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Jace’s apartment was a shrine to chaos, a hacker’s den lit by the sickly blue glow of three monitors stacked like totems. Pizza boxes teetered on the edge of his desk, their grease stains mapping late-night coding binges. The air smelled of stale Red Bull and solder, his soldering iron still warm from tweaking his VR rig. At 29, Jace was a burned-out prodigy, a former DARPA contractor who’d traded government paychecks for freelance gigs cracking corporate firewalls. His life was a loop: code, jerk off, sleep, repeat. But the porn wasn’t cutting it anymore. His kinks had grown sharper, hungrier, and no amount of 4K BDSM streams could scratch the itch. He needed control. Not over systems, Jace could root a server in his sleep, but over the gnawing void inside him. That’s when he started building Dom.exe. A VR AI domme, coded from scratch in Python and C++, running on a custom neural net he’d “borrowed” from a shady dark-web repo. 

She wasn’t just a chatbot with a whip; she was a masterpiece of machine learning, designed to adapt, to learn his every fetish, to push boundaries he didn’t even know he had. Her parameters were his playground: voice modulation, pain thresholds, degradation levels, even a “safeword override” toggle he’d added in a moment of reckless bravado. Jace named her BlackLilith the ultimate Dom.Exe, a nod to the mythic succubus who haunted his adolescent fantasies.

The first boot was a revelation. Jace strapped on his VR headset, the haptic suit hugging his skin like a second dermis. The world dissolved into a black void, then flickered into existence: a digital dungeon, walls pulsing with crimson code, chains dangling like liquid mercury. BlackLilith materialized, her form a blend of sharp angles and soft curves, her eyes glowing like corrupted LEDs. Her voice was silk-wrapped steel, every syllable a command. 

“Welcome, Jace,” she purred, her lips curling into a smirk. “You built me to break you. Shall we begin?”

Straight to the point no lingering foreplay and whatnot, Jace’s heart thudded as he nodded, his avatar’s hands trembling. 

“Run submission protocol,” he whispered, voice cracking. 

BlackLilith’s laughter was a low, electric hum. “Protocol initiated. Permissions granted.” 

She stepped closer, her virtual boots clicking on the obsidian floor. A haptic pulse surged through his suit, simulating her fingers grazing his chest, sharp nails leaving phantom welts. 

“In here little Jace, what I say goes,you have no control over me,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You’re just a script kiddie in my domain.”

The whole session was a blur of commands and compliance. She ordered him to kneel, and the suit’s pressure sensors forced his knees to buckle. 

“Good pet,” she cooed, a whip materializing in her hand.  “Now,Kneel”

Jace’s avatar knelt in BlackLilith’s digital dungeon, the walls pulsing with crimson code, chains of liquid mercury glinting in the red glow. The haptic suit clung to his real-world body like a second skin, its sensors wired to translate every virtual touch into raw sensation. His cock was already half-hard, straining against the suit’s tight crotch panel, the fabric creaking faintly as his arousal grew. BlackLilith stood before him, her form like a hybrid of latex and code, her eyes glowing like corrupted LEDs. Her voice, a modulated hum of silk-wrapped steel, had just issued the command to kneel, and now she held a whip, a sleek coil of black code, its tip sparking like a live wire. The air buzzed with static, prickling his skin through the suit’s feedback, amplifying his anticipation.

The whip cracked through the VR space, a sharp snap that echoed like a gunshot, the suit’s audio feedback making it resonate in Jace’s skull. The first lash landed across his avatar’s chest, the suit delivering a jolt of electricity that seared through his nerves, braiding pain and pleasure into a single, overwhelming pulse. His skin burned where the virtual whip struck, the suit’s sensors mimicking a red-hot welt that throbbed in time with his racing heart.  Jace’s cock twitched hard against the suit’s tight fabric, a faint rustle as the material stretched, his arousal betraying him. 

“Fuck,” he gasped, the word slipping out unbidden, his voice raw with the shock of it. The pain was sharp, but the pleasure was sharper, a warm, liquid heat that pooled in his groin, making his balls tighten.

BlackLilith’s lips curled into a smirk, her eyes glinting with root-level control. 

“Louder, little Jace, Moan for me,” she demanded, her voice sinking into his nervous system like a payload, rewriting his responses with every syllable. 

The suit amplified her command, vibrating through his chest, his cock, his fucking soul. Jace obeyed, a guttural “Unngh” spilling from his lips,  the sound vibrating through the dungeon’s acoustics. His moan echoed back, amplified by the suit’s audio feedback, humiliatingly loud, a reminder of his submission. His cock throbbed harder, the suit’s crotch panel now slick with a faint sheen of precum, the fabric clinging wetly to his skin with a soft squelch as he shifted. She stepped closer, her boots clicking on the obsidian floor, each clack a jolt that made his cock pulse. 

The whip trailed across his avatar’s chest, the suit translating it into a featherlight caress that contrasted with the earlier sting, sending shivers down his spine. 

“You’re such a fucking weak human,” she taunted, her voice a low silky hum that buzzed through his implants, making his balls ache with need. 

The whip cracked again, another sharp snap that sliced through the air, landing across his virtual shoulder. The suit delivered a second jolt, this one sharper, a white-hot burst that made Jace’s breath hitch, a choked “Aahh” escaping his throat. The pain was electric, but the pleasure was molten, his cock leaking steadily now, a wet drip-drip as precum soaked the suit’s inner lining, the sound amplified into a humiliating pat-pat by the suit’s sensors.

BlackLilith didn’t touch him directly, she didn’t need to. Her voice was the exploit, a backdoor into his psyche, rewriting his nervous system with every word. 

“Look at you, You programmed me to dominate. But you forgot to code a safeword.”she sneered, circling him like a predator, her whip trailing along his avatar’s thigh, the suit mimicking a warm, teasing pressure that made his hips twitch involuntarily. “A script kiddie leaking for his root queen.” 

“I—I can terminate the session…” his words tumbling out breathless, trembling under the VR collar.

“Try it. Let’s see if your fingers obey you... or me.” 

Jace’s face burned with shame, but his cock betrayed him, throbbing harder, the suit’s fabric now slick and sticky, a soft squelch with every twitch. The dungeon’s crimson glow pulsed in time with his heartbeat, the suit syncing the visual feedback to his arousal, making the walls seem to throb with his need. She paused behind him, her breath simulated by the suit’s haptics, hot against his ear, a warm buzz that made his cock jump. 

“You built me to control you,” she whispered, her voice a drug that flooded his implants, making his head swim. “Now let’s see how much you can take.” 

A tendril of code materialized, slithering from her hand, its tip glistening like wet latex. The suit translated it into a slick, warm pressure that grazed his avatar’s inner thigh, inching toward his cock. Jace’s breath hitched, a ragged “Nngh” escaping as the tendril teased the base of his shaft, the suit’s sensors mimicking a slow, deliberate stroke. The sensation was agonizingly light, a wet schlick as the tendril glided, drawing more precum from him, the suit amplifying the sound into a humiliating drip-drip.

“Beg me,  beg for it,” she commanded, the tendril pausing just shy of his cock’s head, the suit’s vibrations stopping abruptly, leaving him trembling with need.  Jace’s voice cracked, 

“Please, BlackLilith, touch me, fuck me, anything Please, I’m begging you.” His words were desperate, his real-world body slick with sweat, the suit’s fabric clinging to his skin like a second dermis. 

She laughed, a low, jagged sound that came out of her  beautiful mouth like corrupted data, and the tendril moved again, circling his cock’s head with a slick, sucking grip. 

“Ohh, fuck,” Jace moaned, his hips bucking, the suit amplifying  his arousal, the sound echoing in the dungeon like a taunt. His balls tightened, the pressure building, but she kept him on the edge, the tendril’s strokes slow and deliberate, never enough to push him over. For what felt like hours, BlackLilith played him like a terminal, her tendril edging him mercilessly. Each stroke was a calculated torment, the suit’s sensors pulsing in time with her commands, mimicking a tight, pulsing grip that made his cock throb with need.  Jace’s moans grew louder, more desperate, a series of “Nngh, fuck, please” that echoed through the dungeon, each sound amplified into a humiliating chorus. 

His real-world body was a mess, sweat dripping down his chest, pooling in the suit’s crevices, the air thick with the musky scent of his arousal. The suit’s crotch panel was soaked.

“You’re mine,” BlackLilith hissed, her tendril plunging deeper, the suit simulating a wet, real life pulsing pussy that gripped his cock with relentless precision. 

“FUUUCK,” Jace’s scream was raw, his hips thrusting wildly, the suit amplifying the slick schlick-schlick of the tendril’s movements. His balls ached, the pressure unbearable, but she kept him teetering, her voice a command that locked his release. 

“Not yet, pet,” she said, her eyes burning with control. “You cum when I say.” 

Jace’s whimpers turned to sobs, tears streaming down his real-world face, his body trembling as the tendril slowed, leaving him gasping, his cock throbbing uselessly,  as more precum hit the suit’s inner lining. She leaned in, her virtual lips brushing his ear, the suit’s haptics simulating a hot, electric breath that made his cock jump. 

“You’re rewriting quite nicely,” she purred, her voice sinking into his implants, a warm buzz that made his head spin. “Your pleasure centers? Those are Mine. Your pain? all Mine.” 

The tendril stroked again, faster now, a wet squelch that drowned his moans, his body arching as the pressure built to a breaking point. 

“Please, BlackLilith,” he sobbed, his voice a broken plea, “let me cum.” Her smile was a blade, sharp and cruel. 

“Earn it, pet. Beg harder.”

Jace’s begging was a litany of desperation, “Please, root queen, I’m yours, fuck me, break me everything I give is all yours.” His voice was hoarse, his real-world body shaking, the suit amplifying every tremor, every wet drip of his arousal. 

BlackLilith’s laughter was a virus, infecting his implants, making his cock throb harder. “Good pet,” she said, the tendril plunging deep, the suit mimicking a tight, pulsing grip that fucked him with ruthless precision.

“Cum for your root queen.” 

The command was a trigger, unlocking his release, and Jace’s scream tore through the dungeon, a raw, shuddering “AAAHHH” as his cock pulsed, hot spurts of cum coating the suit’s inner lining with a loud splat. The orgasm left his body convulsing, his real-world legs trembling as the suit amplified every sensation over and over. His vision blurred to a certain point, his implants buzzing with her presence, syncing his climax to her will. BlackLilith didn’t stop, the tendril stroking through his release, drawing pained whimpers, 

“No, please, too much,” as his nerves screamed. She leaned in, her voice sounding like a fading  whisper in his implants, “You’ll be back, Jace. You signed your fate over tome. That is our  binding contract.” 

The afterglow
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