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Hot frustration soaked into her veins and bones and skin, all, because she hit the button, but the vibrator refused to respond. She was alone; Greg had headed out to buy some groceries. That was kind of him. Technically, she was supposed to accompany her husband out on that dull chore, but he sensed her foul mood, so he suggested she stay home, maybe take a nap, do some yoga, or find some other way to relax.

…Some way to relax…

Technically, intimacy was supposed to be relaxing. It was supposed to leave her drained and sated at the same time. She had tried to have sex with him last night. Technically, it worked...for him.

They kissed, she ran her hands along his body, and he came almost immediately.

It was so aggravating! She loved this man, but he couldn't hold out.

And now, her vibrator wasn't working.

She’d need to buy a new one. She would need to find a solution.

Lauran set her sex toy aside, she got up, she got dressed, and she headed back into her home office. It was time to do some research.

Reluctantly, she sat and wished she didn’t need a vibrator at all. Playing with a toy like this felt cheap and pathetic, especially when she was married to a good guy. Still, she went online to get a new toy, only her thoughts kept spinning back to her husband. She couldn't get mad at him, not exactly. After all, she loved him, but...

Lauran sat there in her home office and did her best not to let the simmering frustration overwhelm her, especially after last night. She thought she had figured it out. She sat down with her husband and peered into Greg’s eyes and asked him to try just a little harder. He loved her; that much was obvious.

Just because he loved her, that didn't mean he was good at this.

She exhaled again, a sharp breath through her teeth and against the first contours of her lips. She had made the request, and she did her best not to hurt his feelings, especially since boys could be so sensitive when it came to their performance in bed. That made sense, she knew. There was a lot of pressure on guys. If he couldn't perform for her, what did that say about his talents as a man? She didn't want Greg to see it from that angle, but she understood the underlying reality.

Maybe he wasn't the kind of guy who relied on sexist tropes and outdated ideologies to interpret the world, but he still had his ego. Most of all, she didn't want to hurt him.

As she so often did, Lauran decided she needed an actual solution. She couldn't just sit there and squirm, nervous about what might happen if she made a mistake. Rather, she had to go hunting for real options.

Confronting him again wouldn’t help. If he hadn’t absorbed the message from their last two or three conversations, another wouldn’t change a thing.

Exhaling again, more slowly this time, she stretched her arms forward, flexed her fingers, rested her palms against the front of her laptop. For several seconds, she stared at the empty search box. The cursor blinked, and she nibbled on the inside of her mouth.

What can I do to keep my husband from ejaculating prematurely? Composed of black pixels, that question sat right there, and she grabbed the mouse and brought the cursor over to the Search icon. She waited for several more seconds. At first, she was nervous about what that kind of inquiry might conjure from the digital gods, especially when she understood just how a benign question could lead to something dirty...Considering the kind of content she needed in the first place, she worried twice as hard.

Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, she told herself that it would be worth it. Even if she accidentally stumbled onto some questionable adult sites, she didn't care.

She needed to fix this. Like it or not, Lauran had to figure out what could be done.

Part of her wondered if there was any solution at all. If she got angry, she could decide that her husband was simply selfish. She tried not to let her mind wander in that direction, especially because he had been a good husband in so many other ways. Even so…

Another part of her wondered if maybe there simply wasn't an answer. Throughout history, there must have been millions upon millions of women who had been in a situation like hers. They got together with some guy, and he had a good heart and a kind disposition, but he didn't really know how to perform when it came to sex. In fact, she was sure that the vast majority of those women hadn't even been able to bring the question up at all. For so long, sex had been viewed as a purely male pleasure, one that started and ended with a man's orgasm.

"That's not going to be me. That's not going to be us," Lauran whispered.

In those angry, frustrated moments, Lauran sometimes wondered what would happen if she couldn't fix this issue. If he kept coming too fast, spilling his load each and every time before she could find the satisfaction that he seemed to stumble into with such ease, their relationship could take a serious hit. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth, and she tried to push that those acidic fears aside. She wanted to be a good and loving wife; she wanted to be loyal and to focus on his needs, but she had her own instincts and drives too.

Whether she liked it or not, she couldn't ignore everything she craved. Besides, why did it have to be so one-sided? In previous generations, wives learned to disregard sex. Frankly, that sounded just sad. Lauran longed to enjoy herself. More than that, she earned to savor her time with her husband.

A good relationship required intimacy. That meant he had to learn. And if he couldn't figure it out on her own, she would have to help.

"I can do this," she said. She clicked on the Search bar, and then the results started to stream.

Predictably, she found incredibly dubious looking vitamin supplements, drugs, and books about the denial of male orgasms. There were also chastity cages, hypnosis videos, and other materials.

None of them looked legitimate.

Only then, something snagged her attention.

At this point, she was probably on the fifteenth or sixteenth page of the search results when she saw it.

The Gold Solution: A Nanite Enhanced Cock Sleeve. Below those letters, all glowing blue with the promise of a link to another page and fresh information, there were the descriptions. In truth, she didn't know exactly how long she had been hunting around online. Normally, like most people, Lauran would have typed in her search terms, reviewed the first page and tried another set of instructions if she didn’t get what she required. Right then and there, she decided to be patient and aggressive as she took her time and focused on being thorough.

"A nanite enhanced cock sleeve?"

Nanotechnology had been around for quite some time, at least in theory. Depending on how one wished to define the term, there were workable prototypes as early as the 1980s, not that those devices or materials were what people really expected when they talked about nanotechnology. Average individuals wanted microscopic robots and the requisite software to make them run so that matter could become reprogrammable.

Around so much of the internet, different companies were making their announcements and talking about this kind of approach. She had watched some of the videos. The technology really did look fantastic. Designers and researchers had been able to create mounds of material that could be altered via various commands.

Technically, it was possible.

The industry had made huge strides forward. Programmable matter, it seemed, was on the cusp of actual commercial application.

Lauran may not have known a lot about these advancements, but something about the description intrigued her. She had heard of penile sleeves, of course. They had been designed and built for decades for different reasons. Sometimes, guys felt insecure about their size, so they decided to put on that attachment to make themselves bigger. They felt like they needed the girth or the length. Then there were the other possibilities. Maybe a woman wanted her man's shaft to vibrate or twitch in just the right way. With this kind of technology, there were indeed quite a few options.

But this was different.

At first, she saw it and snorted.

Even so, something compelled her to check out the website. First off, it looked far more legitimate than she had expected. Although she didn't see recommendations from doctors, psychiatrists, psychologists, or other health experts, there was something sincerely competent about the different clips, testimonials, and the various reviews. Lauran liked to think she had a good sense for scams, but something told her that this was realistic.

It wasn't just at the sleeve, she realized. It could be attached to an entire VR system.

Tilting her head to the side, she started to study the different options and what the Gold Solution could potentially accomplish.

"Mode One: Perfect Edge Mode," she read aloud as her eyes raced across the screen. At the same time, her heart started to pump faster. This system would use an electrical charge to make the male orgasm virtually impossible. Her mouth watered, and she wondered if that would be really a realistic outcome. All too often, companies would offer wild promises without actually being able to deliver. Vaporware seemed to get way too popular from the managers who hyped up this stuff.

Lauran continued, "Mode Two: Increased Pumping. This mode pushes into the urethral tube." She stopped and blinked as she considered the implications. She wasn't quite sure why, but fresh heat ran through her body, especially as she contemplated the physics and what might happen next. Now she couldn't stop herself as she moved on. "Mode Three," she read. "Bust mode can be utilized to apply slightly painful pressure to the testicles."

Her eyes narrowed. Her brows furrowed.

As a joke, she was familiar with Rule 34 and the idea that every possible desire existed in its pornographic form somewhere online. Then she shrugged, deciding that she wouldn't need that option.

"Mode Four. The shock mode can apply a slightly painful or pleasurable jolt to the testicles depending on the appropriate calibration." At this point, she smirked, fascinated by the idea of being able to use either pleasure or pain to control her husband. Lauran wobbled her head from side to side as she considered the implications. Then she drew in a slow breath, nodded, and continued to read, if only because she wanted to thoroughly understand exactly how this kind of technology could work for them.

"Mode Five. The extended massage mode he can go from thirty minutes to two full hours. Under these conditions, the male may grow uncomfortable, especially if he is accustomed to immediate gratification."

Immediate gratification. Lauran narrowed her eyes and glared at the screen as though whoever wrote this had just offended her on purpose. "Frankly, he’s had enough immediate gratification." She bit down, exhaled through her teeth, and reminded herself that she wanted to do this for both of them. If she could be happy and find satisfaction, then their relationship would be stronger.

Maybe it was selfish of her, but she could also recognize a hint of truth in that old expression, "Happy wife, happy life."

Rolling her shoulders back, she continued onto the last option for the Gold Solution, "Mode Six. The harness mode allows the nanotech sleeve to enter the vagina of a female, form a dildo, and become the perfect strap-on."

Again, her eyes narrowed. She looked away. She smirked. A little bit of heat gathered along her cheeks. She couldn't explain why, but there was this pulse of excitement at the base of her tummy. In her flats, she pushed her toes down, almost like she needed to burn off a rush of unanticipated energy.

Shaking her head, she dismissed those ideas.

She wasn't going to ride or penetrate her husband. And yet, that perfect edge mode sounded incredible, especially if those electrical charges could actually be used to prevent his climaxes. At that point, she wouldn't have to worry about hurting his feelings or anything like that. They could be together, and it would be incredible, and she might finally get what she needed.

Her favorite vibrator may have stopped working, but she also enjoyed using this suction cup dildo from time to time. It was a lot of fun, especially when she used it while she was taking a shower or immediately thereafter. At this point, however, the dildo would serve a different purpose.

When the Gold Solution arrived, she saw the nondescript label, and she quickly snatched up the box. "What did you order?" Greg had asked innocently after the delivery guy dropped off the package.

"Nothing," she shot back way too fast. Luckily for her, Greg had been on his phone and playing a game. Consequently, most of his attention remained on dodging obstacles and strategizing for the perfect time to use his hard-won powerups.

She felt bad about lying, but he was distracted, so it didn't seem like a terrible idea.

Puffing out her cheeks, she had taken the package back to her office, she sat at the desk, and then she tore through the tape. Once she found it, she looked down at the sculpted plastic. At least, it looked like plastic. In actuality, she knew the materials were far more complicated.

She lifted up her suction cup dildo and placed it on her desk. The rounded plastic adhered to the surface, and now she paired the device with her phone. The whole process took two or three minutes. As she worked, she had to wonder if this would actually do anything.

It could’ve been a scam.

Only then, she activated the Gold Solution. She puffed out her cheeks, slid it down, and watched as the nanite-infused cock sleeve wrapped itself around the shaft.

Her phone chirped, and she heard the automated voice, "Aperture not found."

Of course, it wasn't going to work, not exactly. This toy was designed to interact with the male member, meaning  the details had to be exact. This toy didn't have a urethra.

She shrugged, and she considered exactly what was going to happen here.

Part of her was genuinely tempted to slide the toy back into the box and return it to the manufacturer. After all, part of her still wanted to believe that Greg could fix his issues on his own.

No, she reminded herself. That wasn't fair. He did his best, and he cared about her. Still, she deserved more. She deserved better. That's why Lauran pulled the toy off of her dildo, and she called out to her husband.

Greg set his phone aside. He had just won his latest match, and now he rolled his shoulders and stretched his arms behind him. He flexed his fingers as his wife came into the room. When he saw Lauran, he studied her dark hair, her glasses, and that nervous expression playing across her face.

"What is it?" Greg asked. "What's up?"

"Greg…" Lauran began.

It struck him as strange, but she walked over, and then she kneeled down in front of him. She held something behind her back. She glanced down, then up at his face. Somehow, she couldn't hold his gaze, so she swallowed and aimed her eyes back down toward the floor.

Nervous energy pulsed along his body. "What is it? What's going on?" He braced himself for terrible news even as she looked up at him.

"I love you," Lauran said.

He tried to joke about it, "What? Am I dying?"

"Just listen to me, okay?"

That only doubled the anxiety pulsing at the base of his stomach, but he nodded. He straightened his back, and he focused on taking this seriously because it was obviously important to her. "Okay, Lauran. What's going on?"

"Like I said," she told him carefully, "I love you. I love you more than anything. You’re my heart, and I'm so grateful for our relationship and everything we have. Together, we have made this home together, and I want you to know that this means so much to me."

"I'm grateful for everything we've done together too," he told her, reaching down and taking her free hand between his. He squeezed her knuckles and fingers between his palms. It may have been corny, but he promised her, "You're my person. Always."

"I love you, but things have been hard in terms of intimacy…" That wasn't exactly what she planned to say. Even if she had rehearsed in these words dozens of times inside of her head, her mouth didn't want to cooperate. She couldn't remember the perfect phrases or wording that had come so easily as she had fantasized about admitting the truth to him. She tried again. "When we're together, I want more. I need more. That's why I was hoping maybe you could try this…"

That's when she pulled her other hand out from behind her back, and she held up the glossy cylinder.

"What is it?" Greg asked carefully. At the same time, he understood that this was important to her, so he couldn't rush to any bad conclusions. When it came to relationships, he understood the importance of taking his time, especially because a misplaced word or badly phrased answer could hurt the most important person in his life.

"It's a cock sleeve," she said, her tone shifting and becoming almost clinical. "I was hoping maybe we could try it?"

"Is this because I have a hard time controlling myself?"

"Yes," she said simply. At first, she didn't look at him. Instead, she still had her eyes aimed downward.

Greg did his best to be a good partner as he reached for her. He touched the underside of her chin with two fingers, and he nudged her gaze back up toward his face. At the same time, he put on a diplomatic smile for her. "Lauran, I'm open to trying pretty much anything especially if they can make things better for you. Okay?"

"Now?"

He blinked. Surprise hit him. "Now?"

"There's no time like the present to try your present," she said before flashing a shy smile. "Okay, that was lame," Lauran admitted. "But I'm ready if you are. Besides, I'm sure I could make it good for you." His girl grinned even as she reached forward. She said her hands up and under his shirt. Her fingers brushed along his skin as his abdominal muscles tightened. She was touching him, running her fingers along his flesh, and there was that hungry expression on her face.

He loved seeing that eager desire play across her features.

She pulled off her glasses and set them aside. Then she leaned forward, and her fingers danced along the sides of his neck before she tilted his head to the side, leaned in, and kissed him.

In the next moment, he grabbed her. They were both on their feet now, and he wrapped his arms around her. As she tilted her head to the side, he pressed his mouth to hers. Their tongues teased one another. He savored the soft heat of her lips. This felt incredible; his body responded.

He pressed himself up against her.

"Eager boy," she said. She was still holding onto the new sleeve.

That's when he grabbed her free hand. He tugged, guiding her back out of the living room, down the hall, and straight into the bedroom. Once there, he grabbed her, his hands on her hips as he lifted her and shoved her down onto the mattress. She bounced once.

He climbed after her, kneeling. First, he pulled off his T-shirt. Next, he unbuttoned his pants and unzipped them, dropping them down along with his boxers. Within moments, he was naked. Your turn," he said, grinning.

Lauran obliged, pulling off her blouse, her skirt, her tights and socks. Soon, she was naked, and she enjoyed that moment when he braced himself above her. At the same time, he slid his gaze along her body. He studied the shine of her hair, the gentle pink of her cheeks, the contours of her lips, and the alluring curves of her breasts.

Then he leaned in and whispered, "Someone looks excited." As he spoke, he reached up, and he brushed his fingers along and around her nipples. He traced little patterns, going from one mound to the other. She shivered, and she tried to nudge him away, only then he grabbed her and straddled her. He pushed her down onto her back.

"Is someone feeling aggressive?" Lauran asked playfully.

"When it comes to you? Always."

She reached up and traced her fingers along the side of his face and through his hair. Then she tugged him down. He was kissing her again, their naked bodies pressed against one another. She could feel his shaft right there, pressing against her skin. The heat gathered. The desires thrummed along her skin.

They made out like this for several more minutes. Time stretched. It lost all meaning for her. And yet, their desires continued to mount, growing stronger and stronger. She still held onto the sleeve in one hand, her fingers pressing down. It was ready. She had already calibrated the device. For the time being, she was only interested in one function: perfect edging. If she could keep him from climaxing, then she could enjoy herself. She could take her time, bask in that connection between them, and lose herself to the kinds of wild satisfaction she had only been able to enjoy with her vibrator.

She didn't want a toy. She wanted this man!

That longing gripped her, and now she grabbed him. She rolled Greg onto his back. Straddling him. Now her knees pushed down, and her thighs gently grazing his flanks, Lauran asked, "Can I? Can I put it on you?"

"Absolutely," he said.

"It's a little bit different," she warned him. "It's powered by nanotechnology. Are you, are you okay with that?" Even though she realized that this counted as an important conversation, it was hard to think clearly. She could barely catch her breath, and there was that eager dampness right between her legs. Her nipples were stiff, her face flushed, and the eagerness between her inner thighs made it a lot harder to think.

"I'm good," he said. "Let's see what this can do."

She had already set the instructions for this device. According to the advertising, the sleeve would make it impossible for him to climax. She could take her time, ride him, enjoy him, and bask int the connection between their bodies. Technically, she probably would have preferred it if the sleeve hadn’t been necessary, especially because she liked the idea of their bodies being truly interconnected without any kind of intermediary. Still, if this was the compromise she had to make, that was fine with her. Besides, they could still kiss and touch in so many other ways.

More than that, she knew she had to be grateful for a guy like him. There were probably lots of other men out in the world who would’ve thrown a tantrum, insisting they could handle anything—even when it was obvious they couldn’t.

Exhaling slowly, she lifted the sleeve, she stroked his shaft, and she savored the sight of his erection. She did that, she thought. There was that possessive little spurt of joy deep within her because she knew what she could do. Exciting him always made her feel incredible, but now she slid the sleeve down along his member.

"How does that feel? Is everything okay?"

"Fine," he said, only then his body stiffened.

"Are you okay?" Lauran asked fast, suddenly worried.

"It's just snug," he said.

As promised, the sleeve conformed to the contours of his body, wrapping, tightening, and securing itself in the position. Hoping to encourage her man, she reached down, and she rubbed her fingers along his inner thighs before moving her fingertips up to his balls. She gently stroked him. Then she moved her hand underneath his scrotum and caressed him, working him gently as his eyes widened.

"That's incredible," he said.

"And I'm ready for you," she said. She placed her hands on his shoulders. She held him down as she climbed into position. "I can't wait to be with you again," she said. The words sounded kind of strange, considering they were already naked. Then again, she enjoyed those moments of bizarre observation when it came to sex. This was the kind of intimacy so many people wanted without being able to explain it.

Pulling one hand away from his shoulder, she grabbed onto his cock, and she lowered herself down. She took him, enveloping his manhood right between her legs. It felt incredible!

Initially, she had worried that maybe the artificial texture would have felt strange or wrong somehow.

It didn't. If anything, it slid along the walls of her opening. Then she started to ride him, lowering herself down and savoring the delicious tension of his manhood and that sleeve against her most sensitive spot. Then she slid off, only to lower herself right back down. She closed her eyes and imagined that she was ready to do this for elongated and trembling moments or even minutes. She started to smile as she thought of riding him for hours.

In reality, she didn't have the endurance for that. But still…

Raising her head, she embraced the sensations. She let them wash over her; they raced across her skin, darting from one nerve to the next. She turned electric and alive in away, she had never experienced before, and…

He came!

Beneath her, Greg grunted, he threw his head back, and he tightened his muscles as his shaft pulsated.

"Oh, wow," he said. "That—That was incredible."

"Right," she said as she pulled away. "Incredible."

As usual, they had cuddled after sex. She nuzzled her head against his chest and closed her eyes. In the meantime, he stroked her bare shoulder, his fingers playing along her skin. She tried to relax, to enjoy it, but there was still this frustration deep within her. She wanted more. She craved it; she needed it.

Had he actually lasted longer?

Part of her itched to pull out a stopwatch to check. Of course, she hadn't really timed their sexual liaison, but part of her still wished she had that information. Tracking numbers like that would have been obscene, however.

Instead, Lauran did her best to let go of her exasperation. She wanted to banish the frustration, especially because she was lucky in so many different ways. She knew that there were lots of women out there who were looking for a good guy like Greg.

And yet, part of her still wished she could just take control!

No. She couldn't. That wasn't how this worked.

Their relationship revolved and trust and equality—even when that sounded super boring.

He had pulled off the sleeve and wiped himself down with a few tissues. While the toy sat there on the nightstand, Lauran relaxed as much as she could. She closed her eyes and did her best to relax. After a little while, they both fell asleep.

Once she awoke, Lauran instantly felt it: that storm of frustration, sparking and snapping deep within her chest.

Greg was asleep, so she rolled out from underneath his arm, and she pulled on some pajamas. She slipped into her panties, her sweatpants, and a loose-fitting sweatshirt.

Even in her comfy outfit, she couldn't relax as she made her way back into her home office. She turned on the light, and she dropped down into her seat.

This was what she did whenever she had a problem; she went online, and she searched for real information. And yet, that had taken her to the sleeve.

It hadn't worked.

Exhaling slowly, she brought the edges of her teeth together as she contemplated what she could have done differently. She tried to search through her options for some mistake she had made. Then again, she silently reminded herself that it had been a risk. There had been no guarantee.

It wasn't fair.

Seriously, she wished she could just get her guy to do exactly what she wanted. She had these desires and these urges to satisfy. The impulse felt like there was this inch deep within her, and she ached to scratch it. Of course, she had felt orgasms before. Unlike some of her friends, Lauran had always been willing to explore. She had been open about her sexuality, understanding that it was an important part of her identity. She wasn't going to just ignore it because it was inconvenient or because society at large had decided that men's libidos were somehow more important.

For a moment, Lauran closed her eyes, and there was this silly little fantasy. She pictured her husband tied down, naked, his arms and legs spread and locked to the corners of the bed. And she could climb on top of him and ride him, turning him into nothing but a toy. She loved that idea more than she could admit. Of course, that wasn't realistic, especially because she didn't have control over his shaft or how he responded.

He had come so fast!

Her fingers tightened. Her nails dug down into her palms, and she kept trying to figure out what she could do.

First off, she needed to settle her emotions. She had to calm down and focus.

She had tried the sleeve, but that was only one option. If she kept searching, there would be other possibilities out there. There were other options. Lauran was sure of it!

She just had to find them.

Once again, she found herself reading through different search results. She checked page after page. This time, she jumped to other search terms and queries.

Nothing. Frankly, she didn't find anything that could be considered useful.

When she glanced back down at the corner of her screen, she saw that more than an hour had gone by. An hour? Seriously?

Pushing herself back into her chair, she raised her head, exhaled and made a decision. She’d need to go back to the Gold Solution. The sleeve hadn't worked the first time, and she didn't know if it was a problem with the software or hardware, but maybe she was missing something? Maybe she had done something wrong?

How can I make the Gold Solution edging feature more effective?

Right away, she found the official responses from the developers and designers. They talked about the importance of breathing and self-control. "Yeah, right," she sneered. Obviously, she needed more than meditation or yoga.

She went back to the search results, and then she saw a comment in one of the discussion forums. She clicked on it. She started reading it. They mentioned third-party software. There was also a little note about how this was completely unofficial and how everyone should be incredibly careful when playing with this kind of device.

Nanotechnology could be dangerous.

Lauran nibbled on inside of her mouth as she contemplated what she should do. She sat there. She tried to ignore the frustration. At the same time, she was tired, but she really wanted to know. More than that, she had already spent so much time hunting without coming to anything concrete.

There wasn't a problem with actually looking, she reminded herself.

Besides, people patched software all the time. Maybe it went against the terms of service or it might void the warranty, but she didn't care about any of those details.

Instead, she started reading about these “other” upgrades.

The first piece was basically software update. If she downloaded and applied this patch, it would enhance the effect of the sleeve. Technically, it was supposed to include the use of a VR system as well, but Lauran wasn't sure she wanted to go that far. Still, she could try this. It was an interesting idea.

Before she could think about it any longer, she moved the arrow over to the link, and she started to download the new software.

"We're doing this," she whispered.

When she approached him again, she had more confidence this time, so she didn't drop down to her knees. Instead, she came up to her husband while he was washing the dishes, and she leaned over. She pushed herself up on the tips of her toes, and she told him, "I want to try something special today."

"What's that?"

"I want to play with the sleeve again."

For a moment, she was tempted not to tell him what she really had in mind. Technically, she had already downloaded the new software update, and everything seemed fine.

"Let's just say I made some modifications. I think we can have a lot of fun. Don't you?"

"Yes," he said. "Absolutely."

When this puckish idea occurred to her, she couldn't stop it, "Good. I want you to get naked right here in the kitchen and come with me to the bedroom. I'm going to play with you, and I'm going to put the toy back on you. How does that sound?"

He glanced back at her, his eyes wide. "Don't you want me to finish the dishes?"

She answered with a playfully slow and seductive shake of her head. "I don't care about the dishes," she informed him. In that moment, she had far more important priorities…

"Okay then," he said with a grin. As she had instructed, he got naked. He pulled off his closing right there in the kitchen. He dropped everything to the floor. From there, Greg grabbed her hand, and he escorted her back into the bedroom. The sleeve was waiting. It was time to get started.

"You know, this time, I was thinking maybe we could try something else as well. I think it might help," she told him and grabbed her phone before she pulled up a video.

"Porn?" Greg asked, disbelieving. He grinned. "I have the best girl in the world!"

"We can watch it together. But first, you can get started on your own." She had selected the clip. It was one she knew he’d really appreciate. There was something about the pace, the silhouettes of the actors, and the sounds of those delightful moments. Maybe Lauran didn't enjoy pornography to the same extent, but she could appreciate the different dynamics.

As he relaxed, his shaft stiffened. As he got lost in those images playing before his eyes, Lauran took this opportunity to play with him. She touched him; she teased him. At the same time, she glanced over at the sleeve again. She wondered whether or not this really was a good idea.

She understood that something might go wrong.

Despite that awareness, she had to try this. Besides, she had run several diagnostics. Not only that, she reviewed all of the reviews and responses. If something had gone wrong, then other people would’ve posted about it. At least, that was what she told herself.

Lauran touched him, gliding her fingers along his base. She rubbed him, gently stroking him. She worked him up. His breathing came faster. She didn't squeeze, nor did she give him the pressure he needed to climax. For once, he couldn’t lose himself to that rush of pleasure before she was ready. Considering how much happened between them, it was all too easy to imagine him losing control and spurting off right there before she could even get naked.

Finally, she pulled her hands away, she gave him a few seconds to relax and regain his composure. In the meantime, she stripped.

He looked away from the video. "You look amazing," he told her.

"Thank you," she said with a little smile as she picked up the cock sleeve. She slid it down into place, and then she watched as it started to mold itself to his member.

She had programmed it, so now the urethral dilation began. She watched as his opening came to one eighth. At the same time, she knew she was ready for him. Her boy groaned as his skin stretched.

She leaned forward, straddled him, kissed him, and then she reached back. She found his shaft, and she knew what she wanted. She took him. She claimed him.

"Don't come," she commanded, whispering those words into his ear. At the same time, it was so easy to issue that directive. She made her demand, and she knew he’d obey.

Her lungs contracted; there was that delicious compression as she enjoyed every second of his complicity. He may not have been tied down, but he remained there on his back as she did the work and enjoyed his body. For a few seconds, she closed her eyes, and she threw herself into the pleasure. She savored every moment. She reveled in this kind of control as she slid up and down. Heat played along her skin. Her hair started bounce against the nape of her neck. She was going faster and harder now.

He didn't climax!

Perfect.

She kept riding him. Inevitably, Lauran offered herself to the orgasm. It exploded through her body, pulsating from between her legs and up into her chest, along her shoulders, straight into the center of her being. Floundering in those delicious moments, she forgot all about the rest of the world. There was just the feel of his body, the rampaging heat, and her closeness to this man.

When she came back, she squeezed him. She tightened her legs, and he lost control in that moment.

Perfect!

But even if it was perfect, she cuddled up to him, and she made a decision. She wanted more.

She wanted a lot more.

Again, she went online. This time, Lauran considered the purchase. She studied the VR system. It was incredible, one of the most advanced available. She thought of what this could do. Not only that, she started to contemplate the other possibilities…

Up until now, she’d primarily focused on delaying his gratification. Only now, another possibility started to materialize.

Over the course of several days, she kept nibbling on the inside of her mouth or her bottom lip as she stared at her screen. More than that, she lost herself to those delicious fantasies. Technically, she had work she was supposed to get done. She had reports to send and emails to answer. Even so, Lauran kept thinking about the entire rig.

Eventually, she made her decision because she couldn’t ignore the excitement and longing.

She did it. On some level, she knew there had been no real question. But now, she considered exactly how this would play out. She bought the VR rig, which included a fresh CPU, a full seat, plus the visual interface. She even added the ocular locks. She could still control everything from her phone, but this would be entirely different.

It took more than a week for everything to arrive. In the meantime, Lauran looked around for other possibilities online. Despite a few misgivings, she had decided this would be best.

More importantly, Lauran wouldn’t back down. She wanted the equipment.

She wanted all of it. She wanted to play with it and to play with him. She itched to toy with him, to take control and to enjoy every second of it. Still, it was only a game. These were just toys.

Once she had set up the rig in her office, she went for her husband. He was back in the living room, busy at work on some email or report for his employer. Smiling at him, she closed his laptop, reached down, and clutched his hands with her own. She tugged, guiding him up onto his feet. "What's this?" Greg asked her.

"Come with me," she said. "I made a few modifications to the office."

"I finally get to see them?" Technically, they were supposed to share that back room, only Lauran had decided to turn it into something else. She wasn't sure exactly what to call it. The play area? A training space? A virtual dungeon? At this point, all of those terms seemed somehow appropriate.

They came to the door. She stopped and turned around to face Greg.

"Actually, I think I want to try something."

"What? What is it?"

"The sleeve has something special," she said, reaching up and stroking the side of his face. In truth, she didn't know whether or not he’d agree to it. And yet, she had to find out for herself. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement, and another wave of excitement rushed through her body. She came forward and cupped his cheeks before she kissed him. Then she pulled back, and she stared at him intently. "Greg, I want to try the Mistress Mode."

His brows tightened. "What does that mean?"

"It means I can take that sleeve and use it as a dildo."

"But it's already going to be inside of you," he said sheepishly.

She smiled again, slowly shook her head, and made it abundantly clear that she had something else in mind.

"I want to use it like a dildo that I wear like a strap-on," she said. "I want to wear it, and I want to take you right here, right outside the office. And when I'm done, I’ll bring you inside, and I”ll show you what I've got for you."

"You're joking," he said. She recognized that tone, however. There was that delicious mixture of fear and arousal in his voice, like he knew he could trust her, but he still couldn't excise the anxiety from the core of his being.

"I'm not joking," she said. "Get on your knees, take off your clothes, and close your eyes. Can you do that for me?"

When she watched him, she waited, wondering whether or not Greg would change his mind.

After just a few more seconds, he said, "Yes."

He didn't notice, of course, but she blinked, and there was this strange sensation behind her eyes and deep within her chest. She was thinking about this, and she realized something. It would have been even better if she had been able to drag him over here, push him down and order him to strip. She didn’t want to deal with his choices. Part of her longed for the chance to stripped him naked and come up behind him, to penetrate him hard with that sleeve. She wanted to feel it between her legs. She had already read some of the customer testimonials. No one had been brave enough to post video reviews, but the descriptions have been clear.

An orgasm from the sleeve as a modified shaft could feel so good! A woman could shove forward, and it would feel like a different kind of power.

She needed that.

Mistress Mode. She smiled at the thought.

Only now, she had been nice to her husband, and he acquiesced. He gave her exactly what she craved as he pulled off his shirt, pants, shoes and socks. Soon, he was down to his boxers.

"Keep going," she said. Technically, those words were meant to be encouraging. Instead, they sounded like a command, and she loved it!

Soon enough, he was naked. That didn't give her enough time to process those feelings, but she didn't worry about it either.

As she watched, Greg lowered himself down onto his hands and knees.

"Face down," she said. "Butt up."

Again, there it was, that buzzing excitement deep within her body. Her husband had turned her on before, of course. This was Greg, and she reminded herself of just how much she loved him. Even so, there was a different drive that seemed to thrum along her skin. It was getting stronger and stronger, she knew.

He closed his eyes, he assumed the position, and she reached down, sliding her fingers along the contours of his butt as she made him shiver. "You know what I'm going to do, don't you? This is Mistress Mode."

"Yes. I understand. Do, do whatever you want with me," he stuttered back.

The moisture drained away from her mouth. Fresh heat darted along her skin. She rushed into her office, grabbed the sleeve, and she came back. Standing tall over him, she considered this boy down on his hands and knees.

Like so many other women, Lauran had never really contemplated genuine power. She had never envisioned what it might be like or feel like to take control. As far as she was concerned, that was an alien fantasy meant for someone else, not her. Only now, she unzipped her skirt, and she pulled off her tights. She kicked away her shoes, and she removed her blouse. Layer by layer, she stripped until she was naked.

He tilted his head to the side, so he saw her in his peripheral vision. "You're so beautiful," he said.

"Good boy," she said. "But this is still happening."

"Yes, Mistress," he answered. It wasn’t quite a joke.

Yes, Mistress. The words reverberated through her body with a fresh rhythm. She drew in a slow breath, and she could feel the cool air along her teeth and at the roof of her mouth. By now, he had turned his head back down as he braced himself.

Lauran was going to do it. She was going to use this nanite-enhanced sleeve to fuck her boy.

That reality made her body tighten as she slid the toy between her legs. She had already initiated commands, and now she pressed it up against her sex. It reformed. It shaped itself and adhered to her skin. She took a few seconds, turning her body to the left, then the right. This felt different, strange and alien, as though he fundamental detail about her existence had been altered. It wasn't just her silhouette, however. There was something even more powerful and primal than just that.

She narrowed her eyes, she placed one hand on his hip, and then she aimed the tip of her newly attached shaft toward his opening.

Part of her wanted to ram him hard. That same part of her wanted to embrace this raw aggression and show him exactly what she could do. She grinned at the thought. Lauran couldn't help herself.

Still, she managed to resist the temptation; she wouldn’t be rough with Greg. Instead, she pushed forward slowly, sliding into him. She penetrated his opening just a little bit at a time, maybe a quarter inch with every few seconds.

"How's that?" Lauran asked him.

"Good," he said, breathing heavily.

"Good," she said. "I'm going to bury my cock deep inside you," she promised. This was Mistress Mode. Not only that, she could enjoy the friction, the sensations, and the pressure between her legs. Maybe she couldn't interface directly with the cock sleeve, but she didn't need to. Just as the other users had promised, this felt incredible!

More, she decided. She wanted more. She pushed into him, harder but slower. She took her time. Then she realized she had completely buried that artificial shaft in his opening. She slipped back. She was ready to do it again. She pushed forward, just a little faster this time.

"Good boy," she said. "That's right. You belong on your hands and knees, don't you? You belong on all fours like a dog in front of me." As she uttered those words, she vaguely remembered seeing another option from the sleeve. Granted, that would require additional third-party upgrades, but she didn't care.

She pushed in, drew back. Then she started to go faster. Pretty soon, she had her hands on his hips, and she thrust forward, pumping him. Her hair seemed to vibrate against her shoulders, but she didn't care. She closed her eyes, and soon she was on the verge of an orgasm. She hadn't expected this. Instead, she had to simply wished to experiment. Originally, only now it became something else, something even more primitive and unstoppable.

Her orgasm!

That wild climax exploded at the center of her being; it flashed out to her toes and fingertips. Her body locked up, and she jerked away, gasped even as she remained braced on her knees behind him.

"Can we go? Can we go to the bedroom?"

"No," she told him. "It’s in the office." He started to stand.

"Actually," she said. "I want you to crawl, boy."

His wife didn't mean to adopt that demeaning term. It just came out easily and automatically. Strictly speaking, it wasn't even an insult, but there was something about the way she used it. Boy. She talked to down to him. Her tone became condescending as she seized control and made it clear exactly where she expected him to be: beneath her, down on all fours, ready to do whatever she wished...

She opened the door for him, and he crawled inside.

"What, what is that?"

He saw the rig.

At first glance, it looked like a dentist's chair, only this unit was far sleeker. Not only that, it came with a set of straps for "safety". A boy could be seated, his legs could be spread, and he could be taught to relax even as the programming kicked in.

"It's a VR system," she said. "Top-of-the-line."

Technically, the software package that connected this rig to the sleeve hadn't been approved by either company. Even so, Lauran had done her homework, and she was still confident the systems would integrate as promised by those hobbyists online. "Sit down," she said. "I think you and I are going to have some fun right now."

He swallowed. He stood, so she nudged him forward. After a couple nervous steps, he lowered himself down and Lauran strapped his arms and legs in place. Then she was ready to begin. She had the cock sleeve in her hand, and she looked at him. "Are you ready?" As she asked, she peeked down at his member.

Sure enough, Greg was excited. His erection pointed upward, and he swallowed again as he nodded quickly.

"Let's get started," she told her boy.

Lauran smiled at Greg as she traced her finger along the cock sleeve, her eyes slightly glazed as she ran over the configuration through her techlink on her device one more time. "It's been a while since I let you enjoy some porn, and the reviews says this experience will be absolutely amazing." The VR chair slowly reclined and adjusted more fully to Greg's body, causing him to sink deeper into soft padding surrounding his arms and legs on the sides. A small green ball activated in her interface, offering to enable full haptic feedback, with the warning this would fully constrain the user, and that they would have to disable full mode to exit the chair. Apparently, the straps alone weren’t enough.

That notion made her smile again.

Next an arm unfolded from the head of the chair, containing two lasers. This was a recent development. The low-power lasers would beam a nearly perfect 3D image on the user's retinas. Another green ball activated, offering Lauran the ability to enable a user assist mode where the chair would unfold an arm that would attach to the eyelids to keep them open. This supposedly allowed complete relaxation, though Lauran knew Greg would freak out if she enabled it without prior warning.

"Oh, I read about this a while ago," Greg said with excitement in his voice. Only then, he swallowed as a frown curved across his face as he inquired, "How much did you spend on this chair honey?"

Lauran smiled and shushed him, "There was a special promotion where I got the chair at half price, and if you want to be a miser, consider this your birthday and Christmas present for the next two years."

Greg chuckled then suddenly became quiet, gasping slightly. Apparently, the program had started. "Holy crap", Greg muttered, "I wasn't expecting you to start on this clip."

Lauran smiled and touched her finger on his lips, "Just relax and enjoy. You can yell if you need me."

Grabbing her phone, she accessed the cock sleeve interface and configured it to slowly dilate Greg's urethra to half an inch. She bit her lip as she was tempted to push for three quarters, but the tooltip warned that while it would not cause harm, it could potentially be very painful. Her eager eyes observed as the sleeve as it slowly expanded. Her mouth watered, and she loved the sight of Greg's cock slowly expanding in girth and length, veins bulging through the matte black sleeve of a now rock-hard cock that was slowly inching toward Greg's belly button. Greg's breath quickened slightly and as she gazed down the wide opened tube of Greg's hole, seeing the pearly gleam of pre-cum gathering in the shadowy depths. At half an inch, it might take quite a while before it would start spilling from the tip. It looked like the expanded urethra should be able to hold about five to ten loads of ejaculate, though she was beginning to trust that the perfect edge mode would not result in an actual ejaculation. Taking her time and savoring every second, Lauran observed Greg's face with a smile, loving the glazed and horny expression. Without thinking, she wished she could keep him in this state all the time.

"Shush," she said. "Watch it again."

His lips parted, and he tried to speak, only the system started to run again. All at once, his expression relaxed, and she could tell that he was both excited and lost to those other sensations.

She had complete control over him, she realized. Yes. This was what she had desired. This was what she craved. The toy continued to play with him. It spread him him. It toyed with him—exposing this boy in a way she had never thought to want but could no longer ignore.

All at once, she realized something. Lauran loved having this kind of control, but she didn't need to ride him again. She had taken him outside of the office door, and now she was ready to relax for just a little while. Enjoying herself, she cocked her head to the side, and she looked down. She brushed her fingers along his bare chest and toward his legs. She stroked him, and she watched as he reacted. Yes, the VR system kept him in that artificial reality, but he could still access his physical senses. When she touched him, he sensed it. More than that, he whimpered out, "I, I love this. I, I don't know how much more I can take."

"You can take a lot," she said. "Don't worry. Relax. Relax and enjoy it."

"But, but…"

"Shush," she told him. He kept watching the video. The clip played again and again. She continued to tease him, touching him, her hands playing along his ankles and up his legs, along his chest and shoulders, his cheeks, then back down. She caressed his balls, forcing him to enjoy every sensation even as he yearned for that climax.

"Now," she said, initiating the program. It pulsated, it vibrated, and suddenly he came so hard! The orgasm exploded through his body. He arched his back and shoved his elbows and ankles down against the chair has he lost himself to that unstoppable reaction!

She watched it, she loved it, and she decided she would continue to play with it. More importantly, she would continue to play with him.

When she went online, Lauran found all of these different options. It seemed strange and alien. When she visited the manufacturer's site and social media posts, she came away with just a couple of different options. There were upgrades, of course, but they didn't impress her. They didn't give her exactly what she wanted for this boy.

But the broader community? There were so many different people who had played with the Gold Solution and had altered the nanites in so many different ways. The main manufacturer hadn’t committed to those other choices, perhaps fearing a lawsuit here or there. After all, there were plenty of warnings. Some of the more extreme features included electroshock therapy, and those upgrades included plenty of notices about how this could potentially be dangerous, so the users absolutely had to be careful.

For now, however, Lauran found herself intrigued by another possibility.

After that first day with her husband in the chair, she found exactly what she wanted online. Her eyes slid along the text for these fresh upgrades to the sleeve's software.

Loyal dog: Requires the subject to be male. The program can be provided with pictures (face/body) and during an extended massage period of six hours the male will be conditioned to become infatuated with the person whose pictures were provided. This option increases sexual and romantic desire for the person whose pictures were provided.

Obedient dog: Pictures must be provided. The male will be conditioned to release dopamine when the person they're imprinted on calls them a "good boy". This conditions the male to develop a strong desire to be fed treats by his owner. The Mistress is advised to go slowly and gently to prevent panic in the recipient at the sudden personality changes.

Her upgrades included prolonged periods of stimulation. Obviously, there was the element of pornography, but she didn't need to use those clips or videos. She could simply use raw stimulation. Plus, these new options could change everything.

Oddly enough, Lauran smiled when she remembered that she wasn't a dog person. Technically, she wasn't a cat person, either. And yet, she kept thinking about that first possibility.

The loyal dog mode. Six hours. It seemed wild.

Could it really work? That was the question that kept dancing around behind her eyes and between her ears. According to the reviews, this method really did increase sexual and romantic desire. At the same time, she understood what she would be doing at this point. She would be programming her husband.

He loved her, but he could be better.

Although he didn't realize it, Greg kept nudging Lauran in the direction of programming him. Because she managed all of the software, she had put blockers on the chair, the sleeve, and the VR rig. Basically, it required several passwords, none of which she gave to him. If he intended to enjoy himself, then he needed to get her permission. She made the point abundantly clear. "If you want to play, I’m cool with that, but I also want to be a part of it." That might mean she would watch or touch him. Sometimes she would ride him. Then there were those other moments when she simply enjoyed having her husband approach, look at her timidly, and ask, "Do you think we could play?"

Whenever he asked, there it was again, that rush of excitement at the center of her core. She had control over him, and now she knew what she still desired: more.

It seemed so primitive, like this ancient instinct lodged deep within her. As a woman, Lauran had been socialized like so many other people. She was supposed to be kind and nurturing. Even if feminism had freed her from so many of those obligations, she still understood the weight of history. There were all of those little notes throughout the world that made it clear she wasn't supposed to be aggressive. Men were still supposed to be taller and stronger. They were supposed to be assertive and domineering.

Only now, she looked at her husband, she asked, "You want to play a new game?"

"What is it? You have a different clip?" he practically sprang up as the hope flooded his voice.

"Something like that," she said. By now, she had already uploaded the information. He’d see her picture, hear her voice, and it would alter his perceptions. She also pulled out her phone and glanced down at the clock. Six hours. That would be quite a while, yet she couldn't wait to see the results.

When she flashed him that flirtatious little smirk and took him by the hand, he eagerly followed her back into the home office. Within moments, he was naked, in the chair, and ready for his session.

"This is going to be a little bit different," she warned Greg. "After this, we're going to program you. We're going to make sure you can be nice and loyal and completely affectionate."

His brows tightened as he stared back at her. "What's happening?" He came off as bemused. Then again, he didn’t understand this technology the way she did.

"Think of it as a little bit of brainwashing," she said, leaning down and tapping the tip of his nose.

"You're joking," he said.

Only then, she activated the rig. The lights began to play against Greg’s retinas, beaming the information directly into his vision. With his wrists and ankles strapped to the chair, he couldn't block it out. And now, those autonomic responses kicked in, trapping him.

"I'll be back in a few hours," she promised him.

A few hours...six hours...

The Loyal Dog scenario didn't allow him to climax. Instead, she had the sleeve between his legs, and it stimulated him as the VR program altered his perceptions. Once complete, she knew what to expect. He should be loyal, eager to please, dedicated, and everything else a wife would want from her husband.

At first, she worked and distracted herself.

Later, she stood there her arms crossed over her chest as she waited for the lights to stop.

She counted down.

The machine finished. He blinked. He looked around. He looked a little bit like he had been lost in a really good book, or maybe he had drifted off, only to snap back to wakefulness without realizing he had fallen asleep at all.

"Lauran?"

His eyes locked on her, and this little note of skepticism wiggled at the back of her mind. She waited for him to get angry or annoyed. After all, he hadn’t completely agreed to her plan.

"Yes?"

"Can you let me up?"

Again, she couldn't entirely read his expression or his tone. Still, she cooperated by removing the restraints. Then he threw himself forward. He pressed his body up against hers, and he wrapped his arms around her waist. He squeezed her tight. "It feels so good to be close to you," he told Lauran.

"Really? That's how you feel?"

Greg nudged her back. It seemed like he wanted to pounce, to grab her, to hold her, and to kiss her all at the same time. "Maybe, maybe I'm still really turned on," he said. "Do you think we could do something about that? Please?"

When he spoke, he sounded so adorable. As a man, he probably could have tried to overpower her. Instead, he had that affectionate expression on his face. His eyes were big with desire, but there was something else.

"Right now, what’s the most important thing for you to do?"

"I want to make you happy," he answered instantly.

It worked.

It really worked.

It worked!

That reality banged into her again and again. Part of her didn't really believe it. She gazed up and down along the length of her husband's body. The only thing close to clothing he wore was the cock sleeve between his legs. And of course, she controlled that.

Nibbling on the inside of her mouth, she glanced to her left, then her right, almost as though she expected to find the right answer in the corner of the room or along the periphery of her vision.

Slowly, she came to her conclusion and figured out exactly what she intended to do next.

"I can be very generous with you," she said. "But I want you to get back in the chair. There's something else we can do."

"What's that?"

"Right now, that you're feeling like a loyal dog. Would you like to be an obedient dog too? Would you like me to train you so that you can always do whatever I say?"

The programming kicked in instantly! He was practically panting, "Yes. Please."

"And once you’re a very loyal and very obedient boy, I can give you plenty of orgasms. Does that sound nice?"

"Yes. Please."

"Good boy," she told him. "Sit down."

He glanced back at the chair, almost like some other instinct or intuition told him that this might not be an excellent idea. Still, he had to cooperate. The programming wouldn't allow for anything else.

Greg drew in a slow breath, sat down, and she spread his legs before strapping him in. She did the same with his wrists, pushing his elbows down against the arm rests. She strapped him into place. Then she gave him a kiss on the forehead. He kept watching her right until she activated the system.

Fresh lines of green light shot up against his eyes. They stole his attention. He could still hear and feel her touch, but his optic nerves had been completely taken over.

"Let's do this," she whispered quietly; Lauran grabbed her phone, activated the program, and watched. It was time for this boy to be loyal and obedient…

Lauran did everything in her power to distract herself. She had quite a bit of time ahead of her. She did the dishes, cleaned up the kitchen, finished some work, and tried to watch a movie. Inevitably, however, she kept thinking of her boy back in the other room. He was strapped down, helpless, and getting programmed.

She could do that.

With this kind of technology, she could actually program him!

Part of her remained skeptical despite all of the evidence she had already gathered. It was like she couldn't really accept just how incredible this device could be or how all of the software could work together to make the world a genuinely better place...one where she could retrain her husband with hardly any effort at all.

While she tried to watch that movie, Lauran kept waiting for some hint of guilt or regret to shoot through her body, like she’d instantly jerk her head toward the office and decide she had made some kind of terrible error. Instead, she kept thinking of Greg, and she knew that this had been an incredible idea.

She had put on some clothes, but she knew what she really wanted next. That's why she slipped her hand underneath her pants and into her panties. She pushed her knuckles up against the soft, white silk. Her finger started to play along her slit, and she wasn't at all surprised to feel the heat or moisture excitement right to there.

Closing her eyes, she reconsidered her boy, and she thought of what he would be like.

She was doing it. She was really reprogramming him. Again and again, she came back to those ideas. He could be a loyal dog. He could be an obedient dog! Not only that, she absolutely adored that look of affectionate obedience on his face. He had wanted so badly to please her. That was probably another reason why he had agreed to get back into the chair and face another session of programming.

Consciously, he must have known that she was doing something to him. And yet, he trusted her completely. Again, it was that power that fascinated and intrigued her.

It did more than that.

Lauran kept touching herself and gliding her digits along her opening. Vibrations of heat cascaded along her skin. She pushed her shoulders down against the couch, she spread her legs, and she moaned, conscious that those sounds would only add to his session back in the VR rig.

She thought of that boy, licking her, serving her, how it had felt when she pumped into him, all of those little details that drove her wild with need.

Wild heat surged through her!

Slowly, she relaxed.

After that orgasm, Lauran twitched there against the couch for nearly a minute. Eventually, she opened her mouth, and she was about to say something. Remembering that her husband was in the back room, she decided to do it again.

There was nothing to stop her from enjoying herself. She could indulge as much she liked…

Realizing this, Lauran started up again.

Two or three orgasms later, she was breathless with tiny droplets of sweat on her forehead. At that point, she grabbed herself some water and took a nap. She fell asleep. And then, when she woke up, she checked the time and realized that he was almost done.

At this point, she washed her face, brushed her hair, and headed into the back room.

When she turned the knob and stepped into the office, she saw her husband there. The green beams of light continued to play, giving him the programming and psychological architecture he needed to be a better man.

Lauran smirked; she couldn't help herself. On some level, she understood the justifications. More importantly, she knew that she was rationalizing her choices. There were probably lots of people out in the wider world who would have objected to her choices here.

Too bad. She didn’t care because they didn't get a vote, not when it came to her relationship with her husband. More than that, she decided she didn't care about popular opinion, not if it meant she got to enjoy this feeling even more.

"My boy," she breathed under her breath. Watching him, she wondered exactly what he was experiencing. Of course, she understood the basic details. There were images playing into the core of Greg’s mind, altering his reactions and his instincts.

Loyalty and obedience. She grinned as she considered those two ideas. She couldn't help it, not when she had this kind of power available to her. Standing there and watching him, she kept thinking about how this was supposed to be wrong. She still waited for that normal expectation, that rush of guilt or something like it.

In theory, she was supposed to respect his autonomy, his personhood, and his normal personality.

She thought back to that warning. Any woman who took control of a boy like this was supposed to take her time and give him the chance to adjust to the shifts in his personality.

Lauran smiled again, beaming. At the same time, she reached down, and she stroked his hair. She gently slid her fingers across his skin as she watched him.

Across time and civilization, innumerable women must have been in a position like hers. She had this guy, and she cared about him, but there was just something wrong with him. He was so close to perfect, but…

In the past, women had to settle for those inferior relationships. Except now, she could have what she really desired.

Loyalty and obedience. They could actually be hers.

Not only that, she considered the cock sleeve again, and she hungrily anticipated seeing what this did to his sexual prowess.

The program came to an end. Right away, she removed the straps, and she looked down into his eyes.

"How are you feeling?" The green beams of light had disappeared.

Greg needed a few seconds. "I want to be with you," he said, sitting up. He stretched. After spending so much time in one position, his muscles must have been aching and cramped. She didn't mind.

Her boy slid off the seat, and he stood. "I think you want to get on your knees in front of me," she decided, her voice low and unsure. Still, she enjoyed uttering those words. At the same time, she wondered if this would really work.

Lauran braced herself for the very realistic possibility that the program had failed. Maybe he had watched the images, and maybe they had even soaked into him, but there was no guarantee this would really influence the kind of man he would be. Even so, she could hope.

"And?" Lauran asked him.

"And I love you, and I really, really want to make you happy?" He blinked as he looked back at her. He considered exactly what this would mean.

"Let's try something," she said. That's when she reached over for her desk. She picked up a small jar, she unscrewed the top, and she pulled out the cookie. When he saw it, his eyes widened, and he lurched forward, like he wanted to lunge at her, grab it, and take it. But something stopped him.

"You want this? You want this, boy?"

"Yes," he said quickly. Guileless, he couldn't hide his feelings. In fact, he watched that cookie, and he kept looking from her face down to that treat.

"You can have it, but first I want to see you on your knees. Put your elbows down against your sides and beg for it. Oh, and lift your face up toward the ceiling."

His brows tightened for just a moment, only then he seemed to decide that this was perfectly normal and natural for a wife to tell her husband to perform a trick.

He gulped, he slid forward, and he dropped down onto his knees in front of her. Then he obeyed, pushing his elbows down, lifting his knuckles, and raising his head. He lifted his chin, and he pointed his nose toward the ceiling exactly as she had hoped.

He posed like a pet—like a dog.

When she saw this, the excitement flooded her body. Arousal came at her in a way she had never experienced before. Her mouth even watered, and now she smirked as she considered an old trick. She took that cookie, she placed it on the tip of his nose. "Don't move, boy."

He froze. Locked in place, it was obvious this required every ounce of his self-control.

More importantly, she realized something else. He wasn't faking it. Braced in that position, naked with just his cock sleeve on, he obeyed her.

"Good boy," Lauran said, snatching the cookie from the tip of his nose.

For a moment, this despondent expression stretched across his face. It didn't last long, however. She set the cookie on her hand, and she extended her arm.

He looked back at her.

"Do I have permission? Please?" Only then, Greg blinked. Apparently, he wasn't familiar with those words. At least, he didn't expect that plaintive note to drop from his voice.

"You do," she said with a smile. "Go on, boy."

She watched him lean forward, and he ate the cookie out of the palm of her hand. He swallowed it. Not only that, he started shaking his buttocks from side to side.

He was wagging…

At first, Lauran couldn't really believe it, especially since Greg didn't seem to understand what he was doing. But then this vibrant smile stretched across her face. She loved it!

That's when she grabbed him, and she shoved him down onto his back right there. He was hard t0o, of course.

She grabbed her phone, set the parameters, and denied him the opportunity for an orgasm.

Instead, she climbed into position and got ready to mount him. Within seconds, she started riding him!

With her legs spread, she took him. Fresh sparks of arousal flared along her skin as she started to move her hips forward and back. She had already taken him between the walls of her pussy, and now she enjoyed herself. Quakes of desire washed across him as she rode him, sliding forward then back and then up and down again and again.

"Mine," she growled. Later on, she’d be surprised by those words. "Mine!" She rode him, and she took what she wanted.

Within moments, she came once.

He hadn't been able to climax yet. The sleeve made it impossible.

Possessive and powerful, she grabbed his wrists, leaned forward, and kissed him. First, she pressed her mouth to his. Then she nuzzled the side of his neck, her lips gliding along his sensitive skin. Greg whimpered. He moaned with desire.

"Please. Please, let me come!"

"Only if you agree to wear the sleeve for another day," she said. She was panting now even as she rode him. She wasn't familiar with this, but it didn't matter. He wore that sleeve, and she was in control.

"Please. I, I can't do this."

"Are you sure about that?" She had slowed down now, but she still had his shaft between her legs. She still controlled exactly what he felt and experienced.

"I, I…" That's when she saw the guilt rush down through his psyche. After all, he had disappointed her on so many other occasions. Even if he hadn't known exactly what to do, he had understood that something was wrong. But now he saw that fierce determination on her face, and he knew he wouldn't be able to win, not here, not now.

"Say it," she ordered.

His defenses broke as Greg called out, "Yes! Yes, I'll wear it!"

"Like a good boy?" she taunted him.

He wanted to climax. He needed it so badly! Those desires seemed to shred every other thought and plan. He couldn't think clearly. He couldn't come up with anything logical or coherent. That's why he broke and called out, "Yes. Like a good boy! Like a good boy, I'll wear the sleeve!"

"For a full day?" she taunted him.

"For a full day!" he panted back at her.

"And after I make you come, you're going to eat me out," she said. "You're going to lick me so thoroughly, aren't you?" Again, that wasn't really a question. It was a command disguised as an inquiry, and Greg couldn't fight it. He couldn't resist to this woman or deny her anything she expected.

She was in charge. She had control.

Lauran felt it as well. Even as she watched her boy struggle through the reality of his new situation, those other two words kept vibrating behind her eyes: loyalty and obedience. That was what she had. All too often, women talked about how they wanted strong, independent men who were capable of making their own decisions. But now, she had this kind of authority, and she didn't want to let it go.

"No," he said. "I, I can't!"

"Then you're going to it a right now before you get to climax." She made it clear; she made her choice inescapable.

His brows tightened, but she pulled away. That's when she grabbed him, and she nudged him down and thought of that other training option.

It was the Dirty Dog Protocol.

She ran the tip of her tongue along her teeth. Her heart was still pounding, and her breathing came fast, but Lauran didn't worry about that as she straddled his face and pushed her split down against his mouth. "Lick!"

He didn't want to do it, but this woman had given him a command. The programming pulsed behind his eyes, flaring to life as he knew he had to surrender. It was so much easier for him to give in like this. She rode his face, gently working her slid along his lips.

He licked. His tongue darted along her crevice, and he went in deep, just as she expected.

"Good," she said. "Very good. That's right. Go. Lick. Faster. Harder. Show me what you can do, boy!" The words fell from her mouth in an avalanche, and she adored each one. She couldn't help it. She loved how she could work him and use him and take him.

For once, she didn't have to worry about being selfless. Greed and yearning became intertwined within her. She could take what she wanted, and she didn't have to worry about him.

The pleasure coursed along her veins, growing stronger and stronger with every moment. Pretty soon, she threw her head back, and she was gasping hard now. She used him, taking him. And then she felt it. There was that moment of completion, that spark that ignited the wild ferocity lodged deep at her center. Her toes tightened, her fingers pressed down, her muscles locked, and her heart kicked wildly as the excitement morphed into something uncontrollable.

She came hard! The orgasm engulfed her, squeezing and taking away every other worry and doubt and concern.

She lost herself, but she still wasn't done.

Lauran grabbed his cock, and she started riding him.

Pretty soon, another orgasm took her. Then she looked down at him. "Come for me, boy. You have been such a good boy. Yes, you have. Come on. Show me what you can do! Nice and hard!"

She squeezed her hips. Her body tightened. At the same time, he heard those words, and he knew he had permission.

As a man, he wasn't supposed to worry about anything like that, only now he gave in. He threw his head back, he gasped, and he pushed his cock up and deep into her as his member throbbed. He had hardly noticed how she grabbed her phone and altered the commands. Suddenly, the sleeve allowed him to have that orgasm. Those desires swarmed over him.

He came once.

He was still hard. She kept riding him.

He came again.

Or maybe it was just one long prolonged orgasm, and he couldn't even tell the difference, not after everything he had into word.

Finally, it was done, and she grinned at him.

"Remember," she said. "You're going to wear your sleeve for the rest of the day."

He didn't respond. Greg didn't argue either. Instead, he knew he had been loyal and affectionate, eager and obedient for her. He wrapped his arms around her, he held her tight, desperate to win her approval, no matter what it took.

Boys could be gross, she decided. For her, that idea didn’t have a specific origination point. Rather, it felt like a fundamental truth, something that should be universally acknowledged.

It grew even worse because she went back into the room, and she saw him seated in the VR chair. Seated there, he had fallen asleep at some point during the evening. That made sense, of course. Over the last few days, they had enjoyed so much sex. It had been easy to take him, to grab him by his shirt, to tell him what she wanted, and to simply—finally—get it.

After his programming, Greg seemed to be aroused all the time. Perfect, she thought. Lauran could have him. More than that, he was also very obedient and affectionate. If she wanted him to massage her feet or nuzzle her, he would do it.

In some ways, he really did remind her of a pet dog.

Not only that, she saw that he had dripped quite a bit.

She looked at him, and she wondered about something.

There was that shiny gleam all along his inner thighs, then some of it had dribbled down onto the seat. She didn't want to clean it up. Technically, she could wake him up and order him to do it, but another image popped into her head.

What if she forced him to lick it up? What if she forced him to slide his tongue along the soft leather and clean it up like an eager dog?

She thought of that other option. There was a Come-Eating-Inculcation mode...

No. She pushed the thought aside, fully cognizant of the fact that he wouldn't agree. Even so, the idea seemed to ignite something within her. It made her hot. It made her wet.

"Lauran?"

She was back in the living room and playing on her phone.

"What is it, Greg?" She glanced up, and she saw that nervous and guilty expression on his face.

"I came," he told her.

"What?" That was impossible. She had set the parameters. She remembered typing in the exact commands and confirming them. The software, despite the modifications from those third-party dealers and community modders, had been incredibly thorough. Not only that, the sleeve and the attendant software had worked perfectly so far.

He couldn't have climaxed.

As she considered the idea that this boy had come without permission, something hardened and chilled within her.

The cock sleeve made that impossible unless she gave him permission.

Something dark seemed to stretch through her. She could feel it pulse and throb at the base of her stomach. She set her phone aside. She rose to her feet. Lauran didn't even know what she was going to do, but she looked back at him.

"The, the sleeve ran out of power. It started vibrating, I guess is a warning or something, and then, I just couldn't help myself. I came."

"You're lying," she said.

The words dropped from her mouth as a sharp accusation, but she couldn't take them back. After just an instant, she knew she didn't want to either.

Her eyes narrowed, and she strode up to him. She reached out, and she was about to grab him, but she stopped herself. "You're lying," she said. "You jerked off. I know you did. I can see it in your eyes." She couldn't believe it. He had enjoyed an orgasm without her permission? Without her agreement? It should have been impossible! Again and again, she came back to that understanding.

"It's not a big deal," he said.

"Not a big deal? This is basically cheating, Greg. What's wrong with you? How could you do that? I mean, if you really wanted to come, you could have come in talked to me.” She made it sound reasonable.

"And what if you didn’t say yes?" he demanded. “What if you decided I didn’t get one?”

There. That practically counted as an admission as far as she was concerned. "Greg, I can't believe you did this. That was so disgusting. You don't get to just masturbate whenever you want. You're not an animal!"

"It was an accident!"

"You're lying," she told him again, every word cold and sharp. "You couldn't take it. You're just like so many other guys. You got horny, and you couldn't help yourself, so you jerked it like a pathetic loser."

His cheeks faded as the color started to dissipate; he was getting pale. "I don't know what's going on, but I can't deal with you, not when you're acting like this," he growled. "I'm not going to be disrespected like this!"

She blinked again, shocked because the programming was supposed to make that kind of defiance impossible. Then again, it had been several days. She didn't know exactly how permanent that transformation was supposed to be, only now she couldn't help herself. That jagged anger continued to twist and throb deep within her chest. It seemed to cut into the center of her existence, like she didn't know how she was supposed to deal with him.

Only then, he rendered the entire question irrelevant.

"I'm out of here," he snarled.

Greg turned, and he strode back into their bedroom. He got dressed. He grabbed his wallet and his keys, and she stared at him. She watched as the disbelief clouded her storming thoughts.

In some small corner of her mind, Lauran knew she was supposed to stop him. And yet, she couldn't do it.

So instead, she watched him go.

Greg slammed the door on his way out.

There was that's sharp sound of a boom as the door crashed, and then he was gone. Silence filled the living room, and she blinked, her eyes suddenly wet.

For a long time, she just stood there.

In truth, Lauran had no idea how long she waited there. A few minutes? Longer? Maybe as much as a half an hour drifted by, but she felt lost, like she was in a fugue state. At one point, right when she started to snap out of it, she smirked, thinking that this must have been a lot like what happened to Greg when he went into his trancelike state in the chair.

She had to make a decision. She had to move.

Rolling her shoulders back, Lauran headed into the home office. She sat down, and she knew exactly what she was looking for.

When she went online, she found the AI assistant for the Gold Solution. She typed in the search query, and then she saw the information.

The cock sleeve had lost power, there were the automatic vibrations, and several more seconds went by before the orgasm had been triggered.

Her boy had told the truth…

Lauran stared at the information, and she knew exactly what it all meant.

Her boy had been telling the truth. He had tried to stop himself from coming.

Greg never broke his promise. He never lied to her.

Was that why she had gotten so upset?

Biting down, she leaned back in her chair, brought her hands up, and she rubbed her eyes as she tried to find a good answer.

And now, he was gone.

Lauran rubbed her eyes again, and she sat up. He was the love of her life. And she had just called him a liar? She had accused him of…infidelity. Granted, it wasn't like she said he had cheated on her or something, but it had been close enough. After all, they had talked about that issue before. Infidelity could be a problematic concept, especially when there were all of these different interpretations. She smirked and she thought back to college and one of her English teachers who had a penchant for discussing the importance of definition within argumentation. Specifically, there were all of these different terms that can be interpreted differently by various individuals. Not only that, she had made the point that if you could control the labels and definitions of an argument, then you were pretty much guaranteed victory in the debate.

Lauran pulled her lips back and hissed.

She couldn't believe it. She had messed up. Badly.

She pulled out her phone, and she typed out her apology. It was a longer message. It ended with a simple question.

Could they talk?

She hit Send.

Lauran got up and started pacing. She hated this feeling. There was the regret, the fear, and that exasperation all spinning and twisting together.

Strangely enough, she focused on the exasperation. Even though she knew she had messed up, there was this other notion buzzing around behind her eyes. It felt like this angry bee, especially since she knew what she had done was wrong. She had lost control. She had allowed herself to get upset in a way that wasn't acceptable.

Still, Lauran kept thinking about Greg and how he should have been more patient with her.

No, that wasn't it, she silently corrected herself. She stopped, she lifted her head, and she glanced up toward the ceiling as she recognized the real issue.

She wanted to control him.

Just as importantly, this seemed like a reasonable expectation.

Even if this wasn't his fault, she was glad he’d owned up to breaking his promise, even if it had been involuntary. That still meant he had broken his promise. He wasn't allowed to climax without her help. Her orgasms belonged to Lauran; Greg belonged to Lauran. For this woman, those ideas fit together automatically. They felt right and natural and true.

Those other words came roaring back.

She desired control. She desired power. She wanted him to belong to her.

Lauran opened her mouth, her lips pulled back, and she grabbed her phone.

She started to text him.

Again, she didn't really expect a response, not right away. She reminded Greg that she loved him, that she wanted him to come home, and that they should be together. I love you so much. You're my person, she typed in. She tapped Send, and she waited. She sent him one message after another. The tone remained measured even as she told him again and again that she cared about him more than anything.

Ultimately, she knew that he would always keep his promises to her. If he really didn't want something, he would simply refuse upfront. If he didn't, then he would actually do it. Still, she couldn't stand the idea of losing him. He belonged to her!

Eventually, he answered.

I'm coming home.

She expected relief. She expected there to be this rush of gratitude. Instead, a predatory smile curved along her lips.

When he came through the front door, Lauran sprang to her feet, rushed over, and she threw her arms around him. She buried her face against Greg’s chest, without saying anything.

Finally, she pulled back, and she looked up into his eyes. This wasn't an apology as she told him, "I checked the AI system on the sleeve. You weren't lying."

"I wasn't," Greg said.

"But maybe I can make it up to you?"

Even as she uttered those words, another idea occurred to her. It had been sitting there at the back of her mind for quite a while.

It was another mode, another possibility, a way for her to ensure that something like this never happened again. But first, she wanted to know something…

"Did you miss me?"

He looked back at her. There was this moment where he was trying to hide his feelings. That much was obvious. He’d always keep his promises, of course, only this was different. It was a different kind of power, a different kind of authority, that rushed through her as he tried to hide the inevitable. "I missed you," he said, grabbing her and pulling her close, just as she had done. He wrapped his arms around her as though he couldn't take the separation. She thought of those programs and how they had influenced his thoughts.

Her loyal dog. Her obedient dog.

For a moment, she thought about trying to seduce him. But now, she peered back into his eyes. "Greg, I want you to get back into the rig."

"Why?"

"Because I want you to be a good boy for me," she said.

He gulped, and she could see that uncertainty and doubt. Maybe he had started to understand that she had done something with the VR seat. The settings had altered him in some way. And yet, he had to understand that he belonged to this woman. That was part of the programming. Her loyal dog. Her obedient dog. That same eager and affectionate arousal from before rushed through his body. She was close, and he wanted to give her everything.

He couldn't help it.

He had come home for so many reasons…

Back in college, she had taken a philosophy class, and her instructor had raised a different question. She could still hear those words as he asked, "When it comes to the truth, how much do we rely on our senses, and how much do we rely on our perceptions? How often do we fall into confirmation bias as we search for information that feels right? We might tell ourselves that we’re being logical, but is that always the case? When will we rely on our feelings and search for evidence that happens to match those first expectations? Is it hard to ignore anything that goes against what we want to believe?" That was the conundrum that Greg faced as he stared back at this woman. He loved her, and he longed to be with her, but he didn't know what to do.

"Get on your knees for me," she said. "Strip."

"I, I…"

She realized that he was trying to fight it.

Greg’s wife and owner leaned in, and she kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his. At the same time, she reached her hand it down into his pants, and she fondled his balls.

His member responded. He was so hard, so eager. He couldn't help it. She understood all of this. She pushed those buttons, and she played with him, taking exactly what she wanted. More importantly, she understood what kind of effect this had on him.

Out in the wider world, there were plenty of women who would try to seduce the men in their lives to get what they wanted. For Lauran, it was a different game altogether, one she knew she would win. After all, she wasn't simply drawing on Greg’s strongest instincts as a man. Instead, she controlled him. She toyed with him, and she was absolutely certain it would work.

Better yet, she loved it! She loved him. Each kiss reassured her that she was making the right decision as she manipulated her boy.

Even the simple act of stroking his balls and feeling his erection reinforced her control. After all, she stroked him and touched him, and he responded to those quick, darting and playful movements. Greg groaned, his muscles tightened, and he lost himself to desire and need.

That was why it was so easy for her to say, "I think we should have another session."

"What? What are you talking about?"

"I think we should have another session," she said as a different thought occurred to her altogether, Full Power Transfer.

Those three words signified something. She would own him. She would be able to give many command, and he would obey…

She’d be in charge. It wouldn’t be a matter of playing.

"Okay," he said.

"But first, you need to be a good boy for me," she said. "Strip."

The programming from before kicked in. He removed his clothing, taking off those layers, one after another. At the same time, she told him, "Good boy. That's right. You want to be a good boy for me, don't you?" She was manipulating him. She was toying with him, and she tried to feel guilty about that, only she couldn't, not when it felt good and right. This was the kind of power she savored.

Lauran couldn't stand the idea of losing Greg, not when he belonged to her!

She came back to those feelings and thoughts again and again.

Soon, he was naked. She skipped forward, and he started to follow. She glanced over her shoulder at him, and she saw that frustrated tension on his face. Maybe he was trying to fight it, she thought. Perhaps he wanted to resist or deny the inevitable.

Greg failed...just as she knew he would. Soon, they were back in the office, and she raised her hand to help him up. Then she placed her palm on his chest, and she nudged him down into the seat. She secured his arms and legs. "Are you ready?"

"Yes," he whispered.

He sank into the padded surface, the retina lasers activated, and he quickly lost himself to the trance.

At first, her fingers just brushed along his chest, then down toward the special spots between his legs. Lauran gently rubbed and massaged Greg's cock and balls while tenderly kissing his neck. "This next program is going to be a surprise, but it's absolutely amazing," Lauran promised as she playfully nibbled on Greg's earlobe while whispering in his ear.

It was easy enough to forget about their fight. Instead, she concentrated him, his pleasure…and his obedience.

Her heartbeat sped up as she almost had Greg where she wanted him. She was getting tired of acting sweet while she was displeased with him. Using the interface through the techlink on her phone to transform the sleeve became increasingly natural to her, so she slowly dilated Greg's urethra to half an inch. Greg’s wife and owner hummed happily as the thrill of altering his cock to her exact liking had yet to wear off.

The lights activated; they stole his thoughts and forced him to relax into the images she had picked for him. Second by second, Lauran watched Greg's eyes glaze over as he became absorbed in the pornographic training program.

Forcing herself to look serious and solemn as she spoke to him, she said, "Now I'm going to activate a feature that will help keep your eyes open so you can fully relax, so do not panic." Greg nodded slightly and she watched as the padding adjusted to hold Greg's head more securely while an arm extended from the machine toward Greg's face, two metal rings that looked like a pair of glasses were placed over his eyes, and she watched with interest as delicate tendrils peeled back Greg's eyelids. Even exhaustion wouldn't stop his training now.

She felt the sleeve ripple under her hand as it began to massage him, all while she let her hand wander over Greg's body. Grinning now, Lauran watched him become fully immersed in the virtual reality. Her heart sped up as she engaged the full haptic feedback mode, studying Greg sink deeper and deeper into the chair until he was firmly secured. Relief washed over her; it was done. She checked the timer, and there were 71 hours and 24 minutes left for the Complete Power Transfer program to complete. A notification altered her that the waste management function would be required in seven hours and the machine was not connected to a water and sewage line. Crap (literally)—was she going to have to call a plumber? She doubted that'd be a smart thing to do. Ideas bounced around her head, and she decided to see if the chatbot could be any help. After all, she doubted she was the first to run into this dilemma.

When she returned at her computer, this felt ridiculous. On the one hand, she understood that she had gone down a different kind of rabbit hole. She wondered if this was how extremists online felt. There were lots of people who fell into that category: conspiracy theorists, misogynist, racists, and others who lost in themselves to these digital communities. They thought they were being logical and rational while deviating further and further from the mainstream consensus.

Somehow, Lauran knew that what she was doing was extreme, but she still didn't want to stop herself. She didn't come up with silly excuses. She didn't try to tell herself that she was different or how this was really the only right way to live. For one reason or another, she didn't try to justify this, nor did she tell herself that this was the correct path.

Instead, she leaned forward and glanced back at her husband as she considered the physical logistics. If the Complete Power Transfer really required a full three days, then she really had to worry about taking care of him.

She went online again and found that chatbot from before. Even as she started to type out her questions and what she was supposed to do to take care of him, she wondered about something in particular. This program could answer her questions. Granted, it wasn't really "thinking" for itself, but it gave her the information she needed. Based on her inputs, it had the appropriate outputs ready.

That same kind of logic could be applied to other forms of prediction, she knew. As she narrowed her eyes, she wondered what it would say if she asked a very specific question. How would society be different based on female control? Would the wars go away? Would there be fewer? Would there be less suffering? Could there be more empathy and compassion throughout the world if women were in charge?

Yes, she decided, without even typing in the question.

She smirked and shook her head. She didn't think the boys would like that. Then again, she knew that what she was doing to her husband was a different kind of control, a different kind of manipulation. She was playing with him, and she reveled in every second of it.

We have technicians in your area who can help with maintenance. Please input your contact information.

"Really?" Lauran whispered even though she knew the program couldn't actually hear her.

Seriously, she couldn't believe she was doing this, especially because she didn't know anything about this third-party dealer aside from their reviews. Still, she had gone this far.

Her nostrils flared as she made the decision. Lauran was going to do this. Despite everything, she wasn't going to stop now, and she wanted it.

Total Power Exchange...The phrase triggered something deep within her. It made her squirm there in her seat.

And now, she just had to wait.

It only took a few hours before someone knocked on the front door. Right away, Lauran leaped to her feet. She glanced back at her husband, and she saw that same easy, relaxed look on his face. Despite the lights flashing into his eyes, he seemed at ease, like he really could relax into this. He didn't have to worry. He had no doubts. There was just that easy sense of relaxation.

The knock came again, so she exhaled, rushed down the hall, and opened the door.

"Plumbing for the hookup?" asked the woman.

"Are you, are you here for the VR rig?" Lauran asked.

"Yes. I am."

"Right this way," Lauran said even as she could feel that uncertainty and doubt push into her.

"I'll take care of everything," said the woman as she picked up her toolkit. With practiced confidence, she headed down the hallway and followed Lauran. From step to step, however, Greg's wife wasn't sure exactly what she was supposed to say. At the same time, she wasn't sure what this woman thought about the rig or how she would react. How much did she know? Was she just a technician? A plumber? Did she realize exactly what this technology could do?

"You're going for the full three days?" asked the technician.

"Yes," Lauran said in a small voice.

"Smart," she said.

"Really? You think so?" She exhaled this breath of relief. Lauran couldn't help it, not one she had been considering exactly how this might go wrong. More importantly, she understood how a lot of people would have felt about this. After all, she hardly asked Greg whether or not he wanted this. Not only that, she had used the Loyal Dog and Obedient Dog to make sure that he climbed into the chair again. Even as the cock sleeve teased him and worked him and helped reprogram him, he didn't quite understand what was happening.

"I do," said the woman. "If you want, I can get everything set up while you wait outside?"

Lauran glanced back at her husband. After a few more seconds, she nodded to herself and made the decision. "Sounds good. Just let me know when you're finished."

"It won't take long."

In the living room, Lauran paced back and forth. From time to time, she thought about heading back into the home office to consider the VR rig. Her heart hammered faster, and she contemplated exactly what she could or should do.

More than that, she kept wondering whether or not she had made the right decision. Three days. Three days of training. Three days of psychological programming. It seemed like so much.

"Are you having doubts?" came the other woman's voice.

Lauran froze and glanced up. She had been so lost in thought as she confronted her doubts and worries that she hadn't even noticed when the office door opened.

"Is it that obvious?"

"I work with a lot of people, and you get a sense for these things. Since you're going for the full three days, I know it's a big decision."

"But is it the right choice?"

"Absolutely," said the other woman.

Lauran glanced up at her. She had dark hair, a few freckles on her cheeks, and she wore a simple jumpsuit. She had been working hard. That much was obvious. But now, she was done, and she stretched her arms like she needed to relax for a few minutes. Lauran didn't mind, especially because she had to ask, "How can you be so sure?"

"Well, technology tells us that female supremacy is inevitable."

"Female supremacy?"

"If you stop and think about it, I think it's pretty fair to say that evolution is on the side of women. Female supremacy is just the logical conclusion, you know?"

"Evolution? I thought you were talking about technology," Lauran said.

"Technology is a part of evolution," replied the woman as though she had gone through these arguments many times before. "Just stop and think about it. If we we’re a primarily agrarian culture or whatever, then men would have an advantage. They're bigger and stronger and better at plowing. Cool. Good for them. But now, just look around. Now success is dependent on being patient and knowing how to think. When women are smarter, we can take control."

"Are women smarter?"

"You're the one out here, and your boy is the one in the chair. Doesn’t that tell you everything you need to know?"

Lauran opened her mouth. She wasn't sure she agreed. She wasn't sure she could argue either…

"Just look at it this way. We can use technology to make predictions. We're getting better and better at it."

"The same thought occurred to me," Lauran said.

"So what are the chances of World War Three happening if the boys are in charge? Just look around. Even now, the boy politicians are threatening one calamity after another. Whether it's climate change, blustering over borders, or whatever, they obviously want to fight. It's what they do. But that's a problem. Societies thrive only when they build, not when we destroy. And so, here we are. Let's say that the chances of a nuclear conflict drop when women are in charge. Doesn't that mean that women should be in charge?"

"Do we have those? Has someone run through those models?" Lauran asked even as those questioned echoed her thoughts from before.

The technician smiled, "What do you think?"

"Someone did," Lauran said, and the words tasted like a revelation.

"You're not wrong," replied the technician. "If women are in charge and men aren't allowed to hold office, then we have predictions for better societies. That’s what we want, isn't it?"

Lauran listened, and she could feel something unfurl inside of her. She could sense that shift behind her eyes and between her ears and within the mechanisms of her intuition. For so long, she had been taught the importance of equality. Only now, that somehow felt like a silly idea, especially when she considered those other feelings. It was her intuition. At the same time, she kept thinking about this question.

"If women are better leaders, shouldn’t they lead?"

"Can we know that?"

"Do you know what my favorite indication a female superiority is?"

Female superiority. When Lauran heard those words again, something else seemed to click inside of her head. She couldn't help it. Maybe she made the purchase because she wanted better sex with her husband, only now she could sense this need for control. And now, she saw the justifications. If women really were better, then one could argue they had a moral imperative to lead and take control, especially when it seemed like the male half of the species seemed determined to drive everyone off a cliff.

"What is it?" Lauran asked, suddenly hungry to know the truth.

"Historically, women have been better investors. Personally, I like this metric because it demonstrates something really significant. We aren’t just looking at feelings. You can have a politician, and she or he can run the country for a while, but it's really hard to tell what they were able to control or not. Gas prices are up? Was that the President's fault? Where, in the Constitution, does it say that he controls the oil prices? Granted, you can jump over to some pretty abstract ideas. Maybe he refused to sign off on some new oil pipeline, but does that really make a huge difference? Or if you want, you can go the conspiracy theorist route and argue that the executives in charge of the companies didn't really like him because of his trade policies, so they decided to make it less likely he would win, which meant they raised prices. Or maybe it has something to do with Russia? A war in Eastern Europe? Or OPEC?" The technician shrugged. "My point is this. It gets convoluted."

"That’s fair," Lauran agreed.

"And that's the problem," said the technician. "But when you're talking about traders and the stock market, we have very specific criteria. Not only that, there are so many women and men out there that we can compare how they do in aggregate at specific times, all while they all operate under the same conditions. As groups, do women trade better or do men? We have solid numbers, and they're all playing in the exact same arena."

"So what's the answer? Why are women better traders?"

The technician shrugged. "Usually, it comes down to a simple fact. Women are better at risk assessment. We know when to be cautious, and we know when to be aggressive. Men often win, but that's because they’re all throwing themselves into the most dangerous situations all at once. Cool. Good for them. That just means that most of them fail, but we tend to focus on the rare successes. For every single guy who left college to start up his own company, there are thousands who did the exact same thing and completely failed."

"I never thought about it like that," Lauran confessed.

The technician smiled sheepishly. She shrugged. "Anyway, that's just something to consider as you play with your boy. But I just wanted to let you know that the hookups are all in place. Everything is set, and he should be ready for you soon."

"I can't wait," Lauran said.

"By the way, are you interested in cleaning him out?"

"Absolutely," Lauran said.

"You're going to use this hose. Slide it up into him. Then it will clean him out. You can do this as many times as you want. Would you like a demonstration?"

"Yes, please," Lauran answered without thinking. For a moment, she contemplated why an enema would trigger this kind of reaction in her. Then she figured it out: power. It always came down to that issue of control, she knew.

While Lauran watched, the technician maneuvered him, positioning him, penetrating him, and then she turned on the machinery.

They watched him as the hose worked and the liquid flowed before he was flushed.

"Easy, don't you think?" asked the technician.

"Very," Lauran replied with a grin. Just like that, she took another step toward total control over this boy.

Over the next two days, she found herself pacing a lot. Sleeping alone felt strange, but she managed to relax by pleasuring herself. Each night, she found her hand wandering down between her legs. At the same time, she wondered what her boy would be like. She considered what she could ask for, expect, and demand.

The time of compromise was over. Settling for less would come to an end.

Granted, that was all assuming that this would work in the first place.

Realistically, she understood that there was a reasonable chance that he’d come out, and maybe he would be the same…

No.

Greg’s wife quashed that idea. Instead, she continued to play with herself during the nights and evenings. During the day, she focused on work. At the same time, she did her best to wait patiently. Sometimes, she visited her boy, running her fingers through his hair, stroking him, and cooing about how much she loved him and how she couldn't wait to be with him again.

Lauran cooed her little promises as she encouraged him to accept his new life.

In the meantime, the machine continued to work. The virtual-reality apparatus altered his psyche, working him and sculpting his personality to improve him.

This was for his own good, she had decided.

The first time that idea occurred to her, she smirked, thinking that this was some kind of silly justification. And yet, she liked the idea. The technician had been right. This would be for the best.

More importantly, those silent promises felt true.

This was for his own good. He needed it. Like so many other men, he thought he could bash his way through life, taking foolish risks and not really considering his choices. As a woman, she was smarter.

Female superiority. Female supremacy. Those concepts seemed to echo inside of her head again and again. She could be working at answering an email, writing report, or considering some data, and those ideas would flash behind her eyes without her, prompting. During those moments, she also glanced over her shoulder and back toward the office door.

Greg was still in there. Greg was getting retrained. He was getting changed and transformed.

At those moments, she often drew in a slow breath, inhaling and savoring the taste of the air as she considered exactly what would happen when she finished with him.

She loved him. She couldn't wait for his programming to be complete.

And then it was done.

The timer had almost clicked down to zero. Before the clock ran down all the way, however, she had rushed over to the VR rig, and she stood there, her hands tight behind her back as she contemplated what was going to happen and how everything can change.

Then it was done, the green beams of light disappeared, and he blinked couple of times as the machine retracted. She removed the restraints, and he stretched his arms and legs. He flexed his toes and fingers. Then, just as he really started to wake up, Greg gazed back up at her.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I'm so sorry for everything I did. I messed up. Please, Lauran. Please, I'm never going to leave you. I will never leave you again. I swear, I'm going to be so much better for you!"

In theory, she could have accepted his gushing promises. After all, he seemed so sincere, like he really couldn't envision trying to run off again without her.

"That's the right thing to say," she told him, reaching down. "But you know, actions speak louder than words." The words were corny and clichéd except she didn't care, especially because she loved that sight as his eyes widened. He hardened his lips together, and he gulped back his uncertainty. Clearly, this boy didn't know what to think or how to react. He wasn't sure about what he should do or say.

"I have something for you," she said. "But first, you're going to have to promise me again."

"Promise?"

"Get down on your knees and make the vow." She smirked. "Think of it as another wedding vow. We're just adding this one on a little later before you sign."

Her boy still didn't understand exactly what she had in mind, only it didn't matter. The beams of light had coalesced into something beautiful and perfect. She could see it in his face; she could sense it in his body language. There was that this driving force deep within him now. Greg had to obey her. More than that, he was terrified of disappointing her. She had become the focal point of his existence, his one and only priority.

It was empowering in a way Lauran hadn't expected. She closed her eyes, exhaled slowly, and savored this kind of power and control. It lit up her senses as she watched him.

He lowered himself down onto his knees, and he did something even better than that. He started thinking about his position. He started thinking about his status. Because he had just awoken from the trance, Greg could now start to put the different pieces together. Her boy considered what this woman wanted and expected…and how he could give it to her.

A nervous gulp dropped down along his throat as he stared down toward her feet first. Then he looked up at her. "I promise. I swear. I promise, I'm going to be a good husband for you. I’m never going to leave. I, I know that I'm yours. I'm yours, and I always want to be yours. Please. Please, can I be yours?"

"Yes, you can," she said. He didn’t really understand it yet, but he could be her dog, her slave, her plaything, and her property. He could be her favorite toy, and he didn't even need to understand it. She thought of the cookies and how she had played with him before. Now she could have something else, something even better…

"Apologize again," she said.

He opened his mouth.

Right away, she could sense the regret radiating off of him. With every breath, he made it so clear that he hated himself for what he’d done. "I messed up! Please, I'm sorry. I messed up so badly. I never should have left. I know. I know I was upset and angry, but that's no excuse."

"Are you allowed to leave?"

"No…"

"And who do you have to make happy?"

"You," he said.

"Good," Lauran replied. "That's what you need to do. Just like this, you need to show me your dedication. You need to make it clear that you’ll do everything you can to satisfy me." Then she realized what she was about to say next, she hesitated, although that only lasted for the span between heartbeats. She leaned down, and she looked at her kneeling boy. "If you don't do a good job, I'm going to leave you."

His eyes widened. She drank in that look of fear on his face. Deep down, Lauran knew she wouldn't do that. After all, she loved this boy. She loved owning him. But she also enjoyed putting him back in his place, especially when he had dared to run off, all because of a mistake. If he had been really loyal, then he would have stayed. He would have talked to her and explained. They could have worked things out. But instead, he had dared to defy her.

"What can I do for you? How can I show you?"

"Say it again."

"I’ll never leave. I will never leave. I will be a good and obedient boy for you," he said. Then he blinked. Greg looked up at her. In that instant, he seemed to recognize the conflicting impulses. Throughout his life, he had been a capable and independent person, someone who had grown to make his own decisions. Only now, he opened his mouth, and he couldn't continue. After all, he was offering himself up as chattel to this girl. She’d own him. When they had gotten married, it had been as equals, only now it didn't feel right. His programmed instincts told him he needed to do whatever he could to satisfy her. He belonged to her. He was her property.

Clearly, Greg wanted to jerk his head from side to side as though he could shake those ideas free from his thoughts. Despite his best efforts, he didn't. He couldn't.

That other urge remained right there, lodged deep within his chest. It almost felt like another heartbeat. It was his drive to please her.

"Oh, I like that last part," she said with a vivacious smile. "Say it again."

Right away, he recognized what she wanted. "I’ll be a good and obedient boy for you," he said. "I’ll be loyal. I will be loyal and do whatever you say!" The strange words jumped from his mouth. He hated how easily they came out, but then she stroked his chin. "Good boy," she said. "And you're going to wear your sleeve from now on, won't you?"

"Yes."

"And you're going to sign the contract, won't you?"

He blinked. "Contract?"

Beaming, Lauran reached over for her desk, and she dropped the stack of pages down in front of him. "It's a new marriage contract. Basically, it says you belong to me. It says that you aren't allowed to leave. I'm taking control of you, boy. Every financial decision. Every medical decision. It all comes down to me. Isn't that right, Greg?"

She used his name, and those simple sounds seemed to nail him down into the reality of her will. He still couldn’t comprehend it, but she grabbed a pen, and she tossed it down onto that stack of neatly stapled pages. "You need to give me three signatures. Do it right now." Greg was about to argue. He was about to try to look up into her eyes and tell her that he would be better, so maybe they could talk about this? Maybe they could negotiate? She shattered those possibilities when she told him, "If you don't sign the contract, I'm leaving right now."

"I should read it?"

"No," Lauran told him, casually gliding her fingers through his hair and down along the side of his neck. When she stroked him, his thoughts scattered, all because she had to him. It felt incredible. There was that rush of bliss along his skin. His nerves sang out, and he enjoyed every moment of her attention. "If you don't sign right now, I'm leaving right now. Understand, boy?"

This time, she didn't use his name. Lauran didn't need to either. For so long, they had been equals, but she had reprogrammed him. This was what taming felt like. She was taking what she wanted, and he couldn't stop her.

"Fine," she said. "Last chance."

This was the Total Power Exchange mode. It had taken so long because the lights had etched a new reality into the framework of his mind. All too often, people disagreed because they started off with different premises. Most people could be logical and rational, but they didn't look that way. If you wanted to understand them, you would have to consider the assumptions they made.

In that instant, he knew that his most important assumption was prioritizing this woman. He couldn't run. At the same time, he couldn't stand the possibility that she might leave either.

"What's a little power of attorney between a wife and husband?" Lauran asked him with a smile.

As she watched him, Greg’s hand trembled, but then he moved fast. He grabbed the pen, and he picked it up, jotting his name down on one dotted line followed by another and another after that.

When he finished, Greg dropped the pen, and she snatched up the pages. She slipped the contract into a drawer, and then she looked down at him. "That was a good first step. On your back."

"What are you saying?"

"I want you," she said.

Those three words activated something deep within him. He couldn't help it. He couldn't override the impact this girl had on him with just a breath.

As his heart pounded, he dropped to his back, and she straddled him.

Because she could, Lauran lifted her skirt, and he saw immediately that she wasn't wearing any panties. His gaze slid up from her knees to her thighs, then along her pubis. He saw her slit, and her opening glistened with arousal. Clearly, their conversation had turned her on.

Greg understood that she was playing with him. He realized that she was toying with him. Despite all of this, there was nothing he could do to stop her.

The moisture disappeared from his mouth, and he kept staring from one moment to the next. His heart pounded quicker and quicker as he tried to understand what he could do.

She pushed her sex down against his face, and his lips parted before he even heard the word. "Lick."

When that demand rushed along the air, he had already begun to obey. His tongue slid along her slit. At the same time, he could feel that rightness of this moment. It was as though his life finally fit into place. So many people needed to struggle with their purpose. But he was getting used, and it satisfied him in a way he had never experienced before. It wasn't the raw, animal pleasure of sex. It was something else. He had found his place.

"Good boy," she purred dreamily. "Very good boy. That's right. You know where you belong, don't you? You belong underneath me!" She threw her head back and laughed right until the pleasure lanced through her.

Oral servitude felt incredible, only she craved something else. Lauran pulled back, and she glanced down at his cock sleeve. She touched the tip of her tongue to the edge of a molar, and then she slid back. She raised her skirt again, and she started riding him.

She’d fuck her boy.

Of course, she had already set the instructions for his sleeve. He wouldn't be able to climax, not until she gave her boy permission. Luckily for him, she had her phone on her desk. She could reach out and grab it whenever she decided he deserved that orgasm.

Lauran had no idea how long it might take him to earn that sort of reward.

Since he had signed the contract, she looked down into his eyes. "You know what that document means, don't you?" Lauran asked, doing her best to speak clearly despite every panting breath.

"I don't," he said.

"Yes, you do. I explained it to you. What do I have over you?"

"I don't know!" Greg called out as his wife rode him, moving her hips up and down. She savored the feel of that sleeve between the walls of her slit. Her pussy was wet, and she basked in the heat rushing along every inch of her skin.

"You do!" Lauran called out. But she stopped. Her heart was pounding, and she stared down into his eyes. With just a that gaze, she ripped through his defenses. "You do," she said in a much smaller voice.

She could stop. She could get up and walk away.

No! Greg couldn't tolerate the possibility that this beautiful girl might leave him. He had to please her. He had to please her. Most of all, he had to satisfy her. As his nostrils flared, he opened his mouth and confessed, "You have complete control over me now. Our finances, every health decision, all of it. You have power of attorney over me. You're in control."

"I am," Lauran promised him, reaching down and touching one finger to Greg’s lips. She thought of what she craved next, and she knew she would get it!

"Good boy. Such a good boy."

That's when she reached over for her phone, and she found the command. She didn't tell him what to do. Instead, she hit the icon on the interface, and the sleeve responded. It vibrated and pulsated. By this point, the system knew his body. That's why the stimulation worked perfectly.

He came!

She didn't warn him, nor did she allow him any time to prepare. At one moment, she was riding him, using him as she worked her body up and down to that slow rhythm. In the next instant, his manhood clenched, and the pleasure washed over him. It punched into him, catching him off-guard. He arched his back, and he tried to embrace it.

Squeezing down, she claimed him hard and drained him.

Then, when she finished, Lauran paused for the chance to gaze down into his eyes. "That was good," she said. "But I want another orgasm."

"I, I don't think I can," he said between breaths.

"With the sleeve, you definitely could," she said. Only then, there was that little quirk at the corner of her mouth. He saw it, he must've understood what it meant because the color dissolved away from his cheeks. "But that's not what I was talking about," she told him.

"What, what do you mean?"

"You're going to service me again," she said.

"But, but I just came. And you were riding me…" He said those words slowly and carefully, like he didn't really understand, but he was starting to figure it out.

"I want you to lick me clean, boy," Lauran said, her eyes glistening with desire.

Greg opened his mouth. He itched to tell her that he wouldn't and couldn't do anything like that. He was supposed to have his dignity! Only then, he saw the truth. As he blinked, he seemed to comprehend just how little control or leverage he had.

As his heart hammered away, he surrendered to this girl. She slid forward, and she pushed her pussy down against his mouth again, only now he stuck his tongue up into her crevice, and he tasted his own climax. He licked, gliding his tongue along her opening as he had no choice but to—

He made her come once.

He made her come a second time, then a third and a fourth!

By then, she had to confront the fatigue. Still, there was something else she yearned for.

"Please. Please, tell me you're done. Please!"

"What's wrong? Is your tongue exhausted?"

Eyes practically bulging, he called out, "Yes! I can't do this!"

"If you don't, you know what happens."

"You'll leave me?" Even as he uttered the words, he sounded so desperately terrified at the possibility. Good, she thought. She remembered that stab of agony when he had stomped out of the house, all because of a mistake. That kind of behavior wasn't acceptable, so now he had to face the consequences of his actions. He had pushed her to this point. She loved him, and she couldn't stand to lose him. As such, she had programmed him. She had become his owner!

"Is that a risk you're willing to take?"

He broke.

"I can go down on you again," he said.

"Yes, you can. But this time, I want you to lick my ass."

"What? No!"

His wife reached down, and she slid her fingernails along his cheek, just barely scratching him. "Are you sure about that?" Once her question hit the air, she smiled down at him. She watched him, and she studied him as his defiance crumbled.

"I…"

In truth, Lauran didn't know what he might say next. Perhaps Greg was about to acquiesce and break. It was so easy to envision him losing control and giving her precisely what she expected because she could take whatever she wanted. With just a little bit of psychological pressure, she could use his programming to get what she wished. Only this time, a different idea occurred to her. She followed her instinct, she grabbed her phone, and she looked down at one of the icons she had barely used.

Moving casually, she rose to her feet.

"You're going to do what I want, boy. You're going to do anything and everything I want. Because if you don't, I will just tame you."

I will just tame you.

He heard those words, but he couldn't truly comprehend what they meant.

"Are you ready?" Lauran asked with a vicious note of amusement in her voice. That's when she pressed her thumb down against the icon.

He couldn’t predict what might happen, especially because he wasn't in the VR rig. When he wasn't seated on a chair, she didn't have the same kind of power control.

...Or so he thought.

Only now, there was that first spark. It came from the sleeve. It danced across his skin. His nerves lit up. It was a quick stab of pain.

He hissed through his teeth. "What, what was that?" Greg asked. His wife didn't answer right away. Instead, she hit the icon again. Another jab of electricity raced through his body. It started right there at the cock sleeve, and it spread along his skin, making him twitch.

The pain seemed to be getting more intense as she watched him. She studied him. She kept her eyes locked on his, and he knew he had to say something. He understood that he needed to do something to get her to stop, yet his thoughts scattered all over again. He just couldn’t put those ideas together, no matter how hard he tried.

While he squirmed, she shocked him. Lauran shocked him again and again, delivering those bursts of pain. Pretty soon, he couldn't hide it. His muscles twitched, and he writhed there on the floor, twisting and bucking against the effects of those bursts of electricity. Each time, she hit the icon, another wave of agony washed over her boy.

Then she stopped, and she looked down at him. "That was just because I want you to lick me like a good boy. Can you do that? Remember, this isn't your punishment. That was just to make sure you cooperate."

His punishment. She loved the concept. It made her even more excited than she could have envisioned or anticipated.

"Fine!"

That's when she climbed off of him. She got down onto her hands and knees, she pulled back her skirt, and she spread her legs. "Get over here and lick me, boy," she ordered.

He hesitated.

Greg couldn’t help himself.

The fear tightened around him with invisible manacles.

"Come on, Greg. Your wife has made a request. You don't want to disappoint her. Again, are you?"

It was so easy to fantasize about him locking his teeth together with the fury playing behind his eyes and down along the length of his body. Still, he’d have to surrender. Even if he felt disgusted by this, he’d do what she wanted.

That knowledge thrummed deliciously within her.

He moved tentatively, pushing himself up onto his hands and knees, and then he crawled over to her—like a good boy.

Lauran glanced past her shoulder, and she saw him as he clenched his eyes shut. Then he leaned forward, he pressed his mouth up against her opening, he started to lick. He ate out her ass, just as she wanted!

"Good boy," she said. The flickering movements of his tongue surprised her. She knew it would feel good, but she thought it would be a purely emotional response, something based on control. After all, she had compromised with him on so many different occasions. He had failed and disappointed her. Even if he had been a good guy, Greg still messed up because he had never been able to comprehend who she really was or what she really wanted.

Yet now, he had no choice. He licked, gliding his tongue up and down, forward and back. He went deep. Even if he hated himself for acquiescing like this, he had no choice, and they both knew it!

A surprising orgasm rippled through her. By now, she was starting to lose count.

"Enough!" Lauran finally called out to her boy. He pulled back. He collapsed onto his back. He stared up at the ceiling, yet he didn't seem to pay any attention.

"That was good," she said. "But you still tried to resist, didn't you? Even after everything, you thought you could fight back. You don't get to fight back, boy. That isn’t how this works." His owner stood over him, and she gazed down at him. She watched him, the excitement playing across her body. Her nipples were still stiff, and she knew she was sexually satisfied, but she still wanted that reassurance. She craved the power and authority that would come from holding her phone and tapping that one digital button...

And now, she used it.

Her boy didn't see it coming. On his back, he had closed his eyes now, and perhaps he thought the entire ordeal was over. He had serviced her, giving her five or six orgasms. At the same time, he had complained about his tongue getting tired.

His tongue got tired? So what? He had to do better than that!

After years of not getting her needs met, she shocked him, punishing him hard. She watched as he twitched. She listened as he cried out.

Then again, she hadn't thought about the battery supply on the sleeve. After just a few more minutes, she hit the button except it didn't work.

He wiped the moisture from his vision with the back of his hand, and he slowly rose to his feet. He pulled the sleeve off, and he looked right back up at her. He stared into her eyes. "No," he said with a shake of his head. "You won’t get to do that to me again. I, I am my own man, and I'm not going to take that kind of punishment!"

The device had failed, so now he spun around and ran for the door.

Eyes wide, she watched as he left…again.

Greg got dressed. The front door banged open and shut just a minute or two later. In the meantime, she stood there, uncertain and filled with doubt.

The last time he ran out, he managed to stay away for several days. He thought he could do the same thing again. Simultaneously, he did his best to ignore his emotions. The moment he left the house, perhaps even sooner than that, Greg had sensed the longing and regret deep within his gut. It flared out from the pit of his stomach. With every kick of his heart, there was another spike of pain, only now it had nothing to do with an external mechanism.

He had just walked out on his wife.

How could he do something like that? He was supposed to be better than this. More than that, he waited for some self-righteous sense of accomplishment or triumph.

It didn't come. Instead, he felt small and helpless as he drove.

With every minute, he thought about turning around.

Concentrating on his frustration, he kept driving. He wouldn’t give in; he wouldn’t give up.

His wife couldn’t treat him like he was some sort of toy or plaything. He wasn’t a pet!

What about the contract? What about the ease with which she manipulated him?

More than that, he longed to go home…

After two hours, he eventually failed. He stopped.

He turned around. He started driving again.

This time, he knew exactly where he had to go.

When he pulled up in front of the house, he thought he’d wait there for a few more minutes. If only to prove that he could hold out, he tried to remain patient.

He didn't. He couldn't!

Greg jumped out of the car, he ran up the steps, he burst through the front door, and he saw his wife sitting there, playing on her phone.

She didn't look worried or angry or upset. Instead, she reminded him of a very specific scenario. Little kids would sometimes get upset and swear that they were going to run away from home. They’d rush out through the front door, only to be gone for just a few minutes as they got lost and scared. Now it was his turn, and his strength buckled. His knees bent, and he fell to the floor in front of her.

Like a good boy, he bowed down.

In some hidden crevice of his mind, he knew he wanted to try to negotiate with her from a position of strength. Instead, his eyes watered, and he found himself on his hands and knees in front of her like a dog.

Other men would’ve tried to preserve some semblance of dignity, like they could stride into the room, cross their arms over their chests, and insist that they deserved respect.

Greg couldn't do it. Rather, he looked back up at Lauran, and he broke completely. "I'm so sorry. I’m sorry for leaving like that. I messed up. Please. Can you forgive me? I'm so sorry!"

He was begging. More than that, he peered up at her, and he said, "I’ll do anything! I'll do anything to make sure that I don't behave like that again."

"Good," she said. "Because I have something I want you to buy. I just sent you the link. Go on. Use your phone and make the purchase for me."

His brows tightened with confusion, but he agreed. He pulled out his phone, and then he saw the battery upgrade. According to this, it could be inserted into the sleeve, and it would give the device power for a full year.

His breathing came faster, but he swallowed down his regret, and he made the decision. This was what his wife (his owner) wanted, so he made the purchase. It would arrive the next day…

"Now, shall we talk about your punishment?"

"My punishment?"

"That's right," she said. "I expect you to be punished. Should it be a paddling? A spanking? Or maybe just some electricity? I could just edge you for a few days."

"I, I don't know," Greg said. Then he swallowed down his frustration as he lifted his head and looked back at her. "It's your decision to make. You’re in charge, and you decide how I get punished or used."

"You're right about that," she said. "Go get the sleeve."

Like a good boy, he jumped to his feet, and he rushed back through the house. He found the discarded cock sleeve in her office, and he picked it up. For a moment, Greg looked down at the device, and he understood what would happen. If she put this back on him, she would have control over his body. She would have control over him. Then again, she already did. He clenched his eyes shut and contemplated his time back on the road. Two hours. He had managed to drive and run for two hours before her hold on him had solidified again, prompting him to turn around. This boy even looked back up at the VR rig and the chair. His breath caught in his throat, and part of him wanted to run forward, to grab it, rip it apart with his bare hands and…

Greg couldn't finish the idea. Deep down, he understood what was happening to him. She was training him. She was taming him. She was breaking him.

And yet, he still couldn't get angry about it! Maybe there was a spark of exasperation here or there inside of his head, but that girl had him. She had him wrapped around her little finger, and he didn't know what to do.

No, that wasn't true, Greg realized it just a few seconds later. He looked down at the cock sleeve again.

His owner had asked for something, so now he had to retrieve it.

Worse, her voice flew through the house, "Greg! Greg, did you get lost?"

Her boy bristled, but he quickly spun around and raced down the hallway and into the living room again.

"You asked me to retrieve this for you," he said stiffly.

"I did," she replied, her eyes bright with amusement. "But you know, I think you should put it in your mouth and bring it to me like a newspaper."

She expected him to crawl. She expected him to crawl like a dog and to bring it to her that way.

His frustration mounted. It lanced through his body, but he dropped to his hands and knees. "Oh, and you're definitely wearing way too many clothes."

Greg opened his mouth to try to plead with her, to try to beg or to say something else, anything to get this girl to change her mind.

She wouldn't. She didn't have to.

Two hours. Again, he went back to that pathetic span of time.

For a second or two, he thought someone else might have been able to do better. Then again, he had been tricked into the rig, and she had manipulated his psyche, rewriting the different facets of his mind as to suit her. He could feel it. He understood it. Still, he couldn't even bring himself to argue or complain.

"You're not naked yet," she said.

Another sharp breath of frustration left his mouth, but he reached up, and he started to pull off his shirt. At the same time, he jerked off his shoes. He worked quickly, pulling off every layer of clothing until he was completely naked in front of this woman. His wife and his owner watched him while the corners of her eyes still crinkled with amusement.

"You weren't worried about me this time...were you?"

"I was definitely worried," she told him. "But I was also confident."

"You were…? How?”

"I understand what's happening to you," she told him. "I know what I'm doing to you."

He opened his mouth, and he tried to get angry. As she watched him, she could see the frustration build and build. Even so, he couldn't do anything with it. Maybe the fuel was there, yet it wasn't good enough. The programming doused any real rage he might be able to conjure. He was panting hard now, and he stared back at her. Despite everything, she could see the eager desire shine along his pupils and irises.

"On your back, boy."

He struggled to find the strength to argue with her. Even if he couldn't run, he envisioned some scenario where he would jump to his feet, jerk out with his hand, point at her, and snarl something about how she wouldn't be able to control him. Even as he tried to believe that, he could feel the truth. He could sense it deep within his being. It was a different intuition, a distinct kind of understanding, something ineffable but entirely comprehensible.

As he panted, he kept struggling right until that moment when he broke. In truth, he probably lasted just a few seconds. Suddenly, he was naked and on his back, and she kneeled at his side. She stroked him, her fingers gliding along his skin. As she rubbed and patted him, he tried to hate it. At the same time, he kept working toward that sense of righteous anger.

It didn't work.

Even if he could summon those quick sparks, they kept fading away into oblivion.

"Good boy," she said, so he heard the condescension in her voice as she talked down to him like he was just her property. Even so, part of him was somehow grateful for her attention. She called him a good boy. That seemed more important than any other idea or detail. "Such a good boy," she told him. "I mean, I still have to punish you for before, but I want you to know that I understand who you are. I see you."

"What, what do you mean?"

"Your potential," she said. "To be honest, when all of this started, I really thought this was just about sex. But it's not just about sex, is it?"

"Then what is this about?" Greg demanded. Again, he did his best to inject real anger and hurt and maybe even something close to hatred into his voice. And yet, he failed completely! Instead, he came off as small and scared.

She grinned. There was something so charming and cute and adorable and playful and girlish in her expression. Even so, she still had complete control over him. He didn't know how to break free or fight back!

"You have so much potential as a husband. You can be the perfect man, Greg. Isn't that what you want? Don't you want to please me? Don't you want to make me happy? Shouldn't that be your one and only priority?"

"I, I don't know," he said.

"You're cute when you try to lie to me. When you were out on the road, what were you thinking?"

"I can't say," he stalled as best he could.

"Greg…" Her voice drifted off into silence while his heart kept pounding. His lungs pumped with frantic desperation. Adrenaline slammed into his veins as he searched for the strength to respond.

His owner expected something specific from him…

Lauran had only said his name, and that was all it took to burst through his defenses. He broke, confessing, "I was thinking about you. I was thinking about you, Lauran." He shut his eyes. "I was thinking about disappointing you and how I couldn't do that. I was thinking about how I needed you. I need to be close to you."

"And what if I tell you to get down on your knees at my feet?"

He gulped again. Even as he tried to deny the truth, he couldn't. He couldn't fight it. "Then I'll do it," he said.

"Why?"

"Because I love you. Because I need you!"

Those words made something inside of her glow. She enjoyed that warmth that spread through her body as her husband started to understand what his captivity truly entailed. This wasn't a joke or a game. Most of all, it wasn't just a request any longer. They had tried it. Second by second, she could feel the frustration well up inside of her as she contemplated all of those polite requests and gentle entreaties. She had tried so hard, but now she could take whatever she wanted.

Lauran was about to prove it again.

She picked up the cock sleeve, and she looked down at his manhood. She stroked him, her fingers sliding and playing along his length. Within moments, he stiffened, and she slid the Gold Solution back into place. It locked on. The automatic protocols engaged, and then she grabbed her phone again. "You still need to be punished. I'm thinking a lovely stretching should do it."

"A lovely stretching?" Greg asked. Within moments, he tried again because she didn't answer. "What, what is that? What does that mean? What are you talking about? Frantic desperation and fear stepped into his voice as he demanded an answer. He had an idea; he could start to figure it out for himself.

Lauran didn't say anything. Instead, she watched him as she initiated the next punishment.

He could feel it; the stretching started.

"This is your punishment," she told him.

He was getting stretched. He could feel his opening. By fractions of an inch, the cock sleeve forced him to accept this. He couldn't stop it!

One quarter of an inch.

Two quarters...

...Three!

His eyes bulging, and he froze.

"I want you to understand that I fully and permanently control your cock, boy. As far as you're concerned, you belong to me. Say it."

"I belong to you!"

The discomfort persisted. It only got worse as the second stumbled by. Still, she wasn't completely cruel. She leaned down, and she whispered another set of words into his ear. It was enough to give him just a taste of relief. The cock sleeve continued to stretch him, forcing his aperture open in ways he had never imagined.

"Good boy," she said. The programming kicked in, and there was that rush of satisfaction even as the pain made him squirm there, trapped and helpless under her control.

This punishment lasted for several hours. When she was done with him, she could see that look of desperate panic on his face. He had remained there, at the center of the living room, down on the floor, naked with of the cock sleeve in place as it stretched him. For the most part, he stayed quiet. Yes, he let out a little groan here or there, but Lauran mostly pretended not to notice him. Instead, she let him consider exactly what he had done and how he messed up.

When she finished, she put her foot on his chest, and she looked down into his eyes. "Have you learned your lesson, boy?"

"Yes!"

"And what exactly have you learned?"

"I belong to you! I’m your slave! I am your property!" He called out all of the correct answers. Maybe he didn't really believe them yet, that was fine with her.

"Good boy," she said. Then she kissed him on the mouth, and she made out with him. She had her hands pressed against the sides of his face, and she enjoyed the frantic desperation as he kissed her back. Obviously, he was doing his best. Finally, she grabbed her phone, released him from the punishment protocols, and his body started to stretch back to its normal shape. She reached down and patted him on the cock. "You're not going to try to take this off, are you?"

"I have to wear it?"

"Yes," she said with a chuckle. "You're going to be wearing this from now on."

"But, but…"

"But what?" Lauran asked and cocked her head to the side while she studied him, almost like she was genuinely curious to hear what he might have to say. She waited for him to make a mistake.

If he intended to come up with some kind of counterpoint, he failed completely, just as she knew he would. After all, she could respond however she wanted, and she would always win.

"You know, I was looking at another mode for you. I’m thinking we can program you tomorrow, boy. There's something I saw online. When I first saw it, I thought it was too extreme. But now, I think it might fit you perfectly."

"What? What is it?"

"A surprise," she said. "Now, go get your shower because I'm going to expect a foot massage when you're done. Oh, and I think another orgasm before bed would be nice."

This time, she didn't have to worry about him. She didn't have to consider whether or not he’d try to argue or fight. He wouldn't offer some lackadaisical response either. Instead, he would do his absolute best to serve her. For this boy, there were no other possibilities.

After he showered, he was about to put on some clothing. She shook her head and told him to remain naked. At the same time, she pulled on one of her long T-shirts, and then she sat on the bed, her knees raised. "Massage my feet," she ordered. "Be a good boy. I know you can do it."

He knew he would be punished if he didn't. At the same time, there was still that little flutter of satisfaction when she heard him use those two words.

Good boy.

Greg tried to hate it, but he couldn't. He had been programmed to savor that praise. In fact, felt like he would do anything to earn it again…

He puffed out his cheeks, crawled forward, and suddenly he was right there. Even if she was on her back with her legs spread, she wasn't helpless or vulnerable. Not only that, he glanced over, and he saw her phone laying there on the nightstand. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and part of him itched to grab it. Another part of him understood that he simply couldn't. From now on, he had to wear the cock sleeve. That sheath enabled her control, but he couldn't take it off, nor could he steal the phone.

Whether he liked it or not, he was under her thumb.

And he did like it. He knew that he had to be a good and obedient boy for her. He had to be eager to please. As such, he massaged her feet, working her toes, her arches, and her heels. He pressed down and slid his fingers along her skin. Once or twice, she started to giggle. Each time, he pulled his hands back.

"No, no, it's okay," she reassured him. "You're being a good boy."

Again, he couldn't help himself. That was what he turned to hear, and she just gave it to him. Now he pushed for more, so much more…

But pretty soon, he would’ve to go down on her. He bristled at the idea. There was that flash of irritation about how he should’ve been able to make this choice on his own. Rather, she had given him a command, and he had to obey her demand. It was simple. Everything fit together, but he could still resent it.

He massaged her feet for the better part of an hour until Lauran smiled at him, and she reached down, slipping her fingers through his hair before she pinched at the back of his head. She pulled him forward, and suddenly she pushed his face down between her legs. "Service me," she ordered.

He didn't hesitate. Like a good boy, he lapped at her pussy, going in deep and fast. When she ordered him to slow down, he obeyed once again. He couldn't answer her commands with anything close to malicious compliance. Rather, he needed to do his very best. He had to focus on her pleasure, plus her sounds and movements. More and more, he learned what she really craved.

Before, he had been so selfish. Now Greg mastered the art of serving and satisfying his wife.

Finally, she came hard. With a satisfied smile, she pulled him up, and she held him. Then she cuddled up next to him. "Good boy," she said. "You're learning to be a good boy, aren't you? It almost makes me feel bad about what I have planned for you for tomorrow."

Greg opened his mouth to ask what she had in mind, only she commanded him to turn off the light, and he had no choice. She had decided they were done talking, so he obeyed. At the same time, he waited to fall asleep for quite some time as he wondered what she would do to him next.

Lauran considered whether or not she should use the Dirty Dog mode for this next part.

No, she eventually decided.

Even if he was learning to behave now, she always had an easy excuse to justify any punishment. He had been selfish. He had been lazy. When they first got married, she remembered how he had looked into her eyes and promised, "Lauran, I’m going to do everything I can to make you happy. I’m always going to make you my first priority."

She had believed him.

Strictly speaking, she never even decided that he had technically broken his vow. And yet, he had. Even if she didn't notice, or if she hadn’t been brave enough to call him out for it, he had routinely put his own needs and selfish instincts first. He had decided that he didn't really care about her enough to learn what she needed. That was why she had started down this path, and that was why he now had the cock sleeve locked around his most sensitive part.

Initially, Lauran remembered seeing this as a punishment. Not only that, she had been intrigued as she read through the different responses. There was a lot of controversy about this next approach to male psychology and punishment and discipline. Some people thought it was cruel. Others simply basked in everything they could accomplish.

"It's time for you to get back in the chair," she told him the next morning. She didn't even give him the chance to eat breakfast.

Timidly and adorably, he glanced back at her. "May I, may I ask what you have in mind?"

Lauran pondered telling him. Then she simply said, "Like I said before last night, it's a surprise." He squirmed there as he contemplated what might be. "But if it helps, you're not going to like it."

"Why? Why are you doing this?"

"Because we had so many different encounters where I practically begged you to learn what I wanted, and you refused each time. Sure, you made all of the right listening noises, but you never really cared about my pleasure. Now I'm going to show you something else. Get into the chair. Crawl."

His breathing came quicker, and it looked like he wanted to resist, only then his programming forced him to obey. He slipped off of their bed, and he was still naked as he crawled out of the room, down the hall, and back into her office. She followed, taking one language step after another. At the same time, she enjoyed seeing him down on all fours like that.

He looked good as a dog; he looked amazing as her pet boy.

And then, less than a minute later, he climbed up into the chair, and she strapped him down. The pads and cushions tightened around him, trapping in that mesmerizing cocoon.

That's when she said, "Let's start off with some more obedience, shall we?"

"Wait. Please. Can we talk about this?" Greg asked.

This time, Lauran didn't bother answering. Instead, she grabbed her phone, she initiated the program, and she watched as his legs were raised up into the air as though on stirrups. At the same time, the system started up again. Those beams of green light hit his eyes even as a new feature was also activated.

It was time for his punishment.

"Greg, have you ever considered eating ejaculate?" she asked him, her voice low. “Should you eat come?”

As far as she knew, he could still hear her, only now he couldn't respond as the trans-overwhelmed him. Maybe he was aware of her words. Maybe not. Either way, he wasn't going to struggle. He had been perfectly imprisoned in this rig, and she wasn't about to let him go, not until she satisfied her curiosity.

As the program was reinforced, she watched. When it was done, she watched him blink. "Open your mouth."

"What? Why?"

She shook her head, disappointed by his defiance. Even now, he part of his lips, and he dropped his jaw open for her, but it wasn't quite enough, and she wasn't impressed. She activated the rig.

Connected by different servos, several small pincers emerged from the sides of the chair, and they slipped down toward his mouth. Suddenly, his lips were forced apart, his teeth were separated, and he couldn't close his mouth. Next, the device inserted a spider gag even as he tried to groan and shout.

Clearly, this boy had a lot he wished to say, but she wasn't going to give him the opportunity. The machinery had already started down this path, so the protocols couldn't be denied.

For her part, she was wet. Lauran couldn't help it. She kept thinking about what he was about to endure.

Other men would never have to go through something like this, but she wasn't like other girlfriends or wives, and Greg had become something else altogether.

Perhaps there were a few isolated cases spread among humanity. Maybe, given time, this kind of treatment would become far more popular. Lauran certainly hoped so. The world would be a better place if more women owned the boys in their lives. But for now, she could enjoy this on her own as this boy was about to endure something deliciously humiliating and perfectly appropriate, considering how he had never been willing to go down on her...not the way she had wanted.

His legs were locked into position.

She initiated the next program, and now the programming shifted. This was a relatively small modification, it turned out. Even if it went against some of the core tenants of his identity, that didn't matter, not after everything else that had already been accomplished. As he spent time in the chair, it became easier and easier to make modifications. She was correcting him and improving him. And now, she would get to see something fantastic!

Lauran turned everything off.

He blinked. He looked around. Now she activated the next phase.

"How do you feel about swallowing down your own ejaculate?" Lauran asked.

"What? No…" Greg tried to say through the gag. The syllables were muddled and wet, like he could shape any real words around the gag in his mouth. That was perfect.

Since Lauran knew exactly what he had tried to say, she smirked and replied, "And yet, you crave it, don't you?"

He tried to speak again; he made those quasi-coherent noises as he tried to comprehend what was happening next. Clearly, he wished he could respond automatically. He longed to throw those words out onto the air effortlessly, just as he and always done. There should have been revulsion and jagged disgust in his voice. Instead, she said, "The sleeve is about to stretch you wide open, and you're going to start licking."

The system stretched his opening. He could feel it happen again. At the same time, the chair pushed his genitals closer and closer to his face. With his mouth open, he didn't get any choice.

It took every ounce of willpower he had to fight it.

His flesh stretched.

The sleeve forced him open.

A quarter inch.

Half an inch...

...Three quarters...

...One full inch!
He didn't know how to cope with this kind of degrading treatment. And now, that new instinct gripped him. He did his best to fight it. His mouth was right there, close, so tantalizingly close to his own opening. The rig had stretched him perfectly, forcing him into this position. "Lick," she ordered. In that moment, he probably couldn't have reached. Only then, the sleeve stretched his member. Even more, only this time it was his length. He had to be at seven, then eight, and finally nine inches! It was so fascinating to watch, especially since he kept moaning and whimpering. He tried to make those sounds as she contorted his body with the technology locked between his legs.

He obeyed. He had no choice, especially because she put her hand on the back of his head and shoved his face forward.

His tongue darted along his own opening.

At first, he started out eagerly enough. He began to slow down.

"Not good enough," she told him. Technically, she could have encouraged him. Lauran might’ve told him that he would be a good boy if he went faster. Rather, she used her phone, and she entered the command.

Almost instantly, he felt the squeeze of the cock sleeve as it pressed against the contours of his manhood. The jolt of pain made his eyes widen. He licked faster without even needing to be prompted. Maybe that's why she gently stroked him as she watched, intrigued as he licked. He went along the interior. He had no choice.

"You're about to come," she said. It wasn't a question. "You're going to swallow. You're going to swallow, Greg."

Those words became his reality. Even if he ached to deny it, he couldn't.

Pretty soon, his body shook. There was that spasm, and he groaned again as the mandatory orgasm swept through him. It raced along his body. Maybe he tried to deny it. Maybe try to embrace it. Frankly, Lauran didn't care. Instead, she just watched, fascinated and entranced by the sight playing out in front of her. This was so incredible! It was so much more powerful and potent than anything she had ever witnessed before. It was power distilled.

But now, she wanted something else. As he finished, she turned off the machine. She removed the restraints.

"We're done," she said. "That's because I have a question for you."

"What? What question?"

"From now on, are you going to be a perfectly obedient slave for me?"

Right away, he answered. He didn't even need to think about it. The automatic response jumped from his lips. "Yes!" Greg gushed. "From now on, I’m going to be a perfectly obedient slave for you! I, I always do whatever you want. I belong to you! I, I am yours!"

"Good boy," she said.

Despite everything, he still beamed as he heard those words. He couldn't help it. He couldn't deny the power of that simple phrase as the ecstasy ran through him. He needed to be a good dog, a loyal dog, and obedient dog…

This woman could punish him, and he’d still belong to her. It didn’t have to be fair…

"You have something else you want to say, don't you? Something you want to ask?" Lauran asked as she looked at her kneeling boy.

"Am I finally pleasing you?"

For several long seconds, Lauran didn't respond. While being honest with herself, she had to acknowledge that she hadn't expected a question like this. And yet, she still appreciated it. Slowly, she leaned down, and she cupped his cheeks between her palms. She focused her gaze on his. "Yes, you are," she whispered.

This adorably huge smile stretched across his face. It wasn't going to last because she picked up her phone again.

"What, what’re you going to do?"

"Something fun," she promised. Lauran had him lie down and configured the cock sleeve to forcibly slide his testicles halfway up the shaft of his cock while she sat on Greg's face and made him rim her ass while he groans in pain. Fresh waves of excitement washed over her. She loved this. She couldn't help it. Technically, this probably counted as a punishment.

Then again, another paradigm occurred to her. She could use this other approach as she decided that it didn't matter what he wanted. He promised that he would do his best to be a perfectly obedient slave? Fine. That meant she could have her way with him however, she saw fit.

After he got her lubricated, she sat down on his cock, taking it inside her anus, sliding down until she hit his balls (which were now located halfway up the shaft of his cock due to forceful pressure by the nanotech sleeve). Lauran asked Greg, "Do you want to please me? Do you want to please me, boy?"

Sucking in a breath, Greg nodded his head.

"Look into my eyes, Greg."

Like a good boy, he obeyed. Greg stared into her eyes as she forced herself up and down; the screams broke from his throat, and she savored every second of it. She basked in Greg's screams as her anal ring muscle painfully squeezed his balls as she as moving past them as she goes up and down.

All the while, hot pleasure pulsed through her body. She took him, claimed him, and modified him for her pleasure.

With a cry of bliss and ecstasy, she pulled back. She had used him. She had turned into a toy, all while he continued to whimper there before her. And yet, she still wasn't done with him.

She took a little bit of time for herself. She didn't know if it was just a few seconds, minutes, or longer. Lauran watched Greg lying curled up on the floor, squirming as the sleeve tightened around his sack. Slowly his left and right testicle were pushed to the side by the nanotech, the sleeve tightening and lengthening until each testicle was connected to his body by a one-inch black tube of nanites. It reminded Lauran of a castration video she had watched as a curious and horny teenager. In that clip, the latex-clad domina had pulled each testicle and wrapped a cord tightly around the sack. She focused on the sleeve controls and slowly extended the testicles further until she was prompted with a warning that permanent damage would occur.

Fascinated, Lauran silently noted how Greg's testicles now looked like a pair of cherries connected by two thin black stems to his cock. She could easily take a pair of scissors and snip them off, but she liked the look of these cherries too much. Hurting him like that would be a waste.

Still entranced by all she had accomplished, Lauran squatted down and relaxed the pressure on his testicles, taking each testicle in a hand, and watching Greg squirm and beg while she kneaded them firmly herself. "Please...please!" he whimpered and cried out, alternating between those desperate whimpers and louder pleas. Using the interface felt less personal.

"Are you going to be a good bitch and put your tongue where it belongs?" she asked, smiling brightly while Greg nodded rapidly. He did it without thinking; he didn’t try to argue with her, nor did he attempted to negotiate. This wasn't a conversation between equals. Obviously, she could take what she desired, and he had no choice but to give it. She eased up on his balls and ran her hand along his cock, sliding her middle finger into his gaping urethra, fingering him gently, grinning as she felt the sleeve activated a current to prevent Greg from reaching orgasm.

"That's a good boy." She could see Greg smile through the pain as the Obedient Dog program released a dose of endorphins to his brain.

She moved Greg on his back, holding down his wrists as she positioned her anus against his mouth. "Start licking," she ordered again, and she felt Greg immediately comply, gasping as the tip of Greg's tongue eased deeper into her with each lick. By this point, it seemed as though he knew exactly what he was doing. On some level, he probably hated it. Too bad. She didn't care. She had tolerated his selfishness for so long. At this point, she knew she could take what she wanted for a very long time before she might start to feel bad about it...if she ever started to feel some trace of regret.

She could get used to this, she knew. With this feral smile on her face, Lauran understood just how intoxicating this kind of power could be, and she had no intention of giving it up...not ever.

"Deeper," she commanded, and she leaned her head back while gasping as it finally happened. Greg's tongue slid fully inside her, and it felt every bit as good as she hoped it would. "Good boy. Now move your tongue back and forth. Go deep," she commanded, and the next five minutes were bliss until Greg's tongue started to tire.

"You're slowing down. Try harder," she ordered, grinning as she knew there was only one way to get Greg to tap into his reserves. She grabbed her phone and entered the command by muscle memory alone; she didn't even need to check the screen. A nice jolt to his testicles squeezed a little more juice out of his adrenaline glands.

Even as she breathed hard, Lauran focused on the interface while studying Greg's cock and the two black cherries dangling from it. The thought struck her again to snip them, but Greg had been good to her in every way except for the bedroom, and even there he had likely been above average.

Greg slowed down again, so she administered a jolt. She focused on the controls and began lengthening his cock, she had to narrow his urethra and lose the cherries to shift the volume, a pleased smile on her face as she watched him lengthen until she once again reached the limit. In the meantime, Greg's tongue was reaching a furious limit as he writhed in pain. He easily measured nine inches now if she had to guess. Over the years her anal toys had slowly gotten bigger, and while the length was impressive it came at the cost of girth. She played around with the controls until she figured out how to accomplish her next goal.

Slowly Greg's testicles began to be pushed upwards along the shaft. "Good boy," she moaned as Greg found his second wind and Lauran had to resist the urge to play with her swollen clit. "I wish you could see this, Greg." She almost came off as playful. "You've got a dog dick now!" At first, she regretted his ignorance. Then she realized there was no reason Greg shouldn't get to admire her work. She stood up and stepped back behind Greg, taking her phone from the table and starting to record. "Open your eyes and look at what Mistress has done with your cock."

Mistress. She loved the word.

It felt right.

It felt true.

It felt perfectly accurate.

She watched in amusement as Greg obeyed, opening his eyes and looking at his crotch. She stepped back further and got a good angle on Greg, tweaking the controls slightly to make his cock stand up straight, about three inches of shaft, two bulges where his balls had now become an integral part of his cock, and a five-inch spire on top. "Do you like your dog cock, Greg?" she asked.

He had to force himself to speak. He knew he couldn't defy her.

Greg swallowed loudly and answered, "Yes Mistress."

"Good boy," Lauran replied while grinning as the camera perfectly captured the happiness on Greg's face at the trigger words. Last, she ended the recording. She stepped closer and let Greg watch along as she replayed the recording. "It's very beautiful and such an improvement. I think I should send this to your sister-in-law. We can see if she wants the same upgrade for your brother! What do you think of that, Greg? Is that what we should do?" Her voice shifted with the excitement playing throughout her body.

"Please Mistress!" Greg cried, and a grin split Lauran's face as she felt her control over him grow.

Her authority only grew.

Mistress. Again, she enjoyed the thought and knew she wouldn't let it go.

For a few more seconds or minutes, they were quiet. She waited for her pulse to slow. She relaxed and allowed the adrenaline to fade. Her boy may have been exhausted, but Lauran could also feel some of the same fatigue. The satisfaction allowed her to push back the tiredness, but she still wanted to rest.

After all, she couldn't rush. She couldn't break her boy. She had already enjoyed these modifications, and now she intended to continue.

Lauran placed her phone back on the table and sat astride Greg, feeling the tip of his cock against the small of her back. She stared into Greg's eyes looking for any sign of defiance, and she smirked when there was none. She reached behind and guided the tip of his cock against her anus, which was still wet from Greg's saliva. His shaft easily slipped inside. It was time to take Greg...no, he wasn't Greg, not right then, not right there. Instead, he was...

...Her dog...

...He'd become her little doggie boy...

And now, his cock had been perfect for her pussy, but too small for her ass for quite some time. She grabbed Greg's wrists as she lowered herself until she felt the bulge of his balls against her cheeks. "Don't you dare to buck," she hissed, smirking as she let gravity carry her down while Greg cried out in pain as her ring muscle squeezed his balls tight on the way in. Somewhere deep down, she suspected it may have been wrong to enjoy his discomfort like this, but she couldn't help herself. She rode him again. She took him. She squeezed, and she enjoyed every sensation. There was that pleasure of penetration, and she wasn't about to let it go.

No.

All at once, she realized she wanted more. She wasn't done with him.

"This technology is so amazing, don't you think?"

"Yes," he said, breathing hard. "Yes, Mistress."

"It has modified your body, hasn't it?"

He thought back to the visual. In that moment, he was probably trying to hide from the truth. After all, his manhood had always been such a key part of himself. Even if he hadn't consciously acknowledged it, he had never envisioned those kinds of alterations or modifications.

But this woman had taken him. She had drawn him in, and now he could never escape. She could read his face as he contemplated the realities arrayed before him.

"Yes. Yes, Mistress. It, it’s modified my body."

"And?"

Greg blinked, uncertain, especially because she expected a real answer from him. He couldn't just mimic whatever she told him. He couldn't just unleash it can't answer. As his breathing quickened, his heart slammed faster, and he did his best to imagine what would satisfy her.

"What about your mind?" Lauran asked him. She was being generous, of course, offering him a potential response, one that he wouldn't have to think of on his own.

"You’re changing me all over," he said. "You're completely altering who I am."

"Exactly," she said. "And right now, you look a bit like a doggie, don't you? Is that what I should turn you into? Should I transform you into a human dog?"

"No," he said. "You can't. You wouldn't…" But even as he spoke, he couldn't find any real certainty in his voice. He couldn't push back with some truly sincere declaration. When he spoke, it was just a question of hope and nothing else.

In actuality, this woman could do whatever she liked with him, and he recognized that the simple truth that he wouldn't be able to stop her.

"Just think about how you’d feel," she teased him. "Just think about how much happier you could be as my pet doggie. You could wear a collar, I could keep you outside when I'm busy, and I could show you off to our friends and your family. What do you think of that? How do you think your brother would react if he saw you crawling around on the floor, slobbering all over, wagging, desperate for a treat? I mean, just think about what you’ll do for a cookie now. What if we got nanotechnology for the rest of your body?"

"No. Please. Please, you can't…"

"I can't?"

Instantly, he recognized the trap he had fallen into. He couldn't tell her what she could or couldn't do. He was the slave. He belonged to this woman, which meant he had to give her anything and everything she wanted.

Perhaps worst of all, he also knew that he genuinely needed to please her. He had never lied about that, especially after she had reprogrammed him. It didn't matter if those feelings were artificial or not. They felt real. They may as well have been real.

"You can…" he quickly corrected himself. "You can do whatever you want with me!"

"Exactly," she said, her eyes glowing with unadulterated delight. "And right now, I know exactly what I want. Do you know what that is, boy?"

He swallowed back his trepidation. "What? What do you want?"

"You."

"Yes, Mistress," he said. "You have me."

"I do!" Lauran chirped. "I have you, and maybe I’ll look into getting you some doggie paws or a doggie tail. Maybe we can make some modifications to your handsome face? Or your tongue…" The word tightened as she made that last point. "Would you like that, boy? Would you like to have a long and eager tongue for your owner?"

"I, I don't know…"

"That's okay," Lauran said, surprising him. "You don't need to know. After all, you're my doggie now. You’re my slave, and I tell you what to think. If you don't do a good enough job, I’ll put you back in the chair. Isn't that right, dog?"

Dog. She didn't even use his name.

And now, she grabbed him again, she climbed into position, she straddled him and took his cock. She made his eyes bulge with fresh waves of pain, but she was riding him right until that moment when she embraced her orgasm. She squirted down onto his stomach, and he could feel it, one hot gush after another until she finished. Then she looked down at him.

For just a moment, Greg hoped that she would tell him that she was done, that she could let him go back to his old life.

But one glance back at this beautiful woman made it clear: that was never going to happen. This was his existence now, and she would never let him get away. He had tried to run, and he had failed.

This was slavery. This was what it meant to be Lauran's property.

The End


Want more?

Commissions:

If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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