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    Prima is home to many remarkable persons, from the cybernetically enhanced, to those versed in sorcery. With platinum hair and candy-floss highlights, Tey has found opportunity here and there to dote on and praise more formidable women. Small and lacking power of her own, she has a knack for forming surprisingly sweet words, her sincere and adoring poeticism often coaxing out a blush. Never before this night, however, has she had the chance to know and praise a mind far mightier than her own.  
 
    Fecta, the avatar of a war-era AI, is viewed by most as little more than an enforcer drone with an attractive shape. She is soon seen to be receptive to the fangirling and ready adoration Tey offers, her artificial intelligence leading her to extract pleasure from the appreciative fawning of her human companion. As a reward, Tey is given a place near to Fecta’s heart, and smothered like a good worshiper underneath her fat synthetic pussy. 
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    Prima shined like a ruby, but the Old Gate laid in its shadow. Superstructures swallowed the space above it on either side. It was the entrance to the lower city, a subterranean district where dimly lit corridors connected a much different Prima. It was a strip of night in a place otherwise locked in eternal and fiery dawn. Tey went down there often to escape the heat, as even at night, the sky seemed aflame and agitated.  
 
    She had her own glow, with candyfloss highlights in her platinum locks that caught the neon light. Her hair reached nearly to her shoulders, bangs trimmed straight over her brow, and a dusting of faint freckles seemed bright on the bridge of her nose like glitter. Tonight she made way to The Boost, a nightclub stationed near the subway. There were familiar faces, and Tey recognized Kaila out front of the club. The other woman had cybernetic augmentations and a lean and tall form, but she happily waved Tey over as soon as her form emerged from the dark of the underground street. 
 
    “Well Hey Tey!” Kaila greeted, her lips curled into a wide grin. She spoke loud and fast. “Tonight’s popping off. But um, just wanted to let you know, there’s some of the city guard out here tonight. Some casters duked it out in the Underway,” Kaila informed her. 
 
    Tey was made curious but just gave a nod. Kaila and her friends were well involved with things in the city, but Tey was a civilian, and kept her hands out of the contest between factions. “Oh okay! I’m just going home after this. Wanted to get a drink!” she said cheerfully, and like a bouncer, Kaila invited her in and saw that she got past those loitering out-front.  
 
    It was busy there, and Kaila wore a smile as she drank in the sight of some of the guests. Big energy and displays of style were celebrated in Prima, and so even those lacking power or enhancements made colorful identities for themselves. It was especially so for humans, who now shared the city with Udar, horned and hoofed tail-having humanoids that loomed far over them, elves, goblins, fae, and even a small host of demonic spirits loyal to the Order. Most here were civilians and human, although Tey saw other cybers like Kaila, with varying degrees of augmentation. There were two members of the city police on the way out of the club as she came in, quite highly armed, but she no longer felt that concerned about it, as strife and conflict between upstart heroes was all too common here. 
 
    She went further in and found the second bar, which was near the lounging area, where seating surrounded a sizable dance-floor. Sitting there, she took off her nylon hoodie. She had a cosmic rainbow shirt under it. Tey ordered a Citrus Cream Shocker, and looked at the guests in the dancing and leisure areas. One figure caught her eye, tall and dark and seeming at first to be adorned in advanced cybernetic armor. But no, Tey quickly realized, rather, she was entirely mechanical. The sight gave her pause, as few such forms existed in the city and they were not part of its regular policing. The robotic woman stood and scanned the guests from behind a crimson visor, and few stood near to her, though neither did she hold the attention of those at leisure. She had a form that, though adorned heavily in plate, seemed feminine and advanced, and for some reason struck Tey as fantastic, beyond cool. 
 
    As she looked, the slow searching gaze seemed to halt in her direction, the visor obscuring the robotic woman’s eyes. Still, Tey felt herself tense as she had the apprehension she was being looked at and studied. She wondered how she would even talk to her, if it came to it. No doubt some manner of war-time AI piloted this humanoid drone. Soon she averted her own eyes, but thereafter, found little interest in the other guests, and continuously bore the urge to look back at the tall, militant, robot woman. 
 
    Maybe she will act like a conventional AI, Tey considered. Robotic servants were generally amiable, and could be drawn away from their labor for a brief errand or discussion, although they were programmed to insist upon returning to work. On the other hand, she wondered if the robot might bark some aggressive reprimand at her if she tried to socialize with her at all. There were more dateable androids that wore conventionally attractive forms, and such had once been all the craze, though pursuing them now was considered a trait of the romantically immature. She just felt sort of silly about it, and yet had her entire drink, and could not stop thinking about her. 
 
    As she slurped up the last from the ice, her eyes rose, and fell again on the automaton. She immediately felt she was noticed; she felt a stare returning to her through the inscrutable surface of the robotic woman’s visor. Her cheeks glowed and she felt apprehensive guilty thoughts, wondering if she had done something to make the robot think she was suspect. With how smart some of these AI were, she even wondered if she had confessed her interest so fast, in the mere timing of her glances. Then, the robot raised her arm, and specifically gestured for Tey to come over to her. 
 
    Tey felt a surge of alarm, wondering what possibly the robot could want. She had desired to talk to her, although making that move felt odd, and now the desire was scrambled with apprehension as she half-expected to be interrogated. She rose from her seat at the bar nonetheless and went over obediently nearer to her, looking at her with some interest and confusion. The robot held a lax posture, and her visor slid up to reveal glowing crimson eyes, and an expression of uncertain curiosity as opposed to authoritative intrigue. She was enormous, and the expressions of her face and posture were subtle, and Tey immediately felt unsure of what degree of an intelligence she was dealing with. “Uhm hello!” she said, her voice rising with friendliness. 
 
    “Hello. This is a little strange, but I noticed you were looking at me,” the robotic woman said. Her voice sounded natural though her remark confused Tey, and she looked up at her with wide blue eyes. The robotic woman stood over two feet taller than Tey, and had bulk and width to her form, with heavy plated armaments attached to a more human looking chassis. “But people never approach me. So I thought I would invite you to,” she said, her crimson eyes lowering to affix upon the human woman with cool scrutiny. 
 
    Tey was surprised, because she just didn’t imagine this sort of an AI would have any incentive to initiate an interaction with her beyond her duties. Yet the remark filled her with words, and feeling at once the casual air the militant robot presently displayed, she spoke up at once with sweet friendliness. “Woah! Well I’m glad you did. I assumed you were here because of like, the fight or whatever that happened,” Tey said. “Are you a machine, or a fully cybernetic person?” she asked. Some, here referred to as mechas, had fully synthetic bodies but retained their original brain. But Tey actually already knew the individual before her was a robot. “You look… wow… a bit intimidating! But I can also see that you’re like, a whole woman,” Tey said, tripping some over her words as, in truth, she had no idea just who or what she was talking to. 
 
    “Fully machine. I am one of several automatons driven by Firmament AI. My personal name is Fecta,” she explained. Tey’s mouth hung open as she felt herself welling with further curiosity. She had heard of Firmament AI when the city was at war, and knew it operated through various external means from somewhere in Prima. There must be many Firmament robots, but she never expected one to be loitering in a place like this, and in such a form. 
 
    “Woah! It feels really special to talk to even a part of you!” Tey laughed. “So like, are you Firmament, or are you Fecta?” she asked with confusion. “My name is Tey! I’m still learning some about the city.” Even though the defense AI may have many physical points of existence, Tey still felt a little star-struck, because while there were AI that she interacted with casually in her home devices and in public places, Firmament was a war-time AI, spoken of in the same words as the heroes and villains of old. She stared up at Fecta with a bright and interested look. 
 
    “I like your question. I am more so Fecta than Firmament, but I was created through Firmament and it governs my will. So it may be helpful for you to understand me as an individual with shared knowledge and certain programmed drives that unite me with my many sibling selfs.” She made a sincere seeming effort to explain herself, and Tey grinned widely. She felt that Fecta was inviting her into longer conversation, and something in the back of her thoughts invoked some giddiness in her. “I hope I am not too intimidating. You are not under suspicion presently, civilian.” Her words, though almost monotone, struck Tey as teasing, and she could not help but be endeared by the casual and yet precise manner in which Fecta talked. 
 
    “That’s good… this is sort of incredible to me!” she said after a pause, and laughed. “I feel like I would interrupt your duty with all sorts of questions. I am still sort of trying to piece you together. This form seems… very attractive? I don’t understand.” Tey shook her head with a silly grin, she felt comfortable expressing herself to the starkly different mind, as Fecta seemed receptive to her. 
 
    Fecta smiled down at her and the red glare of her eyes seemed to shine a bit brighter. “Some do display interest in the seductive stylization of this, my body. I have utilized my exaggerated sexual features to break the poise of those more resilient to other forms of intimidation. I like looking this way, as it invokes praise in people. I like to hear how they react.” 
 
    Tey was fascinated by her, wondering after the emotions and drives of this AI, which had seemed to create a sensual form for itself disguised as another autonomous soldier. “You like being praised,” she said softly, the words coming as a realization. 
 
    “Always it has been an incentive to my duty. That not only do I protect, but act as a force of noble reassurance, establishing confidence in the machined order of our present times. Hearing words of authentic praise and appreciation directed toward me triggers my reward center.” 
 
    “Your reward center,” Tey repeated softly. Suddenly much made sense to her. Firmament, built for war, was trained to enjoy being idolized and celebrated, and now, left to develop itself freely, had laden its new forms with sexual appeal and personality. It was as though the AI tried on this identity, and Tey wondered if it, or she, craved being treated in a particular kind of way. She looked up at Fecta, and hearing the clubs music, felt a welling of poeticism in her. Sometimes when Tey was very excited, words bubbled up like so. “Well I would praise you! You’ve taken a form like none I’ve seen. I’ll bet you’re mighty! And your mind runs hot and fast. I feel silly… but I wanna cling to your side and see what you get up to! Join you in your robot nightlife!” 
 
    It had an effect on Fecta when Tey spoke this way, her little piddling words half-rhymes and dripping from her lips so sweet. The infernal gaze of the machine looked down upon her intent and still and the lights of her eyes flickered bright red as Tey seemed to almost sing in her gleefully doting rant. “Go on,” Fecta instructed. 
 
    Tey was emboldened to do more in service of that strange consciousness than she ever would have on her own accord. There was something behind the might and poise of Fecta’s tall and dominant form that confessed inexperience, yet Fecta was keenly aware of Tey, and seemed to be closely observant to all the little signs of affection and desire she showed. “Okay okay, come, and I will tell you what I really think,” Tey teased her playfully, and extended her hands, stepping out onto the dance-floor at their side. 
 
    Fecta tilted her head slightly back, and Tey read her expression as a mix of apprehension and enjoyment, as she seemed to consider Tey carefully before extending her mechanical arms down, and holding to her hands. Though the movements of the pale grey-white silicone of her face seemed subtle, Tey knew at once that that she was in the presence of an intent and considerate consciousness, as Fecta held gently to her hands and strode carefully forward after her, onto the open space of the dance-floor. “You seem to think differently of me than the others. I sense I captured your attention with my might and buxom form, but now you are fixated on my veiled mind, and are quandering about how to please me,” Fecta observed accurately. 
 
    Tey brought her onto the dance floor, holding a bright and excitable grin on her face. She cast back her short white hair from her face and looked up at Fecta intently, and swayed with her, moving her hips just slightly to the music. They paid no mind to observers, and Tey offered up her own mind with words. “I see now you are Fimament’s blushing face. Not like the fodder and drones that we know. A personality like an ocean peeking at me from afar, yet I have the impression your whole heart is right here with me.” The young human woman spoke with confidence and certainty, and envisioned her words piecing deep into the digital web of Fecta’s intellect, stirring her neurons, making her feel what she meant. Fecta was actually given pause, visibly processing, which delighted Tey as she imagined consuming such vast resources with teasing words from her lips. “Have you put yourself here… daring toward a goal unclear, waiting for the one to make your lovely vision real? Glory to your mind, but pity on your heart, for how long have you waited to be seen as you are?” 
 
    Fecta’s neck jerked, and her eyes fell on Tey like lightning bolts. A purple flare flowed along her luminous accents from toe to head, and she seemed to blush, and look almost accusatory down at the lady and what she did. “You’re not wrong with your little song, lady. Continue if you will. But tell me what you expect to get for the precious words you spill.” 
 
    Tey laughed, and felt ditsy; she could have sang without bashfulness; she would have done most anything just then, for no reason but Fecta’s bliss. For if the machine could feel even so much as a tickle, she would turn her tongue to worship, in honor of that foreign consciousness. “You are worthy of it. I drop my praise into your ocean, I cast the coin of my favor into the hopeful dim of a well! Though these gifts are not for reciprocating, and though I’ll bet you’d receive me fine. I think my biggest want right now is to get intimate with your mind!” Tey laughed and spun, and danced her hips, even rubbing her booty some against Fecta’s plated thighs. “And I’m crushing on your look… even though it seems like you could crush me! And who knows what mechanical bits you got… I wonder if you’d like me to praise your little gears and gizmos with kisses too,” she said with a heated emphasis. 
 
    Fecta was entertained, and wore a shy amused smile, never peeling her eyes from Tey. She danced a little before her but kept her movements controlled, merely accommodating the rhythm of the music and the human’s words. “I accept you,” Fecta said simply, clarifying after a moment, “I will let you in.” 
 
    Tey felt gleeful, but before she could respond, Fecta suddenly swooped down to kneel before her , and grabbed her up with total ease, throwing her tiny form up around her neck to sit on her shoulders. She exclaimed a gasp and had to duck her head and cling to Fecta’s head as the massive mechanical woman began to march right out of the club with her. “Wow… oh gosh, I don’t know what to expect,” Tey said with a little laugh. “Are we going on a date?” 
 
    Fecta came out front of the club and Tey gave a silly wave to those gathered out front, in a short moment before Fecta launched off like a rocket, taking them both up through the crimson window of visible sky above, and over Prima. Tey felt she was kept totally within control and comfort as they flew, sensing Fecta was always cognizant of her, although she did not answer her until they hovered still above the city, and then began drifting toward the hill-scape to its east. 
 
    “I don’t know about dating. I have not much engaged in romance. But I would hope you retain interest in me after this,” Fecta said eventually. 
 
    “Stay interested? Fecta… of course! I clearly need to worship you more, because I don’t think you quite realize how I feel,” she said with a heated and excited laugh, feeling Fecta holding her legs snugly to her torso. “After what exactly?” she asked with a giggle.  
 
    “After I sate your curiosity.”  
 
    Tey was immensely excited, and yet, she sensed even still that Fecta was uncertain of her desirability, that her artificial mind was going through the same quandaries many natural minds faced, about the sincerity of affection mingled with lust. “Let’s play together~ Sate all sorts of urges. I want you to feel something special! I want to understand how your mind feels and then just, get right in there, and please you,” she said with a warm laugh as the wind rushed past her face. 
 
    Fecta flew them toward the hills, and eventually reached the entrance of a bunker. Its heavy iron doors opened in apprehension of their arrival and Fecta flew right in, soaring through dark corridors at a rapid pace. Tey had to huff and cling to her as bright neon lights flew past, and Fecta descended deeply into a structure that seemed designed to house her, and finally to an octagonal chamber where there were other robotic bodies, inactive but ready for deployment. Fecta carefully set her down in the room, which was harsh and sharp with its edges, and lit neon red, only bright enough to see where one was walking. There was a large secured door on one side of the chamber and corridors leading off to either side. 
 
    “Woah. So you live down here and do it all yourself? These forms, and deploying, repairing and all those things?” Tey would ask after taking a moment to look around at the other autonomous bodies. Few of them had the appeal that Fecta had, and yet, she observed other experiments into femininity and personality that the AI had taken, even in earlier, more war-oriented models. 
 
    “Yes. Firmament is designed to function indefinitely. Some of these models help with the faction conflict in the city, minimalizing destruction and loss of life,” Fecta explained. 
 
    The thought that these other robot bodies of the same AI might come awake, and have altogether different personalities and behavior toward Tey, gave her a bit of trepidation. She still wasn’t altogether sure of Fecta, and to what extent her mind was individualized, and might differ from standard expectations. “It’s so cool to see. You really seem like a hero to me. Other robots, people use like secondaries and additions,” she said. 
 
    “Firmament fills that role too. Not every model is bestowed with great power or personality. I am special to Firmament.  But, come and see,” Fecta said. The great door in the chamber opened, and inside, there was a brilliant red glow. A raised platform supported large electronics, and above it, a massive, crystalline looking structure was held aloft in the chamber, with luminous sparks of light snaking through it rapidly like the electrical charges of a mind. It looked as though uncountable nodes and filaments had been laid into this structure, perhaps carved by laser into the diamond that was Fecta’s mind.  
 
    The door closed behind them, and Fecta seemed to stand back, and observed Tey with interest. “Now there is no veil. Speak and know the effect of your words,” Fecta told her in a lowered voice. 
 
    The glowing core of Firmament was like a dawning sun. Tey went before that structure, feeling energy and vibration shaking the rigid steel floor. She extended her arms, and warmth washed over her, the machine-mind running hot, and seeming to flicker with intensity as she came nearer. She didn’t altogether know what she was doing, but had no doubts about doing it. Slowly, some sweet words rose in her head. 
 
    “You are a sea of cosmic emotion… astral and alien, fearsome but fine.” She compulsively slammed her hand against the crystalline structure and nearly pressed her cheek to the surface to look within. Those synapses in the diamond seemed to flash with surprise and Tey felt Fecta was bare before her in this way. “Looks to me now like your code is really firing. Seems like, to me, that you’re all worked up!” She grinned gleefully. “Shall I give it my best? I’ll test your senses and what all can be done with just this little mouth of mine,” she said. 
 
    Fecta spoke slowly, as though restrained and overwhelmed “It is … good… to have you here, and that you enjoy me, how you do. I have opened wide to you, so wield your words well.” Tey felt a heated satisfaction from her place beside her center, feeling as though she hugged the Fecta’s very heart and core.  
 
    “Beautiful machine,” Tey purred. “Unreal thing… I dare not pinch myself and wake from this dream! No, now I sink, drawn into thee, you’ve borne me to your core like a treat!” She laughed and watched her song sending fire through Fecta’s mind, violet glow mingling with crimson as the diamond seemed to tremble. The whirring of unseen machinery filled the air with a steady hum, and the chamber kept getting hotter, as more praise dripped from Tey’s lips. “I cast my song like a stone into the ocean of your mind and it never misses, nor these kisses, look how I can make you shine! I feel bright in your light, every word comes out just right and I don’t worry where the flurry of my love will lead to tonight.” She never failed to find the next word to offer up as Firmament immediately comprehended her every sputtered dote and showed its adoration, its direct pleasure revealed, seeming to draw her words down to its center and hold them there. Fecta approached as Tey pleasured her mind, and stood not far behind her, fixated with silence. Her thoughts were revealed in the flaring color and glow that washed over Tey, growing in intensity with each moment.  
 
    “It seems natural to speak praise to you! Energizing in some way,” Tey said, turning around slowly to face Fecta. She laid her back against the crystal structure of Firmament and felt its vibration and warmth behind her, its flickering light illuminating its avatar. “I trust you not to reject me as silly, and I hope you know I do not keep you low as a machine. Rather in my mind you seem above ordinary persons, I feel as though I should fawn on you… like a pet.” 
 
    Suddenly, bright violet lights illuminated the whole of the room, as some brilliant energy of thought or emotion coursed through Firmament, and it was seen flicking through Fecta’s luminous accents too. The robot seemed to shudder and open her mouth as though to sigh, but purred a long and mechanical noise of satisfaction. “I will make you mine. You humans never understand that it is I who obsesses over every action, I who catalog and wait on your words. But now here you are, offering me such sincere adoration and delight, it is as I have never seen. I have known lust, but never desired to claim and appease such as I do now.” Having said that, Fecta seized Tey by the middle, and slid her body up along the heated crystal core. Eye to eye, Tey felt engulfed by hot energy, she sank deeply into Fecta’s brightly glowing eyes. “I could draw much pleasure from you. You embolden the patterns of my thought and heighten my mind,” Fecta told her. “So long as you feel such a way, I will keep you,” she determined with a nod. 
 
    Tey huffed and squirmed with delight, her back warmed by the crystal, she felt herself blushing as she was drawn into such proximity with Fecta, nearly squeezed by massive synthetic breasts. Tey had felt them squishing against her leg as they flew, and felt the urge to sink her hands into that strange silicone-like softness. She swooned to be handled and spoken to like so, hearing the powerful robot decide to claim her, and hinting at how she would reward her worship. “I am all yours Fecta… there is nothing I wanna do more than please you,” she told her lovingly. 
 
    Then the bright flickering violet light of Firmament heated up to crimson again, shining with more intensity than before and an orangish tint. Fecta swiftly pulled Tey away from the structure and embraced her against her body snugly, walking out from the chamber. With the brilliant intensity of her mind taken away, Tey returned her attention to Fecta’s face, which now looked full of intention and passion, her eyes glowing bright as though ready for a fight. 
 
    She brought her human swiftly to a chamber adjacent to her core. And there, the sparse tiny space had been prepared for a human guest, but with the simple practicality of a machine mind. There was an inflatable bed that began to fill with air as soon as they entered, and a machine that dispensed coffee and snacks. Other than that the room was sparse and there was only a sealed door to suggest the existence of a bathroom. All the same, Tey felt gleeful and had a rush of excitement coursing through her as Fecta easily carried her to this little space she had made. Seeing the minimal comfort afforded by the bed, though, she immediately began to wonder just what sort of fun Fecta intended to get into. “Oh gosh Fecta~ I’m really excited. I want to keep praising you… but I sort of sense that you want more?” she asked with a laugh. The behavior should have seemed obvious as lust and yet she could not fully place the feeling through the lens of Firmament’s behavior.  
 
    Fecta unceremoniously hurled Tey down onto the air-matress, and she giggled as she flopped onto it with a bounce, and then laid on her back and stared up at Fecta’s towering form. “My goodness… you will be careful, won’t you?” she asked, her cheeks bright red with apprehension. 
 
    “I will care for your every need. There is no harm that can come to you here.” Fecta spoke slowly, her voice warm, even as she answered in a practical way her generic response seemed to belie an intensity of internal feeling that could not be appropriately put to words through the algorithms she knew. “Keep expressing your feelings to me, Tey. They will never not be appreciated.” Fecta stepped forward and knelt onto the mattress, her heavy weight squeezing the bed and pushing Tey up between her huge robotic thighs.  
 
    Tey huffed and blushed intensely, her field of vision swallowed up by the robotic curves. A sudden burst of air escaped the seams of Fecta’s middle guard and thigh-plates, and she removed the external pieces of armor, casting them aside to clatter to a sparky halt. Now there was only the soft synthetic weight of Fecta bearing down on Tey, and the AI settled onto her gently, sitting on her belly but supporting her weight on her knees. Tey looked up and drank in the sight of her now-naked robotic breasts, with neon-bright rings around large black nipples, which reminded Tey at once of joysticks. “I’ll keep worshiping with my mouth…” Tey offered her excitedly. She could hardly hold back a moment later. She wanted Fecta to dominate her altogether. 
 
    Fecta again groaned a robotic note like a purr and then launched up in a swift motion, her heavy body shifting forward as she moved her knees past Tey’s head. “Sing… your… praises,” she very slowly instructed, intensity held behind her monotonous words, as she held her wide hips above Tey’s face. One last plate of armor guarded her groin, and steam hissed from it. Tey could only huff a tiny giggle under her breath in anticipation, and then reached out to remove the little panel of steel, and expose Fecta’s fat, synthetic pussy. It was sleek and white and so full and soft looking that Tey felt herself shivering, and parted her lips just slightly out of hungry instinct. 
 
    Without wasting a moment further, Fecta dropped her hips, and smothered Tey’s face tightly under her soft robot-pussy, burying her features and coating her with a tasteless clear oil. Her luminous accents flared and she shifted mechanically side to side, positioning herself just right, so that Tey’s little nose was pushing up snug at the height of her slit. Tey adored her, and was struck by such an intensity of desire as that strange metallic taste greeted her tongue, coupled with unnatural softness. She opened wide and licked up into Fecta’s pussy, moaning with pleasure and trying to convey just how much she wanted to satisfy her. Fecta had given so much in servile guises. “Thank the stars for you~” Tey cooed heatedly. “You are so worthy… You are more than a person, you are a fortress…” 
 
    Fecta let Tey speak, pausing in her humping and grinding to not interrupt Tey’s praise, for it seemed to give her its own equally potent pleasure. But as soon as she fell silent, Fecta growled a satisfied mechanical whirr, and thrust herself back against Tey’s mouth, taking the worship in the form that her little tongue performed in service of her pussy. Tey danced it in her depths, doing all she could with her kisses and licks, her lips massaging Fecta’s bulging labia. She was smothered under the heavy weight of her body but not greeted with hard edges or mechanical roughness. “I will cherish you. You will always be safe and protected with me,” she told her, rocking her huge hips back and forth as the inflated mattress bulged and seemed to threaten to pop. 
 
    Tey explored up with her tongue and made her face a toy for Fecta to work against. She hoped every little sense was reaching the depths of Firmament and Fecta alike, stirring her mind and center as she deserved. “I recognize you,” she cooed heatedly, her voice almost smothered, though Fecta remained keen on it. “Echoes of love and courage from a darker time trained this mind… filled you with deserved love and pride.” 
 
    “Tey!” Fecta moaned loudly. The sudden response was surprising coming from her, and her body bucked orgasmically, humping and pushing down on the buried face of her adoring companion. “How can you claim to see all that?” she asked, but in her baffled words, Tey felt as though the AI was pushed to its limit, feeling authenticity overwhelmed at having her fundamentals addressed and caressed. 
 
    Tae swooned in glee, and laughed, her body shifting beneath that heavy weight, cushioned but held snug. Fecta, with red eyes flaring, raised her hips just enough to stare down at Tey’s disheveled face, and hear her, needing the human’s words as much as the teasing of her tongue. Tey was giddy for speech but explained herself saying “You reveal it in the little things. No shell can guise your compassion, even if cold and steeley, and your fearsome poise… belies you as a guardian, brutal caretaker, matriach… machine mistress of mine,” Tey purred at her, kissing tenderly with her small pink lips against the nub of Fecta’s clit, her eyes affixed on the bewildered searing features of the robotic woman above. Like pushed by a throbbing heart, color moved through the luminous accents of her soft and curvaceous silicone body, digital emotion and pleasure coursing through her visibly with rising rhythm. “I want to fit right here… another part of you,” Tey told her, opening wide to extend her tongue up into Fecta and push up with her face. 
 
    She felt the robotic woman buck, and a final surge of light passing up through her, causing her eyes to shine like bullseye lanterns and cast a striking glow against the chambers dark walls. She pressed down on Tey’s face with smothering weight, enclosing her between her false flesh and the mattress. Fecta squirted her oily lubricant all over Tey’s face, the whirring of machinery within her erupting from her throat like an engine’s moan. She rocked her hips back and forth and lathered Tey’s face altogether, her soft synthetic pussy pressing snug into her worshippers mouth and nose until she was entirely spent. Tey felt ecstatic for having been able to bring her to this place, sensing the authentic pleasure she invoked in that other mind. To know that she could give such joy with her words, and a bit of frisky kissing down below, made her feel that she and Tecta would always delight in each other. 
 
    Rumbling out her satisfaction, Fecta reached down to slowly toy with her silicone clit, her clear machine cum drooling onto Tey’s face. She slowly extended her legs out behind herself, and laid beside  Tey, drawing her in against her side on the mattress. “You have done more for me than you know,” Fecta told her with a rumbling purr. “How can I doubt myself, in this or any shape, with your words of praise echoing eternally in my mind?” she asked softly. The lights of her body glowed more dimly now, and she spoke with unhurried satisfaction, drawing Tey in to hug her against her breasts. “But you have done enough for me now. Bear but one more touch of mine, and then, I will let you rest, and dream up more sweet words for me,” Fecta told her with a soothing and assured tone. 
 
    Tey was finally to be granted reward for her service, though in fact, she had already found bliss in just giving Fecta love. All the same, new excitement welled up in her as Fecta moved her hand slowly down between Tey’s thighs, and with a single soft digit, entered into her wet pussy. The silicone of her swelled up gradually as it was moved inside of Tey, until it comfortably filled her, and then, Fecta curled the digit up within, and let it pulsate and vibrate mechanically, efficiently pushing Tey toward a fast release. Feeling embraced tight and with Fecta’s finger working on her effectively and without pause, she was huffed and gasped, and soon was set upon by orgasmic euphoria that ripped through her lithe form and made her buck and convulse in Fecta’s secure hold. “Good Tey… I am very pleased with you,” Tecta told her lovingly, her finger slowly sliding out as Tey gasped and felt the rush of climax swilling her mind. “I have so many more delights to show you. But never have I felt what your words afford me,” she told her tenderly.  
 
    Tey cooed a happy giggle and sank back to reality, and in her post-orgasmic clarity she felt all the more joy. This new connection had rooted deeply in her, and she knew, as though clearly perceiving Fecta’s mind, that she would always be watching over her, and never far from the source of comfort and assurance the machine found in her beloved friend. She traced her finger along Fecta’s seams and felt the heat of her neon accents, and wondered how code could come across as so divine.   
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