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Christopher Bower looked over himself in the
mirror. At six feet tall with an athletic build, Chris had a body
many men wished they had. His brown eyes looked out over his
slightly crooked nose, which had been broken twice during college.
With dark wavy hair and a day’s growth of stubble on his face,
Chris could have stepped out of a modeling studio. His looks
growing up had given him confidence. That confidence in turn had
helped him start a tech firm currently valued in the hundreds of
millions. To many, his life was perfect.

To Chris, his life was beginning to unravel.
And it was all because of one person. One person in his life was
causing him untold amounts of stress. Chris had made a few mistakes
in his life, but none more than getting married at only eighteen.
He loved his wife, but they had married before he had any money.
There was no pre-nup and that one small detail was now the bane of
his existence.

Chris walked out of the restroom and back
into the office of his doctor. The panic attack had passed. He sat
down in a plush chair opposite of his psychiatrist, and for the
hundredth time since meeting, he let his eyes roam over her body.
Half the reason for selecting Dr. Callow was for her amazing
physique. Ironic that he would see a psychiatrist for his failing
marriage, when in her presence he wanted nothing more than to be
single again. For weeks now he had been secretly meeting with her
to discuss his disastrous home life.

“Nothing has changed this week doc”, said
Chris, “Emily is still distant. I really think she is cheating on
me and I don’t know what to do. I never thought I would be
here.”

“Calm yourself Mr. Bower. I have been in
touch with a friend of mine recently who may be able to help you
out. Call this number and set up an appointment. Don’t worry, I
haven’t told him about any of our sessions.” Said Dr. Callow as she
leaned across the space to hand a small business card to Chris. Her
loose silk dress slipped away from her chest, giving Chris an
amazing view. “Just make sure you call soon, because they are a
very busy company.”

Chris took the card clumsily from Dr. Callow,
unable to take his eyes away from her exposed cleavage. At this
angle he got quite a nice look at her breasts, held in place by a
lacy black bra. Dr. Callow leaned back, breaking the view of her
lovely breasts. With the distraction in front of him gone, Chris
quickly regained his composure.

“Thank you for this Doc. I really hope this
pans out,” he said as he stood up, leaning in for a handshake and
hopefully another stolen glance down the Doctor’s dress, “See you
next week.”

Two days later Chris walked into the
reception area of Baxter Bioengineering. The short phone
conversation he had with the receptionist the day before had him
slightly confused, but wholly intrigued. If nothing else, his lunch
break would be entertaining.

Chris didn’t have to wait very long after
arriving. He was escorted into a well lit office by one of the most
beautiful women he had ever seen. Chris followed a step behind the
woman leading, letting his eyes drift over every inch of her body.
She couldn’t have been more than five and a half feet tall, but the
heels on her feet gave her a few extra inches. Her smooth, toned
legs seemed to run on forever due to the incredibly short gray
dress she was wearing. The dress seemed to serve little purpose,
covering the bare minimum of skin to keep the wearer out of jail
for indecent exposure. Chris wanted nothing more than to peel that
tiny dress off of the lithe frame in front of him. He was still
staring at the rounded ass barely hidden by the hemline of the
dress when a male voice broke him from his fantasies.

“Thank you Amy. Mr. Bower and I would like to
discuss matters in private.” Said the man seated behind a modest
wooden desk. Chris looked on at the source of the new voice. His
eyes locked with the man behind the desk and a sense of dread
washed over Chris as he stared into the dark blue eyes of the
stranger sitting in a simple office chair, wearing a traditional
business suit, his dark hair giving way to gray at the temples. The
man had a carefully manicured goatee, giving an air of menace to
anyone who would look upon his face. The smile the man wore seemed
completely out of place.

“Welcome Mr. Bower, I am Devin Baxter and
this is my company. Please sit down and tell me why you are here
today.” Said the man as his motioned to the chair in front of
Chris, “But please keep it simple, I am a bit short on time
today.”

Chris sat down and immediately began to
speak, “I’m not sure why I’m here or how you can help me. My doctor
recommended I come here. The short version of it is that I married
my wife eight years ago when I was only eighteen. We have no
pre-nup and my startup has been hugely successful. I’m almost
positive she is cheating on me, but I can’t afford a divorce. I
want her to stay with me and that’s why I’m here.” Chris watched
Mr. Baxter closely; curious as to what the man could offer that
would fix his situation.

“Well Mr. Bower, do you mind if I call you
Christopher? Chris? I might have a solution to your problems,” said
Baxter.

“Chris is fine. I’m eager to hear your
solution,” replied Chris.

“I’ll try and keep it simple. What I offer is
a small device called I.V.E., though we simply call it Ivy in the
office. It stands for Internal Vibration Emitter. It’s a small
implant that delivers orgasms anytime, anywhere, under any
conditions that the controller wishes,” said Baxter, “in this
situation, you would be the controller, your wife the implantee.
Once the implant is in place, your wife will do anything you want
her to.”

“I don’t understand,” said Chris confusedly,
“How would this help me out? What are you talking about? You want
to put a chip in my wife’s brain or something? Turn her into some
kind of Stepford wife robot?”

“Clearly this needs further explanation.
I.V.E. consists of an electrode mesh that is surgically implanted
over both the clitoris and the Grafenberg spot, or G-Spot. Using
surgical laser, we remove the top layer of each, stimulating new
tissue growth. In about seven days, the mesh is secured in place
under the newly developed tissue growth. The mesh is hooked up to a
small, self recharging power supply, also implanted within the
body. The battery pack is recharged using the implantee’s own body
motions, and the recent breakthroughs in rechargeable technology
allow the pack to deliver a continuous charge to the electrodes for
up to 48 hours. A small micro chip controls the voltage levels,
allowing the electrodes to generate either a pleasurable sensation,
or one of the most painful sensations imaginable.”

“I’m still lost,” said Chris, “And I’m
starting to think you might be crazy.”

“Clearly a demonstration is needed. Stay
seated Chris. This should prove enlightening,” remarked Baxter as
he reached across his desk for the intercom, “Ms. Levine could you
please come back in here. I need your assistance.”

Seconds later the door opened and the
secretary in the short dress from earlier walked into the room. She
quickly crossed the space and stood in front of the desk, inches
away from Chris. Sitting low in the chair, Chris was nearly eye
level with the short hem of the dress, and could not help but
stare, wishing the thin material of the dress to defy gravity and
move up the leggy secretary’s body.

“Ms. Levine if you would please move your
minimal coverings up just a tad so Mr. Bower here can meet
Ivy.”

On command, the secretary moved her hands to
the hem of her dress and lifted the material up, exposing her
perfectly shaped ass. She turned to face Chris, giving him a full
view of her crotch. It took a minute for Chris to realize this was
not all a dream. A beautiful woman was standing here in the middle
of an office, exposing herself to a perfect stranger on the command
of her boss.

Why can’t my employees be this loyal?,
thought Chris to himself.

Chris continued to stare at the amazing sight
in front of his eyes. Chris had a brief thought towards the dress
currently held around the waist of Ms. Levine. No underwear,
that dress works harder than anyone I know. One of Amy’s hands
drifted away from the hemline of her dress and towards her crotch.
Chris watched as the hand slowly traversed the empty space between
her navel and the part of her pussy. He noted how smooth she was
down there, and also how good she smelled. Chris was having trouble
maintaining his composure. Amy’s fingers parted her glistening
lips, allowing Chris full view of her clit. It took him a few
second to realize there was something wrong. Her clit was not the
soft pink dot he was expecting to see, but instead looked like a
glossy silver shell.

“What the hell is going on?!” exclaimed
Chris, “Why are you two doing this? What is that?”

“That Mr. Bower, is Ivy. Or more to the
point, Ivy’s stylish hat. It’s a ceramic and Kevlar shell molded
over the clitoris. It keeps moisture away from the mesh, and keeps
Ms. Levine from playing with herself. Once a woman is implanted
with Ivy, she has to be kept from playing with herself. It is
important that her orgasms are controlled by someone else,” said
Baxter as he opened a drawer and pulled out a remote. “Now watch.
This is the magic.”

Baxter pushed a button on the remote and Amy
shuttered in front of Chris. A soft moan escaped her lips as her
hands fell back against the desk. Amy leaned back into the desk,
her dress askew, and continued to moan. Her nipples were hard and
clearly visible through the thin material. A second after Chris
noticed this, Amy’s left hand was gently twisting one of her
jutting nipples.

Twenty seconds later and the show was over.
Amy straightened herself out and fixed her dress. Baxter handed her
a small paper towel which she used to dab the moisture away from
her crotch. Amy’s cheeks were flush and her eyes were unfocused. A
lazy smile was plastered on her face.

Devin stared at Chris until he regained his
attention, then spoke, “It is that easy. One simple push of a
button and your wife will experience an orgasm unlike anything she
has ever felt. Amy here has been with me for year and she still has
trouble standing. Your wife will be lucky to be able to move half
an hour later at first.”

Chris sat quietly for a few minutes, watching
Amy out of the corner of his eye. She had regained her rigid work
stance. Nothing about what had just occurred showed in her
mannerisms. Finally Chris responded, “That was a nice show, but
I’ve seen underwear sold in the store that could do that same
thing. I think I made a mistake coming here. Thank you for your
time”, Chris turned to Amy, “and thank you for yours. You have made
my day much brighter.” Chris stood and turned towards the door.

“Do you know what happens during an orgasm
Chris?” began Baxter, “Stimulating the sexual organs produces a
feeling of euphoria. This feeling is caused by the release a number
of different chemicals produced by the body. Endorphins flood the
body giving that feeling of Euphoria. Dopamine,
norepinephrine, and phenylethylamine give an amphetamine high.
These two bodily responses trigger a feeling unlike anything else
in the world. It is a sensation that drives our entire species
forward. Ivy gives you the power over that sensation. Your wife
will become addicted to that feeling if you foster that dependence.
She will do anything and everything to make sure you are kept happy
just to feel that rush.”

Chris turned back to face
Devin Baxter, “So what are you saying, you create drug addicts? You
want me to turn my wife into a crackhead? This is your
solution?”

Devin responded quickly,
“You had no objections ogling my secretary the second you walked
into my building, nor did you speak up when she exposed herself.
You have never spoken of love between you and your wife, only that
you had money on the line. Do not slap me down with your moral
judgment when you come to me for help.” Devin continued, “There are
marked differences between a crackhead and an Ivy implantee. Yes
both seek chemical stimulation, but I can promise unless ordered by
me, Amy will not be breaking into your house at night to steal your
TV. I.V.E. is nothing more than a training tool that utilizes
positive stimulus. It can be equated with training a new puppy with
doggy treats.”

Chris moved back to his
chair and sat down. “I apologize for the outburst. This is all a
bit much to take in. This might be the answer I need to fix my home
life. Please continue.”

Baxter flashed a grin at
Chris and continued, “It is understandable. This is new science,
and our society doesn’t like to talk of sex so openly. You were not
as wrong as you think either. Ivy users are different than your run
of the mill drug addicts. You cannot buy the pleasure Ivy gives.
Only by pleasing the controller can they be rewarded. Amy here
would never be caught sucking dick in an alley. Unless I told her
that is what I wanted.” Devin turned to his secretary and looked
her in the eyes, “Amy dear, I would like you to turn around, get on
your knees, and show our new friend Chris here what can be expected
once his wife has been implanted.”

Without hesitation, Amy
dropped to her knees in front of Chris. Not wanting to stop any of
this, Chris sat motionless while Amy quickly unbuckled his belt and
unzipped his pants. His erect cock had been straining to break free
since Amy had first returned to the room, and now that it had been
unleashed, Chris’ dick stood straighter than it had in a long time.
Amy wasted no time trying to pleasure Chris as she wrapped her
small hand around his engorged member. Stroking it quickly up and
down with her hand, Amy brought Chris to the brink of cumming
before slowing the motion down.

Chris let his head loll back
against the back of the chair as he savored every second of his
treatment. Chris had never been with a woman other than his wife,
and his wife had never done anything like this. Amy let go of
Chris, but before he could bring his head up to see what had
happened, he felt a new sensation on his member. Warm and wet,
something soft was gently engulfing his shaft. Chris felt the bumpy
texture of Amy’s tongue slide across the edge of his mushroom tip.
The feeling sent a wave of overpowering sensation up his spine. The
feeling almost caused Chris to push Amy away.

It felt so good. Amy
continued servicing Chris, her mouth wrapped tightly around his
swollen cock as her dainty hand once again began to stroke his
shaft. Her other hand lightly cupped his balls. Her fingers gently
massaging them. He ached for release, and it wasn’t long before
Amy’s expert fondling had Chris delivering a large load of cum into
the waiting mouth of Amy.

Chris grunted and his eyes
closed as he shot his load down Amy’s throat. The feeling was
incredible. His wife would never do this at home. Amy waited for
the last pumps of Chris’ sticky syrup to fall into her waiting
mouth before slowly pulling herself off of his cock. With a quick
lick of his tip, Amy finished off Chris and stood back up, taking
another paper towel from Devin and dabbing the corners of her mouth
as if she had just eaten a delicious dinner.

Amy turned away from Chris
and looked at Devin just in time to see him push a button on her
remote. Amy was caught off guard and dropped to her knees as the
pleasurable waves washed through her body. Once again soft moans
broke through her lush, pursed lips as Amy’s hands dropped to the
floor in an effort to steady herself. Now on her hand and knees,
Chris could see her glistening wet pussy as she orgasmed for the
second time in only ten minutes. Amy took slightly longer to
compose herself after her second treat of the hour and slowly stood
back up, using the desk to brace herself. Once she was up, Baxter
dismissed her from the room with a wave of his hand. Amy simply
nodded and headed out of the room.

“I’m in,” said Chris, “One
hundred percent in.”

Baxter nodded and said, “It
is good of you to come around. You have the basic idea of the
system. Party A is implanted with the I.V.E. system, while party B
controls the system externally. That is the very basic layout. Ivy
is much more than a sex toy however. Ivy receives commands over
radio frequency. Recently we have been able to integrate RFID chips
into the I.V.E. system. This has opened up a whole new level of
control.” Baxter produced a tiny object from another drawer and
held it out to Chris. While Chris stared at the tiny piece of
plastic, Baxter continued, “What you hold in your had is an RFID
tag. A tag like this is planted subdermally right above your penis.
Don’t worry you barely feel a thing. One quick jab with a needle
and it’s in. The same technology is used to track house pets now.
The system picks up this single from your tag during sex, and
activates the electrode mesh. This tag is incredibly important.
What I forgot to mention earlier is that there are sensors place on
either side of the vagina. Tiny magnets. When the magnets lose lock
with each other it alerts the system. The system then runs a check
for your tag. If the tag is not found, I.V.E. sends a very
unpleasant surge of electricity through the mesh. Test subjects
have likened it to childbirth.” Devin took back the small tag and
held it up between two fingers, “This tiny piece of plastic is like
a key. If you don’t have the key and you force open the door, the
intruder alarm sounds. Your wife would be physically incapable of
having sex with other men. She wouldn’t be able to finger herself.
She might even have to switch off tampons. It is just another tool
to give you complete control.”

Devin walked back around his
desk and put the tiny tag back in its drawer before continuing.
“The tag serves another purpose. During sex, the tag interacts with
the I.V.E. system, responding to your thrusts and motions. It
translates these movements through the mesh, giving your wife an
experience she could never have today. Sex of the future. It’s
common for women to pass out from the experience in the
beginning.”

“So what do I have to do to
get this installed? I can’t just go up to my wife and tell her.
This can’t be legal can it?” asked Chris.



“Strictly speaking, no. The
operation itself is a very simple procedure and the mesh should be
fully absorbed within a week. We have a clinic outside of the
country that performs the procedure. It’s a simple issue of taking
her on a romantic vacation. During the trip she will get a touch of
the flu,” Baxter emphasized the last word by making air quotes with
his fingers, “and taking her to our clinic. She’ll be sedated and
implanted. By the time she wakes up, she’ll be healed enough to use
the system.”

“And what do I tell her once
she realizes what I did? I can’t imagine the women are very happy
about this,” asked Chris, now worried that this plan was based
outside of reality as he understood it.

“It won’t matter. The mesh
cannot be removed once it has been implanted without causing
permanent damage to the sexual organs. A doctor will be on hand to
explain, and after the first button push, we have never had a
complaint.” Devin Baxter clapped his hands together suddenly and
said, “Now that that has been sorted out, let talk about payment.
Our usual fee is a quarter million, payable up front. But that is
for the very basic model. Bells and whistles do cost
extra.”

An hour later, Chris Bower
stood up and shook the hand of Devin Baxter. Chris left the office
with a smile on his face and a bank account significantly smaller.
Once the office door was closed, Devin once again opened up the
drawer of his desk, this time pulling out his smart phone. He
lightly touched the App labeled iVe and began scrolling through a
long list of names. He stopped on the name Amy Levine and double
tapped the screen. Beyond his office door, he knew Amy was having
an unexpected treat. He also knew she would know that her service
today was exceptional and deserving of such a reward. Devin
reopened the app and began scrolling through the list of names once
more, this time stopping on the name Coleen Callow. His finger
doubled tapped the screen once more as a smile crossed his
face.

*****

Dr. Callow sat in her plush
chair opposite of her 3 o’clock. A balding man with mommy issues
and an inability to cope with his job. As he prattled on about his
feelings, she drew small circles in the margins of her notepad,
unseen by the man sitting across from her. Suddenly a warm
sensation blossomed in her crotch, the tingling waves washing over
her. She shut her eyes tight and leaned her head back. Her pen
slipped from her hand and fell to the floor and she squeezed her
legs tightly together and bit her cheeks. Twenty seconds later and
the intense orgasm from nowhere began to subside and Dr. Callow
began to relax again. The message had been received, the sale was
successful. Across the way, her 3 o’clock was still talking. She
leaned down and picked up her pen, and returned to drawing tiny
circles in the margins, this time with a tiny smile on her flushed
face.

*****

Three weeks later in a small
clinic close to the beach in South America, Chris waited patiently
at the bedside of his wife Emily. The doctor had assured him she
would wake up soon, and that he was to page her when Emily finally
did. Two hours past before Emily finally woke up and asked what had
happened. Chris paged the doctor, kissed his wife on the forehead
and excused himself from the room. A few minutes later the doctor
walked back out, tapped Chris on the shoulder and handed him a
small black remote.

Chris reentered the room,
and locked eyes with his wife. If looks could kill, he would have
fallen over dead the second he entered the room. Anger and hurt
were all that could be seen on his wife’s face. Without a word
Chris pressed one of the many buttons on his tiny remote, and
watched as his wife stiffened, her face relaxed, and pleasurable
moans ushered from between her lips. Chris moved closer and laid
his hands on her erect nipples, giving each a small twist in
opposite directions. The moans grew louder before fading away
completely. Initializing the mesh had begun a series of pulses,
with the program taking a full minute to complete. In that time,
Emily had achieved multiple orgasms and had finally passed out in a
state of ecstasy.

When she began to stir
again, Chris watched as she slowly opened her eyes and stared at
the ceiling, a smile blossoming on her face. Her head slowly turned
in his direction and they locked eyes. Gone were the frown lines
and furrowed brow. In their place was the woman he had known on
their wedding day, not a care in the world and madly in love with
the man staring back at her. Chris allowed a smile to grow on his
face as he moved closer to his wife and whispered in her ear,
“Things will be better now.”

As Chris spoke to her, his
hand slipped into his pocket for the tiny black remote. He planted
a kiss on his wife’s waiting lips as his finger once again pushed a
button. Chris grabbed his wife by the nape of her neck and held his
lips against hers as her implant once again caused her body to be
rocked by an intense orgasm. Chris pulled away after he felt his
wife loosen up, a sign that the orgasm had finally subsided, looked
her in the eyes once more and told her softly that he loved
her.
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/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



