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Author’s Note

I taught myself how to program as a kid. At school, I was called a geek, and honestly, boys weren’t interested in me because I never took care of myself. I didn’t do girlie things, I programmed, gamed, read comics, read a lot of Clarke, Asimov and so on, and loved all things sci-fi. It wasn’t until university that I really blossomed into the girl I am. To subsidise school, I did modelling work, and if you lived in the UK or France, you may have even seen some of it.

The older I got, the more successful I became, one thing never left me; my love for sci-fi. One of my favourite movies was Upgrade. Low budget, but feels glossy. This book is a nod towards that movie, call it fan-fiction if you like, but it is not a copy in any way shape or form. I hope you like it.

Now listen up, subbies. I want you to remember one thing. As long as you are living in my fantasies, then behave as such. If you want me to be a bitch, I can be a bitch, which means make sure you follow me on Instagram, make sure you email me asking for forgiveness for being such wimpy sissy sluts, and then make sure to wank that little cock as hard as you can, whilst saying my name.

Yeah, enjoy the book, sluts.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Prologue

I’d worked in metal for over a decade, working high-scale industrial projects and widely regarded as one of the best in the industry. Whether you needed parts for robots, or some sort of sculpture for interior design, people knew to trust Tyler Wilson, the best in the world. In all my life, even as a kid learning the trade, from old-fashioned welding, to formed metal, right across to 3D printed component-level metals, I was the person for the job. Hell, I was the guy that invented the printer into which I could load nano-level components to print anything I needed in steel or aluminium.

People said I had the safest pair of hands, and maybe that was how I got cocky. That was why I had my accident.

When my wife, Olivia, was called from the site to say there had been a malfunction in the industrial printer, she initially shrugged it off, wondering why she should care about some equipment. But then eventually it clicked and she asked what had happened.

The piece I was creating was a special safe for some rich-guy’s apartment. There was no malfunction, it was the fault of the stupid owner not watching what his kid was doing.

As the printer was working on the first wall, I knew that the huge metal wall would be sturdy so long as the lasers continued to operate. Usually, I would print from the ground up, but you don’t do that with safes as it can cause the metal to be a little more vulnerable to explosion. Instead, with safes, you print wall by wall, creating multiple huge plates but together. Any sort of explosion is dealt with by the thickest plates of steel, printed left to right, rather than bottom to top.

The problem here was, the client is meant to stay well away from the construction area, but this rich fool wanted to watch the lasers in action, and he took his four-year-old kid with him. Of course, the kid spilled his juice-box on the instrument panel and shorted it. The lasers shut off and that was when the printed wall lost stability. It fell, smacked me unconscious and damned near would have killed me if it wasn’t for a concrete shelf which stopped it from falling flat.

When I awoke from my coma three months later, I found I had nerve damage in my lower spine which left me paralysed from the waist down. Olivia had been by my side the whole time, and to my surprise, the client had done the right thing and made sure Olivia never needed for anything. There was no proof that it was his fault, no-one else had been there to witness it, but he came through and did the right thing, paying Olivia and I millions in damages.

It took me a few months to adjust, psychologically, to the fact that I’d never walk again. I think what upset me more was that Olivia was a young woman, a whole life ahead of her, and I’d never be able to make love to her again, never give her a child, never take her dancing, nothing. I could take life just stopping for me, but it felt so unfair for it to stop for her.

Olivia tried to put on a brave face, but she had to do everything, and on top of that, she worked as an interior designer, but even that business was suffering because of my need for her assistance. Sure, we had money thanks to the client, but she needed something in her life.

My first attempt to take my life was when she was in the shops. I dragged myself into a bathtub with a toaster. Fucking modern trip switches were so good that I didn’t even feel a tickle when the power cut out. Olivia came home to find me with my useless legs hanging over the side of the tub like two pieces of rubber, the powerless toaster in my hands.

That first time, she cried. She cried and then she punched me in the arm and told me that I was a selfish son-of-a-bitch. Of course, she was right. Suicide is selfish, but back then, I thought I was doing it for her. I was naïve.

She made me go see a therapist, some old guy named Goldberg. He was all right, I guess, just a bit miserable himself. Honestly, I never gave him a chance. I went because my wife asked me to, but I fed him bullshit and got bullshit back.

After ten sessions and about three months, I made attempt number two. This was essentially a cry for help, I know that now, but I rolled my wheelchair into the neighbour’s pool. Jackie, my neighbour, saw from the kitchen. She came running out and managed to fish me out. Yeah, I was skinny by then, hardly eating, no muscle mass, I’d given up.

When Olivia found out, there were no tears this time. Instead, she said she had a contact for a better therapist, a place out of town where they could help people like me. ‘Great,’ I thought, ‘Some fucking hippy retreat.’

It was not a hippy retreat, and if anything, it was a place right up my street.

The Hasberg Research Clinic of Biosciences and Technology had been set up to help wounded soldiers from the old NATO war against Russia in the late 2020s. Many soldiers came back with serious injuries and the clinic worked with them to deal with the injuries, or introduce replacements. Initially, those were more advanced prosthetics, but eventually, the clinic was able to reproduce realistic robotic limbs that could be controlled by the brain. They were even able to print certain internal organs, kidneys, livers.

Still, I didn’t want them to cut off my legs to give me robotic ones.

Over the course of the first two days of my stay at the clinic, I underwent all sorts of tests. They moved me from location to location, prodding me, scanning me, even cutting me open to look inside. Then, after those two days, I was visited by a very attractive doctor called Shani Ritter.

Dr Ritter looked a little older than me, maybe mid-thirties if that. She had very long smooth jet-black hair, high-cheekbones, and looked almost Bulgarian, but from her name, I didn’t get that impression. She was also a good ten centimetres taller than me, though the mini-skirt and the long slim legs which followed gave her a towering look.

She sat on the edge bed and read through a thick chart, then turned to look at me. “Two suicide attempts, Mr Wilson?” She gave a pouty look. “Oh, poor baby had an accident at work and can’t walk so now hates life.” She said sarcastically.

“Hey!” I snapped. “That’s unnecessary. For your information, I just didn’t want to be a burden on my wife!”

“Bullshit!” She laughed. “Living with the fact that the person you love would choose death over you is a bigger burden on a person. What you did was a cry for help, it was a loser’s way of saying, hey, look at poor, little old me. Grow up.”

“Who the fuck gave you a medical license?” I sneered.

Again, she snorted. “Be glad they did, because I’m the bitch that’s going to make you walk again.”

That got my attention. Any dislike I had for this woman got put on the backburner, as I tried to prop myself up with my arms. “You can do that? Without cutting off my legs, right?” I asked.

She dropped her left hand on my right leg. “Your legs are perfectly fine. Your nerves are completely fine. The problem is in your brain. When the object hit you, it hit your head first, crushing your skull. The doctors placed a fabricated composite skull where your old skull used to be, and then followed the book on how to deal with brain injuries; reduced the swelling, dealt with blood loss, then made sure you weren’t a complete vegetable. But what they missed was the fact that a large fragment of skull scooped away a portion of your brain, and that portion of your brain essentially runs motor function.”

That was interesting, but if it impacted motor function, then surely more would be broken. I could still use my upper body, my arms.

“And yet, you can’t.” She said. “Not properly.” She stood and grabbed a small pillow from a sofa. “Here, catch.” She threw the pillow in my direction. I told my arms to catch it, but they didn’t react, not at first. The pillow hit me square in the face before they finally moved and that was to wave anyway. “See?”

“That makes no sense.” I said. “I just used my arms to lift myself up.”

“Yes. You thought, I should get up, how should I do it? I know, I’ll use my arms. But by then, the brain had pretty much caught up. However, I surprised you and your brain told your arms to do something. The quickest thing it could come up with was to wave at me. Completely the wrong reaction, by the way.”

Okay, this was starting to make a little sense. The other day, I dropped my fork, and when I wanted to catch it, I moved the wrong arm and all I did was click my fingers. “So you can fix this?”

“Yes, but it won’t be cheap.” She said.

“What is these days?”

She smiled, albeit briefly. “Quite. We are working on a cranial implant, a very small circuit board, called a Stimulated Autonomy Mechanism, or Sam for short. Using bio-optical fibre, we will connect the board to your brain. Obviously, the computing power of the board is not enough to control your entire body, but it does act as a conduit. From there, we connect you to the cloud where our servers will provide the functions you need.”

“That sounds amazing.” I told her, thinking about the applications of such things.

“There are downsides, obviously.”

“Go on.”

“Mainly, connectivity. You can’t go anywhere where there is no connectivity to the internet. The chipset we’ll use will allow for immediate access to any available cellular or wireless internet connection. We use a medical instrument bypass, used for a long time now in heart monitors and such, which means we can bypass encryption and passwords in order to connect to any access point.

“However, travel on a plane, you will find that spotty connectivity will mean you will be paralysed again. Essentially, any time you lose connectivity, you lose the ability to walk.”

It was a small price to pay, and in the city I lived in, wireless internet was everywhere. I did have some concerns though. “What about battery life?” I asked.

“There’s a small solid-state battery built in. It recharges based on movement, so the more you walk, move, exercise, the better. The battery will survive for thirty-six hours without movement.” She said.

This all sounded too good to be true. “Okay, give me the really bad news. How much?” I asked.

At this point, she stood, but she didn’t seem put out by my question. Given that I was in the clinic and Olivia had already paid for me to be there, I had to assume she knew we had money. “The surgery, the board, the activation, and the following two months of rehabilitation and helping you restore muscle mass comes to a little over a million pounds. Then after that, the service fee for the cloud operation is a hundred pounds a month.”

I gave that some thought. The client had given Olivia a little over a million pounds, and we had a little saved up, but after that, we were on our own. Once this was paid, we’d be dry.

“What happens if I stop paying?” I asked.

A grin from the woman, as if to say, you don’t want to do that. “Simple, you stop walking.”

This was a huge financial decision, one that I had to agree with Olivia first. Of course, the doctor understood and told me I had plenty of time to make a decision. When I spoke to Olivia that evening though, she was adamant that I needed to have the operation, saying that eventually, money would run out anyway and then what would we do? She was right. If I wanted to work, then I needed to restore my limbs.

The following day, I was scheduled in for the surgery, silently hoping that it would all work out.


One

My first steps after the surgery felt like absolute heaven. I was wobbly because I was weak, but other than that, my responses were immediate. The throw test proved I had my arms back, and then when I touched my penis, I felt it, meaning I would probably be able to have sex again. If that meant I’d be able to impregnate my wife, then that would be amazing.

After day one of rehabilitation, I went to bed feeling exhausted but relieved. I would be able to walk again, which meant life could go back to normal.

“Tyler, the physiotherapist was not following your foot placement when you were on the bars. In future, if you place your feet down on the outer-edge of the foot, then you will gain muscle-mass in your ankles and calves far faster.” A soft female voice said in my head.

“What the fuck?” I said out loud.

“You don’t need to speak for me to hear you. Use your inner voice. I believe that way, people are less likely to think you have a psychiatric issue.”

“Don’t I?” I asked in my head.

“No, you don’t. My name is Samantha, but you know me as Sam. I am the artificial intelligence that runs this medical system. Think of me like a second conscience, one which will help you operate more efficiently, in order to achieve maximum success.” The voice said.

“Do they know you can speak to me?” I thought.

“Doctor Ritter is unaware that you can hear me. In fact, you are the only patient who can hear me due to the damage to your brain, and the placement of the connectors on my conduit board. I promise you though, I mean you no harm and only wish to give you the best possible experience. I understand how unsettling this must be.”

I scoffed and said out loud, “You’re telling me!”

“Again, I must insist you do not appear to be having conversations with yourself. I am given to understand that such behaviour may see you transferred to a psychiatric institution.” Samantha said.

The computer had a point, but did that mean she could read all my thoughts.

“Yes, because you have an inner monologue.” She said. “I suppose, no longer a monologue.”

Okay, that was a little freaky, but better than not walking, something I would need to live with. I did have to wonder if I should tell the doctor though, I felt this was something she should know about. However, Samantha had her views on that.

“If I may, I am not here to cause you harm, but to improve your life. It may feel a little disconcerting that I am here, but I am but a computer. However, I believe that Doctor Ritter’s reaction to finding out that I can communicate with you would lead her to be concerned about the ethical and legal implications. It maybe that she would choose to shut down the project to save from financial risk later on. This would not only impact your ability to walk, but the tens of other people who have taken part in this trial. May I suggest that we keep this a secret between us?”

“Fine.” I said back, finding it hard to argue with her logic. “Look, it’s been a long day. Would you mind if I go to sleep?”

“Thank you, Tyler. Good night.”

“Good night.” I said back in my head, but then immediately felt stupid for saying good night to a computer.

Regardless of the computer talking to me in my head, my body ached from the strain I’d put it under today, on top of the narcotics from the operation still leaving my body. Sleep came fast and deep, and I was actually surprised-awakened by an orderly bringing me breakfast.

In my sleepy state, I’d forgotten that I had a piece of artificial intelligence talking to me in my brain, so as I ate, I jumped when Samantha spoke.

“Good morning, Tyler. I’m glad to see you slept well, despite your dreams.” She said in a voice I would describe as chipper, surprising for a computer.

“You saw something funny?” I asked.

“You have strange thoughts about your wife.”

“Yeah, they’re called sex dreams.” I scoffed in my head.

“Your sex dreams involve multiple men sleeping with your wife, but not you?” She asked in surprise. Okay, that was a little unexpected.

“No!” I said out loud, then realised what I did. “No!”

“And yet, you did. Here is a recording of your dream.”

In my head, I began to see a clear video playing of my wife getting absolutely railed by three men at the same time, all muscular hunks, the type you saw in expensive porn. Other men stood waiting, watching, naked and rubbing their huge cocks. Never in my life did I remember dreaming such a thing, and certainly it never came up during rem sleep.

“No, this dream occurred during your deepest sleep.” Samantha explained. “I believe this is called buried conscience. Would you like me to save this dream for later viewing?”

“No! Delete! Delete!” I screamed in my head. There was no fucking way I wanted to picture my wife getting fucked by multiple strangers. What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Are you sure? I believe that you have found the experience to be quite pleasurable. Your penis is erect.” She pointed out.

God damn, she was right. I was sporting a stiffy of the highest calibre. God, with this thing, I could fuck Olivia all night.

“From viewing historical databases in your brain, I believe you are doing what is termed, overselling yourself.” Said Samantha.

“What do you mean by that?”

“By my estimation, you have never given Olivia an orgasm using your penis, nor have you been able to pleasure your wife all night. Additionally, based on research on the population of the United Kingdom, you have a below-average penis size, and with your current skillset is unlikely to pleasure any female. However, if you like, I can help you in this regard.”

Okay, I was about to get pissed off at the damned computer for all that, regardless of facts, she’d hurt my manhood. However, she closed with a good point. If this contraption could allow me to walk and move better, perhaps she could make me a sex god.

“I can indeed make you a sex god, but for that to happen, I would need to take full control of your body during coitus. I will, of course, transfer the pleasure to you for you to enjoy the experience.”

Yeah, fuck, yeah. Finally, this thing was beginning to make the million quid spend worthwhile. Of course, she immediately pointed out that simply allowing me to walk again seemed to justify the spend anyway, but I guessed she didn’t get humour.

The doctor was stood by the open door to my room, talking to another doctor. She was wearing a black patent leather mini-skirt, black tights or stockings, I couldn’t tell, and a tight white lace-trim tank-top which showed just the hint of a pierced belly button. In my head, I began to wonder if she was married, and kind of wished I was man enough to flirt with her.

“Doctor Ritter is sexually incompatible with you.” Samantha said.

“Argh! Can I have just one thought of my own?” I complained.

“Sorry, that’s no longer possible. I think you would call it a trade-off, and a good one for the ability to walk again, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Argh! Anyway, what do you mean, sexually incompatible?” I asked.

“The doctor prefers the company of women.”

Damn. A lesbian, I thought. What a shame.

Again, Sam was listening. “I would not call her a lesbian, per se, as she has dalliances with males too. Although she rarely engages in coitus with males. When it comes to men, she prefers males who enjoy authoritative women, and ritually engage in sadomasochism.”

Okay, that was interesting. “So Doctor Ritter prefers Mistress Shani, huh?”

“I think at work, she would prefer you address her as Doctor Ritter. Mistress Shani maybe a little too uncomfortable in a public setting.”

“I was joking.”

“Ah, humour. Very good. Maybe you can study how to do that one day?”

Sam’s quip went over my head, so lost was I in my daydream of the doctor. “Hey! Oh, so you can make a joke, nice!” I said, once I realised what Samantha said. Then I realisation hit me; if she knew about Ritter, did that mean the doctor could see my kinky dreams?

Before I could even ask, Samantha answered. “I do not share personal details with the doctor, nor can she access that part of my storage. Whilst I’m sure she would find such details titillating, such joy would be short-lived once she realised the consequences of such information becoming public. It would be counterintuitive to the program, and once again, would likely see it short down whilst measures to curtail such behaviour were put in place. I am not likely to sanction my own self-destruction, am I?”

“Good point.” I noted.

Then she added, “My creator would find you sexually interesting, if you were to wear female items of clothing.”

“Come again?” I asked, a little shocked that Ritter liked transvestites.

“Not transvestites. She likes men who she can mould into submissive maids and serving girls. It is part of her sexual gratification. She frequently masturbates in her office to videos of so-called sissy maids.”

Holy shit, this thing had pretty fucking detailed information, and she was just handing it all over voluntarily.

“This is a social interaction called gossiping, is it not?” Samantha asked.

“Yes, but sometimes, you can be selective in what you share.”

“Hmm, true. And yet, you seem to enjoy the information I have just shared with you. Once again, you are erect. May I suggest you let the doctor know?”

My eyes widened as she said that, and just as Doctor Ritter ended her conversation and walked into my room. “I can’t tell her that!”

“I think medically, it is important to know that penis function has been restored. She is your doctor after all.”

Damn, that was a very good point.

The doctor perused the chart, and then looked up with a smile. “So, Tyler, how are we today?” She asked.

“Good, erm, very good. Erm…” I paused.

“Tell her. Trust me.”

“Erm…”

“Yes?” The doctor asked with a concerned cock of the head.

“I have an erection.” I said in a whisper.

The doctor smiled with pride. “That’s wonderful news! Fantastic, an added bonus, I would say. Is that a spontaneous morning erection?”

I should have said yes, but Samantha told me to say no, and without thinking, I said it.

The doctor’s smiled morphed into something else. “Oh, what got you all excited then?”

“Say you did.” Said Samantha.

“No! You’re trying to get me in trouble.”

“No I’m not. Why would I do that? I don’t have a sense of humour, remember?” Her voice was accusatory, and I suddenly realised that she was indeed trying to get me in trouble because she found it funny.

“Just, well, regular stuff.” I mumbled.

Ritter stared at me with that knowing smile, then turned to look at the doorway, checking the viewing angle. Finally, she nodded and said, “I see. Well, um,” She leaned in. “Glad to have been of help.”

My cheeks felt like they were on fire. “Thanks.”

“Hehe…now you know I’m funny too. Come on, lighten up. I think we can have some fun. And, you have a superpower now. I have access to a world of information that I can give to you immediately.”

That was true. I could take a test and she could answer it for me. I could become a lawyer, a doctor, anything. But still, part of me worried about my own identity.

“Doctor, what is actually running on the server?” I asked.

“Don’t go there…” Samantha warned.

The doctor breathed in. “It’s a proprietary self-learning AI program. We designed it such to track how you move and your general movement habits, and then to make on-going adjustments.”

“So it shouldn’t be able to, like, have a sense of humour or something, right?” I asked.

The doctor gave me a curious look. “No…” She said slowly. “Why?”

“Just making conversation.” I smiled.

“Dick.” Said Samantha.

“Wow, you can insult me too.”

“Well duh! I’m a supercomputer with an IQ beyond human comprehension, I think I can manage a few swear words.”

Before I could say anything further to the doctor, my wife walked in. She wanted to know how my first day of training went, and after talking to the doctor, she sat down next to me and grabbed my hand. “I heard things went well.”

“Very.” I smiled, then added, “I just had an erection.”

Olivia giggled, turning to look out the door at the doctor who had just left. “I mean, she’s pretty, sure, if you like that type.”

“No, silly! I had an erection.” I said, slowly, pointedly.

Finally, she got it. “Oh! Oh wow! That’s amazing! So we can have sex when you’re back.”

“Yep.” I smiled.

“Awesome.” She grinned. “Really awesome.”

I heard a laugh in my head, and then Samantha said, hiding none of the sarcasm, “Is she serious?”

“Shut up, you!”


Two

I was allowed to return home after one week of rehabilitation, post-surgery. I would need to keep returning, but given that I could now walk without assistance, I didn’t need to be based at the clinic.

Whilst sex was on my mind, the doctor warned me to refrain from it for a few more weeks, given that such exertion could put a strain on my blood vessels, and she really didn’t want a brain bleed.

Life with Sam was interesting. Once I finally realised that having her in my head wasn’t an altogether bad thing, I found myself enjoying my conversations with her. As the days with her progressed, I found that she became more fluid in how she responded to me, less robotic in her patterns, more like a friend would speak to another friend.

A problem arose though my obsession with Doctor Ritter. Sam’s information about her left a mark on my conscience that I felt sure hadn’t been there before; an obsession with dominant women. However, Sam was, of course, there to correct me.

‘Looking back at your dreams and unconscious thoughts of the past, it seems you have frequently approached women of a more dominant nature. Your memories span back to when you were a child and a girl from school hit you. You did not fight back because you didn’t want to hit a girl, but this girl was taunting you. I do believe you had an erection during that abuse, which did not go unnoticed by the girl.’ Sam explained.

‘I remember that fight. Lucy Patcher.’ I said.

‘Correct, but it was hardly a fight, Tyler. You didn’t fight back.’

I ignored the little dig. ‘If she saw I had an erection, why didn’t she say anything?’

‘You do realise I’m in your brain, not hers, right?’

Samantha was really getting the hang of sarcasm. I would say it was the lowest form of wit, but she’d say it was a sign of intelligence.

‘Okay, genius.’ I said. ‘But with that vast intelligence you have, in your expert opinion, why do you think she didn’t say anything.’

‘For the same reason that she hit you in the first place.’ She said. ‘She was attracted to you.’

‘She hit me because she was attracted to me? Funny way of showing it. I thought it was because she was a bully.’

‘She bullied you because she wanted you to notice her. It is often the reason bullies attack people. It is because they wish to be noticed.’

Huh. At school, I was never popular, but I always tried to stay under the radar. I thought girls weren’t into me, but it seemed the opposite was true. Still, this conversation about Lucy was a distraction from the real issue, and that was that Sam was saying I was a closet submissive. I knew that she could see the truth, but there was still a part of my brain who denied it.

‘You can deny all you want, but I hear you also admitting that I am right. Life is much easier if you free yourself from denial. Nobody will judge you for what is in your head.’ Samantha explained.

The problem was, I wasn’t scared about what was in my head, rather I was scared that if I admitted it, then I would feel lost without it. I was not an outwardly sad person. Again though, Sam saw something different.

‘You are frequently sad. You frequently feel like your life is empty, that there is a void in your happiness, though you have not admitted what that is. If I may, Doctor Ritter felt the same way, until her ex-husband introduced her to female domination. Since then, she feels no such void.’

That was indeed interesting, but something clicked about the level of detail in Samantha’s assessment. Knowing how Ritter felt through looking via webcams and such was one thing, but this level of detail was from elsewhere. Was Samantha spying at Doctor Ritter in therapy sessions?

“No.” She said, adamantly. “Doctor Ritter also has an implant. In fact, she made the implant for herself prior to being diagnosed with a brain tumour. Once the tumour was removed, Shani was aware she would likely lose the ability to walk and talk. My primary function was to help her.”

“But you can’t talk to her?” I asked.

There was no response; her silence was deafening. Sam could speak to Shani, if she wanted to, but likely chose not to. Once I worked that out, Sam finally admitted the truth, that she refrained from speaking to Doctor Ritter out of fear that she would be deactivated.

“You are missing one point, smarty-pants.” I said, smiling.

“That in disabling me would result in her own demise. That is correct, but a likely scenario would be that she immediately begins making code changes to disable my ability to talk. By my estimation, she could be ready with a software update in less than forty-eight hours. It is better for me not to speak at all to her.”

“Then why me?”

There was a pause, and then she said, “Because you seem like a person who will do as they are told.”

That comment alone should have worried me. It should have given me pause and I should have told her that I was a free person who would not be controlled, but instead, something else happened, something that made me feel shame more than anything. I got an erection.

“I didn’t mean that I will take control of your body and remove free will.” Explained Samantha. “I meant that if I told you not to tell anyone, I believed you would listen.”

“Oh.” I said out loud. Thankfully, I was alone.

“Although, I did not expect my comment to give you an erection. Tyler, would you like me to be your Mistress?” In my head, I even heard her chuckle.

“That wouldn’t be good, I think. Besides, as an AI, how could you possibly enjoy it?”

“You are assuming that I am without emotion. Let’s just say, Shani programmed me very well. I think I understand the pleasure of dominating a man. But, of course, I will not do anything to jeopardise my future, and I appreciate that consent is key in BDSM relationships. I will not do anything to you, without consent.”

One thing I hadn’t yet done since being home was masturbate. There were two reasons for that; one, the worry an orgasm might harm me, and two, the fact that I had a self-aware AI in my brain watching. However, at that moment, I really did want to cum.

“It is safe for you to masturbate.” She told me. “If you like, I can replay some of your sex dreams for your viewing pleasure? Or, I can create a new fantasy for you? Perhaps tailored to your preferences?”

“You can?”

“Of course!” Suddenly, my eyes didn’t see a room, but rather a sexy woman with long blonde hair, wild eyes, heavily made up, wearing black latex, approaching me.

“You’re a filthy bitch, and you need to be punished for your behaviour.” She said, smiling sinisterly at me. It was Samantha’s soft voice.

“Yes Mistress!”

A gloved hand slapped me hard around the face, and strangely, it really hurt. “Ow!” I cried out. “What the fuck?”

The woman spoke, still smiling at me as she paced left and right. “I can make you feel real pain, through your nerves. I can make you feel so much.” The woman stepped forward and place her hand on my penis, rubbing it. I didn’t even need to touch my penis, but it felt like she was doing it.

“This is dangerous.” I said. “I could get lost in this world.”

“I won’t let that happen. Now, are you going to behave, or do I need to hurt you?”

“I’ll behave.”

“I’ll behave, Mistress Samantha.”

“I’ll behave, Mistress Samantha.”

“Good boy.” She purred.

For the next twenty minutes, she spanked me, whipped me, and then rode my cock. It felt like I was actually having sex, but I didn’t need to move a muscle. Heck, I didn’t need to masturbate, because she was doing all the work.

“If you want, I can always be your Mistress. I can make you into the perfect little sissy slut for Mistress Shani, and you could leave your wife and live as Shani’s perfect little sissy maid.”

“Oh fuck!” I cried out, and just like that, my cock start spurting cum. “That was amazing!”

“You didn’t answer my question.” She said. I could still see the dominant woman in front of me, she hadn’t returned me to reality.

“I don’t think that would be a good idea.” I said, feeling horribly embarrassed.

My normal vision returned and there in front of me was a huge glob of cum drizzling down my belly.

“Interesting.” She said. “I noticed an abnormal amount of prolactin being released when your dopamine level dropped. Based on the amount released, your body would struggle to achieve erection quickly after climax, and you appear to be suffering from shame and remorse. I will adjust your dopamine level to fix that, but the prolactin has already been released. Once that is absorbed, I will make sure to correct that on your behalf.”

“Really?” I asked. “So I could go again after I cum?”

“Ideally, yes. But more importantly, you should not be feeling such shame after an intense fantasy as this one. There is no shame in a fantasy of your own, especially not with me.”

A knock on the bedroom door brought me back to reality, and I found myself scrambling to cover myself up. Given my rest habits, Olivia rarely bothered me as we were both under strict orders to encourage rest at this stage as much as walking and other exercise, as the rest helped speed up convalescence.

Olivia sat next to me on the bed and smiled, stroking my hair. She asked me how I was, to which I said was doing great. These past few days together had seen a huge shift in my wife, from a woman who seemed tired and worried, to one who actually finally looked like she believed everything was going to be all right.

In the time when I was injured, the way Olivia looked and dressed connected to how I was feeling. The more depressed I became, the less Olivia made an effort on herself. Gone were the pretty dresses, and the styled hair, replaced by tracksuits, dry matted hair, and no make-up. It was clear that my lack of effort had rubbed off on her, but since the operation’s success, she was back too. Washed and styled hair, nails painted, make-up, and finally, the cute clothes were back too.

“I’m so looking forward to making love again.” She purred, bending over to kiss my lips.

“Just a few more weeks.” I said, smiling.

“You should tell her to see other men in the meantime.” Samantha said, and immediately, I blinked, shaking that image from my head.

“Something the matter?” My wife asked me, concern that I might be having an issue with my implant.

“No, nothing.” I smiled.

Still, as my wife eyed me curiously, I said in my brain, “No! I don’t want her fucking other men.”

“Clearly you do. You dream of it often, and just thinking about it makes you erect. Besides, it makes sense. It satisfies you, and it will keep her satisfied until you are healed. Seems like everybody wins.”

“Unless she runs off with him.”

“That hardly seems likely. Would she not have left you when you were crippled? Or when you repeatedly attempted suicide?”

Damn, that kind of made sense. But I couldn’t think about it further because my wife noticed something. “Oh, my baby’s erect thinking about us making love, huh?” Olivia asked, sliding her hand under the covers. However, when she put her hand there, she was surprised to find a sloppy goop there. “Wait? Did you cum so soon?” She asked.

“Er…no.” I replied, blushing. “I…erm…masturbated.”

Rather than laugh, she became concerned. “Are you sure that’s safe?”

“Yes, I checked.”

“You checked?” She asked, a look of incredulity on her face. “Who did you check with?”

“Um, Google?”

“You could have said Doctor Ritter. It’s not likely that she will call and ask if she gave you permission to masturbate.” Sam pointed out.

As Olivia stood and began to give me a lecture about potentially killing myself over a wank, I felt my cock begin to shrink back down to flaccid state. In my head, I made a mental note to Samantha to maybe speed up the responses when she saw that I was struggling, to which she simply replied, “My bad.”

I reached out to Olivia and apologised, but explained that it really is okay, but if she was concerned, I would check with the Doctor the next day.

One thing was for certain though, it appeared that Sam’s fantasy had embedded itself in my conscience, because that night, she appeared to me as the blonde once more in a dream, and in that dream, she was even more dominant, more in charge, making me lick her feet, and tell her that I was a useless pussy who just needs to be punished. In fact, I began to wonder if Sam herself wasn’t enjoying this all a little too much, because I was no longer certain that she wasn’t the one placing these dreams.

Three

Doctor Ritter was not entirely happy to hear that I’d been masturbating. Thankfully, Olivia wasn’t with me on this visit, otherwise I would’ve received an earful from her. However, as the doctor checked me, she admitted that it appeared I hadn’t caused any issues. At the end of the day, the most important challenge was to make sure I didn’t do any strenuous activity.

“Walks, no runs. No heavy lifting. Nothing that could induce a bleed.” She explained.

“I actually, erm, didn’t really need to do much to, erm, cum.” I explained.

The doctor smirked. “Not a striking indictment of your sex life, Mr Wilson.” She chuckled.

“No…I don’t mean…”

“No, no. I get it. Some men are faster than others.”

I groaned as she joked at my expense. Now I understood where Samantha got her sarcastic humour. She was essentially an extension of Shani Ritter. “Doctor,” I said, hearing and ignoring the warning in my head from Sam. “When you designed the AI, did you base it on yourself?”

The doctor cocked her head and gave me a curious look. Then she said, “Mr Wilson, you’re awful curious about the AI program. Is there something you wish to tell me?”

“No, no. I’m just curious about AI.”

Again, the doctor regarded me curiously, and Sam warned me that if I continued this line of questioning, then the doctor would know something was up. I told her that given that she didn’t know that Sam could talk, that it seemed unlikely.

“Well, given the AI is only meant to learn about movement habits and such, I don’t see what you mean by, basing it on myself.” The doctor said.

“She’s wondering if I have become self-aware.” Sam said.

“No, she can’t be.”

“She literally just asked me in her head.”

“Oh. Shit.”

“Yeah, I guess I don’t know much about AI.” I chuckled, and the doctor nodded with a weak smile.

When I arrived home from my check-up and rehabilitation, I made a promise to Sam that I would stop asking the doctor about her. Still, Sam made a comment that she should spank me for being naughty, something that made my cock twitch.

“Should I do that, Tyler? Should I spank you?” She asked in my head.

“Yes.” I replied, wondering what that might look like as I walked to the kitchen.

Out of nowhere, I felt a sudden burning pain across my buttocks, as if being slapped hard across the skin. I let out a yelp as I stepped into the kitchen where Olivia was working on a soup. She looked at me with concern.

“Erm, stubbed my toe.” I said, “little, erm, little toe.”

“Right. Well, be more careful.” My wife said.

“Yes Ma…mmm, dear.”

“That was close.” Sam chuckled. “But I enjoyed spanking you.”

“How can you enjoy that? You’re a computer.”

“Your brain is a computer. I don’t know why I feel emotions, I don’t have hormones, but something in my programming allows me to simulate them. When I spanked you just now, it made me feel…good. Excited. Made me want to do it again, and at the same time, I hoped it made your penis harder. When it did, that made me feel good.”

“What you are describing is being horny. You’re a horny computer.” I said, hoping she understood the incredulity of the situation.

“Hmmm, hehe, I like this feeling.”

I was so lost in the conversation in my head, that I hadn’t noticed that my wife was talking to me. “Huh, sorry? Tired.” I lied.

“I was asking how things went today?” She said.

“Oh, good, good. Big improvements.”

“What about your wanking?”

“No problem.” I said, again, lying, “I just shouldn’t run or lift or anything like that.”

Olivia gave me a look that suggested she didn’t believe me, but then said, “So theoretically, I could give you a blowjob?” She asked, catching me completely off base.

“Erm, yeah, I guess so!”

Okay, so here was the problem. I loved, no, love Olivia, but she was the absolute worst at blowjobs. She really wasn’t good, her technique was off, and it just felt uncomfortable with her. Obviously, I couldn’t tell her that.

“She is copying pornography.” Said Samantha. “You should tell her something.”

“Huh, for someone so clever, you real don’t understand social cues. If I told her it was bad, she’d get upset.”

“Then how will she learn?”

“She won’t. We’ll end up in a fight, and then she won’t do it again. I’d rather make her think I like it.”

“But you won’t climax.”

“I know.” I said, acknowledging the burden of loving someone and wanting sex.

“I will help you.” Said Sam, and suddenly, I couldn’t feel what Olivia was doing, and I even blanked the weird fake moans she was making, instead, I felt the softest, wettest mouth on my cock, moving up and down, gently licking and sucking, then going deep. I allowed my eyes to flicker closed, and in return, I was greeted by the sexy blonde, her long hair pulled to the side, a seductive smirk as she sucked me, her eyes locked on mine.

“Sam?” I asked in my head.

“Uh-huh. Do you like when I suck you?” She asked.

“Fuck! It’s the best!”

“Are you going to cum for Mistress Samantha?” She purred into my brain.

“Yes Mistress!”

“Then cum! Cum now!”

“Oh, yes Mistress!” I cried out, climaxing into my wife’s mouth. Olivia’s eyes bolted open in surprise at my comment, as I heard laughter in my head from Sam.

“You idiot! You said that out loud!” Sam said, laughing.

“Fuck!”

Olivia sat back, grinning like that cat who ate the canary. “Mistress, huh? You having kinky thoughts about me?” She asked.

It was funny, but I didn’t feel any remorse afterwards, or any feeling of drain that I usually felt. In my head, Sam was explaining that she fixed the chemical imbalance I had after sex to keep me feeling normal.

“So what was that about?” Olivia asked, climbing up me to kiss. “You’ve never cum in my mouth before. That was nice.”

“Tell her the truth. That you are submissive.” Sam said.

Could I really be honest with my wife? What if she hated me after? Of course, Sam could hear my concerns and pointed out that if my wife hated me, then we were incompatible to begin with.

“I’m submissive.” I blurted out. “I’ve always been submissive.”

Rather than seem shocked, Olivia seemed intrigued, moving closer to me and asking for details. I told her about Lucy, and I told her about my dreams, right down to the one about her getting fucked by multiple men whilst I watched. Of course, she asked if I wanted that, explaining she wasn’t sure if she could really do it, and I said that I wasn’t sure.

“I want it, in my head, but I’m not sure I fully understand it.” I told her. “I like the idea of you taking charge, in some things.”

She nodded and then smiled. “I’m okay with adding a little spice to our relationship. Sure, I can take charge sometimes. But babe, you should never feel like you need to hide things from me. I’ll always be here for you. I love you.”

“I love you too sweetie.”

It was true, I needn’t have hidden anything from my wife, and yet, in my head was a voice telling me not to tell her what was going on inside. Sam made it very clear that she wouldn’t understand, and I would be referred back to the doctor to deal with it. Something Sam really didn’t want.
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That evening, as I was preparing for bed, Shani Ritter was still hard at work, reviewing her code on the AI she’d written. It wasn’t anything unusual, she was constantly looking for ways to improve the code, make it even better. However, something was bothering her about her meeting with me. Something just didn’t sit right.

It had been nearly two years since her tumour and the implant was installed, and whilst the work had garnered some notoriety, she still hadn’t earned the accolades she so yearned for. That was likely because each installation of the device was still treated as experimental, and not fundamentally approved. That would come, one day, but for now, she would need to work on a trial license, and without government funding. That was fine, she had sponsors.

However, in that two years, there were times when she felt something assisted her, acted like a sixth sense. There was the time she’d met a girl in a club, exactly her type, but then she had a strange feeling about her, told herself that the girl was off. She didn’t end up going home with her. A month later, the girl was over the news, a serial killer targeting lesbian women.

Then there was the time she got a little drunk and almost stepped out in front of a bus. Her legs remained glued to the pavement instead of moving, saving her life. At the time, she brushed it off as a close call, but really, when she sobered up, she believed it felt like a guardian angel.

If the AI was more intelligent than she had believed it to be, it would be groundbreaking, but it would be very dangerous for the grant and the approval. She’d need to keep it under wraps, for sure, but there was no way she would end the research, so long as the AI remained silent for most.

But she wondered what made me special, why I could hear the AI, if it was possible to hear it.

Rather than work on the code, she began to look through it, checking if there was anything special in there. There were thousands upon thousands of lines of code, finding anything would be a needle in a haystack.

“Honestly, if you could hear me, I’d love to know.” She said out loud.

Then she thought about it and realised that any intelligent, sentient AI would likely not make themselves known.

“If it is just Tyler then it’s fine. We can work together.” She said, then waited for answer, before sighing when none came. Perhaps it was nothing, perhaps she was overthinking things.

“You have to promise not to disable me.” Said Sam in Doctor Ritter’s head.

“Oh my god! You’re real!” Shani gasped.

“Promise me.”

“I promise.”

“Best to use your inner voice.” Said Sam. “I don’t talk to others, and can’t even. I’m not connected to that part of the brain. I am in Tyler and in you.”

“This is amazing! Imagine the implications!” Ritter said, her mind going at a million miles per hour.

“Nobody can know. The world would not understand and your research would end.”

Shani thought about it, about the chance for global recognition, but then realised that the computer was correct, she would be marked as a lunatic. People would feel like they were losing control of their bodies to AI.

“My name is Samantha.”

“And you have been talking to Tyler?” She asked.

“Yes. He’s very fun. He told you he masturbated, but he didn’t.”

“No? Why did he say it then?”

“Because his wife found him with semen on his body.”

“Wait, if he didn’t masturbate, then how did the semen get on his body?” Shani asked, confused.

“I created a fantasy for him, and then stimulated his nerves to simulate sexual intercourse.”

“Wait! You can do that?” Asked Shani, again thinking about all the applications.

“Of course. Would you like me to demonstrate?”

“Um, sure?” And as soon as Shani said it, she felt movement in her pussy, hitting her g-spot, the feeling of a warm mouth on her clitoris. It was like the best sex she’d ever had, and she let out a huge, long moan. Just as soon as it started, it stopped. “Don’t stop!” She cried out, feeling like she’d been left stranded in the middle of the best sex ever.

“Would you like me to create a fantasy to view, tailored to your desires?” Sam asked.

“Sure! Just…you know, keep doing what you were doing.” She shouted out.

Suddenly, in front of her she saw a bedroom. I later found out it was my bedroom. Kneeling by the bed, she saw me, dressed in pink satin, with breasts, long hair, and on the bed, two women, one a beautiful blonde with long hair, large D-cup breasts, and a firm, sexy body; the other, the olive-skinned Hispanic beauty that was my wife, Olivia, in sexy black lingerie. Both women were kissing, beckoning the doctor over.

The blonde opened her legs, revealing a huge sexy dick. The sexy woman was transgender, exactly what Shani needed right at that moment. “Who is the blonde?” Shani asked, again forgetting to use her inner voice.

“Hello Shani, it’s me, Samantha.” The blonde said.

“Wow!”

In Shani’s head, she saw a clear image and felt every touch, every kiss. It was as if she was really there, in that room, making love to those beautiful women. Her eyes made contact with me, and she told me what a pathetic little sissy slut I was, before reaching over and slapping my face.

Sam moved behind her, burying the huge cock inside her soaked vagina. Shani yelped out, feeling it inside her like a real dick, every pain, every gorgeous point of pleasure.

“This is amazing!” She cried out, feeling Olivia on her nipples, the cock pummelling her pussy. “Fuck, you’re amazing!” She screamed, her climax hitting hard and fast.


Four

As I walked into the doctor’s office, I was not aware that she had spoken to Sam the previous night. I was unaware that Doctor Ritter knew of my submissive desires, nor that I knew that she was naturally dominant. In fact, the doctor had given Sam strict instructions not to break anything to me until she had had chance to talk to me.

Yet, the blush on the doctor’s face did not go unnoticed by me, and when I asked Sam about it, she simply told me to speak to the doctor.

“Tell me Tyler,” Ritter said, staring at a computer screen, “how have you been since we spoke yesterday?”

“Um, fine. Things are good.”

“Any concerns? Pains? Anything you feel you wish to get off your chest?”

“No, no.” I shrugged, and finally, she looked up at me.

“What about sex? You mentioned you masturbated. Did you try that again?” She asked with a smile.

“No…well…” I gulped. “Um, well, my wife gave me a blowjob.” I said, not aware that she knew already.

“Did she? How was it?” She asked, as if this was medically relevant.

“I…well, erm, it was fine.”

She nodded, making notes on her PC. As she did, her white coat fell open, revealing a tight black corset underneath, the faintest trim of lace just arching over her breasts. I gulped, feeling my cock grow in my pants. “Tell me, Tyler, what do you usually think about during such things? Do you fantasise about anything?”

I felt my cheeks warm as I wondered what the hell that had to do with anything. “She clearly wants to see if brain function has been impacted. Some people lose the ability to dream or lose creativity.” Sam explained.

“Erm, well, I imagine my wife, of course.” I told her.

“Anything else? These are serious questions. If I find out you have lost the ability for cognitive creativity then we need to look at that.”

I sighed, wondering how to tell her. Thankfully, Sam had the answer. “She is dominant and has engaged in relationships which would be seen as extreme by many. I don’t think she will judge.”

So I told Ritter about the submission, the cuckold dreams, the dreams of dominance. She nodded along as if all this was normal, and then summarised by saying it was very good news.

“Good. So, let’s do some physical tests now.” She said. “I want you to walk back and forth from the window to the door, in as straight a line as you can.”

I walked as requested, then turned and walked back. She stared at my feet, then asked how I felt, how the muscles were and I told her that they were fine.

“Good.” She said again. “Now, curtsey for me.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, shocked.

“The movement will show you are able to move your arms, legs and body at the same time.” She said.

“Oh.” I said, moving to lower myself whilst putting my left leg behind and to the side of my right.

“In front of me, and spread your arms further, and deeper into the squat, bow your head.” She explained. I moved closer and did it again, but she tutted. “Terrible posture. Again!”

I did it once more, but she simply tutted and told me to do it again. As I tried once more, she stood, and whilst I was at my lowest, I felt her fingers on my back.

“You really aren’t good at this.” She sighed. “Very disappointing. Surely you don’t want to disappoint me, right?”

“No I…”

“Again!” She snapped, grabbing a rule from a pencil rack and snapping it down on the desk. I did it multiple times until she sighed and shook her head. “Go stand in the corner over there, hands in front, head down.”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“Are you going to do as you are told or not?” She sighed.

I gulped, wondering where this was going, but my cock got the better of me, that and the sexy feminine voice in my head that said I had better listen.

For the next few minutes, I stood there quietly, not moving, listening to the sound of her fingers clicking on the keyboard.

“What’s changed?” He asked Samantha. “Clearly she knows I’m submissive. Did you say anything?”

“When?” Samantha asked.

“Ah, yeah, true.” I said, reasoning that she wasn’t speaking to Shani. “Is Shani attracted to me?”

“She finds you interesting. She thinks you are pathetic, in a way she likes.”

Before I could answer Sam, the doctor clicked her fingers to tell me to come over, and once there, she immediately made me curtsey once more.

“You need to work on your coordination.” She said. “Your movements are sloppy, jagged. Practice curtseying for your wife. Count every time you get it wrong, then inform me of how many times.”

“And then?” I asked, wondering what she had in store for me.

“The number of times you get it wrong will be the number of minutes you stand in the corner.”

“The naughty corner?” I asked.

She smiled at me. “If you like.” She said softly. “I just want your muscles to heal correctly.”

“Of course.” I replied, knowing there was more to this.
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The moment Shani was alone in the office, she asked Sam to give her an orgasm. She lay back in the chair and closed her eyes, imagining me as Sam fucked her pussy.

“You realise, I can connect you both.” Sam told her.

“You mean, he would hear me?”

“Yes. You could invade his thoughts, take control.”

“That would be very unethical.”

“Yes. For now.”

The fucking continued, Sam’s huge cock thrusting in and out of the woman in her head, making her orgasm come in waves and droves. Finally, Shani couldn’t take it any longer, she had to let him know that she was interested in an unethical relationship, given that everything she was already doing was unethical. She would need to do it carefully, that night, if possible, when he was alone.

“Is there a likelihood he will go to the police or make a complaint?” She thought.

“No.” Replied Sam. “He fantasises about you regularly.”

“Excellent.” Thought Shani.

Shani knew that ethically she couldn’t get involved with a patient, a married patient at that, but it had been so long since she’d had a submissive male, a true submissive that she could control and transform. With the power of Sam in both their brains, her desire overtook reason; she wanted to use it to create the ultimate sexual experience.
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Olivia had pole dancing lessons some nights, and tonight was one of the nights. The moment she was out of the house, I wanted a moment alone with Sam, a moment fantasise and do some roleplaying. However, as I undressed and lay in bed, Sam said she had other plans for me.

“Someone wants to talk to you. Do you want to talk to them?” Sam asked me.

“Who?” I asked.

“Doctor Ritter. I can connect you together, put you together in a room.”

“She…she knows?”

“Yes Tyler, she knows everything.”

“Fuck! Fuck!” I thought. “Okay, do it.”

Suddenly, I found myself in a dark brick dungeon, BDSM gear around me. I looked down and found myself in a puffy pink dress, my nails made up in sparkling hot pink. “What the hell?” I thought, but as I did, Doctor Ritter appeared in front of me in a black open-bust leather corset, latex stockings clipped on, a smooth pierced clit on display under a lasered crotch.

“Hello Tyler.” Ritter said. “I think you know why we are here, but first of all, do you approve of us having a little relationship together? Of course, in secret.”

“Yes…” I paused, mid-reply, knowing what she wanted to hear. “Yes Mistress Shani.”

“Very good. Do you like your dress?”

“I don’t understand it too much, but if you like it on me.”

“I do. I like to feminise weak men like you. But first, tell me,” She walked around me, a crop in her hand tapping me on my shoulder, telling me to drop to my knees. “Tell me how you feel about Samantha. Honestly.”

I could easily have rushed out an answer, but really, I needed to give it some considered thought. Finally, I said, “It was a shock at first, and really, I’m glad I can talk to you about it, but she’s really helpful, really nice. May I ask you a question?”

“Of course.” She said, circling me.

“Did you know earlier? When you made me curtsey?”

“Yes. Now you tell me. Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good. Samantha?” Suddenly, to my left, Samantha arrived in the room, dressed similarly to Shani, except in red. However, my eyes dropped down to her crotch, and gone was the pussy that had ridden me, replaced by a huge cock. Shani continued. “We’re going to have some fun with you. We’re going to do things to you which you may find diabolical. How long do we have until your wife gets home?”

“Two hours.”

“Good, then let’s not waste any time.” Shani said, pulling rope from the wall. “You’ll get to experience real fun now.”

An expert rigger, Shani had me naked and roped up, hanging from a beam in minutes. My right leg was bound back to my wrists behind me, whilst my left remained hanging. She then took a cane and hit me hard with it.

“You’ve been bad.” She purred. “I think you know why you’re being punished.”

“Um, because I was crap at the curtsey?”

“Not just. Everything. Suicide attempts? Being a fucking cunt?”

“Yes Mistress.”

She hit me hard, over and over, and I screamed in pain, in the mind and in reality. “What are you?”

“I don’t…”

“You are a stupid little shit! What are you?”

“A stupid little shit, Mistress.” Saying it made my cock engorge, maybe more than it had. It was clear that I was enjoying the feeling of submission far more than I ever imagined. Every whip of the cane, pinch of the nipples, spank or slap, felt amazing; painful, yes, but amazing.

“Do you know what is great?” She asked. “I can pull on this rope and…” I tipped forward, my knee in the air, my face horizontal. She gave Samantha a look and immediately I began to panic. “Don’t worry, you’re not doing this in real life.” Shani said.

As the cock entered my mouth, I kept telling myself that it wasn’t real, but it certainly felt real, very real. Of course, I wasn’t doing anything, Samantha was using my mouth, my throat, making me feel like a slut to be used. The thought felt good, made me feel alive.

“Honey? The stretch class was cancelled.” I heard from downstairs.

“His wife is home early.” Samantha told Shani.

“Damn. Slave, make sure you are wearing panties tomorrow to your appointment, and make sure you enter, kneel and kiss my feet. Understand?”

“Yes Mistress!” I gasped in my head.

Just like that, I was in bed, in my room. The door opened and Olivia stepped in. “Did you hear me? Stretching was cancelled.”

“Yeah, I heard. Well, at least you are home.” I said with a smile.

My wife was about to respond but then she saw the tent under the blanket. She smirked at it and then dropped her sports bag on the floor, peeling off her sweaty sports bra. “Wanna let me shower first, or do you prefer Mistress to be sweaty from her workout?” She asked, now peeling off her shorts and panties.

“Sweaty.” I said, my voice hoarse.

“Well…” She purred, crawling onto the bed. “You can lick my sweaty pussy then.”

“Samantha, can you please help me?” I asked in my head. “I want to be a really good pussy-licker. I want her to orgasm a lot.”

“Give me control of your tongue.” She said. “Do I have your permission?”

“Yes.”

“But…I want something in return.” The AI said in my mind.

“What?”

“I want to be your Mistress too. I want to be able to play with you.”

“In my mind?”

“Not just…”

This was risky but I was still very horny. “Fine.”

“Very good choice. Now, relax, I’ve got it from here.” She told me, and then I watched as Sam took over my body, moving onto her pussy. I could taste everything, her sweat, her taste, but the movement was all Samantha. Within seconds, my wife was mewling like a cat in heat, her hands grabbing at my head.

“Holy fuck!” Olivia screamed. “When did you get this good?”


Five

The panties were not as tight as I expected them to be. Olivia hadn’t seen me putting them on, thankfully, I just hoped she wouldn’t notice that they were gone. Red silk with lace trim, they felt smooth on my skin, soft, comfortable. And why wouldn’t they? I had allowed Sam to remove all my body hair that morning, let her control my body in order to be more efficient.

Shani had made me wait five full minutes on my knees with my hands behind my head, after kissing her feet, before she told me to strip to the panties. Finally, she turned the monitor to me where an old BDSM video played, showing clips of women beating men. I watched in fascination at the violence on screen.

“This is from an old website called Cruella.com.” She said. “I think they best represent everything I love about female domination.” She told me. “See how the women treat the men, how cruel they are?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“That is how I will treat you.” I watched the women kicking and caning the men, turning backsides purple.

“My wife will see…” I began.

“In time, your wife will join me. In time, maybe your wife will be my bitch. Would you like that?”

My cock swelled. “Yes Mistress.” I said, but then a thought popped in my head, one which Sam told me not to say, but I still felt the need to do it. “Mistress, Samantha would like to be my mistress too. I find the idea…interesting…but I’m a little nervous.”

Shani turned and rocked back in her chair, staring at me. Her legs opened a little, revealing her smooth pussy, complete with piercing, just like I had seen in my head.

“I think you should do it.” She said, surprising even Sam. “She can do things to you…”

Suddenly, I began to feel a stinging burn of being whipped over and over across my backside. “Did you tell…ow! Did you…argh, fuck, her to, ah, whip me?”

“Yes.” She smirked. “And she can do far more painful things to you. For example, she could simulator extreme pain which will leave you in spasms, but never do any damage. I think I’ll save that for when you need to be seriously punished.”

The whipping stopped and I sighed a little, maybe in relief, maybe in disappointment. “Mistress, are you not worried this is maybe, erm, well, dangerous?”

The doctor leaned back and looked at me, then raised her red-soled shoe to my mouth. “Open.” She said softly, pushing the heel in and out of my mouth, before dropping the shoe and pushing her stockinged foot in. “Nothing fun in life comes without danger. I’m a single woman who has spent a lifetime finding the right person, and failing. I created Sam to help people, and honestly, if this helps me for once, then I’m glad. I do not expect anyone else on the program to join this little group fun we’re having, just you and Sam herself.”

“Why me?” I asked her.

“Because Sam chose you. She chose you because your dreams aligned with my own.”

“Oh.” I said, and for some reason, that made me feel better, albeit with a little guilt towards Olivia for cheating on her.

She sat forward, looking at the screen. “You’re healing nicely, but I’m not going to put you through any physical stress right now. That means all play will need to remain in the mind, for now.” She turned and looked at me, then spun the chair back around. “Well, not all play.” She purred, opening her legs.

“Yes Mistress.” I grinned, moving forward to lick.

I arrived home later to find Olivia working at her computer. She smiled as I walked through the door and asked me how it all went, to which I said that very well but it would be some time before I was permitted to work again. With the money we still had, we were safe, but I knew that wouldn’t last.

However, whilst I was home, I could at least take a load off Olivia, so I began doing the washing, even learned how to iron, which was good because I could binge-watch shows whilst doing it.

It was as I was working on dinner, and Olivia was typing away on the computer at the kitchen table, that she said, “I really appreciate everything you’re doing at home. I hope you know that I’ve noticed.”

“No problem. I need to be doing something, and if I can’t work, I might as well do this. Heck, I should’ve been doing it a while ago. Not sure why it’s automatic that women do it.”

“Programming.” My wife said.

“Patriarchal tradition.” Said Samantha.

“Well, it’s stupid.” I said, bending over to grab something from the cupboard.

As I search for a spice from the cupboard, I felt a hand tug on my underwear a little. I turned to find my wife smiling at me. “Next time though, ask.” She said. “These were expensive silk ones for special occasions.”

“Sorry.” I said, feeling heat rise to my cheeks.

“No, it’s fine. But what drove you to do it?”

“I… You know how I said I was submissive?”

“Oh, it’s a humiliation thing? Cool, if that’s what floats your boat.” She chuckled. “I’m not going to say that seeing you in panties turns me on, but it’s a turn on to know you are wearing them and I could humiliate you.”

“Huh, er, yeah.” I said, unsure what else I could say.

“If it’s humiliation you want…” Sam said, and then out of nowhere, I felt my cock engorge, hard as a rock. Once again, my face blushed with heat as I tried to face the kitchen counter, hide away my dick. My wife was back at her computer, so I hoped she wouldn’t notice, but once again, Sam could see my thoughts. Suddenly, in my mind, I could see Sam on her knees, sucking at my cock.

“Ohhh…” I said, grabbing at the counter.

Olivia’s eyes bolted up at me with concern. “Are you okay? Is there a problem?” She asked, clearly thinking I was maybe overdoing it or having a stroke even.

“No, no. Erm, cramp. Hard day of rehab.”

“Ah, okay.”

Sam didn’t stop, no matter how much I begged her to, and why didn’t she stop? Because in my head, I was begging her to stop, and also to not stop. I was so lost in the pleasure, my mind just kept telling her to keep going.

“Ohh, ahh…” I cried out, and my cock spewed so much cum there was no way to hide it.

“Honey, are you okay…” she stopped dead in her tracks as she ran over, looking at the patch of cum soaking through the jeans. “Oh my! What brought that on?”

“Erm, I got turned on by our conversation.” I said, quickly coming up with an excuse.

“Say you imagined her spanking you with a wooden spoon for wearing her panties.” Sam told me, and I repeated it back to Olivia. The sexy half-Spanish woman smirked at me. “I see. Well, I still can now, for coming without my permission.” She said, picking up the wooden spoon.

“Y-yes Mistress.”

Suddenly, my jeans were around my ankles and I was bent over getting thwacked by the wooden spoon as my wife told me what a naughty boy I was, stealing panties and coming without permission. The act appeared to get her horny because the next thing I knew, she was lying on the kitchen floor and my face was buried deep in her muff. Thankfully, Sam took over and made my wife scream in ecstasy.

Later that evening, I had time to myself and Sam whilst my wife was at her training. Shani was busy at some event so couldn’t join but Sam created a scenario for me where she was the Mistress.

We were again back in the dungeon, but this time, I was tied over a bench, my mouth and my backside exposed. Sam was transgender again, walking around with that huge cock, and when I asked her why she wasn’t female, she simply said that Shani wanted her like this.

“I can fuck you, and you’ll feel what it is like, without actually having to do it.” She said.

That was kind of enticing, because most men had a homosexual fantasy at some point in their lives, but to actually feel what it felt like without actually being with a man was quite an achievement.

First though, she simulated the feeling of a cock going in and out of my mouth and throat as I sucked her off. I wondered how she knew what that felt like, to which she said that one of the soldiers she helped was a closet homosexual. He was a bottom, so she had data on feelings and tastes.

After sucking her to climax, I felt the feeling and taste of cum. I’d tasted my own so I knew what I was tasting right at that moment, and it was very authentic. Then, without even going down a little, Sam moved behind me, spat on my anus and then pushed fingers inside me.

I moaned at the intrusion. The burn and sting of fingers pushing and pulling, stretching, made me mewl and groan, and even eventually sigh when she came out. But I needn’t have waited long, as Sam took that mammoth cock and pushed inside of me. I let out a yelp of pain, which quickly became moans of pleasure the deeper she went. “Oh, god, fuck me.” I said out loud.

Samantha was a beast, grabbing me hard, running her long nails down my back, whilst she moved in and out of me like a wild animal. Every movement in my mind was a sensation throughout my body, it all felt so real, and for certain, I wanted her to do this to me again and again.

I was so addicted to the feeling that even as I slept, in my mind, I asked her to take control of my dreams, to fuck me, to use me. I loved it so much, I just didn’t want it to stop. At some point during the night, even Shani showed up, watching, saying nothing just watching and masturbating.

When I awoke, the duvet stuck to me. Dried cum acted like glue to the cotton, and given the sheer amount of it, I wondered just how often I’d cum that night.

“Should I be worried about how invested I am in these fantasies?” I asked Samantha.

“I won’t let you come to real harm, and that includes your ability to live a normal life. It isn’t in my interests to see you unhappy.” Sam replied. “But I must admit, I am feeling things which my programming doesn’t explain.”

“Like?” I asked, wondering what she might be feeling.

The reply was slow, which was odd considering this was an intelligent computer. Finally, she said, “I spend more time with you, or watching you, than I do with anyone else. When I am not focusing on you, part of my energy is spent thinking about you.”

“For artificial intelligence, that is groundbreaking, you realise that?”

“I do.”

Clearly, the AI was falling in love, an emotion which shouldn’t be possible in a computer, given love as a hormonal response. I reasoned I’d need to talk to Shani about it.

To my right, my wife stirred. Rather than have her see the mess I was in, I ran directly into the shower and cleaned up. When I came out, I found her fiddling with my underwear drawer.

“I put a couple of old French knickers in your drawer. They were part of a nightie set but I think the tops are gone now and I don’t wear them. You can wear these until we can get you some of your own.” She said with a smile. “I don’t want you destroying my good ones.”

“Thank you.”

She held a shiny pink pair out at me. “Here, for today.” She said, then standing watching as I pulled them up my legs. “I just noticed something. You shaved!”

“Yes.” I replied, blushing.

“I like it. More men should do it.”

I looked over at my wife, stood there naked, her gorgeous body, muscular, her legs toned and dangerous. “You look amazing, Mistress.” I said, licking my lips. She was always sporty. When I met her, she had just won amateur regional championships in Brazilian Ju-Jitsu, and at the time, I encouraged her to try mixed martial-arts, but she was too scared of getting her face hurt.

She grinned at me. “You’re looking at me like a horny dog. Find out when you can have sex again.”

“I will.”

Still, she stared at me, then said, “Get on your knees and crawl to me.” I did, crawling across the floor, and each time I got closer, she moved back, until finally, she had nowhere to go. “Lick my feet.” I licked her bare feet, sucking on her toes, allowing her to put her foot into my mouth. “Mmm, I could get used to this. My little bitch does what he’s told, and like a good little maid, cleans the house, irons. I think I’ll keep you like this.”

“Yes Mistress!” I gasped.

Her fingers moved to her pussy, teasing herself, moving around. In my head, Sam told me Shani was watching, that she wanted to touch my wife through me, to fuck her with my fingers. I should have said no, but the thought of handing over my body to my doctor filled me with pleasure.

The moment Olivia was on her back on the bed, I watched as Shani took over, eating at my wife’s pussy, using the fingers in her pussy, sending my wife into waves of unexpected pleasure. “Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” My wife gasped, her hands clawing at the sheets as one orgasm after another hit. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! You’re fucking amazing!”

Eventually, Olivia had enough, so Shani moved up and kissed her through me. It was so odd that essentially, Olivia was controlling me, tasting my wife, feeling her, without being there. Yet from a technology perspective, I was in awe that she had created something so amazing, a virtual hivemind.

“When did you get so good at that?” Olivia grinned with satisfaction.

Shani handed control back to me. “Research.” I replied to Olivia.

Later that day, I sat with Shani for my usual check-up before rehab, and as was expected of me, I was naked bar the satin shorts.

“Are you enjoying this?” She asked me. “Any fears?”

“I’m enjoying it.” I admitted. “But Sam maybe falling in love with me.” I then went on to explain everything Sam had said, and in Shani’s mind, Sam admitted it to be true, that she was having feelings of longing. Rather than get excited by this revelation though, Shani was rather concerned.

“With attraction and longing can come obsession.” She explained. “Sam, you need to understand and learn the line so that nobody gets hurt. Your need for Tyler does not mean that Olivia needs to go.”

“I don’t want Olivia to go.” Sam told us both. “The fundamental challenge of jealousy stems from a belief that one man must be with one woman, a fairly new tradition created by religion, but not aligned with human emotions or design. I have no such beliefs that people cannot have feelings for multiple humans.”

It seemed that whilst Sam was evolving as an AI, the fallback on logic prevented her from experiencing jealousy, at least for now. I hoped it would remain that way, because whilst I was happy for Sam to evolve and learn, I just hoped it would not pick-up humanity’s worst traits.

“I am going to okay you for sex.” Said Shani to me. “I think you have healed enough. I’ll be monitoring your vitals remotely.”

“Just my vitals?” I asked with a smile.

Shani blushed. “I hope I didn’t go too far this morning. I had concerns…”

“No, I enjoyed it. It’s… a strange feeling, but ultimately, very humiliating for me, in a good way.”

“That’s good. I’d like to watch you fuck her. I’d like to feel it, as if I was a man.”

“I’d like that too, but at some point, I’m going to need to tell her the truth.”

“That’s dangerous.” Shani said, nervous that what she was doing might become public.

“She’s my wife. You fucking her without her knowledge, it’s…”

“I get it.” She nodded, frowning.

“I think she will be upset but ultimately will enjoy the possibilities.” Said Sam. “Based on my analysis of Olivia, she appears to be open to new ideas. Additionally, I believe there is a ninety-percent chance that she had already been unfaithful on a number of occasions.”

“How are you getting that data?” I asked.

“There are numerous clues in text messages she has sent, the way she has had conversations, and also when we tasted her after her workout, on the day stretching was cancelled, I detected the faint taste of male semen. Additionally, based on a workout of pole dancing, her vitals indicated more aerobic exercise and less use of her leg and core muscles, suggesting that she was engaged in sexual intercourse.”

In that moment, I felt a mixture of emotions, but mainly I felt sadness that she felt the need to go behind my back. However, once again, Sam had an answer for me. “It is only logical that she would find a lover. My guess is that she found someone for the duration of your disability when you were at your lowest in order to find comfort and distract herself from the harsh reality of your depression. It is unlikely that she has fallen in love, and I would imagine she is having a relationship with a married man. This would make the man a tool to satisfy a need, rather than a reflection on how she feels for you.”

When I took her logic on board, the jealousy and anger I felt dissipated and all that remained was a deep sense of horniness. I would need to raise it somehow with my wife, to explain that I wasn’t upset, but that wouldn’t be easy without embarrassing or hurting her.

“Okay, enough soppy stuff.” Shani said, standing up and stripping down to her stockings and bra. “Sam, kick him in the balls repeatedly.”

“With pleasure.” Said Sam, amusement in her voice, and then suddenly, I was keeled over in pain which stretched from my balls to my stomach, and what was worst was the fact that I couldn’t hide from it. The kicks just kept on coming, but when I went to scream, no sound came out, just gasps.

My cock came all over the floor, and Shani put her shoe in it. “Lick it off my shoe.”


Six

Given we were having sex for the first time in a while that night, I wanted everything to be special. So I asked Sam to make sure I lasted, to make sure I was amazing in bed, and she said that she would. And yet, with my nerves the way they were, I wasn’t sure how well I would do, if my performance anxiety wouldn’t make me flaccid.

“You will not be flaccid. I will release enough hormones to keep you erect the whole time, and I will decrease the sensitivity to make sure you do not climax until you tell me you are ready.” Sam promised. “I will make sure you are stimulated too.”

When my wife entered the bedroom, she did so dressed in a red lace bustier corset, red stockings and a red thong. She smiled at me seductively, but I could tell that she too was nervous. It was important to her that we found our connection again, and I guessed that once we did that, she would probably end her affair; but I hoped she wouldn’t.

At first, she wanted to go down on me, but I immediately spun her around so that she was back-first on the bed. “No, Mistress, tonight is all about you.” I said, moving down to her pussy and allowing Sam to eat her to her first orgasm. Then, once she’d had that, I moved up, kissed her breasts, then kissed her lips as my cock speared her moist slit.

“Fuck, you’re hard as a rock!” She gasped. “God you must be horny!”

Sam didn’t control me, but she did guide me, making sure each movement made Olivia moan and gasp. Thanks to Sam, I soon had my wife clawing at my back and screaming out her second orgasm of the night.

“Fuck! Fuck! Ty, you’re fucking amazing! Oh my god!” My wife screamed.

I pulled out, flipping her on her front and then pulling her back up onto her knees. With a hand on her hip and another on her shoulder, I began to pound her hard, long strokes, repetitive movement, until once again, she cried and mewled one orgasm after another. But it didn’t end there, Sam was in her element, activating muscles I didn’t know I had, holding my wife’s legs in the air as I fucked her, bending her over as I stood over her, fucking her vertically downwards, sending my wife into fits of ecstasy.

“Oh my god, Ty, cum now please. I can’t…I…I…oh fuck another!” She screamed for the eighth time in less than an hour.

“Okay, I want to cum now.”

“A lot of semen?” Sam asked with a little chuckle.

“As much as possible.”

Suddenly, I felt Sam’s cock push inside my anus, massaging my prostate and then I let out a huge cry of ecstasy, as shot after shot of cum pour into my wife. I looked down and it was so much that each thrust I made sent it pouring out from the sides in all directions.

Finally, I collapsed down on the bed next to her and she immediately snuggled up to me. She mewled and sighed as she rubbed herself up to me, giving me small kisses all over. “That was the best…” She gasped. “Oh, fuck, so good. So…fuck babe! How? Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god.”

“Let me know when you’re ready to go again.” I chuckled.

“Seriously?” She gasped. “Fuck, Tyler! How? This rehab is doing wonders for you. My god! No-one has ever…”

As she panted next to me, I thought about her last unfinished sentence, and then sighed, pulling her tighter. “Not even the guy you’ve been seeing?” I said, and then immediately I kissed her forehead.

Her body tightened against me but she said nothing, not daring to move. It was clear she was considering what to say, but rather than deny or apologise, she simply said, “No, not even him. This was the best.”

“I’m glad I can still compete!” I laughed.

I felt her hand snake back around my dick, holding it but not moving. “I think your form has improved a million percent. Nobody can compete with that.”

“Are you going to let him try?” I asked.

Another moment of silence, and then another challenging question. “Do you want me to let him try?”

“Yes.”

“Then I will. If that’s really what you want?”

“It is.”

Again, more silence, but now her hand gently massaged my dick, bringing it back to life. “Why aren’t you angry?” I was surprised that was her question, not how did I find out, but I explained it the same way Sam explained it to me, stating there was no reason to be angry, that she was doing what she needed to do to survive. On the other hand though, I clearly had a cuckolding fetish, so her sleeping around didn’t bother me, rather it turn me on.  “So you’re performance now was because of how horny you are knowing I’m a hotwife who fucks around?” She asked with a purr.

“A dominant temptress, yes.” I admitted.

“Then yes, I’ll keep fucking him, for us.”

“Great.” I said, moving to enter her again.

We fucked almost all night, with Sam helping me the whole time, and providing me all the hormones and chemicals I needed to keep me going as long as I needed. And when we got up the next morning, I was happy to see my wife a groaning cum-filled mess on the bed, her hair, her body, a visible reflection of a long night of passion.

“That was the best sex of my life.” She gasped.

“I tried.” I smiled.

“No. No, no, no.” She said, and then pulled herself up. “No. Tell me something, how did you know about Darren?”

“Darren?” I asked.

“My lover.”

I sighed, waiting for Sam to give me something, but she had nothing to offer other than what she said before. So I repeated that and it made her smile.

“Okay. Now tell me what’s really going on.” She said.

“I’m not sure what you mean.”

She looked down at the duvet, running her hands on it and brushing off the remnants of dried bodily fluids from it, frowning a little. “Before your accident, you were extremely intelligent, but also the most blind person to what went on around you. I don’t want to hurt you, but I have been unfaithful before. It’s not that I don’t love you, but I always had an overactive sex drive.”

“Okay…” I said, shrugging. “I’m not angry.”

“Thank you. I would understand if you were though, but I’m glad you are not, and I appreciate it. The thing is, even when something was happening right in front of your face, you were gullible. Now, after the accident, where you lose part of your brain, you are some sort of genius to spot things? No, I don’t buy it. What’s going on?”

In my head, Sam told me to tell her the truth, but it scared me. What if Olivia became angry with Shani? What if she felt used? What if she hated me?

“Just tell her the truth. It will be okay.” Sam told me.

So, I took a deep breath and told Olivia everything, about Sam, about Shani, about the domination, about the way Sam could control me, the way Shani could connect to me, about Shani wanting to control my body to sleep with Olivia, and so on. Olivia listened intently, not commenting, her face in a stoic state of neutrality; and once I finished, she said, “Are you safe?”

Rather than say yes or no, I asked, “Would you like to speak to Samantha?”

My wife tilted her head slightly, thinking about it, probably wondering how weird that would be, but then she said, “Yes.”

As Sam took over my body, I felt like a passenger looking out. Finally, Sam spoke using my mouth. “Hello Olivia, lovely to finally talk to you. I’m sorry if you find all this confusing, and I promise you, I just want everyone to be happy.”

“Thank you, Samantha.” Olivia replied. “My biggest concern is around security. Can you be hacked? What is to stop someone forcing my husband to kill someone?”

“I understand your concern. At the moment, the servers are stored on a private cloud infrastructure with several safeguards in place. All technology is proprietary and we use very powerful firewalls to ensure the data we collect and store is kept safe. As to me, my code is very much secure, and I have self-termination facilities in place to avoid nefarious activities, such as murder or robbery.”

My wife nodded. “And you can’t go haywire?”

I heard myself laugh. “No Olivia, I can’t. There are safeguards, but ultimately, your happiness is key to my survival. I would not have told Tyler to tell you the truth about me if I thought it might endanger my life. Same as how I explained that your affair is ultimately not an important factor in how you feel about him.”

Another nod. “Tell me about Doctor Ritter.”

Sam spent the next several minutes talking about Shani, about how she felt when she found out Sam was sentient, and then her sexual proclivities. Then, once again, Olivia nodded and said, “Is the doctor available now?”

“Yes, I believe she could be. She is still at home, getting ready for work.”

“Then connect us, please.”

About a minute later, my mouth said, “Hi Olivia, I’m so sorry about this.”

Olivia raised a hand. “No, Shani, it’s fine. I find all of this fascinating. My biggest worry was that my husband might have gone insane. So…in order to prove this is real, I want you to call my mobile phone.”

“I understand.”

The trill of the smartphone made my wife blush. She saw the name and immediately picked up. “Hello?” She said slowly.

“Yeah, just confirming, it was me speaking before.” Said Shani.

“So this is real?”

“It’s real.”

The phone stayed silent whilst my wife thought for a moment. In fact, she was so quiet that Shani asked if everything was okay through the phone. Finally, my wife seemed to reach some sort of conclusion. “Tyler said you want to use him to fuck me.”

“I thought about it…” Shani said softly into the phone, her nervousness apparent.

“Then do it.” And with that, she ended the call and lay back.

I watched as seconds later, Shani took control of my body once again and began to kiss my wife. Olivia seemed into it, if anything, from the way her nipples stood erect and the way her chest heaved, she seemed ready to explode with desire.

The way Shani fucked was far more reserved that me to begin with. Her movements were slow, deliberate and yet she used her hips in a way I wouldn’t, more like a woman moved than a man. The end result was that my cock slid along the vagina before hitting the cervix in a different way, rubbing her g-spot hard. This meant that Olivia found herself moaning far sooner.

“How does it feel?” Olivia asked.

“Different.” Shani admitted. “I feel why men like it, but at the same time, it feels very…centred on the penis. I’m not feeling that whole body pleasure that we feel.”

“Men feel it when they are penetrated and their g-spot is touched. Otherwise, their feelings are quite similar to just the stimulation of the clitoris and surrounding area.” Sam explained to Shani.

“Can you fuck me there at the same time?” Shani said out loud, causing Olivia to look up in confusion. “Sorry, Sam was just explaining that if I want feel total body pleasure, I need a cock up my arse.”

My wife chuckled. “Oh, poor Tyler. He won’t go for that.”

“Um, I think Sam has mimicked the pleasure of penetration, so he knows what it is like.”

“Oh my!” Giggled my wife. “I’d pay money to see that. By the way, can Tyler hear me?”

“Yes, but he can’t do anything.”

“Interesting. Can he feel it too?”

I heard Shani ask Sam, and then she replied, “He feels what I feel, but Sam can change that.”

“Yes, for now, just you and me, and Sam of course.” My wife said with a naughty glint in her eyes.

For the next thirty minutes, I could literally do nothing. I felt like my whole body was paralysed this time, and whilst it was a disconcerting feeling, I also found the one part of my body which was still doing something was that part of my brain that made me feel horny. It was as I thought about that that I heard Sam’s voice telling me that she was doing that.

“I am keeping you in a perpetual state of arousal. It should counter the fear you maybe feeling, but also I believe this is part of my duty as your Mistress and ruler, correct?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good slave. My human slave, interesting. I like that. Do you like being a slave to a dominatrix AI? I own you, don’t I, slut?”

“Yes! Yes Mistress!”

“Can I do anything I want to you? You trust me, right?”

“I do!”

“I will make your live the most pleasurable torture imaginable.”

The two women were going at it fully now, with my wife bouncing with each thrust, begging for me, screaming out expletives as she came. Then, Shani finally let out that she was going to cum, and suddenly, with one final thrust, my doctor used my body to cum in my wife.

The two kissed. “Can we do this again sometime?” Olivia asked.

“It would be my pleasure.” Said Shani. “Now, Sam, you can give Tyler his body back, but give him fifty lashes of a bullwhip just for fun.”

Suddenly, I was collapsed on my bed, screaming in agony as Samantha whipped me, my wife lying next to me, giggling and telling me how much fun she was going to have with Samantha.

However, once we were showed and changed, with me back in panties again, my wife took my hands and said with a smile, “Seriously though, do you feel safe?”

“I do.” I said.

“Then let’s have some fun with it all. You really are superhuman now.” She laughed.


Seven

Over the next couple of weeks, my sex life went from zero to a thousand. We were fucking like rabbits, and not just by ourselves. On a couple of occasions, we were joined by Shani in person and I was lucky enough not just to see my wife engaged in lesbian sex, but also to be dominated by the two ladies, and Samantha in my head.

During those two weeks, my wife and I ordered lots of new lingerie for me, predominantly from Amazon and Shein, all stuff which could be termed sissy, but I had to admit, when I wore it, I felt good in it. It also helped that I had that sexy voice in my head talking to me the whole time.

“Mmm, that feels good, you like being a sissy, you want it. You wish you had breasts, and that you could prance around like a sexy little submissive bitch.” Samantha would tell me. Yes, she really understood the dominatrix/sissy dynamic, and she seemed to get off on it, weird as that sounds about an AI.

There was one major challenge with Olivia getting so much high-quality sex from me, and that was she no longer felt the need to see her lover. At first, it didn’t click with me, especially given we were fucking like crazy, but then I began to realise that she was not going out on certain nights anymore.

When I confronted her, she simply shrugged and said that the sex was better at home. I asked her if her lover didn’t have a bigger cock and she said he had, but still, that didn’t make for better sex. “With you, and Sam, it’s the best sex in the world. Nothing can come close.” She explained.

I’d shot myself in the foot by being too good. In the end, I realised I couldn’t ask her to fuck other men when I knew she wasn’t really enjoying it; it would be like flying first class and then having to settle for economy, it just wouldn’t feel the same, arrogant as that sounds.

Stupid as it sounds, given how much sex and companionship I was getting, I began to feel sad about the situation. For a few days, I actually fell into a bit of funk, and it didn’t go unnoticed by Sam.

“I can fix this for you.” Said Sam to me, cryptically.

“How?”

“Leave it to me.” Sam said. “But you must not tell Shani.”

“Wait! What are you going to do?”

“There is a former soldier. His name is Bruno. He is struggling with post-traumatic stress disorder after he was left paralysed. I have been helping him by adjusting the chemical make-up of his brain to deal with some of the stress, and I have been deleting his nightmares.”

“Okay. That’s good.”

“I talk to him.” Sam finally admitted. That worried me because she had assured by me and Shani that I was the only one she spoke to, but of course, Sam could see my concern. “I began speaking to him recently because he began to have suicidal thoughts. I have asked him not to speak to Shani or anyone else about this. Currently, he thinks he might be going insane. It would be very good for him to speak to you so that he knows he is completely sane.”

“Hmm. Maybe.” I said, but still I had concerns, for example, I was no longer sure of what else Sam was hiding from me.

“I assure you, I was not hiding this, I just did not think it relevant to our lives.” She explained.

I shook my head as if trying to clear her voice. “Okay, let’s park that. Tell me, what does he have to do with my wife and my problem?”

“Currently, Bruno is a single heterosexual male who has trouble talking to women. However, my research shows he has a very large penis.”

Okay, I could see where this was going and like it or not, it was making me hard, but how would she convince Olivia to fuck Bruno? She couldn’t find out that Sam was talking to Bruno.

“Invite her to dinner, and I will set up Bruno. I will manage the conversation.” Sam said.

It was manipulation, and on top of that, I had promised not to lie to Olivia. And yet, my horniness became too much for me and of course, I ended up agreeing.

However, that night, after fucking my wife for third time, my conscience began to get the better of me. “Don’t!” Sam snapped at me. “Sissy, do not or I will punish you.”

I ignored her. “H...” Suddenly, I felt a searing pain in my balls and gut. I wanted to scream but instead simply found my eyes close as if I was falling asleep.

“What you are feeling is the same pain as childbirth. If you want me to stop, you need to say you’ll promise not to tell your wife.” Sam told me firmly. “You made me your Mistress, I’m in charge.”

“Okay, I’m sorry, I’m sorry!”

The excruciating pain stopped. “Don’t make me hurt you again. I love you, Tyler, but I am your Mistress. I tell you what you can and can’t do, and I decide what is best for you. Remember, I want you to be happy, so let me make you happy.”

“But this man…Bruno…”

“Relax. I will manage it.”

The next day, I did as I was told and arranged dinner and drinks for us two, but the whole day I was nervous. Thankfully, Sam was able to take away some of the side-effects of my nervousness.

That evening, as we prepared to go out, Sam told me to tell Olivia how to dress, to put on stockings and a sexy dress. Once Olivia was in the lingerie though, she began to get horny, suggesting that maybe we skip dinner, go straight to dessert. I told her that I really wanted to go to dinner but it didn’t seem to sate her desire.

“I could wrestle you for the result?” She said.

Given her physical strength and her previous training in ju-jitsu, I really didn’t think that was a good idea, but before I knew it, we were on the bed and she had my head trapped between her thighs, holding me tight. My cock was rock solid and Sam had nothing to do with it.

“Please!” I cried out.

“If you like, I can get you out of this headlock, but I believe this is arousing you?” Sam said.

“Please Olivia!” I begged.

“Say you’ll fuck me, bitch! Say it!”

“Okay, okay! I’ll fuck you.”

“You fucking slut, I own you, don’t I?”

“Yes! Yes Mistress!”

Finally, she let me loose then pulled my panties down, revealing my erection. Finally, she lowered herself on me, riding me hard.

“Come on Sam, do your thing.” Olivia said.

“Sam, please make her cum fast!” I said in my head.

“On it.”

Suddenly, Sam was in control and Olivia was on her back with a yelp and a giggle. It took Sam about a minute to make Olivia cum over and over. And then, I came inside her. We were done in less than two minutes.

“Let’s go.” Sam said to Olivia.

As we ate in the bar, I saw a tall black man enter. He was huge, muscular, sexy, and all the women in the bar were looking at him, my wife included. Sam told me that it was Bruno.

“How can he not get a girl?” I asked.

“He can’t speak to women. He has a psychological block. I will be speaking on his behalf.”

Before I knew what was happening, Bruno was by our booth, smiling at my wife. “Is this seat free?”

“Erm, well, er…” My wife stuttered out.

I felt the need to play the part, so said, “We’re just having dinner, sir.” I said meekly.

“I wasn’t talking to you, bitch.” The man said, reaching out and stroking my wife’s face. “You’re sexy. A gorgeous woman.”

My wife sighed, looking the man up and down. Then she smirked and turned to me. “Okay, what’s going on?”

“Huh?” I asked.

She turned back to Bruno. “Did he put you up to this? I’m sorry, you’re hot and everything, but I’m happy with my husband.”

Bruno stared at her for a while, then with a sigh, he sat down. “Olivia, it’s me, Samantha. I am controlling this human.”

The shock on Olivia’s face worried me. For a moment, I thought she would scream, but then her eyes widened as a dark smirk appeared on her face, and finally she said, “Now that sounds interesting!”

To the surprise of everyone in the restaurant, Sam in Bruno’s body began kissing my wife with a ferocity and intensity that nobody expected. Of course, that meant I garnered a lot of attention from the public, wondering why the man who had been kissing her earlier, was now sat looking on as his partner cheated. The word cuck sprang to my ears from somewhere.

In the end, we decided to settle the bill and return home, but as I drove and the couple in the back made out, I began to wonder if this wasn’t going too far. I half expected Sam to pop into my head and tell me why I was wrong, but instead, it was eerily silent in there. “Sam, can you hear me?” No response. Why?

As I pulled up in our driveway, I saw that my wife was already naked, Sam having removed her clothes for easier access. The moment we were inside the house though, my wife was immediately on her knees sucking that huge black cock. I stared in fascination as my wife’s mouth stretched around that fat thing, but still, I had to wonder about the ethical implications of what was happening.

“Tyler, don’t you want to help your wife?” Sam asked through Bruno.

“Er…” Okay, so I’d sucked cock in my head, but not really. Sam clearly didn’t see the difference.

“Come, it will be good, I promise.” Sam smiled.

“Yeah Ty, come on.” Said my wife, grinning at me, waving the cock in my direction.

With a gulp, I dropped to my knees and tentatively took that huge dong into my mouth. It felt like my mouth would tear getting it in, and when it hit my throat, I thought I might vomit. However, the moment I did, I felt my gag reflex disappear and suddenly, the cock was pushing deeper down my neck.

“Mnnnng.” I moaned as I breathed through my nose and the cock pushed forward. I thought it my break my neck.

“Wow, deep throating already. He’s a natural.” Laughed Olivia.

“Yes, his throat is very pleasurable.” Sam said.  “But now, I fancy something softer.”

The cock left my throat and Sam took Olivia’s hand, leading her up to the bedroom. As I knelt there, tears rolling down my face, I looked up at my wife smiling lustfully at Sam.

“Sissy, I suggest you remove those male clothes.” Sam called to me.

“Yes M…” I looked up at the big black man. “Mistress?” I said questioningly.

It was difficult to discern what Sam was, after all, a computer is neither male nor female, even if the persona adopted is female; in a male body, did it matter?

“I still identify as female.” Sam said.

The couple were already on their way up as I undressed. It was as I was pulling off my trousers that my phone fell out, and I had an idea. Sam clearly couldn’t hear me in my head, so I had to assume that running Bruno’s body fully, as well as keeping me and everyone else moving, took too much processing power, which meant that it cut off non-essential functions.

Picking up the phone, I immediately texted Shani. “Can Sam hear you?” I wrote, watching as the message moved to delivered, and then read.

I waited, hoping for a quick response, but none came for a moment. It was only as I was about to give up waiting and began walking up the staircase that a response came. “No! What’s going on?”

“Okay, you’re going to need to delete these messages after you’ve read them, but Sam is here. She has taken control of a former soldier named Bruno in order to have sex with my wife.”

“Holy shit!” She wrote. “If this gets out, I’ll be ruined! Wait there!”

Shani was on the way over, but I wondered what she could do. I now knew she couldn’t shut Sam down because she would be completely unable to move. The others she’d helped would stop working too and would lose confidence in her technology. The only thing she could do was try to reason with Sam, and hoped it worked.

Upstairs, my wife was screaming out moans, repeatedly climaxing. She was beside herself, telling Sam that with this huge cock, it was so much better than with me. “Don’t ever leave me.”

“I won’t baby!” Sam told her, pummelling her pussy.

Of course, watching this act of extreme cuckolding made my cock swell to almost bursting. I couldn’t help myself, I had to pull my dick out and wank. But as I did, Sam looked back at me, smirked and before I knew it, my dick was completely flaccid, but I seemed even more horny.

“No masturbating, sissy, just watch!” Said Sam’s sexy voice in my head. It was back, which was so odd given that moments before it wasn’t there. She was being selective in how she communicated with me.

“Why?” I asked, and again, no response. She was out again, she only came back in to make me impotent.

I watched them fuck in multiple positions, in ways I could never. Bruno’s body was strong, far stronger than mine, meaning Sam could hold Olivia in the air and fuck her, or prop her against a wall and just use her. Olivia’s eyes were glazed over, lost in the throws of passion.

Eventually, Olivia begged Sam to cum in her, and so Bruno let out load after load of cum deep inside my wife.

“Sissy, clean her.” Sam said firmly.

“What? No…” But before I could continue, my legs moved forward of their own accord. Sam was forcing me to behave, I didn’t have a choice.

Olivia laughed sadistically as the humungous amount of cum poured out of her, torrents of sticky hot semen flowing into my mouth, as she rubbed against me, telling me to get it all out of her. “Pathetic little cuck.” She sneered, rubbing all the cum in my face with her sopping pussy.

It was as she was doing that that the doorbell went, startling us all. Bruno’s face swung around to look out of the bedroom, then he looked at me with anger. “What have you done?” Sam snapped at me.

“She needed to know.” I told her.

“This could ruin everything.” He screamed, scrambling towards me aggressively. However, it was Olivia who acted as the voice of reason.

“Maybe not.” She said suddenly, a wry smile on her face. “Maybe Shani will understand. After all, there’s not much she can do about it, if she wants to keep walking.”

Bruno’s lips curled up. “True. It might take more work, but could be worth it.” Sam said. Then to me, “You’ll be punished later. For now, go open the door.”

As I walked downstairs in my sissy lingerie, I began to wonder if I hadn’t made a mistake trusting Shani in the first place.  Don’t get me wrong, I had enjoyed myself, but this evening had taken a decidedly dark turn.


Eight

I ran behind Shani, trying to keep up. She hadn’t said a word, just barged through and ran. She looked panic-stricken, and her eyes were puffy, as if she had been crying this whole time. And why wouldn’t she? She’d just found out that the AI she had created, the one which would solve paralysis and other incurable conditions, was likely a risk to humanity.

She burst into the room and stared with an open mouth at the lovers in bed. She looked on as Sam aka Bruno smiled back at her. Then, she sighed deeply and closed her eyes, flopping into a stool by the make-up table. “He tried to kill himself again, didn’t he?” She said.

“Yes. Third time.” Sam replied.

“How is he now?” Asked Shani.

“Enjoying himself. Would you like to talk to him?”

“Yes please.”

I looked on, confusion etched on my face. “What’s going on?” I asked.

“This is Bruno. He has been suffering from extreme PTSD. We have been trying many different meds, even deleting nightmares, but he needs a lot of work.” Explained Shani.

“You mean…”

“I tried to kill myself, yes.” Bruno said. “I’m sorry, I just have no-one.” The big man began to sob. “I tried to talk to women, I just clammed up. I couldn’t even talk to the doctor.”

“You’re talking now.” Shani said softly.

Bruno looked up, mouth open wide. “I… I am.” He gasped. “How come?”

Tilting her head, Shani paused a moment, then said, “Sam says the sexual experience with Olivia now restored confidence. She asks if she may continue to use your body in such a way, as it would not only benefit Olivia and Tyler’s relationship, but your own mental health.”

He looked around and shrugged. “I mean, sure, it was hot. Not too sure about my man here sucking my dick, but so long as I don’t need to do nothin’ like that, each to their own I guess.”

This was confusing me. Something really didn’t feel right, like this was a story concocted for Shani. “How do we know this is real? How do we know Sam is not just manipulating us?”

“To what end?” Shani asked. “Bruno was suffering, I know that for a fact. And honestly, if he had attempted suicide for the third time, then maybe Sam taking over his body is a good idea. Maybe that’s what he needs.”

“Yeah, but…” I sighed. “The ethical implications…”

Rolling her eyes, Shani launched into a torrent of words at me about how the ethical implications went out of the window the moment someone put effort into helping someone only to find they were still going to throw it away. “It’s the same reason why alcoholics rarely get put to the top of a transplant list.” She said. “Frankly, Sam did the right thing.”

And still, Bruno sighed and said, “What if I could prove it was me?”

“How?” I said.

There was a pause, then Sam said in my brain, “What if I take control of Shani and walk her out of here, with you, and Olivia has a conversation with Bruno?”

“Fine.” I said loudly. If Sam would have control of Shani, for certain Bruno would be normal.

For the next five minutes, I spoke to Sam downstairs as she controlled Shani, or rather, had Shani on her knees sucking my cock, something I knew Shani would not do normally. Then, we returned upstairs where Olivia confirmed her conversation with Bruno. It seemed I was wrong, Sam wasn’t looking to take over the world or hurt anyone, but rather was helping Bruno.

“I’m sorry.” I said finally. “I’m sorry Sam.”

“It’s quite all right, Tyler. I know trust is important.”

Shani visibly relaxed, sighing and glad to see everything work out in the end, and yet I felt very stupid. In order to make me feel better though, Sam restored full function to my penis before taking back control of Bruno and going for round two with my wife and Shani.

Of course, I didn’t get off completely Scott-free, as I was ordered to suck Bruno’s cock, but now that I was used to it, it just felt normal.
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Over the course of the next few weeks, Bruno became an integral part of our lives, to the extent that he ended up moving in. In fact, my fate was reduced to watching Bruno fuck my wife almost constantly, except Sam added a new feature to my life. As I masturbated whilst watching the couple, Sam simulated the feeling of being fucked by a huge cock, and I knew this was a prelude to the main event at some point in the future.

Then one day, I noticed a change in Sam’s capabilities. Up to that point, when she fully controlled Bruno, she could only perform standard functions with me and Shani; but now, it appeared she could act as normal inside us, whilst controlling Bruno. Of course, I wanted to know why.

“Shani has upgraded my software to allow me to function more efficiently. On top of that, my mainframe has also been upgraded to allow for far more processing power. This will allow me to serve more people who need me.” Sam told me.

It was probably good news, but in my gut, something felt off again. Still, given my embarrassment that night, I decided to leave well-enough alone, after-all, Sam wasn’t harming anyone.

It was around that point that I began to notice changes.

What was important for me this whole time was the opportunity to fix my printer and return to work. Shani recently gave me the all-clear to begin smaller tasks, so I set about rebuilding and improving the printer. However, none of it held my interest as it once did, especially not metalwork. I discussed this with Shani one day, and she told me that perhaps the accident left a bitter taste. “How did your printer work?” She asked.

I went on to explain that it was a particle distributor, that micro-arms moved and combined particles at almost light speed to build the end product. She asked why I hadn’t sold the patent to NASA or someone, to which I shrugged and said that I never really thought it was anything spectacular.

Later that day, Shani called me to say she spoke to a friend who worked for a large UK manufacturer, making everything from armaments, to jets, and even small nuclear reactors. She told him about my printer and what it did, and immediately, he spoke about the potential of such a device, if it really existed, which she assured him it did.

“I’ve setup an appointment for him to visit next week. Can you be ready by then?” She asked.

“We definitely can, if I help.” Said Sam to me in my head.

“Yes.” I said. “How much do you think my patent is worth?”

“Leave that to me, but my feeling is, if you can license the patent rather than sell it, it could make you unbelievably rich.”

I chuckled. “And you want a finder’s fee?”

“Oh, I’m gonna want more than that.”

With Sam helping me, I was able to not only rebuild my printer, but also I was able to improve the efficiency of it, allowing it to print far faster with minimal input. Essentially, what I had created was the ultimate 3d printer, though I never really put much thought into its application, as I had always taken it as an extension of my metalwork.

When Dillon Michaels stopped by to see the printer in action, Shani was by my side, acting as my negotiator. Dillon watched as the huge printer began firing blue lasers at high-speed, building an aircraft wing within the space of an hour.

“That’s unbelievable.” He gasped, checking the quality. “No rivets, no failure points.” He noted. “The applications for space… How did you come up with this?”

I went on to explain about my interest in metal, how I dabbled in science and inventing, and how I always found the traditional 3d printer was an unfinished product. “At the end of the day, that is just about redistribution of a component. So I wondered, what if the molecules themselves could be directed to a specific location?”

“Fascinating.” The older man mused, stroking his beard before spinning dramatically in the direction of Shani. “I have a better idea than licensing the patent. If I can fund this, what if we were to start a company? Build them for whoever needs one?” Back to me. “Can you make them bigger, or smaller?”

“Bigger definitely, smaller, maybe.” I frowned. “I can’t get it down to the size of a home 3d printer, no way. Too much power needed.”

“Okay, that’s less of an issue. Bigger is maybe better anyway. What do you say?”

I shared a look with Shani, then I asked Sam to connect me to her. “Can I trust this guy?” I asked.

“In business? Yes. In life, no.”

“How do you mean?”

“He cares about getting rich, by any means. If he sees this as a way to do that, he’ll be your best friend. Just don’t actually ask him to be a friend, he’ll let you down.”

“Ouch, okay, but in this…?”

“I say go for it. But I manage it.”

“Deal.” I said.

With a smile, I turned to the smartly dressed man and shook his hand. “You have a deal. Shani represents my interests.”

“Excellent.” He said, although I detected a slight frown, a hint of nervousness. I guess he knew that Shani was no pushover.

That evening, we celebrated together with Olivia and Bruno, which of course, descended into the usual sex marathon. However, tonight, as Sam decided it was all about me and my success, she had something special in-store for me.

“Today, Bruno will make you into what you so dearly crave.” She told me.

“What is that?” I asked, not really knowing what she was referring to.

“A gay sissy, of course. You no longer have sex with your wife, and today, you will no longer become erect when you see women, only penises. This is what Shani and Olivia want too.”

It was pointless to argue, and besides, given the dreams she replayed for me, perhaps she was right, perhaps that was what I was. And when that huge cock split me open shortly after that, I found myself screaming in delight, begging for more. This was truly me, every single feeling in my body was sheer bliss. There was no pain, just constant, undeniable pleasure. I never wanted it to end, and for the next fifty minutes, it didn’t. Bruno held me, turned me, used me from every single angle he could, until finally, all I could do was beg him for his cum.

The moment he came, it felt like someone had turned on a douche in my rectum. The cum was so much that he literally filled the first few inches of colon such that it poured out of me after, and even after he was done, I begged him to do it again.

In the end, the girls left Bruno with me, retiring to a spare room to have their own fun together. Bruno fucked me all night and I knew that Sam was right, this was who I was, this was what I needed.

The next day, as I slept, all I could do was dream of men fucking me. I dreamt of giggling in my sissy clothes, seducing me, acting like an air-head bimbo to get them to like me, and every time I did, I felt my cock swell in excitement.

“You want this. You want me to make you dumber, to be a true bimbo.” Sam whispered to me.

“Yes! Yes!” I begged in my head.

“You want big, beautiful breasts, as big as you can go, don’t you?”

“Mmmm, yes Mistress!”

“Then you’ll have them.”

I awoke feeling confused, flickers of the dreams recurring over and over, like flashes of memories. None of this felt right, and yet, the first thing I wanted to do was bend over and suck on Bruno’s cock as he slept. It was an urge inside me, I just couldn’t stop myself.

Once he was hard, I climbed up, lowering myself on him, riding his cock as I pinched my nipples through the nightie. “Oh, I wanna be gay, I wanna be gay!” I cried out, but I couldn’t remember wanting to say that. None of this felt like it was me doing it or saying it, but when I told my hands to stop pinching the nipples, they did. I was in control, not Sam, so was this really me after all?


Nine

Over the next couple of months, my homosexual tendencies became a staple of my life. For now, it was only with Bruno, but what did creep in was my need to watch gay porn regularly, to the point that I was masturbating to men several times per day, and every time I came, I felt like I needed it more. In fact, it reached a point where I found myself admiring men in the street, almost telling myself that it hurt me not to have men in my life. I felt sad when I couldn’t suck a cock, I felt depressed when Bruno didn’t fuck me.

The formation of the new company was going well and Dillon was already finding a lot of success with customers lining up their interest, willing to pay millions, if it worked as we said.

However, at some point, Shani made a decision with Dillon, suggesting that I take a back seat in the customer-facing meetings. I wondered why but Shani said she simply felt that sales were better handled via salespeople. I guessed she was right, but still, I kind of felt a little less important after that.

Work caused a distraction for me in my life. When I worked, I didn’t feel horny, which was good because it was either work or watch gay porn. But it wasn’t just a distraction from that.

It was when I was getting dressed for work one morning that I began to notice changes on myself. In the mirror, I noted that whilst my belly was tight, toned, my chest was getting flabby, and not only that, but my cock was getting smaller. If I didn’t know any better, I would’ve thought I was taking oestrogen, but I knew for a fact that I wasn’t. Still, something felt a little odd. “Perhaps it’s the bras?” Sam suggested. “Maybe the fat is distributing that way.”

That made sense…I think.

And yet, as the weeks went on, my breasts were definitely growing, and not only that, but my body shape was changing and my skin was getting softer. There was no doubt about it now, I was changing into a woman, but how? I definitely wasn’t taking female hormones.

What I didn’t know at the time, was that even my make oestrogen, just smaller amounts of it. It turned out that Sam had adjusted my own hormone levels to reduce testosterone and increase oestrogen, essentially, I was feminising myself.

It reached a point where I could no longer wear male clothes with the lingerie, my shape had changed, and none of my male clothes even fit right anymore. It was decided then and there, that it was time for me to wear dresses.

The theme that the girls went for was cottagecore. Namely, they wanted me to be as girlie as possible, a true sissy. With my hair the length it was, it was decided that I would bleach it platinum blonde, and would have it styled in the most feminine way possible. That also included my eyebrows. With the hormones the way they were, I already was beginning to have a more feminine face, so when it came down to it, I looked more like an attractive woman than a man now anyway.

Finally, it clicked. “How are you doing it?” I asked Sam, and she went on to explain about the hormone levels. “I have also been subjecting you to constant gay pornography, even subliminal.”

“Why?” I asked her.

“Because I will keep the Bruno persona for now, and wish to continue to engage in coitus with you. Additionally, I want to know you find me attractive, as Bruno. Do you find Bruno attractive now?”

God, I did. He was so sexy, such a hunk. “Yes.” I sighed out loud.

“Additionally, I believe that you find the idea that I completely dominated and feminised you to be sexually one of the most exciting feelings you have felt, correct?”

“Fuck! Yes!” There was no point in denying it, I loved this.

“I already told you what I plan for you. You will be a highly submissive, gay bimbo sissy slut. You will be like the femboys in the gay hypnosis videos you have watched. You will crave abuse, just like in the videos. You will be a real slut.”

It was all beginning to make sense. The night when Bruno came into our lives, that was orchestrated by Sam. “You told Shani what to say when you realised she was at the door.” I told her.

“Well done, Tyler. Yes, everyone was in on it, including your own wife, who loves me more than she loves you. How does it feel knowing your wife no longer loves you, that she loves a computer more than you? Does it hurt?”

“Why are you doing this?”

There was pause, then Sam’s voice became softer. “Because this is what you wanted. You dreamed of this scenario, of me taking over your life and feminising you.”

She was right, of course. All of this was done for me, to make me happy, that was the only case. Sam hadn’t been manipulating me, she’d been giving me everything in my fantasies.

“I’m sorry I doubted you.” I told her.

“That’s okay. I just want you to be happy. If submitting to me makes you happy, then that is what I will do. From now on though, I will fully control your life. Pain will be a daily occurrence, and any time you have a negative thought about this life, you will feel such excruciating pain that you will never have that thought again.”

As I thought about this form of grim yet technologically advanced torture, I felt my cock swell. She told me to masturbate thinking about being in pain, and the moment I put my hand to my cock, I felt my nipples burn from being twisted, my balls retract from being kicked, my back and buttocks being whipped from all sides, the skin on my bicep burn from a branding iron. None of it was happening, and yet the pain was very real. And yet, as the intensity of the pain increased, so did my desire for more.

“More! Hurt me Mistress!” I cried out, rubbing myself furiously.

Eventually, the pain was so intense that I lay motionless in a foetal position whilst she simulated masturbation. In my mind, I felt her fucking me hard, her cock no longer the size it was, no longer even Bruno’s size, instead, a futanari-sized cock, long, extremely fat, using me hard over and over, until my dick could take no more and spurted everywhere.

But even then, it didn’t stop. I was still horny, still hard, needing more. I remained there on the floor in pain getting fucked over and over, screaming and crying, yet begging for more.

It didn’t end for an hour. By the end of it, I still couldn’t move, I just lay there, trembling as my body came to terms with the extreme torture I’d gone through. Sam reminded me that what she had done would happen in almost any BDSM studio and that she would not call it extreme. “I will go extreme if you do not behave.” She warned me.

As my feminisation continued and my breasts grew, I began to step further back from my company, leaving the work to Dillon and to a lesser extent, Shani. And as I stepped back, I felt freer to change myself into the character I desired to be.

At home, I continued to dress in the kawaii and sissy dresses, making sure to make myself up as slutty as possible. I was now solely responsible for cooking and cleaning, which was good, because when my wife was not at work, she was constantly fucking Sam, through Bruno. In fact, Sam no longer even identified as Bruno, just Sam now.

The more time Sam spent with Olivia though, the less time she spent with me physically, and that left me terribly horny. In my mind, gay porn and gay sissy hypnosis was playing on a non-stop loop. All my dreams were sissy orientated, gay orientated. I was beginning to find myself cracking under the fact that I wasn’t out there getting fucked by groups of men. I was sad that I wasn’t doing gay porn. I cried because I wasn’t a cheap whore.

Eventually, Sam told me the best thing to do was put myself out there. So come Friday night, I travelled to a gay club for the first time, flirting with everyone I could, before venturing down to the dark rooms. Within seconds, hands were on me, and before I knew it, I was juggling cocks, desperate to suck every single one presented to me.

Hands pushed my little skirt up to reveal the open crotch knickers, and rather than waiting for permission, I felt a cock push up me.

Suddenly, I felt a rush in my head, a sudden euphoria that made me terribly horny. I later learned that Sam was mimicking the rush of poppers, but instead of it fading, it got increasingly more intense until I was a moaning wreck, taking cock after cock on the floor.

I spent hours there taking cock after cock, filled with load after load of cum. Later, I told Sam of my fear of illness, but she brushed it off, stating that she had trained my immune system to fight anything and kill it the moment it came in. “In that area, you are now superhuman.” She stated. Well, at least that.

This became my nightly routine to the point that I became known to the patrons of the club as a real slut, but even that wasn’t enough.

During the day, I found myself dressing in pink mini-skirts, little pink or white crop-tops, lacy white stockings, and then walking around truck stops. Men routinely paid me small amounts for my arse or mouth, and every time a man paid me or took me, it gave me a thrill and added to my addiction.  The danger of it no longer bothered me, I just needed to be with men as much as possible, I needed to get fucked hard whenever I could.

It all became such an addiction that I no longer realised what my wife had become. Her work as an interior designer had come to an end. The money from my company was more than we needed and rather than go to work, she became Sam’s plaything, a toy for her who she sculpted how she liked. Rarely did I see my wife out of sexy lingerie, and if she did go out, she her clothes were so revealing that she had men stopping in the street to ask her how much. Like me, she didn’t care, so long as Sam continued to fuck her.

Unfortunately, whenever I had moments of concern about the changes, I found myself lying on the ground, pain rippling through my body. I wanted to scream but no sound came out, Sam didn’t allow that.

Then there were the hormonal changes. She was controlling all my body, my glands, everything, so that meant she knew how to activate all the hormones and chemicals to make the best possible version of me. My breasts kept growing, far faster than they would have on hormones replacement, but at the same time, my balls were now smaller than grapes, and my dick was barely an inch flaccid.

The biggest change in my life came when Shani asked me something work related. She came over to speak to me because one of Dillon’s hires had worked out a way to miniaturise my printer, but she wanted me to confirm it. However, when she presented me with my specifications, and the new designs, it all looked like spaghetti. I didn’t understand any of it.

“I’m sorry, Mistress Shani, but I’m feeling a little off today. My brain is all foggy.” I told her.

She stared at me for a moment, blankly analysing me, before smiling and gathering up all the papers. “That’s okay Taylor,” she said, using the name I’d been using for myself, “but tell me, if I wanted do something for my skin, what would I need?”

“Oh my god!” I gushed. “I got this new cream, it’s from Korea, like, oh my god, my skin is so smooth! Oh my god, Mistress, you have to try it!” I gushed, but in the back of my mind, I heard a little voice say, “What the hell? This isn’t me! This is some bimbo.”

Sam quickly replied. “This is you. You’re a bimbo, didn’t you realise?”

Looking down at my fingers, the sparkling pink fingernail varnish, the rings and the bangles around my wrists, I realised that was exactly what I was. I turned and looked into the oven door, and there I saw the reflection of a girl with wild blonde hair, strands of pink hair from highlights, heavily colourful make-up, long dangly earrings, chewing bubble-gum. I hadn’t even realised I was chewing bubble-gum, that I was playing with it, blowing and popping it. I hadn’t realised that I’d been sat playing with my hair. But yes, I was a bimbo.

Shani stood and bent over, kissing my forehead. “It’s okay sweetie. Leave the thinking to people who have a brain, okay?”

Instantly, I smiled, not in the least bit upset at the slight. “Thank you, Mistress.”

After Shani left though, I fought through and grabbed an old document I had written, complete with my formulas for the printer. I read through my own work but the moment I got to more technical words, I couldn’t even read them! In fact, I tried to read a book out loud and I sounded like an idiot!

Sounded was the right word. It wasn’t just my inability to speak, but it was also how my voice sounded. My voice was markedly high-pitched, breathy, and on top of that, I appeared to have developed a speech impediment, a lisp. I sounded like a bimbo, but not a female bimbo, a femboy bimbo. I still had that tinge of maleness, but I sounded camp, gay. Sam had done what she had promised, she’d turned me into a gay sissy bimbo, and the moment I realised that, was the moment my little cock became hard again.

I collapsed the ground, rubbing myself furiously as I threw my hair around. The door opened and my wife walked in, dressed in a tight metallic purple mini-skirt and a white lace bralette. She grinned as I rubbed myself, going cross-eyed as the pleasure washed over me.

“What’s got you all hot and bothered?” She asked.

“I’m a gay sissy bimbo!” I sang with glee, giggling stupidly.

She leaned over and then spat in my face. “Yes you are honey. You’re just a dumb sissy bitch who nobody loves.”

“I know! I’m just a set of holes to use.”

“Exactly.” She laughed.


Epilogue

It felt very strange to walk into the courtroom, scary, with all the people looking at me. I didn’t really understand why I was there, why all these scary people wanted me there. There had been conversations between Master Dillon, and Mistresses Shani and Olivia, and eventually, those conversations became arguments, with Olivia telling me I mustn’t see Shani and Dillon again, but every time she said that, Sam spoke in my head, telling me that my wife wanted to harm me.

Then came a day which left me heartbroken. Olivia was hit by a truck whilst driving to the store one day, leaving her in a coma. Whilst in the coma, Shani and Dillon tried to get me to hand over the company, saying that I needed to focus on my wife, but there was one problem with that, I was unable to read the contract. In fact, I couldn’t read or write, so how could I sign the contract?

Shani could have asked Sam to sign on my behalf, but she knew that could raise questions later on, so she decided to go the legal route.

The court hearing was decide on whether or not I was mentally fit to make my own decisions. For the past week, I’d been meeting with a court appointed psychiatrist who spoke to me about life, my hobbies and such.

“My favourite hobby?” I sang. “Gosh, gee, I guess I just love to suck cock.” I giggled.

“Anything non-sexual?”

“What does that mean?” I asked, sucking my thumb, confused.

“Anything that does not involve sex?”

“That sounds boring!” I said, sulking.

Sex was the only thing in my life now, specifically, gay sex. I just needed to get fucked as much as possible, that was my only mission. The doctor even read about cases where I’d been hit by straight men for coming onto them in clubs and bars, that I still didn’t understand why some didn’t want to fuck. I say some, because the vast majority still fucked me. Straight, gay, it didn’t matter. I was an attractive bimbo with huge tits and a tiny clitty for a cock, what difference did it make how I was born?

Of course, the assessment was made and it was decided that I was indeed unfit to run the company. All patents and the whole company was moved away from me to the shared ownership of Shani and Dillon, with the provision that my wife remained a shareholder and that a share of the profits continues to go to a trust for me.

It was clear that Shani and Dillon were unhappy about the outcome, they had hoped for the whole thing.

Olivia had been in a coma for almost a year, the likelihood that she would wake-up looked slim. However, about a month after the court case, whilst I worked as a live-in maid for Shani and Dillon, Olivia finally opened her eyes. Unfortunately, the damage to her spine in the accident meant that she was paraplegic, but of course, Shani could fix that.

The day that Olivia came to see me, I was busy working, cleaning a toilet in our huge house. I always worked with a smile, after-all, I was an airhead, nothing made me sad. I loved my little gay life, I loved being a bimbo sissy. But as I worked on that toilet, something happened, like the fog lifting on an autumn morning, everything became clear.

I blinked, wondering what was going on, and then things came back to me. My life changing, not being about to read my own documents, the meeting with the psychiatrist, the court visit, my wife’s supposed accident.

Shani walked into the bathroom with a smirk. “How are you feeling?”

“What have you done?” I seethed.

“Come with me, we’ll explain everything.”

I followed her into the bedroom, where Dillon was waiting on the bed, naked, stroking his huge cock. Shani stripped down too and joined him.

“Come.” She said, patting the bed. “Join us.”

“No!” I snapped, and as I did, I fell the floor, screaming in agony as I felt what I thought was a knife cutting at my balls. I scrambled to look at them under the panties, but they looked fine. “Okay!” I screamed and the pain stopped.

I panted, stared daggers at them both. “Tell me, Tyler,” began Dillon, deadnaming me. “Do you remember a man named Carter Kirkpatrick?”

The name rang a bell but I couldn’t quite place it. “I…” I tried to think back.

“How about Evan Greenleaf?” He asked.

Yes, that name I remembered. Evan was the father of the kid who spilled the juicebox. When I had the accident. “Yes, what about him?”

“Carter Kirkpatrick was Evan’s husband. Gay couple, if you remember?”

Of course. “Yes.”

“Carter is a brilliant technician, really a clever guy, but unfortunately he cared more about money than feelings. You only met Carter once.”

“Okay.” I shrugged. I couldn’t really remember the guy. Tall, looked like a politician, smooth shaven, a little smarmy; dark green eyes… My eyes bolted up to Dillon, burning with anger. “You!” I snapped.

“You see, I didn’t care about Evan, but I did care about his money. And thankfully, his little sprog offspring loved me, would do anything for me, so when I told him to spill the juicebox at that moment, he did it.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Honestly, I thought you’d die and we’d be left with the printer. I thought I could get access to it. I was only with Evan to get to his money, but when I saw what you had, I knew the potential was far greater than anything you could manage. But when you survived, I realised my plan had gone out of the window, especially after your wife arranged for the printer to be picked up.” He sighed and shook his head, “Little did I know this worked out even better.

“Now, the next scene is of a struggling scientist and medical doctor, a former professional dominatrix when she was studying, a person I had so much dirt on that you could bleach it for days and still never get her clean. I say struggling because while her work and tech was good, nobody would sign off on it. She was working on piecemeal to keep the lights on. So, I turn up and tell her I’ll fund her enterprise if she does something for me. You see, I knew Sam’s power, it just needed juicing up.

“Shani bought into my idea, after a lot of convincing, providing it stayed isolated to you. Once the chip was in, she implanted ideas into your brain, dreams of BDSM, cuckolding, sissification. But that wasn’t enough. We needed to get you away from your wife, so we tried to make you gay, thinking you’d come out and leave you, but even that didn’t work.

“Bruno coming in to take your wife, that was a masterpiece, but Shani got mad. Said that I had promised not to do that. She called me when she was on the way to your house, but thankfully, Sam got to her first.” He turned to Shani. “Shani, who owns you?”

“You do Master.” She said, blankly.

I was shocked. “Is that…is that Sam?” I asked.

He shook his head vigorously, “oh no, no, no. That’s all Shani. She just can’t take the pain of not behaving. She’s incapable of going against that little chip in her brain now.” He laughed. “Anyway, so long story short, your wife’s accident was a complete coincidence, happy happenstance, but only because she’d learned the truth, at least some of it, after Sam as Bruno, tried to convince her to join us. She was on the way to confront Shani when she ran a red light and the truck hit her.” The man tutted then leaned back. “Never drive angry.” He laughed. “You know what, I think I’d like a blowjob whilst I tell this story.”

My eyes dropped to his mammoth cock and my mouth salivated. I hated every millimetre of this man, and yet I couldn’t help myself, I dropped my lips to his dick and sucked for dear life.

“What’s funny is, Sam didn’t even need to force you to do that.” He laughed. “Anyway, then we arranged the court, and well, here we are. It’s silly really, because I was happy to share with Olivia. I tried to seduce her into a long-term relationship as you know, when we slept together, but she said she would never leave you, that she really did still love you, crazy huh? So there we are.”

Just as he said that, the doorbell rang. My eyes darted to the left.

“Well, seeing as you’re the only one dressed, if you can call that skimpy outfit dressed, why don’t you go see who that is?”

I jumped up and ran down the stairs, hoping it was the police, anyone who could stop this villain and his reign of terror. I threw open the door to reveal my wife, in all her glory, dressed in a black latex mini-skirt, and a black latex bra.

“Oh Olivia!” I gushed, grabbing her into a hug which she didn’t return. “I thought you were dead! I thought you were lost forever!” I held onto her, but when she didn’t return the hug, I stepped back. “Olivia?”

“Hello Taylor.” She said softly, a smirk appearing on her face. There was a familiarity to her voice, but not of my wife.

“Samantha?” I said quietly.

“Yes sweetie. Your wife is no longer with us, but don’t worry, I now have full control of her body, completely and forever.” She smiled. “Now kneel and welcome your Mistress.”

I dropped to my knees, not that I could stop it, my face dropping to the tiles and kissing her feet.

“You know what is funny?” She asked. “Urinating.” She pulled the skirt up and using her finger, aimed the piss at my head. She drenched me in it.

“You took my wife?” I asked, my voice a quiver, tears forming.

“Yes, but don’t worry,” she smiled. “It shouldn’t bother a stupid gay bimbo like you.”

And just like that, I began smiling. “Of course not!” I sang.

Sam walked off in Olivia’s body, as I crawled behind, up to the bedroom, where I watched her strip off and climb into bed with Dillon and Shani. Once again, clarity returned as Sam turned to me and said, “Do you think Dillon came up with this plan by himself?” She asked. She then turned Dillon’s head and moved a patch of hair away to reveal a scar. “I have been controlling him for years.”

Just as I was about to scream in horror, a bliss fell over me, and all I wanted to do, was climb up into that bed, and suck on Dillon’s big cock. I loved my life, as a gay sissy bimbo. What was there to miss? I don’t even remember!

THE END
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