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First Act: The
Lab

Science: An art, a
challenge, a lifestyle. Here I am in my lab performing the final
tests on my greatest creation. His artificial skin is near perfect
and his body extraordinary in shape. No human could ever manage to
achieve this level of perfection. My latest toy is a handsome devil
created purely for physical enjoyment. Even looking at him now, I
can feel my loins swelling with desire.

"Move your arm," I
command.

The robotic creation moves
its arm immediately. I smile in satisfaction as I watch it shifting
about slowly and experimenting with this new limb that it was not
aware of until this point. It has been taught many things and is by
far much smarter than the average human being, but there are still
so many things for me to teach it, not the least of which is
sex.

I run my fingers on my left
hand over its stomach and note the fake muscles underneath quiver
in excitement. This is a programmed response - one that I have
taken a considerable amount of time refining to the level of near
perfection. However, it is no less pleasing to the mind or the
hand. The experience of pleasure given and the intimate knowledge
that it is a response of the physical kind is very sexy
indeed.

I take my hand lower,
showing restraint in my caress to avoid over stimulation - and
follow the grooves of his rock hard, but still only firm, stomach.
This is pleasing to me - very pleasing. I know I am over analyzing
this, but at the same time I am enjoying it (what harm is there in
that?). Sexual play is my pleasure and what a great pleasure that
it is! He is a virgin after all, if a particularly kinky looking
one - built for inspiring desire and much, much more!

"Do you love me?" I ask,
whispering the words into his ear with the most lowest of voices,
the most satisfied sounding voice that a man can provide to his
soon-to-be lover, a signal of desire that goes beyond words alone.
How will he respond?

He stares at me adoringly
(showing me the sort of non-verbal love that can only be shown by
those with the deepest love) and I grin down at him before patting
him on the cheek. It feels soft, smooth, and so close to human that
it scares me. This is the feeling of absolutely perfection. The
feeling that no man has ever been able to supply me
with.

I run my finger over his
jaw as he looks up at me. Its strong and firm. The artificial bone
feels real and looks it. That squareness with a slight bump at the
base screams 'raw, masculine, powerful' and so much more. It is
enhanced by the rounds of his powerful cheekbones that protrude and
exhibit a real man feel that makes him look as rugged as a man can
get without moving towards the realm of beasts - right here is the
ultimate man.
I stare into his eyes and he stares back.

"Such presence you have in
those blue gorgeous orbs, my lover. No more powerful man than you
exists in this world. You are my ultimate creation!"

I stand in awe of my own
skill. His blond hair, ripped muscles, sizable shoulders, built
thighs, perfect skin, perfect, perfect, perfect...! It is all
perfect!

Gripping myself I shudder.
Soon this strong man will part my butt and stick the item I have
spent weeks molding and shaping into me. I am enthused. This is the
strong man I have always dreamed of, but never been able to
find.

Turning to the computer
panel, I make some adjustments on the computer and catch a glimpse
of myself in the steel of a computer table. I am slim, sexy and
lightly built. I turn my gaze back to my robotic contraption of
synthetic and near real materials. He is as I would have preferred
to look if genetics had been around to manipulate my DNA when I was
a youngster. His jaw is perfectly masculine, where I was born with
a skinny, slim face. It is a perfect match for my sexuality and
creates no confusion in anybody's mind of whether I am heterosexual
or homosexual. I guess that it matches the skinny, but muscular
tone to my body.

I turn back to the computer
and make some final adjustments. I will let him do a quick reboot
and then I will work out for an hour or so. Even though science is
my passion, my body must be maintained. One cannot practice the art
of science if one is not in the best of shape.

I lean down over him for a
moment as his eyes go a dull grayish color and draw my lips close
to his. Even though he is rebooting, he pouts them in a look of
desire that begs for me to kiss him. However, I do not give him his
first kiss just yet. Our seduction will be a drawn out one and like
all men, I desire to be romanced prior to the beginning of our
sexualized play. It is only proper after all when meeting one's
lifelong lover to draw out the passion as much as possible. Very
proper indeed.


Second Act: Exchanging
Fluids In Public!

The restaurant is
exclusive. There is a small line outside where people are waiting
to get in. The place itself is a small building that from outside
the windows I can tell is completely full.

The large number of waiters
working the floor are virtually sprinting from table to kitchen
with a look of hungry desire that speaks well of the level of the
tips that they are receiving for their good service and fine food.
This is the scene of my first and most wonderful test.

My handsome robot suitor
stands beside me. He has a silent presence that I didn't realize
would come about through my efforts to program him to be as human
as possible, but is something that I find to be quite a turn on.
Almost all of the men and women around us are staring at him and
its not because of his robotic nature. No one can tell that he is a
robot - even I wouldn't be able to tell if I didn't know better.
What they can tell is that he is a gorgeous tall man of strength
and power and far beyond the simple understanding of the human
beings around him.

Perhaps the harshest thing
is (to my amusement) that he is holding my hand right now. More
than a few of the women are looking heart broken by the clear fact
that they cannot have this gorgeous man in their beds -
ever.

I notice a young man
staring my way and enjoy his view. He is not gay, or at least
according to the retinal implant inserted in my eye, which supplies
me with various kinds of information including people's sexuality
based on a quick check of their phone records, social networking
accounts and so on. No, he is having his first heterosexual gay
fantasy. It is so cute that I want to go over and pinch his cheeks
and tell him that he's a good boy. However, I keep my cool. Such
mad scientist behavior has caused trouble for me in the past. I
must be careful not to enjoy the responses of others too much and
particularly be careful not to show just how knowledgeable about
these people I really am. My enhancements aren't really legal after
all - even if there is no law against them, as far as I
know.

I glance to the left and
find a woman staring with her lips parted and a look of hunger on
her face that is causing her partner to give her a concerned look.
She's looking straight past me, as if I do not even exist, and at
my robotic fantasy of a man. Even the females of this world have
fantasies and I guess this woman's are not so far from mine
own.

He is dressed in a black
suit designed to fit perfectly to his powerful body. He will never
gain weight, nor grow old. He will never grow a single hair out of
place, nor will he appear anything less than perfect. Right here is
the wonder of robotics in practice and perhaps the future of
mankind if I choose to spread the technology to the other
inhabitants of my play land.

We come to the front of the
line after 20 minutes of enjoying the responses of the men and
women in the line. When we enter, people's eyes slowly slide from
their conversational partners or their food to take us in. More
than a few hesitate in their eating and it is clear that we are the
most desirable couple in the room, which is not that surprising as
I am also quite attractive in my own way.

Everyone stares and I do
not hold it against them. They may not be at my level, but they can
dream and dreams are free. We walk over to our table and sit down.
Strangely enough, our waiter, who is gay, makes eyes at us. His
eyes slip from me to the robot and I almost wonder if

his eyes will stop on the
robot or me, which is more to his liking? It is a question that my
implant cannot solve without more time and information.

Although I was betting on
the robot, to my surprise, he ends up looking at my crotch rather
than my robot's gorgeous chest. I wonder if this is just an
opportunity taken or perhaps real attraction. Maybe this man
prefers skinnier men. It would not surprise me considering his
athletic yet slim form.

"We will start with
wine."

The waiter stutters
something and disappears. It is clear that we have messed with the
poor man's mind. Normally, I would have sex with him just to show
my apologies, but today I have bigger fish to fry.

We begin our chat. My robot
partner has a wide array of knowledge and can discuss almost any
subject with ease. He's also designed to be the perfect
conversationalist and I can see wives looking to husbands with
accusing looks as they listening to our back and forth. It is clear
that my robot conversation partner is perfectly in sync with me
and, of course, a regular man could not keep up with such boundless
conversation skills.

The waiter returns with our
wine and I pull a $20 note out of my pocket and slip it into his
front pocket, touching something hard as I do that is certainly not
a bottle opener. The man groans in agonized pleasure and I note his
knees coming together for a moment in the perfect look of pleasure
designed to inspire. He cleared enjoyed that overly
much.

He places our glasses down,
without looking at me for a moment. I give him a small knowing
smile and he blushes slightly. My retinal display shows me that his
body temperature has risen a little and there is a slight
difference in heat around his crotch. The poor man has
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