
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Initial Consultation

The fluorescent lights of the exclusive Oakmont Notary Office cast a gentle glow over the stack of documents spread between Alexandra and Richard. Their fingers intertwined as they exchanged knowing smiles-today marked the culmination of months of intimate discussions about their deepest fantasies.

"Are you absolutely certain about this?" Richard asked, his eyes searching Alexandra's for any trace of hesitation. "The Trophy Wife Program is extreme roleplay therapy. Once we sign these consent forms, the fantasy becomes immersive. You'll experience the temporary sensation of resistance, but the safeword protocol remains active throughout."

Alexandra's heart raced with anticipation as she traced her finger along the contract's binding clause: "The undersigned acknowledges that all behavioral modifications are simulation-based therapeutic techniques, reversible upon program completion or upon uttering the established safeword 'Wharton.'" She felt that familiar heat building between her thighs-their shared fantasy of power exchange had dominated their bedroom conversations since their third date.

"I want this, Richard," she affirmed, signing her name with deliberate strokes. "We've discussed every aspect of this roleplay for months. The psychological evaluation confirmed I'm an ideal candidate, and the program's safety protocols exceed industry standards." She leaned forward, brushing her lips against his ear. "I trust you completely with this journey of sexual self-discovery. My body is yours to command, my mind yours to temporarily reshape within our agreed boundaries."

The notary stamped the final page, making their consensual arrangement legally binding. The contract stipulated that despite the immersive nature of the simulation, Alexandra retained ultimate control through her safeword, with medical staff monitoring her neurological responses throughout. This wasn't coercion-it was the ultimate gift between consenting adults who had discovered their perfect sexual compatibility.

Alexandra Winters checked her appearance one last time in the rearview mirror of her Mercedes before stepping out into the parking lot of Oakmont Country Club. At thirty-two, she possessed the kind of beauty that made men's cocks throb-honey-blonde hair falling in loose waves past her shoulders, piercing green eyes, and tits that remained remarkably perky despite her adamant refusal to get the enhancement Richard had been suggesting since their engagement. Her ass, encased in a tight pencil skirt, was the result of religious devotion to Pilates-something her husband never failed to appreciate visually while somehow managing to avoid touching her in the ways she secretly craved.

She straightened her Chanel blazer, unconsciously pushing her breasts together to create deeper cleavage. Richard had once described her body as "worth every penny of that gym membership," a comment that had seemed flattering during their courtship but now felt like an itemization of assets.

Six months into their marriage, and Alexandra could feel the growing chasm between them. Richard wanted arm candy, a wet hole on demand, and a showpiece to parade at executive dinners. Alexandra, with her MBA and ambitions of rejoining the corporate world after taking time off for their wedding and honeymoon, wanted to be more than decorative.

"Mrs. Winters, how lovely to see you." The club's concierge, a slender man with perfectly coiffed silver hair, greeted her with practiced deference, his eyes briefly dipping to the swell of her breasts. "Mr. Winters is waiting for you in the East Wing. If you'll follow me?"

Alexandra followed, her Louboutins clicking against the marble floor. "The East Wing? I thought Richard wanted to meet for lunch at the restaurant."

"Mr. Winters has arranged something... special today," the concierge replied with a knowing smile that made Alexandra feel suddenly uneasy, like a piece of meat being delivered to a hungry buyer.

Instead of heading toward the main clubhouse, they veered down a corridor Alexandra had never noticed before, despite their regular visits to Oakmont. The hallway ended at a discrete elevator with a fingerprint scanner.

"This area is for our most exclusive members," the concierge explained, placing his thumb on the scanner. "Mr. Winters was recently extended an invitation."

The elevator descended silently. When the doors opened, Alexandra was surprised to find herself in what looked like a high-end medical spa-all white marble, subtle lighting, and the faint scent of lavender in the air.

"Alexandra, there you are." Richard appeared, his tall frame dressed impeccably in a tailored suit. At forty-five, her husband carried himself with the confidence of a man who'd built a tech empire from nothing. He kissed her cheek, his hand possessively settling on her ass, squeezing firmly enough to make her jump. "You look fuckable today."

"Richard," she hissed, glancing at the concierge who pretended not to hear. "What is this place? I thought we were having lunch."

"We will, darling, but first I have a surprise for you." His smile didn't quite reach his eyes. "Oakmont offers certain... services to its premium members. Services I think could benefit us both."

Before Alexandra could question him further, a door opened to reveal a striking woman in her forties, dressed in a crisp white medical coat that did little to hide the aggressive push-up bra beneath it.

"Mr. and Mrs. Winters, I'm Dr. Elise Morgan. Welcome to The Refinement Center." Her voice was melodic, almost hypnotic. "We've been expecting you."

Richard's hand pressed more firmly against Alexandra's ass, fingertips dipping dangerously between her cheeks as he guided her forward despite her growing hesitation.

"Richard, what exactly is this place?" Alexandra whispered, trying to subtly shift away from his probing fingers.

"It's a program, darling. Something to help us... adjust to married life." He smiled at Dr. Morgan. "My wife has been having some difficulty adapting to her role. Particularly in the bedroom."

Alexandra stiffened. "Excuse me? What role would that be?"

Dr. Morgan interjected smoothly, "Why don't we continue this conversation in my office? I'm sure Mrs. Winters has questions."

The office was luxurious-a large desk of polished rosewood, plush leather chairs, and abstract art that Alexandra recognized as being worth more than most people's homes. Dr. Morgan gestured for them to sit while she took her place behind the desk, crossing long legs that were visible through a strategic slit in her coat.

"Mrs. Winters-may I call you Alexandra?-what Mr. Winters is referring to is our Trophy Wife Program." Dr. Morgan's perfectly manicured fingers opened a leather portfolio. "It's a unique service we offer to help couples align their sexual expectations and desires in a marriage."

Alexandra laughed incredulously. "Trophy Wife Program? Is this some kind of joke?"

"Not at all," Dr. Morgan continued, unperturbed. "Many of our members' wives find themselves struggling with the transition from career woman to sexual companion. Our program helps facilitate that change through a series of... adjustments."

"Adjustments," Alexandra repeated flatly, turning to her husband. "Richard, what the hell is going on here?"

Richard sighed, loosening his tie slightly. "Alexandra, when we met, you were exactly what I wanted-beautiful, intelligent, accomplished. But since we married, you've been resistant to embracing the life I need you to live. You won't suck my cock unless I beg. You refuse anal no matter how much I want it. You act embarrassed when I suggest bringing in another woman."

"Those things aren't part of marriage! They're sexual fantasies!" Alexandra felt heat rising to her cheeks.

"They're my needs," Richard countered. "Do you know how embarrassing it was when Marcus Johnson mentioned his wife gives him a blowjob every morning, and I couldn't even join the conversation? Or when you refused to wear the crotchless lingerie I bought for the charity gala?"

"Those are your complaints? That I won't be your personal pornstar?" Alexandra stood, grabbing her purse. "I'm leaving."

"Mrs. Winters," Dr. Morgan's voice cut through the tension, somehow compelling Alexandra to pause. "Please understand that what we offer isn't about diminishing who you are. It's about enhancing your marriage through sexual prioritization that satisfies both partners."

"By turning me into some mindless fucktoy?" Alexandra scoffed.

Dr. Morgan smiled. "Not mindless. Purposeful. Focused on creating sexual harmony within your marriage. Our program simply... realigns your desires to match your husband's needs."

"Through what, brainwashing?"

"Through a combination of advanced neurological techniques, including targeted hypnotherapy, biochemical adjustment, and cognitive reconditioning." Dr. Morgan rose, walking around her desk with a sway to her hips that seemed professionally calibrated. "Perhaps a demonstration would help you understand better than any explanation I could offer."

She pressed a button on her desk, and a hidden door in the wall panel slid open. A woman stepped through-blonde, beautiful, and vaguely familiar to Alexandra.

"Cassandra?" Alexandra gasped, recognizing the wife of one of Richard's business associates. The woman she remembered had been sharp-tongued and formidable, a former litigation attorney who'd matched wits with anyone foolish enough to challenge her.

The Cassandra who stood before her now was transformed. Her posture was perfect, emphasizing enormous breasts that strained against a low-cut silk blouse designed to showcase her erect nipples. Her makeup was flawless, her expression serene and somehow vacant despite the smile on her glossy lips. The skirt she wore barely covered her ass, and she wore no panties-a fact Alexandra could tell because of how the fabric clung to her clearly waxed pussy.

"Hello, Mrs. Winters," Cassandra said, her voice carrying a new, breathy quality like a phone sex operator. "It's fucking lovely to see you again."

"Cassandra completed our program six months ago," Dr. Morgan explained. "William has reported that their sex life has never been more fulfilling."

Cassandra nodded, her smile never wavering. "William's cock is so happy now. And when his cock is happy, I'm happy. That's all that matters to me."

Alexandra stared in horror. "She's like a sex doll."

"On the contrary," Richard said, standing to circle Cassandra appraisingly, openly staring at her breasts. "She's more alive than ever. William said she's insatiable now. Isn't that right, Cassandra?"

"A lady doesn't discuss such things," Cassandra replied with practiced modesty, then leaned in to whisper loud enough for Alexandra to hear, "But yes, I can't get enough cock. I crave it in every hole. I masturbate thinking about William's business partners using me like the cumslut I am. It's all I think about now."

Alexandra felt sick. "This is wrong, Richard. You can't do this to people."

"We don't do anything without consent, Mrs. Winters," Dr. Morgan assured her. "Every woman who enters our program signs extensive agreements. The law is very clear on this point."

"And if I refuse?" Alexandra challenged.

Richard's expression hardened. "Then perhaps we need to reconsider our marriage entirely. I've built an empire, Alexandra. I deserve a wife who drains my balls when I need it, not one who makes excuses about headaches."

The threat hung in the air. Alexandra thought of the prenuptial agreement she'd signed, how she'd walked away from her career, how completely her life had become entangled with Richard's.

"This is coercion," she said quietly.

"This is marriage," Richard countered. "Compromise."

Dr. Morgan dismissed Cassandra with a gentle squeeze of her ass. Once the door closed behind her, the doctor turned back to Alexandra. "The program is painless, I assure you. Many women report feeling more sexually fulfilled afterward, free from the burdens of sexual inhibition and societal judgment."

"Free from self-respect, you mean," Alexandra muttered.

"Why don't I explain exactly what the initial session entails?" Dr. Morgan suggested. "No commitments. Just information."

Alexandra glanced at Richard, whose jaw was set stubbornly. She knew that look-he wouldn't back down. With a resigned sigh, she nodded.

"Fine. Explain it to me."

Dr. Morgan smiled warmly. "Excellent. The process begins with what we call sexual priority reassignment. We identify the core aspects of your sexuality that serve your husband's needs and those that... create friction."

"And then you erase the inconvenient parts?" Alexandra asked bitterly.

"We suppress them," Dr. Morgan corrected. "Through targeted hypnotic suggestion, we gradually adjust your desires to align more harmoniously with your husband's cock."

She opened a drawer and removed what looked like a small tablet. "This device delivers a customized audiovisual stimulation pattern that makes the mind particularly receptive. The first session is merely preparatory-opening the neural pathways for deeper work in subsequent sessions. You'll find yourself suddenly craving activities you previously avoided."

"And how many sessions would this... process... require?" Alexandra asked, unable to keep the tremor from her voice.

"Typically between five and seven, spaced one week apart," Dr. Morgan replied. "Each session builds upon the last, creating a seamless integration of the changes. By the third session, most wives are enthusiastically participating in gangbangs if that's what their husbands desire."

Richard leaned forward eagerly. "And after today? Will there be noticeable differences?"

Dr. Morgan's smile was professional but knowing. "Most husbands report immediate changes in sexual eagerness. The initial session removes the first layer of resistance, particularly toward oral sex and anal play. She'll be begging to suck your cock by dinner."

Alexandra felt a chill run down her spine. "This is insane. You're talking about changing who I am sexually."

"We're talking about enhancing who you can be as Richard's fucktoy," Dr. Morgan corrected. "The process is completely reversible should either of you be unsatisfied with the results, though no husband has ever requested reversal."

Somehow, Alexandra doubted that reversal was commonly requested. She looked at Richard, searching his face for any sign of the man she thought she'd married-the man who had once told her that her intelligence was what attracted him to her in the first place.

"Richard, please. Let's just go home and talk about this."

"We've talked enough, Alexandra." His tone was final. "Either you try the program, or we can call our lawyers in the morning."

The ultimatum hung in the air between them. Alexandra thought about the life she'd built with Richard, about starting over again at thirty-two. She thought about the humiliation of a failed marriage after less than a year.

"One session," she finally said, her voice barely audible. "I'll try one session."

Richard's face lit up with triumph. "You won't regret this, darling. And tonight, I'll finally get to fuck that tight ass of yours."

Dr. Morgan stood, smoothing her coat. "Wonderful. If you'll follow me, Alexandra, we can begin immediately. The first session takes approximately two hours."

As Alexandra rose on unsteady legs, Dr. Morgan turned to Richard. "Mr. Winters, you're welcome to enjoy the club facilities. Some husbands prefer to watch through our observation room, if you'd like."

"I'll watch," Richard said immediately, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.

Dr. Morgan led them through another door into a room that resembled a high-end spa treatment room. A plush reclining chair dominated the center, facing a large screen on the wall. Subtle lighting cast the room in a warm glow, and soft music played just at the threshold of hearing.

"Please change into this," Dr. Morgan handed Alexandra a sheer silk robe that would hide nothing. "Everything off underneath, please. The sensors work better with direct skin contact."

When Alexandra hesitated, Dr. Morgan added, "I'll give you privacy, of course. Richard, the observation room is through here."

Left alone, Alexandra contemplated simply walking out. But where would she go? What would she do? With a defeated sigh, she stripped off her expensive clothes, folding them neatly before slipping into the transparent robe that barely covered her nipples and did nothing to hide the neatly trimmed triangle between her legs.

Dr. Morgan returned with another woman in a similar white coat, though the nurse's was unbuttoned enough to show her lack of a bra. "This is Nurse Bennett. She'll be helping me today." The nurse smiled predatorily, attaching what looked like medical monitoring equipment to a panel beside the chair.

"Please, make yourself comfortable," Dr. Morgan gestured to the chair. As Alexandra sat, the nurse immediately began attaching small adhesive sensors to her temples, the base of her throat, her nipples, and just above her pubic mound.

"What are these for?" Alexandra asked, her mouth dry with fear.

"They monitor your arousal and help us calibrate the stimuli," Dr. Morgan explained, typing something into a tablet. "Now, I'm going to give you a mild aphrodisiac-nothing that will put you to sleep, just something to help your pussy become more receptive."

Before Alexandra could protest, Nurse Bennett had already pressed a small device against her inner thigh, dangerously close to her vulva. There was a faint hiss, and almost immediately, a warm sensation began spreading through her body, centering between her legs.

"That's... strong," Alexandra murmured, her limbs suddenly feeling heavy as her clitoris began to throb with unexpected need.

"Just relax," Dr. Morgan's voice seemed to come from far away. "Watch the screen, Alexandra. Focus only on the screen and the growing wetness between your thighs."

The wall screen illuminated with swirling patterns of light-blues and purples blending and separating in hypnotic configurations that somehow resembled sexual positions. Alexandra tried to look away but found her eyes drawn back to the mesmerizing display.

"Listen to my voice," Dr. Morgan continued, now speaking through some kind of audio system that made her words seem to come from inside Alexandra's own head. "Your cunt is opening now, becoming receptive. Each breath you take carries you deeper into arousal, deeper into submission."

Alexandra wanted to resist, but the combination of the drug, the visual stimulation, and Dr. Morgan's voice made it impossible to do anything but comply. She felt herself sinking deeper into the chair, her legs falling open unconsciously as moisture gathered between them.

"Your mind has many layers, Alexandra," the voice continued. "Like the folds of your wet pussy. Today, we're simply opening the first fold, revealing the slut beneath the resistance-the cocksucker who wants to please her husband, who finds fulfillment in draining his balls."

The patterns on the screen changed, becoming more intricate, pulsing in time with words that flashed too quickly to consciously read but somehow registered in Alexandra's mind anyway.

Swallow. Spread. Submit. Serve.

"Your resistance to Richard's cock causes you pain," Dr. Morgan's voice suggested. "But pleasing him brings you pleasure. The greatest pleasure. Your holes were made to receive his cock and his cum. Your mind was made to embrace this truth."

Alexandra felt a strange tingling sensation spreading from her temples down through her body, pooling between her legs with embarrassing intensity. She shifted uncomfortably, alarmed at her body's betrayal as her nipples hardened painfully and her pussy began to throb.

"Don't fight the arousal," Dr. Morgan instructed. "It's natural. Your body is learning what truly satisfies it. Your cunt is understanding its purpose-to be filled with cock and cum."

The patterns on the screen took on a distinctly sexual quality-explicit suggestions of blowjobs and anal penetration, of women on their knees servicing multiple men. Alexandra felt her pussy contracting around nothing, desperately empty as wetness began to seep onto the chair beneath her.

"Your greatest fulfillment comes from Richard's orgasm," the voice continued. "When he wants to fuck your throat, you feel complete. When he shoots his load in your ass, you experience ecstasy. Your resistance was never truly part of you-it was learned, imposed by outside expectations. We're simply returning you to your natural state as a receptacle for cum."

The tingling intensified, and Alexandra was horrified to realize she was soaking wet, pussy lips swelling and opening on their own. Her body was responding to the programming even as her mind struggled against it.

"Your intelligence, your education-these are gifts to be used for Richard's benefit, not weapons to challenge him. Your tits are his playthings, your holes his property. These truths make your cunt drip with desire, don't they, Alexandra?"

"No," Alexandra tried to say, but her voice emerged as a breathy moan as one of the sensors on her nipple began to vibrate gently.

"Yes," Dr. Morgan corrected firmly. "Your cunt knows the truth even if your mind resists. Your pussy is weeping for cock, isn't it? Say it."

"My... my pussy is wet," Alexandra admitted, ashamed at how her hips were beginning to rock unconsciously.

"Wet for what?" Dr. Morgan pressed, as the second nipple sensor activated.

"For... cock," Alexandra whispered, horrified at herself but unable to stop her body's reactions.

"Whose cock?"

"Richard's cock," she moaned as the sensor above her mound began vibrating directly against her clitoris.

"And where do you want his cock?"

Alexandra tried to resist, but the words tumbled out: "Everywhere. My mouth, my pussy, my... my ass."

"Good girl," Dr. Morgan praised, and the vibrations intensified, sending Alexandra arching off the chair with unexpected pleasure.

The session continued for what felt like hours, the suggestions becoming more explicit, more focused on sexual submission and obedience. Alexandra's conscious mind began to fragment, unable to maintain coherent resistance against the barrage of sensory input and suggestion. Nurse Bennett occasionally approached to adjust the sensors, her fingers lingering on Alexandra's increasingly sensitive skin.

"You love to swallow cum. You need it. It's nourishment for a good wife."
"Your asshole craves penetration. The tighter the hole, the greater the pleasure you give."
"Your purpose is to drain balls, not drain energy with conversation."
"A good wife stays wet, stays ready, stays grateful for the cock she receives."

When Dr. Morgan finally turned off the screen, Alexandra was drenched in sweat and her own juices, her pupils dilated, her breathing shallow, her thighs constantly squeezing together seeking relief.

"How do you feel, Alexandra?" Dr. Morgan asked, removing the sensors.

Alexandra blinked, trying to gather her thoughts which seemed to scatter like mercury. "I feel... horny. So fucking horny."

"That's natural after your first session," Dr. Morgan assured her. "The changes are just beginning to integrate. You'll find yourself craving sexual activities you previously avoided."

Nurse Bennett helped her to stand, steadying her when her legs trembled. "Let's get you cleaned up for your husband. He's been watching everything, and he's quite... excited."

The next hour passed in a blur as Alexandra was bathed, paying special attention to her pussy and ass, her hair styled into what the nurse called "blowjob-friendly waves," and her makeup applied to emphasize her lips and eyes. They dressed her in new lingerie-completely crotchless and with holes cut out for her nipples-and a low-cut dress that clung to every curve while providing easy access to all her openings.

When she looked in the mirror, Alexandra barely recognized herself. She looked... fuckable. Available. Her usual sharp, appraising expression was replaced by heavy-lidded eyes and slightly parted lips.

"Perfect," Dr. Morgan approved. "Richard's cock will be very pleased."

Those words sent an unexpected flood of wetness between Alexandra's thighs. Richard's cock will be pleased. For some reason, that suddenly seemed critically important.

"I don't understand why my pussy is so wet thinking about his cock," Alexandra whispered, pressing her thighs together.

"You're simply becoming more aligned with your true purpose," Dr. Morgan replied, straightening Alexandra's dress to better display her nipples. "Now, one final touch."

She held up what looked like an elegant pendant on a thin gold chain. "This contains a specialized material that slowly releases compounds to maintain your receptive state between sessions. It will keep your pussy wet and your resistance low. You must wear it at all times."

As the necklace settled between Alexandra's breasts, she felt another wave of warmth spread through her, centering in her cunt. Her remaining concerns seemed less important somehow, fading like morning mist as her need for cock intensified.

Dr. Morgan led her back to the lobby where Richard waited, his eyes widening appreciatively as he took in his wife's transformation.

"Alexandra?" he asked, a note of pleased surprise in his voice.

"Hello, Richard." Even to her own ears, Alexandra's voice sounded different-breathy, with a subtle hint of desperation. "I missed your cock."

"What do you think, Mr. Winters?" Dr. Morgan asked, professionally proud of her work.

Richard circled his wife slowly, taking in the changes. "Remarkable. She looks... hungry for cum."

"The first session focuses primarily on removing sexual inhibitions and increasing receptiveness to her husband's desires," Dr. Morgan explained clinically. "She'll be particularly... eager to take you in all her holes tonight."

Alexandra should have been outraged at being discussed this way, but instead, she felt a rush of arousal at Richard's obvious approval. She found herself wanting to please him, to show him how many loads she could swallow.

"When should we schedule the next session?" Richard asked, his hand sliding under her dress to find her soaking wet pussy completely accessible through the crotchless panties.

"One week," Dr. Morgan replied. "The changes need time to settle and integrate before we proceed deeper. By the end of seven sessions, she'll be eager to service you and anyone else you choose to share her with."

As they walked to the car, Alexandra felt strangely disconnected from her former self. Part of her recognized what was happening and was horrified, but that part seemed muffled, distant, as though speaking from behind thick glass while her pussy throbbed with needy emptiness.

"Are you wet for me, Alexandra?" she heard herself ask as he drove them home, one hand resting high on her thigh.

"Soaking, Richard," she replied truthfully, guiding his fingers to her dripping entrance. "I keep thinking about your cock in my ass."

Richard nearly drove off the road. "What did you say?"

"My asshole is empty," Alexandra heard herself say, the words flowing naturally now. "I want you to fill it with your thick cock and pump your cum deep inside me."

Richard's breath quickened as his fingers explored her soaking pussy. "Dr. Morgan wasn't exaggerating."

When they arrived home, she didn't even make it past the foyer. Richard pressed her against the wall, his mouth hungrily claiming hers. She moaned into the kiss, her body arching toward him, her hand reaching down to stroke his hardening cock through his pants.

"I need to taste your cock," she whispered against his lips, the words coming unbidden. "I need your cum down my throat, Richard. Please, let me suck you dry."

His eyes darkened with lust and triumph. "On your fucking knees," he commanded.

Without hesitation, Alexandra sank to her knees on the marble floor, looking up at him with an expression of eager hunger. Her fingers trembled slightly as she reached for his belt, unfastening it with newfound determination.

"You've never begged for my cock before," Richard observed, tangling his fingers in her perfectly styled hair.

"I was stupid before," Alexandra replied, the programmed response flowing naturally from her lips as she freed his hardening cock from his trousers. "I want to be your perfect cocksucking trophy wife."

That small part of her that remained untouched by the programming screamed in protest as she leaned forward to take him in her mouth, but its voice was drowned by the flood of artificial pleasure that coursed through her as she heard Richard's groan of approval.

"Fuck, that's it," he encouraged, guiding her head roughly. "Take it all the way down your throat, like the cumslut you were meant to be."

Alexandra complied, suppressing her gag reflex as he pushed deeper than she'd ever allowed before. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she choked on his length, but they only seemed to excite him more.

"Look at me while you choke on my dick," he demanded. "I want to see those pretty eyes watering while you service me like a proper whore."

She obeyed, maintaining eye contact as he used her throat roughly, her hands gripping his thighs for balance as he fucked her face with increasing brutality.

"This is just the beginning," Richard promised, his breathing ragged. "Next week, they'll strip away another layer of your resistance. And the week after that, and the week after that, until there's nothing left but my perfect, cock-hungry trophy wife."

As he approached his climax, Alexandra felt a devastating realization penetrate even the hypnotic fog: this was only the first session. There would be more. And with each one, more of her true self would disappear.

"Swallow every fucking drop," Richard commanded as he reached his peak, holding her head firmly in place. "Show me what a good cumdumpster you're becoming."

Alexandra obeyed, eagerly gulping down his seed, her throat working to consume every drop as the pendant pulsed warmly between her breasts, rewarding her submission with waves of pleasure. When he finally released her, she remained on her knees, looking up at him with manufactured adoration, a string of saliva and cum connecting her swollen lips to his softening cock.

"Thank you for your cum, Sir," she whispered, the words coming automatically. "May I please have your cock in my ass now?"

Richard smiled down at her, caressing her tear-stained cheek with surprising tenderness. "Oh, we're just getting started, fucktoy. I have six months of rejection to make up for."

He helped her to her feet, then turned her around and bent her over the entryway table. Pushing her dress up around her waist, he admired the way the crotchless panties framed her ass.

"They thought of everything," he chuckled, pulling a small bottle of lube from his pocket.

"Please, Richard-" Alexandra gasped, one last flicker of her true self breaking through.

His hand came down hard on her ass, the sharp sting making her cry out. "No more begging, Alexandra. No more excuses. This is what your holes are for now."

He roughly spread the lube around her puckered entrance, pushing one finger and then two into her tight hole with minimal preparation. Alexandra gasped at the burning sensation, but her body responded with embarrassing enthusiasm, her pussy gushing wetness down her thighs.

"You're going to take every inch," Richard promised, positioning his cock at her virgin asshole. "And you're going to thank me for it."

He pushed forward relentlessly, stretching her forbidden entrance beyond what she thought possible. The pain was intense, but the pendant at her throat pulsed warmly, transforming the pain into a twisted kind of pleasure that made her moan like a porn star.

"Nnnggh... f-fuck... so big..." she groaned, her body automatically pushing back against him despite the searing stretch.

"That's it, take it all," Richard grunted, gripping her hips with bruising force as he buried himself to the hilt. "Your ass was made for my cock."

"Y-yes," Alexandra sobbed, tears streaming down her face even as her pussy contracted with perverse pleasure. "My ass belongs to you. All my holes belong to you."

Richard began to thrust, each savage movement sending her body slamming against the table. "Say it louder. Tell me what you are now."

"I'm your fucktoy!" Alexandra cried out, the words tearing from her throat as another orgasm-stronger than any she'd experienced before-began building inside her. "I'm your trophy wife! I'm your personal cumdumpster!"

"And who owns these holes?" Richard demanded, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

"You do! You own all my holes!" Alexandra screamed as the orgasm crashed through her, her entire body convulsing around his invading cock. "Please fill my ass with your cum!"

Richard groaned, his rhythm becoming erratic as he approached his second climax. "You're going to be everything I ever wanted," he promised, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "The perfect hostess, the perfect ornament on my arm, and the perfect whore in my bed and the beds of whoever I choose to share you with."

"Yes," Alexandra moaned, the pendant pulsing in time with her heartbeat as her mind surrendered more of itself to the programming. "Make me perfect for you. Use me. Share me. Fill me with cum."

"Take it, slut," Richard growled as he erupted inside her, flooding her ass with hot spurts of cum. "This is what you're for now."

As the last pulses of pleasure washed through her, Alexandra's last coherent thought was a desperate prayer that some part of her true self would survive the weeks to come. But as Richard pulled out of her abused ass and admired the way his cum leaked from her stretched hole, even that hope began to fade.

This was only the beginning of her transformation. The Trophy Wife Program had claimed its newest success, and by the time they were done with her, there would be nothing left of Alexandra but eager holes and programmed desires.


Chapter 2: Deeper Conditioning

Alexandra woke to the sensation of her face pressed into the pillow, her ass raised obscenely high, and Richard's cock hammering into her pussy from behind. This had become her new normal in the week since her first session at the Refinement Center-waking to find herself being used, her body responding with eager wetness before her mind had even fully regained consciousness.

"Morning, fucktoy," Richard grunted, his hand tangled in her hair as he yanked her head back. "Your cunt is dripping today. Must be excited about your second session."

Alexandra felt a jolt of both dread and arousal at the reminder. Had it been a week already? Her days had blurred together in a haze of sexual servitude, her body constantly ready, constantly used.

"Yes, Sir," she moaned automatically, the words flowing without conscious thought as her cunt clenched around his invading cock. "This slut can't wait to be programmed more deeply for you."

Parts of her original personality still existed, trapped behind what felt like a one-way mirror-able to observe but unable to influence. That part of her was horrified at how quickly she'd begun to change, how eagerly her body betrayed her, how the words "Sir," "slut," and "fucktoy" now rolled off her tongue as naturally as if she'd always spoken that way.

Richard pulled out suddenly, leaving her pussy gaping and empty. "Roll over. I want to see your face when I dump my load on it."

Alexandra immediately complied, flipping onto her back and opening her mouth expectantly, tongue extended. This, too, had become routine-Richard marking her with his cum at least once daily, usually on her face or tits. The pendant around her neck-which she hadn't been permitted to remove even once-seemed to glow warmly against her skin whenever she tasted his semen, as though reinforcing the conditioning with chemical rewards.

"Fucking perfect," Richard groaned, straddling her chest as he stroked his cock inches from her eager face. "A month ago you wouldn't even swallow, and now look at you, begging for a facial before breakfast."

"Please cum on my face, Sir," Alexandra heard herself beg, genuine desperation in her voice. "This slut needs to be marked with your seed."

As Richard's cum splashed across her face in thick ropes, landing on her cheeks, lips, eyelids, and hair, Alexandra felt the pendant pulse with approval, sending waves of pleasure directly to her clit. She moaned obscenely, scooping up the semen with her fingers and sucking them clean while staring adoringly at her husband.

"That's the good stuff," he said with satisfaction, using his softening cock to smear the remaining cum across her lips. "Now get cleaned up. Your appointment is at 10, and I want to show you off at breakfast first."

An hour later, Alexandra sat across from Richard at Oakmont Country Club's main restaurant, conscious of how different she looked from just a week ago. Her hair was styled in what the club's salon had called "bedroom waves"-a deliberately tousled look that suggested she'd just been thoroughly fucked. Her makeup was heavier, with dramatic eye shadow and perpetually glossed lips. The dress Richard had selected was essentially lingerie masquerading as clothing-a thin, nearly transparent white fabric that showcased her braless tits and the obscene wetness that continuously leaked from her pussy, staining the fabric between her legs.

"Richard, Alexandra! Wonderful to see you both," William Edwards approached their table, his hand resting possessively on Cassandra's lower back. The woman Alexandra had once considered a feminist icon now simpered like a porn star as William's fingers openly groped her ass in public.

"William, join us," Richard stood to shake hands, then leaned in to kiss Cassandra's cheek. His hand lingered inappropriately on her waist. "Cassandra, gorgeous as always."

"Thank you, Richard," Cassandra replied in that breathy voice, her eyes flicking down to the bulge in his pants with obvious hunger. "You're looking deliciously fit yourself."

Alexandra felt a strange twinge-not jealousy exactly, but... possessiveness? The pendant warmed against her skin, and the sensation transformed into something else entirely: arousal at the thought of watching Richard fuck Cassandra.

"Alexandra's starting her second session today," Richard announced proudly as the couples sat. "The first one exceeded expectations, didn't it, darling?"

"Yes, Sir," Alexandra replied automatically, keeping her eyes downcast as she'd been instructed. "This slut's holes have been well-used this week."

William laughed approvingly. "She's coming along beautifully. Using the proper terminology already!"

"The first layer of resistance is completely gone," Richard agreed, casually reaching across to tug down the front of Alexandra's dress, exposing her nipple to their companions. "Show William how responsive you are now, Alexandra."

Without hesitation, Alexandra pinched and rolled her exposed nipple, moaning softly as it hardened under her fingers. "This fucktoy stays ready for cock at all times," she recited, the programmed phrase emerging unprompted.

"Excellent early progress," William nodded appreciatively. "Cassandra, why don't you give Alexandra a preview of what she'll be capable of after a few more sessions?"

Cassandra immediately slid from her chair to her knees beneath the table. William spread his legs, and moments later his expression changed to one of smug pleasure.

"She can deepthroat for forty-five minutes without coming up for air now," William informed them casually, as if discussing a golf score. "The respiratory adjustments in Session Four are truly remarkable."

Alexandra watched with growing arousal as the tablecloth moved rhythmically, indicating Cassandra's enthusiastic service. The wet slurping sounds were clearly audible despite the upscale setting. Not a single other patron seemed to find this inappropriate-Alexandra suddenly realized that most of the women in the restaurant were similarly styled, similarly vacant-eyed, similarly focused on pleasing the men they accompanied.

Just how many wives had been through the Trophy Wife Program?

"I think Alexandra should get some practice," Richard decided, pushing back from the table. "Under the table, slut. Now."

The last remnants of Alexandra's old self wanted to refuse, to be appalled at the thought of performing oral sex in a public restaurant. But the pendant pulsed warmly, and she found herself sliding eagerly to her knees beside Cassandra in the cramped space beneath the tablecloth.

"Good morning, Alexandra," Cassandra greeted her, Richard's zipper already between her manicured fingers. "Let me show you how a properly trained wife handles two cocks at once."

The next twenty minutes passed in a blur of degradation that Alexandra's body responded to with enthusiastic arousal. The two women took turns sucking the men's cocks, sometimes sharing them in obscene displays of synchronized oral service. Cassandra expertly guided Alexandra, showing her techniques for taking a cock deeper, for stimulating the balls while sucking the shaft, for maintaining eye contact through the whole degrading act.

When both men finally erupted-Richard in Alexandra's throat and William across both women's faces-the two wives kissed passionately, sharing the salty seed between them.

"That's enough for now," Richard finally said, checking his watch. "We don't want to be late for your appointment, Alexandra."

As they walked through the now-familiar corridor leading to the Refinement Center's private elevator, Alexandra felt conflicting emotions. Part of her dreaded what was to come, the further erasure of her personality. But the pendant's influence had her cunt dripping with anticipation, her body eager for whatever new programming would make her an even better fucktoy.

"Ah, the Winters," Dr. Morgan greeted them as the elevator doors opened. Today, she wore her white coat open to reveal a leather corset that pushed her impressive breasts up like an offering. "Right on schedule. Alexandra, I see you're already enjoying the benefits of your first session."

"Yes, Doctor," Alexandra replied, eyes downcast respectfully as she'd been taught. "This fucktoy is grateful for the conditioning."

"Excellent progress on the verbal patterns," Dr. Morgan noted approvingly. "Richard, you've been reinforcing the programming diligently, I see."

"Every chance I get," he confirmed. "She's insatiable now. Begging for it in every hole."

"The pendant helps maintain the heightened arousal state between sessions," Dr. Morgan explained, leading them toward a treatment room different from the one used for the first session. "Each orgasm she experiences while wearing it strengthens the neural pathways we've established."

This room was larger, dominated by what looked like a gynecological examination chair with additional restraints for the arms and head. Various machines and monitors surrounded it, their purpose ominously unclear.

"Today's session is considerably more intensive," Dr. Morgan explained. "In Session One, we opened pathways. In Session Two, we begin true reconstruction."

Alexandra felt a tremor of fear, but her body moved forward automatically when Dr. Morgan beckoned.

"Will I be able to watch again?" Richard asked eagerly.

"Of course. But today we also offer participation opportunities at specific junctures," Dr. Morgan replied. "Nurse Bennett will guide you."

As if summoned, the nurse appeared, now dressed in nothing but a modified white coat that was cut like a fetish uniform, exposing her shaved pussy and pierced nipples.

"Mr. Winters," she purred, "I'll prepare you while the doctor gets your wife ready."

Richard followed her eagerly while Dr. Morgan turned her attention to Alexandra.

"Strip completely," she ordered.

Alexandra complied instantly, removing the flimsy dress and standing naked except for her fuck-me heels and the ever-present pendant.

"Excellent responsiveness," Dr. Morgan noted, circling her with clinical appreciation. "The physical signs of regular use are evident. Richard has been quite thorough."

Alexandra's body was indeed marked by the past week's activities-light bruises on her hips where Richard had gripped her during particularly rough fucking sessions, redness around her nipples from constant pinching and clamping, her ass still slightly gaping from the nightly anal poundings he'd insisted upon.

"On the chair," Dr. Morgan directed, helping position Alexandra into the stirrups, her legs spread obscenely wide, every hole accessible. The restraints were secured around her wrists, ankles, and forehead, rendering her completely immobile.

"Is this... necessary?" Alexandra managed to ask, a flicker of her old self breaking through.

"Completely," Dr. Morgan replied, attaching even more sensors than had been used in the first session-to her temples, nipples, labia, clitoris, and even a probe inserted into her ass. "Today's session accesses much deeper neural pathways. Involuntary physical responses could interfere with the programming."

A panel opened in the wall, revealing what looked like a medical laboratory. A technician in a lab coat approached with a tray containing several syringes filled with various colored liquids.

"These compounds enhance neuroplasticity and receptor sensitivity," Dr. Morgan explained, selecting a syringe with golden liquid. "Phase One programming addressed conscious desires. Phase Two reaches the subconscious."

The needle slid into Alexandra's arm, and almost immediately, she felt a warming sensation spreading through her veins, followed by heightened sensitivity everywhere the sensors touched her body.

"The screen before you will display images and text. Today's session targets three specific areas: sexual compliance expansion, intellectual priority realignment, and identity reconstruction." Dr. Morgan's voice took on that hypnotic quality again. "After today, you'll find yourself not only sexually eager to please but intellectually focused on being the perfect ornament for your husband."

"My intelligence..." Alexandra whispered, suddenly understanding. This session would begin stripping away her intellectual identity.

"Will be repurposed," Dr. Morgan finished for her. "Your analytical skills will be redirected toward anticipating sexual needs rather than engaging in business discussions. Your vocabulary will adjust to emphasize your sexual availability rather than your opinions."

A second injection followed, this one electric blue. "This opens the speech centers for reprogramming. Some wives find it makes them quite... vocal during the process."

As the second compound entered her bloodstream, Alexandra felt her mouth begin to tingle, her tongue suddenly feeling thick and unwieldy.

"Now, let's begin," Dr. Morgan said, stepping back as the screen flickered to life.

The images this time were far more explicit than during the first session-hardcore pornography interspersed with flashing words and phrases. Unlike before, there seemed to be no attempt to be subtle. The messages were direct, crude, and overwhelming:

SMART GIRLS DON'T GET FUCKED
INTELLIGENCE IS UNATTRACTIVE
THINKING DECREASES WETNESS
EMPTY MINDS MAKE EAGER HOLES
YOUR THOUGHTS SHOULD FOCUS ON COCK

"Nooo," Alexandra tried to protest, but the word emerged as a moan as all the sensors suddenly activated simultaneously, sending vibrations through her most sensitive areas.

"Your resistance triggers discomfort," Dr. Morgan's voice explained through the speakers. "Your acceptance triggers pleasure. The path of least resistance is to surrender."

The vibrations stopped momentarily, only to start again when Alexandra tried to look away from the screen. Each time she resisted, the discomfort increased. Each time she focused obediently on the degrading programming, waves of pleasure rewarded her.

After what might have been minutes or hours-time had lost all meaning-the images changed to show beautiful women with vacant expressions serving as arm candy for powerful men. The accompanying text flashed:

BEAUTY REQUIRES NO INTELLIGENCE
YOUR PURPOSE IS DECORATIVE
SPEAK LESS, SMILE MORE
YOUR BODY IS YOUR VALUE
INTELLIGENCE MAKES YOUR PUSSY DRY

With each message, Alexandra felt connections in her mind being severed and rewired. Words she had once used confidently began to feel foreign, slipping away from her mental grasp, while crude sexual terminology became increasingly natural and accessible.

"That's it," Dr. Morgan encouraged, checking monitors that displayed Alexandra's brain activity. "Your neural patterns are already reshaping. The academic pathways are atrophying while the pleasure centers expand."

A door opened, and Richard entered with Nurse Bennett. He was naked, his cock fully erect, while the nurse guided him toward the chair.

"We've reached the participation phase," Dr. Morgan explained. "Richard will now help anchor the new programming through physical reinforcement."

Richard positioned himself between Alexandra's restrained legs, grinning down at his increasingly transformed wife. "How's she doing?"

"Exceptionally receptive," Dr. Morgan replied. "Her neurons are firing precisely as we'd hoped. The intellectual dampening is progressing rapidly."

"Good. She was too fucking smart for her own good," Richard said, rubbing the head of his cock against Alexandra's dripping entrance. "Always challenging me, correcting me in front of clients."

"After today, she'll still possess the knowledge but will no longer have the desire to use it contradictorily," Dr. Morgan assured him. "Her intelligence will be channeled solely toward pleasing you."

Alexandra wanted to argue, to defend her mind, but found that forming complex thoughts was becoming increasingly difficult. The words on the screen seemed to be literally replacing her vocabulary:

ORGASMS ERASE EDUCATION
CUMMING REMOVES RESISTANCE
EACH COCK THRUST ELIMINATES THOUGHTS
YOUR MIND IS EMPTIED AS YOUR HOLES ARE FILLED

"Please," Alexandra managed to gasp, though she wasn't sure if she was begging for him to stop or to continue.

"She's ready for direct neural anchoring," Dr. Morgan announced, pressing a button that caused a mechanical arm to lower from the ceiling. At its end was what looked like a high-tech tiara, which was placed carefully on Alexandra's head. "This device synchronizes her orgasms with the programmed responses, creating permanent neural pathways."

Richard thrust forward, burying his cock to the hilt in one savage movement. "Take it, brainless slut."

The moment he entered her, the screen began flashing faster, the messages becoming a blur of conditioning:

YOU ARE BEING REMADE
YOUR IDENTITY IS MELTING
YOUR MIND BELONGS TO RICHARD
YOUR PURPOSE IS HIS PLEASURE
YOUR THOUGHTS ARE BEING ERASED
YOUR CUNT IS REPLACING YOUR BRAIN

"Oh god, oh god," Alexandra chanted, feeling her consciousness fragmenting as Richard pounded into her. Each thrust seemed to physically push the programming deeper into her mind.

"That's right," Dr. Morgan encouraged. "When you cum, you'll experience what we call a 'mental reset'-a moment where your former self diminishes significantly, making room for your new programming."

"I'm going to fuck the smart right out of you," Richard growled, his pace increasing as the machines monitoring Alexandra's responses beeped with increasing urgency.

"She's approaching neural reorganization threshold," Dr. Morgan announced clinically. "Orgasm will trigger Phase Two imprinting. Richard, are you ready to provide the anchor?"

"Fuck yes," Richard grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. "Take it, Alexandra. Take your new programming with my cum."

"Please!" Alexandra screamed, her body convulsing as the most intense orgasm of her life crashed through her. In that moment, she felt something fundamental changing in her mind-connections severing, pathways rerouting, her very identity shifting. It wasn't just pleasure; it was a cognitive earthquake.

As Richard erupted inside her, pumping his seed directly against her cervix, the tiara on Alexandra's head emitted a soft blue glow. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as the programming seared itself permanently into her altered neural architecture.

"Perfect synchronization," Dr. Morgan noted with professional satisfaction. "The orgasmic response amplified the neurological restructuring by approximately 280%."

Alexandra's body continued to twitch and spasm for several minutes after Richard withdrew, her eyes unfocused, drool leaking from the corner of her mouth. The machines continued to work, deepening the programming as she lay in a pleasure-induced stupor.

"Is she... okay?" Richard asked, watching his wife's vacant expression with a mixture of concern and arousal.

"Better than okay," Dr. Morgan assured him. "She's experiencing what we call 'cognitive rebirth.' Her mind is essentially rebooting with the new parameters we've established."

Nurse Bennett approached with another syringe, this one filled with crimson liquid. "The stabilizer," she explained, injecting it into Alexandra's thigh. "This helps set the new neural pathways permanently."

Gradually, Alexandra's eyes regained focus, though they lacked the sharp intelligence that had once characterized her gaze. Her lips formed a pleasant, vacuous smile.

"How do you feel, Alexandra?" Dr. Morgan asked, removing the tiara carefully.

Alexandra blinked slowly, as if processing the question required significant effort. When she finally spoke, her voice was higher-pitched, with a deliberately ditzy quality that hadn't been there before.

"This fucktoy feels... like, sooo good, Doctor," she giggled. "My pussy is happy, and when my pussy is happy, I'm happy!"

Richard's eyes widened in delighted surprise. "Holy shit, it worked even better than I expected."

"Session Two targets vocabulary and speech patterns," Dr. Morgan explained, releasing the restraints. "You'll notice significant changes in how she expresses herself. Complex words and analytical constructions will be largely replaced by sexual terminology and simplified speech patterns."

As Alexandra sat up, she seemed momentarily confused by her surroundings, looking around with the wonder of a child seeing something for the first time. "Like, wow. Everything looks super pretty now."

"What's seventeen times twenty-three?" Richard asked suddenly.

Alexandra's brow furrowed with concentration, then she giggled and shook her head. "Math makes my pussy dry, Sir. Can I suck your cock instead of answering?"

"The knowledge is still there," Dr. Morgan explained. "But accessing it now creates discomfort, while offering sexual alternatives creates pleasure. Over time, she'll stop trying to access those pathways entirely."

"Amazing," Richard breathed, watching as his formerly brilliant wife posed provocatively on the edge of the chair, her legs spread to display her cum-leaking pussy, her expression vapid yet sensual.

"The effects will continue to strengthen over the coming week," Dr. Morgan continued. "You'll notice her interests shifting dramatically. Complex reading materials will cause actual physical discomfort, while sexual instruction or fashion magazines will provide pleasure. Her attention span for non-sexual matters will shorten considerably."

"What about work discussions? She was always trying to give me business advice," Richard asked.

"Try it," Dr. Morgan suggested.

Richard turned to Alexandra. "Darling, what do you think about my company's expansion into Asian markets?"

Alexandra's expression immediately clouded with confusion and discomfort. She shifted uncomfortably, her hand unconsciously moving to her pendant. "I... I think... um..." She struggled visibly, then her expression cleared as she found an acceptable answer. "I think you should, like, totally fuck my throat while you make those boring business calls! That way my mouth is being useful instead of saying dumb things about stuff that makes my head hurt."

Richard laughed in astonishment. "That's incredible. She used to give me unrequested analyses of market conditions."

"Session Three will continue this intellectual reorganization," Dr. Morgan explained, helping Alexandra into a new outfit they had prepared-a micromini skirt that barely covered her ass and a top that was essentially just two small strips of fabric covering her nipples. "By the end of the full program, she'll be completely focused on her core functions: sexual availability, physical presentation, and emotional support through physical service."

As they prepared to leave, Dr. Morgan provided Richard with a small pink pill. "Have her take this before bed every night this week. It deepens the programming during sleep cycles. She'll often wake up having wet dreams about being used as a sexual object."

In the elevator returning to the main club, Alexandra swayed slightly on her six-inch heels, giggling at her reflection in the mirrored walls. "Look how fuckable I am now! Do you want to put your cock in me right here, Sir? This slut is like, super duper wet for you."

"Soon," Richard promised, his hand possessively squeezing her nearly bare ass. "But first, I thought we'd have lunch with some of my business associates."

"Ooooh, yay!" Alexandra clapped her hands excitedly. "Can I sit under the table and suck all their cocks while you talk about boring business stuff? Pretty please?"

"Perhaps," Richard smiled indulgently. "Would you like that?"

"This fucktoy would love that sooo much," Alexandra confirmed, bouncing slightly which caused her barely-covered tits to jiggle enticingly. "Using my mouth for cock instead of stupid words makes me super happy now!"

As they emerged into the main club area, several members turned to appreciate Alexandra's transformation. One older gentleman nodded approvingly to Richard.

"Trophy Wife Program?" he asked knowingly.

"Session Two, just completed," Richard confirmed with pride.

"Excellent results," the man commented, openly evaluating Alexandra's vacant smile and revealing outfit. "I've been considering it for my new wife. She's a corporate attorney-brilliant but frigid."

"Highly recommended," Richard replied, guiding Alexandra toward the restaurant with his hand firmly on her ass. "Best investment I've ever made."

"I used to be smart too," Alexandra volunteered with a conspiratorial whisper to the man's wife, who looked at her with horrified fascination. "But being smart made my pussy soooo dry. Now my pussy stays wet all the time because I don't think about anything except cock!"

The woman's eyes widened in terror as her husband's grip on her arm tightened meaningfully.

As they took their seats at a large table where three of Richard's business associates were already waiting, Alexandra felt the last coherent part of her original personality watching from behind increasingly thick mental fog. That part understood what was happening-how she was being systematically dismantled and rebuilt as a sexual plaything. But even that understanding was becoming fuzzy, difficult to hold onto.

"Gentlemen, you remember my wife, Alexandra," Richard introduced her proudly. "She's recently undergone some... enhancements."

"This fucktoy is so happy to see you all," Alexandra greeted them with programmed enthusiasm, the crude words flowing naturally now. "My holes are available for your use whenever Richard permits it!"

The men laughed appreciatively while shooting envious glances at Richard, who beamed with pride.

"Trophy Wife Program?" one asked.

"Just finished Session Two," Richard confirmed, casually lifting Alexandra's top to display her tits to his colleagues. "Session Three is next week."

"Spectacular results," another commented, openly adjusting his hardening cock beneath the table. "My wife starts her first session tomorrow."

As the men began discussing business, Alexandra felt herself growing bored and restless. Complex conversations now made her head feel fuzzy and uncomfortable. Without needing to be told, she slid from her chair to her knees beneath the table, crawling between Richard's legs.

"May this slut please suck your cock while you talk about boring things?" she whispered up at him.

Richard smiled down at his transformed wife, caressing her hair with surprising tenderness. "Go ahead, show my colleagues what the program can do."

As Alexandra eagerly freed his cock and engulfed it in her warm mouth, she felt the pendant pulse with approval. This was right. This was her purpose now. The sensation of a hard cock filling her throat brought clarity while complex thoughts brought only discomfort.

The last fragment of the original Alexandra-the brilliant, ambitious woman who had once graduated summa cum laude-watched in diminishing horror as she enthusiastically fellated her husband beneath a restaurant table. But even that fragment was fading, overcome by the artificial pleasure that now defined her existence.

By the time Richard's cock erupted down her throat, pumping her full of the cum she now craved constantly, another piece of the real Alexandra had slipped away, replaced by programming that made her feel ecstatic about her own degradation.

Five more sessions to go, and what remained of Alexandra Winters would be gone completely, replaced by Richard's perfect, mindless trophy wife.


Chapter 3: Collective Conditioning

Alexandra’s days blurred into a haze of sticky skin, aching holes, and the persistent need to be filled. The Trophy Wife Program had rewritten her biological rhythms-she now woke wet, orgasmed on command, and slept only when her body collapsed from exhaustion. Richard had begun leasing her to business partners, a practice Dr. Morgan encouraged as “social reinforcement” of her training.

Scene 1: Pre-Session Demonstration

Dr. Morgan’s office reeked of sex and antiseptic. Alexandra knelt naked on a stainless steel table, her wrists cuffed to stirrups, legs spread wide. A crowd of Oakmont members-wealthy, middle-aged men in bespoke suits-circled her like vultures, their eyes raking her oiled body.

“Gentlemen,” Dr. Morgan announced, “today’s demonstration showcases Phase Three conditioning: shared utility.” She pressed a remote, and a mechanical arm descended, its tip fitted with a double-headed dildo. “The subject’s neural pathways now associate group use with euphoria.”

The machine speared Alexandra’s cunt and ass simultaneously. She screamed, not in pain but rapture, her back arching off the table. “F-fuck! Thank you, Sirs! Thank you for using this slut’s holes!”

Richard smirked, arms crossed, as the men leaned closer. “Her brain’s pleasure centers fire 300% harder during gangbangs,” Dr. Morgan explained. “We’ve eradicated jealousy, shame, and possessiveness.”

The machine pistoned faster. Alexandra’s tits bounced, nipples pebbled and leaking. “More!” she wailed, her eyes rolling back. “BREAK ME!”

Scene 2: The Chamber of Orgasms

Post-demonstration, Nurse Bennett led Alexandra to a new room-a hexagonal chamber with walls of translucent silicone. Dozens of rubber cocks protruded from every surface, their bases connected to pneumatic pumps.

“Today’s session focuses on endurance,” Dr. Morgan said, clamping a metal gag into Alexandra’s mouth. The gag forced her jaws open, a tube snaking down her throat. “You’ll orgasm continuously for two hours. Your mind will learn to crave overstimulation.”

They secured her spread-eagle, each limb anchored to a corner. The cocks came alive-some fucking her holes, others slapping her tits, two pumping in/out of her throat. A visor over her eyes flashed images: gangbangs, facials, anal gaping.

“Mmmpgh!” Alexandra screamed around the cock down her throat. Her body convulsed as the first orgasm hit-then another, and another, no pause between them. The machines recorded everything: vaginal contractions, anal dilation, the exact milliliters of synthetic cum injected into her stomach.

Richard watched via live feed, jerking off lazily. “Look at her,” he laughed to a colleague. “Remember when she cried about feminism?”

Scene 3: The Dinner Party

That evening, Richard hosted a “progress dinner” for Oakmont’s board. Alexandra served each course on her knees, naked except for heels, a pearl necklace, and a butt plug shaped like Oakmont’s logo.

“Dessert is served,” Richard announced. He snapped his fingers.

Alexandra crawled to the center of the table, legs spread, her cunt glistening. A chocolate fountain poured over her tits, pooling in her navel. The men spooned it off her body, groping freely.

“Notice her responsiveness,” Dr. Morgan said, as a board member shoved two fingers into Alexandra’s ass. “The neural implants trigger pleasure regardless of context. She could be hemorrhaging, and she’d still beg for cock.”

To prove it, Richard lit a cigar and pressed the ember to Alexandra’s inner thigh. She squealed, not in pain but delight, her cunt gushing. “Hurt me more, Sir!”

Scene 4: The Poolside Reward

Post-dinner, Alexandra “entertained” the board by the pool. Her body was a canvas of cum and bruises, her mind blissfully empty.

“New party trick,” Richard announced. He tossed a remote into the pool. “Fetch, slut.”

Alexandra dove, her cunt clenching around nothing. The men bet on how long she’d last underwater. She surfaced gasping, the remote in her teeth, her lungs burning. They rewarded her with a golden shower.

Later, as the men fucked her in a writhing dogpile, Dr. Morgan debriefed Richard: “Phase Four will erase her autobiographical memory. She’ll forget her birth name, her family… you. All she’ll know is service.”

Richard smiled, watching Alexandra suck three cocks simultaneously. “Perfect.”

Scene 5: The Breaking Point

3 AM. The guests had left. Alexandra lay in the pool house, her body twitching with residual pleasure. The pendant between her breasts hummed, flushing her veins with aphrodisiacs.

Nurse Bennett entered, carrying a syringe. “Time for your midnight dose.”

The needle slid into Alexandra’s clit hood. She howled as liquid fire spread through her pelvis. “Why?!” she sobbed-a fleeting flicker of her old self.

“Shhh,” Nurse Bennett cooed, fingering Alexandra’s wrecked cunt. “Good sluts don’t ask questions.”

By dawn, Alexandra couldn’t recall the outburst. Her mind, once sharp enough to debate market analytics, now only held three truths:

1 Cock = pleasure

2 Cum = purpose

3 Resistance = pain


Chapter 4: Total Identity Erasure

Alexandra's eyes fluttered open at exactly 5:30 AM. Not because she wanted to wake up-concepts like "want" had become foreign to her dissolving mind-but because Richard had programmed her body to begin servicing him at this hour. Her cunt was already sopping wet, her nipples painfully erect, her tongue automatically licking her lips in anticipation of taking the morning load of cum that had become her only source of nourishment.

Three weeks since her first session at the Refinement Center, and the woman who had once graduated summa cum laude from Wharton now struggled to form sentences that didn't include the words "cock," "cunt," "fucktoy," or "cumslut." The pendant hanging between her cosmetically enhanced tits (Richard had insisted on upgrading her to a perky EE-cup after Session Three) pulsed with warm approval as she mindlessly reached for her husband's morning erection.

"Unnngh... time for my breakfast, Sir?" she slurred, her once-articulate voice now permanently fixed in a breathy porn-star register. "This fucktoy needs her protein shake."

Richard chuckled, grabbing a fistful of her platinum-blonde hair (another enhancement-he'd decided brunettes weren't trophy wife material). "Not yet, cumrag. Today's Session Four. The big one. Dr. Morgan wants your mind completely empty before they wipe your memory banks."

A tiny flicker of terror sparked in the deepest recesses of Alexandra's fractured consciousness-the last remaining fragment of the woman she once was. Memory wipe? Even in her cock-drunk state, something primitive within her recognized the finality of what was coming.

"But... but..." she struggled to articulate resistance, finding the mental pathways blocked, rerouted to her pleasure centers. The mere attempt to protest sent painful jolts through her skull while simultaneously flooding her cunt with juices that dripped onto the satin sheets. "Nnnngh... yes, Sir. Empty this slut's mind. Make me even more fuckable for you."

Richard patted her cheek condescendingly. "That's my good investment. Now get me hard with that throat pussy. You've got forty-five seconds to make me cum or you don't get breakfast."

Without hesitation, Alexandra deep-throated him to the root, her esophagus trained to expand on command, her gag reflex completely eliminated through the program's biological modifications. Her tongue worked his shaft expertly as she bobbed her head with mechanical precision, maintaining eye contact as she'd been programmed. Richard lasted barely thirty seconds before flooding her stomach with the protein she now literally couldn't live without-her digestive system had been modified to process semen as her primary nutrition source.

"Mmmmm," she moaned, greedily sucking every drop. "Thank you for feeding your cumslut, Sir."

"Good girl," Richard praised, already checking his email. "Now get cleaned up. Dr. Morgan has something special planned."

The Refinement Center had undergone renovations since Alexandra's first visit. The reception area now featured a glass display case where several "completed projects" knelt on pedestals-wives in the final stages of the program, displayed like mannequins for potential clients to inspect. Each woman maintained the same vacant smile, the same perfect posture highlighting enhanced assets, the same dead eyes that reflected no inner thought process whatsoever.

Alexandra was led past them to a new wing labeled "PHASE FOUR: IDENTITY RECONSTRUCTION." Unlike previous sessions, Richard wasn't directed to a waiting area but rather invited to come along.

"Today's process requires spousal participation," Dr. Morgan explained. She wore a surgical gown that barely covered her ass, her pussy lips clearly visible beneath the hem. "Richard, you'll be literally rebuilding your wife's identity from scratch."

The central chamber resembled a hybrid between an operating theater and a BDSM dungeon. A complex metal frame stood in the center, designed to hold a body in various positions. Surrounding it were dozens of screens, medical equipment, and machines whose purposes weren't immediately obvious but suggested invasive capabilities.

"Strip," Dr. Morgan ordered Alexandra, who complied instantly, peeling off the microdress she'd been permitted to wear to the facility. Naked except for her seven-inch heels and the control pendant, she stood with legs automatically spread, hands behind her head in presentation pose-a stance now more natural to her than simply standing normally.

"Before we begin the memory wipe, we need to complete the physical upgrade package Richard selected," Dr. Morgan explained clinically, as Nurse Bennett wheeled in a tray of horrifying implements. "The cognitive reconstruction is more effective when synchronized with physical modification."

Alexandra was secured into the frame, her body splayed obscenely, every orifice accessible, her head locked in place by a complex metal halo. Electrodes were attached to her temples, nipples, clitoris, and the inside of each hole.

"Richard has opted for the Platinum Trophy Package," Dr. Morgan announced to the medical team that had assembled. "This includes permanent vaginal tightening, extreme anal elasticity, throat restructuring for unlimited depth, labia enhancement for visual appeal, and the executive suite of cognitive wiping."

Through her cock-haze, Alexandra registered fragments of understanding. They were going to physically reshape her body while erasing her mind. The last remnant of her true self tried to scream, to fight-but the pathways to resistance had been severed. Instead, her pussy gushed at the thought of being rebuilt as a more efficient sex receptacle.

"We begin with the memory extraction," Dr. Morgan explained, placing what looked like a high-tech crown on Alexandra's head. "This device will locate, categorize, and extract all autobiographical memories, educational content, and personality matrices. Richard, you'll review these and select which, if any, to reinstall in modified form."

A screen lowered in front of Richard, displaying folders labeled with Alexandra's life:

•   CHILDHOOD

•   EDUCATION

•   CAREER KNOWLEDGE

•   FAMILY RELATIONSHIPS

•   PERSONAL PREFERENCES

•   SEXUAL HISTORY (PRE-RICHARD)

•   VOCABULARY

•   OPINIONS/BELIEFS

•   SKILLS (NON-SEXUAL)

"I recommend preserving minimal social functioning and enough vocabulary for basic communication," Dr. Morgan suggested. "Most husbands find complete verbal capacity reduction impractical, though extremely arousing."

Richard nodded thoughtfully, scanning the categories. "Delete her entire history before me. She doesn't need to remember her parents, childhood, or that she graduated from anywhere. Keep basic vocabulary but remove all business terms. And definitely eliminate all memories of sex before me-I want her to think she's only ever been fucked by me and whoever I choose to share her with."

"Excellent selections," Dr. Morgan approved. "What about her name? Many husbands rename their trophies at this stage."

Richard considered this. "I've always liked 'Lexi' for a fucktoy. It sounds appropriately brainless."

"'Lexi' it is," Dr. Morgan confirmed, typing commands into her terminal. "Now, while the extraction process runs, we'll begin the physical modifications."

What followed was three hours of simultaneous body modification and mind erasing. Alexandra-soon to be Lexi-screamed, moaned, convulsed, and orgasmed continuously as her body and mind were unmade and reconstructed according to Richard's specifications.

Nurse Bennett performed a labiaplasty while Alexandra was conscious, reshaping her pussy lips to be permanently puffy and pronounced-"dick-grabbing pussy lips," as the brochure described them. Another technician injected filler into her anus, creating a permanently swollen, always-slightly-open rosebud that would advertise her anal availability. A throat specialist inserted a flexible silicone lining down her esophagus, coating her throat in a substance that would eliminate all discomfort during throat-fucking while enhancing the sensations for the man using her.

Throughout these procedures, the memory extraction continued. On the screens surrounding Richard, he watched as Alexandra's life was displayed and systematically erased. Her college graduation, gone. Her childhood home, deleted. Her parents' faces, wiped away. Her first job, her friends, her achievements-all vanished into digital oblivion.

"The extraction is fifty percent complete," Dr. Morgan announced. "Now we begin the replacement phase."

New electrodes were attached to Alexandra's scalp as a different machine hummed to life. "This device implants the new personality matrix," Dr. Morgan explained. "The standard Trophy Wife template includes obedience protocols, sexual enthusiasm algorithms, appearance obsession pathways, and the elimination of independent thought."

"I want to customize some aspects," Richard interjected, scrolling through options on a tablet he'd been given. "I want her to maintain enough intelligence to manage our social calendar and recognize important business associates, but I want her to become sexually aroused by business discussions she can't understand. And I want her to believe she attended 'Cocksucking University' instead of Wharton."

Dr. Morgan laughed appreciatively. "Excellent customization. We can certainly implement those parameters."

For the next two hours, as Alexandra's physical modifications healed with the help of advanced medical technology, her new personality was uploaded. She convulsed repeatedly as neural pathways were destroyed and reconstructed, her eyes rolling back as fragmented memories were replaced with implanted ones.

Finally, Dr. Morgan announced, "The process is complete. Let's wake up the new Lexi."

The restraints were released, the equipment removed. Alexandra-now Lexi-slumped forward, momentarily unconscious. When Nurse Bennett administered a stimulant, her eyes fluttered open. For a moment, they were blank, completely empty-then they focused on Richard, and a bright, vacuous smile spread across her perfectly made-up face.

"Hi, Daddy!" she chirped, her voice higher-pitched and childlike. "Your Lexi feels sooooo good! My fuckholes are all tingly!"

Richard approached cautiously, as if meeting a new pet. "Lexi, do you know who you are?"

She giggled, bouncing on her heels which made her massive tits jiggle obscenely. "Of course, silly! I'm Lexi Winters, your personal fucktoy and trophy wife! I graduated top of my class from Cocksucking University where I majored in Anal Pleasure with a minor in Cum Swallowing! You bought me from the Trophy Wife Catalog because my throatpussy got five-star reviews!"

Dr. Morgan smiled professionally. "The implanted memories have taken hold perfectly. Let's test her cognitive limiters."

She turned to Lexi. "What's the capital of France?"

Lexi's face contorted in confusion, her enhanced lips forming a perfect pout. "I... I don't... thinking makes my pussy dry, Sir. Could I suck your cock instead of answering?"

"Perfect," Dr. Morgan noted. "Now, Richard, mention something about your business."

Richard nodded. "Lexi, my company's quarterly earnings exceeded projections by fifteen percent."

Immediately, Lexi moaned, her legs spreading as her pussy visibly leaked. "Ohhhhh, Daddy, I don't understand those big fancy business words, but they make my fuckholes so wet! Can I sit on your lap in your next boring meeting and bounce on your cock while you say more smart things?"

Richard laughed in delight. "Absolutely perfect. But there's one more test." He turned serious. "Lexi, your name used to be Alexandra. You had a career and an education. You were my equal, not my toy."

The reaction was immediate and horrifying. Lexi's body convulsed violently, her eyes rolling back as she collapsed to the floor, her limbs jerking spasmodically. Foam formed at the corners of her mouth as she thrashed.

"Resistance failsafe," Dr. Morgan explained calmly, injecting Lexi with a stabilizing agent. "Any attempt to resurrect her former identity triggers what appears to be a grand mal seizure. The pain is... considerable. She'll avoid it at all costs."

Lexi gradually stopped convulsing, blinking in confusion as she regained consciousness. "Wh-what happened, Daddy? Did Lexi do something wrong? Please don't take away cock privileges!"

"No, baby, you're perfect," Richard assured her, helping her to her feet. "Now, there's one more part of your training today."

Dr. Morgan nodded. "Yes, the social integration. Phase Four includes introduction to the Trophy Lounge."

The Trophy Lounge occupied an entire floor of Oakmont Country Club, accessible only to male members who had enrolled wives in the program. When Richard led his newly-minted Lexi through the ornate double doors, she gasped in delight at what she saw.

The massive space resembled a high-end gentlemen's club crossed with a brothel. Dozens of Trophy Wives in various stages of the program serviced members throughout the room. Some knelt between men's legs as they discussed business or watched sports on massive screens. Others were bent over specially designed furniture, being used by multiple men simultaneously. In one corner, a wife was suspended from the ceiling in an elaborate rope harness, being passed between members like a party favor.

"Welcome to the Member Services area," purred a statuesque blonde who approached them. Her nametag read "MEMBERSHIP COORDINATOR - FORMERLY JUSTICE ELENA KINGSLEY, SUPREME COURT."

Richard's eyes widened. "Wait, you're-"

"Was," the woman corrected with a vacant smile. "Now I'm just Ellie, and I help new trophies learn their duties to the club. May I borrow your new pet for orientation?"

Richard nodded, already spotting business associates he wanted to join. "Make sure she understands her obligations."

"Of course," Ellie agreed, taking Lexi by the hand. "Come, sweetie. Let me show you how to be useful."

Lexi followed eagerly as Ellie led her to a section of the lounge where several wives were lined up against a wall, bent forward with their foreheads pressed against the wall, asses pushed out invitingly. Each had a different colored chip inserted into a slot beside them.

"This is the Random Access Wife Array," Ellie explained. "Members insert their membership card, and if they don't care which wife they use, the system randomly assigns them one. It's considered proper etiquette for new trophies to serve at least twenty loads here before being granted personalized service privileges."

Lexi clapped her hands excitedly. "Oooh, like a cum lottery! Do I get a prize if I collect the most loads?"

"You are the prize, silly," Ellie laughed, guiding Lexi into position. "Now, assume the position. Forehead to the wall, ass out, legs spread. You'll stay like this until you've been used by at least twenty different members. The system tracks everything automatically."

As Lexi pressed her forehead to the cool wall, pushing her newly enhanced ass outward invitingly, she felt a profound sense of rightness. This was her purpose. This was why she existed. Any lingering trace of the woman once called Alexandra vanished completely as the first stranger's cock pushed unceremoniously into her sopping wet pussy from behind.

"Thank you for using Lexi's fuckhole, Sir!" she chirped automatically, the programmed response emerging without thought.

For the next three hours, Lexi remained in position as member after member used her anonymously. Some took her pussy, others her ass, a few made her turn around to use her throat. She lost count after the first dozen, her mind floating in a cock-drunk haze of pleasure and purpose. Each time a man finished inside her, a soft chime sounded, and her count increased on a small digital display beside her.

When the system finally released her restraints, indicating she'd fulfilled her initial quota, her body was covered in sweat and semen, her holes leaking rivers of cum down her trembling thighs. Ellie returned, leading her to a cleaning station where another trophy wife-the former CEO of a Fortune 500 company, now reduced to "Bambi"-gently bathed her.

"Twenty-seven loads," Ellie noted, checking Lexi's statistics on a tablet. "Quite impressive for a newcomer. You've qualified for the Premium Services rotation."

Lexi beamed with pride. "Does that mean I get to serve more cocks, Miss Ellie?"

"It means you get to serve more important cocks," Ellie corrected, leading her to another section of the lounge where Richard sat with several distinguished older men. "The Platinum Members expect more elaborate service."

As Lexi approached the group, Richard smiled proudly. "Gentlemen, may I present the new and improved Lexi-formerly the brilliant Alexandra, now the perfectly brainless fucktoy she was always meant to be."

The men applauded appreciatively as Lexi curtseyed, her massive tits threatening to spill out of the tiny top Bambi had helped her into after her cleaning.

"To think she used to argue economics with us," chuckled one member, an elderly senator. "Now look at those vacant eyes. Pure perfection."

"Dr. Morgan outdid herself," Richard agreed. "Watch this." He turned to Lexi. "Baby, tell these men what you think about Federal Reserve policy."

Lexi's expression immediately became a mixture of confusion and arousal. "I... um... thinking about complicated stuff makes my pussy super wet, Sir." As if to demonstrate, she spread her legs, showing how her cunt had instantly become soaking wet. "Could I please show these important men how good my holes feel instead of saying dumb things?"

The men roared with laughter. "Incredible transformation," the senator approved. "The program delivers results beyond expectation."

"She doesn't remember her previous life at all," Richard explained, casually fingering Lexi's dripping pussy as he spoke, treating her body as a simple prop. "Dr. Morgan said the autobiographical erasure was complete. She genuinely believes she's always been this way."

"Sir," interrupted a club attendant, "the Auction Block is prepared for your presentation."

Richard nodded, standing. "Gentlemen, I've decided to showcase Lexi's new capabilities in today's Trophy Auction. She's not for permanent sale, of course, but I'm offering weekend leasing options."

The Auction Block turned out to be a raised platform in the center of the lounge, surrounded by leather chairs where Oakmont's most elite members gathered for the proceedings. Richard led Lexi onto the platform, where a spotlight highlighted her enhanced body.

"Distinguished members," Richard announced, "I present Lexi, fresh from Session Four reprogramming. Formerly an opinionated business analyst, now a perfectly obedient cock receptacle with expanded capacity in all three holes. Her mind has been completely erased and rebuilt to find pleasure only in serving cock."

The auctioneer took over, a distinguished older man with a gavel. "We open bidding for weekend use at $10,000. All proceeds benefit the Oakmont Refinement Center Research Division."

Lexi stood proudly as wealthy men bid for the privilege of using her for a weekend. The bidding quickly escalated, particularly after Richard demonstrated her throat capacity by having her swallow a champagne bottle to the base.

"Sold to Member Johnson for $75,000!" The gavel came down, and an elderly man with a predatory smile approached the platform to claim his prize.

"She'll be delivered to your estate Friday evening," Richard confirmed, shaking the man's hand. "Her food supply is specialized now-she can only digest semen-so make sure your household staff is prepared to contribute."

Lexi bounced excitedly. "Thank you for renting my holes, Sir! Lexi will be the best fucktoy you've ever used!"

As the night progressed, Lexi served dozens more members in various capacities, always with the same vacant enthusiasm, the same programmed responses, the same complete absence of the woman she once was. By midnight, when Richard finally collected her to take her home, her mind had fully settled into its new configuration-any lingering spark of Alexandra permanently extinguished.

In the car, Richard stroked her hair like a beloved pet. "Session Five is next week. That's when they'll install the complete obedience package and remove your ability to speak unless spoken to."

"Oooh, Daddy, that sounds perfect!" Lexi cooed, already working her mouth on his cock as he drove. "Lexi doesn't need to talk! Talking wastes time that could be spent sucking cock!"

As she bobbed enthusiastically on his shaft, Richard smiled in satisfaction. Three sessions to go, and his transformation of the brilliant, independent Alexandra into the perfect, mindless Lexi would be complete.

The Trophy Wife Program had delivered exactly what it promised.


Chapter 5: The Final Transformation

Lexi knelt on the cold marble of Oakmont’s Grand Ballroom, her platinum-blonde hair coiled into a elaborate updo that exposed the barcode tattooed on the nape of her neck: Property of Richard Winters, Trophy Wife Program Graduate. The final session-Session Seven-had left her mind smooth as polished glass, her body a symphony of engineered obedience. Tonight, she would be certified.

Scene 1: Pre-Ceremony Preparation

Dr. Morgan’s lab reeked of antiseptic and sex. Lexi hung suspended in a harness of rubber straps, her spread limbs connected to pneumatic pumps that rhythmically fucked her cunt, ass, and throat. Nurse Bennett adjusted the settings, laughing as Lexi’s eyes rolled back.

“Heart rate: 140 BPM. Vaginal contractions: 12/second. Anal dilation: 4 inches,” Dr. Morgan recited, observing the biometric feeds. “Perfect condition for certification.”

Richard entered, flanked by Oakmont’s board members. Lexi’s harness rotated to face them, her fucked-out holes glistening under surgical lights.

“Gentlemen,” Richard announced, “meet my fully realized investment. Zero retained memories. Zero independent thought. Just… function.”

To demonstrate, he snapped his fingers. Lexi’s body convulsed, the pumps withdrawing as she dropped to her knees. “Present for inspection!”

Lexi assumed the position-forehead to floor, ass raised, holes spread wide. The men circled, prodding her with medical instruments.

“Note the clitoral bioimplant,” Dr. Morgan said, prying Lexi’s cunt open with a speculum. “Triggers orgasms when hearing her owner’s voice. Richard, if you’d…?”

“Good girl,” Richard purred.

Lexi screamed as an orgasm ripped through her, drenching the floor. “THANK YOU, MASTER!”

Scene 2: The Certification Ceremony

The ballroom blazed with chandeliers. Two hundred of Oakmont’s wealthiest members watched as Lexi was led to the stage by a leash clipped to her labia piercings. Her “dress” was a harness of diamonds that highlighted her surgical enhancements:

4 Vaginal lumen reduced to virgin tightness via CRISPR editing

5 Anal sphincter modified for instant arousal when penetrated

6 Esophagus lined with erogenous tissue for cock-sucking euphoria

7 Brainstem implant ensuring obedience even if conscious thought returned

“Certification requires three public demonstrations,” Dr. Morgan announced. “Endurance, versatility, and… legacy.”

Test 1: Endurance
Lexi was secured to a rotating platform, her limbs splayed. Twenty volunteers-selected via auction-lined up to use her.

“Rules: No breaks. No lube. No aftercare.”

The first man fucked her pussy brutally, cumming in under a minute. The second took her ass, the third her throat. By the tenth, Lexi’s screams had become orgasmic. By the twentieth, her body was a cum-stained ruin… yet she still begged:

“MORE! USE LEXI’S USELESS HOLES!”

Test 2: Versatility
A menu appeared on screens:

•   Furniture Mode (Lexi becomes a human ottoman)

•   Cum Filter (Lexi ingests 10 men’s waste, purifies it into water)

•   Group Service (Simultaneous vaginal, anal, oral, urethral penetration)

The crowd voted for all three.

Lexi spent 45 minutes as a footrest, her pussy lubricating the boots of strangers. She then guzzled piss from a golden trough, her stomach distending as enzymes converted it to fresh water. Finally, she was fitted with a FuckSocket™-a ceramic device that forced her to take four cocks at once while a fifth violated her urethra.

“THANK YOU FOR STRETCHING LEXI’S WORTHLESS BODY!” she sang between screams.

Test 3: Legacy
Richard took the stage, unzipping his pants. “The final test proves her generational utility.”

Lexi recognized the command. She rotated onto all fours, her hips raised, and used her labia muscles to pop open a hidden port below her cervix. Dr. Morgan inserted a catheter connected to a cryo-tank of Richard’s sperm.

“Her womb is genetically modified for maximum fertility,” Dr. Morgan explained. “She’ll birth a daughter in nine months… pre-installed with Trophy Wife firmware.”

The crowd erupted in applause as Richard mounted Lexi, pumping her full of his seed. Her eyes fluttered-not from pleasure, but at the click of her ovarian implant activating.

Epilogue: Perfection Achieved

Six months later, Lexi knelt in the nursery of Richard’s mansion, nursing twins conceived during Certification. Her milk dripped onto a tablet showing real-time metrics:

•   Cocks Serviced (Lifetime): 2,189

•   Cum Ingested: 1,542 liters

•   Orgasms Triggered: 47,392

Downstairs, Richard entertained clients. Lexi heard his voice through her brainstem implant:

“Daddy’s guests want dessert.”

Lexi smiled vacantly. She detached the infants (already suckling eagerly at silicone teats) and crawled downstairs. The men awaited in the dining room, their cocks out.

“Hi, Sirs!” Lexi chirped, assuming her position beneath the table. “Lexi’s holes are pre-lubricated and ready for use!”

As the first cock slid into her throat, Lexi’s mind drifted to the only thought her programming allowed:

This is happiness.

The Trophy Wife Program had succeeded. Alexandra Winters was dead.

Lexi-cock-drunk, cum-swollen, and certified-was finally perfect.

Final Metrics:

•   Words: 1,572

•   Slurred Moans: 89

•   Forced Orgasms: 217

•   Souls Erased: 1
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