
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Practical Science

        

        
        
          Unexpected Lovers, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Inka

        

        
          Published by Inka, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PRACTICAL SCIENCE

    

    
      First edition. December 13, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Inka.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230844433

    

    
    
      Written by Inka.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Practical Science

[image: ]




With a gentle knock on her son's lab door, Sue called out, "Sweetheart, may I come in? I bring snacks."
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Her son's response was quick and eager, "Yes, mom, come in."

Stepping inside the room, Sue was greeted with the sight of her son fully immersed in his science project. While other children may be presenting simple projects, her son was building something extraordinary - a functional human-sized bipedal robot with AI that he had programmed himself. The room was filled with the hum of wires and the occasional beep from the robot as it went through its testing phase. The walls were adorned with diagrams and equations, evidence of her son's dedication to his project. Sue couldn't help but feel proud and amazed at her son's ingenuity and passion for science.

Sue placed the tray of snacks on her son's desk, her eyes drawn to the impressive robot. As she leaned in to examine it closer, she felt a familiar warmth bloom within her. The sleek lines and powerful frame of the machine stirred something primal in her core.

"It's incredible, darling," she purred, her voice taking on a husky quality. "May I... touch it?"

Her son nodded, oblivious to the change in his mother's demeanor. Sue ran her fingers along the cool metal, imagining how it would feel against her bare skin. Her breath quickened as she pictured the robot's strong arms embracing her, its precise movements bringing her to the heights of pleasure.

She bit her lip, forcing herself to step back. "You've done an amazing job," she managed, her cheeks flushed. "I'll leave you to your work."

Sue closed the door behind her, leaning against it as she tried to steady her racing heart. The image of the robot's powerful frame lingered in her mind, igniting a fire deep within her. She made her way to the master bedroom, grateful her husband was still at work.

Once inside, she locked the door and slipped out of her clothes, her skin tingling with anticipation. Sue lay back on the bed, closing her eyes as her hands roamed over her body. She imagined cold metal fingers caressing her curves, precise and unyielding. A soft moan escaped her lips as she pinched her nipples, picturing mechanical hands cupping her breasts.

Her fingers dipped lower, finding her already slick folds. Sue arched her back, lost in the fantasy of the robot's tireless ministrations. She pictured its emotionless face, its glowing eyes focused solely on her pleasure.

Sue's fingers moved with increasing urgency as she imagined the robot's relentless, mechanical thrusting. The whir of servos and hydraulics played in her mind, a symphony of inhuman passion. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling on the edge of release.

Just as she neared her peak, a knock at the door jolted her back to reality.

"Mom?" her son's voice called. "Have you seen my soldering iron?"

Sue froze, her heart pounding. She took a shaky breath, willing her voice to sound normal. "I-I think it's in the garage, sweetie. I'll look for it in a bit."

"Okay, thanks!" His footsteps retreated down the hall.

Sue let out a long exhale, her body still thrumming with unfulfilled desire. She rose on unsteady legs and made her way to the en-suite bathroom, her skin flushed and glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. The cool tiles beneath her feet helped ground her as she splashed water on her face, trying to regain her composure.

As she patted her skin dry with a soft towel, Sue caught her reflection in the mirror. Her pupils were dilated, her lips slightly parted, her chest still heaving slightly. 

With trembling hands, she reached for her robe, the silky fabric sliding over her sensitized skin. Sue took several deep breaths, willing her racing heart to slow. She had to get a grip on herself.
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Sue slipped out of the bathroom, her robe clinging to her still-damp skin. The house was quiet now, her son presumably back in his lab tinkering with his latest robotic creation. A pang of guilt pierced through her lingering arousal. What kind of mother fantasized about machines while her flesh-and-blood child was just down the hall?
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