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About This Book

I treat my husband Stephen for his birthday by buying him a sex-robot, but it’s so lifelike that it winds up replacing me!  But the Bimbo-Bot knows me better than I know myself, and she encourages Stephen to involve me, treating me nasty as I turn cuckquean to help her please him with every part of herself.
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“Your mouth on my ass.  Now.”

“You better do what she says, honey,” Stephen grinned.

Donna’s nostrils flared and there was a strictness now to her blonde beauty.  The casual onlooker could be forgiven for thinking that the Bimbo-Bot would live up to her giggly playgirl moniker.  She had a farmgirl-next-door look to her that made her approachable, but she had many personalities.  I guessed this new schtick was just for me.  Donna knew how to play me.

I moved forwards quickly as though I’d just been called to the front of the class by the teacher.  I’d never eaten ass before, but Donna’s was different.  It was clean and unused, unless Stephen had been trying a different kind of sex with her.

I brushed my hair behind my ear and looked to Stephen.  He was watching me now and waiting for me to commit to sin with him.

“That’s it, Jen,” he hushed.

I stuck my tongue out and moved it to Donna.  When my muscle connected with hers, she gave me the most reassuring groan of approval that I’d ever heard.

“That’s it, you naughty slut.  Eat my fucking ass while your hubby fucks my throat.”

Her words made my pussy tingle with delight, but I felt like I couldn’t touch it without her permission.  Instead, I did the one thing I knew I had permission for, and I pressed my tongue further inside her tight hole, listening to her groan on Stephen’s hard dick.

“When she hums like that it’s so good on my cock,” Stephen said, and I eyed at him over the top of Donna’s big, round ass.

I watched as she pleased him, and I pleased her.  I had no idea if the pleasure she was exhibiting was real, but she was sure fooling me if it wasn’t.  Every little lick was met with a whimper of glee, to the extent that I was actively trying to get more cries of pleasure from her.

I made a point with my tongue and waggled it through her loosening knot, noting how realistically her asshole started to surrender to the probing.

Stephen was jerking his cock over Donna and her eyes were closed.  She was moaning just for me now.

“Press her face in my ass,” she said to Stephen.

He moved around the bed, his hard cock swaying on his hips.  He looked so fucking turned on, but it wasn’t for me.

He put his hand on the back of my head and pressed me into her.  Her ass-cheeks smothered my face and I found it hard to breathe.  Nonetheless my tongue stayed stuck out from my lips, swirling over the puckered muscle.

Donna started to rub her pussy.  She patted it and then moved herself away from my face.  I let out a gasp as I sucked the oxygen into my lungs.

“There’s a good slut,” Donna said, and she turned over to show me her pussy.

She rubbed at her clit and watched my wowing face.  I couldn’t believe how wet she was.  Excitement like that seemed strictly a human response, but Donna’s Bimbo-Bot technology clearly had it mastered.

“Come and eat,” said Donna, and she patted her pussy where she wanted my face.
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I thought I was doing the nicest thing for my husband Stephen when I bought him a bespoke sex-doll from Japan, but the thing is so lifelike that I’m now playing second-fiddle to it!

My hubby couldn’t wait to try it out when I first presented it to him.  I played the doting wife, of course, and left him to it for a couple of hours.  He emerged a different man.

I don’t know if you’ve done any research yourself, but sex dolls have come a long way in my time.  When I was younger, they used to be a comically inflatable affair, with gasping open-mouthed expressions and slapped on make-up.

Now though, you wouldn’t believe it!  I was able to tailor my doll perfectly to match my husband’s needs.  I knew his type, and it wasn’t exactly me anymore now that I was in my late forties.

When I made the application, I’d selected a blonde-haired, big-breasted, western woman, and the company, Bimbo-Bot, had absolutely delivered.

Opening the box for the first time was a startling affair.  I thought they’d shipped me a real-life human and it had taken me some time to grow accustomed to just how real the doll looked.  She was naked too, and her curves made me envious.

My husband had named her Donna.  He’d said the name just perfectly matched her features.  Donna had even been impressed with the name too.

Shit, that was something I haven’t told you!  These things talk!  And it’s so darn realistic.  According to Bimbo-Bot they’re imbued with a responsive and reactive artificial intelligence system, to the point where it feels just like a conversation with a human.

So, as you can imagine, my husband went to town on this thing.  He’d get home from work every day and barely even say hello before he was ripping his tie off and heading upstairs to switch Donna on.

I’d hear the most raucous noises coming from above, with Donna and Stephen tearing the house down with screams of intense passion.  I’d never heard him make noises like it.

The whole time I’d sit downstairs, getting wetter and wetter by the second at the thought of Stephen enjoying Donna.  I didn’t have the courage to ask if I could watch.

As the weeks passed Stephen spent more time with Donna.  After they had sex, I’d hear voices of conversation coming from upstairs, and it quickly felt like things had gone too far.  I had to suggest something.

Stephen came home again that day, saying hello and kicking his shoes off quickly.  Before he’d had chance to escape upstairs, I stopped him in the hall.

“We need to talk,” I told him.

“We do,” he added, and he was smiling.  “I have a proposition for you.”

I was immediately intrigued by it and the thought of confronting him took a back seat.  Stephen led me through into the lounge and sat me on the couch.

“What is it?” I asked, matching his smirk.

“Donna and I have been talking,” he began.

The smile wavered on my lips, but I tried to hold it there.  He used to talk to me.

“She thinks it would be a good idea for you to join us upstairs.”

“Join you?”

“Yes,” Stephen said.  “She thinks you’d like to watch.”

“How does she know?”

Stephen’s smile broadened.  “So, it’s true?”

“I ...”

Stephen leaned forwards and rubbed my thigh.  “It’s okay.  It’s perfectly natural.  Donna said that some women like that kind of thing, and from what she’s processed from your behavior, you might be one of them.”

“How would she know?”

“She’s smarter than anything!” Stephen said.  “It’s not just sex, she’s helped me with my taxes too!”

“Will she be cooking soon?”

Stephen laughed.  “She’ll never replace you, Jen.  I love you; I don’t love Donna.  She’s a toy.”

I found myself melting at his words.  The idea of joining the two of them had quickly become a fantasy of mine.

“Are you coming?” Stephen asked, and he put a hand out.

I took it.  “Show me how you use her.”

Stephen led me upstairs to the bedroom.  On the way he stopped in the hallway closet and opened it.

Donna stood inside, dressed in naughty lingerie that kept her perfect tits exposed on her chest.  Her huge breasts were milky, and her nipples were a beautiful shade of soft pink.  I was trying to decide whether being attracted to a female Bimbo-Bot made me a lesbian or something else.

“You dressed her in that?” I asked.

“She picked it herself,” said Stephen.  “I thought I’d treat her.”

That was hard to hear.  When I was in the house alone, I stayed away from the closet for fear that I’d react to Donna in a way Stephen wouldn’t like.  Now I realized the reason I kept away was because I’d probably have turned her on myself and started using her.

“Show me,” I said to Stephen, and he reached behind her head and flicked a tiny switch in her hair.

Her eyes came into focus, and she looked straight at me.

“Ah, Jennifer,” she said warmly.  “I’ve been waiting to meet you.”

“I was thinking we could show Jen what we get up to,” said Stephen, smiling to Donna and looking to me.

“That would be a treat for us all, wouldn’t it?” Donna said.

She stepped out of the closet, and I found myself on edge immediately.  My stomach was churning, and the adrenaline was making me slightly queasy.  I couldn’t believe I’d invited something like this into my home.

“No need to worry, Jennifer,” said the Bimbo-Bot, and she took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom.

The touch of her soft skin was surreal.  It was hard to imagine that she was a robot at all.  Her hands had the warmth and intimacy of a real person’s.

I looked back to my husband who followed us, staring at Donna’s ass as it bounced magically in her black, frilly lingerie.  She was dressed like French maid, only without the parts to hide her modesty.  Her panties were split and opening, revealing the curving cleavage of her ass and her shaven pussy at her front.

Donna walked into the bedroom and left me standing by the door.  She moved onto the bed and posed on all-fours, arching her back and presenting herself to both of us.

“She’s raring to go,” I said to Stephen.

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”

Donna gave him a sultry gaze, then she looked at me.  “Better than yours, isn’t it?”

The comment twisted in me like a knife, but I couldn’t deny the thrill of it.  Having our house Bimbo-Bot abuse me like that was a wonderous experience, and something I’d never had before.

“Donna!” Stephen cried.  “Apologize.”

Donna didn’t.  She just looked at me and waited.

“It’s okay,” I said to Stephen.  “She knows me better than I know myself.”

Stephen’s face was a picture of confusion.

“Ever heard of a cuckquean, Stephen?” asked Donna.

He shook his head.

“It’s a woman who enjoys watching her partner have sex with another woman.  Usually a more
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