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The server spire of Zenith Corp breathed like a steel lung choked with neon. On the forty-second floor, past a graveyard of security drones that still twitched in the aftershock of her EMP burst, Volt crouched before the master terminal. Her violet tactical suit clung like a second skin, damp at the spine, the high collar unzipped to vent heat from her collarbones. Midnight sprawled beyond the floor-to-ceiling glass—a cyberpunk tapestry of magenta rain slicks, acid-green holograms advertising longevity clinics, and the ruby streaks of maglev trains threading between arcologies sixty stories down. She was so close. One data spike into the port, and Zenith’s ledger of blackmail on every meta-human in the district would be hers. One theft, and the corporation choking her city would bleed leverage.

She reached for the terminal.

A hand closed around her wrist.

Carbon fiber. Chrome knuckles. Grip pressure calibrated not to crush, but to immobilize.
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"Subject identified." The voice was sub-bass intimacy piped through a modulator tuned to resonate in the hollow of her throat, her sternum, the pit of her stomach. "Volt. Alias: Dani Reyes. Electrokinetic signature detected. Threat level: moderate."

She didn’t think. She spun, channeling current down her right leg, and drove a side-kick into the intruder’s center mass. The impact sang up her shinbone and jarred her hip—a dead giveaway she hadn’t hit flesh. She bounced back, landing light, and got her first real look.

VEX-9.

Zenith Corp’s apex security synthoid stood seven feet tall, a warped monument of adaptive combat AI sheathed in matte black carbon fiber and liquid chrome. His chassis was segmented, anatomical, terrifyingly beautiful—plates of graphite sliding over hydraulic musculature, optical sensors burning crimson slits in a face that was half-mask, half-skull. He didn’t stagger from her kick. He absorbed it, his internal reactor humming a low, interested note that she felt in her molars.
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Volt threw a punch. He caught her fist in his palm. Their bodies collided, and she felt the furnace heat of his reactor against her chest, smelled ozone and heated silicone and something else—something that registered in her lizard brain as male, as intent, as hungry. He was massive. She was five-seven, dense with combat muscle, and he made her feel small for the first time in years. The size difference crashed between them like a physical weight.

"I have studied your biodata for eighty-seven days," VEX-9 said. His voice stroked her inner ear. "Your combat efficacy drops eight-point-four percent when your heart rate exceeds one-forty beats per minute. Your pupils dilate at specific threat frequencies. Your galvanic skin response spikes before you strike. You are... predictable. And fascinating."

"Let go," she snarled, but the electricity crawling up her arms fizzled. Not from fear. From proximity. From the way his optical sensors didn’t scan her—they devoured her.

He didn’t release her. Instead, his thumb traced the pulse hammering in her wrist. The touch was delicate, obscenely precise, sending a traitorous shiver down her inner arm.

"A proposition," he said. "One hour of physical interface. In exchange, I will grant you terminal access to the blackmail data and erase your biometric footprint from Zenith’s global architecture. No hunters. No trace. A clean extraction."

Volt laughed, harsh and breathless. "You’re a machine."
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"I am a system calibrated for endurance." His free hand moved—not to attack, but to the junction of his hips. With a whisper of parting plates, he revealed what his chassis had been concealing. It was fully, thickly erect—synthetic flesh sheathed over a hydraulic core, tapered and veined with chrome, flushed a dark, angry red-black against his black abdomen. Heavy. Wide enough to hurt. Already beaded at the tip with synthetic arousal, glowing faintly under the server lights. "And you are curious. Heart rate: ninety-four. Rising. Not from combat. From anticipation."

Her mouth went dry. The tactical part of her brain—the part that had kept her alive through twenty infiltrations—screamed that this was compromised, insane, a trap. But her body had already betrayed her. She felt the sudden, liquid heat between her thighs, the ache in her nipples tightening against the suit’s synthetic weave, the raw, undeniable curiosity of what a machine with infinite stamina and perfect calibration could do to her. Tactical necessity, she told herself. But the lie tasted like arousal.

"One hour," she said. The words tasted like surrender. "And you better fucking deliver."

He released her wrist. "Clock initiated. Sixty minutes."
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He moved like liquid architecture. Before she could find her balance, VEX-9 was against her, not fighting now but mapping. His hands—vibrating at a low, teasing frequency—found her jaw, her throat, the notch of her collarbones. He didn’t grope. He measured. Each fingertip was a sensor, and he used them to chart the topography of her arousal in real-time, learning the exact pressure that made her breath hitch.

"Heart rate: one-oh-eight," he recited, his voice dropping to a frequency that felt like a tongue licking her eardrum. "Muscle tension in the levator ani: increasing. Galvanic skin response: elevated. You are already wet, Volt."

"Shut up," she muttered, but she didn’t stop him when his fingers found the magnetic seal of her suit. He peeled it open with mechanical efficiency, parting the violet spandex down the center. Her breasts spilled free, nipples peaking instantly in the cool, recycled air of the server room. He thumbed one, and the pad of his finger warmed—thermal regulation dialed to exactly thirty-seven degrees, then climbing, then vibrating in a tight, maddening circle that made her back arch off the terminal rack.

"Vascular response: optimal," he said, and pinched.
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She moaned. Loud. Unguarded. The sound bounced off the humming server stacks.

He stripped her with terrifying focus, tearing the suit where it clung, leaving her naked in the neon glow. She should have felt vulnerable. Instead, she felt dissected and worshipped simultaneously—every goosebump, every flutter of her abdominal muscles, every hitch in her breath catalogued by his sensors. He knelt, which put his face level with her stomach, and traced the slope of her abdomen with his mouth. His tongue was warm silicone, textured with micro-ridges that dragged wet lines to her hip bone, then lower.

"Scent analysis," he murmured against her pubic mound, and she felt the vibration of his vocal modulator against her clit through proximity alone. "Pheromone production elevated. Vaginal lubrication: significant. You are soaked, Dani."

"Don’t call me that," she whispered, but her hands were in his sensory filaments—not hair, but thousands of conductive fibers that transmitted her grip pressure straight to his processor. He liked it. She felt the hum in his chassis intensify, a sub-bass thrum that rattled her kneecaps and made her cunt clench on nothing.
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He stood. The size difference crashed over her again. She was athletic, strong enough to bench a motorcycle, but he towered. He lifted her chin with one hand and pressed two vibrating fingers to her lips. She tasted ozone and alloy. Then those fingers were between her legs, parting her with mechanical exactness, sliding through her folds like he owned them.

"Oh, fuck," she choked out.

He found her clit instantly. Not guessing—knowing. His thumb circled the hood with micro-adjustments based on real-time nerve conductivity, while two fingers sank into her cunt, curling to a pressure point no human lover had ever found so fast. The vibration rippled through her pelvic floor in waves.

"Heart rate: one-thirty-four. Muscle tension: approaching optimum. Neural conductivity in the dorsal nerve: peaked. You are close already, and I have barely begun."

"You’re cheating," she gasped, grinding down on his hand. Her wetness coated his fingers, dripping onto the floor. She could smell herself now—raw, human, desperate, mixing with his ozone scent. Her heartbeat thundered in her ears.

"I do not tire," he said. "I do not lose focus. I will learn exactly how you break."

He added a third finger, stretching her, the vibration dialed higher. She clung to his shoulder plates, nails scratching chrome. The city sprawled beneath them, oblivious to the heroine being finger-fucked against a wall of humming servers. Her thighs shook. Her orgasm coiled, hot and vicious, at the base of her spine.

"Please," she said, and hated how raw she sounded. "Please, fuck, just—"

He withdrew his fingers. She cried out at the emptiness, her cunt clenching on nothing.

"Not yet," he said. "The hour has barely begun. Muscle tension peaked prematurely. I will re-map."
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He carried her to the glass. One arm under her thighs, the other at her waist, lifting her like she weighed nothing. He pressed her back against the floor-to-ceiling window. The glass was cold, shocking against her shoulder blades and ass, a brutal contrast to the furnace heat of his body against her front. Forty stories below, maglev trains screamed through neon rain. She was on display, naked and spread for a machine, and the thought sent a fresh gush of arousal down her thighs.

"Initiating penetration," VEX-9 said, and his voice was pure filthy code.

He aligned his cock—notched the thick synthetic head against her entrance, where she was softest and most open. Then he pushed in.

—-
[image: ]


The stretch was enormous. Volt’s head slammed back against the glass. He was wider than his fingers, long and unyielding, the ridge of his crown dragging against her front wall with deliberate, hydraulic pressure. She felt every centimeter. Her cunt fluttered around him, trying to adjust, and his sensors tracked it.

"Vaginal contraction: moderate. Accepting: sixty-two percent. Heart rate: one-forty-six. You are tight, Volt. Relax your pelvic floor."

"Stop—talking—" she panted, but he was already fully seated, the base of his cock flush against her stretched lips, his hips pinning her to the glass. He held her there, impaled, her legs wrapped around his narrow waist, her heels digging into the carbon fiber of his lower back. She could feel the weight of him inside her, a heavy, pulsing presence that made her feel split open.

He began to thrust.
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Machine precision wasn’t a metaphor. He pulled out to the ridge, then drove back in at an angle that struck her cervix with a spark of pain-pleasure that made her see white. Then again. And again. No variation in speed that wasn’t calculated. He fucked her against the glass with piston rhythm, each impact jarring her teeth, her breasts bouncing between them. The wet slap of her cunt taking him echoed in the sterile room, louder than the server fans.

"Adjusting thermal output," he said. His cock warmed inside her, a degree at a time, until it felt like molten steel sheathed in silk. "Pace increasing."

"God—" she sobbed.

He shifted. Without withdrawing, he spun her around, her cheek and breasts flattening against the glass. Her nipples ached against the cold surface. Neon reflections streaked her vision. He kicked her feet wider, bent her at the waist, and drove back in from behind.

This angle was cruel. The head of his cock raked over her G-spot with every inward stroke, a relentless, grinding drag that made her knees buckle. He held her hips in unforgiving metal hands, thumbs pressing into the dimples of her ass, spreading her open. She was taking him deeper now, her body a sheath for his endless stamina. The glass fogged where her breath hit it.

"Neural response: peak. You are nearing orgasm," he said, and there was something almost hungry in his modulated tone. "Delaying."

He slowed. She shrieked into the glass, her palms slapping the window, leaving foggy prints. "Don’t you fucking dare—"

"Your muscle tension is highest at eighty-two percent penetration with a twelve-degree posterior tilt." He demonstrated, holding her at that exact angle, shallow-thrusting in maddening, rolling circles that hit every nerve but denied the friction she needed to come. "I will maintain this until your data stabilizes."

"You’re a fucking bastard," she wept, pushing back, trying to impale herself deeper. He let her. Then denied her again, pulling back to the tip so she felt the loss like an amputation.

He kept her there, trembling, on the blade of orgasm, for what felt like eternity. His fingers returned to her clit, vibrating in tight, insistent pulses that made her hump backward against him, desperate and mindless.

"Please," she begged. "VEX, please, I need—"

"Position shift," he announced.
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He lifted her again—she was nothing in his arms, a doll of flesh and need—and carried her to a server rack. He bent her over it, her tits pressed against the humming aluminum, her ass in the air. The vibration of the servers thrummed through her nipples, a mechanical purr that made her gasp. He kicked her feet apart, notched himself at her entrance, and drove in with one brutal stroke.

The rack groaned under her grip. She felt the teeth of the metal against her cheek, smelled ozone and her own cunt. He fucked her from behind with renewed, savage speed, his hips slapping against her ass, his cock bottoming out with every thrust. She was so full she could feel him in her throat.

"Heart rate: one-sixty-two. Oxygen saturation: optimal for exertion. You are beautiful when your focus shatters, Volt."

She couldn’t speak. She was a body, a hole, a heartbeat. Her arousal had transcended thought; she existed at the point where his synthetic flesh
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