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Artificial Intelligence

Real stories with real characters are what makes the most exciting erotic reading, not padded word salad or A I. What kind of person wants to read an erotic story created by Artificial Intelligence...! Personally, I find it incomprehensible, yet there are now tens of thousands of A I created books being uploaded every single day and flooding the market. All my books are written and edited by myself, a real human being.
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I know he's always watching me, whenever I go out or doing something the garden. His wife died a few years ago and he must be in his sixties but dresses well and looks quite good for his age. We say hello but I've never actually had a conversation with him, until my car wouldn't start and he came out to ask if I needed any help. I don't know anything about cars and my husband is always away on business so it was pointless calling him, not that he'd care as he would just tell me to call the garage. 

We don't have sex any more and I'm sure he's gay or sleeping with someone else but as he was my only lover since getting married a couple of years ago, I'm too scared to ask for a divorce as it would break my parents hearts as they think the world of him.

So that's how I met the old man next door and now I'm completely obsessed. He told me my battery was dead and then drove me to the garage to buy a new battery and put it on. Then he invited me in for a cup of coffee and I ended up telling him all about my husband and well, one thing led to another and he seduced me in the kitchen. Now I've agreed to him training me and I can't wait for him to tell me what to do next.
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How it all began

––––––––
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I suppose I had better start at the beginning, my name is Jasmine and I'm nearly twenty one. Tall and slim with long dark hair and told I'm very attractive but my problem is, I have no self confidence. My father is from Singapore but I was born in London and have an English mother. I met my husband Simon while I was on work experience from University, he was staying at the hotel I was working at and basically, he asked me out and within a few months he asked me to marry him. He works for a computer software company and is always being sent to various countries and sometimes for weeks on end. The first year was great but I soon found out he wasn't into sex and even when we did make love, it was all over in a couple of minutes. 

We moved down to a nice little cottage in a village called Norwood Hill so he could be near Gatwick airport. However, since moving in some five months ago, he has only been home for about a month and that's mainly at weekends. He gives me a weekly allowance and said I don't need to work, but because I don't have any friends here, it's driving me crazy. The village is quite small and most of the people I come into contact with are quite old or married with children. 

I wanted to get a job but Simon said he preferred me to stay at home and last weekend we had another argument about it and he stormed off slamming the door. The following day he had to fly to Dubai and that's when my car wouldn't start and our next door neighbour Markus came out to ask if I needed any help. He quickly found the problem and said my battery had a dead cell and wasn't charging so I needed to buy a new one. 

Anyway, once it was all fixed, he invited me into his kitchen and we started talking. He told me that he'd lived in the village forever and his wife had died of cancer about three years ago. I then told him all about Simon and how he flies all over the world and he said he'd heard us arguing as he was in his back garden which was only a few metres from our back door. I told Markus it was because I wanted to get a job and that Simon was dead against it. 

"Sorry but I don't understand, you say your husband gives you an allowance, so why on earth do you want to get a job...?"
"Oh, it's not because I need extra money, it's because I'm so bored and have no friends."
"I see, so how old are you if you don't mind me asking...?"
"Twenty one next month, why...?"
"Just wondering, you look very attractive for your age and I can't for the life of me understand how he can leave you home alone for days on end...!"
"More like weeks on end, I hardly ever see him and even when he's home he's always on his bloody computer, sorry I didn't mean to swear."
"That's OK, but it sounds like you're not getting on that well, so why don't you divorce...?"
"I don't know, maybe because I don't want to upset my parents."
"But they are not living with him, you are...! Listen Jasmine, I've had quite a lot of experience with relationships and been married three times. Gail was my last wife and we were together for 25 years."
"Wow... that's like my mum and dad, but he doesn't want a divorce. So are you going to marry again then...?"
"I don't think so, Gail and I were very compatible and used to do everything together, I don't think I'll find anyone like her again."
"I wish Simon would be like that, I wonder sometimes if he's gay or seeing someone else...!"
"Really! I can't believe that, is he crazy? You mean he doesn't make love with you either...?"
"Look, I'm sorry but I really think I should be going."
"That's OK Jasmine, I understand but please feel free to pop round for a chat anytime, this is a very small village and can be quite frustrating if you don't know anyone."

I said OK and went off in my car to do a bit of shopping. On my return he was in his garden and gave me a friendly wave as I carried all the bags inside. A few minutes later he was knocking on my back door, so when I opened it he said,

"Look Jasmine, I'm so sorry if I embarrassed you earlier, I just want to apologise and shouldn't have said anything about your love life, I hope you can forgive me, here's a bottle of wine to cheer you up."
"Oh, it's OK and thank you for the wine, look, I don't like drinking alone so would you like to come in and we can share it...?"
"That would be wonderful," he said walking straight in and sitting down on a chair by our big round pine table.
"So how come you were married three times then...?"
"Maybe because I don't like living in a sexless marriage, it was always OK at the beginning but when they start wanting to do their own thing and we start arguing, for me it is the beginning of the end."
"So what about your last wife...?" I asked, opening the wine and pouring out two glasses.
"Gail was a wonderful woman, loved sex and we used to attend fetish clubs and you know..."
"Sorry, I don't understand, I've never been to a fetish club before."
"Oh I see, yes sorry, you're still very young and still married. Well, Gail and I loved sex and basically we were into everything, playing with other couples in the clubs, dogging and we even joined some adult websites to
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