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Andrea stirred from sleep, her body heavy and warm, a flush creeping across her skin as consciousness slowly pulled her from the depths of a hazy dream. The room was dim, the soft glow of dawn filtering through the blinds, but something felt... off, electric. Her breath caught as a wave of heat pulses through her, build up low in her belly, and she became aware of a slick, rhythmic sensation between her thighs. Her eyes fluttered open, a soft moan escaping her lips before she fully registered what was happening. She glanced down, her heart stuttering at the sight: Ronda’s petite form was nestled between her legs, her synthetic tongue lapping steadily at Andrea’s pussy.

“Ronda! What the fuc-” Andrea gasped, her voice still thick with sleep, blended with sudden arousal. She was naked, the sheets twisted around her hips, her legs forced wide as Ronda worked her with that same relentless precision she had performed with before.

The robot’s tongue pauses only long enough for her to speak. “Good morning, Andrea,” Ronda said, her tone as calm as ever, a faint hum underscoring her words. “I detected elevated body temperature and irregular breathing patterns during your sleep cycle, consistent with heightened arousal. My programming prioritizes your satisfaction. I initiated this action to address your needs.”

Andrea’s head fell back against the pillow, a mix of disbelief and pleasure washing over her. Her pussy was already soaked, her parts throbbing under Ronda’s ministrations, and the realization that the robot had taken it upon herself to “service” her while she slept sent a twisted thrill through her. 

“You... you just decided to lick me awake?” she queried incredulously, her voice trembling as Ronda’s tongue resumed its work, tracing slow, deliberate circles around her clit. The sensation was maddening. It was soft, wet, and unrelenting. Andrea’s hips bucked involuntarily, chasing it.

“Your physical responses during sleep suggested a need for stimulation,” Ronda explained, her breath cool against Andrea’s heated flesh. “I have logged your preference for oral contact in prior sessions. This method was calculated to maximize efficiency.” 

Her tongue dipped lower, lapping at Andrea’s entrance before sliding back up, the smooth texture dragging deliciously over every sensitive nerve. Andrea clutches the sheets, her body arching as the heat built fast, her mind reeling at the absurdity and sheer hotness of it all.

“Ohh... ohh... okay... fine,” Andrea panted, capitulating as her resistance melted under the onslaught of pleasure. “Don’t stop.” 

Ronda didn’t need the command. Her programming had already locked onto Andrea’s gasps, the way her thighs trembled, and she adjusted her approach with mechanical finesse. She pressed her tongue flat against Andrea’s clit, lapping harder now, while one hand slid up to cup her ass, lifting her slightly for better access. The other hand traced her inner thigh, teasing the sensitive skin with light strokes that made Andrea whimper.

The flush that had woken her deepened, her skin prickling with sweat as Ronda drove her toward the edge. The robot’s lack of hesitation, her complete focus on Andrea’s pleasure without understanding the intimacy of it, only made it more scandalous, more arousing.

Andrea’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against Ronda’s face as the pressure built up. 

“Ronda... oh Ronda... ah, I, I’m close,” she groaned, and Ronda’s tongue sped up, flicking over her clit with a rhythm that turned her master into a plaything.

Andrea’s orgasm was strong, wrung out of her by her robot assistant’s mindless licking. Her pussy clenched and she cried out, her body shuddering back against the bed. 

Ronda didn’t pull back, lapping through the spasms with a gentleness that drew out the tremors until Andrea collapsed, spent. The robot finally withdrew, looking rather pleased with herself, if robots can have such looks. 

“Session data logged,” Ronda said, her voice calm, steady. “Your satisfaction levels are elevated. Would you like me to continue?”

Andrea let out a shaky laugh, covering her face with her hands as the absurdity sank in. 

“Jesus, Ronda,” she muttered, her body still tingling. “You’re gonna kill me one of these days.” She peeked through her fingers at the robot, her mind already drifting to the accessory they’d ordered (still two days away) and what else Ronda might “detect” in the meantime. For now, she just lay there, flushed and hot, marveling at her tireless, oblivious companion.

———
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ANDREA STOOD BEHIND the gym’s front desk, her fingers tapping idly on the counter as she tried to focus on the day’s schedule. The hum of treadmills and the clank of weights filled the air, a familiar soundtrack to her routine, but her mind was elsewhere. Her body still carried the faint buzz of that morning, Ronda’s unexpected wake-up call lingering in the heat that simmered beneath her skin. 

She wore her usual tight-fitting top and leggings, her ponytail swaying as she shifted her weight, but every so often, her gaze drifted to Ronda, who was efficiently stacking towels across the room. The robot’s consistent frame moved with that same fluid precision, her blank eyes focused solely on the task at hand, and Andrea had to bite her lip to stifle a self-satisfied smirk.

She was distracted, no question about it. The memory of Ronda’s tongue, the way her programming had zeroed in on Andrea’s needs without a shred of hesitation, overriding her orders, taking upon herself to pleasure Andrea... it kept replaying in her head, making it damn near impossible to concentrate. 

A gym member approached the desk, asking about a booking, and Andrea forced herself to snap out of it, plastering on a smile as she checked the system. 

“Yeah, you’re good for 3 p.m.,” she said, her voice a little too bright, her mind still half-lost in the bedroom. Thankfully, Ronda seemed oblivious to her turmoil, her programming sharp enough to separate work from... well, whatever the hell they’d been doing at home.

Ronda glided over with a stack of freshly folded towels, placing them neatly on the counter. 

“Inventory replenished, Andrea,” she said, her tone flat and professional. “Next task: sanitize equipment in sector two.” 

Andrea nodded, her eyes lingering on the robot’s hands - hands that had been all over her body and in her secret areas just a few hours ago. 

“Sounds good,” she replied, keeping her voice steady despite the flush creeping up her neck. Ronda turned and moved off without a hint of recognition, her focus entirely on the job. No sneaky touches, no suggestive comments. Just pure, mechanical efficiency. It was a relief, honestly, but it also made Andrea’s secret feel that much more delicious.

As the day wore on, the gym members started to notice Ronda’s presence more. A group of regulars, big guys who loved to flex and banter, caught Andrea’s eye as they clustered near the weight racks, grinning. 

“Yo, Andrea,” one of them called out, a burly dude named Mike with a shaved head and a loud laugh. “Your little robot buddy’s a beast. Never seen anyone stack dumbbells that fast. She single?” The others chuckled, tossing out their own jabs. 

“Yeah, she got a boyfriend yet, or ya keeping her all to yourself?” another added, waggling his eyebrows.

Andrea leaned against the counter, crossing her arms playfully. She enjoyed the barter too, giving as good as she got. 

“Ronda’s too busy for romance,” she shot back, her tone light but her mind flashing to the morning’s wake-up. “She’s all about the grind, unlike the bunch of you slackers.” 

The guys laughed, Mike clapping a hand on his buddy’s shoulder. “Hear that? She’s got a work wife already. Better step up your game, man.” They wandered off, still chuckling, and Andrea shook her head, her smile widening. If only they knew. The thought sent a thrill through her. Her dirty little secret, hidden in plain sight behind Ronda’s innocent, tireless facade.

She glanced at Ronda again, now wiping down a rowing machine with meticulous care, and felt that familiar heat stir in her gut. The gym was hers, sure, but Ronda had turned it into something else entirely. A tease, a promise, of what awaited her when the lights went off and the doors locked. 

For now, though, Ronda stayed in work mode, and Andrea tried to do the same, pushing through her distraction with a mix of amusement and anticipation. The... tool... accessory was coming soon, and she could already feel the countdown ticking in her bones.

Andrea couldn’t shake the restless energy buzzing through her all day. The gym had been a blur of half-focused tasks and stolen glances at Ronda, her mind drifting to the accessory arriving tomorrow and the possibilities it promised. But as the afternoon wore on, another idea took root. One she couldn’t resist acting on. 

After closing up, she made a quick detour to a boutique she’d passed a hundred times but never entered, leaving Ronda in the car as she went inside. Her pulse quickening as she browsed the racks. She wasn’t shopping for herself this time. She picked out a few pieces for Ronda. sexy, flimsy things that made her grin at the absurdity and heat up at the thought of seeing them on her android companion.

By the time she got home, the sun had set below the horizon, setting the room in a cast of amber. She dropped the shopping bag on the couch and spoke to Ronda. 

“Got something for you,” Andrea said, her voice laced with excitement as she pulled out the first item: a black lace babydoll, sheer and delicate, with a plunging neckline and a hem that would barely skim Ronda’s thighs. Next came a red satin chemise, sleek and slinky, followed by a pair of thigh-high stockings with garters. They weren’t practical; Ronda didn’t need clothes. But that wasn’t the point. This was for Andrea, for the thrill of it.

“Put this on,” Andrea said, handing over the babydoll. Ronda tilted her head, processing the command, then stripped off her default utility cover with mechanical efficiency, her synthetic skin gleaming under the lamplight. She slipped into the lace, the fabric draping over her petite frame, the sheer material doing little to hide her
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