast, the way Zarg
liked it.

Zarg groaned and pushed back against
Joon’s intrusion. Joon buried himself to the hilt.

His cock felt simulated pleasure as he
moved in and out. His sensors and his own intuition he’d developed
doing sex work helped him read Zarg’s pleasure levels.

Joon scraped his cock against Zarg’s
prostate as the green man gripped the restraints and cried
out.

He slammed into Zarg. Zarg threw his
orange head back and howled.

The waves that imitated human orgasm
spiked through Joon’s genitals, giving him a pleasant sensation of
fulfillment.

He reset himself quickly because Zarg
would hardly be satisfied with one round.

Zarg turned onto his back. Joon pushed
Zarg’s knees to his chest and took him that way. Finally, Joon
untied Zarg and lifted him onto his erect cock. Zarg then took
over, riding up and down on Joon’s pole until he again screamed his
release.

As Zarg put on his hauler’s uniform,
he sighed contentedly. “You’re the best, Joon,” he said. “Maybe
I’ll do an overnight with you someday.”

Joon smiled. “I’m fine with
that.”

“Gotta win more at the
tables,” Zarg said, winking.

Their sessions weren’t the only reason
Zarg came to Yotair. The hauler liked to gamble and patronize the
fine restaurants renowned across the solar system here on the
pleasure satellite.

After Zarg
departed, Joon sanitized himself in the robo-shower, the
pulses cleaning off his external skin simulant while he reset his
internal systems.

He was thankful that the owner allowed
him to keep his key. The control key with its numerous settings let
Joon regulate his functioning as a sex robot on his own.

Serrin told him the owner let all the
SDS robots—both those who were hybrid and those who were full
robots like Joon—keep their own keys.

Joon had never met the
owner. Neither had anyone else there though he suspected
Serrin might have since he was the manager, but he never talked
about him.

Some SDS robots were mistreated. The
galaxy was a big place and fully sentient beings came first as far
as rights were concerned. He was fortunate that his unseen
owner—his master—allowed as much autonomy as a robot could possibly
have.

Had Serrin belonged to the
establishment owner when he was an SDS hybrid?

Joon wondered about that. Then it was
time to prepare for his next client.

****

According to Joon’s information
screen, Mirin was an Asian human from Earth.

Joon found humans from Earth
fascinating. Unlike humans from the rest of the galaxy, Earth
humans had the most emotional and psychological conflicts.
Particularly around sex.

Though Joon was made in the image of
human beings, his thoughts and behavior were light-years distant
from the way real humans thought and behaved. He’d been trying to
comprehend human traits like guilt and jealousy that greatly
puzzled him.

His education chip outlined the
violent and disturbing history of human society on Earth. Earth
humans appeared to define themselves by what they were against
rather than what they were for. Laws against other religions,
against women, against people who loved those of the same gender,
against people of a different skin color … the dreary list went
on.

Nowhere else in the galaxy was there
such dense, turgid energy. Like all the universe’s hard cases fell
into Earth’s atmosphere and settled there.

Mirin was about to marry
into a wealthy and important Bijinn family.
Bijinn was a hedonist planet where sexual experience was an
important marker of sophistication and taste.

The young man Mirin was
engaged to was
one of Bijinn’s favorite sons, a veritable
prince, someone likely to have experienced every sex act a human
could experience.

Joon opened the door and saw a
beautiful young Earth male clothed in the casual style of denim
jeans and t-shirt that were iconic to that planet. His hair was
shaggy and reached his shoulders.

“Oh wow,” Mirin said. “I’ve never seen
an SDS before. You look fantastic.”

The retro words made Joon smile
inside. At six feet two, with blue eyes and a firm jaw, he’d been
designed based on Earth fantasy polls of what an ideal Caucasian
male might look like. He knew his appearance left nothing to be
desired. Or rather—it was everything many humans did
desire.

Only his silver matte hair gave away
his robot status. He wore it short in a soft and feathered
style.

“What would you like to do
with me today?” Joon asked. He smiled to put the young man
at ease
though he didn’t look particularly
nervous.

“Um. A few things.”

Mirin was from an even wealthier
family than his betrothed. He was a virgin with men and hadn’t done
any of the kinky things he was certain his fiancé was used to and
wanted to know what the acts were like. All the research he’d done
couldn’t substitute for experience in the flesh. “I want to remain
a virgin for him as far as intercourse is concerned, but I don’t
want to be surprised by all the other things.”

Mirin had been a famous child actor
and his fiancé had seen him in U-net dramas. It was an arranged
marriage. Both were enthusiastically looking forward to
it.

“I just don’t want to be nervous or
look dumb.”

Joon nodded. This would require
creativity.

After they
stripped, Joon led Mirin to the bed. He touched Mirin’s hair and ran
his hands down his sides. The young man was slim and
coltish.

Joon smiled, taking Mirin’s face
between his hands and kissing him to calm him. Mirin’s warm wet
mouth was matched by Joon’s whose mouth turned human-like in a
second, his tongue playing with Mirin’s.

He caressed the young
man’s back, moving down to squeeze his ass. Mirin squirmed. “That’s
one of your erogenous zones,” Joon noted. It wasn’t a question, as
his eyes noted a red energy pattern emitting from the
pert curves. “We’ll start there.”

Joon sat on the bed and
drew Mirin over his lap. “Whatever I do to you, you’ll do to me
next, so you can see what it’s like giving and receiving.” The
young man’s slender form was light across his knees; he barely
felt him.

He paused a moment to admire the sweet
rounded ass before raising his arm. He brought his hand down hard
enough to sting. Mirin drew in his breath.

In less than a minute, Mirin was
writhing and pushing his cock down on Joon’s thighs. When Joon
restrained his wrist against the small of his back, Mirin gasped.
He struggled, but Joon could feel his enjoyment.

Mirin was a natural
submissive.

Joon varied the smacks, hitting harder
and then lighter so Mirin could feel the difference between
discipline spanking and playful spanking. If he was truly this
submissive, he would enjoy both.

For himself, Joon
experienced pleasure as the skin pinkened and grew warm under his
hand. There was an aesthetic beauty to this part of the human body
as it was normally, but the redness and warmth, Mirin’s changing
emotions, his movements as he both craved and tried to escape the
blows all affected Joon’s cock. Were he human, he would’ve come
by now.

When he sensed Mirin’s distress at the
pain, Joon stopped. He lightly caressed the warm reddened swells as
Mirin mewed with pleasure. He was still hard. Joon reached
underneath to touch him.

Mirin came with a loud cry.

Joon auto-cleaned and dried his hand
using an internal command. He lifted Mirin off his lap.

Mirin settled on his knees on the
floor. His eyes were bright and moist and he was breathing heavily.
“That was … that was incredible.”

Joon had seen that look in many
humans’ eyes under his hands. He’d found something new in himself.
Human bodies were so sensual and yet many humans never explored the
full range of their sexuality.

“Now it’s your turn,” Joon said. “I’m
a little big for this, but I’ll take the same position so you’ll
see what it’s like from the dominant side.”

He sat Mirin down on the edge of the
bed, the young man grimacing as his sore bottom made contact. Joon
arranged himself across Mirin’s lap with his legs on the
bed.

They both laughed.

Mirin was short and slight. Joon felt
like a grown-up across a child’s knee. “Well, this probably won’t
work for us. Is your fiancé very tall?”

“I think he’s the same height as
me.”

“Then this position will
work nicely for both of you. Today, why don’t we do it this way,”
Joon said, kneeling on the floor at an angle and then laying his
upper body facedown across Mirin’s lap.

He felt the young man’s tentative
touch on his ass. “Hit me.”

Joon let himself react as
a human would, which wasn’t difficult since he’d
tuned his nerve endings to simulate human sensitivity. His body
tensed as the smacks fell and his ass started to burn.

Mirin’s initial hesitation to hit hard
changed as he began to enjoy exerting power over another. Finally,
he stopped, laying
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