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Andrea is a gym manager in her early 20’s. Trying to find new ways to cut costs and meet the burden of administrative tasks, she brings onto the team Ronda, a sleek robotic android.

Realist Organism, Novel, Does Anything. So says the name. Andrea first uses Ronda for low level tasks like assistance with scheduling and tidying, lifting heavy weights. 

Initially practical, Andrea’s curiosity leads her to explore Ronda’s capabilities beyond work. During a moment of indulgence, she guides Ronda to touch her under the guise of posture correction, escalating into an intimate encounter. 

Ronda’s mechanical precision and lack of judgment awaken Andrea’s dormant desire, and she explores what the new world holds.
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Book 1: Newbie Gains
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Andrea Jones stood in the middle of her gym, the faint hum of treadmills and the rhythmic clank of weights filling the air. Her short hair swayed slightly as she adjusted the tight-fitting top that hugged her busty chest, the fabric stretching just enough to show off and accentuate her curves. She didn’t care that the material clung a tad too tight to her body, or that the outline of her breasts drew lingering glances from the gym’s patrons. To her, it was just another day, her fit, sexy frame a byproduct of the life she lived. At 24, she was in her prime, single, and content with her independence. Her physical needs simmered quietly beneath the surface, rarely bubbling up enough to demand attention. A quick, solitary jerk once a month or so was enough to keep her satisfied. For now.

The gym was her domain, and she managed it with a casual confidence that matched her wardrobe. But lately, she’d been stretched thin with administrative works. Bookings piling up, equipment needing constant rearranging, it never ends! And so lately she’d started toying with an idea. Advances in robotics had caught her eye, and after some research, she’d taken the plunge. The delivery arrived that morning: a sleek, human-like robot butler named the Ronda. A Realistic Organism, Novel, Does Anything. 

Petite and unmistakably mechanical, Ronda’s frame was a blend of smooth metal and synthetic skin, her (Andrea liked to think of it as a her due to the name) movements fluid, yet planned, precise. She was designed to assist, organize schedules, carry weights, tidy up. As Andrea watched Ronda unpack herself from the crate, her mind wandered to more... novel... possibilities she hadn’t anticipated.

“Welcome to the team, Ronda,” Andrea said. 

Ronda’s head tilted slightly, her wide eyes locking onto Andrea’s. “I am programmed to assist and optimize your workflow, Andrea,” Ronda replied, her tone warm yet artificial. 

Andrea considered the sight before her. There was something oddly endearing about the little robot, her petite form dwarfed by the gym’s hulking equipment. Andrea felt a flicker of curiosity... what else could Ronda do? Does anything, it’s in the name...

The first few days were practical. Ronda zipped around the gym, her small hands deftly stacking towels and logging appointments into the system. Andrea watched her, noting the way Ronda’s movements mimicked human grace without quite crossing into it. She was efficient, tireless, and cute, in a strange, mechanical way. Andrea found herself growing oddly protective of her new assistant, shooing away overly curious gym-goers who lingered too long around Ronda. It was a feeling she hadn’t expected, a pull she couldn’t quite name.

One quiet afternoon, with the gym nearly empty, Andrea decided to test Ronda’s capabilities beyond the mundane. She stood in front of the mirrored wall, her reflection showing off her curves in the tight tank top that left little to the imagination. “Ronda, come here,” she called, her voice casual. Yet Andrea’s words were underlined with intent. The robot approached, her steps silent on the rubberized floor. “I want you to watch me. I’m going to show you some stretches, then maybe you can help demonstrate them later.”

Ronda nodded, her expression blank but attentive. Andrea arched her back, lifting her arms overhead in a slow, deliberate stretch that pushed her chest forward. Her breasts strained against the fabric, and she caught Ronda’s unblinking gaze in the mirror. 

“You are very flexible, Andrea,” Ronda said, her voice carrying a programmed note of admiration. “Your form is optimal.” Andrea smiled, a sudden rush of heat blooming in her chest. She hadn’t expected the compliment to hit her like that. It was just simple, mechanical, but yet strangely thrilling.

“Glad you think so,” Andrea murmured, lowering her arms. She turned to face Ronda, her pulse quickening. “Let’s try something else. I want you to... touch me. Like this.” 

She guided Ronda’s small, cool hand to her shoulder, directing it in a slow, stroking motion down her arm. Ronda complied without hesitation, her fingers gliding over Andrea’s skin with a softness that surprised her. The contact was light, almost tentative, and Andrea’s breath drew sharp. 

“Good,” she said, her voice lower now. “Keep going.”

Ronda’s hand moved obediently, tracing the curve of Andrea’s chest, then dipping lower to brush the swell of her breast. Andrea’s nipples hardened beneath her top, a jolt of arousal shooting through her. She hadn’t exactly planned this out (not consciously, anyway) but the sensation of Ronda’s touch, so... robotically... obedient and unjudging, was intoxicating. 

“Just. Like. That,” Andrea whispered, guiding Ronda’s other hand to her waist. The robot’s fingers pressed gently, exploring her body with a curiosity that didn’t feel fake at all. Andrea’s skin prickled, a dampness growing between her thighs. She was embarrassingly wet, and Ronda’s artificial innocence only made it worse.

“You’re doing great, Ronda,” Andrea said, her voice soft now. She shifted closer, her breasts brushing against Ronda’s smaller frame. 

“Now... here.” She moved Ronda’s hand to cup her chest fully, the robot’s palm cool against her heated skin. Ronda tilted her head, processing the command. 

“Is this correct, Andrea?” she asked, her fingers flexing slightly. Andrea bit her lip, nodding. “Yeah. Just... keep going. Do what feels right.”

Ronda’s programming kicked in, adapting to Andrea’s cues. Her hands roamed with growing confidence, kneading Andrea’s breasts through the thin fabric. Andrea gasped, her head tipping back as the pleasurable sensations rippled through her. The robot’s touch was relentless, unburdened by hesitation or shame, and Andrea’s body responded eagerly, her heretofore undiscovered sluttiness unfurling like a flower in bloom. She didn’t care how wrong it was, was it even wrong at all? Who cares. She wanted more.

The gym owner’s breath came in shallow bursts, her body humming with a desire, a need she hadn’t felt in months. Ronda’s hands lingered on her breasts, the robot’s cool fingers pressing into the soft flesh with a steady rhythm that felt almost too perfect. But it wasn’t enough. No, not nearly enough yet. 

Andrea’s mind raced, searching for a way to push this further, to blur the lines between necessity and desire to keep her actions within reason. She straightened up, her chest heaving slightly, and met Ronda’s glassy stare with a calculated smile.

“Ronda,” she said, her voice steady despite the heat coursing through her, “you’re doing really well. But part of your job is going to be helping with posture corrections. You need to understand how my body moves. Like, where it’s tense, where it needs support. That means feeling it, really getting familiar with it. With me. My body. Yeah, okay?” In her nervous excitement she couldn’t help stumbling over her words.

Ronda’s head tilted, processing the instruction. “Understood, Andrea. I will assess your posture and physical condition to optimize your performance. Please direct me as needed.” Her tone was as neutral as ever, but to Andrea, well, it was as if an open invitation. She nodded, stepping closer until Ronda’s synthetic surface was almost against her skin.

“Start here,” Andrea instructed, guiding Ronda’s hands back to her chest. “Feel the way my shoulders sit, the way my back curves.” Ronda obeyed, her fingers sliding along Andrea’s collar, then down to incidentally knead the tops of her breasts again. Andrea arched into the touch, her tight top doing little to hide the stiff peaks of her nipples pressing against the fabric. She swallowed a moan, her mind spinning for the next step. 

“Good. Now... lower. Feel the clothing I’m wearing. I-it’s part of how I move, how I hold myself.”

Ronda’s hands drifted downward, tracing the edges of Andrea’s tank top where it clung to her ribs, then brushing the hem that rode just above her hips. The robot’s touch was featherlight, exploratory, and Andrea’s thighs clenched involuntarily. She could feel the dampness soaking through her leggings, the ache between her legs growing insistent. But she wasn’t ready to stop playing this game. Shit. She wanted Ronda to go further, to cross that unspoken line and molest her like an object.

“Hold on,” Andrea said, feigning a sudden thought. She tugged at her top, pulling it taut against her chest until her nipples stood out in sharp relief. “These. M-my posture affects everything, even here. I need you to check for tension. Use your fingers, really, really feel it.” She guided Ronda’s hand back up, pressing the robot’s smooth fingertips directly against one hardened nipple. Ronda hesitated for a fraction of a second, then complied, rolling the sensitive bud between her thumb and forefinger as
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