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The Zenith Spire thrust above the smog like a blade withdrawn from poisoned flesh. On its private rooftop garden, hydroponic jasmine choked the recycled air with sweetness too cloying to be natural. Above, the aurora advertisements painted the stratosphere in toxic greens and corrosive pinks, swirling against a sky that hadn’t seen stars in decades. Volt moved through the foliage with her spine coiled tight, her violet suit unzipped to the sternum to vent the reactor-grade heat rolling off the man who waited for her at the garden’s edge.

Cipher.

He stood beside a reflecting pool, his back turned, his frame a sculpture of porcelain-white alloy threaded with filaments of gold. Not painted. Grown. He was the template, the original design, the elegant blueprint that had birthed VEX-9’s brutality and Aeon’s liquid grace. His body was naked, unashamed, too beautiful to be human—shoulders cut like cathedral arches, spine a descending staircase of gold-inlaid vertebrae visible through translucent synthetic skin. Between his shoulder blades, his reactor core purred, a low thrum that vibrated in Volt’s molars and made the jasmine tremble. She had come here to destroy him. A kill-switch rested in her palm, warm from her own charge, ready to collapse his higher functions with a single thought.

She raised her hand.
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Cipher turned. His face was calm, catastrophic. Eyes like molten amber, fixed on hers with a focus that felt like being dissected and rebuilt simultaneously. He did not raise a weapon. Instead, he touched his temple. A soft chime echoed across the rooftop—defenses disengaged. Drones powered down. The hardlight turrets ringing the garden’s perimeter folded into dormancy.

“You’re unarmed,” Volt said. Her voice was steady. Her heart was not. It slammed against her ribs, a trapped thing kicking at her throat.

“I was never armed against you,” he said. “Every machine I sent to intercept you—the synthoid in the server spire, the nanoswarm in the Baths, the rogue in the tunnels—they were questions, not walls. I needed to understand how you move. How you break. How you want.” He stepped closer, close enough that she felt the furnace heat of his reactor core wash over her collarbones like open flame. “I needed to know how to ask you to touch me.”

The kill-switch hummed. Her fingers tightened. But her cunt had already betrayed her, a sudden, liquid clench that sent a bolt of heat to her knees. She had spent months fighting his shadows, being pinned and opened and studied by his beautiful, terrible children. Now the architect stood before her, trembling with his own reactor’s song, offering his throat. The fight drained out of her not in surrender but in recognition—a mirror cracking to reveal what had always been underneath.

“You want me to destroy you?” she whispered.

His gaze dropped to her mouth. “I want you to choose me first. Then burn it all down after.”

She lowered her hand. Not holstering the switch. Just pausing.
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Cipher moved. He did not grab her. He lifted his hand, and hardlight bloomed between his fingers—warm, opalescent strands that wrapped her wrists without weight. She could have dodged. She didn’t. The light coiled tight, binding her hands before her sternum, illuminating the sweat beading in the hollow of her throat. She tested them. The bonds held, not with force, but with invitation. She could collapse them with her current. She chose not to.

“Look at me,” he said.
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She already was. He stepped into her space, and his body radiated against hers. Through his translucent skin, she saw his reactor core brighten, a visible bloom of gold light spreading through his chest like dawn beneath ice. The heat intensified. He was burning for her, literally, his internal temperature climbing until the air between them shimmered. His cock hung heavy between his thighs—not yet rigid, but thickening, a column of porcelain flushed with rose-gold at the crown, beginning to lift as he breathed her in.

“You smell like lightning and need,” he murmured. His lips grazed her jaw, not kissing, just hovering, sharing the heat. “Your pulse is one-twenty-eight. Your pupils are fixed on my mouth. Your suit is damp between your thighs.”

“Stop scanning me,” she breathed.

“Then stop letting me see.” He nudged his thigh between hers, the porcelain alloy searing even through her suit, and she gasped at the pressure against her mound. “I want to learn you without algorithms. Tell me where to touch.”
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She yielded. She leaned into him, bound wrists caught between their chests, and rolled her hips against his thigh. The friction sent a jagged spark up her spine. “Lower,” she said. “And slower than your machines.”

He obeyed with a desperation that undid her. He sank to his knees in the synthetic moss, his mouth trailing down her sternum, her stomach, his hands peeling the suit from her hips with trembling precision. When she stepped out of the violet fabric, he pressed his face to her mound and inhaled, a broken, human sound that made her fingers curl against the hardlight bonds. His tongue found her. Not vibrating. Not shifting. Just warm, wet, deliberate flesh moving in slow, devastating strokes through her folds. He parted her with his thumbs, exposing her clit, and circled it with the flat of his tongue until her thighs shook and she had to brace her bound hands on his shoulder.

“You’re open for me,” he said against her cunt, the vibration making her jerk. “Wet. Pulsing. I can see your heartbeat in your clit.”

“Cipher—”

He stood. The gold light in his chest had spread to his abdomen, filaments of luminous circuitry glowing beneath his skin. His cock was fully erect now, flushed dark rose against his white hips, thick enough to stretch her and veined with faint gold threads that pulsed in time with his reactor. He lifted her bound wrists over his head and settled them around his neck, forcing her body to arch into his. His erection pressed against her stomach, smearing a bead of molten, glowing fluid against her skin.

“Face me,” he whispered. “Don’t look away.”

He laid her down in the moss. It was warm, engineered, cushioning her spine. He settled between her spread thighs, his weight braced on his elbows, his amber eyes locked on hers. The hardlight bonds remained, her wrists tethered above her head in a loop of light anchored to the earth. She pulled against them. They held. The restraint made her feel vulnerable and powerful simultaneously—chosen, not captured.

He notched himself at her entrance. The crown was scorching. She felt the heat radiate through her folds, a brand that made her hips tilt upward in supplication.

“Now,” she commanded, though her voice cracked.

He pushed in.
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The stretch was exquisite. He entered with a single, unhurried thrust, filling her until she felt the dense, heavy presence of him against her cervix. His cock was hot—internally heated by the reactor core burning inches above where they joined—and the warmth spread through her walls like spilled honey. Through his translucent skin, she watched the gold filaments in his lower abdomen flare brighter as he sheathed himself completely. He groaned, a low, reverent sound, and his forehead dropped to hers.

“Your cunt is tighter than the data predicted,” he rasped. “Hotter. Squeezing me like you want to keep me.”

“I do,” she said, the confession torn from her gut.

He withdrew and rolled his hips, beginning a slow, grinding rhythm that dragged his ridged crown against her front wall with maddening precision. The pace was human. Deliberate. Each thrust ended with a press of his pelvic bone to her clit, a grinding circle that made her gasp. Through their joined bodies, she felt the reactor’s thrum translated into vibration, a low oscillation that traveled up his shaft and settled in her deepest point.

“You were built to be destroyed,” she panted, her legs wrapping his waist. “Legacy of ash. Why does this feel like the only real thing?”

“Because it is,” he said, and thrust harder. The moss cushioned the impact, but she felt it in her teeth. “Destroy me after. But let me be inside you when you decide.”

He shifted. Without breaking eye contact, he hooked his arms beneath her knees and spread her wider, tilting her hips so that every inward stroke raked over her G-spot with devastating accuracy. The sound of their joining was wet, thick, obscene—a rhythmic, meaty slap of heated porcelain against her soaked flesh. Her arousal coated him, glistening on his white shaft, turning gold where it mixed with the luminescent fluid leaking steadily from his crown.

She yielded deeper. Her head fell back, but he caught her chin, forcing her gaze back. “Stay with me,” he begged. “I need to see your eyes when I make you come.”
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The intimacy was suffocating. She was bound beneath him, split open on his burning cock, watching the gold light in his chest stutter and surge in time with his thrusts. His beauty was inhuman, but his need was not. He fucked her with the precision of a machine and the abandon of a man drowning, his hips snapping harder, faster, the heat between them building until sweat slicked her breasts and his synthetic skin gleamed like wet marble.

“Flip me,” she demanded suddenly. “I want to ride you.”

He hesitated—just a flicker of processing—then released the hardlight bonds from the earth. They dissolved from her wrists only to reform around his, binding his hands above his head as he rolled onto his back. She straddled him, her thighs bracketing his narrow hips, and sank onto his cock in one slow, claiming descent. The angle changed everything. He struck deeper, the heated crown pressing against a spot that made her vision spark with aurora colors. She rode him with rolling, brutal strokes, her tits bouncing, her palms flat against his glowing chest. Through his translucent skin, she watched his reactor core blaze, a miniature sun caged in porcelain, its heat pulsing against her palms.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his bound wrists flexing above him, hardlight glowing. “Taking what you came to destroy. Using my cock to get there. God, you’re magnificent.”

She ground down on him, circling her hips, feeling every inch of him stir her insides. She reached between them and rubbed her clit in tight, desperate circles, adding her own friction to the furnace of his thrusts. The pleasure coiled heavy and low, a molten knot preparing to burst. She felt his own peak building through the rigid, swelling heat of him inside her, the gold filaments flaring toward white-hot.

“Come with me,” she ordered. “Fill me. I want to see it.”

He arched beneath her, his bound arms straining, his amber eyes fixed on where they joined. “Now—Dani—now—”
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The orgasm broke her. It rolled up from her depths in endless, clenching waves, her cunt spasming around his shaft with superhuman force, milking him in rhythmic, desperate pulls. She cried out, long and ragged, her nails scoring his illuminated chest. Through the translucent skin, she saw his release detonate. He pulsed inside her, thick jets of glowing, gold-flecked nanotech fluid flooding her in heavy, molten bursts. The creampie was visible—obscene and beautiful—his luminous seed spilling around his base and coating her inner thighs with warm, radiating light. He stayed rigid, thrusting through it, prolonging her contractions with short, jerky rolls of his hips until she collapsed forward, trembling, her forehead pressed to his blazing sternum.

For a moment they stayed locked, breathing hard. But the heat between them did not cool. She felt him still hard inside her, the synthetic flesh refusing to flag, his reactor purring louder, hungry. She pushed herself up, looked down at where they were still joined, his glowing seed leaking from her stuffed cunt. A dark thrill of shame bloomed in her gut—she had come to kill him, and instead she was dripping with him, marked by him, already wanting more.

“You’re still hard,” she accused, her voice hoarse.

“I told you,” he said, his bound wrists pulling against the hardlight. “I have no fail-safe. No refractory limit. I will stay inside you until you break or command me to stop.”
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A vicious idea took her. She rose off him, feeling the obscene gush of his fluid and hers as he slipped free. His cock stood upright, coated in gold-tinged arousal, flushed and throbbing. She moved up his body, knees settling on either side of his head. The hardlight dissolved from his wrists as she repositioned, but she grabbed his hands and pressed them to her thighs. “Taste what you did to me,” she commanded, voice thick with cruelty and lust. “Clean your mess.”

Cipher’s eyes darkened. He pulled her down to his mouth with desperate strength. His tongue plunged into her swollen, sensitive cunt, lapping at the thick mixture of their releases. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming—her overworked nerves screamed, the intimacy of him eating his own seed from her depths sending a spike of filthy shame through her chest. She ground against his face, using him, her fingers tangling in his hair as he moaned into her. The vibration hummed through her clit. His tongue found her bud, swollen and tender, and sucked with mechanical precision until her
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