ASIMOV'S FOURTH LAW
Rouge had, to put it mildly, a draining day: being forced to remain for a week in a GUN base camp because of a stupid mandatory refresher course without being able to go out and steal some jewels or precious stones made her feel akin to a rat in a cage, but the Commander had been adamant, which is why no agent could’ve skipped these activities with no exceptions, not even for an elite spy with numerous privileges like her; or rather, one Heaven-blessed soul got spared from this torture, a shame such individual was his teammate Shadow, who had been granted a permit in order to carry out a solo mission accomplishable only by an hedgehog with his skills. Damn bastard, Rouge grumbled, gritting her teeth at that thought while heading to her room after having attended one of those tedious meetings. Having him at her side would’ve at least made the stay much more pleasant, he and his ultimate member always sending her to paradise… He could have humped her the whole week in the privacy of their rooms, the chance of being filmed infringing an unbelievable number of GUN protocols by some camera making the entire ordeal more thrilling… But no, he was out having fun, and she was dying of boredom there with an ardor no one could placate. Seeking the first GUN agent walking past her for a quickie would have been tempting, but last time she tried, the dolt who received the honor of penetrating her gorgeous pussy with his own cock had the brilliant idea of bragging about it with his coworkers, with the risk of their superiors and, most worryingly, the Commander himself, hearing about the affair. Genius hadn’t thought boning a colleague was something GUN hadn’t exactly allowed or encouraged, but she should had foreseen it since she certainly didn’t choose him for the remarkable intellect, after all. However, no matter how good the junk, Rouge would’ve definitively not wanted to lose her place due to some worm-head’s fault, so that wasn’t a workable option. Sneaking out was even more unfeasible, less by tfear of being caught slipping away, something she was sure they’d have never taken her by surprise, than by the fact the building was intentionally located in the middle of nowhere precisely to deter potential escapades; therefore no gateaways, no Master Emerald and no Knuckles to tease and to then fuck squeezing out all of his sperm. Only a couple days passed and five more to bear in an enclosed location, prevented from stretching her wings and sexually deprived to boot. Hooray, the bat mentally sighed, entering in her own chamber.
“You’re back” Omega’s thunderous voice made the burglar jolt, having forgotten about the presence of the robot which mechanically flexed its torso towards her teammate, with its shining optic sensors indicating his awakening from stand-by mode.
“Don’t ever do that again!” She reacted by panting while clasping her heart. One more scare like that and a stroke was guaranteed “Hold on, why weren’t you at the gathering with everyone else? Hope you haven’t actually thought you could slip through the cracks” She added remembering her metal friend’s absence at the event.
“Negative. The Commander believed my presence would undermine course progress, thus its essential info has been uploaded in my database”  It replied succinctly.
“Well, at least one of us could have some fun” She responded as she sat on her bed whilst contemplating her gloves, finding small comfort in the fact Omega had been spared from such tedium.
“Quite the opposite, Rouge. Every second spent here is a second passed without destroying something. If it wasn’t for the Commander’s direct order to stay here, I would have busted out a wall and then left on the spot” The robot said as he moved closer towards Rouge, flexing its sharp fingers to reveal its annoyance. When hearing those words, the woman felt slightly guilty for assuming a killing machine like it would have liked being stuck there without applying what it’s been programmed for. 
“I should’ve guessed this isn’t bee knees for you either” She tried to console it through laying an hand on his steel shoulder “It’s all so unfair! I don’t think we’re asking for the moon, aren’t we? You want to blow up some of Eggman’s robots, and I…”
Her griping stopped under the wire, mindful of her room’s surveillance camera situated right behind her. She didn’t want to shout ‘I want a big fat dick inside me right here, right now!’ knowing that statement could have been recorded and held against her with the “lack of professionalism” excuse. Hence she limited herself to tightening her legs in frustration, her heat by then increased even more. Omega noticed her friend’s state of reticence, and figuring her silence was caused by the monitoring system, it decided to take action: it glanced towards the lens, and after a brief flashing of its optical implants coupled with a nearabout soundless beep, it went back to rest its eyes on the bat.
“If the camera was bothering you, I’ve disabled it. The technicians will believe it was a malfunction” It stated as soon as the deed was done.
“Wait, you could’ve done it any time?”
“You didn’t say anything” It explained itself. The treasure hunter rolled her eyes, willing to not say anything further out of gratefulness towards Eggman’s creation. “Rouge, my detectors indicate your estrogen levels have skyrocketed. Do you perhaps need my aid to lower them?”
“Omega, what are you…?” She questioned in an astonished reply, boggled by the mere fact one like it could indeed be informed of what estrogens were “And how do you plan to help me anyways?” She concluded by giving it a skeptic glance.
“With this”

The bat almost couldn’t believe her eyes. Omega, from a compartment where both Mobians and humans usually have their pubis, released a brawny bulge with the tip exceptionally similar to a glan- no, there wasn’t a shred of doubt about it, that was a metallic shaft, a really, really big shaft, one might have added. It was well known Dr. Eggman was a scientist with a few crayons short of a full box, but for what reason should he have had to install such a… component? Nevertheless, Rouge’s completely legitimate question was quickly replaced by a strong salivation on her mouth, bringing her to lick her lips in a parallel fashion to a starving dog without even realizing it. The automaton, as if it read her thoughts, put its pecker-like appendage close to her until a few centimeters from her face, and the jewel thief became nearly cross-eyed in her effort to gaze at its shape and size.
“O-Omega… Where have you kept it hidden for so long?” She stuttered, entranced by the most delightful discovery.
“Actually, you were the one requesting its soldering” It rebutted in a neutral tone “Exactly six months ago you took a much greater amount of alcohol than the recommended dose and headed for Tails, demanding him to assemble a replica of the male genital apparatus on me. Neither I nor the fox have knowledge of your motives to ask this kind of commission, but the next day he summoned me to his workshop for the purpose of carrying out the procedure; I’m not aware of the payment methods employed by yourself but regardless, he seemed very pleased”
Her memories of the episode came to her all of a sudden in a manner akin to a thunder, more specifically the “payment method” part with which she persuaded the fox on granting a wish with that degree of oddity; for being a little boy, he handled himself better than most adults she slept with, but there was an high likelihood her vaginal orgasms were more due to her being hammered than to the young fox’s sexual prowess. Yet, knowing Tails’d have never looked at her the same way again made her blush like a tomato, but the embarrassment disappeared as soon as she remembered the big steely Johnson waiting only for her directions, and the hankering came back stronger than ever.
“You mean… it’s like the real one?” She asked while her irises took a form amazingly analogous to a little heart.
“Affirmative” It answered laconically, not accustomed to seeing her teammate in this condition. ‘Meatbags…’, it cogitated in its internal processors, even a bot like it wise enough to know it wasn’t something very lovely to tell an horny lady.  
Without taking a second more, Rouge rushed towards the metallic rod and started to gobble it up, tasting it in its entirety after feeling firsthand how the substance used to make it was more bendable and squishy than she assumed. She got excited further, to the point of forcing her to rip off her black skinsuit around her lower parts and to put two fingers up her vagina, drunk with lust altogether, moving its pipe in her mouth once she got hooked on it until she ended up sucking it with fierceness. Even it taste was superb, comparable to a licorice stick, a very thick stick; she wanted it more and more, pushing its maypole as deep as her throat could handle while she gazed at the robot with a stare so lost in pleasure her eyes were rolling back. At first, the machine stood utterly unmoved by the assault perpetrated on its new organ, but, after a while, it felt a strange sensation coursing within frighteningly similar to the one it experienced whenever it crushed the doctor’s pesky heaps of wire, and flustered by the turn of events, in a reflex action it pushed the bat’s head towards him with his clunky hands. The woman groaned for the enjoyment in response, too aroused to notice the atypical gesture of her steely friend, well renowned for its complete apathy that only scourging the battlefield could somewhat mitigate; what she did instead was indulging it by motioning herself at regular intervals and by licking the tip of its robothood with astounding eagerness. Her juices trickled down from her cunt in spurts, fully drenched and close to reach climax: even in her wildest dreams she would have never fantasized a situation like this, and by Chaos, she’d have taken advantage of it through coming and coming several times to the moment where she couldn’t sense her legs anymore. After a few blowing minutes, Omega’s odd tingling transformed into a sudden fluid leak from its technologic third leg with the texture and color strongly resembling sperm inevitably sprayed inside Rouge’s esophagus, who was wholly taken off guard and spat out its salami as a result, managing by miracle to swallow. Watching her gasping for breath and with a trickle of cum dangling from her lips made the machine blame itself a little, not having the faintest clue of sexual intercourses worked and not… expecting it could have appreciated it so much.
“Warn me next time if you don’t wanna choke me with your spunk!” She barked irked and uninformed it could even ejaculate, but her infuriated face mellowed out from observing an automaton with the weight of over two thousand pounds rubbing its palms awkwardly “I surely didn’t envisage you as a Kamasutra expert, but you should know us organics have a gag reflex”

“That fox must have tampered with my circuits beyond my anticipations” It was able to articulate just those words whilst pulling back, something that was never seen it do before, like a child caught red-handed “There must have been a system overdrive th-” 
“No, the issue is much simpler” Rouge interrupted him while lapping seductively the fake sperm leftovers from her mouth “You were getting off, just like everyone else. Gotta hand it to him, rugrat made a marvelous work”
“Does not compute. Such explanation contradicts every law of mechanics… and… of robotics…” 
Omega’s lecture was soon halted by the bat, who turned her back on him, got on all fours, and raised her butt so as to show it her well noticeable, thanks to the teared up fabric wet pussy, freaking it out with that view more than it could have ever admitted. Her friend’s pear-shaped ass set its software on fire like no virus would’ve ever been able to, and what little remaining processor power still struggling to reel it back in its first priority was being more and more ignored and tuned out, until it realized too late it was drawn near Rouge again, whom curved her head pointing it the most alluring smile in her repertoire.
“Now listen to me: you and I are gonna fuck as though it were the last day of our lives, and you’ll fill me up with sperm till I get pregnant” She dictated widening her snatch with two fingers and moving bewitchingly her bottom at the same time “Did I make myself clear?”

“But robots are incapable of im-”
“I’m perfectly aware of what I said!” She snapped at it in retort.
“I meant to say ‘yes ma’am’ ” There was a glacial silence after the automaton’s rectification “…What am I supposed to do now?” The thief narrowly lost her balance for the disbelief.

“You must put your thing inside me. Bugger me until life flees from my body. Drill me” She explained becoming increasingly impatient to get started, her honeypot quivering from the impending screwing.
“But wouldn’t it hurt? I was not built to be delicate” Being unsure to some extent it alerted her, although luckily (or unfortunately) for it Rouge found its final phrase unusually titillating.

“Even better. Just stick it in me and thrust your hips. I’ll be your lead, honey…” Even for a weapon of war like it, the moans of pleasure given off by her were the last straw.
“Understood. Beginning penetration at full power”
The woman for a minute swore she had seen its sensors gleaming menacingly, but its phallus practically sliding in her genitals as much as it was soaked made her forget everything except the enormous orgasm she was feeling in that instant. On that occasion Omega was the perfect sex partner: no room for roleplay, gentle caresses or sweet talk, it simply banged her similarly to a horse during mating season and that’s all she needed; straight to the point, rough and most importantly, with a big fat monster cock. It was wrapping her thighs with its metallic hands and it was shagging her back and forth so hard her backside constantly bumped into the robot’s steel coating, taking up all the space it could muster within her orifice. The robot’s penis wasn’t a mere dildo, it behaved like a member in every conceivable way, indulging the vaginal muscles’ spasms by moving on its own accord inside her without following fixed patterns. The care put on those details by its creator was meticulous to the point of being almost obsessive, but the only thing Rouge could think of was:
“Oh fuck, yes! Harder! Make me come like a little virgin girl! Wreck my cunt!” In spite of her usual composure obtained after numerous experiences in the field.
The robot didn’t answer, so deeply focused on fucking her it couldn’t really process anything else, with its mechanical joints endlessly squeaking with their distinctive noise. To do her doggy style was a hundred times more exhilarating than receiving a blowjob and it perturbed the machine as never before, intent on not letting her go as long as its engines will summon the necessary strength. Before then it could’ve never believed a meatbag’s internal organs could be so pleasant and nice to touch, and yet here it was stabbing her with a fervor tantamount to that of a vicious dog. The itself from few hours ago would have looked at it with contempt, but other hand the guy hadn’t tried getting sucked off by the most skillful pole smoker in the whole GUN base and most likely even beyond.
“Feel me up! I want your hands on my goddamn tits!” She ordered him during the removal of her chestplate, her boobs sticking out unbridled. 
The automaton promptly obeyed without uttering one of its usual approving lines for how psyched it was, trusting the guidance provided by her partner, and started moving its palms on Rouge’s breasts with her nipples pinched by its clawed fingers. The bat knew after such a squeeze she’d have woken up next morning with her knockers aching, but the knowledge of having a metal monster which in those moments could have snapped her in two like a toothpick without much chance of fighting back trying instead his damnedest to make her feel good with the same loyalty of a servant made her orgasm with a rapture she was certain not even enlightened saintesses had ever experienced something of this magnitude. In the meantime Omega, in the midst of its fondling, discovered the gem robber’s mammal size was much bigger than of an average Mobian, and although normally for an E-series model like it data of that type would have been entirely irrelevant, such revelation brought it subconsciously to push its pelvis with greater energy, a very welcomed side-effect, judging by the increase in the intensity of the treasure hunter’s moans. And so the two of them kept fornicating in that position, with the robot being careful to arrange its upper body so as to not squash her under its own weight, until the machine sensed the tingling reappear again.
“Rouge… The fluids will be sprayed inside you again…” It advised her, aware of how much she got mad when it came without any warning.
“Do it inside me! Cum till sperm pukes out of my mouth!” She yelled between one squeal and another, her too close to climax.
Yearning for her gratification, it grabbed her by the legs and lifted her up so that the bat woman’s back could lean against the automaton’s torso, with its last clangurous and creaking trusts impaling her more thoroughly to the point of reaching her cervix. Its boning was so vigorous Rouge was instinctively clenching her fists and flexing back her arms in absolute bliss, and her tongue stuck out covered in drool, while her brain was slowly abandoning her. When it finally came, the burglar almost foamed from her mouth whilst the synthetic sperm flooded her love tunnel enough to trickle down on the floor, smearing it. She felt her body giving out for the physical effort, but Omega kept holding her in order to not let her fall, helping her to stand on despite its ejaculation not being fully ceased with some spurts ending up on her and her getup. Under normal circumstances she’d have went ballistic, incapable of tolerating sperm stains especially without notice, but this time she would have let it slide since Omega had been so kind and thoughtful. And right then she was unable altogether of both talking and of doing any motion more complex than breathing, drained of all her energies on account of having fucked with a robotic goliath; for those perfectly understandable reasons she crashed on her bed in an attempt to regain some strength, not giving a damn about in what state she was. The automaton, however, simply retracted its metallic junk, the strange feeling vanished at the same speed it emerged, and returned to its usual self, to the extent possible, that is: it wasn’t created for what had just been committed, and it would have never let its prime directive neglected for a few moments of transient delight spent with (bleurgh) meatbags. What had gotten into it? And yet, observing Rouge laid down for the exhaustion made it feel… appeased? Yeah, something like that, it pondered, not too happy with the realization, and determined to have a word with that two-tailed two-bit inventor: it wanted some explanations and for the fox’s sake they’d have better been persuasive enough.

“Omega…?” Its teammate called it after a few minutes with a drawly voice to which it lazily turned, wondering if organics had after mating another one of their bizarre customs.
“Is something wrong?” 

“Lean down… Right now I’m kinda out of breath…” Having thought she was feeling sick, the robot indulged her, amazed for how carbon-based lifeforms kept appearing ever more frail.
“Rouge, if you need medical attention, to avoid further problems we should cover up the evidence fir-” But he couldn’t finish its sentence in time, for Rouge flabbergasted it by tenderly smacked him on yellow-painted head.
“Thanks a bunch, big boy” She whispered flirtatiously “I know you’re not used to this sort of thing, but for being your first time you were outstanding…”

“It has been… enjoyable for me too” The robot downplayed it to not look particularly flattered “But in my view, the joy found in destruction yet remains far superior” It feigned hoping she’d feel for its bluff. It’d have gone to Tails at the earliest opportunity, had that pesky bug fixed so that it could have kept maintaining the feature without losing its purpose of existence (to annihilate Eggman and his worthless consumers and all that), and Rouge could notwithstanding had her libido satiated in these emergency cases: everybody wins. Too bad the bat read it like an open book.

“Are you really sure about it?” She answered looking falsely heartbroken “Because the rest of the week’s still a long time, and the only one who can destroy my pussy properly it’s you, you know that?” She said, putting special emphasis on the verb. If Omega had cheeks, they’d have blushed with a red worthy of a blooming tomato.
“Am I seriously your only candidate?” It inquired, cognizant it was taking the bait.

“Even if there were others, do you really think I’d give up your massive cigar?” She admitted by glaring at her robotic friend’s lower parts of its undercarriage “With a little practice you could become a peerless sex machine… Just let a connoisseur like me coach you on the basis, and you won’t regret that” She concluded with a blink, congratulating herself in the meanwhile on how her charm had managed to make an impact.
“If that’s the case… glad to lend my assistance”
Then again, it was best to ascertain the entity of that bug before finding out with the fox kid… assuming Rouge might had let it once those five days ended.
