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Artistic Captivity

Right on time, he was waiting for her at the restaurant. Good. Better yet, he seemed nervous.

Rachelle took her time and studied him for a few more seconds. She considered herself to be a student of the human condition, especially when it came to male perspectives. She always found boys so fascinating. Unlike many other women, she didn't find herself in awe of male achievements. Even when her contemporaries refused to think in those terms, they still took boys so, so seriously.

Rachelle, on the other hand, viewed males more like animals. Some of them could make excellent pets while others needed to be thoroughly trained. Those feral boys could be controlled even as they argued, fought, and resisted. Then there were the animals out there who needed to find an owner. These were the boys who secretly yearned for a hand on the back of their necks.

"What are you going to be, Peter Drake?"

Striding ahead, Rachelle navigated her way through the expensive restaurant. As she approached, she couldn't help but notice Peter's uncertainty; he was trying to hide it, but the nervous energy pulsed off of him. Apparently, he wasn't the kind of guy who visited a restaurant like at the Red Flame Inn very often.

This made sense. From what she understood, he was an office worker, the kind of guy who did reasonably well for himself. He could go in, worry about numbers, documents, and memos before turning his attention to his real passions after he left the office.

Those passions intrigued Rachelle Savoy, and they were the reason why she had invited him out in the first place.

The Red Flame Inn was an overpriced dining spot downtown. Parking was outrageously expensive, and the food even more so. And yet, it came with a specific novelty that seemed to attract wealthy managers and the fawning young women who held onto their arms. At the center of the restaurant, there was a massive, gas-powered bonfire.

Strictly speaking, the restaurant wasn't entirely indoors; rather, it was a large circle with tables around this enormous fire. The flames reached up toward the open ceiling toward the sky overhead. A clever ventilation system evenly distributed the heat, so everyone could be comfortable.

Still, Peter kept glancing around like he was worried he might get kicked out at any moment.

That is, he seemed nervous until his eyes locked on her. Obviously, he had seen her picture before, and now he started to shift in his seat, but he wasn't sure whether or not he was supposed to stand up.

Rachelle resisted the urge to smile at him. He was cute, she decided.

He remained seated, and she took the spot across from him.

"Hello, Peter," she said, careful to use his name. It was a cheap trick, and she knew it.

He was the only one sitting at this table; she couldn't possibly be addressing anyone else, but by using his name, she made herself sound more like his boss or his manager. She had already assumed a position of authority.


She wondered if he would try the same trick. He didn't.

"Hello," he said, holding out his hand. "It's good to meet you." "And you," she replied. "Thank you for agreeing to meet with me."

They shook, and he still seemed nervous as she pulled her hand away. Rachelle could understand why. She didn't think of herself as a particularly vain woman, but she understood how she could cultivate her looks to manipulate the boys around her. Peter seemed like a nice guy, especially from what she had read online, yet that didn't protect him. He couldn't deny so many of those instincts. He saw her wavy, dark brown hair as the tips played against her shoulders, the curves of her cheeks as they rose when she smiled, and the tips of her canines. He couldn't help himself. It was instinct, biological or socially programmed, and it made it much, much harder for him to think clearly.

Poor boy. Rachelle almost felt bad for him.

"Jacob didn't really tell me what this was about," he told her.

"I'm working on something, and I’d like your perspective. That reminds me," she

said as she pulled out her phone, "Do you mind if I record this?" "Go for it."

As she sat down, she crossed one leg over the other, straightened her back, and rested her interwoven fingers against her lap. "Tell me about yourself," she instructed.

His lips parted, and it was obvious he didn't know exactly what he was supposed to say. "Uh, what would you like to know?"

"Tell me about your criticism," she said.

Suddenly shy, he squirmed on his seat like he didn't know exactly what he was supposed to tell her. "Well, I do a lot of reviews, mostly science fiction. You can see a lot of my stuff posted online."

"I have read much of your work," she said. "Really?"

"Really," she said. In that moment, the tips of his ears seemed to glow a little bit, probably because he couldn't tell whether or not this beautiful woman was teasing him. Of course, Peter had encountered attractive females before, but there was something different about Rachelle. It might have been the circumstances of their meeting or something else, something ineffable. Then again, she always knew that she had a soft spot for nervous boys. "I even tracked down a couple of your reviews. There was one phrase that really amused me: metatextual femdom novella. You don't hear language like that very often, especially from something on Amazon."

"Oh," he said. His eyes had widened, and then he put the other pieces together. "But you're also a photographer, correct?"

"I am," he said, managing to maintain something of his dignity now. Good for him.

"Tell me about your work."

As she spoke, she decided to tease him. She shifted forward on the edge of her seat, and she slipped her right foot out of her high heeled pump. The tips of her feet started to brush against his ankle, his shin, and he started sputtering adorably. "I, well, I guess I focused mostly on nature photography." Under another set of circumstances, he probably would have been able to more clearly articulate his work.

"Your focus on photography?"


"I guess I'm just interested in getting unique shots," he said. "Plus, I really enjoy the freedom."

"Freedom? Really?" Rachelle asked.

"Yes," he said, clearly more confident when it came to this topic. "Photography gives me a good excuse to go explore the world. I can go out to national parks and take some fun pictures."

"I've seen some of your photography," she told him. In a moment, the muscles along his neck tightened, and it was clear that he didn't know how to react to that. Like many artists, whether they were writers or photographers, Peter didn't necessarily know how to accept the complement. "There was one piece that still struck a chord with me. The bison."

"That is a good shot," Peter said, feeling somewhat more confident now that he could focus on the specifics.

"There's something very sweet about that animal. He so big and so powerful, and yet his expression in that shot seems so vulnerable. There's this look of amusement and

confusion, like he's not quite sure where he belongs or what he’s doing here."

"I had a lot of fun with it."

"So are you sure that photography is really about freedom? One might say that it's more about captivity," she pointed out.

Diplomatically, he asked a simple, "How so?"

"Well, photography, by definition, is about creating boundaries. As an artist, you look out at the world, and you frame it for your viewer. Fundamentally, that's photography. Beyond the lenses, the digital manipulation, and the other choices you might make, it's ultimately about where are you going to put those four lines? What do you, as a photographer, decide the world should see? When you do your job right, you frame some detail or image that other people might not have noticed. You highlight something special by taking a captive."

"I never thought of it that way," he said truthfully.

"You're an interesting specimen, Peter Drake," she told him. At the same time, she brushed the tips of her foot against his thigh, and he shifted nervously. Obviously, he enjoyed the attention, and he craved more. Even so, he doesn't know what to do. Although Rachelle had only just met this young man, she was confident that he wanted this to continue, yet he feared making any decision. He was worried that if he moved in the wrong direction, then she might pull away and stop.

"So," he said as her foot continued to glide in massage along his pants, "Did you just want to meet up to talk about the nature of art?"

"Actually, I have an exhibit," she said. "I'm hoping you'll be a part of it." "A part of the exhibit?" Peter said.

She was graceful and dexterous; she knew exactly how to maneuver her body, because at that moment, she stretched her foot down along his inner thigh, and she even rubbed his erection. The servers and other patrons of this high-end restaurant had no idea what was going on at that moment. With her back straight, she seemed completely at ease, like they really were discussing nothing but the nature of art.

"If you're feeling brave, I can take you back to my studio. I have something very special planned, and I would like you to be a part of it. What you think, Peter? Would you like to join me? Would you like to help me?"


His breathing came out in desperate gasps now. His eyes widened, and he was holding onto the edge of the table. Rachelle Savoy seemed completely at ease, yet Peter could barely keep his reactions in check.

"Yes. Yes, please," he said, panting out those words.

She pulled her foot away, and she grinned at him. "Let's eat, then we can go." She made the decision, snapped her fingers, and the server appeared as though he had been waiting for her signal the entire time.

As she started to order, Rachelle also noticed Peter's attention; although they had just met, and although he knew very little about this woman, he was still wondering what she had planned. Good. He didn't know, yet she suspected he would still be the perfect candidate for what she had in mind. This was going to be good.

Over the course of their meal, they chatted.

She learned more about him, and it was obvious he tried to hide his attraction to her, but Rachelle had no problem reading this male. He attempted to hide his feelings, but he couldn't. There were those furtive little glances and the way he paused at certain moments.

When the bill came, he started to reach for his wallet, but Rachelle was far quicker.

She paid, she studied, and she motioned for him to follow.

Obediently, he rose to his feet, and she reached out. She was already several steps ahead, but she splayed her fingers, and it took Peter a second to figure out what was going on. Tentatively, he reached out, thinking maybe this was a mistake. But then she latched on, she held his hand, and she guided him out of the restaurant. He expected to walk into the parking lot, but they headed down the street instead.

"I want you to know that I don't have a particular ideological bent when it comes to the question of art and the nature of freedom. To be honest, I think this is a paradox."

"Which part?" Peter asked as he worked to keep up. She strode quickly down the street. Yes, it was late at night, and the moon was bright overhead, yet it's light couldn't compete with the streetlights or the neon signs flashing from different restaurants and shops.

As she marched ahead, heedless of her high heels, Rachelle glanced back at him and said, "The relationship between the artist, freedom, and captivity. It's all a paradox."

"Where do you see the contradiction?" Peter asked, suddenly proud of himself for asking a specific question.

"In theory, an artist can do anything. She can explore the world however she sees fit. This becomes even more apparent if we look at art that has weaker connections to reality."

"Weaker connections to reality?"

"Painters, for example, are only limited by their materials. A painter can sit down and create something entirely imaginary. Yes, these ideas and designs came from her mind, which was obviously influenced by her experiences, but she can paint a person she has never met. She can try to envision something new. As a photographer, you're bound by what you actually see. As a photographer, you can't just create entirely new images. Maybe, with software, you can combine different pieces, but then that's a hybrid approach, don't you think?"

"I suppose so," he said.


"But you still have a great deal of freedom. As the photographer, you still get to pick where you want to aim your camera. You decide the direction of your lens. In doing so, you get to make a choice. That, more than anything, I think is what attracts artists to a very, very difficult profession."

Suddenly, they were in front of another storefront, only this one was different. There weren't mannequins in the windows dressed in beautiful fabrics. Instead, the windows had been covered in some kind of faux obsidian. It shined under the light, and he could see his reflection.

"My studio," she said.

She unlocked the door with a key, opened it, and motioned for him to go inside.

Cold air rushed along his cheeks as he stepped over the threshold, and he still couldn't see anything. Finally, she hit the light, and then there were the different screens, yet they were all blank. Not only that, he saw a large, dark and gossamer curtain off to one side. The space seemed smaller than he expected, like there would be more in a back room or maybe behind the curtain.

"Spartan," he said.

"I know other artists like to display their work on campuses, but I prefer screens. I know that it sounds trite, especially these days, but there's something special about the flexibility of pixels. Besides, I hope to offer my viewers an experience. That's easier to accomplish when they can see images shift and I can control the pace.

"So you're a filmmaker?"

"Almost," she said. "I suppose that's the difficulty of trying to establish boundaries.

Again, we have that paradox, don't we?"

He nodded along as he started to wander the perimeter, but he still didn't see anything that he was supposed to examine or talk about. Maybe she was going to turn on the screens for him?

"If an artist creates a sequence of paintings, does that make it a film? They don't move fast enough to generally qualify, but the art is no longer one static image. I suppose it’s the spectrum, like so much else in the world."

"Yes," he said as he started to turn around.

When he faced her again, she was right there, just a few inches away. In her high heels, her height matched his, and her eyes twinkled with something hungry and eager.

Politely, Peter started to step back, only she took him by his wrist. Her touch was light, yet he knew he wouldn't be able to break free. There was something about the gravity of her personality, like this woman knew she could take whatever she wished from him.

"I'm going to kiss you," she said, dropping her voice to a whisper. It wasn't a request; it wasn't an offer either.

Still holding onto his hand, she reached up with her free arm, and her fingers brushed along the back of his neck. She leaned forward, and suddenly he felt the soft give of her firm breasts against his chest. Then she tilted his head to the side, and she kissed him lightly. Her lips just barely brushed his.

When she had touched and teased him back at the restaurant, he had barely been able to control his erection. Over the course of their meal and conversation, he had gotten his body back under control, only now the desperation pulsed through him twice as powerfully as before. She was so close, and she was kissing him, and it felt amazing!


Raw excitement raced through his body, speeding his heart and making it more difficult to breathe, but he didn't care.

He tried to push at her several times, to take control and seize the initiative, but Rachelle Savoy never allowed him the privilege. Instead, she held her ground, and she pressed her lips to his. Their mouths hungrily teased and played against one another.

"You're going to be perfect," she said, breaking off for just a moment. Then she leaned in and kissed him again. Not only that, she pushed him, and he was walking backwards. He didn't know what was happening, but he followed her guidance. He allowed her to shove him past the dark curtain and into another space.

"Are you ready? Are you ready to serve?"

"Yes," he said. "Yes, I'll do whatever you want." Of course, he had no idea what that meant. In his imagination, he probably envisioned a scenario where he would go down on her or something. After all, Peter was an excellent lover. Unlike so many other boys out in the world, he understood that his skill and his partner's pleasure didn't depend on any particular physical trait. It wasn't about size, height, or his muscles. Instead, it was about his determination to pleasure her, his ability to think about her needs, and his willingness to caress and lick and pay attention.

"Good," she said. She reached out with one hand, and she turned on the lights.

He glanced around for just a moment, and that's when he saw the shelves. They were covered with different items: clips, paddles, clamps, and other, even more esoteric items. He recognized some, not all, of them.

Wait. What was going on?

Peter wanted to ask those questions, but then she pulled away, she grinned at him, and she placed one hand on his chest. Then she leaned forward, and she shoved him down. He lost his balance, and he stumbled onto a table. It was padded. It felt good, but she followed just a second later, shoving him down and straddling him.

"I want you, Peter. I want you for my exhibit. I'm going to make something amazing, and you're going to be part of it."

He had this gorgeous woman straddling his chest, and he loved the heat from her inner thighs. There was something so amazing about the weight of her body, sleek and petite all at the same time. But then she leaned down, she grabbed him by both of his wrists, and she brought them up toward the corners of the table.

He hadn't gotten a good look at this piece of furniture. He didn't understand what was about to happen.

Rachelle did.

She shoved his hands down against the opened manacles. His wrists hit the pressure plates, and the shackles engaged, locking around his limbs.

A fueled panic ran through his body as he tried to pull free from those metal cuffs, but the cold steel wouldn't yield.

"What, what is this?" Peter asked.

"I told you," she said. "This is all part of my exhibit." She made it sound perfectly normal, easy, and natural.

Another grin touched her lips as she leaned down and indulged. She started kissing him again. At first, he attempted to speak, to ask one question or another, but he couldn't shape those syllables. Within moments, he surrendered. Yes, he was chained down, but Jacob had vouched for this woman, right? She was someone powerful and successful.


Maybe he didn't know about her art, but the world is a big and complicated place, so that didn't mean anything. Besides, she felt so amazing!

If any doubts remained, they quickly dissipated as she reached between his legs. She found the outline of his erection, and she started massaging him, gently touching and teasing him through the layers of his boxers and his pants. He groaned, desperate for more.

But then the pressure dissipated, she sat up, and she retreated back to the foot of the table. She grabbed his right ankle, and she shoved it down against another shackle. It snapped into place. She did the same with his left ankle.

Now he was spread out with his arms and legs bound to this device, and she grinned

again.

"What, what are you going to do?" Peter asked. As hard as he tried, he couldn't inject

any panic or worry into his voice. Instead, he was hoping that she would climb up on top of him again, straddle him, press his cheeks and light her lips along his.

Instead, she slipped off of the table, she reached underneath into a hidden drawer, and she pulled out a pair of scissors.

"What, what're you doing?" Peter asked. This time, the nervous energy came naturally, rippling through each of his words.

"Shush," she said.

That's all she gave him. He didn't even know if that qualified as a real word.

But then she grabbed his right pants leg, and she snipped through the fabric. The sharp blades came together, slicing. Then she worked her way up along the length of his leg. At first, he couldn't decide whether or not he should struggle. He understood that he wouldn't be able to break through the metal, and what if he knocked the plates to the side? What if he actually got himself cut?

He froze up for the first few seconds as she shredded the right side of his pants.

Then she did the same with his left, and next, she went for his boxers. "No!"

"Peter," she said his name and grinned down at him, "You're a boy. You don't get to tell me what to do."

She cut through his underwear, grabbed at the scraps of fabric, and tossed them down onto the floor. Next, she went for his shirt, and she did the exact same thing. Finally, she removed his shoes and socks.

He was completely naked now. "Tell me, how do you feel?"

"Confused. Frustrated," he said. Then he took a breath, and he knew that this game had to end, especially because he still had no idea what she really had planned for him. She flipped her hair to the side, stretched her hands over her head, and then she stepped away from the table altogether.

As she walked over to the shelves, Peter knew he had to talk to her. He had to articulate himself clearly as he said, "You have to let me up right now."

"Oh? And why do I have to do that?"

His muscles tightened, and he didn't know what to do or say. Instinctively, he yanked against the metal cuffs around his wrists, but he still couldn't break free!

He closed his eyes, and he tried to find the right words, "Look, I don't know what this is supposed to be, but I'm not going to cooperate. I'm..."


Right as he tried to finish that sentence, she shoved the ball gag down into his mouth. He tasted the black rubber before she pulled the leather straps connected to that sphere along his cheeks and to the back of his skull. Then she connected the clasps, drawing them tight.

A fresh wave of fear combined with hot aggravation surged through him. He twitched and struggled, but then she grinned down at him. "It's okay. I know that you're looking forward to helping me. Boys are so easy to read."

As she spoke, she reached down, and she brushed her fingers along his scrotum, up to the base of his shaft, then along his length. At the tip, she ran the soft pad of her pinky around his opening. He was so hard! He tried to hate those sensations coursing through his body, but the sparks of electric need overwhelmed everything else.

Instead of demanding his freedom, he started to moan into the gag locked between his teeth. He struggled to speak, but then she gripped his cock in the palm of her hand and wrapped her fingers around his circumference. She teased him as she worked her hand up, down, up again, all while he futilely struggled against his restraints. The shackles held him down and kept him helpless, exactly where and how she wanted him.

Then she let go, and she said, "Don't worry. I'm sure you're going to enjoy modeling for me."

That's when she let go, and his brows creased with confusion, but he really didn't understand what was going on.

She was only gone for a few seconds. When she returned from those assorted shelves, she held onto a black, silken blindfold. Errant dribbles of light reflected along the surface even as she brought it down.

He tried to jerk his head to the left, to the right, to stop her from taking away his sight, but it was no use. She knew what she was doing, and she was confident and quick. Pretty soon, the blindfold was pressed just above the ridge of his nose, and he blinked, but he couldn't tell the difference between the inside of this blindfold and the inside of his eyelids.

Then her breath was right there, warm against his ear, "Just relax. Relax and cooperate. If you are a good boy, then this will be a lot easier for you."

"I'm not going to cooperate!" Peter tried to shout back at her, but most of the noise was absorbed by the rubber ball still wedged between his teeth. He did his best to coax the fury, but she must have sensed his aggravation because she stroked his cock again, gently teasing him.

Then the touch disappeared, and he tried to listen to the sounds of her high heels clicking against the concrete floor.

He blinked and turned his eyes from side to side as he searched for some detail, some hint of light, something that would tell him that the blindfold wasn't completely effective. And yet, despite his best efforts, he still couldn't see anything! He couldn't even talk!

She came back. He heard her footsteps, and then she gave a very simple command, "Lift your head."

"I won't!" Peter called out, the words muted and turned to gibberish by his ball gag.

She chuckled, put one hand on the back of his head, forced him up, and then she slipped the collar around his neck. She drew it tight and securely locked it. He heard the telltale click, and his insides clenched as he wondered what else she had planned for him.


"Here's the thing that you need to understand, Peter. Tonight, I'm the artist. Tonight, you're the subject. That's what my followers expect to see, and that's exactly what I'm going to give them. You can try to fight it, but it won't do any good. Tonight, you're the bison." She chuckled to herself, patted him on the head, and stepped away again.

Where was she going now? What was next? He didn't have to wait long to find out.

With his hands over his head, he didn't think much about his limbs or his fingers, especially because it wasn't like he could grab at anything or fight back. Only then, she pulled the first leather glove over his right hand, then his left. She pulled the straps tight, and he tried to flex his fingers, but he couldn't! These restrictive mittens made it impossible for him to use his fingers!

A strange thought occurred to him. Without the use of his hands, he wouldn't be able to work a doorknob. If he couldn’t work a doorknob, then he wouldn't be able to get out of her studio…Her studio just became his cage.

She wasn't done.

Next, she commanded, "Lift the small of your back off of the table." He thought he heard the jingle of a belt of some kind. But why would she want him to do this?

"Peter, I will tell you again."

Despite her threat, he braced himself. He remained right there, blindfolded, gagged, collared and naked. His fingertips pushed down into the palms of his hands as the heat gathered beneath the stiff leather. At the same time, his heart kept pounding, one kick after another right there at the center of his chest until she came back.

He hadn't even realized she had left, only now something smooth and wooden stroked his thigh.

What was it? What was she doing? What did she have planned?

Peter gulped and did his best to tell himself that he wasn't really nervous. Only then she jerked the paddle into the air, and she brought it down hard. The splash of pain caught him completely off guard. He tensed up, squirmed, and wiggled against his bonds, but he still couldn't go anywhere.

"I want you to know something, Peter. I do enjoy punishing you. There's something so simple and remarkable about holding onto this paddle and knowing that I can bring it down against your skin whenever I want. And each time I do, it's going sting. But even though I enjoy punishing you, I won't do it unfairly. I gave you a command, and you decided to disobey me. As far as you're concerned, I own you. I lured you back here, I kissed you, and what did you do? You practically crawled right up onto that table and into the shackles. Face it, boy. You belong to me."

He hissed a breath into his nostrils, and he wished he could disagree, but it was impossible for her captive to articulate a single word, let alone any sort of coherent rebuttal.

And now, she struck again, going for that same patch of skin. She struck his right thigh, bringing the paddle down hard. Hot pain coursed through his body, glancing from one nerve to another. Without even meaning to, he arched his back, and she slipped something around his waist.

Next, she freed his right hand, and he hardly recognized what was happening until she jerked his hand down toward the belt, and then he heard another click. Suddenly, he pulled, but his hand had been strapped to his waist!


"Don't fight me," she said as she freed his left arm. She chained that one to his belt as well. Then she grinned, and she asked, "Are you going to cooperate?"

Confused and defiant, he shook his head from side to side. No! He wouldn't yield to her!

Peter didn't understand precisely what she had in mind, but he was going to make it impossible for her.

Then he froze when the paddle slid along his right thigh, then his left... "You'll cooperate," she promised.

The paddle's touch vanished. Still blindfolded, he didn't know what he was supposed to do. He held his breath and braced himself.

Yes, she struck. Yes, she brought the paddle down hard and fast. It crashed against his exposed flesh, and a fresh dose of pain exploded through his body.

"You will cooperate," she promised again.

Quivering, he didn't understand why the paddling had stopped, yet he had to do something. Thinking through the blizzard of pain felt impossible, so he nodded his head down and up. Yes, he would cooperate. Yes, he would be good, obedient boy.

"Relax," she said.

He didn't understand, but then she tapped the tip of her finger against of the base of his cock. "Right here, I want you to relax. You have five minutes."

He didn't know what was going on. He couldn't know about the pictures she was taking with her cell phone or how she was uploading them to her new program. She loved having him right there, on his back, spread out, especially because this look of concentration stretched across his features despite the gag.

Checking on her phone, she nodded to herself, content with this phase of the project.

After she reviewed those first sets of pictures, she stowed her phone, gazed down at him, and said nothing at all. She didn't make a sound, so the blindfolded boy couldn't know exactly what might happen to him next. Still, he had this delightful look of concentration on his face.

She could have asked him what he was thinking and what kinds of mental imagery played out behind his eyes and between his ears, only she enjoyed the quiet. Not only that, she marveled at how his shaft started to soften.

Before he could lose control again, she grabbed some of her equipment. She set something there on the base of his stomach, and he tried to whimper out an answer for a question, only she had something else to focus on.

She knew his shaft might not remain soft for long, so she slipped the tube over his member. Next, she connected the ring underneath his scrotum. She locked all the different pieces together with a padlock, and then she pulled her hands away.

His breathing quickened.

He knew what this was. He had to know what it all meant.

Despite his obvious awareness, she grinned, leaned down, and held her hands behind her back as she said, "Welcome to chastity, slave boy."

He whimpered something into his gag, but she couldn't understand what those words were meant to be. She didn't really care either. Just hearing him attempt to vocalize sent shivers of pleasure running through her. She knew that it was petty and wrong, but there was something so amazing about having a boy like this strapped down and utterly powerless beneath her.


Rachelle grabbed the blindfold, so he thought she might pull it away. Instead, she only touched it for a moment, drew her hand back, and then she chuckled, "I don't think you need to see. Let's just try something else first," she said.

Confident in her ability to control him, Rachelle freed his ankles. Now he was no longer chained to the table, yet his hands remained bound to his waist, there was still a collar around his neck, a chastity cage between his legs, a gag in his mouth, and a blindfold over his eyes. It was about to get worse.

He detected the extra weight against of the base of his collar has she attached something. Then she tugged, and he felt the pull. He slid off of the table as she guided him along on the leash.

"Stand right here," she said, grabbing him by his shoulders and still holding onto the

leash.

What was happening?

Suddenly, there was a flash against the blindfold. What was it? Most of the light had

been blocked, but a few stray beams seemed to make it to his pupils. Then he realized what it had to be: the flash of a camera.

Even though he knew this might provoke her, Peter tried to call out. He tried to say something, but she just chuckled. With his leash wrapped around her right wrist, she took in the different angles. She snapped the shots, one after another from different vantage points as she enjoyed the contours of his mostly naked body.

In the next moment, she pulled away the blindfold, letting it drop to the floor. Then she stepped back, and he saw her camera. The light flashed, and he turned away. He wanted to bring his hands up, to cover his features and hide his identity, yet the belt and those leather shackles made that impossible. He pulled against his bonds, he tried to flex his fingers, and he knew that it was all futile. This young woman had created a new set of boundaries all around him, and he couldn't break free.

Growling like an animal, he tried to get her attention. He tried to get her to stop focusing so much on the pictures and the angles, the light, the shadow, and how each of these pictures would turn out.

Then again, he didn't know about her deadline.

"Look at the camera, boy," she commanded, aiming her lens again.

This wasn't fair because he was supposed to be the photographer! He should have been the one pointing the camera, following his instincts, and deciding what would be recorded and how. Instead, Rachelle stepped to one side, raised the camera, tilted it, turning it vertically or horizontally, and snapping one picture after another.

"You look amazing," she purred to her imprisoned model. Then, a special kind of heat warmed her as she said, "Go on. Smile for me, boy."

Peter wasn't responsible for that little bit of sexism. He wasn't one of those guys who routinely went around and told women to smile, but she could flip that dynamic nonetheless.

His brows hardened, his eyes narrowed, and he bit into the gag, only he still couldn't speak. Despite this, he tried to call out, "No!" This time, she could probably guess exactly what he meant to say.

His captor lowered her camera, strode forward, and then she grabbed him by his leash, pulling him forward and knocking him off balance for just a moment. "Are you sure about that? Are you sure you don't want to be a good boy for me? Because I don't have to


let you out of that chastity cage—ever. I could let you go and send you off. Maybe you would be able to get it off eventually, but is that a risk you want to take? I guarantee you, I only purchase high-end equipment. A locksmith won't be able to get you out. A buzzsaw might work, but I don't think you want a blade down there...do you?"

She spoke with perfectly calm clarity. Theoretically, she left the possibility open, and yet he shivered as he imagined what that would really be like. It was easy to think about getting through the metal locked around his cock, only he knew the truth. If he saw an actual blade or truly sharpened edges, he would never, ever let them near his genitals. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he shook his head from side to side.

As far as Rachelle was concerned, he looked so cute, so sweet and helpless as he contemplated his status.

"Smile," she commanded.

His brows furrowed, and that the aggravation played across his face, yet he forced himself to smile around the gagging.

"That feels like a perfect metaphor," she said. Rachelle stepped to the left and snapped several pictures. She pivoted to the right, and she took several additional shots. As she worked, she lost herself to the joy of binding this boy, trapping his image, and establishing a new set of boundaries around this captured moment.

"Very nice," she said. "Now get on your knees."

He glared at her. Still gagged, collared, trapped in chastity and with his hand stuck at his sides, he gulped but obeyed.

"Are you frustrated? Are you frustrated that I’m objectifying you? Do you feel like a piece of property right now? Because there's nothing wrong with that, Peter. You can feel exactly like a toy. Right now, I have reduced you to the status of a prop."

She was right, but he couldn't do anything about it!

Aggravated, he yanked on his restraints, pulling against the belt. The metal jingled, the leather straps dug down, and he still remained trapped. Worse, he couldn't even use his hands!

"On your knees or should I get the paddle?" she said.

Reluctantly, he lowered himself down. Once there, she started taking extra pictures.

She snapped one after another, locking the image of this boy down on his knees in the camera's digital memory.

"This is perfect," she said. "Now, come over here and kiss my shoes."

He murmured something through the gag. She grinned, the corners of her eyes crinkled with delight, and she asked, "Was that your way of asking me to take out the gag? Is that what you were doing?"

Peter hated to cooperate, but he didn't see any other choice. Yes, this woman was beautiful and charismatic, only he remembered the individual he was supposed to be. More importantly, he always thought he was supposed to be on the other side of the camera! He should have been the one making the decisions and taking the pictures.

Reluctantly, he nodded again. He acknowledged his silent plea.

"Only because I want to see you kiss my shoes," she said. Almost languidly, she bent down, and she loosened the clasp on the straps to his ball gag. Then she pulled the sphere out from between his teeth, and she tossed it off to the side. It actually bounced cheerfully away.

"Can we talk?"


"No," she said with a quick shake of her head.

His eyes widened and shined with frustration because he didn't know what he was supposed to do. He didn't know how to talk to this woman or to get her to change her mind.

"Kiss," she said.

Despite his hesitation, his defiance broke, and he lowered himself down. He bent forward, it was hard, especially because he couldn't just throw his knuckles down against the floor. At the last moment, Peter realized he could brace himself on his elbows. In that position, she stepped forward, and she continued to take those pictures and record this scene as it played out before her.

Peter stared down hard as of the shining contours of her high heels. He gulped, closed his eyes, and then his lips brushed along her shoe. At the same time, he knew that she was still taking pictures. These would be different images from a different angle.

"Look up at me," she commanded. He obeyed, raising his chin.

A sly, almost warm smile spread across her lips. "There we go. That's right. You see, this isn't difficult. You can give in. You can give up. You can surrender yourself to me." Every promise crept into his psyche and threatened to break his defenses.

"Why are you doing this?"

"Because I knew you had potential," she said. "And because you amuse me."

His eyes narrowed, and it was obvious the tension played through his body. At that moment, some animal instinct flooded through his system, making him itch to launch himself forward. Maybe he would have tried to tackle her. Maybe he would have tried something else equally idiotic. And yet, he remembered his place. It wasn't just the restraints. It was also her authority. This woman was in charge. This woman had control.

"But that's not fair," he said.

"Explain why," she replied, holding up the camera and aiming it at him.

Peter needed another moment to understand what was happening. She was recording this. It wouldn't just be a single image or a flash of expression. This would be his words, which meant she intended to show this to someone.

He glanced down at his naked body, and he shook his head. "No. You can't. Please, don't record this."

"What's wrong? Are you worried people are going to see you? Don't worry. You’re a handsome boy, and I'm really, really looking for to showing you off. I think there are lots of people who’ll enjoy this."

"You can't…"

"I'm the owner, and you're the slave," she replied. "I can do whatever I wish." Her eyes sparkled with amusement, as though she really enjoyed the simple explanation. "Now, do I need to go get the paddle?"

He hated how she could revert to this simple threat over and over again, yet it worked!

He hissed through his teeth, inhaling sharply, and then he said, "I'm supposed to be a photographer. I'm supposed to be an artist. I’m not supposed to be down on my knees like a pet or something!"

"If you tell me that you're a pet, I'll consider having sex with you," she said.

His lips parted as he processed those words. He didn't know what to do; he didn't know what to say. He didn't know how to react!


The possibility glowed bright between his ears, and his shaft twitched against its cage. He could feel that rush of possibility, and he desperately ached to get hard as the arousal pounded through his frame. His need made it impossible for him to think clearly.

"You will?" He felt so ridiculous as he asked that question.

"I’ll definitely consider it. Now tell me that you're a pet. Tell me that you're a slave.

Say those words to the camera."

He knew he shouldn't. He knew he needed to fight this, and yet the tantalizing possibility was right there, especially as he looked back at this beautiful woman. She was so amazing, and she offered so much. He hated the temptation, yet he inevitably broke down and he surrendered to her. "Yes. Yes, I’m your slave. You have me restrained. You have me on a leash. I'm your slave…and I'm your pet."

"Very good," she said. She lowered the camera, and she leaned forward. He looked up at her, first her cleavage, then her neck, then the playful contours of her smiling lips.

"Come with me, boy."

She grabbed onto his leash and tugged.

With his hand still bound by his sides, it was hard to get up, but he managed and he followed after her, scurrying like the pet he had become. She brought him over to the curtain that hung between the studio and gallery. Then she shoved him back, and he felt something. His animal brain recognized that the cold, smooth metal. Another pressure plate!

When she shoved him into position, an iron band slipped free from its hiding place and into position around his neck. It allowed him to breathe, if only just barely. Next, she shoved his legs apart, and another set of shackles locked around his ankles, trapping him there. With his hand still in the other shackles, he couldn't possibly get away.

"Open up," she said if she lifted the ball gag. He hadn't noticed her grabbing it again, but she obviously had it, and now she intended to use it.

With his heart punching at his ribcage, he decided to try to speak with her. He wanted to get her to change her mind. “You, you don't have to do this," he began. "Please. Please, just hear me out."

As he spoke, Rachelle shoved the ball up against the roof of his mouth. It wedged between his incisors, and now he mumbled and moaned. But she just had him on the cheek. At least she wrap a blindfold around his head this time.

When she stepped away and he heard the receding sounds of her clicking heels, Peter didn't know what to do. At first, he expected another set of pictures or some other kind of recording.

On this side of at the curtain, he could see out. Then one of the monitors mounted on the wall came to life. He saw himself. He saw himself speaking from just a couple of hours ago, back when they were at the restaurant. He seemed nervous, maybe a little bit shy, but he spoke well, and it was obvious he was trying hard. Then he started to hear some of the words, but the volume was turned down low. For several seconds, he tried to figure out where this footage had come from. Then he figured out the angles, and he realized that Rachelle had been wearing some hidden camera. She had recorded their entire dinner conversation!

Unable to figure out why she would do this, he watched as another monitor activated. Here, he was talking again, discussing what it meant to be a photographer.


One by one, the monitors activated, and Peter saw himself. Sometimes, the images played across the screens as stills. At other points, he might see a few seconds of footage.

What was this?

Then he strained his head to the side, and he saw one of the larger monitors. On that display, there he was again, only now he was naked, strapped down, and squirming with a ball gag in his mouth. He was obviously trying to get away, but he couldn’t!

He had to watch the futility of his struggles…

This was what she meant. This was the exhibit, he slowly realized.

She turned on some music. It was a classical violin, quick and aggressive. The music trilled out onto the air, and then the door opened.

"Welcome," Rachelle said to her first guest. "It's so great that you could make it.

Please, have a look around."

At first, Peter desperately hoped that it would just be one woman. She would come in, check out Rachelle's work, and then she would leave. Maybe the visitor was some wealthy heiress or some incredibly powerful businesswoman with an odd taste in fine art.

Only then the door opened again and again. One by one, different women arrived at the gallery, and they started whispering back and forth as they analyzed the different images—as they discussed her captive—Peter Drake.

At several points, Peter's adrenaline spiked, especially when one of the women would wander by. Holding onto a glass of wine, she might glance at the curtain for a moment. Her eyes would inevitably slip across the black fabric, reminding him that he could see their silhouettes, yet they couldn't see him. There was that small mercy, at least, he told himself.

Even so, he had to break out of there. He didn't know how he would escape the chastity cage, but he couldn't let Rachelle keep him there. Again and again, he told himself that he wasn't a prop. And yet, the metal around his neck couldn't possibly be broken. He was never, ever going to be strong enough to tear through refined iron. At the same time, the chains between his cuffs and the belt around his waist seemed to be equally sturdy.

Despite all this, he made attempt after attempt! He tugged and pulled. He threw his body from side to side until his skin was hot and damp. Then he had to stop. He had to try to catch his breath, which proved to be equally difficult considering that he still had the ball but between her teeth.

Then he heard something, possibly the worst sound he could have imagined: clinking glass.

"Ladies," Rachelle Savoy called out to her followers. "Ladies, may I have your attention?"

The conversations died away, the music faded, and then there were the soft, conflicting recordings of Peter's own voice as he spoke or begged. Even so, Rachelle had no problem speaking over him. "Ladies," she continued, "I would like to thank you so much for coming to this exhibit. Tonight, I hope you have had the opportunity to explore this fascinating concept of artistic captivity. Normally, we talk about artistic freedom, but now we have this boy, and he is no longer free, if he ever had been. Even as a photographer, he was locked into the limitations of his medium. Writers, painters, musicians, and every other artist understands that patterns and rules exist within their fields of study. If nothing else, they are constrained by the needs and demands of their audiences. Now, let me show you something else, something which I hope you will find to be unique and exciting. Tonight, I


present my favorite exhibit!" She grabbed the curtain, yanked hard, tore it from its hooks, and he could only watch as the thin barrier between him and the audience disappeared.

Suddenly, different women lifted up their phones, and they started taking their own pictures.

He kept his eyes down at first.

Then some terrible curiosity forced Peter to stare back at these women. The color drained away from his cheeks. There were flashes that burned across his retinas, but Peter couldn't do anything. He couldn't even close his eyes.

And then there was this beautiful woman in front of him. Rachelle brushed her fingers along his thigh, up along his torso, and she grabbed a hold of his leash. "Tonight is only the beginning," she said. "This boy is my property. I claim him. He is the subject of my art, so he belongs to me." This sounded childish yet indisputable.

Peter desperately hoped that someone would call out that this was absurd or point out the illegality. There was no way she could just "claim" him. And yet, he glanced back at Rachelle before turning his gaze on the women again. At first, he didn't study their features; the panic made it impossible for him to concentrate. After another five or six seconds, however, Peter started to put the different pieces together. He saw a councilwoman. He spotted another woman who owned a food services conglomerate. If those women were powerful, and if they respected Rachelle, then they would help her. If they helped her, they could use lawyers, political connections, and soft power to keep him trapped and under her heel…

If she wanted him, she could just keep him…

As he recognized to be simple realities, he shivered as Rachelle continued to touch him. Her hand to slid across his chest, and she smiled before whispering, "I expect you to behave." He shoulders tensed, but she pulled the gag out. He inhaled, he got ready to say something, and then he stopped.

Rachelle glanced back at him and winked.

"Let's start with something simple," she said. Rachelle hit a button on the wall, the restraints retracted, and now he was theoretically free except for the mittens, leash, and shackles. Even so, she tugged, and she walked around the room.

She introduced him loudly to some of the more prominent members of her cadre.

Names and titles hit his eardrums, but he still couldn't process all of this. "Let me introduce you to Judge Melanie Ryan."

"He's a very cute boy," came the woman's response. "This is the CEO of Buffalo Electronics."

"He looks amazing in the collar. Maybe I should get something like that for my boyfriend."

"Here is Angela Hart, a nationally recognized journalist," she said next.

All of these women had power. They all had influence, and if they directed against Peter, he understood that they could make him disappear. They could turn him into her pet or her property…

Again and again, he tried to think of what he should say and how he could convince them to let him go. But these women had already decided, he quickly realized. For one reason or another, each female there wanted to see him enslaved.

As an artist, Rachelle would make sure that happened.


She walked him around the room on the leash. A couple of the women reached out and pinched his ass or his sides. Others stroked his cheek with the backs of their hands or touched the top of his head. They did it because they could. He had become a one-man petting zoo, and there was nothing he could do or say to stop them.

"Not bad," she announced, bringing him back to the front of the gallery. But then, she pulled out a key, and his body tensed.

"You look nervous. You look anxious and maybe a little bit excited. Why is that, Peter?"

Dozens of powerful, female gazes turned in his direction. He had never really experienced stage fright before, only now the world seemed to shrink. His body became tight and constricted, and he worried he might pass out.

Only then, Rachelle spoke again, and her voice was so soothing. She reached out, grabbed one of his hands, and she squeezed. He could feel the reassuring pressure through the stiff leather. "It's okay. There's nothing wrong with being a slave. There's nothing wrong with being owned." When she claimed him, he could become her most valuable

possession…

At that moment, he was ready to surrender to her. "Are you ready for me to use this key on you?"

His cock twitched, and he desperately wanted out of his chest the cage. That's why he said, "Yes. Please. Yes, please use the key!"

She smiled reassuringly, reached down, and she unlocked the right shackle, then the

left.

When those bonds came off, he raised his hands and looked down at his mittens.

Then she put a hand on the back of his head, and she started to nudge him down. Slowly, he fell to his knees. "Follow and crawl." With those three words, she stripped away another layer of his dignity, all while these wealthy and powerful women watched.

She tugged on his leash and guided him around the room. The women chuckled and laughed some more, all at the boy’s expense. More than that, many patted him on his bottom as they enjoyed the show.

It only took a few minutes, yet it felt like forever! Then she made him do it again! This was all art. This was all an important demonstration.

With this in mind, she wrapped his leash around his wrist, walked over to the small table off to the side. Originally, it probably held a bunch of wine glasses or something, but now it was empty. She sat up on it, and then she looked back at the others. "Many of us have talked about the question of whether or not a man can be tamed and trained. Clearly, this one can. So tonight, I want you to study these works. Look at this boy. Review his old work. Read his reviews. See who he used to be and what he’s capable of now." She grabbed onto his leash, yanked, and suddenly he had his head right between her legs. That's when he glanced up her skirt, and he realized she wasn't wearing panties. "I told this boy that we would have sex if he obeyed. So now, he's going to service me. He will do it silently and obediently. This is the sex he’ll enjoy."

Peter should’ve been frustrated or enraged. He should’ve argued this was unfair—

except Rachelle Savoy owned him…and he had to accept her decision.

If he argued in that moment, he would have been able to embarrass her. He would have been able to demonstrate to all of these women that he wouldn't be owned or controlled!


And yet, he glanced back at Rachelle, and something inside of him shattered completely. In its place, a new sensation coursed through his body. It was a desire that he had experienced before, only now he embraced it as a new reality.

"I obey my owner," he said. "Again," she said, "Louder."

"I obey my owner!" In this single breath, his declaration sounded completely right, completely true, and utterly undeniable.

She placed her hand on the back of his head and forced him up between her legs.

Suddenly, his lips were right there, pushing against her camp and sex. Teasing him, showing him off, and leading him around a leash had clearly excited her.

"This boy belongs to me. Every boy can be tamed. Every boy, with the right attention and stimulation, can be turned into an obedient plaything. Now lick," she ordered.

This time, he didn't consider disobedience or rebellion. Instead, he fell into the natural flow of surrendering to his owner. This woman became something more. He didn't have the word for it, not until she called out, "I have claimed him. I'm his Mistress."

She didn't ask if he agreed. Of course, he did! He was her property now! With her hand on the back of his head, she guided his movements and tempo. His tongue darted out, and he licked, eagerly gliding up and down along her sex. He tasted her excitement and she purred with satisfaction as he drove her closer and closer to completion.

The others watched.

At the same time, they were probably thinking about the disobedient men in their lives, husbands and brothers, boyfriends and employees, colleagues and maybe even bosses who needed to be locked in chastity and enslaved just like this.

"Art provides a new perspective," she said, although now her voice started to break as she took one frantic breath after another. "Tonight, you have witnessed enslavement!"

As those words slammed the air, she raised her chin, she closed her eyes, straightened her back, and embraced the pleasure as it coursed through her.

Rachelle Savoy climaxed right as the applause boomed through the air. Then she pushed him back with one foot, she smoothed out her skirt, and she gave a triumphant bow.

That night, she would sell dozens of images, each one of which illustrated how a boy could be caught and trained with just a little bit of artistic captivity.

The End
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My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions.

My favorite games:

Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge.

Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same.

Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control.

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com.

Commissions:

Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email.
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