Grandeur Faex searched high and low for the instruction manual.

The robot had been the best gift he’d ever received. Linda, Grandeur’s fiancé, had gifted it in the hopes of satiating appetites that were sure to arise during her absence. After all, round-trip to the Jovian Embassy and back would take the better part of three-years and this would be an incredible length of time for even those men with ice-water in their veins. And Linda’s groom-to-be was no such man.
Grandeur Faex was goddamn lascivious.

Truth be told, this is part of what Linda liked best about her man. Whenever one of her womanly desires fermented – which was none too infrequently – Linda knew that she could rely on Grandeur’s formidable bedroom prowess. She never had to worry about if he’d had a bad day at the office or if he was stressed about stock market losses or if he was too tired from strenuous yard work. When the blood flowed into her loins, whether morning, noon, or night, Linda could tap Grandeur on the shoulder and he’d deliver. And then some. And then some more. 

And this was to take care of her needs, never mind Grandeur’s wealth of lusty longings.
Knowing that Grandeur wouldn’t see the end of three weeks before finding a hole in which to wet his dick, Linda had taken the liberty of purchasing a sexual surrogate. Linda’d been impressed by what she read in trade papers about the newly released robot sex drones, the assy automatons whose custom manufacturing guaranteed approval of the multi-orgasmic variety. In fact, Linda’d been so impressed by these favorable reviews that she thrust a significant portion of her savings so as to expedite shipping. 

So it was no more than a half an hour after Linda had left for her mission to Jupiter that Grandeur heard a knock at the door. Grandeur bolted towards the door, knocking over his tray table and the bowl of cereal that resting atop it, milk and oat-clusters exploding onto the carpet but not a care in the world being wasted on them. Linda’d told Grandeur all about the finer details of her purchase, and as such he couldn’t waste time worrying about a little spilt milk.
`Cause it was time to spill some semen.

“Hello there, big-boy. You must be Grandeur.”
Grandeur couldn’t believe his eyes. Standing on the other side of the threshold was the most amazing woman he’d ever seen. Imagine the most gorgeous broad you’ve ever seen, the exemplar of classic beauty and genuine sophistication and intangible charm to which you compare all other women. Now take that portrait of feminine splendor and throw a glass of wine at it, the very vintage you sip upon when conjuring up your kinkiest fantasies. Ravishing and magnetic and breathtaking and intoxicating.

And in this case, robotic.

“Well, uh, yeah I’m,” is all Grandeur could fumble upon before the lady was on top of his mouth with her own. She shut the door after pushing her way through it and grabbed Grandeur by the back of the head so as to give him a soul-kiss unlike any he’d ever experienced. In a matter of moments Grandeur was flat-backed on his sofa, his pants having been literally ripped from his body by the very seductress who now straddled him. 
There was no doubt about it – Linda knew what he liked.

of the advance she’d received for the mission to Jupiter into buying the   `Cause although she might’ve fucked with the frequency of a blow-snortin’ hare, she’d been raised with deep monogamous convictions. One dude at a time, and not in the, “Okay, now that you’ve sprayed on my belly, tell the next guy in line to come in” sort of way. 
