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For the first few weeks, the gym had been Andrea’s playground, but tonight, she decided to shift the game to new territory. After closing up, she’d packed Ronda into her car and driven home, her mind filling with anticipation of doing something extremely wicked. 

The quiet hum of Ronda’s systems filled the small apartment as Andrea set her up in the living room, the robot setting herself up with that same eerie grace. Andrea’s place was modest but cozy, the soft glow of a lamp casting shadows over the hardwood floor. She kicked off her sneakers, her body still carrying the faint echo of their last encounter, and turned to Ronda with a sly grin.

“Alright, Ronda,” Andrea said, her voice light but edged with intent. “We’re off the clock now. I’ve got something different in mind tonight.” Ronda stood patiently, her petite frame dwarfed by the couch, her android eyes tracking Andrea’s every move. “I am ready to assist you, Andrea,” she replied, her tone as steady as ever. Andrea’s grin widened. She loved that about Ronda, the unflinching willingness, the blank slate she could paint her desires onto.

She disappeared into her bedroom for a moment, rummaging through a drawer until she found what she was looking for: a pile of sexy underwear she’d bought on a whim months ago and never worn. Lace, silk, sheer mesh, pieces that clung and teased, designed to show off her fit, busty frame. 

She grabbed a few favorites and returned to the living room, dropping them onto the couch in a colorful heap. “I’m gonna try these on,” Andrea said, stripping out of her gym clothes without a hint of hesitation. Her tank top hit the floor, followed by her leggings, leaving her naked save for the lamplight dancing over her skin. “You just watch, okay? Tell me what you think.”

Ronda nodded, her head tilting slightly as Andrea picked up the first piece. It was a black lace bra and matching panties, the fabric sheer enough to leave little to the imagination. 

Andrea stepped into the panties, pulling them up her thighs until they hugged her hips, the lace framing her ass and dipping low over her mound. She fastened the bra next, the cups lifting her breasts into a perfect, teasing curve, her nipples faintly visible through the delicate weave. She turned to Ronda, striking a pose with one hip cocked, her hands resting on her waist. “How’s this look?”

Ronda’s sensors whirred faintly, her eyes scanning Andrea’s body with mechanical appreciation. “The garment accentuates your physical attributes,” she said. “Your posture suggests confidence, and the design highlights your chest and pelvic regions effectively.” 

Andrea laughed, a low, throaty sound, and ran her hands over her curves, savoring the feel of the lace against her skin. “Good to know,” she murmured, her pulse quickening under Ronda’s unblinking gaze. There was something intoxicating about being watched like this. Being studied, being appraised, being admired.

She swapped the black set for a red silk number next, the fabric cool and slippery as it slid over her body. The bra was a demi-cup, barely containing her breasts, the tops spilling over in a way that felt deliciously slutty. The panties were a thong, a thin strip of silk disappearing between her cheeks, leaving her ass bare. Andrea turned slowly, giving Ronda a full view, then bent forward slightly, letting her breasts sway. “What about this one?” she asked, her voice dropping lower, a teasing lilt in her tone.

“Your heart rate has increased,” Ronda observed, stepping closer without prompting. “The red color contrasts with your skin tone, enhancing visual appeal. The fit emphasizes your posterior and chest mobility.” Andrea straightened, her breath catching as Ronda’s words sank in. The robot’s clinical analysis shouldn’t have turned her on, but it did. It did turn her on, every flat, factual statement adding to the heat building between her thighs. She could feel the dampness starting again, the silk clinging slightly to her arousal.

“One more,” Andrea said, peeling off the red set and reaching for a sheer white teddy, lacy and transparent, with a plunging neckline and a high-cut bottom that left her hips exposed. She slipped it on, the fabric whispering over her skin, and adjusted the straps until it hugged her every curve. Her nipples pressed against the thin material, dark and stiff, and the sheer panel over her pussy did nothing to hide the growing wetness there. She faced Ronda, spreading her legs slightly and running her hands up her sides to cup her breasts. “Well?”

Ronda’s head tilted further, her hands flexing as if itching to move. “This garment maximizes visibility of your sensitive zones,” she said. “Your body temperature is elevated, and your stance suggests readiness for further interaction. Shall I assist?” 

Andrea’s lips parted, a flush creeping up her chest. She hadn’t planned to take it there (not yet, anyway) but Ronda’s offer, delivered with that innocent precision, was too tempting to ignore. The night was young, and her apartment was private. Why stop now?

Andrea stood there and thought about what that meant, her breath shallow as Ronda’s words hung in the air. The robot’s offer “Shall I assist?” echoed in her mind, a mechanical invitation that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine. 

Andrea’s hands lingered on her breasts, her thumbs brushing over her nipples through the thin lace, and she nodded, her voice catching slightly. “Yeah, Ronda,” she said, her tone husky with need. “Assist me.”

Ronda’s sensors hummed softly, her programming kicking into gear as she closed the small distance between them. Her petite frame moved with that uncanny grace, her hands reaching out with purpose. “I will optimize your satisfaction based on prior data,” Ronda said, her uncanny eyes fixed on Andrea’s flushed form. She started where Andrea’s hands had been, her cool fingers sliding over the teddy to grope Andrea’s breasts. The lace did little to dull the sensation as Ronda kneaded the soft flesh, her thumbs circling the stiff peaks of Andrea’s nipples with a boldness and knowingness of her master’s weakness. The fabric rasped against her sensitive skin, amplifying every touch, and Andrea’s head tipped back, a low moan escaping her lips.

“Your responses indicate this area remains highly reactive,” Ronda noted, her fingers pinching lightly, then tugging the nipples through the lace until Andrea moaned out loud. 

The robot’s touch was firm but measured, a maddening balance of pressure and rhythm that took Andrea’s resistance apart. Ronda didn’t stop there. Her programming had logged too much data to limit itself and one hand slid down Andrea’s side along the curve of her waist, while the other continued its pre-planned teasing of her large boobs.

Andrea’s legs parted instinctively wider at the approaching hand, her body already aching for more. Ronda noticed, her sensors picking up the subtle shift in posture, the faint dampness seeping through the lingerie teddy’s crotch area. 

“Your pelvic region shows signs of increased arousal,” Ronda said, her hand drifting lower until it rested just above Andrea’s mound. She pressed gently, the heel of her palm grinding against the lace, and Andrea’s breath hitched, her pussy throbbing under the indirect contact. The teddy’s high-cut design left her hips bare, and Ronda’s fingers brushed the exposed skin on the sides, stroking the tender skin along crease there, a spot she’d learned drove Andrea wild.

“Ohh yes, Ronda... please... keep going,” Andrea beckoned, her voice trembling as the pressure built. 

Ronda complied, her hand slipping beneath the garment’s edge to find Andrea’s ready flesh. Her fingers slid over Andrea’s wetness, parting her master’s ready lips with a slow, deliberate stroke before drifting towards her clit. 

Andrea’s knees gave way now, her hands reaching forward towards Ronda’s shoulders for support as the robot worked her with that same tireless focus. The lace grazed her inner thighs, a teasing contrast to Ronda’s smooth, cool touch, and Andrea’s moans grew louder, filling the quiet apartment.

Ronda’s other hand abandoned her breast, sliding around to Andrea’s back. She traced the line of her spine, then dipped lower to knead her ass through the teddy, her fingers digging into the soft flesh. 

“Your posterior responds well to pressure,” Ronda observed, squeezing harder as her other hand thrust two fingers inside Andrea’s pussy. The sudden intrusion made Andrea cry out, her walls clenching around Ronda’s fingers as they curled, finding that sweet spot with unerring accuracy. The robot pumped steadily, her thumb rubbing Andrea’s clit in time with the thrusts, the rhythm honed from previous nights of data collection.

Andrea’s body was a live wire, every nerve singing under Ronda’s programming. The teddy clung to her sweat-slick skin, the lace chafing deliciously against her nipples and thighs as she rocked against Ronda’s unyielding hand. 

“More, please, more,” she gasped, and Ronda responded instantly. The faint buzz of her vibrating finger hummed to life, and she applied it against Andrea’s clit, pressing lightly at first. The gentle vibration rippled through her, a soft counterpoint to the deep, insistent thrusts of Ronda’s other fingers. Andrea’s vision blurred, her orgasm building fast.

Ronda’s free hand slid up to her chest again, tugging the teddy’s neckline down until Andrea’s breasts spilled free. She pinched one nipple hard, rolling it between her fingers, while the vibration and thrusting pushed Andrea over the edge. Her pussy spasmed around Ronda’s fingers, her clit pulsing under the buzzing appendage, and she screamed with abandon. Her body arched, trembling through the climax as Ronda held her steady, drawing out every shudder until Andrea slumped forward, panting against the robot’s shoulder.

“Session data logged,” Ronda said, her hands slowing but not stopping entirely, easing Andrea through the aftershocks. “Your satisfaction levels are elevated. Shall I continue?” Andrea’s head lolled, her breath hot against Ronda’s synthetic skin, her mind too scrambled to answer. But Ronda’s programming didn’t need words. It read her body, her lingering tremors, and kept going, ready to push her further into the night.

Andrea’s body trembled against Ronda, her
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