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Welcome!

To start off, this was a commissioned project, so please keep that in mind as you start reading. Someone had a fantasy in mind, so they reached out to me to get see what we could create together.

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing female domination and gynarchy erotica since 2018. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!

Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I currently charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.

I’m happy to include specific descriptions and any plot points you desire. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl! If you can dream it, I can write it!

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to

ARitter664@gmail.com .

I look forward to hearing from you!




Impulse Control

"Hello, Miss Wendy. Welcome home," Jacqueline said as she opened the door and motioned for Wendy to come inside.

As far as Wendy was concerned, this place couldn't quite count as "home". First, she had only lived here for about six months during her last year of high school. Second, the expansive compound seemed way, way too big. Her parents, Jack and Ellen, didn't have much sense of proportion. Wendy's father worked as a hedge fund manager, literally buying and selling massive positions in different companies. On a day-to-day basis, he might handle a hundred million dollars of transactions or more. Considering he used other people's money and took a cut of every transaction, Jack had done extraordinarily well for himself. At the same time, her mother worked as a lawyer for one of California's most powerful technology firms. Just as importantly, she had been there from the early days, meaning her initial stock grants had been valued in pennies. After just ten years, each share was worth more than three thousand dollars...It added up fast. All of their hard work, skill, and luck combined to give them a place like this.

Her parents' property didn't even have a number; the post office recognized it as the Blue Palace. Once Wendy first drove up, she made her way through the private forests, along with the gorgeously manicured golf course, over the private river, and finally to the "driveway". Even then, it took her a few minutes of rolling along before she came to the front of the house.

But now she walked through the atrium, and she followed Jacqueline, one of her parents' debt slaves.

"Are my parents home?"

"They are," Jacqueline said.

Before Wendy had been able to drive onto the property, she had been greeted by one of the guards. He recognized her, of course. Still, he asked her why she was there, which was perfectly reasonable. Still, she had been seated in her sedan, and she pressed her lips together into a nervous pout. Why was she there? What exactly did she hope to accomplish here? The answers were simple and straightforward, but she still had a difficult time facing the truth.

In fact, her fingers had tightened around her steering wheel as she glanced up at the amiable garden. He was smiling down at her, bright and welcoming even though he was probably a veteran with the kinds of skills needed to put down an intruder in less than five seconds.

Moment by moment, Wendy lost track of the opulent surroundings. She didn't consider the original paintings on the walls, the imported marble floors, the handcrafted chandeliers, or pieces of furniture gifted by celebrities and powerbrokers. As far as Wendy was concerned, this house felt more like a museum.

But Jacqueline guided her down the curving corridor, past the various doors, and into one of the smaller tea rooms (yes, there were three). This area was a lot more intimate, Wendy could silently acknowledge. Then again, she was their daughter, so they didn't need to worry about impressing her.

When she saw her mom and dad, Wendy didn't know if she should feel relieved or scared. Then again, that was the difficulty in terms of asking for a favor. Her parents were there for her; they loved her. At the same time, they wielded both wealth and power, which meant they had to deal with lots and lots of requests. Just as importantly, Wendy had once believed she would be able to go out into the world, accomplish whatever she needed to do, and build her own life without relying on them. Sure, they had paid for her college education, but she had still worked hard, earned solid grades, scored well on her standardized tests, and gotten along without any extraneous donations or phone calls for her parents (as far as she knew). After she graduated, she found a job, and she started to build her life...with Daniel.

As she walked into the tea room, there was this moment where her parents were both focused on their screens. Her mother had her cell phone in hand as she texted with a friend or played a game. Maybe she was writing an email since she still did some consulting work for her old company. Her father had his tablet out, and he was staring down at streaming numbers. They were probably stock positions, but maybe they were bond or currency quotes. He preferred equities, but he always had a soft spot for the debt markets.

In the last moment before they glanced up, Wendy peeked down at her engagement ring. By her parents' standards, it wasn't terribly impressive. It was a purple sapphire carved into the shape of a heart with a white gold band. Still, she loved it. Daniel had chosen each detail carefully: purple because it was her favorite color and the heart because he insisted it should represent their love. Even if it sounded corny or childish, he didn't care. Besides, they didn't want to be some stilted couple who couldn't have any fun.

"Hi," she said with a nervous wave of her hand.

Her mother walked over to her and wrapped her arms around Wendy. They hugged for a moment. A few seconds later, her dad came over as well, and he did the same. "It's so good to see you," he told her.

"But you really should try to visit more," Ellen said.

"I know, I know," she replied quickly. When she heard their voices, there it was again, that flutter of nervous energy.

She sat down with them, and she held her legs together. Her back stayed straight, and she had her palms pressed to her knees. In her favorite dark blue dress with her black tights, she should have been able to relax, at least a little bit. And yet, she couldn't stop thinking about why she was there.

Her parents glanced back and forth at one another. Clearly, Jack and Ellen understood that something else was going on.

"I'm here to ask for a favor," Wendy said.

Both of her parents stiffened right away. "What is it? What's wrong?" Jack asked right away.

"Give her a chance to talk," Ellen said.

Her father pressed his lips together but nodded reluctantly.

Wendy breathed out, "It's Daniel."

"What did he do?"

"Jack," Ellen admonished him.

"No, Mom, it's okay. He's right."

"If he did anything to hurt you, I will kick his ass," Jack promised.

Wendy smiled at that. Her father was many things: mathematically brilliant, financially ruthless, systematic, and incredibly discerning. That said, she couldn't think of him as a fighter. If anything, he could send off a couple of payments to get whatever he needed.

"It's nothing like that," Wendy replied. At the same time, she had to wonder. She was there to make a request and ask for a favor, yet the flash of anger still pulsed through her body. How could Daniel mess up like this? They were engaged! Even now, she fiddled with her ring, gently turning it to the left or right as she waited for the correct words to appear inside of her head. But that wasn't going to happen, so she suppressed her own anger and blurted out the truth, "Daniel messed up. He went online, he went down the wrong rabbit hole, and he ended up investing in a couple of different crypto currencies. I don't know the exact details. Honestly, I don't want to know."

"What does all of that mean?" Ellen asked. She preferred to focus on questions of intellectual property and copyright rather than the twisted logic of the financial industry.

Her father figured it out a lot faster, "How much does he owe?" His perfunctory, businesslike tone almost made it worse.

Damn it. Wendy's eyes watered. She couldn't help it. That happened sometimes when she got angry. Jagged sparks of frustration could flash through her body, immediately making her eyes water. It wasn't right; it wasn't fair, especially in situations where she needed to appear neutral and professional. At the same time, she resented the fact that she had to be in this position at all. She loved her fiancé. Daniel was a sweet guy; he paid attention to her and treated her well. Just as importantly, he never meant to fuck up like this.

"Five," Wendy uttered the syllable with her head bowed down as though she had been the one to make this mistake.

"Five? Five what?" Ellen asked.

Jack reached over and touched his hand to her thigh. "Five million. Am I right?"

"You are. Apparently, he started playing around with some derivatives that he didn't really understand. Considering they were tied to fraudulent crypto currencies, he lost a lot. He lost way more than he expected."

Her father understood the financial implications. And now that her mother had caught up, she narrowed her eyes, "Who owns the debt contract and have they taken possession?"

"QuadStar Industries," Wendy said. "They're moving fast. He...he's turning himself in now."

"I see…" Jack said.

Wendy honestly didn't know how her parents felt about that slavery. Yes, they had purchased a couple of different contracts, hence Jacqueline's presence and service at the family home. At the same time, her parents were wealthy, so they could afford to be generous, as owners. Unlike the megacorporations, they didn't need to squeeze every penny of value out of their slaves.

Slaves…The word was supposed to be a strange abstraction for people who couldn't handle the responsibilities of life. At first, it just started with reforms for student debt laws, only then the bankruptcy courts got involved, and a fiscally conservative Congress eventually decided that people needed to be held responsible for their decisions. This meant that if someone took on unsustainable levels of debt, they had to pay them back one way or another. Since they obviously cannot be trusted, these individuals needed to be contractually obligated to serve, work, and obey. At first, it wasn't called slavery. And yet, it was so easy for everyone else in society to turn away from those who had screwed up. Most of American culture had done this for the fun house population for decades. Considering that this helped clean up the streets, so many people let it happen. Maybe there were a few protests here or there, but who cared about those bleeding hearts?

Only now, her fiancé would be owned.

"You know I'm here," Wendy said.

"You want us to buy his debt contract," Ellen said.

"Mom, Dad, I know this isn't why you wanted to see me today. I'm sorry. I'm sorry he messed up." Her eyes stayed stubbornly wet, but she fought back those tears as she pushed the words out.

"Do you love him?" Jack asked.

"Yes!" She didn't raise her voice, yet she pumped as much vehemence and certainty as she could into the single syllable. Despite the anger that had soaked into every memory of her fiancé, she wanted to see him again. She wanted to hold his hand, to feel him tickle her when they watched TV, to see his smile, to run her fingers through his hair and to kiss him. "I love him. I love him so much. Please, I don't want to lose him…"

Over the next four or five seconds, Jack and Ellen glanced back and forth at one another. Their eyes met, and they remained silent. At the same time, Wendy understood exactly what was happening. The same thing had transpired over the course of her childhood. Maybe Wendy or one of her siblings would mess up, but their parents wouldn't actually step aside to discuss it. Instead, they would just look at one another, and they seemed to have this incredible connection, like they could figure out in the quiet what to do, and they didn't even have to utter a single word.

"We aren't going to free him," Jack stated emphatically.

Wendy blinked quickly. Fear stepped into her chest.

"We won't have his debt contract annulled," Ellen told her.

Wendy's chest contracted. Did that mean she was never going to see her fiancé again? Daniel. His name pulsed between her ears, but she couldn't bring herself to talk. Instantly, she flashed to all the memories they wouldn't get to have together: the intimacy, the cuddles, the pettings, tired nights at the end of satisfying days, vacations and adventures...all just gone because Daniel hadn't understood the numbers trailing across his laptop.

"But we will buy his contract, and we will give it to you," Jack said.

Wendy blinked. "What?"

"Sweetie, you're going to own your husband," Ellen said with a beneficent smile.

"Wake up, Debt Server 8817921," came the synthesized voice.

Inside of his capsule, Daniel opened his eyes. Right away, the pain stepped into his skull. He couldn't help it. Yes, the government mandated certain requirements for debt slaves. The politicians made simple, generalized claims about how these people were treated. Senator Franklin from Mississippi once said on CNN, "Debt service is powerfully regulated. These individuals may not have been able to do well on their own, but they are limited in terms of the hours they work, they get medical care, and all of their basic needs are met. Frankly, I think it's unfair to call this slavery at all." Technically, all of those points were true. There were regulators (mostly former lobbyists from the debt service industry), doctors (one per fifty thousand debt slaves), and the hours were regulated (slaves were only permitted to work twenty hours per twenty-four hour period with no days off). The average citizen didn't bother looking into those claims. Why bother? Again, it was so easy to blame those who fell into the debt service industry. If they had really valued their freedom, then they wouldn't have messed up.

Opponents to the debt service industry pointed out how most of the slaves had been tricked into it in one way or another. Individuals had been conned into contracts they didn't really understand (how many people actually read the terms of services on all of their apps?) or had been involved in accidents beyond their control. Medical debts, in particular, had led to a huge uptick in the number of debt service slaves all across the country.

But those were problems for a small minority of the population. Most people had to worry about their own paychecks. Besides, they were exhausted. After working on their feet all day or the draining frustration of staring at a screen, they all needed to get home and stream some TV.

At this point, Daniel had no idea how long he had been asleep. Was it his full three hours? His head buzzed, his mouth was dry, and he didn't know when he'd get another water ration. He crawled out of his capsule, and he stared down along the row. There weren't any other slaves with him. They were all asleep in their own capsules.

"Follow the red light," came the automated voice. He followed along, practically stumbling. He didn't really understand what was happening, but he couldn't bring himself to care either.

How long had he been here? One week? Two?

Initially, he had figured it would be easy to keep track. He thought of those old prison movies where the inmates would scratch lines into the walls. Since his cubicle was half of a tube made of plastic, and he didn't have any tools (almost anything could be a weapon, so his owners didn't allow him to keep any personal possessions beyond the coarse, white "off-time" suit he wore when he slept), Daniel couldn't carve anything into his small sleep cell. Besides, since he didn't get enough time to eat or sleep as it was, he wasn't going to waste his time. He couldn't.

Exhaustion was a very easy way to ensure compliance from the slaves. They couldn't really talk to one another; they didn't have the energy or strength.

As he made his way down the hallway, Daniel should have been able to figure out that today was going to be different. But frankly, he didn't care. Like the other slaves, he was drained. He didn't have anything left. Simultaneously, he knew that QuadStar's managers would have an infinite supply of work for them to complete. These slaves might be required to dig ditches, pull weeds, pick fruit, or handle some other mundane task. A few debt slaves might be extremely lucky; with their esoteric skills, they might've been allowed to work at a computer. Even that meant a different kind of hell since they maintained the same hours...

The red light guided him to the left, then the right. The door opened in front of him, and it unlocked automatically. He walked through, knowing full well that the chip implanted in his right bicep allowed the facility's AI to track his movements and health status. Granted, there were some other effects as well. He tried not to think about how the chip could unleash a burst of electricity. He had only felt it once, on the lowest setting, purely as a demonstration during his "orientation". Still, he had never experienced anything like that before. Earlier in his life, he may have been shocked at one point or another. Usually, it was just a temporary jolt of static electricity. But at that moment, it felt like a rush of pain coming from every angle, all at once. His brain had been able to process the swift stab...and it had been on the lowest setting. QuadStar's debt slaves seldom misbehaved. In their brochures and public outreach programs, they used this as proof that they provided a beneficial service to society.

As he stepped through the door, he didn't know what he expected to see, but it wasn't this.

When he saw her again, there wasn't a flash of recognition for one, two, three full seconds. Yes, he saw the shine of her hair, the shape of her face, the color of her eyes, and that concerned pout on her face.

"Wendy?"

His fiancée didn't wait; she jumped up onto her feet, and she rushed around the table. She threw her arms around him, squeezing him. She held him tight, her arms locked around his waist. She closed her eyes and buried her face against his shoulder. "Daniel! I missed you. I missed you so much!"

"How, how are you here?" Daniel asked. "I haven't earned any visitation privileges." Yes, friends and family could technically visit the debt slaves (this was another wonderful perk provided by their kind owners), but they needed to have five thousand hours of service without any demerits first.

"I talked to my parents, and we bought your contract," she said.

He stared at her, uncomprehending.

When she drove him home, he sat in the passenger seat. As a debt slave, he wasn't allowed the privilege of a driver’s license, not without special dispensation from his owner: Wendy.

For his part, he sat in the passenger seat and stared out the window for the first few seconds. He was still wearing the white jumpsuit, but he could go home. He could take a shower. What then?

Obviously, he had been fired from his job. His credit score was completely annihilated, so he wouldn't be able to get another position. Hiring managers often made the argument that the credit score was probably one of the most useful metrics to use when it came to employment opportunities. If an individual couldn't handle a simple budget at home, how could they possibly be trusted with any kind of meaningful responsibility in an office or at a worksite? Again, most of the general public went along with this logic. It helped that those same hiring managers worked for large corporations, and each of those companies poured billions into public relations. Once upon a time, that would have meant public-service announcements or crass commercials. By this point, they used AI generated content to fill public forums, social media, and video sharing sites. While most individuals wielded squirt guns, the companies employed fire hoses of information (some of it accurate, some of it not) to sway public opinion.

He stopped thinking about his career prospects. After all, he was just a human. They were on the road. His eyelids drooped, and he fell asleep.

As a graduation present, Wendy's parents had bought her a small house. At the time, she had argued with them, but it was cute and matched her style. More to the point, her father had looked at her and said, "This is a gift. It comes with no strings attached. You can walk away from it if you like. You can sell it. Technically, you could burn it down, although I wouldn't tell the insurance company." He had smiled at her. Obviously, he had been proud of her, so incredibly proud, and they wanted to help her. Besides, her first job didn't pay especially well. Not having to worry about a rental rate mortgage would give her a huge advantage. No, she couldn't walk away from something like that.

But now she pulled up into the narrow driveway, and she glanced back at her fiancé. "Daniel…"

His eyes opened. He glanced around. She saw the look of panic on his face.

Her lips hardened, and she wanted to ask him what had happened. What was it like in there? Before he had turned himself in for processing, Wendy had gone online and searched for testimonials about what debt service was like. Ultimately, she didn't find much. Sure, there were plenty of memoirs, but she suspected they had been written by the corporations themselves, either through ghost writers or via AI software. In any case, it didn't tell her what she needed to know.

"I'm fine," he said, shaking his head. That obviously wasn't true. His head was pounding, and he glanced over at Wendy. Her look of concern made him smile back at her, especially because he didn't want to worry her.

"If you want, you can just go straight to bed and fall asleep."

"Not yet," he said. He turned back to her. Neither of them had gotten out of the car, but he leaned forward, and he grabbed her hand. He squeezed tight. "Thank you. Thank you so much."

"I love you," she said. "I don't want to be away from you."

"I love you too," he said.

"Besides, owning you is going to be fun," she said with a little chuckle.

He didn't laugh.

"Sorry," she said. "Lame joke." Then again, she couldn't quite help herself. Maybe it was the frustration and anger from before. When he had first confessed about his "investments," Wendy hadn't known what to do or say. But then, little by little, the different implications started to sink in. Five million. Default. Debt service...She loved him, but she had never been so angry at anyone in her entire life either. In some ways, it would have been easier if he had cheated on her or something. At least then, she could have raged. The are so many different songs, shows, and movies about women dealing with infidelity. But financial incompetence? That was completely new to her.

Another hint of that frustration leaked out, "But hey, I'm going to be a lucky wife, don't you think? I can sell my husband." She smiled at him. Then she leaned forward and kissed him. He kissed her back, and there was something so incredible about the feel of his lips against hers.

Ownership.

She let that word pop into her head. She wasn't going to say it again. It probably bothered him. She knew it would have bothered her. Only then something else compelled her. Normally, sex wasn't one of her main priorities, but she always savored the intimacy of getting close to him. Besides, there had been those random moments throughout the relationship when he sparked her libido. And now, her hand slid out, and she reached between his legs. Sure enough, she could feel his erection. Her fingers wrapped around the silhouette of his shaft as she started to touch him.

"Should I take you up to the bedroom?"

"Is that in order?" He flashed a meek smile.

Damn. Fresh excitement pulsed through her body! She didn't know exactly how to explain it. Actually, she came up with one rationalization: it had been weeks since he had turned himself in. Of course, she was going to be thirsty for time with her fiancé!

They got out of the car, and she grabbed him by his wrist. She had never done that before, it felt right. Besides, he had looked so tired when he first saw her. Maybe he would need help?

She tugged, guiding him through the front door, down the hall, and straight into their bedroom. Once there, she peeled off his shirt, and he yanked off his pants. She lifted her skirt and peeled away her tights, she dropped her panties, but she left her dress on. She didn't know why. Maybe it was just a question of time. She didn't feel like fussing with the zipper down along the length of her back.

It didn't matter.

He stared at her for a second. "I just want to memorize every detail of this moment," he said romantically.

At some other place or time, those words would have been perfect. But in that instant, she could feel the damp heat between her legs, her nipples had stiffened, and her skin glowed with warmth. She needed him.

Maybe it was his exhaustion. Even if his member had stiffened and his body had responded, she could see the weakness permeating his body. She pushed him down, and he closed his eyes. She pinned him, her legs spread, her knees pushed against his flanks. She grabbed his wrists and pinned them. Technically, Daniel was bigger than her. He was strong enough to grab her and pick her up. And yet, she had her palms pushed down against his wrists. She kissed him hard, her lips dancing and teasing along his mouth. Their tongues flirted with one another with quick little movements, sending those jolts of delicious sensation racing through their bodies.

For just a moment, she wanted to demand more. The words were right there. She could have insisted that he go down on her. She could have rolled onto her back, lifted her hands over her head, and spread her legs. He had done it before, of course. Granted, he had never been all that good at it. Enthusiasm couldn't make up for a lack of skill, she sometimes reflected. Or maybe it was something else, like he didn't want to learn, although she tried not to make that assumption.

"Are you ready?" Wendy asked, suppressing her own fantasies.

"Yes, please," he said.

She looked down at her naked fiancé. She smiled at him, and then another alien thought formed inside of her head: I own him. Questions of possession entered into almost every relationship. Even the old Valentine's Day candies came with the request, Be mine. But for Wendy, it was literal. Legally, she owned of this man. He was her slave!

She grabbed his cock, gently positioned herself over him, and then she took him. She lowered herself down, savoring the way the walls of her opening enveloped his shaft. She imprisoned him, trapping him between her legs. At the same time, she threw her head back. She could feel the smooth contours of her dress along her shoulders and down the length of her body. At the same time, she reveled in his nudity, as though he had been stripped and spread out for her pleasure. She rode him, gliding up and down. At this point, she didn't say anything. Even as they both groaned and moaned, the sounds of their satisfaction vibrating along the air and bouncing against the walls.

She started to ride him harder and faster. She moved up and down, embracing the rush of pleasure.

She felt something click, a small rush of pleasure. The burst of satisfaction ran through her, but it probably could have been more intense. At the same time, she could feel his own orgasm, so she knew she had to wrap this up. She cried out one more time, panting before she pulled away. He was spent.

She took a little bit of time to get cleaned up, and then she came back to the bed. At this point, she was going to ask him to unzip her, but he was spread out, on his back, his eyes shut, the slow, rhythmic breathing make it abundantly clear that he had fallen asleep.

Wendy told herself that she didn't mind as she climbed up onto the mattress and lowered herself down. She rested her head on his shoulder and smiled as she started to think about their wedding.

Two months later, they had their wedding.

Over the course of that time, the relationship achieved a new kind of "normal". Before he turned himself in, Daniel had maintained his own apartment. It was a small studio off in the city. They had spent a few nights there, but her place was obviously more comfortable. Now that he was a debt slave, he had been forced to give up his place (what kind of landlord would want to rent to someone who obviously couldn't be trusted to pay their bills on time?). As such, he moved in with her.

He applied for several jobs, but they all turned him down.

In the meantime, Daniel had told his fiancée, "I'm not going to be a slug. Okay? I'm going to help you around the house. I’ll do whatever it takes. I want to make myself useful even if it takes me a while to get a new job."

She had smiled at him, grateful that he saw this problem ahead of time and decided to work on it himself. Sure enough, he cooked and cleaned. Her home had never felt this spotless or pristine before. Better yet, she didn't have to worry about the laundry, changing the sheets, or any of those details. Maybe there had been a couple of small things. He definitely spent more time on the couch, but he ran out of chores. Actually, it made sense. There were only so many tasks for him to complete.

Aside from a little bit of friction here or there, she mostly enjoyed it, especially because there was that vibrant little truth at the back of her mind: I own him. She tried not to tease him about it, and she mostly succeeded.

There were a couple of disagreements when it came to their wedding, but each time he tried to voice an opinion she didn't like, she could just grin, giggle, and say, "Then it's a good thing you don't get a vote." Granted, she could have been referring to her status as his owner, but Daniel usually assumed she meant that she was the bride, so she could get whatever she wanted. Besides, her father was paying for everything, so could he really object or argue?

She was a woman, she had probably been thinking about her wedding since she was a little girl, which meant he really didn't want to interfere.

On the day of their wedding, she slipped into her dress. She met up with her friends, and they did her makeup. The photographer buzzed around, taking pictures at the community center they had rented. There were dozens of people milling about, chatting, laughing and joking. Soon, the wedding planner called out that it was time to get everyone into position. They sat down in rows of uncomfortable, plastic chairs. The music started, and Wendy headed out.

She enjoyed those gasps. She looked amazing, she knew. She felt so beautiful. She had been exercising and lost a little bit of weight for her wedding day. She loved the way the corset fit around her chest. Simultaneously, the white fabric looked so amazing even as she strode forward, holding on tight to her bouquet.

When she saw Daniel standing there in his suit, she knew she had made the right decision. Yes, he had messed up, but that was life, wasn't it? Besides, she owned him now, so he wouldn't make that mistake again. At this point, he couldn't vote, drive, own property, or travel without her permission. All of those little amazing details gave her the kind of security most girlfriends, fiancés, and wives would have envied. She didn't need to worry about her husband sneaking off in the middle of the night for some tryst; strictly speaking, he couldn't even leave the house without her permission! He still had his debt service chip implanted in his bicep, of course. Although it was no longer connected to the QuadStar system, police officers and government officials would be able to track it.

But as she walked down the aisle, Wendy didn't think about any of that. Instead, she just floated forward. For his part, he marveled at how he was so incredibly lucky. He had this beautiful girl, and he was married to her. Maybe he tried not to think about work or having a profession.

In high school and college, he had thought hard work would be enough. Then, after he started working in the corporate world, Daniel had heard about the different options in crypto space. His rent had been going up, and his employer skipped their raises for two years in a row. He tried to find another position, only to realize that his current employer existed as a monopoly (the competition in the market was largely made up of seven different enterprises, all of which were subsidiaries of the same corporate organization). There were all of these new technologies, and they sounded so amazing. He always heard the stories about individuals who picked the right stock, made the correct bet, and got rich. Yeah, crypto currencies had been around for quite some time, but it remained unregulated, and the possibilities seemed endless. He visited different forums and Discord servers where he talked to these different individuals. They were so passionate. They believed in what they said. More importantly, they actually knew what they were talking about...or so he thought.

Biting down, he refused to think about that. This was his wedding day. And even if he still had a debt service chip lodged in his bicep, he didn't need to contemplate the rights he had lost. He had Wendy, and she loved him, and he loved her, so that was all that mattered.

She made her way up to him. Once there, they both stood in front of the officiant who began the speech. He talked about the importance of love, acceptance, respect, and loyalty. Then the vows began.

"Wendy, do you promise to love and remain loyal to Daniel, the man who is about to become your husband?"

"I do," she said. He looked at her again. Yes, this was the love of his life, only she seemed more exotic somehow. Her hair shined, her eyes were bright, and he didn't really understand all of the makeup, but it all worked on her. From her lashes to her vividly red lips, the blush along her cheeks, and the way that dress fit her frame and pushed up her breasts made him yearn for their honeymoon like never before.

"And you, Daniel, do you promise to honor and obey Wendy, the woman who is about to become your wife?"

What?

They had talked about this before, of course. Amidst all of the plans and details, the different questions and requests for opinions, Wendy and Daniel had gone over their vows once or twice. Each time, she had smiled and told him, "The one thing I want to make sure we don't include is that point about honor and obeying your husband or wife, or whatever. It's so ridiculous and antiquated." She had rolled her eyes.

But now he heard those words, and the wedding photographer had just recorded all of this. As he stood there in front of his friends and family, Daniel swallowed just once. That was the only sign of his reticence. "I do," he said.

"You may kiss the bride," she said.

He began to lean in.

Instead, she grabbed him by his cheeks. She didn't know why, but the impulse was right there, and she savored the feel of his lips even as she took control.

At the reception, they danced. They played around, flirted, had a little bit of cake, and enjoyed the congratulations and adulation from all of their guests. It was pretty incredible, and it all went by so quickly. But when it was done, she pulled herself out of her dress, and she relaxed. They had a hotel room on the edge of the city, and they would head out in the morning.

Italy.

She couldn't wait! She had yearned to visit Rome ever since she had been a little girl. There was so much history, so much passion and energy in that city.

But first, she had something else in mind…

Over the course of the last couple of weeks, their appetites had returned to normal.

Yes, the sex was pleasant enough, but mostly indulged Daniel because she loved him, and she understood how important the libido could be for the male psyche. He needed the reassurance of feeling big and powerful, so there were those nights when she would smile back at him, flirt a little, and pull down her panties. He would kiss her and maybe lick her nipples a little, gliding his fingers along her skin until he pushed down, thrusting into her again and again. At moments like that, she mostly pretended.

Obviously, he inspired some feelings within her. Occasionally, she imagined him as her slave in a very different sense. What would it have been like if she had been some Roman domina, the lady of the house for a powerful family while he was nothing but her chattel? The idea wasn't supposed to excite her. Normally, she loved Rome for the ancient sculptures, art, and architecture. She had also been fascinated by some of their philosophers. But now this new image popped into her head, and it definitely got her excited. Some of the time, she could even enjoy a truly passionate orgasm that exploded along her skin as he came.

But on their wedding night, a different sort of hunger seemed to creep through her body, and it had nothing to do with the chicken provided by their caterer.

Of course, he scooped her into his arms and carried her across the threshold. He lowered her down onto the bed, and he crawled forward. He started to kiss her, and that's when he wanted to push her down, to grab her by her wrists, and to hold her in place.

She wouldn't allow it. Her eyes opened, and she nudged him back. "Strip. I want you naked," she said.

Something had shifted in her tone, and he knew better than to argue. Besides, he was just as eager, so he didn't want to interrupt or argue, not if it would mean a delay.

She pulled herself out of her dress. By then, he was completely naked. Obviously, it didn't take as long to remove his shoes, socks, pants, jacket, and shirt. By the time she finished, she was only wearing her panties, and she grinned as she peeled them away. Now she was naked, and she looked down into his eyes. She leaned to one side, and she whispered into his ear, "Tonight, you are my husband. That means you belong to me. Say it."

She used the word "husband," but she was thinking the word "slave".

"I'm your husband, and that means I belong to you," he panted out.

She rewarded him with a kiss. Simultaneously, she reached down, gliding her nails along his thigh. She scratched him, making him moan with desire. Her fingers just barely caressed his cock for a moment. He moaned again as the desperation vibrated through his body.

"My husband," she said with that special dose of emphasis. When she uttered those two words, she knew what she meant, but then she blinked once and glanced down at him again. Did he recognize the subtext?

For a second, it seemed like Daniel was going to say something, only she wrapped her fingers around his naked shaft. She stroked, gliding her fingers down along his length.

But then he opened his eyes, and the memory seemed to coalesce. All at once, she could read her husband; Wendy knew exactly what Daniel was thinking: her promise.

After their initial engagement, he had held her one night, his arms tight around her. Although it was dark and the lights were off, she could still hear that smile in his voice as he said, "You know, when we finally get married and have our honeymoon, I think we should do something special."

"Oh?" Wendy had asked.

"Yeah," he said. "We should make it really, really special. You know what would do that?"

"What?" Wendy had asked tentatively. Yes, she understood how Daniel was usually more sexually adventuresome. Then again, he always enjoyed an orgasm, so why wouldn't he be?

"Anal," he said. She had let out a little squeak.

"No, I'm serious," he had insisted. "Just think about it. It's going to be this remarkable moment, and it's something I've always wanted to do. Now we're getting married and I'm going to be with you for the rest of my life. I'm so grateful you said yes, but don't you think this is something you could give me?"

It was. Even if the hairs along the back of her neck prickled because she felt like she was being manipulated, Wendy didn't want to fight, not right after they got engaged. In fact, she was still wearing the ring, it felt strange having it on that finger. At the same time, she savored that blissful haze that came from the anticipation. She would get to tell her coworkers, her friends, everyone online, and her family. For a guy, getting engaged might not mean much. Yeah, his life would change, but he was still in a monogamous relationship. Wendy already knew that the rest of the world would see her differently. She had achieved something because she found a man, someone solid and reliable (or so she had believed at that point). With all of this in mind, she agreed.

He had squeezed her, holding her tight and laughing, "Yes! I can't wait for our wedding!"

That promise came rushing back, especially because he looked like he wanted to say something. Before he could, she dipped her head down and said, "You're a grateful boy, aren't you? You're never going to forget about what my family did for you, will you?" Even as she whispered into his ear, she still had her arm outstretched, and her fingers slid along his manhood. He remained hard, eager, squirming beneath her touch.

But at this point, he forgot about that promise.

"Do you, do you want to go down on me?"

Did she want to go down on him? No. Of course not. The question was ridiculous. No woman, as far as Wendy could tell, would ever "want" to go down on a guy.

"Actually, I think I'm going to be on top tonight," she said. Then she made it impossible for him to think.

Yes, she knew she was being selfish, but maybe it was okay? Seriously, she had just rescued him from corporate slavery. Did she really have to go down on him too? Besides, they were going to have sex.

At the same time, she had to wonder if maybe some sense of entitlement had been a part of his spectacular investment failure. Perhaps her new husband needed to get just a small taste of disappointment. It was an easy justification, especially when she listened to him moan and growl like a wild animal. He stayed on his back as she stroked him. Because she was still determined to make sure he enjoyed the first night of his honeymoon, she slid back between his legs, and now she used her right hand on his shaft. With her left, she slid her fingers along his balls. She stroked his scrotum, working her middle fingers underneath his sack.

Yes, she had always been an eager girlfriend and a stalwart fiancé. As such, she knew what he craved. At that moment, she gave it to him.

Perhaps he would have wanted more; like any other selfish guy, he probably intended to keep making all the requisite sounds so she would play with him, teasing him and working him up.

But then she threw herself forward, she straddled him again, and then she leaned down, kissing him hard.

I own him, she thought, grateful for the fact that both of their mouths were otherwise occupied. This way, she didn't need to think about hiding anything from him. She did, but that simple refrain echoed inside of her head. I own him. I own him because he is my slave. I have access to his chip, all of his biometric data. It's incredible. I can do whatever I want with him because he belongs to me. I can order him around. And if he disobeys me, I can call the Department of Owned Persons, and they will send an agent, and he can be punished until he learns to obey me! Obviously, Wendy wouldn't indulge in any of those fantasies. Despite the online whispers, she knew that most people contracted out for debt services were treated just like anyone else. Sure, they lost some rights and privileges, but it wasn't a big deal. Besides, she loved this man, and she still respected him. He knew how to make her laugh, and it wasn't like a legal document really changed the foundation of their relationship. Those thoughts were nothing but fantasies, yet the raw potential sent sparks of desperation racing through her body until she couldn't take it. She pulled away, enveloped his cock, lowered herself down, squeezing him.

"You can't come, not yet," she said, gasping. Yes, she loved the feel of his cock between her legs. His circumference stretched her opening, and she closed her eyes. Then she started to slide up and down.

"I, I don't think I can hold on," he confessed.

"You can," she said. "You will." Wendy glanced down at her new husband and saw the frantic desperation etched across his face. He had closed his eyes, tilted his head back, and his lips seemed to shake as he struggled against his impulses. Was he actually fighting those instincts? Or was he about to give in?

Wendy hated that thought. This was her husband, after all. She was supposed to be able to trust him. Trust. That one word sent a spasm of frustration racing through her body. Some of her friends were married; none of their husbands had ended up as debt slaves.

She tried to concentrate on having sex with this handsome man, only it didn't work, not when his cock started to pulsate. She could feel that throbbing pressure, and she tried to throw herself into the orgasm. She wanted to lose herself to an incandescent layer of perfect satisfaction because this was her wedding night!

It didn't work.

He finished, and she pulled away.

"I'm sorry about that," he said. "Was that good for you?" For just a second, she had to wonder if he really worried about her pleasure, or maybe he just wanted some reassurance for the sake of his ego.

"I always love being with you," she said diplomatically. But then she reached down, and she brushed her fingers along his chest. "That said, maybe you could go down on me?"

"I just came in you," he said, a palpable disgust slipping into his reply.

"Right," she said. He relaxed, closing his eyes. For a moment, there was a satisfied smirk on his face. Just a few seconds later, she could tell that he was falling asleep.

Breathing in slowly, she wondered if she should have handled that differently.

As she double checked her luggage and got ready to head out to the airport, Wendy decided they had made the right decision. Rather than try to race off and catch a flight right after the reception, they decided to stay at a nearby hotel. This way, they could still make it through security, check their bags, and have some time to relax and maybe grab a glass of overpriced wine.

Checking their bags proved to be easy enough, although the airline clerk glanced up at Wendy and asked, "Just to confirm, you have two checked bags and one slave, correct?"

Wendy immediately glanced over at her husband. His cheeks started to redden. He glanced to the left, then the right.

"Yes," she said, deciding not to make a big deal out of it.

"And just to confirm, you are giving your slave permission to board a flight and leave the country with you?"

"Do you really have to ask this? I'm her husband," he said.

Wendy narrowed her eyes and glared back at Daniel for just a moment. Sometimes he enjoyed doing this; he would get into a fight with some employee who was just doing her job. In theory, he got irritated because these procedures wasted his time. Then rather than just put up with them and try to work through them as quickly as possible, he would have to question everything, drawing out the conversation for far longer than anyone actually required.

"Yes," she said.

Apparently, the clerk had no problem ignoring Daniel. Maybe she had dealt with other debt slaves. "Would you like us to transfer his biometric data to the Italian government in case of loss or theft?"

"This is ridiculous," he muttered.

"Yes, please," she said. Without really thinking about it.

"Enjoy your flight." The clerk handed them their boarding passes. Wendy took them, and together they headed toward security.

"That was ridiculous," he said. "Seriously, why did you tell them to transfer my information like that?"

"Because I wanted to finish up as quickly as possible," she replied. "What does it matter?"

"I'm not a slave," he said.

Wendy stopped.

Her husband took three more steps before he realized he was walking alone. Then he turned back. He saw the look on her face. Wendy strode forward, and she couldn't help herself. Maybe it was the disappointment from last night, the stress of travel, the noise from the other passengers, or something else entirely. In any case, her hand shot out, and she grabbed him by his shirt. "No."

"No?" Daniel squeaked.

"No," she said again. "No, you don't get to pretend that it never happened. Look, I love you, and I want to be with you, but you messed up. There are going to be consequences for it. I'm sorry if you felt a little bit embarrassed by that interaction, but you are a slave. You are my slave. Got it?"

"Yeah," he said quickly. "I understand." She let go of his shirt. She reached up, and she rubbed her eyes. As far as she could tell, that had been for his own good, especially because she had this deep, sinking fear somewhere lodged in her gut.

What if he tried it again?

Obviously, it wouldn't be the same derivative or the same crypto currency, but there were so many different financial "opportunities" out there. Granted, her husband no longer had any bank accounts in his own name, but she was sure there would be some other way for him to mess up. She hated the thought, but maybe it was now her responsibility to protect him from his own foolish mistakes.

As he followed her, Daniel stayed quiet. Still, he told himself that he only messed up once. Sure, the investment hadn't worked out, but he did explore everything he could about those contracts. More importantly, what if it had worked? There was still that stab of disappointment, yet he couldn't completely snuff out the spark of greed either. Every time he looked at Wendy, he knew he had to take care of her.

That path made him bristle even as they made their way toward the security lines. At this point, he couldn't get a job; every penny he had ever had had been confiscated to pay off his creditors. When that wasn't enough, they came for him, and…

No, he wouldn't think about it.

At some point, he knew he should probably try to talk to his wife about what had happened. She probably underestimated how difficult the corporate service had been.

They got in line with all of the other travelers and inched their way forward.

When it was time to check their documents, he strode forward. He pulled out his passport, and he handed it to the agent, who promptly asked, "Are you alone?"

"No."

"Where's your owner?"

Not this, he thought. Not again. Daniel's shoulders drooped as he glared up at the ceiling. This? Again?

"Slave, I asked you a question. Where is your owner?"

"I'm right here," Wendy said, rushing forward.

"Ma'am, does the slave have authorization to be here?"

"He does," she said. That's when the agent scanned Daniel's passport. There was a beep; had there been a beat for all of the other travelers?

Wendy hardly noticed, especially because her phone just started ringing. She glanced down, then over at her husband. For a couple of seconds, she thought about letting it go to voicemail, only she had to say something, especially after everything her parents had done. "I'm really sorry, but this is my mom. I have to answer it," she said.

The agent didn't look happy, but he nodded. Maybe he had already figured out what was going on.

For her part, she stepped away from the line, brought the phone up to her ear and started to say, "Mom. I'm really sorry, but I can't talk right now. We are in the middle of security."

"Actually, this is really important. Can you spare just a couple of minutes?"

"Yes? Is everything okay?"

Wendy stepped away from the line completely now. Back toward the scanners, everything seemed to be so chaotic and rushed while also slow and tedious all at the same time. But now, she took a breath. Other travelers passed her by as she stared off toward the huge windows back near the entrance.

"Everything is fine," Ellen said. "But I wanted to tell you all about your wedding presents."

"Mom, do we really have to do this right now?"

"Have you talked to the agent yet?" It sounded like she already knew the answer.

"I was just about to," Wendy replied.

"Perfect! I got you a very special present. First, we upgraded your flight. You will be heading to Italy in Business Class. Frankly, I don't know why you even bothered with booking an economy flight. Do you know how exhausting it can be sitting in such a cramped space for nine or ten hours?"

"Thank you, Mom. I do really appreciate it, but that wasn't necessary. You already gave us an incredible present."

"You," Ellen said. "We did it for you. There's a reason why you own your husband now."

As she listened to those words, Wendy expected a little flash of irritation, especially because her Mom had an unfortunate habit of offering her opinion about all of her relationships. But this time, Wendy actually seemed to bask in those words. Granted, she would only control her husband when it was absolutely necessary or when she could make a decision of what would be better for him. Still, this little rush of power and authority made her grin.

"Well, I'm still very appreciative," she said sincerely.

"I'm glad to hear it," Ellen said. "Because your second present involves upgrading his chip."

Wendy tightened her fingers around her phone. "What?" she hissed.

"We’ll put in the order with the Department of Owned Persons. The DOPA agent will be picking him up right about now."

Wendy couldn't believe it; with the disbelief thundering in her chest, she spun back around, and that's when she saw the agent from before, but he was alone now.

"Daniel?" Wendy whispered, knowing full well that her husband wouldn't be able to respond. Where was he? Where had they taken him?

"It's okay," Ellen reassured her daughter. "I know this is stressful, but it really is going to be good for both of you. This chip is going to be so much better than the last one. I saw the schematics. The chip they used originally was cheap, wholesale garbage. This new chip is going to offer you so many more features!"

"Where are they doing it?"

"Right there at the airport," Ellen said. "What? Did you think you are the first couple that needed an upgrade before heading out?"

"Mom, you should've talk to me about this first."

"Why? It's a gift. And I'm serious, these features are going to change everything in a relationship."

"I like my relationship."

"But don't you think you could like it better?"

This time, Wendy hesitated. She knew what she was supposed to say, and she tried to convince herself as she turned to the left and right and her eyes darted around the different groups of people. Maybe if she could find the DOPA agent, she could stop this before they actually went through the procedure.

"This new chip is going to give you full biological control. You will be able to make him sleep, control his arousal, his orgasms, his body temperature, and even his mood. Isn't that amazing? It's incredible what doctors can do these days."

"I don't want to have that kind of control," Wendy insisted, only her voice sounded fractured this time, like she had to work extra hard to push the words out onto the air.

"Then you don't have to use those features," Ellen said. She couldn't see her mom's face at that moment, but it was easy to imagine the older woman grinning slyly, "But it's going to be nice knowing they're there."

"Mom, I need to get going," Wendy said.

"One second," Ellen said. "Please?"

Reluctantly, Wendy stayed on the line. "Look, I know that you have a very specific idea of what your relationship with your husband is supposed to be like, but I want to give you just one piece of advice, and then you can go. Okay?"

"Okay," Wendy said, especially because she wouldn't even be able to go on this honeymoon without the help of her parents.

"Relationships have to change. They have to evolve. There's nothing wrong with that. Maybe your husband will grow up, and everything will be fine. But if you want, you can still have him, but you can take control. He is your slave. You own him. You can use that. You can make yourself happy by training him. Lots of people do it, there's nothing wrong with that. Do you hear what I'm saying?"

"Mom, he's a slave."

"Based on the choices he made," Ellen replied.

Right and then and there, she could have easily engaged her mother in an ethical debate, only she needed to find her husband and figure out what they were doing to him.

A pair of guards had appeared, grabbing him by his arms and pulling him through the security checkpoint. He tried to ask them questions, but they wouldn't tell him anything beyond, "Slave, we have to inspect your chip before sending you off."

Daniel had never heard anything about this regulation; then again, he didn't know much about debt service. Like so many other people, he assumed that none of these questions and protocols would ever apply to him, so why would he care? He wasn't interested in buying someone, and he certainly wasn't going to fall into a debt service trap himself…

They brought him into a white room, pushed him down into this elaborate seat the reminded him of a dentist's chair, and then they strapped him in place. He watched as the restraints were locked around his wrists, ankles and chest. Second by second, he wanted to suck in a breath, and to shout back at them, to insist they couldn't do this. And yet, he saw the DOPA patches on their shoulders. Yes, these individuals were actually government agents, so they could do this to him quite easily.

Then a woman wearing a white lab coat came in, and she pulled out a syringe. Without waiting for permission or telling him what she was going to do, she brought the tip of the needle up to his neck and injected him. Perhaps he would have struggled harder, except she didn't give him any warning. Worse, she moved with the blasé ease of an employee who had done this dozens or hundreds of times. He wasn't special, and she wouldn't remember him.

It only felt like a few minutes went by, but then he was blinking, and he felt this strange throbbing sensation near the nape of his neck.

He blinked, and that's when he saw Wendy standing over him. "Daniel? How are you feeling?"

"Like I got run over by a truck?" He reached up and rubbed his face. Then he glanced down, and he saw that the restraints had been released. He pushed himself out of the chair, only to feel his legs wobble underneath him.

Luckily, Wendy grabbed onto him. "Come on. I'm sorry that was hard, but I guess the examination was pretty intense?"

"It was never like that back at the corporate center," he complained.

"Government incompetence?" Wendy suggested.

Over the last hour, she had contemplated exactly what she would tell him when he woke up. She vacillated, bouncing back and forth between the different possibilities. Should she tell him about his new implant? Would he be able to figure it out? If she did tell him, he would probably just get upset, she reasoned. Besides, she was still the one who had the access codes for his control chip. Since she wasn't planning on using it, she didn't need to tell him. She didn't need to worry him…

After her conversation with her mother, Wendy had tried to find her husband. The airport was massive, of course. The travelers only saw a small portion of the facility. There were dozens of tunnels, offices, and a specialized clinic for this exact purpose. She asked around, and she soon found the entryway. She went inside, she drew in a breath, and she looked at the secretary.

The young man standing there glanced up at her.

Wendy could have demanded to see her husband. He was her slave, after all. There were probably special rules at the airport for security purposes, but she didn't think those would have gotten in the way.

She didn't interrupt the procedure, however.

Instead, she gave the secretary her name and asked to be told when the procedure was complete.

As she sat down, she tried to tell herself she was only going through with this to make her parents happy. Besides, it had probably already started, so wasting their money would only make things awkward. Worse, Jack and Ellen didn't really like Daniel, especially at this point. He had messed up. In their eyes, he would never be good enough for their daughter, and his little adventure with crypto currencies only proved his incompetence.

If he didn't get this enhanced chip, then they would have even more reason to hate him.

She wanted him to be a part of the family, but she wanted him to earn their respect.

He could do it too, she truly believed. That said, she didn't want him to face this setback with her parents, so she had waited.

Fortunately for her, he remained groggy with the sedative running through his system. She got him onto the airplane, they lowered him down into his first-class seat, and he soon passed out again.

On their flight, Wendy wondered if there was going to be a tantrum. At the same time, another thought jumped into her head: when did she start worrying about the possibility of her husband throwing a tantrum?

Obviously, she had known this boy for several years. She really did love him, but now she was starting to evaluate him and his behaviors from a different perspective. On some level, she had known that an engagement and marriage would test their relationship. What did most couples say? The first year after the wedding was supposed to be the hardest? Dating was one thing, but really being together would be something completely different. And of course, Daniel had altered everything with his "investment". Some time had gone by, yet she still didn't understand her feelings about his enslavement, not completely. Occasionally, she wondered if she should take her husband by the hand, guide him to a seat, look into his eyes, and try to discuss all of this.

It wouldn't work.

Although she hated to admit this, even if only to herself, but she didn't trust Daniel to be honest with her about his mistakes or the lessons he had learned.

Worst of all, what if he hadn't learned anything? What if he just assumed it was a question of bad luck or something?

That possibility always sent a spasm of anger racing along her skin. She could feel it, each time from her toes to her hips, in her center, out to her shoulders, arms, and fingertips. It made her bite down and clench her fists.

Messing up was one thing, she understood. Refusing to learn from it was a completely different question altogether. At the same time, she simply didn't want to face the prospect that her new husband didn't or wouldn't or couldn't learn from his errors.

She thought about this as they flew to Italy. At first, she gazed out the window and marveled at the puffy clouds floating by. The flight attendants brought her some wine, and she relaxed. She watched a couple of movies, played around on her phone with the new control chip app, and eventually decided to go to sleep as well.

She woke before her husband. Then she remembered that he still had the sedatives running through his bloodstream.

The captain announced that they would be landing soon, and that was when Daniel started to stir again. He shifted around, yawned, and sat up. He raised his arms over his head and stretched.

"How long have I been out?" Daniel asked, groggy and blinking quickly as he tried to clear the sleep from his eyes.

"Around nine hours," she told him.

"Wow. I must've needed it," he said, reaching up and gliding his fingers along his new incision.

He was going to notice, she realized. He'd feel the mark, realize it hadn't just been a simple examination of his regular chip, and then he would start asking questions. That would put her in the precarious position of either lying to him or dealing with him as he worked through his feelings.

In an instant, a different question occurred to her. What if she distracted him? Then, without contemplating her strategy, Wendy opened up the app on her phone. She opened the control chip app, and her fingers danced along one simple command. The UI was surprisingly smooth and easy, which meant she put in her command, the phone sent the signal, the chip now connected to his nervous system activated, and there was this big smile on his face.

"Yeah, I definitely needed that sleep," he said. "Because right now, I feel amazing." He blinked and smiled and looked to his left, then his right, as though he needed some explanation for the sudden rush of pleasure running through his body.

She was controlling him…

Wendy glanced down at the screen. Yes, the control chip could induce nausea, headaches or migraines, body aches, sleep, even immobility and muscle paralysis, but it could also spark this kind of pleasure. He was just happy. He didn't know why, but he wasn't going to question it either. Or had he noticed the incision at the back of his neck, or maybe not, but now it didn't seem important.

"I'm really glad," she said.

He reached out, took her by the hand, squeezed, and said, "I'm so happy that I can be here with you right now. I love you, Wendy."

"I love you too," she said. When she smiled back at him, she meant it. But at the same time, there was a different flutter of excitement coming from the center of her body. Clearly, she had made the right decision. But at the same time, she loved that control. She didn't want to admit it. She didn't want to think about it. She tried to lock that truth up somewhere at the back of her mind, but it didn't quite work, especially when she leaned forward, grabbed him, and tilted his head back as she kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his, and she savored the soft firmness of his lips against hers.

"Are you ready for Italy?"

"I'm ready for adventures with my girl," he said.

Your owner, she silently corrected him.

When she turned off the control chip, she worried that maybe there would be some aftereffect for her husband. She had never heard of addiction when it came to a control chip, yet the idea of messing with his nervous system still made her squeamish. And yet, there was something pretty incredible about having her husband be cheerful as they disembarked. Normally, he would become tense and eager to get off as quickly as possible. In turn, that would make him want to push or shove. He would mutter under his breath, complaining about how slow everyone else was.

Eventually, they made it to the concourse and went through customs again. This time, there weren't any surprises, although her husband did have to deal with the degrading question of being asked by an agent in a thick, Italian accent, "Are you with your owner? Has she given you permission to enter our country?" Each time, he said yes.

It was only when they found their driver and headed to the hotel that she furtively pulled out her phone and turned off the chip.

This time, she braced herself, wondering if he would fall into a depression or something.

His mood stabilized; his exuberance faded, but he was still rested and eager for their adventures. They gazed out the windows, marveling at the sights of Rome. Again, he reached over and took her by the hand.

Yeah, she could get used to this.

When they made it back to the hotel, they dropped their stuff and decided to go for a walk. They passed different Roman cafés, restaurants, shops and boutiques. This was a gorgeous part of the city, and she marveled at the new experiences. She listened to the locals speak. She knew a little bit of Italian, but it wasn't much, and she couldn't even really follow along. Still, she had wanted to come here for so, so long.

Her favorite part? She could marvel at how they were on a different side of the planet. Yes, she loved the city back home, but this was different. The texture of the air and movement and speed of the people all seemed to just a little bit different, as though she had jumped from one Symphony to another.

After they explored for a bit, they decided it was time for dinner.

"What did you think of that trattoria down the street?" Daniel had asked her.

"Actually, I think I'm more interested in the steakhouse," she told him. "Let's do that instead."

He opened his mouth. He was about to protest. She came close, kissed his neck, then his cheek, then his mouth, and she held onto his shirt. It was an aggressive, possessive move right before she whispered into his ear, "This is my decision. Isn't it?"

"Yes," he admitted. "It is."

"Good boy." She dropped her hand back down to his, laced her fingers through his, and walked, guiding him back down the Roman street and toward the steakhouse.

Right away, she could tell the food would be exquisite. And even if it wasn't, did it really matter. They were in Rome! Better yet, they got lucky, so it was slow, and the hostess quickly escorted them over to a table by a window. They could look down the hill and out toward the incredible view. By now, the sun had started to set, and the lights were coming on.

The city wasn't perfect, she knew. When they had explored, she had spotted little things here or there, but none of that mattered. They could explore something new, something completely different. That was one point of travel that she absolutely adored. She craved new perspectives. She yearned to see other parts of the world and to understand what it was like there. Too often, she thought, people could fall into their own habits and forget how different things could be.

First, they ordered a pair of salads. She thought hers was delicious.

After that, they both had a pair of steaks. She cut into it, and she thought it was quite good.

Daniel, however, had two bites, and he raised his hand. "Excuse me?" he called out to their server. "I have a problem!"

Wendy's face heated immediately.

For his part, Daniel didn't notice. He was looking down at the steak. Seriously, they had come across the planet, and now she had to deal with this? He had been very clear, he recalled. He said he wanted the steak well done, only he had cut into it and taken a couple bites, and he saw the vivid pink.

"Daniel, I think you're being a little loud," Wendy whispered to him. For her, it was easy. They were guests in another country. Maybe the food would be a little bit different. Maybe they needed to try to be quiet and observe those around them. All too often, it seemed like Americans ventured beyond their own borders, only to make one idiotic demand after another, mostly because they didn't realize they were no longer in the United States.

The server came back, and Wendy tensed up. She hoped her husband would be diplomatic. Nope. "I think I was very clear about this. I want my steak well done. Can you take care of that?"

"My apologies," the server said. "I will have the chef prepare you another piece right away."

"Thank you," he said. "You do that."

Locking her jaw, Wendy didn't know what to say. As far as she was concerned, he was supposed to be able to handle this on his own. At the same time, it was done. Chastising her husband only seemed like a good way to provoke a fight.

Then another possibility occurred to her: what if she reached into her pocket, brought out her phone, and used the app. She could tell him to eat his steak and be quiet. She could tell him that if he didn't, there would be consequences. What kind of punishment would be appropriate? A headache? A sharp jab of pain somewhere in his body? She hadn't experimented with that, of course, but she had opened up that one screen with the image of the male form. Like some deranged version of Operation, she could have tapped away at his neck, shoulders, forearms, thighs, shins, calves, feet or hands. And with each tap, he'd experience a quick jolt of electricity. Maybe it would just be a tickle of energy, something to remind him of his place. Or, if she toyed with the slider, it could become a wild burst of electricity that made him cry out and forget the rest of the world.

She wasn't going to use that though. It seemed cruel. Right?

The server came back a little while later with another plate. He set it down, and Daniel muttered, "I hope they did a better job this time."

He cut into the steak, let out a slow, long-suffering sigh as though he couldn't believe the incompetence all around him.

"Is it really that bad?" Wendy asked.

If he noticed her brittle tone, he gave no sign of it. Instead, he casually raised his hand into the air, and he started snapping his fingers.

"Excuse me? Hello? Can I get some service over here?"

Wendy made eye contact with the server. He was an older man, and he kept his expression neutral, but Wendy still flashed him a sympathetic smile as she shrugged.

"I can't believe this," Daniel said. "We're paying good money, and they can't even get this one order right. What? Am I the first guy here who wants a fully cooked piece of steak?"

"It looks fine to me," she said, which was completely true. So why was he doing this? What the heck was wrong with him?

He has an owner who is disappointed in him. I could do it right now. I could tell him to be quiet, and he would have to obey me because he is my property. Uttering those words felt like crossing some line. This was still her husband, so she had to respect him as a person...or so she told herself. Yes, she loved him, but did that mean she had to love every single one of his behaviors?

Besides, wasn't a marriage partially about compromise? If he couldn't do that on his own, maybe she had to help him?

As those questions swirled through her head, the server came over to Daniel who was staying silent for now. Wendy hoped Daniel would be able to recognize how his tone had become far too aggressive and how he was behaving like an arrogant jackass.

"Can you have the chef remake this one too? Look, I'm sorry that I have high expectations, but I think I'm entitled to a good piece of steak."

The server didn't say anything right away, but his jaw tightened as he stared back at Daniel.

No. She wasn't going to tolerate this. She couldn't. They were in Italy, they were guests, and they were going to behave themselves. If her husband needed help with that, then she could give it to him. And no, he didn't get a choice.

"Actually, sir, it's okay. My husband is going to eat this piece of steak because I'm sure your staff did an excellent job and put a lot of hard work into it."

"Are you sure?"

Daniel started to say something. She talked over him, looking directly into his eyes and reminding him, "Yes. My husband is very sure. Thank you so much for your time and all of your hard work."

The server nodded and quickly departed, leaving Daniel sitting there, sputtering. "How could you do that to me?"

"Do that to you?"

"Yeah," he said. "I mean, you just embarrassed me in front of one of the employees. You talked over me!"

"I did," she said. "And you know why? First, you are behaving like an idiot. Second, I own you."

His eyes widened.

"It's true," she reminded him. "I'm sorry if that hurts your feelings, but you messed up, and there are going to be consequences. Right now, that means you are going to sit there quietly, and we're going to have a pleasant evening, and you're going to eat your steak. Because if you don't, I can punish you. Is that what you want?"

Daniel didn't say anything. Underneath the table, his fingers tightened into fists, but he understood what kind of power she wielded. She owned his contract. She owned him. Besides, he was in the middle of freaking Italy, and he didn't have any money. As an internationally recognized slave, he couldn't have property in the United States or anywhere else. Strictly speaking, he didn't even own his clothing or his shoes. She could have him stripped naked, tossed him out onto the street, and let the authorities deal with him.

"No…"

"Good," she said.

Sullen now, he ate in silence, cutting through his steak and chomping through one bite after another. During his little display, she thought of giving him another dose of happiness, but he didn't deserve it. Seriously, didn't he see what he had done? He couldn't recognize his own behaviors? Part of her wanted to justify it by assuming he was just jetlagged or something. In truth, she knew he had slept well.

"I'm done," he said. "I'm going for a walk."

"I didn't give you permission to leave," she reminded him.

"And I don't need it," he growled back at her.

"That's what you think," she said, but her husband had already left the table, and now he was stomping out towards the exit.

This was going to show her, Daniel sincerely believed. She needed some time to herself, to realize that she would be alone and lonely in some foreign country. Yeah, she had spent a lot of time talking about the romance and beauty of Rome, but it was still just a city. It had flaws just like anywhere else. As far as he was concerned, she overhyped this place.

He pushed his hands into his pockets, and he strode down the street. He went for a walk, passing one Boulevard after another. Cars drove by, and there were other people. He didn't say anything. A couple of guys nodded in his direction, and he nodded back.

I don't care what the paperwork says. I'm not a slave. Just because I messed up once, that doesn't mean anything. Besides, even if the government thinks I'm a slave or whatever, she is still my wife. She can't just boss me around or embarrass me in front of a restaurant employee like that. I'm a man. I’m her husband, and she has to respect me!

He kept walking until the police car rolled up onto the street. With his hands still in his pockets, he glanced to his left and felt the prickle of nervous energy ran down his spine and into his stomach. He kept walking until the lights flashed, and someone called out something in Italian.

He kept walking.

"Stop!"

Daniel froze. He turned back toward the police officers. Two Italian men, both wearing police uniforms, got out of the vehicle, and they approached him. Daniel kept glancing to his left and right, as though he would spot the real perpetrator.

"We detected a slave chip far from the proximity of its owner," explained one of the officers. Something about the inflections made it sound like a memorized phrase, like this officer didn't really speak English, but he had mastered a couple of key terms and sentences for situations just like this.

Instinctively, he held out his hands, like he was worried a random Italian officer would just shoot him. "I'm just out for a walk," he said. "I'm an American."

The second officer took out his phone, aimed it in Daniel's direction, and apparently got some kind of reading. He nodded toward his colleague. "You are going to be taken to the detention facility until your owner can claim you."

"What? No," he started to say.

It didn't matter. They grabbed him and shoved him up against the wall. His hands were yanked behind his back; within seconds, he felt the snap of the cuffs and as they ratcheted tighter and tighter around his wrists.

Back at the steakhouse, Wendy enjoyed herself. She savored the view, alternating between her phone and the sights of the city. For her, it wasn't just a question of the city. It was the sense of history, the knowledge that so much had happened here. As she looked out at the streets, she asked herself different questions. How many people had fallen in love out on the streets? How many times had a girl longingly looked out at a boy, only to have him turn and see her and smile? How many arguments had taken place there? Fights? How many pivotal moments from countless lives had transpired just a few feet away?

Sure, she could ask the same questions in the United States, but cities in Europe could be measured by centuries while most Americans usually counted time in decades or maybe centuries.

As she held onto her glass of wine and relaxed in her seat, her phone buzzed for her attention. She didn't check on it right away. It buzzed again.

Strangely enough, it wasn't the sound for a text message, a call, or any of her regular notifications. A smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth, but she still didn't check right away.

Her husband had wandered off, running away from the restaurant without her permission. First, that was a bad idea considering they were in a foreign nation. Sure, Italy was safe enough, but what if he got lost?

If she had been some other wife, and there had been a degree of equality between them, then she would have been worried. He would've ruined her night. She would have had to chase after him and to try to talk to him. Instead, she could still relax and enjoy her evening. All she had to do was take out her phone, tap a button on her app, and send out the request.

Her slave was missing; if any police officers detected the signal on his control chip, then they should apprehend him.

And now, she picked up her phone, and she saw the announcement. Her husband had been apprehended and was currently in a cell. He was safe.

Good, she told herself. This way, she could relax and enjoy herself.

After she finished her wine and left a generous tip to apologize for her husband's terrible behavior, Wendy went for a walk. She relaxed and enjoyed the night air before heading back to the hotel. She swiped the key and headed into her room. From there, she ordered a couple of treats from room service, and decided to take a bath.

By the time she finished soaking, she found the chocolate dipped strawberries. She enjoyed three of them, leaned back, and slipped her hand down into her pants. She had been thinking of this, but she spread her legs, and she contemplated what sex with her husband could be like. With that hint of anger and annoyance still lodged in her gut, it was a lot easier to bend her knees and to think of him licking, servicing her. She could keep her hand on the back of his head, and he wouldn't be able to stop, not until she gave him permission. Better yet, she could mold him. He could be the kind of eager, obedient husband who would look up at her and say, "Please, Mistress. Please, how may I serve you? Your pleasure is my only priority!" Better yet, he'd mean every single word. It wouldn't be like most relationships where the guy would reluctantly pleasure his girlfriend or wife, if only so they could get to the "good part," sooner.

As she touched herself, she brought her free hand up to her chest. She slid her hand along her sensitive skin, and her fingers gently caressed and toyed with her nipples. Maybe it would have been better if Daniel had been there, but only if he knew how to behave himself and obey. Yes, she wanted to make him obey!

The excitement rolled through her body, becoming stronger and stronger. It burst into this kaleidoscopic rush of satisfaction. It tightened her muscles and made her cry out. And when she was done, she smiled and rolled onto her side.

The next day, she discovered that she could have her husband brought directly back to the hotel. Apparently, the Italian police could be incredibly accommodating. She thanked them profusely when she finally called into the station. At first, she had expected to spend the day down there, filling out paperwork and what not. Instead, she just had to pay a small fine.

They brought him to the lobby, and she signed for her husband. He still had his hands cuffed behind his back, right until that moment when they let him go. He stared at her, incandescent rage radiating off of him.

Too bad.

She was surprised by how easily she could dismiss his feelings. Sure, he was upset, but he deserved it. More importantly, this had probably been good for him. He needed to spend the night in an Italian jail. Although it was his honeymoon too, he had made the choice to wander out into a foreign city as a slave. He understood the rules. He knew the internationally recognized regulations.

Again, he simply demonstrated his unwillingness to learn.

"Come along, slave," she said once the officers had turned and started for the exit.

He didn't say anything, yet she could still sense the rage radiating off of him.

Why did that make her smile as she walked back to the elevators?

They headed back up to the room in silence. It was only after she closed the door and walked over to the bed that he finally came closer.

"Can we talk?" Daniel asked, practically biting through each syllable.

"Of course," she said, unflappable.

"We have to talk about last night," he declared. "What you did was completely unacceptable."

"What I did?" Wendy asked with an amused flutter of her eyes. "What do you think I did?"

At that moment, he wanted to shout. He itched to jump back up onto his feet, swing his fist through the air, and snarl like a wild animal. The aggravation was right there, pulsing in his chest. He raged against the fear he had experienced when he got handcuffed, shoved in back of a police car, and taken to the station. From there, he had to spend the entire freaking night in jail. He slept on a steel bench as best he could, all while wondering what was going to happen. Of course, he had requested a lawyer. No, he couldn't have one. Why not? He was a slave. He wasn't entitled to any kind of legal representation, not until his owner decided to contact someone.

In spite of those urges, Daniel remained seated next to her. "You humiliated me in front of that waiter. And then you let me storm off."

"Oh? So you think I should have stopped you?"

"I, I…" He stuttered, stumbling, because that wasn't what he meant.

"Daniel, I love you, and if you want me to take more aggressive care of you, I certainly can. Whether you like to admit it or not, I am your owner, and so I do have the right to keep you however I want. If I wanted to, I could put a collar around your neck and keep you on a leash to make sure you don't wander off. Is that what you want?"

"No, of course not!"

"Did you decide to leave the restaurant?"

"Yes, but…"

"Did you decide to wander around in a foreign city, all on your own?"

"I did, but…"

"And did you remember that you are technically owned? Again, it doesn't matter if you like it or not. That's not what we're talking about. The locals here recognize the chip. They know that you are a slave. They recognize debt service. You have to deal with that. Did you?"

"No," he said. He clenched his eyes shut. Maybe he expected to be placated, but she leaned forward, and she ran her fingers along his cheeks. "I know this is hard. I know you don't understand how you are supposed to deal with it. It's new for me too," she admitted. "But we still have the rest of our trip. Now, do you think you can be an obedient slave for me?"

His eyes widened when he heard that last question. And yet, he thought about the handcuffs, the uncomfortable steel bench, and the possibility he could have been sent off to a corporate center. That last possibility ignited a cold rush of fear throughout his body.

"Yes," he said.

"Good," she told him. "Now, let's get to bed."

For the most part, the rest of their trip was amazing. She loved exploring the historical sites, trying out the food, and there was even something better about Daniel. He behaved himself. No, there weren't any more outbursts at any of the restaurants. He seemed cowed, and she loved it! She couldn't help herself. There was something so incredible about being able to glance back at her husband and to see that flash of recognition: he understood that he was owned. Finally, he started to recognize his enslavement as reality. It wasn't just a bad dream; it wasn't a joke, or just a governmental policy. It was the truth.

She was the owner, and he was the property.

As their trip wrapped up, and they headed back to the airport, however, she could sense his shift. "When we get back to the United States, I'm thinking maybe I should start looking for a job," he told her.

Technically, he could get one...with her permission. Still, did he deserve that privilege? Working and making money was an option (although his wages would directly be deposited into her account). If she allowed him to have a job, then he would start to think of himself as an independent man again. That was obviously the point. This was what he craved.

Did he deserve it?

She didn't know, and she hadn't decided. More importantly, she just said, "Maybe."

He didn't like that answer.

He knew better than to argue with her. There wasn't any grand outburst, but he kept sighing and growling at every minor inconvenience. It got really, really annoying. By the time they were seated on the flight, she pulled out her phone, and she wondered if she should use the control chip again. Her finger hovered above the button. No, she wasn't going to punish him. She wouldn't do anything cruel. In fact, he didn't even have to know about it…

Besides, maybe he was just tired? Yeah, that could be it. Maybe he had lost some of his emotional control and diplomatic skill because he was exhausted after all of their travels. That's why she did what was best for him. She used the app, and she made him fall asleep. At one moment, he was searching through the different films he might watch on their way back. Then the chip activated after she tapped in the command, and his eyes got heavy...so heavy. He didn't mean to fall asleep, but the exhaustion swarmed through his body, he found himself leaning back, closing his eyes, and drifting off.

She had done it.

But it was for his own good.

So that made it okay…

Actually, it was more than just "okay". She tried not to think about it too much, but there was this fresh pulse of satisfaction that seemed to dance deep within her. Seriously, she could just make her husband go to sleep? More importantly, it had been for his own good. Seriously, if he had remained awake and kept picking at her, they would have gotten into another fight, and maybe she really would have punished him. Perhaps she would have done something she might have even regretted.

Little by little, she decided she had made the correct choice.

She loved this man. That hadn't changed, but she needed to alter their relationship.

How?

That was the question. Since these were just her private thoughts, she allowed herself to indulge in different fantasies. She imagined her husband as an obedient, dedicated, and eager slave. If she punished him and rewarded him in the right way, she could alter his personality and sculpt him into a better man. Was that a bad thing?

His doctor had reminded him that he needed to work out more. He was still pretty slender, but it seemed to be a question of his metabolism. Considering his family's history of heart disease, it would be a lot better if he could start exercising sooner. At the same time, maybe he had started to gain a little bit of weight? This was the kind of question Wendy didn't want to ask, mostly because she thought it was unkind. Besides, she didn't want to be superficial.

And yet, he didn't have anything else to do. He didn't have to go to work, so maybe he needed to exercise more. At the same time, he could keep up his work around the house. She actually really appreciated how she didn’t have to worry about chores. More and more, she started to think of sweeping and dishes and laundry as "husband work". While she could go into the office and make important decisions, he could stay home and keep everything nice for her.

Then there were the questions of sex…She could train him for that too. More and more, she wanted to stop thinking about this, only she found herself smiling.

Men could be so sensitive when it came to sex. But what if she taught him? What if she could train him? Obviously, he wanted to be a skilled lover. There weren't many men out there who would shrug and say something like, "I don't really care if I pleasure my wife." Part of being a big, virile man meant knowing how to make her come...The problem came down to questions of honesty. How many guys deceived themselves? How many women refused to tell the truth because they didn't want to hurt the man's fragile ego?

Because she was in control, that didn't have to be a problem.

Wendy found herself nibbling on her lower lip. Sure, there were dozens of movies she could choose from as she sat there on the flight, but she found herself thinking more and more about these other possibilities.

Rather than make any decision right away, she promised herself she would continue to think about this. They landed, made their way through customs again, and Daniel didn't even flinch when he had to answer the questions about the proximity of his owner. Yes, she was right there. Yes, he had her permission to leave. Wendy confirmed all of this, so they collected their bags and headed back home.

By now, she was pretty exhausted, so she grabbed him by his hand and pulled him down onto bed with her. This time, Daniel didn't seem to mind even as she grabbed him and wrapped her arms around him and said, "From now on, you aren't allowed to leave the house without my permission. You understand?"

"Sure," he said. Even though he had mysteriously slept through most of the flight, he still wanted to close his eyes and relax.

"Good," she told him, running her fingers through his hair for just a few seconds before she allowed herself to drift off.

Daniel could feel the shift, of course. There were moments when he looked back at his wife and a thought pulsed through his body, only he found himself suppressing those reflexes, more and more. He waited before he spoke. He let her talk first. He listened far more intently, and he found himself agreeing with her more than he had ever expected.

But now, he came up to his wife, and she had just finished the dinner he cooked for her, and he sat down with her, and he looked into her eyes, "I think I should have permission to leave the house again," he said.

"Oh? Why's that?"

"Don't you think I should be working?"

"You do work, sweetie," she said. "You cook and you clean. That's all very important."

"But what about our household budget?"

"I make plenty for both of us," she said. "You don't have to worry about how much we have coming in or going out. Just make sure you don't go crazy when I take you to the grocery store."

There it was again, that patronizing tone of voice. Yeah, he had confronted her about it, but she had just smiled and teased him, saying that she loved him, and this was how she sounded when she was happy with him. Did he really want to provoke a fight? Did he really want to argue with her or object to her "tone"?

"But I can take care of the chores in the house and everything else. Maybe just a part-time job?"

"I'll think about it," she told him.

He sucked in a breath, determined to continue to make his case, only then one glance from his wife made it clear that this was the best he would get. If he argued with her, she could change her mind. "Maybe" could morph into "no" very quickly. That's why he stayed quiet and didn't argue.

The next day, she came up to him. She sat down on the couch next to her husband, and she handed him a gift bag.

"What's this?"

"Well, I appreciate that you're getting bored around the house. You're doing a great job of keeping everything clean, and I love how you are experimenting with the cooking. Please, keep that up." Yes, she addressed him like a supervisor talking down to her employee. Only their relationship was different because she owned him…

Refusing to think about that, Daniel instead focused on her. When he tried to speak, she reached up, and she touched a finger to his mouth. At that instant, he didn’t know how to react. Yes, he enjoyed her touch, and he basked in her approval. He had been working hard. Maybe a lot of people wouldn't have been able to see it because they assumed that housework and chores weren't especially important, but he made it easier for her to focus at work. In fact, Wendy had just earned an incredible promotion along with a big raise. She didn't know if that would have been possible without his help at home. At the same time, he recognized that patronizing note in her voice.

Did she do it on purpose?

Daniel couldn't be certain one way or the other, but he stayed quiet nonetheless.

"That's why I got you these," she said, pulling out a set of disks. He looked down at them, and he was surprised to see them at all. Normally, when they wanted to watch something, they simply streamed their favorite content.

"Exercise discs?"

"From now on, you're going to have more to do," she said. "You're going to exercise every day for at least one hour. And on Saturdays, we can weigh you. Oh, and I also get to inspect you." She flashed him this big, playful smile. The moisture drained away from his mouth.

"Thank you?"

"You're welcome," she said.

The next day, he was supposed to begin. No, he wasn't going to be weighed, but he inserted the disc, turned on the TV, and stared at the screen. A beautiful woman with a long ponytail appeared. She had on snug shorts and a sports bra. "Hello, everyone!" she called out, her voice vibrant and cheerful. "Today, we're going to be working on some aerobics."

Daniel started to follow along. First, there were stretches. After that, he was supposed to run in place. Then he punched the air, and he stuck with it for a good ten minutes before the frustration flashed through his body. Seriously, this was what she wanted him to do?

Maybe Daniel was no longer qualified for office work, but he could have done something at least a little bit meaningful. Maybe he could have gotten a part-time job at a fast food place. From there, he could start to earn money, build up his credibility, and perhaps even pay off his contract.

Of course, he would be paying his wife…His owner...

His nostrils flared, and he turned off the TV. He threw himself down on the couch and pulled his arms up to his chest. He remained like that for a few minutes. Eventually, he got up, and he remembered he still needed to wash the blankets from the master bedroom. For the rest of the day, he busied himself. Yeah, a lot of it felt futile, especially because so much the house was already pristine. It wasn't an especially large home, so one person could handle all of the chores pretty easily, especially when he didn't have anything else to do.

She came home, and he had already cooked dinner.

When she walked through the door, however, she didn't sniff the air and tell him that dinner smelled good as she so often did. Instead, she found him in the kitchen, and he turned around, facing her. Immediately, he could read that something was different about her.

"Tell me about your day," she said.

Was that a command?

"It was fine," he said.

"Did you do your exercises?"

"I did," he said casually, turning back toward the counter.

Her hand rose up and rested on his shoulder. She turned him back. Once or twice, they had been asked about their comparative heights. Each time, Daniel had shrugged, pretending it didn't matter one way or the other. But at that moment, she came closer, and she looked down into his eyes. Yes, she was probably bigger. Yes, she was almost assuredly stronger. In that moment, she intimidated him, and it had nothing to do with a contract.

"Are you lying to me?"

He swallowed nervously.

"No," he said quickly.

She grabbed him by his chin. She looked into his eyes. "I expect my husband and my slave, to be honest with me. Now, are you lying to me?"

Ridiculously, his eyes darted to the left, then the right. If he had been thinking clearly, he would have recognized the farcical gesture for what it was. But in that instant, he couldn't bring himself to think clearly. Then he looked back up at her. She was young and beautiful and powerful. She made his heart kick wildly in his chest.

"Yes…" Daniel finally admitted.

"Okay then," she said, grabbing him by his hand. She locked her fingers around his wrist and yanked, dragging him out of the kitchen and into the living room. She picked up the remote, turned on the TV, all while he watched.

"What are you doing?"

"Since you couldn't work out while I was gone, you're going to do it right now."

"Wendy…"

"You're in trouble," she said, glancing back at him.

In trouble? She made him sound like he was some kid or something.

She came closer again, invading his personal space. Her breasts rubbed against his chest as she looked down into his eyes. "Daniel, I gave you a command, and I expect you to obey."

"No," he said, spinning and pulling himself away from her.

He practically ran down the hall and slammed the door to their bedroom. What was he doing after that? Did he throw himself onto the mattress? Did he try to hide? Was he pacing back and forth and seething like some angry teenager?

Wendy stood there. Then, very deliberately, she reached down into her pocket. She pulled out her phone. She activated the app and considered her options. Inside of her head, she didn't make a conscious decision. She didn't bounce back and forth between her various options; there was no internal dialogue. Instead, the schematics for his body came up, and then she tapped both of his calves, and then she hit another button.

He yelped from the bedroom.

It was loud enough for her to hear.

She put her phone away, rushed down the hall, knocked gingerly on the door and spoke to him, "Daniel. Are you okay?"

He hissed through his teeth. Of course, there was nothing wrong with his legs, but he couldn't know that. "It, it just feels like I have some cramps," he said. "My muscles got really tense all of a sudden, and now it hurts." He swallowed, growling, "It hurts pretty badly."

"I'm coming in," she announced, even as she opened the door. She found her enslaved husband down at the foot of the bed, his knees pulled up to his chest as he rubbed at the backs of his legs.

She sat down next to him, and she reached out, resting her arm against his shoulders. "You know, you're probably getting these cramps because you have been spending too much time on your chores, but you haven't been stretching. You haven't been exercising. I know housework is hard, but it's not enough. You really need to exercise." As she uttered those words, she knew she was telling him the truth. He needed to exercise. It would be good for him. Besides, if he lost some weight, maybe he would be just a little bit more attractive, and there was nothing wrong with that. She was helping to improve him. This was also good for him. The justifications rolled through her head, one after another. More importantly, she could believe most of them.

"You really think this is because I didn't work out?"

"I think the body works in strange ways," she said carefully. "But you know, if you go into the living room right now and start to exercise for me, I think it will help you."

He glanced back at her. For a moment, she could read the skepticism playing across his face.

"I don't think I can."

"Do it for your owner," she said.

His nostrils twitched, like he wanted to argue, but the pain persisted. He could feel it deep within his muscles, jabbing and stabbing every few seconds.

"Fine," he said. "But I really don't think it's going to make any difference."

Despite his obvious reluctance, he climbed up onto his feet, and she figured out what he intended. He was going to try; he would try and presumably fail, and then he would be able to tell her he had been right all along...or so he thought.

He made a point of limping out into the hallway. Once she was alone, however, she took out her phone, and she programmed in a new command.

After a few more seconds, she followed him out. Yes, he was standing in front of the screen, and he was biting down as he stretched. But then, more and more, she could see the relaxation playing across his features. Not only that, he seemed surprised!

"It's helping," she said. It wasn't a question.

"Yeah," he said. "I guess it is."

"Good," she said. "But you know, I think as a little punishment, you're not going to be allowed to work out in anything but your boxers today."

He spun on her.

"What? You can't be serious."

"I'm your wife and your owner, and I know what's best for you," she said.

He drew in a breath. This time, she didn't touch his lips, nor did she interrupt him. Instead, Wendy simply watched her husband, and she waited for him to make his own decision. Reluctantly, he turned away and faced the screen. Then he peeled off his shirt, he kicked away his shoes, and he even dropped his pants. Soon, he was down to just his socks and boxers.

She grabbed his ass, squeezing. "There is my boy," she said before giving him a playful little swat.

After that, Wendy went to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of wine. Then she came back, and she watched her man as he exercised. He did jumping jacks, more stretches, he ran in place, and he continued to move until he was breathing hard and there was sweat dribbling down along his frame. "Yes. You look amazing!" She loved the show. Was it the movement of his body? The lines and curves of his masculine frame? Or was it something else? Did she enjoy the power she wielded?

I should probably tell Mom she was right, Wendy realized with a little grimace.

Unsurprisingly, he began to lose weight. He exercised, burned calories, and toned up his muscles. She didn't want some bulky athlete. Instead, she enjoyed his slender frame and his lithe physique, especially when she became aroused at night.

That was happening more and more. At first, Wendy didn't even recognize it, but those instincts grew stronger.

Unfortunately for her, his lovemaking talents hadn't improved. Luck wasn't on his side either because he pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast until he lost control.

He was going to roll over and fall asleep again, but she climbed on top of him and looked down into his eyes, "I'm not done."

"But, but we had sex," he protested. Yes, he selfishly believed that sex started and ended with his arousal.

"I love being with you, but you didn't make me come."

He blinked, unable to comprehend those words. For so long, she had lied to him. Even the girlfriends who came before her had probably been kind enough to hide the truth.

"You didn't?"

"No," she told him. "I haven't had an orgasm yet."

"I'm sorry," he told her.

"Are you? Are you really?"

Daniel opened his mouth to respond, only for the words to get swallowed up by a long yawn.

"How about this? The next time you have sex, if you come prematurely, then you’re going to go down on me. You're going to touch me with your hands, and then you're going to use your mouth."

"Fine," he said with just a hint of irritation. "I'll make sure to pound you nice and hard. Okay?"

"Okay," she said.

Before she fell asleep, however, Wendy started thinking again, and she knew what she wanted. She expected this boy to service her, to crawl up between her legs, and to run his hands along her thighs and upper flanks. Maybe he would cup her breasts, gently moving his thumbs and fingertips along her nipples before he dipped his head down between her legs to lick her pussy. Yes, she craved that kind of oral servitude. She craved and expected his mouth, the tip of his tongue, all of it. More importantly, she didn't want a couple of quick licks before he would announce that he was done.

Maybe a little bit of humiliation would be good for him.

Before she fell asleep, a plan formed inside of her head. A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth because she knew what she had to do.

The following night, she couldn't help herself. In fact, while at dinner, she found herself shifting in her seat. But they finally finished, and she told him it had been delicious. That much was true, not that she had really paid much attention to the flavor.

Instead, she stood, brushed her fingers along his neck, and leaned forward, so he could study the contours of her breasts. "You want to go to the bedroom?"

"Yes, please," he said.

Maybe he had been joking. Maybe he didn't really intend to convey any kind of subservience with those two words, but Wendy didn't care. There was something incredible about hearing that sheepishly obedient note in his voice. She was in control. She had the power here. No, she didn't need to worry about equality. Fairness had become an abstract concept, one that gender studies scholars could have debated. She didn't care because she was the woman of this house, and this man belonged to her.

She took him by the hand and guided him back into the bedroom.

Stripping quickly even as they stood, she then pulled him down onto the bed, and she savored his kisses. At the same time, she contemplated the command she had entered into the app. Yes, it included a vocal recognition system, especially because the microphone on her cell remained uncovered over there on the dresser.

She was intelligent, smiling up at him even as he climbed on top of her. He plunged down, thrusting his stiffened shaft between her legs. At first, it felt good. It felt nice. She could relax into the sensations, only she knew what she really wanted. The fantasies from the night before suddenly coalesced into something she could take for herself.

Still, she wanted more. At that moment, she yearned for the feeling of his mouth. She couldn't be satisfied until he dipped his head down between her legs, his cheeks rubbing against her inner thighs as he worshipped her.

He kept pumping, and he had this look of concentration on his face. Actually, it was kind of cute. "Yes. Yes. Just like that," she panted out.

"You like that, baby. You like that, don't you?"

"Yes! Please, just, just don't come prematurely!"

The moment she called out those words, her cell phone picked up the sounds, recognized the order, and issued the command to his control chip. If he knew about the modification from the airport, he hadn't said anything about it. By now, the incision had healed, yet the effects remained. The small device implanted beneath the surface of his skin seized control and forced him to climax.

His eyes widened with an even more adorable look of shock on his face. But then he decided to embrace the pleasure. The orgasm rushed to his body, making him grunt and growl like a wild animal.

"You know what that means," she said when he finally pulled away.

"I have to go down on you the next time we have sex," he said miserably.

"No, you have to go down on me this time. As far as I'm concerned, we are not done," she told him.

He looked back at her.

"Okay," he admitted. "I can go down on you. But you're going to go take a shower first. Right?"

"No," she said. On her back now, she laced her fingers together behind her head. "Service me, slave."

"You know I don't like it when you call me that," he said.

"And I don't like it when you can't control yourself," she replied. In that instant, she didn't know if she was referring to his emotions, his behaviors, or his sex drive. Ultimately, it didn't matter because she added, "I'm the owner, and you’re the slave. You remember what I said before. I'm not going to pretend otherwise. Now, service me." Her eyes blazed as she looked up at him. The languid satisfaction from before had vanished.

"But you can take a shower?"

"I want to feel your mouth on me right now. I want you to make me come."

"I came already," he said.

"There's nothing wrong with you licking me after we have sex," she said. "Lots of women swallow come all the time. Are you telling me that you're better than them? Are you going to pull out some nonsense, chauvinist argument about how men are too good to lick come?"

He gulped and glanced to his left, then his right.

"Daniel…"

That was enough to break him. Her husband lowered himself down onto his hands and knees. She raised her legs, pushing her heels down against the mattress even as she bent her knees. Then she reached out, and she slid her fingers toward the back of his neck. Yes, she could feel the chip right there beneath the surface of his skin. Did he notice that? If so, he chose not to say anything about it. And now she pulled him down so his face was right there in front of her pussy.

"Service me," she instructed.

He licked. Tentatively, he stuck out his tongue and just barely touched her.

That's why she tightened her grip on the back of his skull. Her fingertips pushed down, practically burying his face against her crevice. Then he started to lick. He groaned once, but she didn't care. If anything, the sounds of dismay only added to her pleasure.

Exquisite heat danced along her skin. Her nipples stiffened, and she arched her back as he swiped his tongue up-and-down over and over again. Yes, that was what she wanted. Yes, that was what she needed. More!

This time, it was Wendy's turn to lose control because she lifted her heels off of the bed and squeezed his face between her inner thighs, all while he continued to lick.

She came hard, the orgasm racing through her body.

But even as the sensation started to fade, she knew he could have done better.

With that in mind, she made a promise to herself. Tomorrow, while she was at work, she would need to go shopping…

The moment he finished going down on her, he had rushed away toward the bathroom. He rinsed out his mouth and he promised himself he was never going to do something like that again. The revulsion pulsed through his frame, all while his heart pounded. Seriously? How could he lick her at that particular moment?

In theory, he didn't have any problem with oral gratification. He was happy to slide his head down between her legs. Granted, he understood the implications. While she was on her back with her heels in the air or her knees bent, he had his face pressed against her sex. Down his stomach, he could not feel bold or aggressive or powerful.

But at least now it was done, and he wasn't going to do it again.

Only then she reached out and pulled on him, dragging him back toward her. She rested her head on his chest, and she cuddled up to him like he was nothing but a big teddy bear. "That was incredible, and I can't wait for you to do it again," she said. Of course, she still didn't mention anything about her plans for work or the search terms she was already rehearsing inside of her head.

"You really liked that?"

"I did," she said with sleepy satisfaction.

"I'm not sure I can do it again," he told her. That was about as diplomatic as he could manage.

Then she blinked a couple of times, sat up, and looked down into his eyes. "Daniel, if I want you to go down on me, you will. You understand?"

"Yes."

"Do you? Do you really?"

"I do," he promised her. Granted, he didn't know if he meant it. And neither did she, so she tilted her head to the side, and considered for several more seconds. Daniel squirmed under her watchful gaze; she was studying him, evaluating him. Just as bad, there was something hungry and possessive in her gaze.

Finally, she said, "If you really understand that, then address me as Miss."

He blinked. It was late, he was tired. He had already climaxed, and he had done one of the most humiliating acts of his life.

But then she leaned down, and she studied him even more intently, "Daniel, I love you. I love you more than anything, but I want you to know that you belong to me. This hierarchy isn't going away. You're not going to be able to get your freedom anytime soon. But there's nothing wrong with that. You wanted to marry me. You wanted to be with me. Maybe it wasn't like this, but that's okay because you make bad choices on your own. There's nothing wrong with that. You can own it. You're a boy, and you have impulses, and sometimes you can't control them." She smirked, like it was funny, "Just look at what happened tonight."

He contemplated that. He remembered being on top of her, pushing down, thrusting, and there were those words. She told him not to lose control; she commanded him not to ejaculate prematurely, and yet, there had been that rush of pleasure nonetheless. She was a gorgeous woman. He was so lucky to be with her. And yet, he wasn't supposed to be a slave!

Or was he?

Daniel didn't like that thought. He wished he could bury it, shove it to the side, or annihilate it completely. And yet, he was safe here, with her. At the same time, he had to wonder what would happen if he gave up on his ambitions. Maybe he really was supposed to support her? Maybe it was his place in life to make her life easier? To give her pleasure? To help her as she recovered from the stresses of work in facing the broader world?

Strictly speaking, he wasn't even allowed outside of the house, not without permission, not without an escort…

This time, he blinked and quickly ran a mental survey of the rest of their home. He knew this place better than anywhere else. He lived here with her. She had it before they got married, and it was hers, but he could take care of it for her. He could help her. There was honor here, right? Dignity?

Daniel liked to think so, especially as he said, "Yes, Miss."

"Good boy." She leaned over and kissed him. Their lips just barely touched, but there was that flash of heat in the reassurance of knowing he was in the right place.

The next day, she eagerly went in to work. Of course, she had tasks to complete for her corporate overlords, but she didn't worry about those right away. Instead, she brought up another search term, and she started typing away. Within just a few minutes, she found exactly what she needed. She purchased the files, downloaded them, and quickly shared them with her husband.

Rather than wait, she knew she wanted to try this right away. Tonight.

Impatience nibbled at her. In fact, she was tempted to just go over to her boss and tell him that she had a personal obligation and would have to leave for the rest of the day.

No. It wouldn't work. First, she did have some legitimate tasks that required her attention there in the office. Second, her boy needed time to learn. You have to watch the videos and figure out exactly how all of this worked.

Excitement pulsed through her body, especially because she could be the center of attention. Then there was also the control chip...

Pushing her chair up, she grabbed her phone, found his number, and called.

"Hello?" Daniel asked after only a couple of rings. "I just sent you a file," she said. "Tonight, you and I are going to have some fun, and I want you to watch and study all of these videos. There are three of them. Each one is about an hour long, and I expect you to understand them. Understand?"

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"And Daniel?"

"Yes?"

"I have very high expectations for you tonight, but I'm sure you can live up to them. You're my boy."

Back at the house, he heard those words as she hung up and went back to work. You're my boy. His fingers tightened on his phone. Then he lowered it away from his head, and he looked down at the device. Of course, she had already hung up, but he still wished he could talk to her.

"I'm her husband and her slave, so I have to do whatever she says. I belong to my wife," he whispered the words, almost as though he had to test them by tasting them. This time when he spoke, something seemed to stretch through his body. It was an unusual impulse, something he wasn't familiar with. He didn't even know how to name it. It was this drive, this desire to serve.

But how could that be happening to him?

He closed his eyes and contemplated the man he had always wanted to be: brash, arrogant, possessive and strong. He wanted to be ruthless, like he could pick out an opportunity, chase it down, and win. He wanted to view so much of life as a series of competitions. Life was supposed to be a game, right? And that meant he was supposed to win!

But what if he was meant to serve instead?

Shaking off those thoughts, he instead opened up the files, and that's when he heard it. The narrator began to say, "When it comes to pleasuring your lover, you must be adept at using your tongue. Oral service is one of the best ways to pleasure a woman. Remember, she comes first."

Reflexively, he pushed the pause button and stared off into the distance. Was he really going to watch these? Was he really expected to memorize the contents?

"I'm not the only one who is changing," Daniel said. Then he pushed himself up onto his feet. When he looked around the house, he was satisfied to see that everything was clean and tidy and put away. It was different now, of course. Before, when he had his own job, both he and Wendy always seemed to be so stressed. There were chores around the house, plus the innumerable tasks at work. It all seemed like it was way too much, but now his life had been simplified against his will, and maybe...maybe he liked it?

He paced back and forth for three or four seconds. Then he sat down again and reminded himself that Wendy wanted him to watch these videos. She had given him a task, so he had to complete it. It was as simple as that.

That's why he sat down, and he started to watch.

Just as she ordered, he watched them twice. When he finished the first time, he set his phone down, stood up, and stretched. At the same time, he dropped his head, his chin now pressed to his chest. Inhaling and exhaling slowly, he wondered whether or not he was really supposed to do this.

For a second, he wanted to believe it was some kind of test, like she intended to see if he could resist.

But no, that wasn't how she worked. Besides, it made sense. She was in control, she had power, and now she was taking advantage of her authority. If their positions had been reversed, would he have acted any differently? His lips wrinkled, and he shook his head because he already knew the answer.

Of course, Wendy never would have gotten herself enslaved in the first place.

He watched the videos twice, just as commanded. At the same time, he found himself reviewing the different concepts. What was he going to do? How would he lick? How would he study the rhythms of her body? How would he focus on her? In truth, oral sex had initially meant dropping his head down between her inner thighs and lapping at her pussy like some thirsty dog without any real thought of technique.

But now he thought about moving his tongue to the left or right, up and down, in tight little arcs, and spelling different words. He could use the Alphabet Technique.

But then he glanced at the clock on his phone. Again, he saw that she would be home soon. She had sent him a text message.

When he saw it, his eyes widened. Yes, she was taking advantage of him. No, there was nothing he could do about it. At the same time, that other impulse from before shot through his body. When he saw the command, his cock twitched.

Daniel, my dear slave, I want you on you to be standing by the door when I get home. You will be naked with your arms crossed behind your back and your head bowed down. I'm going to inspect you, touch you, and take you back to the bedroom because I really want you right now, and I can't wait to see what you've learned!

He had stared down at the message for several long heartbeats. But then he obeyed, knowing she could be home any minute. By her command, he stripped out of every garment. He pulled off his shirt and pants, shoes and socks, even his underwear. Then he walked over to the front door, and he stood there, tensing his abdominal muscles and lowering his head. With his wrists crossed, he waited like the obedient slave he was quickly becoming.

Wendy felt silly as she sang in her car as she drove home, but she didn't really care. She tapped her fingers against the steering wheel and relaxed into the fact that she had a brand-new toy to play with when she got home. Granted, he wasn't a "new" toy. Somehow, she didn't correct herself on that second part. Still, she enjoyed the familiarity she had with this boy. Intimacy was easy, and she loved getting close to him. But now, she wanted to see what he could do and what he had learned.

As she pulled into the driveway, however, she felt playful. At the same time, she wondered what he was experiencing. That's why she pulled up the biometrics on her phone. She studied her slave. His heart rate was normal, his skin temperature slightly elevated. Then she saw the other data point; his arousal levels were only moderately high.

She ran the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth and made a choice. Or rather, she listened to that playful impulse.

Feeling puckish, she increased his arousal levels. The desires would spin through his body. His shaft wouldn't stiffened right away, not unless he surrendered to those urges. If he started thinking about sex, then he would get hard. She wondered if he would be able to control himself. She wondered if he would try at all…

Humming to herself, she got out of the car. It only took her a few seconds to head up across the porch and into the house. Sure enough, she opened the door and she found her husband standing there, his head bowed down, his arms crossed behind his back.

"You’re hard," she said.

"I'm eager, Miss," he said.

"Oh, do you think you want to have sex before you go down on me?"

"Maybe I could go down on you first?"

She knew this was cruel, but she couldn't help herself. It was too much fun!

Rather than answer right away, she circled him, taking one languid step after another. At the same time, her hands reached out, and she stroked his ass, grazed her fingers along the small of his back, palmed his shoulders, and caressed his chest. She loved touching him, especially because she glanced down when she stood in front of this boy, and she saw his stiffened shaft. Yes, he was a wreck. No, he hadn't been able to resist those urges. He noted the impulses because he couldn't control them, just as she had suspected.

That was always his problem, wasn't it?

"How about this?" Wendy suggested. "I have a compromise. You can go down on me first and make me come nice and hard. Then we can have sex, but you have to make me come a second time. It should be easy enough. Of course, if you come too soon, then you're going to have to lick me clean with that talented tongue of yours."

His eyes widened, and he stared at her.

Although she framed those words as a request, he understood what she was really saying. That's why he obeyed, telling his owner exactly what she wanted to hear, "Yes, Miss."

"Good boy," she said, patting him on the cheek.

She gave his ass a playful smack, and he ran ahead to the bedroom. She followed after, striding forward. Power seemed to resonate through her body. She didn't know exactly how to describe this feeling. Aggressive, predatory, hungry and eager all at the same time, she knew what she wanted. Soon enough, she found him lying there on the bed, spread out and helpless before her.

She climbed on top of him, grabbed his wrists, and she pinned him. Then she kissed him before sitting up again. She unzipped her dress, peeled away her tights, and threw off her boots. Wendy pulled off her bra and her panties. Yes, they were both naked, but he was still her enslaved husband.

She ran the edges of her teeth along her bottom lip as she contemplated his captivity.

Then she threw herself down onto the mattress, lifted her knees, and braced her heels.

"Lick. Show me what you can do."

"Yes, Miss," he said. Again, he acknowledged her authority. He recognized her power. She was in charge. Those simple realities amplified the impulses darting along her nerves.

He bowed down, gliding his cheeks along her inner thighs, and then she could feel his breath against her pussy. Sure, she was already wet, and the excitement thrummed through her frame, but she wanted more!

Her slave gave it to her.

Daniel started to lick, gliding his tongue up and down. Then he went in deeper.

From there, she could feel it. He started the alphabet; he began with the first letter, and worked his way to the second, his tongue darting and dancing a cursive pattern against her crevice. Excitement roiled through her. Yes, the sensations were amazing, but there was something even better about the training. She could give him an order, and he would obey! She reached up for the pillow, clamping it down beneath her fingers and squeezing it with her palms.

Wave after wave of desire pulsed through her body. Yes! This was what she wanted.

"You are mine," she growled. "You belong to me. You belong right down there between my legs! Yes, more, more, more!" Normally, she was an intelligent, articulate woman, yet she couldn't fight through those waves of pleasure. Anticipation built, stretching out like an inferno in every direction. She could feel it pulsating at her center, stretching down into her legs, and coiling towards her arms. She arched her back as the orgasm finally ignited, exploding along her skin.

"May I get on top of you?"

"Yes, you may," she said, her eyes glinting with raw pleasure tinged with that yearning for power. He might be on top, but that didn’t mean anything, not while she was still in control.

Yes, she savored the feel of his cock between her legs as he pushed down, his shaft rubbing against the walls of her opening. He went deep, burying his cock, they were connected.

She had her hand on the back of his neck. She held him tight as he drew back, only to thrust down again. For other men, those maneuvers might have signified power or control. When he looked down into her eyes, they both knew the truth; she owned him. Legally, emotionally, and in every other sense, she owned him.

For those opening seconds, Wendy was tempted. A different impulse swam through her. What if she let him take the lead? What if her boy could relate to it?

But then she knew what she really craved, and she was the owner, so she didn't need to deny herself. He was there for her, so she had every right to take advantage of him. Besides, this would be another important lesson. He could negotiate, but Wendy would always get what she desired. Her priorities came first, because she was the breadwinner, the owner of this house, his wife, and his owner. He needed to recognize which of those details was most important…

"I feel so good," she told him. "Just don't come early, okay? Just don’t come prematurely."

Her phone was still in the room; the control chip still had access to his body.

His eyes got big as he tried to fight it, but the instinct had been awakened. Electrical impulses were manipulated by the control chip, rendering his will irrelevant. He couldn't fight this!

But he could enjoy it. He panted, breathing harder and faster as the desperation washed over him. He lost control, his shaft pulsating as the pleasure danced between his nerves. Then he was spent, and he pulled away.

"Where do you think you're going?" Wendy asked as she spread her legs. With her knees in the air, she grinned back at her boy.

"I, I don't know if I can."

"I do," she said. "You can and you will because you don't have a choice. Isn't that right?"

Immediately, he knew what he had to tell her. There was no other choice, no other option, tactic, or strategy. He didn't get to make a choice here; all he could do was follow the impulse to obey. And yes, he felt it.

He glanced down at her pussy again, and he knew what it was going to be like. The revulsion pulsed through him, but it wasn't as bad as before. The humiliation lingered, but he was learning the truth. He belonged to her, so he had to do what she said. It was simple. Besides, she loved him, and she knew what was best for him. He had tried to make his own choices, only to end up at a corporate slave center.

Refusing to think about that, he bent forward. Suddenly, his lips were pressed against her pussy again, and his tongue darted down. It was time for him to run through the alphabet again…

He had settled into enslavement, Wendy could tell. Day by day, he learned to embrace this new existence. Maybe it got easier because he always seemed to feel better whenever he obeyed his wife. There were momentary tantrums, of course. But whenever that happened, his body seemed to rebel, almost like he would get muscle aches, nausea, or even stabbing headaches whenever he really tried to argue or stop.

More and more, he found himself obeying.

Sure, Wendy occasionally felt a little twinge of guilt, but she thought of how this was better for him. Over and over again, she went back to that underlying truth. Her husband had been granted this incredible level of freedom. He was born a man, he was smart, and he had been given every opportunity to succeed. What had he done with it? He chased after some get-rich-quick scheme he found online and threw himself into one digital rabbit hole after another as he searched for evidence to prove that he was smarter than everyone else. And of course, there were scammers just waiting to convince him.

Obviously, she loved him, but that also meant curtailing his freedoms. And so what if she trained him? It was good for him. It was what he needed; this was who he should be, she decided.

Only she really wanted him to understand this. The momentary flights of disobedience were annoying. Besides, what if she took him to a work function, only to have her enslaved husband disobey her front of her colleagues? What if her friends or parents came over, and he decided to indulge in another jag of disobedience?

Wendy hadn't been shy about telling the truth to her friends and colleagues and family. Everyone knew that he had been enslaved. Sometimes she revealed those details about how he made a bad investment. More often, she kept the reasons vague. Yes, she still knew how to coddle his ego when she felt like it.

But now, another idea had occurred to her, and she intended to make this happen.

A full year had gone by. On most days, he was perfectly compliant. He worked out, and she could admire his newly defined musculature. She loved circling him and running her hand down his neck and along his shoulders, to his flanks. She could pinch his buttocks or maybe give them a playful little slap.

In all honesty, she had no idea where the idea came from, but there was something that occurred to her. At first, she dismissed the idea, just as she had done with so many other possible approaches. But now, she knew what she wanted.

On the night of their anniversary, she had him take her out. Granted, this didn't mean much, especially since she was paying and had to drive. Better yet, she picked out his suit, and he got dressed without a word of complaint. Once he was ready, he stood for inspection, and she circled him again before she grabbed him and kissed him.

"Tonight is going to be special."

"Yes, Miss," he agreed.

You have no idea, she thought, especially as she considered the special toy she had purchased.

They went out to dinner, enjoyed a lovely meal, and she couldn't help but think of how he had misbehaved.

"What? What is it?"

"Do you really want to know?"

"Yes, Miss," he said. When she first instructed him to start using her title in public, Daniel had bristled, only now he seemed to accept it. Yes, he understood his place, both at home and out in public.

"I was thinking about our honeymoon and how you got arrested."

Pink heat spread across his cheeks, but he just nodded and looked down at his salad. Yes, she had started feeding him healthier fare. If he asked very nicely, she would probably share some of her steak with him. Probably.

"Are you feeling like a different kind of boy now?"

"Yes, I am," he said quickly.

"Is that because I trained you?"

His eyes tightened for just a second. Even so, he swallowed back is disobedience, "Yes."

"Good," she said. "I'm really glad it to hear it. I want you to be obedient and sweet. I want you to be my ideal husband."

"I do my best," he chirped.

"I know you do, and I think tonight is going to help."

"Really?"

"It's a surprise," she said.

"You could tell me now," he said.

"I couldn't," she allowed. "That's because I'm the owner. But as your owner, I don't have to tell you, do I?"

He answered with a quick, almost sullen shake of his head.

"Eat your carrots," she ordered, and he obeyed.

For dessert, they split a big piece of chocolate cake. He had picked up his fork, only to look back at her. "We’re celebrating," she said. "You can have a couple of bites." And yes, he indulged, and he smiled back at her, grateful for the street. In truth, she didn't want to deny him, not exactly. She just wanted to make sure he had the boundaries he needed to be healthy and to thrive. What wife went before her husband?

She paid for dinner, walked him back to the car, and gave his bottom a little slap. From there, they drove back home, and she was practically bouncing with giddy excitement as she thought about what was going to happen next.

At several points, he tried to ask her again. Each time, she smiled and said, "I don't want to ruin the surprise!"

She parked and took him by the hand. Moments later, he crossed the threshold to their bedroom, and she pushed him down onto his back. "Miss, would you like me to service you?"

"Yes," she said. "But first, I want my boy naked."

This part almost made him smile triumphantly, if only because he had been working out consistently. When he first started, it had been difficult, almost like he had to push through some kind of resistant muscle memory. For so long, the idea of exercise had been a lovely abstraction, something he knew he should do, only he had never been able to find the time between his social obligations, his desire for entertainment, chores, and the persistent demands of work. But as a slave, he only had to worry about his wife and what she told him to do. Since then, working out had become a habit, it was easy enough to maintain. Yes, she sometimes increased the difficulty level of his workout, but his body looked so much better. Not only that, he knew he was healthier.

At that point, she kissed her naked slave for a few seconds before throwing herself down onto her back. She lifted her legs and raised her buttocks as he peeled the tights and panties away from her legs. Next, he slid down, and he started licking her pussy. By now, he understood that sex started and ended with her arousal. Her pleasure needed to be his top priority. There were times when she would allow him to free his cock and plunged down between her legs. In fact, the sensations had become a delightful novelty, but she was always the center of attention.

Fresh excitement rolled through her, and she enjoyed that first orgasm. Her eyes widened as she stared up at the ceiling, but now she wanted something else.

"Lay down on your back, close your eyes, and don’t open them until I give you permission. Understand, Daniel?"

"Yes, Miss?" Even though her boy couldn't understand what she had in mind, he was ready to cooperate. His throat tightened, and he fell into place, just as she wished. For her part, she sauntered over to the closet. She pulled out the harness, the double headed dildo, and she slipped everything into place. She took two steps toward him. That was almost enough to make her climax again. She loved how there was one, smooth and rounded tip the pressed against her sex. Then she could share the other one with him…

"Keep your eyes shut," Wendy ordered as she climbed up onto the bed. She straddled him. "Now you can open your eyes," she finally allowed.

When Daniel opened his eyes, he didn't understand what he was seeing. Yes, his vision slid along the contours of her hair, down her forehead, to her nose, along her face and her beautifully bare breasts. But then he saw a black, fake cock glistening above him.

"What, what is that?"

"Tonight, we take your virginity," she said. "I think this is a special occasion, so we're going to do something really, really wonderful for you."

"What, what are you talking about?" he stuttered out. "I'm not a virgin! We had a bunch of sex!"

"Have you ever been fucked in the ass?"

"No!" he squeaked out adorably. On some level, her husband must've realized what was going to happen next, especially because she owned him. As a slave, he would take whatever she wished to give him.

"Exactly," she said. "So tonight, you get to be my sweet little virgin bride."

"I, I don't think I can do that," he said.

"Actually, you can, and you will, and I have something that's going to make it a lot easier for you."

His brows creased. "Go back to the closet, and you're going to find a small package. Go get it."

He rolled out from underneath her, and he scurried across the room, if only to buy himself some more time. Daniel scrambled to come up with some explanation, some reason why they couldn't possibly do this. His eyes were already watering, and he felt like he might start crying at any moment. He couldn't get taken in the ass! There was no way she could penetrate him like that. He had already served her. Wasn't that good enough? More importantly, he had been on his best behavior for so long. It had become second nature. At this point, he had almost stopped thinking about getting a job or winning his freedom entirely. Instead, he had been sculpted and completely changed. She had modified her husband, turning him into the best boy he could be.

But now the sound of the packaging came back.

"Open it," she instructed.

It was smaller and lighter than he had expected. Then again, he didn't know what it might contain.

If he could just give himself a few more seconds, a couple of minutes, then maybe he could convince her to change her mind…

This happened from time to time. His wife could be generous; she did listen to him and she did consider his perspective. Most of the time, she didn't change her mind, largely because she had already arrived at the correct conclusion, yet she didn't simply disregard him either.

When he opened the package, he saw the white, bridal panties, and his eyes went big. He stared up at her.

Wendy tried not to snicker as she saw that look of fear flash across his face, only she couldn't quite help herself.

She leaned forward and whispered, "This is going to be so much fun," she told him.

"No. Please, I can't!"

"Put them on," she said.

He obeyed without thinking. At this point, he always obeyed without thinking. It was like a muscle memory, a reflex. He surrendered to that impulse, so he pulled the strange, alien panties up along the length of his bare body.

"What's wrong? You look like you're going to cry," she told him.

He tried to fight through those tears, yet they itched at the corners of his eyes. Worse, they blurred his vision. "I'm okay," he said. Then, just a second later, because he knew she might be disappointed with him if he obviously tried to lie to her, he continued, "But, but I don't think I can take this." She cupped his cheeks between the palms of her hands. "Yes, you can. You can do this because you are my brave boy, and you can handle it. Besides, you don't get a choice, do you?"

"No," he said.

That's when she pushed him down onto his hands and knees. She brushed her fingers along the backs of his legs, up to his thighs and his hips. Then she hooked her fingers into those white, bridal panties, and she thought about yanking them down. Instead, she reached up for his crotch, and she could feel the small contours of his shaft. Finally, she took down his panties, exposing his ass. Then she lubricated her own shaft, and she inched forward. She aimed the tip of her cock. Excitement rushed through her body. When this idea had first occurred to her, she had dismissed it, only now she embraced that anticipation. The desire gripped her, and she had her hands on her hips. "Say goodbye to your virginity," she taunted him.

That's when she pushed forward, thrusting up and into him. His eyes widened, and the tears spilled down his cheeks. He couldn't help himself, not as his wife claimed him. "You are mine," she said, her tone gentle and conciliatory. "That's okay. This is me, claiming you, Daniel. This is me, teaching you. Besides, I think we both know how you really feel about getting fucked by your owner."

"I hate it!"

"If you really hate it, then try not to come," she taunted him.

At that moment, he took stock of his own body. He started to explore through the storm clouds of humiliation, frustration, and the sensations of that tip pushing into him and gliding along the walls of his opening.

But he felt it, that first blaze of pleasure. He bit down.

No! No way!

He knew himself. He knew his own body. He didn't think there was any way some part of him could enjoy this. And yet, his shaft had stiffened.

Worse, his wife reached down, and she felt the outline of his cock. Her fingers brushed along his contours, and fresh shivers ran through him. "How about this? If you can promise me you won't climax while I pump into you, then I will never do this again. But if you come, that means you must really like it. That must mean you want more. You want to be my cute little bride, don't you? You want to be my blushing little bride!"

"I won't come!" he promised with the last dregs of certainty he possessed.

For the last twelve months, Daniel had felt everything shift around him. His understanding of himself and the world had changed. He wasn't an independent man capable of making his own decisions; he couldn't assess risks, and he wasn't strong enough to fight this beautiful girl. But now she pushed into him, and his eyes bulged. She drew back, and fresh waves of desire washed over him.

Worst of all, there was that other impulse. As she worked into him, she enjoyed the stimulation. It wasn't just the physical sensations that rocked through her frame, however. Yes, her nipples stiffened and her pussy was wet with the pressure of the rounded tip pushing against her opening. It was more than that. The power. The control. The fact that her sweet little bride was crying as she claimed him!

She rode that impulse, thrusting forward, drawing back, and pumping into him over and over again. She made sure he enjoyed it even as she kept her hand between his legs. She squeezed, and then she pulled her hand back. "I'm not going to manipulate you," she promised between breaths. "I won't force you," she said, and almost meant it, but her husband didn't need to know about that other part.

She pulled her hand away from his shaft, and she braced her hands against his hips. From there, she pushed into him. She shoved hard, pulled back, paused, only to plow the rounded curves of her toy deep into his opening all over again.

He had to fight that urge. He couldn't yield to that impulse. Yes, the pleasure glowed brighter and hotter. An inferno danced through his body, but he wouldn't lose control, not this time. His body had betrayed him over and over again. He thought of the many times he had climaxed without permission, before his wife said it would be okay. And for all of that, he had shown her over and over again that he couldn't be trusted. He couldn't make his own decisions, and he couldn't rely on his own powers of self-control.

But this time, he was going to win!

No, he wouldn't.

He couldn't.

Only seconds later, as she took his virginity, he experienced that rush of humiliating satisfaction. His shaft twitched and pulsed. He didn't even know that had been possible, but he came hard, his member throbbing as the excitement burned through him. He clenched down, and he rode the waves of pleasure.

In the meantime, she pumped him harder and faster, taking what she wanted until her own orgasm burst along her nerves, making her cry out.

She moaned, screaming until she yanked back. She pulled off her harness and tossed the dildo away. She grabbed her husband and she pulled him close. "Don't worry," she said. "I will let you clean up later."

She held him tight. She wiped away the tears.

"How was that?" Wendy asked a little while later.

"Humiliating," he said.

"I know," she said, wiping away the tears with the pad of her thumb. "But that's okay. It's okay if it's humiliating because you are my slave. You're my boy, and I get to do whatever I want, don't I?"

"You do…"

"And you’re grateful, aren't you? You're grateful because I’m going to train you. I will give you exactly what you need because I know who you are," she told him. "I know who you are, and I will take care of you."

"You will," he agreed.

She squeezed tight, and she let him think about his future, one he would never be able to escape because she loved him and would never, ever let him escape.

The End
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