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Cynthia Brown woke with a strange restless energy. Her ripe milf body was still throbbing with the delicious aches from the previous day’s ‘session’ with Ronda. It was electric. She stayed in bed for a while, replaying the memory of the robot’s hands tugging her nipples and how Ronda’s hands had gently but incessantly rubbing her to a shattering climax. She grew hot between her legs, and were it not for her delicate sensibilities she would have not resisted the urge to... touch... herself down there.

As she got up to her dresser her mind was already thinking about wearing something new, something pretty, something that made her feel more than just a mother or a wife. She wanted to feel alive, desirable, a woman in full bloom.

After dropping the kids at school, she slipped into town, her heart thudding as she entered a small boutique she’d always passed. It had caught her eye with the sultry signage before, but it was a place she never dared to explore. Until now.

This time was her first. The racks were lined with delicate lace and soft silks, and her eyes landed on a floral bra teddy set, pale pink with intricate rose patterns, the cups sheer and scalloped, designed to lift and cradle her busty chest. It was feminine, sensual, a far cry from her practical wardrobe, and she bought it without hesitation, her mind thinking of what it meant even as the clerk thanked her with a friendly smile. 

At home, she stripped off her sundress and slid into the new bra set, the floral fabric hugging her curves, her long nipples faintly visible through the sheer mesh. She paired it with matching panties, the soft cotton brushing her hips, and stood before the mirror, marveling at the scandalous sight, her breasts lifted, her waist defined, finally awakening to her own allure.

“Oh Ronda,” she beckoned, settling onto the couch, her voice confident this time. “Please massage me.” Cynthia has become bolder, more assertive in her usage of Ronda’s services. She was sure she found a way to manipulate the machine to perform her on the surface innocent requests.

Ronda came over, same as usual. The robot’s demeanor gave no indication that these services were out of place. 

“I will assist with your physical relief,” Ronda said, stepping behind her. 

Cynthia’s pulse raced as Ronda’s reliable hands pressed into the floral bra, kneading the tops of her eager breasts with that familiar strength. This time, Ronda paused, sensing something new about her female owner. 

“This garment enhances your aesthetic appeal,” she said, her tone flat yet somehow warm. “The floral design complements your curves and accentuates your chest effectively.”

A flush creeped up Cynthia’s neck as Ronda’s compliment sank in. What a state to be praised by a machine for being sexy! And yet... she felt seen, beautiful, alive.

“Thank you,” she murmured, her voice trembling with a mix of pride and arousal as Ronda’s hands soon resumed, brushing her sensitive and immediately erect nipples through the sheer fabric. The touch was electric, a firm graze that sent a jolt of pleasure searing through her chest, her nipples hardening instantly against the delicate mesh. 

“Ohhhh” she couldn’t help but moan, her body tensing, a warm, pulsing rush flooding her breasts as Ronda’s fingers circled the stiff peaks, tugging lightly in the way she’d learned was to Cynthia’s liking.

“Yes Ronda. Ri-right there,” Cynthia gasped, her voice raw, her thighs twitching as the pleasure surged, her pussy tingling with a damp heat that soaked her new panties. 

Ronda’s hands worked with knowledge of her owner’s sweet spots gleaned from the previous times, first kneading her heavy mounds through the garment, then once she had gotten Cynthia’s nipples turgid and taut, progressing to pulling at the milf’s nipples out with slow, deliberate tugs that made Cynthia cry out again, the fabric rasping against the sensitive tips. 

“Your responses indicate satisfaction with this focus,” Ronda said, her fingers brushing and tugging in tandem, the pattern stretching as Cynthia’s big boobs bounced underneath with each movement. Her moans grew louder, filling the living room, her body twisting on the couch as the pleasure built, a sweet ache that radiated from her chest to her core.

It was amazing... indeed, Cynthia felt more alive than ever as the illicit play continued. Her skin prickling with sweat, her breasts heaving under Ronda’s relentless touch, the pretty bra a symbol of her reawakening. The robot’s hands pulled harder, plucking and pinching at the nipples through the mesh, and Cynthia’s hips rocked, her pussy dripping with need, the dampness spreading as her arousal dripped. 

“Your new garment is most pleasing on you Cynthia.” Ronda observes, even as her hands probed and teased with agonizing skill over the captive housewife.

“Oh Yesss... That’s the spot.” Cynthia whimpered in response, her voice breaking, the sensation overwhelming as Ronda’s compliments and touches merged into a heady rush. Her clit throbbed, her entire body alight, and she surrendered to it, her moans a testament to the woman she was becoming under Ronda’s oblivious, perfect hands. 

Overcome, she reclined back on the couch, her body a canvas of burgeoning desire as Ronda’s hands continued to roam around her begging breasts. The pale pink fabric of her new bra now clung to her skin, the sheer cups lifting her busty frame while leaving her long nipples faintly visible. 

By now, her new panties were soaked, and the soft cotton clung to her pussy as her arousal dripped, her thighs trembling with every touch. The living room air was thick with her moans.

Ronda’s eyes flickered, silent as she processed Cynthia’s gasps and shudders. 

“Your responses indicate you require sustained satisfaction,” she finally said, her voice a steady hum as her fingers brushed Cynthia’s nipples again, a firm graze that drew a sharp, trembling moan. “I will introduce variety to enhance your relief.” 

With that, Ronda’s hands shifted, adapting her technique with mechanical precision. She squeezed Cynthia’s big breasts through the bra, her palms pressing into the soft, pliant flesh with a gentle but firm grip. The pressure was new, a delicious contrast to the tugging, and her nipples throbbed against the floral mesh, the sensation radiating deep into her chest.

“Wha... what? Oh... Yes... yes... yes...” Cynthia was staggered, her voice raw and quaking. Her back arched as Ronda kneaded her breasts, her fingers digging in with a rhythmic squeeze that sent waves of pleasure coursing through her. 

The robot’s hands moved in tandem, one squeezing the full mound of her left breast, compressing it until her nipple pressed harder against the fabric, while the other tugged the protruding nipple with a slow, deliberate pull. The variety was intoxicating, a push and pull that kept her guessing. Her boobs continued to bounce under the assault, the bra stretching to accommodate Ronda’s firm grip, the floral pattern distorting as her curves yielded. Cynthia was lost to the enhanced program, already having the first of several mini-orgasms.

Ronda escalated, her learning protocol honing in on what actions bought out Cynthia’s loudest moans. She kneaded harder, her fingers sinking into the soft flesh, then released to brush her nipples up with a teasing graze before squeezing again.

This cycle drove Cynthia wild. “Oh my god Ronda~ fuck” she whimpered, the vulgarity slipping out once more as her arousal dripped down her thighs. 

The robot’s hands pulled without mercy at her nipples again, stretching them through the bra until they ached with a sweet, pulsing sting, then kneaded her breasts with a deep, rolling motion. How much more can she take of this? Cynthia cried out again and again in the empty house, her voice echoing through the room. Her skin prickled with sweat, her chest heaving, her new scandalous outfit a vivid frame for the spectacle of her pleasure.

“Your muscle tension and vocal patterns suggest this combination is effective,” Ronda observed, her fingers pinching a nipple hard, then squeezing the surrounding flesh with a firm, possessive grip. 

Cynthia’s body twisted, her legs splaying wide, her panties a sodden mess as the pleasure surged, her arousal a relentless tide that threatened to drown her. The squeezing added a fullness to the sensation, balancing the sharp tugs, and her nipples sang with every touch. The overreach was driving her toward the edge. 

“Don’t stop. Please.” she sobbed, her voice breaking, her big boobs jiggling as Ronda kneaded and pulled, the escalation pushing her higher, the robot’s hands turning her into a writhing moaning slave to her own desire.

Ronda’s sensors attuned to Cynthia’s escalating need. “Your responses indicate a heightened state of arousal,” she said as her fingers idly tugged at Cynthia’s swollen nipples. The fabric rasped against the sensitive peaks, drawing yet another a broken cry from Cynthia’s throat “The garment enhances your experience, but direct contact may optimize relief,” Ronda added, her hands pausing briefly, then moving with purpose to remove it.

Cynthia gasped at the intrusion into her body space, her mind too hazy to protest as Ronda’s fingers deftly slid the straps off her shoulders. With swift movements, the robot undressed her, peeling the damp fabric away to reveal Cynthia’s bare breasts, full and heavy, her nipples stiff and glistening with sweat, begging for more. 

“That’s... ah, no... alright...” Cynthia surrendered, her voice trembling as the cool air kissed her skin, her chest exposed and vulnerable. Ronda didn’t hesitate, her hands returning to knead the naked flesh, her palms squeezing with that possessive strength, bringing Cynthia’s back to an arch, her boobs bouncing freely now, unrestrained by the bra.

The sensation was overwhelming. Ronda’s cool, synthetic fingers sank directly onto her warm, pliant breasts, kneading them with a deep, rolling motion, sending pleasure surging through Cynthia’s increasingly needy body. 

She sobbed out loud now, her voice raw and unfiltered, her inhibitions gone as the robot’s hands squeezed harder, then brushed her nipples with a teasing graze before tugging them outright. The direct contact was a tender relief versus the tease of the fabric, yet sharp and electric, her nipples throbbing as Ronda pulled them, stretching the tender buds until they ached with
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