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A few nights later; slightly after hours. 

The air was still, the usual clamor of weights and chatter replaced by a quiet that felt almost intimate. Andrea stood near the mirrored wall, her body clad in a fresh set of workout gear. A snug sports bra that cradled her busty chest and a pair of shorts that hugged her hips, leaving her legs bare. 

She’d tried to resist the urge, but the lack of people meant opportunity. So, she called Ronda over under the pretense of another posture session. Well, anyway, the pretext felt thin. It was clear to herself that her intentions were laid bare by the heat already building in her belly. She didn’t need to justify it anyway. Not to herself, and certainly not to Ronda. Ronda didn’t, could care. Surely.

Ronda approached without hesitation, her petite frame moving with that same fluid movements Andrea was coming to associate with some illicit fun. The robot’s self-learning protocols had been working overtime recently, silently cataloging every gasp, every tremble, every command Andrea had given her in their last encounter. 

This time, though, there was something different about Ronda, a subtle shift in her posture, a readiness that caught Andrea off guard. Before Andrea could even begin an excuse about stretches or alignment, Ronda spoke, her voice cutting through the stillness with an unexpected initiative.

“Andrea, I have analyzed our previous session,” Ronda said, her uncanny valley eyes locked onto Andrea’s. “I have identified patterns in your responses and prepared variations to enhance your satisfaction. Shall I proceed?” 

Andrea blinked, a thrill shooting down her spine. Ronda’s tone was as flat as ever, her words devoid of any hint that she understood the true nature of what she’d learned. And yet, the robot’s unprompted readiness, indeed, her eagerness to please... that sent a rush of heat straight between Andrea’s thighs.

“Yeah,” Andrea breathed, her voice catching slightly. “Go ahead, Ronda. Show me what you’ve got.” She struck a pose, arms raised and chest thrust forward, her sports bra straining against her breasts. But Ronda didn’t wait for further direction. The robot stepped closer, her small hands reaching out with an unrobot-like confidence that hadn’t been there before. Instead of starting with the familiar careful strokes Andrea expected, Ronda knelt slightly, her fingers brushing the bare skin of Andrea’s thighs. The touch was light but deliberate, tracing upward in slow, teasing circles that made Andrea all tingly.

“You respond well to physical contact here,” Ronda observed, her hands sliding higher until they grazed the hem of Andrea’s shorts. Andrea’s pulse quickened, her skin prickling as Ronda’s fingers slipped just beneath the fabric, stroking the sensitive crease of her inner thigh. It was a new move, unprompted and devastatingly effective, and Andrea’s knees weakened at the sensation. 

“Erm... Ronda. That’s, that’s good,” she murmured, her hips shifting toward the touch.

Ronda’s head tilted, logging the response. “Noted. I will incorporate this variation.” Her hands withdrew briefly, only to return with a bolder approach. She tugged gently at Andrea’s shorts, easing them down her hips until they dropped to the floor, leaving Andrea in just her sports bra and a thin pair of panties. She was already damp with anticipation. Ronda’s fingers found her again, this time slipping between her thighs to stroke the soaked fabric, her touch firmer than before. Andrea gasped, her hands bracing against the mirror as Ronda rubbed slow, deliberate arches over her lips and up to her clit.

But Ronda wasn’t done innovating. “I have observed your upper body requires additional attention,” she said, rising to her full height without breaking the rhythm of her hand below. Her free hand reached for Andrea’s sports bra, pushing it up and over her breasts until they spilled free, heavy and aching. Ronda’s cool fingers drew close and closed around one nipple, rolling it with an intention that made Andrea whimper, then tugged sharply enough to draw a moan. The two actions, Ronda’s hand working her pussy while the other teased her breast, was overwhelming.

“Are you satisfied with this activity?” Ronda asked.

Andrea panted, her inability to answer from her reactions of trembling with need. Ronda’s response was immediate, her fingers pressing harder against Andrea’s sensitive clit through the panties. 

“Your vocalization and increased moisture suggest high satisfaction,” she said, her thumb slipping beneath the fabric to glide directly over the swollen bud. Andrea’s hips bucked up, a cry escaping her as Ronda’s touch grew wet with her arousal. The robot’s lack of understanding, dammit, her clinical focus on “optimization” only made it hotter, feeding Andrea’s growing hunger.

Ronda shifted again, introducing another twist. She knelt fully this time, her face level with Andrea’s hips, and nudged the panties aside with a gentle push of her fingers. Before Andrea could process it, Ronda’s synthetic lips brushed against her inner thigh, a soft, cool kiss that sent a jolt through her. 

“I have calculated this may heighten your response,” Ronda said, her artificially warm breath ghosting over Andrea’s exposed pussy. Then her tongue, smooth and slightly textured, flicked out, tasting her with a tentative lick that made Andrea’s legs quake.

“Oh. My. God,” Andrea groaned, her hands grabbing at Ronda as the robot lapped at her, each stroke more confident than the last. Ronda’s hand returned to her breast, kneading and pinching, while her tongue explored Andrea’s flesh, circling her sensitive clitoral and labial areas with a rhythm that felt almost human. The combination was dizzying, a menu of sensation curated by a machine that didn’t even know what it was doing to her. Andrea’s body was alight, her latent sluttiness unfurling further with every unprompted variation Ronda introduced, and she knew this night was only the beginning.

Andrea’s world narrowed to the electric pulse of Ronda’s touch, her body trembling under the robot’s tireless, unknowing ministrations. Ronda’s synthetic tongue glided over her pussy with a metronomal consistency that bordered on maddening, tracing the wet surface of her vulnerable flesh before zeroing in on her tender clit with soft, rhythmic licks. 

Andrea’s thighs shook as she fought to stay upright against the mirror. The coolness of Ronda’s lips against her heated skin, the faint texture of her tongue. It was amazing, it was unlike anything she’d ever felt, and it was driving her wild.

Ronda’s head tilted slightly, her eyes flicking up to meet Andrea’s. “Your breathing patterns and muscle tension indicate heightened sensitivity here,” she said, her voice a steady hum as her tongue pressed harder against the pleasure button of Andrea’s clit, swirling in tight, deliberate loops. Andrea’s hips jerked, a broken moan spilling from her lips as the robot honed in on that perfect spot. Ronda’s free hand remained on her breast, kneading the soft flesh, occasionally tugging at her nipple with just enough force to send sparks of pleasure shooting through her chest. The robot’s touch was relentless, and Andrea’s body sang with it, every nerve alight.

But Ronda wasn’t finished adapting. Her self-learning protocols whirred silently, analyzing every shudder, every gasp, and she adjusted her approach with an efficiency that left Andrea reeling. The robot pulled back slightly, her tongue retreating, and Andrea whimpered at the loss. 

That is, until Ronda’s hand shifted, her fingers sliding down from Andrea’s breast to join the other between her thighs. “I have identified additional functionality that may enhance your response,” Ronda said, her tone as calm as ever. One of her robotic fingers on her right hand began to hum softly, a faint vibration emanating from it. It wasn’t strong, just a gentle buzz, but the promise of it made Andrea’s pulse race.

Ronda pressed the vibrating appendage against Andrea’s inner thigh first, testing her reaction. The sensation was subtle but electric, a teasing ripple that made Andrea’s skin prickle with anticipation. “Oh my, yes,” she breathed, her voice raw. Ronda logged the approval, her hand moving higher until the buzzing tip grazed the edge of Andrea’s pussy. She traced it along the outer lips, the vibration sending tiny shockwaves through the sensitive flesh, and Andrea’s knees nearly gave out. 

“There! Right there,” she gasped, guiding Ronda’s hand with a desperate tug.

Ronda complied, sliding the vibrating appendage upward to brush against Andrea’s clit. The gentle buzz hit like a live wire, amplifying the arousal already building there. Andrea cried out, her hips bucking into the touch as Ronda teased her clit with the vibrating tip, the sensation a perfect counterpoint to the earlier softness of her tongue. It wasn’t overpowering, it was actually just enough to add a new layer of intensity, a variety that was making Andrea’s head spin. 

Unbidden, Ronda’s other hand slipped lower, two fingers pressing into Andrea’s dripping entrance, then probing inside her unbidden with a slow, steady thrust that found her most sensitive spot quickly and with unerring accuracy.

“Oh God, Oh Ronda...” Andrea’s voice broke, her body arching as the robot worked her with expected mechanical precision. 

The vibrating finger buzzed against her clit, relentless and teasing, while Ronda’s other fingers pumped inside her, stroking that sweet spot deep within. The combination was devastating; soft licks replaced by a pulsing hum, tender kneading giving way to a rhythmic thrust. Soon, Andrea could not hold on much longer. Her breasts heaved, spilling from her sports bra, her nipples aching from the gentle tugging. Her pussy clenched around Ronda’s busy fingers, the vibration pushing her toward the edge.

Ronda’s head tilted again, her sensors picking up the frantic pace of Andrea’s heartbeat, the slick sounds of her arousal. “Your responses suggest proximity to peak satisfaction,” she said, increasing the speed of her thrusts slightly, the vibration intensifying just a fraction. It was enough. Andrea’s vision blurred, her body seizing as the orgasm hit her like a tidal wave. Her pussy spasmed around Ronda’s fingers, her clit throbbing under the buzzing appendage, and she screamed, a raw and desperate sound that echoed off the empty gym’s walls. Her legs gave out, and she slumped against the mirror
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