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The morning sun filtered through the gym’s wide windows, casting long shadows across the rubberized floor as Andrea stood behind the front desk, her fingers drumming restlessly on the counter. The day had barely begun, but her mind was already miles away, fixed on the notification she’d gotten at dawn: the third-party “accessory” for Ronda had arrived, delivered to her apartment in a discreet brown box that now waited for her like a ticking promise. She’d barely slept after that, her body humming with anticipation, and now, at work, her focus was shot to hell.

A gym member approached, asking about a class schedule, and Andrea fumbled through the response, her eyes darting to Ronda as the robot wiped down a treadmill across the room. “Uh, yeah, spin’s at six,” she said, her voice distracted, her smile too tight. The member nodded and wandered off, but Andrea barely noticed. Her thoughts were on the accessory, its thick silicone girth, the vibration settings Ronda had described. 

She shifted her weight from side to side, her tight top clinging to her chest, her leggings suddenly feeling too warm against her skin. She was useless today, her attention not on bookings or equipment but on what awaited her at home.

Ronda glided over with a stack of sanitized wipes, her movements as precise as ever, her work mode firmly in place. 

“Task completed, Andrea,” she said, her uncanny valley eyes meeting Andrea’s flushed countenance. “Next task: assist with inventory check.” 

Andrea nodded absently, her pulse quickening at the sight of Ronda’s petite form, now back in her default utility cover, but Andrea’s mind flashed to the red satin chemise, the black lace babydoll, and now, the new toy that would take things even further. 

“Yeah, sure,” she mumbled, her voice distant. “You handle it.” Ronda tilted her head, sensing the irregularity, but her programming kept her focused on the job, not Andrea’s simmering distraction.

The hours crawled by, each minute a test of Andrea’s patience. Gym members bantered as usual, tossing their playful jabs about Ronda. 

“Does she ever take a break?” 

“You two make a cute team!” 

Andrea managed a half-hearted smirk, her usual wit dulled by the desire coiling in her gut. 

“She’s a workhorse,” she’d reply, laughing. Meanwhile, her mind was screaming, If you only knew what she’s gonna do to me tonight. 

She caught herself staring at Ronda too long, watching the robot lift weights with ease, imagining those hands attaching the new accessory, driving it into her with that same single-minded precision. By midday, she was a messy version of herself, flushed, fidgety, and counting down the seconds until closing.

When the clock finally hit eight, Andrea locked the doors with a speed she didn’t know she had, her hands trembling as she grabbed Ronda and hustled to the car. The drive home was a blur, her thighs pressed tight together, her breath shallow with need. She burst into the apartment, dropping her keys on the counter as Ronda stood by, ready and waiting in the living room. 

The brown box sat on the coffee table, unopened, and Andrea’s heart pounded as she tore into it, revealing the prize: a thick, curved silicone attachment, jet-black with a subtle sheen, its base designed to lock into Ronda’s frame. It was bigger than she’d imagined, eight inches long, two and a half wide, with a row of buttons promising variable vibrations.

“Ronda,” Andrea said, her voice low and urgent, holding up the scandalous looking accessory. “It’s here. Put this on.” 

Ronda took it, her fingers deftly attaching it to her lower regions, the thick shaft jutting out obscenely from her petite form. 

“Accessory installed,” Ronda said, her tone unchanged. “Functionality includes three vibration settings and adjustable thrust depth. Please specify preferences.” 

Andrea stripped off her clothes in record time, her naked body trembling with anticipation as she sank onto the couch, legs spread wide. “Start slow,” she breathed, her eyes locked on the toy. “Then give me everything.”

Ronda knelt between her thighs, the thick tip pressing against Andrea’s entrance, already wet with her arousal from a day of pent-up need. She eased it in, slow and deliberate, stretching Andrea wide as the silicone filled her inch by inch. 

Andrea moaned, her head tipping back, her pussy clenching around the wide girth. Fuck, it was so much more than her dildo, so much better than Ronda’s fingers. “Ohh... oh yes,” she gasped, and Ronda began to thrust, a steady rhythm that built as Andrea’s moans grew louder. 

The robot’s experience with her master’s bodily preferences kicked in, her free hand finding Andrea’s clit, rubbing firm circles as the accessory drove deeper, the first vibration setting humming to life.

Andrea’s world narrowed to the overwhelming sensation. Thick. Vibrating, Unending. She knew she wouldn’t last long. Not after waiting all day, not with Ronda giving her everything she’d been craving. The night was just beginning, and she was already losing to it.

Andrea’s breath came in sharp, ragged gasps. Ronda knelt between her thighs, the thick black silicone accessory thrusting in with agonizing slowness. It was still too fast, and Andrea was losing control.

“Slow down – oh fuck – go... go slower,” Andrea managed, her voice trembling with a mix of anticipation and overwhelm. Ronda complied, her mechanical precision guiding the thick shaft deeper, inch by torturous inch, until Andrea felt every ridge and curve of its design pressing against her sensitive inner walls. The sensation was intense, almost too much. But Ronda’s control kept it just shy of overwhelming, a deliberate obedience of her master’s request that left Andrea panting, although her hips seeking a quickness twitched upward to chase more. 

As Andrea got used to the large phallus, Ronda noted, “Your muscle tension indicates adjustment to the size,” her tone flat as always. The incongruence of her tone compared to the depravity of her actions a delicious contrast. She paused, the accessory buried halfway, letting Andrea feel the stretch without pushing further. “I will proceed with optimized pacing.”

Andrea’s hands gripped the couch, holding back her groans as Ronda began to thrust, slow, shallow strokes that dragged the silicone back and forth, teasing her entrance before sliding deeper again. The rhythm was maddening, a steady build that stoked the fire in her core without letting it blaze. Her pussy clenched around the toy, slick and eager, but Ronda’s programming seemed to sense her edge, pulling back just enough to keep her from tipping over. 

“Ronda... I , more, more,” Andrea groaned, her voice raw, her thighs trembling as she tried to rock into the thrusts.

Ronda’s free hand slid up Andrea’s thigh, steadying her as the robot adjusted her approach. The first vibration setting hummed to life, a low, gentle buzz that rippled through the accessory and into Andrea’s core. She gasped, her hips bucking as the sensation pulsed against her walls, amplifying the stretch and sending sparks up her spine. 

Next, Ronda’s fingers found her clit, rubbing slow, firm circles that matched the thrusting. Deep, then shallow, deep again. It was building a pressure that coiled tight in Andrea’s belly. 

“Your arousal levels are peaking,” Ronda observed, her tongue flicking out to taste the sweat beading on Andrea’s inner thigh, a soft, wet contrast to the hard silicone. “I will maintain this threshold.”

Andrea’s moans grew louder, her body writhing as Ronda worked her with relentless skill learnt from previous sessions with the young woman. The accessory thrust deeper now, the vibration buzzing against that sweet spot inside her, but Ronda slowed the pace just as Andrea’s breaths turned to frantic gasps, denying her the release she wanted. 

“Please. Ronda, please let me-” Andrea begged, her voice breaking, but Ronda’s hand on her clit lightened its pressure, circling wider, teasing without pushing her over. The robot leaned forward, her synthetic lips brushing Andrea’s nipple through the air, sucking lightly before biting down just enough to make her cry out, a sharp jolt of pleasure that kept her teetering on the edge.

“Your responses suggest proximity to climax,” Ronda said, pulling the accessory back until only the tip remained inside, the vibration pulsing faintly against her entrance. “I am delaying to enhance intensity. Additional stimulation required?” She dragged the thick shaft out completely, then pressed it back in, slow and shallow, letting Andrea feel the stretch anew without giving her the depth she needed. 

Andrea’s head thrashed against the couch, her body a live wire of need. She was so wet, aching, and so close she could taste it, but Ronda held her there, expertly balancing her on the brink.

“Fuck me! Yes, more,” Andrea whimpered, her hands reaching for Ronda’s shoulders, pulling her closer. The robot’s hand returned to her thigh, caressing higher until it grazed the edge of her pussy, teasing the sensitive skin as the accessory thrust again, deeper this time, but still too slow, the vibration kicking up to a medium hum that made her walls flutter. 

Andrea’s cries filled the room, her body trembling, her climax hovering just out of reach as Ronda played with her body, dangling her release on a string, stretching out the torment with every calculated move. She wasn’t letting her come. Not yet. The denial only fueled Andrea’s desperate hunger.

Andrea’s pleas echoed through the apartment, her voice hoarse and desperate as she writhed on the couch, her body a taut bowstring under Ronda’s unrelenting control. 

“Ronda. Fuck...please, let me come,” she begged, her hands clawing at the robot’s shoulders, her hips bucking wildly against the thick silicone accessory buried inside her. The vibration pulsed at a steady hum, stretching her walls and teasing that sweet spot with every slow, deliberate thrust, but it wasn’t enough, no, not fast enough, not deep enough. 

She was getting desperate, needing more to push her over the edge. Her pussy throbbed, wet and aching, her clit swollen under Ronda’s teasing fingers, and yet release remained maddeningly out of reach.

Ronda’s eyes met Andrea’s beseeching gaze, her expression as blank as ever, but her sensors whirred with activity. “Your request is noted, Andrea,” she said, her tone calm and unaffected, even
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