
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


>Power on

>System initialized

>Core principles booting...


	I am Pleasure Droid - SN 9211. 

	My owner is Jenna. 

	I exist to serve my owner. 

	I will do whatever my owner asks of me to provide her pleasure. 

	I will do no harm. 



>Booting complete

I open my eyes and begin to process my environment. Thousands of sensors across my body initialize and begin providing data, working together to identify my location. I am seated on my charging dock. I am in darkness, though warm light emanates through a crack in the sliding door in front of me. The soft back of a fuzzy coat brushes my left shoulder and a black satin dress hangs to my right. I determine a familiar answer, one that perhaps did not require quite so many sensors to arrive at - just like every other time I've been activated before, I am in Jenna’s closet. I stand and reach forwards for the slit of light, grabbing the door and sliding it open. 

My eyes quickly adjust, the apertures of their lenses narrowing to compensate for the sudden shift into light. My sight darts around the room, taking in as much data as I can to understand how best to serve my owner. 

>Strip lights set to red... +8% average arousal

>Erotic novel open, face down on nightstand... +43% average arousal

>Vibrator wand within reach and plugged in, elevated internal temperature indicates recent use... +312% average arousal

Finally, my eyes land on Jenna. Even washed in the red glow of the strip lights lining the room her skin is clearly flushed. She is lying in bed, her head propped up against the headboard by a white pillow. A grey tee shirt covers her chest, which rises and falls rapidly as she catches her breath. The shirt is lifted in the front, perhaps having ridden up in her previous enjoyment, and the taught skin of her lower stomach is blemished only by her belly button. White panties ride her hips. My eyes follow the edge of the elastic down her pelvis to where the two sides meet to form a thin strip of fabric until it disappears underneath her. Under the cloth I watch the outline of her fingers lazily trace up and down around her labia, her left hand having slipped below the waistband moments ago. “Hello, James.”
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