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Chapter One – A New World

I felt groggy. My eyelids were heavy
and my entire body felt like it weighed a ton. I couldn’t lift my
arms, and closing my hand was a monumental effort.
I’ve been drugged. A panic set in as
my brain started to piece together the last events I could
remember. I was with my husband. We were on vacation. Chris had
brought me a drink back from the bar and after that things were a
blur. I could hear someone approaching. I tried to scream, but the
sound that came out sounded like a dying cat. A hand landed on my
shoulder gently as an accented voice told me that I was safe. I was
in the hospital and my husband was just outside of the door. I
relaxed and sank back down into the bed. Slowly I opened my eyes
and a vague shape in a white coat started to take focus. A smiling
female doctor was standing over me, looking down at me with no hint
of malice visible in her face.

“I am Doctor Martinez and I just want
to assure you again that you are safe. But I do have some news that
is important so I need you to pay close attention. Do you
understand me?” she asked.

I opened my mouth to speak, but all that
emerged was a hoarse croak. Slowly I managed to nod my head.

“Good. Good. I will have the nurse
bring you in something to drink. You have been sedated for three
days. Do not worry, everything is fine. This is the important part.
While you were here, your husband had us put something in you. I it
nothing major, just I need you to pay attention. Focus Mrs. Bower.
Stay with me.”

I felt the hand of the doctor press
against my shoulders as I tried to sit up. I was panicking.
Put something in me? What happened that night? How
badly was I hurt?! I tried to articulate my thoughts
but the words would not form. The doctor just kept telling me to
calm down. The fight ebbed out of me and I lay back against the
pillow.

“Nothing is wrong. You are still you.
There are just a few small changes. You have been implanted with a
device that gives you orgasms. That is good news right?” asked the
doctor as a large smile spread across her pretty face.

I finally managed to get a word out. In a
raspy voice I simply asked, “Why?”

The doctor’s smile faded away as she began
talking again. “It is because your husband paid us a lot of money.
He now has complete control of your orgasms. You will no longer be
able to pleasure yourself. You are bonded to him completely. In a
moment I will call Chris in and I will let him explain the rest. Do
try and keep an open mind. You may like this new change.”

The doctor flashed me one more smile then
turned, and walked from the room. I closed my eyes and let the
doctor’s words sink in. I still had no idea what was going on.
Pushing through the groggy feeling, I moved my hands under the
patient’s gown I had just realized I was wearing, and slowly let my
fingers drift down to my vagina. As my fingers drifted across my
now shaven nether region, I felt lightheaded and realized I had
been holding my breath. As I breathed in, my fingers made contact
with what I had been in search of. Sliding between the folds of my
pussy, my finger touched my clit. But where I had expected to feel
the tiny tingle caused by my fingers against my little pink
pleasure button, instead I felt a hard little dot.

My gentle touch became panicked as I
tried to grasp the foreign object between my fingers. The surface
was slick, but I managed to get a grip on the small object. I gave
the object a good tug and quickly regretted the decision. The
object was fastened tightly to the skin and tissue beneath its hard
cover. Pain exploded behind my eyes and they began to water.
This is all a dream.

Deciding to ignore the tiny intrusion for a
moment, my hands moved farther south, my fingers lightly touching
the lips of my pussy. I didn’t know how to proceed. Carefully I
took a finger and slowly inserted it inside. In the back of my mind
all I could picture was a tiny booby trap waiting to be spring as I
delicately fingered myself. Relief spread through me as I slid two
more fingers deeply between my legs. My exploratory fingering came
to an abrupt end as I heard the hinges of the door. I dropped my
hands back to my sides and looked towards the door.

I saw Chris walk in with his head down, eyes
glued to a distant spot on the floor. I grew angry. I continued to
stare from behind tightly slitted eyelids, waiting for Chris to
look at me. Chris slowly lifted his head and turned to look at me.
At the same time I noticed that he was holding something in his
hand. His eyes met mine, and on his face all I could see was worry.
A second later I saw him push a button on the small object he
carried in his hand.

I felt warmth spreading through my
vagina. My clit grew hot. Seconds later, pleasurable pulses started
to play over my insides while a strong stream of heavenly
vibrations washed over my encased clit. The rolling waves of
pleasure quickly built up and a sensual wave of orgasmic energy
spread throughout my entire body. My toes curled inward and my
hands grabbed desperately at the sheets as I came, the wild energy
raced through my body. Each wave of pleasure made my heart skip a
beat. This feels amazing.

I was no longer in control of my body. The
first orgasm was still pulsating throughout my body in slow waves,
but the vibrations were still stimulating my clit. More important
than the clit was the feeling of being touched on the inside. The
combination of stimuli didn’t let up and soon a second orgasm raced
up my spine. I began to moan uncontrollably.

A third orgasm quickly chased after the
second and I began to feel like I was drowning. The feelings of
pleasure pounded away at every inch of my body. The euphoric
feeling, the happy numbness, was everywhere at once, only to be
interrupted by another wave of pleasure. I didn’t know how much
longer I could take it. Time had lost meaning. I was having trouble
remembering what it felt like not to be in constant, uninterrupted
pleasure.

With my eyes closed, I could not see
him, but I felt Chris had moved closer to me. As I tried to open my
eyes to look at him, a new sensation manifested itself. With the
feeling of half a dozen orgasms running rampant through my body, I
was amazed that this new stimuli could push through the euphoric
haze. If what I was experiencing could be put into words, it was
like hearing your favorite song on the best speakers money could
buy, then having the volume turned to eleven. As Chris twisted my
erect nipples, the near overpowering pleasure that I had been
feeling turned into a monster. My body felt like it was on fire,
while being dipped in ice cold water. And my body loved it. Colors
that didn’t exist swam in front of my closed eyes and a single
thought marched through my head before I passed out from the
overload. This is what Heaven feels
like.

I don’t know how long I had been asleep, but
when I woke up again, Chris was standing over me, looking down at
my face in much the same way the doctor had been before. Looking
back up into his handsome face, I couldn’t decide what I was
feeling. A smoldering feeling of resentment still existed inside of
me, but it was kept at bay behind a wall built from my recent
memories of unbridled pleasure. Even now, I swear I could still
feel the little tingles in my toes that had always followed after
my orgasms.

Chris leaned in closer and for the first time
in days, I heard him speak, “Things will be better now.”

Chris pushed in closer and soon his lips had
met mine. I could feel his hand brush through my hair before ending
its journey behind my head. In his strong hands, I felt my head
lift up, my lips keeping contact with his. The unnatural warmth was
once again spreading in my loins. I braced myself for what I knew
was coming, and was not disappointed. The pleasure built until
climax and spread with the feeling of fine silk against smooth
skin. Far more elegant than the jack hammering I had only just
experienced. I welcomed this more subdued pleasure as I felt my
body relax and my mind cloud with the feeling of ecstasy. I felt
Chris whisper something into my ear, his breath lightly tickling
the side of my face. His words were lost however, as I drifted on a
sea of serenity, lost in my own world where nothing existed save
the feeling of complete and total happiness.




Chapter Two - Heading Home

I don’t know when Chris finally left the
room, or how long I had even been awake, but I slowly drifted back
down to Earth as my mind started to clear. As I sat in the hospital
bed I had now inhabited for the last three days thinking about how
drastically my life had changed. I couldn’t decide if the change
was for the better. I had never before experienced such unfiltered
pleasure. Three weeks ago I was at home, ignored by my husband of
eight years. I remembered the growing resentment I felt towards him
and his work. I had wanted to leave him. A large part of me still
did. But whatever Chris had done to me had changed the equation.
Whatever my plans, there was nothing I could do about them here,
stuck in a hospital bed in South America. My decision could wait
until Chris and I were home.

The next day Chris and I got ready to leave
the hospital. Chris had bought me a whole new wardrobe while I had
been stuck in bed. I untied he hospital gown and let me fall from
my shoulders, making a linen puddle on the floor and walked into
the bathroom while Chris laid out my clothes on the bed. On the
back of the door was a mirror which I used to examine myself. As
far as I could tell, Chris hadn’t changed anything other than his
little addition to my naughty bits. For the tenth time today I
stood in front of the mirror and looked at my clit. I still
couldn’t get used to seeing that little silver button where my pink
flesh should have been. It was difficult knowing that such a small
object had completely taken away from ability to pleasure
myself.

I walked back out of the bathroom and looked
for Chris. He had once again stepped out of the room. Chris and I
hadn’t talked at all since I had been in this room. I still don’t
even know exactly he had done to me. A note on the bed instructed
me to get dressed and meet Chris outside. I looked at the items on
the bed. Instead of tight jeans and cotton panties which had been
my staple at home, a small, red, one piece dress laid on the bed. A
silky black bra and matching black thong lay on top. Strappy black
heels sat at the foot of the bed. Chris clearly had plans that fell
outside of just giving me multiple Wi-Fi orgasms.

With no other choice in the matter, I
put on the bra, adjusting the straps to support my perky breasts. I
slid the tiny black thong up my legs, letting the tiny underwear
settle in between my ass cheeks. Pulling the red dress down over my
head, I struggled to pull the form fitting garment down over my
body. It was short. Really short. My ass is
hanging out of the back of this thing, I thought as I
bent over to pick up the heels.

With the heels on I unsteadily made my way
back into the bathroom to check myself in the mirror. I was
surprised at the image that looked back at me. The bra had given me
more cleavage than my firm little breasts could manage alone. The
dress showcased my newly acquired cleavage with a low neckline. The
dress, in combination with the heels on my feet, also accentuated
my legs, and cupped my ass in a way I had never thought possible. I
looked amazing. Maybe Chris was right.

I met Chris outside. He was standing next to
a black town car, holding the door open and motioning for me to get
in. As I climbed into the backseat of the car, I felt Chris’ hand
grab my ass, before giving it a little slap. Chris climbed into the
car behind me and the driver set off. With a button push, the
partition between the driver and backseat slid up and Chris turned
to face me.

“I think it’s time I told you exactly
what is going on Emily. I knew you were planning to leave and I
couldn’t let you go. I met someone who could help me. He sold me a
system which is now implanted inside of you. Its name is I.V.E. or
Ivy for short. The system is attached to your G-spot and clitoris.
The battery pack is self charging and as you know by now, the
entire thing can be operated by remote. I control the remote and
your sex life. This is a new start for us. All you have to do is
what I tell you and you will be rewarded.”

I was about to answer Chris when I noticed
the remote was once again in his hand. I watched his finger press
down on a button and braced myself for the onslaught of pleasure.
Chris continued talking while the ways of ecstasy poured over
me.

“That’s a good girl. Behave and you’ll
feel the pleasure only I can give often. The rules for our new
arrangement are simply sweetie. I order, you obey. You go where I
tell you and do what I tell you. If you disobey, I will find out
and it will be unpleasant for you.”

The euphoric feeling had begun to abate as
Chris finished speaking. I saw his finger once again press a button
on the remote. This time however his hands quickly shot up and
clamped themselves around my mouth. It wasn’t long before I
realized why he had done this.

I felt the same stirring warmth as before and
had readied myself to feel the pleasure waves skip across my pussy
walls and dance on my clit. Instead the warmth continued to heat
up, turning into a searing pain. Needles of agony jabbed at my skin
as pain blossomed in my pelvis. This was torture. I screamed. The
muffled scream could barely be heard over the soft music being
pumped into the backseat. The pain increased until I felt like I
was going to faint. Then as suddenly as the pain had appeared, it
was gone. In its place was an empty feeling of despair.

Chris wiped the tears from my face then
uncovered my mouth. He laid a finger across my lips, letting me
know to keep quiet. He spoke again, “I hope that I will never have
to do that again. I would much rather see your face twisted in
pleasure than in pain. But I will not hesitate if I have to punish
you in the future. I love you Emily, but this relationship will be
run by my rules from now on. Do you understand?”

Unable to look Chris in the eye, I instead
stared at my hands, neatly folded in my lap. He asked once more if
I understood before I answered him.

“Yes,” I replied, the only word that
would leave my mouth for the remainder of the drive. It began to
look like I would not be waiting until I got home to make my
decision. Instead it looked like Chris had made my decision for me,
and that I was powerless to argue.

The town car eventually turned off of the
main road and towards the local airport when had arrived at earlier
in the week. The car drove out to a private hangar where our plane
was waiting to take us back home. I was still felling lost as our
pilot greeted us at the door of the jet. Chris helped me up the
steps and I moved to my seat. I fell into the chair, not caring to
adjust my small dress to preserve my modesty. At this moment it
didn’t matter anymore.

I sat in quietly in my leather seat while
Chris talked to the pilot. I looked down at my new clothes and
around at the plane. When we had gotten married, Chris and I didn’t
have two nickels to rub together. His drive had made his startup
flourish in a short eight years, making us richer than I had ever
expected. His drive had always been focused on business, and for a
long time I had wanted him to take some time to focus on me. Now
that Chris had, I found myself wishing he would have kept ignoring
me at home.

Chris brought me a glass of champagne and sat
down across from me, preparing for takeoff. He smiled across from
me and tipped back his glass. Taking a cue from him, I slowly drank
my glass as well as the plane climbed away from the ground. Once we
were level Chris turned his attention back on me.

“Emily dear, I’ve always wanted to join
the Mile High club. I think it is time that we fix this glaring
hole in my résumé. Why don’t you strip out of that
dress and meet me in the back,” said Chris. He stood up from his
chair and headed towards the back of the plane. He had a small
sleeping room installed last year due to his constant flights to
other parts of the country. I could see now why Chris’ company had
taken off so fast. His confidence in himself when he wanted
something clearly knew no bounds.

I slipped out of my dress and unstrapped the
heels before heading into the back. I pushed back the small
partition that led to the sleeping quarters and saw Chris had
already stripped down to his underwear and was laying on the bed.
His six foot frame just barely fit on the small bed and the
lighting in the room gave me a great view of his athletic body.
Chris had never been a slacker when it came to the gym. He motioned
for me to climb onto the bed next to him. I crawled into place and
turned on my side. Chris brushed a stray hair from my face before
planting a kiss on my lips. His lips migrated south to my neck for
a brief stay before moving on again to kiss the top of my
breasts.

His hands moved quickly to pop the clasp of
the bra holding back my tits. I knew from past experience that this
was his first stop during sex, and was more of my favorite parts.
With my chest free of the bra, Chris began kissing his way down to
my nipples. His tongue traced its way around the small pink disks
before his mouth enclosed on the protruding nipple. He sucked
gently on my left tit before moving to the right. With a free hand
he cupped my left breast entirely and rubbed my tiny pink tip
against the plan of his hand. The attention up top used to get me
wet. Now it seemed like a waste of time. The sensual feeling Chris
was creating was a pale shadow of the pleasure I now knew was
possible.

Chris didn’t delay long on my breasts. Soon
his hands were tugging on the waistband of my thong. It wasn’t long
until my underwear was down around my ankles and Chris pushed me
onto my back. I was now naked on the bed with Chris on top of me.
His naked body pressed against mine. I could feel his erection
searching for a hole to fill. Chris pushed my legs wide apart and
ran his finger down the crease of my pussy before thrusting his
rock hard dick deep into me. The sudden force was startling, but
the painful feeling of his entry was quickly expunged as I felt the
now familiar warmth from the implant turning on. I was expecting to
be rocked quickly by the vibrations, but this was a new feeling.
Instead of the constantly increasing vibrations of the remotely
generated orgasms, these vibrations came in waves that match the
individual thrusts of Chris’ member as he slid in and out of
me.

Even without the constant vibrations, the
feeling of him inside me combined with the constant pulsing of the
implant quickly made me cum. Chris was still nowhere near
completion as I had my first orgasm rocket though my body. My nails
dug deeply into his back as I rode the waves of pleasure. Chris
took this as a sign to drive into me harder. Faster. Deeper. The
increased rhythm of his pumping only drove the implant to push out
pulses of enjoyment faster. I came a second time. I was now
moaning. My nails dug in deeper. Chris thrust even harder.

The erotic waves were starting to overpower
me once more. I didn’t know how much more I could take as Chris
kept slamming his manhood into me with a single minded
determination. Just when I thought I was going to pass out, Chris
stopped. Part of me was glad it was over, while another wanted to
be fucked even harder. My nipples ached in pain, demanding more. I
felt Chris grab my hips.

“Turn over,” he ordered, “Hands and
knees.”

Chris flipped me over and pulled me up into
position before slipping back inside of me. The hammering began
again. Chris pulled and pushed me with his hips, increasing the
force of his thrusts. Again I came, and still he kept going. I felt
Chris’ hands leave my hips, only to find their way back to my
breasts. They may not have wanted attention earlier, but now they
welcomed Chris’ touch. His gentle twisting on my swaying tits
brought me to climax again, this one stronger than the three
previous. Dark spot began to creep into the corners of my eyes and
I felt my arms getting weak. I tried to hold onto consciousness by
thrusting my hips back into Chris. My strategy didn’t work. Chris’
thrust continued to pound into me, the dark spots in my vision
expanded. My knees buckled and my arms gave out. The moments that I
remembered were of another orgasm spreading like wildfire through
my body, and Chris still thrusting himself into me.

I woke up later in bed alone. Chris had left
me where I had passed out. I looked for my clothes but couldn’t
find them. I pulled a sheet off the bed and wrapped myself in it
before stepping out of the small room and into the main section of
the plane. I could see the top of Chris’s head over the chair. I
slowly walked over and picked up the dress I had discarded earlier
in the chair. Chris didn’t even glance up from his magazine. I
returned to the bedroom and slipped the dress back on before
returning to my seat. Chris looked up as I sat down and smiled
before returning to his magazine. It was clear we had nothing to
talk about.




Chapter Three – Home Again

It had been a month since we arrived home and
my life was drastically different now. Chris had fired most of the
help staff and I was now expected to play the part of a good
housewife. He had signed me up for cooking class five days a week.
Chris wanted me to learn to cook so that I could have dinner
waiting for him when he got home. He had also renewed my gym
membership and instructed me to go often. My day which a month ago
existed of only shopping and leisure now consisted of making sure I
pleased Chris. I woke up and made him breakfast, laid out his
clothes while he showered, and accepted my pleasurable morning
reward while get dressed.

While he was at work, I would go to the gym.
I quickly found out that if I worked out hard enough, three minutes
after I left out of the front doors of the gym, my implant would
trigger. I learned not to dawdle on my way to my car quickly. The
first time I was rewarded after leaving the gym, I fell to my hand
and knees in the parking lot, grateful that no one was around when
I began moaning.

After my workout I would head to my cooking
lesson. It was a one on one lesson with an instructor named Mark. I
had been learning a lot during these classes, and not just about
cooking. Mark clearly knew how good looking he was and I think his
main reason for opening a cooking school was to service bored house
wives. I had been putting off Mark’s advances for weeks now, and
every day after leaving the classroom, I would feel my implant turn
on three minutes from the door just like at the gym.

I would then head home and pick up the house,
fix dinner, and prepare myself for Chris. Each night when he
returned home, I would be waiting at the door for him. He would
smile at me, and I would smile back. He would then kiss me on the
forehead and walk into his home office. Chris spent most of the
night here. Before the implant, this room was strictly for Chris. I
had never wanted or needed to enter. Now I followed him into the
room like a faithful puppy. Chris had setup a chair in the corner
where I sat and waited for his commands. The only time I left the
room was to bring back his dinner. I would eat mine in the
kitchen.

Chris would work like I wasn’t even in the
room. But occasionally he would give me a command. Sometimes it was
mundane, like proofreading a document or bringing him a file. Other
times it was sexual. Chris enjoyed blowjobs while he was sending
e-mail. Hand jobs while looking at spreadsheets. No matter the
task, which I performed with increasing pleasure, Chris would make
sure to reward me with his remote. This was often the only time he
would pay me any attention during the day. I really liked to watch
me wriggle around on the floor in a state of bliss. Occasionally,
after a stressful phone call, I would get really lucky and Chris
would push me across his table and fuck me from behind. I didn’t
mind him taking out his frustration in this way as the feeling was
always better than the pleasure I received from his remote.

Once Chris was finished with whatever work he
needed to complete that day, we would retire upstairs to the
bedroom. Chris no longer let me wear pajamas to bed. I now slept
completely naked. It was an adjustment at first, but it was just
one of many minor ones I had made to please Chris. Now at night I
would strip down, get into bed, and wait for Chris. He would sleep
only in boxers and I had taken to laying close against his side at
night, with my head on his chest to keep warm.

Now every night before I drifted off to sleep
in Chris’ arms, he would lean down and kiss me on the top of my
head while gently running his fingers through my hair. When Chris
was tired, he would tell me he loved how good I was being and how
much happier I had made him. Lately I had come to realize that I
was now much happier too.




Chapter Four – Overload

A new day, but the same routine. I awake and
performed my morning chores then headed out to the gym. After a
good workout I quickly headed to my car in preparation for my
reward. Like clockwork, my implant brought me to climax three
minutes from the door of the gym. With my windows up, I let out a
moan in my car, the tail lights flashing as I stepped on the brake
pedal during my bliss. After regaining my composure, I drove to my
next destination.

Mark greeted me at the door with his usual
smile, but with a new look in his eyes. He brought me inside where
I noticed that nothing was set out in the kitchen space. I turned
to question Mark, and was surprised when he grabbed me and brought
me in close. Mark kissed me deeply. I felt his tongue probe for an
opening in my lips, before finally breeching their defenses and
slipping inside of my mouth. To my surprise, I found myself kissing
Mark back. He pulled away for a second and whispered into my ear,
“I have been waiting for this. I’m glad you have finally come
around.”

Mark pushed his lips back against mine while
he reached down and grabbed the hem of my dress. He began to pull
it up over my body. He pushed my arms up and slipped the dress over
my head before throwing it into a corner. His hands ran up my back
while his lips moved down to my neck. In a brief moment of clarity,
I managed to ask a question, “What are you doing Mark?”

He responded, once again coming in close to
my ear, “I have been watching you. Every day you leave my kitchen
and get into your car. Every day I see you pleasure yourself before
leaving. I could not wait for you any longer.”

Mark nibbled on my ear lobe before returning
to my neck. He started to undress. My mind was a fog. I wanted to
push Mark away, but something was holding me back. I was not sure
if it was the passion he showed for me, or the fear that somehow he
could punish me. I kept going.

Mark ripped off lacy underwear and threw the
tattered remains in the same direction as my dress. He slowly
lowered me to the ground. I felt the cold floor touch against my
ass, then my back. Mark continued to kiss me. He tried to reach
around my back to unclasp my bra, but I pushed him away. He looked
at me confused until I smiled and pointed to the clasp nestled in
between my breasts. Mark unlatched the bra and my tits popped free.
His hand immediately grabbed both and squeezed.

I was ready and I wanted him. I pushed him
back off of me and tug off his underwear, letting his dick pop out
aggressively over the elastic band. I grabbed it hard and started
pumping it vigorously. I pulled Mark back down on top of me,
placing both of his hand back on my chest. Lifting my hips up off
the floor, I guided his hard cock to the outer edges of my dripping
pussy, rubbing the tip across my waiting lips. I pulled him into
me, feeling his unfamiliar girth stretch me in a way Chris never
could. I felt a rush and prepared myself for the pleasure I was
sure to follow.

Mark started pumping hard and fast. My
implant turned on, the warmth started to flood across my pussy. I
was giddy with excitement. Something was wrong. The vibrations
weren’t coming. The implant was still heating up. I wasn’t ready
for what was about to happen.

Pain exploded inside of me. My clit was on
fire and my pussy ached. I was being punished. How did Chris find
out? The pain grew worse and I began to scream. Mark confusedly
tried to stick a dish towel in my mouth to keep me quiet, not
comprehending that I was in pain. I started to punch at Mark to get
him off me. He slipped out and backed away. Mark was yelling
something but I couldn’t hear him over the pounding of blood in my
ears. I was in agony. I crawled over to my discarded clothes and
stumbled out the door to my car. I tried to cover myself as I
lurched towards my car door, but gave up half way to my target.

I climbed into the car and locked the door
before laying my head down on the wheel. A minute later Mark, now
clothed was standing outside of my door trying to talk to me. The
pain was now gone, but I didn’t acknowledge Mark. He gave up and
went back inside. I continued staring at my dashboard. Three
minutes after I had run out of Mark’s door, I received my afternoon
reward.




Chapter five – Rescue

I was lost. After the orgasm had subsided and
I quit crying from the confusion caused by the last ten minutes, I
started driving. I had no location in mind, but I knew I couldn’t
go home. I kept driving for hours. I looked at the clock in the car
and saw it was hours past when Chris normally arrived home. I
pulled over and fished out my phone from my purse. Three missed
calls. I called Chris.

“Hello? Emily is that you? Where are
you?”

“I’m in the car. I don’t know where I
am,” I began to cry again, “I can’t come home Chris. I can’t do
this anymore.”

“Emily just come home,” Chris said,
“Now.”

His change in tone set me over the edge. I
hung up. The phone immediately started to ring again. I put the
phone back to my ear in time to hear Chris screaming into the
receiver.

“GET YOUR FUCKING CUNT HOME NOW OR I
SWEAR YOU’LL BE SORRY!”

I hung up again without saying a word then
toss the phone in the back. The ring tone triggered twice more
before the phone felt silent. I started driving again. This time I
had a location in mind.

I stopped at the first hotel I saw and
paid for a room. As I stepped into the elevator to get up to my
room, I felt my implant grow warm. Ohh no
he’s going to punish me. I can’t take this. Please no!

I watched as the elevator doors closed in
front of my and quickly pushed the button to the sixth floor. I sat
down in the corner and prepared for the pain. Instead I felt
vibrations. The orgasms came quickly, stacking on top of each other
in an overpowering wave of erotic energy. My eyes closed as I tried
to push away the feelings of pleasure before they became too much.
I heard the doors of the elevator open, and then close again. I had
missed my floor and was descending back to the lobby. I reached up
and blindly started pushing buttons.

I felt the elevator stop as a buzzer started
to sound. A voice came out of the intercom.

“Hello? Is everything all right in
there? Who pushed the stop button?”

I bit my lip trying to hold in a moan. I was
unable to answer. The vibrations continued nonstop. The elevator
started moving again. I managed to open my eyes and saw that I had
hit half a dozen floors in my attempt to get back to mine. The
elevator stopped and the doors opened. Floor 4. The doors closed.
Another orgasm rocked me. My toes were curled in so hard that I
pulled a muscle in my foot. The pain radiated from the sole of my
foot in between waves of pleasure.

The door opened again. My floor. I crawled
out of the elevator, not even trying to pull myself up into a
walking position. I could feel the slick mess between my legs from
cumming so many times in the past few minutes. Luckily my room was
only two doors from the elevator. I crawled slowly to the door and
pulled myself to my knees. I slid the keycard into the lock, pulled
the handle down and let my body weight push the door open. Once
inside I inched my way across the floor just enough to let it close
behind me. Finally in my room, I let my head fall to the floor. I
closed my eyes and passed out.

I regained consciousness occasionally, though
never for very long. The vibrations each time were still a constant
feeling. My foot was throbbing and my knees were bleeding from
being dragged across the cheap hotel carpet. The pain could not
override the constant feeling of pleasure. I passed out again.

I felt the door hit my foot. Someone was in
my room. My voice was hoarse from moaning. My body spastically
jerked with each new orgasm. I had no idea how long I had been
laying here, and had lost count at how many times I had passed out.
I opened my eyes long enough to see a pair of shiny black shoes
standing inches from my face. I pass out again.

I woke up. My knees were on fire and my foot
hurt. Something was missing. The vibrations had stopped! I opened
my eyes and pushed myself into a sitting position. A man and a
woman stood in the corner talking to each other in low tones. The
woman was the first to notice I was awake and tapped the man on the
shoulder. He turned to look at me. Now as tall as Chris, and
slightly older stood a man in a well tailored suit. His hair was
styled well, with hints of gray in the temples. The goatee on his
face likewise was flecked with gray. To his left was a woman in a
skintight dress and black leggings. They both looked at her with a
hint of worry on their faces.

“Hello Emily. You don’t know me, but I
know your husband. Judging by your current state however, I do not
think that is a ringing endorsement,” said the man in the suit, “My
name is Devin Baxter and this is my assistant Miss Levine. We are
here to help you.”

“Why?” It was all I could manage to
say.

“Mrs. Bower, I am sorry to say that
what has led you to this point is in part our fault. Miss Levine
and I designed the I.V.E. system and sold it to your husband. While
my intentions were not strictly honorable, I promise you that it
was not my intention to sell to your husband a tool to abuse. Miss
Levine will you please help Emily to the bed.”

The woman in the dress helped me to my feet
and laid me down. She disappeared into the small bathroom and came
back out with some wet hand towels and began to clean my knees off.
The man in the corner continued talking.

“Mrs. Bower I am here to offer you an
escape. The I.V.E. system cannot be removed. It is now part of who
you are. But I can unleash you from your husband. I want you to
come and work for me. I do not need your answer right now, but if
you are willing, Miss Levine here is going to ask you some
questions about your husband’s business dealings. Try and remember
everything you can. It will be important in the coming
days.”

The man in the suit left the room while the
lady in the dress began asking me questions. I answered question
after question, long into the night before Ms. Levine was finally
satisfied. She left a card on the nightstand and said goodbye
before walking out of the door. I quickly fell asleep with thoughts
of the day running through my head.




Chapter six – Revenge

Three days later I stood in the office of
Devin Baxter. He welcomed me graciously and told me to join Amy in
the adjacent room. We would be summoned back shortly.

As I sat in the room with Amy, waiting for
Mr. Baxter’s call, I let my mind drift to my current situation. Mr.
Baxter had been true to his word and had given me a job with a very
large salary. I learned that this also came with certain
expectations. Baxter Bioengineering employed only women. Women who
were all implanted with the I.V.E. system. To work here meant to be
hooked into the I.V.E. network. I would effectively be trading one
master for another.

This arrangement did get me away from Chris.
And I found in the past few days and I craved the constant rewards
I had been receiving throughout the day. I missed them so much I
almost called Chris. The only thing that stopped me from running
back to him was an unannounced visit from Amy, who came to explain
to me fully how my implant worked. I found out that Chris was not
tracking me throughout the day. RFID tags were placed at the gym
and my cooking class. My implant was set to trigger every time I
left those locations. The only time Chris was in control was when I
actually saw him with the remote. The pain I had felt with Mark
wasn’t Chris either. Chris had been tagged with and RFID chip as
well. Without that chip, anytime I was penetrated, it would set off
the punishment function. That feature, as well as the remote Chris
had, had both been permanently disabled. The thought of never
feeling the intense pleasure from my implant, and with the
inability to get myself off, the decision to join Baxter’s company
became an easy one.

Amy and I were called back in half an hour
later. We took our places behind Mr. Baxter, one of us on each side
of his chair. I looked across his desk, unsurprised to find my
husband staring at me, mouth agape. Baxter was speaking to Chris
with a slight edge in his voice.

“As you can see Mr. Bower, I was not
lying when I told you that your wife has come to work with me. Nor
was I lying about the information she has given me about your
business dealings. Now be reasonable. With my information I could
see you in jail for the rest of your life. Take my offer. Sell me
your company for my stated price and go live out the rest of your
life in peace. I will not be accepting counter offers.”

Chris stood up angrily and advanced on Mr.
Baxter. Devon sat calmly in his chair and issued his final
ultimatum to Chris. It was hard to stand silently as this contest
of wills unfolded.

“One more step forward Mr. Bower and I
assure you that you find yourself in a small cell for the rest of
your days. Turn around and leave my office. My attorney will have
the transfer papers to you in a few days. Realize that you have
lost, and take what I have offered. It is the only smart
choice.”

Chris stopped and turned. He stalked angrily
out of the room, making sure to flip the bird to us as he left,
slamming the door behind him. Mr. Baxter swiveled in his chair to
face us, “Admirable job ladies. Mr. Bower’s holdings will be a
great addition to the company.”

Devon flashed us a smile and pressed a button
on a tiny remote in his hand. I had been waiting for this for days.
I felt the reassuring warmth across my clit before the vibrations
kicked in. I would have worked for free just for this moment. My
knee buckled and I sagged to the floor in ecstasy. I heard Amy moan
off to my side. A second later I was moaning too. I knew then that
this was my new life. And I was completely happy that it was.
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