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Claiming Brandon 
 
      
 
    Annalise grinned as she entered to room to see her boyfriend tied up and so vulnerable on their bed. While this had been her idea, Brandon had sounded intrigued. Of course, it took some convincing. Brandon was a rather large guy, standing at about six feet, four inches tall. He was strong, obviously the type that either worked out or did manual labor. He didn’t seem like that type that would get tied up like this willingly. Meanwhile, Annalise was tiny, standing just over five feet tall. She was petite. The idea of dominating her boyfriend, someone so much larger than her, was a turn on for her. After talks of blowjobs later, she had finally convinced him to at least give it a try.  
 
    Although not really necessary, they had come up with a safe word: cauliflower. Not the sexiest word in the world, but it would be obvious enough to get her to stop if she needed to. She had tied him up before slipping into something sexy for him. She had decided on bright red lingerie, something that stood out so vividly against her tan skin. The moment Brandon laid eyes on her, she could see his erection start to form. It was always such a confidence booster to know that her body alone was enough to get him started sometimes.  
 
    “Why don’t you just let me fuck you?” He sounded as if he really didn’t want to wait for that blowjob. He was always the dominant one, so being tied up and unable to just take his girlfriend on the spot was sort of infuriating for the man. With the position he was in, he couldn’t even reach down and stroke his own cock.  
 
    “That’s because you’ve been a very bad boy, Brandon. I need to punish you.” Considering how large he was, it was almost comical to see her approaching him with a ping pong paddle in hand. Annalise stayed in character, dragging the paddle along his lower back. He seemed to writhe slightly under her touch. Without much warning, she reared the paddle back and slapped his ass cheek with it. He let out a small sound, something that seemed almost like a squeak. “Oh, do you like that, you dirty, dirty boy? You like it when I smack your ass?” 
 
    “Maybe I do, maybe I don’t.” Brandon waggled his eyebrows at her with another laugh. Whether or not he was going to admit it, Annalise knew that some part of him was enjoying this. She teased his firm ass with the paddle, rubbing his cheeks with the rough side of the paddle. She seemed to take more pleasure from this than she ever thought she would. He was even enjoying it a little bit, although he’d much rather die than admit it.  
 
    Without much warning again, Annalise smacked his ass with the paddle, leaving a circular red spot in the middle of the cheek. He let out another groan, one that sounded more pleasure filled than the last. He clenched his eyes shut, thrusting his hips gently. He was already hard from the little bit of spanking she had done. Oh yes, he was definitely enjoying that.  
 
    “Oh, bad boy. Your cock is so hard. Do you like it when I spank you?” She rubbed the red spot on his ass with her soft, bare hand. It was warm to the touch, causing a smile to form on her face. Brandon paused, as if thinking about whether or not he truly enjoyed this. He closed his eyes, pulling against the ropes.  
 
    “Let me out of this. Let me fuck you.” His voice almost sounded desperate. He was obviously very turned on. As much as Annalise would love to be pounded by him, she wasn’t quite done with him yet. She slapped his ass with her bare hand this time, roughly grabbing a handful.  
 
    “I asked you a question, so you had better fucking answer me. Tell me how much you love it when I spank your tight little ass.” It was a power trip. Suddenly, she understood why he always liked using handcuffs or rope to tie her up. It was hot to be in control.  
 
    “I like it when you spank me.” His voice was hesitant. His statement earned him another rough slap to the ass and an even bigger smirk from Annalise.  
 
    “Call me ma’am.” 
 
    “I like it when you spank me, ma’am.” Brandon put emphasis on the ma’am, almost as if mocking her for it. She smirked, getting on the bed behind him as her hands roughly felt up his ass. It was so firm underneath her hands. She knew she was wet already. Part of her actually wanted to let him out so he could fuck her, but she was having a little too much fun with this.  
 
    “If you’re going to be so sassy, maybe I should just fuck that tight little asshole of yours. Maybe that would teach you a lesson.” Brandon suddenly tensed up. He looked back at her, trying to decide if she was being serious or not.  
 
    “Annalise, don’t you dare. The rules were spanking only.” Annalise punctuated his sentence with another rough slap to the ass, one that made him whimper a little bit. She wouldn’t do anything he didn’t want, but it was fun to tease him a little bit. She traced around his puckered asshole with her finger, poking at it gently as he flinched underneath her. “Annalise!” 
 
    “What is it, boy?” 
 
    Brandon gulped, obviously nervous. At any point, he could utter the say safe word, yet something held him back. She knew that his heart must have been racing, but he just pulled against the restraints, twisting and writhing. As he did so, his muscles flexed. Oh, she liked that. She liked it a lot. In fact, Annalise could feel the heat and moisture begin to gather right between her legs. 
 
    “You can’t just touch me like that!” 
 
    She brought the paddle down, smacking his ass. He pulled and yanked against of the ropes, but the bonds held him tight. Whether he liked it or not, he wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    “There’s something I’ve been thinking about a lot lately,” she said to him. 
 
    The safe word hovered on his lips, but he didn’t say it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You didn’t address me correctly,” she said. 
 
    His eyes widened, and he was about to apologize, only it was too late. She thwacked his ass again, bringing the ping-pong paddle down hard. There is enough force to send a jolt of pain running through the rest of his body. 
 
    He tensed up, pulling hard against of the ropes. They still didn’t let him go. 
 
    “Actually, since you’re acting like a silly boy who can’t remember something as simple as addressing me correctly, you probably need more paddling.” 
 
    “No! I don’t!” 
 
    “Yes, I think you do.” She actually had the gall to sound sad about this, like she didn’t really want to do it. But in the end, it was going to be for his own good. 
 
    Brandon licked his lips and told himself that he could take this. Even as the pain burned along his backside, he tried to brace himself. He needed to relax, to let the sensations course through his body. 
 
    Despite his size and strength, he was at too much of a disadvantage. This girl could do whatever she wanted. 
 
    And she proved it by paddling him. 
 
    Exquisite power made her so hot and so wet. Again and again, she swung the paddle down, making sure it clapped against his ass. She started with the left side and worked her way right. She did this again and again. With every blow, she shivered with power. Authority. Control. 
 
    She could do whatever she wanted; she could take this boy. 
 
    “I bought something,” she said to him. 
 
    “What? What did you buy?” 
 
    “Oh, it appears you did it again. You silly boy. If I didn’t know any better, I would have to think that you are being defiant and obtuse on purpose!” Annalise giggled. 
 
    At once, he realized his mistake. “I’m sorry! I’m—!” Brandon didn’t get the opportunity to finish his thoughts because the paddling had resumed. 
 
    His girlfriend pummeled his backside, over and over until his cheeks glowed a bright shade of red. Then, just because she could, she set the paddle aside, and she touched him, her fingertips gliding from the small of his back down to the contours of his behind. 
 
    He shivered in shock. He rolled from side to side, doing his best to escape the ropes, but he couldn’t get away. There was no avoiding her touch. 
 
    Then she grabbed him by his hip and kept him upright. Her hand went to his cock. He was nice and hard, she thought with a wicked grin. “You really like this, don’t you? You’re big and strong during the day, but you want to be my little bitch at night, don’t you?” Strangely enough, those words felt right and natural. They weren’t stilted or awkward in the least. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You want me to stop?” Annalise taunted even as she stroked him, her palm moving up and down the length of his manhood. 
 
    Brandon’s thoughts fuzzed into static and pleasure. Yes, he enjoyed her touch, but it made it hard for him to think. 
 
    She let go of his side and pushed him back down onto his stomach. 
 
    He braced himself for another spanking, but she had something worse in mind. Her fingers lightly caressed his inner thighs, then that spot just below his scrotum. 
 
    They had been together for a while, so she knew his body. She knew that he loved this kind of attention. Normally, he wasn’t tied down for it, but now it hardly mattered. 
 
    “Don’t you dare have an orgasm without my permission,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Brandon replied dutifully. 
 
    “There’s a good boy.” She continued to touch him and tease him. “You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. I like it a lot. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Even if I’m petting you like your my plaything?” 
 
    He didn’t respond at once, so she punished him. This time, she didn’t apply pain so much as a remove pleasure. She withdrew her hand, and his eyes suddenly widened. 
 
    “Why did you stop?” 
 
    “Because when I ask my boy a question, I expect an answer right away.” 
 
    Brandon must have understood it, yet he still didn’t say anything. With his heart pounding, he couldn’t think clearly. 
 
    “I’m going to give you a little bit more slack, Brandon. Then I expect you to get up on your hands and knees. Consider yourself demoted to the status of a show dog.” 
 
    “I don’t understand!” He wasn’t used to the insecurity in his own voice. 
 
    “Just relax,” she said. 
 
    She straddled her boyfriend, climbing and crawling over him. As she did so, she savored the solidity and strength of his body. Because she was so petite, she always felt small and powerless in their relationship. Even when he behaved like a respectful gentlemen, Annalise always understood the simple fact that he could break free at any moment; he could change his mind and ravish her like some kind of wild animal. 
 
    But while he was tied down, he didn’t get the choice. She really was in control. This wasn’t about compromise or negotiation. It was her newfound ability to take whatever she wanted and to do whatever she wanted to. 
 
    Straightening her back, she stretched her arms over her head. As she did so, she felt like a powerful feline getting ready to play with a trapped mouse. It’d matter that he was bigger or taller or stronger for the simple reason that she had him trapped. 
 
    She pushed herself down against him, first his shoulders, then the back of his head. 
 
    Brandon had to put up with it; he had no choice but to tolerate whatever she wanted to do. 
 
    Then she slid off of him, and she kept her word. Without untying him, she offered him a little bit of slack. For just a second or two, he thought that he would be able to get free. 
 
    In his fantasies, he might have been able to slip his hands out of those ropes and grab her. He could push her back to the mattress and claim her. Unfortunately, Annalise knew exactly what she was doing. As a kid, she’d learned about knots. Now she got to employ that expertise. 
 
    After she adjusted the ropes, Annalise watched as he reached for the knots. His hands shot out, like he thought he was going to be able to reach his wrists. The length of his restraints had been increased, it was true, but that didn’t mean his girlfriend was going to let him get away. In fact, his fingertips stretched out, but he still couldn’t reach what he needed. 
 
    Like it or not, Brandon was still strapped down to the bed, still helpless and face down, right where she wanted him. 
 
    “Oh? Disappointed?” 
 
    Brandon inhaled and exhaled slowly, like he was doing everything he could to control his temper. Obviously, he was irritated with this circumstance, but there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    “You silly, silly boy,” she teased. “What’s wrong? You can’t get up?” 
 
    “I’m going to get out of these ropes, and then I’m going to—” 
 
    “What? What are you going to do?” There was something about the mocking cheerfulness in her voice that made him stop. “That’s what I thought,” teased his girlfriend. “Now get up on your hands and knees. I want to inspect my boy.” 
 
    “I’m not your boy!” 
 
    “It’s adorable when you’re wrong,” she taunted. 
 
    For his part, Brandon seethed. It was obvious that every well-defined muscle on his frame tensed with aggravation and frustration. And yet, Annalise only enjoyed his subjugation that much more. There was something about watching this man, this powerful example of masculinity, struggle in his restraints that turned her on. 
 
    He didn’t know it yet, but he was going to make her very, very happy. And satisfied. 
 
    But not quite yet. 
 
    She wasn’t done turning herself on. 
 
    “On your hands and knees or you get more of the paddle,” she taunted. 
 
    His nostrils flared, but he obeyed. Employing his extra length of rope, he got up onto his hands and knees. 
 
    Annalise clucked her tongue, “Oh, that’s not going to do. That’s not going to do it all. When I tell you to get up on your hands and knees, you need to perform like a show dog. Shoulders up, back straight. Raise your chin.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said, his head still bowed down, the tip of his chin brushing along his chest. 
 
    “No. I’m not kidding at all.” To punctuate her point, she lifted up the paddle and brought it down hard, clapping it against his backside. He winced, groaning through the pain, but his girlfriend had made her point. 
 
    “Care to try that again?” she asked playfully. 
 
    Brandon couldn’t believe he was doing this. He lifted his head and stared forward. As he did so, he could feel the erection between his legs. Desire pumped through his body. Even if he was tied down, he could still think of his girlfriend. 
 
    Again and again, he concentrated on that one fantasy. He wanted to tear himself free and grab her and ravish her. He wanted to feel her breasts beneath the palms of his hands as he looked into her eyes. She might struggle, but it wouldn’t do any good because he had taken her. She would be his to claim. 
 
    Those were lovely, pretty thoughts, only they didn’t mean anything while rope still encircled his ankles and wrists. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” Annalise asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said, gritting his teeth. 
 
    “Oh really?” She ran her fingers along his back, down the contours of his firm ass. When her fingers came to his thighs, she pinched, treating him like nothing but a piece of meat. “To be honest, I like the idea that my slave isn’t trying to think for himself. I can tell you what to think.” 
 
    His eyes widened, blazing. 
 
    “When this game is over, I’m going to make you pay for this.” 
 
    “Who said this is a game?” 
 
    Silence. Brandon couldn’t respond. 
 
    “Just think about it, Brandon. I mean, I have you here, and tied down. I’m pretty sure I can train you.” 
 
    “Never,” he grunted. 
 
    But now, her hand slipped between his legs. First, she caressed his balls. Her fingers moved along his soft, sensitive flesh. Then she moved to his tumescent shaft. “That’s something I find so fascinating about boys. You can’t lie about whether or not you’re turned on. Like right now, I can feel you, so I know exactly what is running through that body of yours. Maybe you hate this. Maybe you claim to hate this, but you’re turned on. You want me to use you, Brandon. You want me to take you.” 
 
    She gently squeezed his shaft as she worked her hand down and up his length. Her thumb teased his tip, pushing down lightly. Next, she moved her hand back down to the base of his cock. 
 
    Brandon tried not to react, but he couldn’t help but groan and growl like a wild animal. Barely contained, he started to pant. Not only that, he could feel the red rush along his body. 
 
    Desire swept through him, getting stronger and stronger by the second. Pretty soon, he was going to climax. 
 
    “You want me to touch you, Brandon. You’re loving this. You want me to use you and tease you. You want me to make you beg.” 
 
    “No,” he said, his voice shaking. 
 
    “Okay then.” She pulled her hand back. 
 
    He winced. He actually flinched as the sensations disappeared. More. He wanted more, and they both knew it. 
 
    “What’s wrong? You said no.” 
 
    “Please, please touch me again. Just a little bit more…” 
 
    “Are you begging?” 
 
    No answer. Brandon couldn’t bring himself to speak, not when it would mean sacrificing some of his dignity. When he first allowed her to tie him down, he figured that she would just tease him or lick him or give him a blow job or something. He never imagined that she could be this tauntingly cruel. 
 
    “Beg for it.” 
 
    “Please,” he said, his voice straining. 
 
    “Silly boy. You can do better than that.” 
 
    He bowed his head down for just a second, only she reached up and touched the underside of his chin. She forced him to raise his gaze and to look at the far wall. 
 
    “Such a lovely specimen,” she said. “But you know, I really do want to hear you beg. Can’t you do that for me, Brandon? Can’t you beg prettily?” 
 
    She was teasing him, he knew. With every sound she made, she mocked him, like he was nothing but her plaything. And yet, his cock remained hard. He couldn’t ignore the tumescence or the desire running through his body. 
 
    Lust made it harder to think, so he found himself obeying. For a guy like Brandon, obedience wasn’t easy. For one, he was the kind of alpha male who could walk into any room and get people to listen to him. Between his size and his confidence, he was a powerful specimen of masculinity. Or at least, he had been until this girl tied him down. 
 
    The safe word hovered at the edge of his lips, but he didn’t say it. He wasn’t going to let her win. 
 
    “Please, please touch me some more.” 
 
    “Try harder.” 
 
    He grunted with frustration, but he did a she ordered. “Please, I can’t take this. Please, please ma’am, touch me. Please, I want to feel you again. It felt so good. Please, just touch me a little bit more!” The pitch of his voice rose, going higher and higher. 
 
    She reached between his legs. She brushed him lightly with one finger. 
 
    He shivered with pleasure. “Please, ma’am, can I have some more?” 
 
    She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, lightly touching him. “Please, I can’t take this. Please, let me get off!” 
 
    “No,” she said. But much to his surprise, she didn’t withdraw her hand. Instead, she continued to slide her palm along his length. By this point, he was dribbling, his pre-come shining at the end of his member. 
 
    “I don’t want to let you get off, Brandon, not yet anyway. I want to see just how I can mold you. Like right now, you’re getting sloppy again. You are my slave boy, and I want you to be in peak, show condition.” 
 
    Show condition?” The words didn’t make any sense to Brandon. 
 
    “That’s right, boy. Show me just how good you can look. Show me just how helpless you can be. Show me that you are my plaything and that I can put you on display if I want.” 
 
    “I, I don’t understand.” 
 
    She grabbed him by his hair, yanking his head back. She looked down into his eyes. 
 
    She was beautiful, he thought. Despite everything, he still loved looking into her eyes. 
 
    “You don’t need to understand. You just need to obey. Remember, I want to be able to snap my fingers and put you on display. I want to marvel at this example of masculinity that I own.” 
 
    “You don’t own me,” he said. 
 
    Foolish mistake. 
 
    She grabbed the paddle again and swatted his ass, one, two, three times. Just a moment ago, Brandon had been thinking about his own independence and his ability to think for himself. But now, his girlfriend was punishing him. The pain flashed through his skin, lighting up nerve endings right along the curve of his rear end. The stinging made his eyes water, but he tried not to make a sound. He didn’t want to give her the satisfaction. 
 
    His defiance cracked and broke. Pretty soon, he cried out with every strike. 
 
    “I don’t like punishing you,” she said. She positioned herself right behind him. She looked down at her boy and considered how much fun it would be if she wore her strap-on. But some things had to wait. 
 
    Still, she couldn’t shake the image of plunging into him from behind. He enjoyed doggie style sex. He loved knowing that she was down on her hands and knees, her face down, her ass up. He loved the way it made her look and what it said about their respective positions. 
 
    Maybe it was time for a change. 
 
    But no. 
 
    She pushed those ideas aside and instead lightly touched her fingertips to his reddened ass. He shivered and shook. His voice cracked as he called out, “I can’t take it!” 
 
    “What’s wrong, boy? You get really sensitive after your paddling? Maybe I should keep that in mind. Maybe I should tease you with pleasure and pain.” 
 
    “You already are!” 
 
    “Smart boy.” She grinned happily even though he couldn’t see her. Then she stretched her arm and patted him on the head. 
 
    For his part, Brandon couldn’t help himself. Up until this point, he barely struggled. But now, he pulled and yanked and twisted against his bonds. 
 
    Annalise enjoyed the show. She loved to seeing the way he moved, especially when tied down. His restraints made him delicious. 
 
    She grabbed his ass and squeezed. 
 
    “Beg for me to touch you again.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Beg or I will start taking pictures of you. You know, mementos.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t dare.” 
 
    “My purse is just in the other room, Brandon. I can go get it if you like. But if I have to get my phone, I’m definitely going to use it. Huh. I wonder what your ex-girlfriend would think of seeing you in this position.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then beg.” She made it sound so reasonable. 
 
    *“Please, please touch me! Please, ma’am, I can’t take this anymore! I need you to touch me! Please, and desperate. And so desperately horny! Please, please touch me!” 
 
    “Only because you asked so nicely,” she replied. 
 
    He absolutely hated the chair in her voice. Every time she sounded happy, it felt as though he had lost something. Because really, this was a game, a battle of wills. But while he was tied down and naked, they gave her every advantage. The game is rigged. It would never be fair. 
 
    Despite this, he told himself that he could win. Throughout his life, Brandon had always succeeded, so this wouldn’t be any different. Or at least, that’s what he told himself. 
 
    Only then, he couldn’t be so sure because she slipped her fingers around his cock. In doing so, she took control of him again. Supercharged pleasure ran through his body, making his nerve endings saying. It was addictive, enticing, and utterly entrancing. All of his thoughts fell away as he surrendered to her. 
 
    In fact, he found himself speaking again. Without even thinking, he said, “thank you. Thank you, ma’am.” 
 
    “Oh, I love it when you are subservient. I love hearing you like this. I mean, you’re this big, powerful guy, but I got you wrapped around my little finger. Or maybe it’s the fact that I got my little finger wrapped around your cock.” 
 
    Gasping, he didn’t know what to say, especially because she squeezed him gently, just enough to bring him up to the edge of an orgasm. 
 
    “Please, please let me,!” 
 
    “No. I don’t think so,” she said, but she didn’t pull her hand back either. 
 
    “What, what are you doing?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” she said. “I just want to see how horny I can make you.” 
 
    Her touch lingered, slowing down then speeding up, slowing down, then speeding up again and again, driving him wild. Pretty soon, he couldn’t even help himself. Without conscious thought, the struggled as hard as he could against his bonds. He made the bed shake beneath them, but Annalise still didn’t stop. It was too much fun! 
 
    Then she pulled her hand back, and he didn’t even notice at first. Only then the desire starts to subside ever so slightly. Mouth dry, Brandon found that he could think clearly again. He was grateful for the simple fact. 
 
    “Now, I want to feel your mouth on me.” 
 
    “Then you need to untie me,” he said. 
 
    “Actually, I don’t think I do.” 
 
    “I can’t go down on you like this.” 
 
    “Actually, I think there’s plenty of room. Scoot back down, stretch your arms, and I will give me enough room. I promise.” 
 
    As she spoke, she lifted up her skirt and pulled off her panties. She loved the idea of getting to feel her boyfriend’s mouth, especially because she remained mostly dressed. 
 
    Annalise scooted around her boyfriend, and she watched as he obeyed. His arms were still stretched straight, but she slid herself beneath him. Now his eyes were pointed directly down at her crotch. With a quick movement, she yanked back her skirt, exposing her sex. Then she reached down and put her hand on the back of his head. 
 
    “You’re going to start at nice and slow, Brandon.” 
 
    He lifted his head and glared at her. “We never agreed to this,” he said. 
 
    “No, we didn’t,” she agreed, pushing a little bit more firmly. 
 
    After everything he had endured, Brandon lacked the wherewithal to try to resist or struggle. He let her control him, so his head slid down. He got closer and closer. “Remember. Start out slowly. Kiss my inner thighs.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. Sure enough, he puckered his lips and nuzzled her gently with his mouth, first along her inner thighs, just the way she wanted. 
 
    “Nuzzle me with your nose and take me gently.” 
 
    Again, he obeyed. Under normal circumstances, Brandon would have done whatever he wanted. Sure, he would have had her best interests in mind, and he would want to please her, but he wouldn’t ask. He certainly wouldn’t encourage her to command him. 
 
    Only now, she could take whatever she wanted. 
 
    Annalise opened her eyes just so that she could glimpse the ropes tight around his wrists. There was something so primal and animalistic about seeing those bonds encircling his limbs. 
 
    “Go down on me. Lick me gently. Start slowly. Take your time. Remember, we aren’t in any rush. If you don’t do it right at first, I’m going to have to punish you. I might just touch you for a few minutes, keeping you nice and desperate.” 
 
    “No!” Brandon squeaked. 
 
    That made her laugh, and he must’ve been blushing, not that she could see. His head was currently under her skirt, right where it belonged. 
 
    He stuck out his tongue, looking first at her inner thighs before he dared to risk sliding his appendage along her opening. When he did so, he could feel her excitement. He sensed of the heat radiating from her body and tasted her juices. 
 
    Sure enough, she was wet. Very wet. 
 
    Teasing him for so long had turned her on more than anything else. Placing her hands behind her head, she relaxed into the sensations. Sure enough, her boyfriend knew how to take orders. He licked with quick, almost timid flicks of his tongue. 
 
    “Good boy. That’s right. That’s exactly what I like. You’re doing such a good job. I’m proud of you.” She stretched one hand down and touched of the top of his head, patting him. 
 
    Obviously, he hated it. She could hear a growl vibrate from deep within his throat. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said again, knowing full well that he hated that patronizing complement. “Such a good boy. You like being obedient, don’t you? You must. That’s why you’re so good at it!” 
 
    No matter how much he wanted to speak, Brandon didn’t get the opportunity. His mouth was otherwise occupied. 
 
    Giggling some more, she spread her legs as much as she could. “Go deeper now,” she commanded. 
 
    Like a well-trained sex toy, he complied with her wishes. He lowered himself down, and his tongue went deeper, exploring the inner folds of her crevice. He licked her gently, and then he discovered her clit. 
 
    “Right there,” she said, gasping. Her voice strained, but she didn’t care. He could understand her, which was all that counted. “Lick me right there. You can do it.” 
 
    Once again, he hated the “encouragement” but there was nothing he could do to stop her. If she wanted to tease him, then that was her prerogative. 
 
    Tentatively, he pulled on the ropes again, wishing that they would fray or break. Unfortunately, that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon. Maybe if he’d been given weeks or months to work at those bonds, he would have been able to earn his freedom. 
 
    He would be broken long before then. 
 
    In fact, Brandon could already feel something inside of him shift. He tried not to think about it. 
 
    “Keep going. Lick me. Just a little bit faster now. No. Too fast. Slow down. There we go. That’s right. You see, you really are a smart boy. You know how to please your owner, don’t you?” 
 
    Owner. 
 
    At this point, he’d only addressed her as ma’am, but now she enjoyed the thought of owning this boy. In her fantasies, she could buy him a collar, lock it around his neck, and make sure that he always obeyed. 
 
    His tongue dove deeper, and he set that exact right pace. He was like a human vibrator, only he felt so much better. More than that, Annalise felt the thrill of having a person do this. A machine was one thing, but it had no will of its own; it couldn’t really be subjugated. 
 
    Brandon, on the other hand, was this perfect specimen of defiance. Taming him felt like an achievement. 
 
    With a wicked grin on her face, she wondered how long it would take to make this permanent. 
 
    There was one approach that would certainly speed things up. 
 
    She loved her boyfriend, but she thought of loving her slave, which caused her to lose control. She panted, arching her back. A climax rippled through her body, quick and intense. 
 
    It only made her want more. With her appetite sharp, she put her hand on the back of his head and forced him down. Like he was bobbing for apples, he licked, sliding his tongue down than up. He worked his neck as well, just like a good boy because he knew that her pleasure was the most important thing. 
 
    “Keep going. Faster now,” she commanded, her words snapping out onto the air. 
 
    He obeyed. He continued bobbing his head down and up, down and up, over and over. 
 
    He paid special attention to her clitoris, just as a good boy should. He focused on her. He tried to alternate slightly, licking at different spots to give her optimum stimulation. “Yes. Yes! More! Just like that!” 
 
    Her fingers tightened into fists, and she gasped with every sensation. It felt like sparks ran through her body, glimmering, sparkling jolts of energy. 
 
    Another orgasm blasted through her. She arched her back again, screaming out this time at the top of her lungs. 
 
    Then she put her hand on his forehead, and she nudged him back. 
 
    “You did such a good job. I’m very proud of you, Brandon.” It took for a moment to catch her breath, but then she got up and slipped off of the mattress. Her restrained boy turned his head and watched her as she headed toward the doorway. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Brandon asked. For her part, Annalise really enjoyed that little note of panic in his voice. He was insecure and reliant on her. Good. She figured that her slave boy should always feel like he needed her. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll be right back,” she promised. 
 
    She didn’t know she was going to use this toy. She hadn’t anticipated it, but now she knew. Now she knew that this was the time because her boy was malleable, almost like heated metal. She just had to reshape him into the form she desired most. 
 
    Once she was back near the front closet, Annalise stopped to consider whether or not she should really do this. She put her hand on the brass knob, and she stopped. She licked her lips, imagining how this would feel and what it would do to her boyfriend. 
 
    He wasn’t going to like it, not at first. But then she thought of how he had begged her, how he had changed his tone and addressed her properly. 
 
    Ma’am. 
 
    In that one syllable, he surrendered something, and now she wanted more. She intended to claim the rest of her boy. 
 
    With a grin, she knew it was going to have to be doggy style. More importantly, she knew that he wasn’t going to be able to stop her. 
 
    She grabbed the bag from the closet. He had never looked in here. Because if he had, he would have been so confused. But now, she practically skipped back into their bedroom and dropped it at the foot of the bed. 
 
    Brandon must’ve been thinking about what he would say. Even though his voice shook, he did a rather admirable job of trying to convince her to let him go. “Look, I know you had your orgasm, so the game is over, right?” In his fantasies, he would probably sneak off and just touch himself. He wouldn’t need to rely on her; he wouldn’t have to trust her. 
 
    But Annalise just glanced over at him. She didn’t say anything. 
 
    That was worse than any kind of answer she might have provided. 
 
    Finally, he watched as she unzipped the bag. She pulled out a small tube. He didn’t know what it was. “What, what are you doing?” Brandon wanted to know. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll find out soon enough,” she replied with another wicked smirk. 
 
    “You got off. We played the game. It’s done! Let me up!” 
 
    “Are we done?” Annalise asked playfully. “No one told me. In fact, I think I’m just getting started. I like playing with you, cute boy.” 
 
    She climbed up onto the bed, and she made her way toward his shoulders. She started kissing him, lightly brushing her lips along his skin. 
 
    “What, what are you doing?” 
 
    “Just having some fun,” she said playfully. 
 
    “Look, Annalise, you just need to untie me. If you want to have sex, then we can have sex.” 
 
    “Oh, we will,” she said. Somehow, he wasn’t reassured. 
 
    When she got to the head of the bed, Annalise touched his cheek, tilting his head to the side of so that she could kiss him. She ran her fingers into his hair and took a firm grip on his scalp. Then she pressed her lips to his. She kissed him possessively. 
 
    He must have known that something was wrong, but he couldn’t make this stop. The anticipation thrummed through his body, which only made it harder to think. Her tongue probed his mouth, and she kept teasing him. Every time he tried to lean in, to assume some degree of control, she pulled back. Not only that, she still had her hand in his hair, which made it easy to control him. 
 
    Just the way she liked it. 
 
    “Ready to have sex?” Annalise finally asked. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” he said. An instant later, he flinched, almost like he couldn’t believe he had said those words. Ma’am. He had addressed his girlfriend as his superior, as an authority figure. He wasn’t supposed to do that! 
 
    “You’re a good boy. And because you’re such a good boy, I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    “Yes, please. Just untie me and—" 
 
    “I don’t need to untie you,” she replied. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Brandon’s girlfriend touched the underside of his chin and looked right into his eyes. “I’m going to claim you now, Brandon. I want you to feel me inside of you and know that I’m in charge now. Even after I untie you, you’re still going to be my slave boy. I’m going to call you, play with you, and train you. Even when we’re out in public, you are still going to be the best behaved slave boy ever. Because if you aren’t, going to put you right back in this position.” 
 
    He looked into her eyes. This had started as a game, only now it morphed into something else. He didn’t know what to do or how to think. 
 
    She went back to her tote bag and pulled something out. At first, he couldn’t make the lines and contours make sense in his brain. But then he realized that one and would go into her pussy. The other end would penetrate him. It was a double-headed dildo. 
 
    She could use it to claim him. And as she pushed into him, she would feel the friction of the device inside of her opening. It would feel so good for her. 
 
    “No. You can’t!” 
 
    Annalise touched one finger to the corner of her chin. “Can’t I? You know what? I think I can.” She grinned at him like this was nothing but a game, like they were only flirting. 
 
    She picked up the tube again, and she squirted some of the lubricant onto her fingertips. 
 
    “Are you ready to get penetrated for the first time? Because you can trust me, Brandon. This won’t be the last.” 
 
    With her fingers shining with lubricant, she parted his butt cheeks and pushed down. He tried to clench, to stop her from invading him like this, but he failed miserably. Annalise was patient and determined, so she got a little bit deeper with every gentle push. 
 
    “Nice and slick,” she announced several minutes later. 
 
    Then she rubbed more of the lubricant onto the dildo. She made sure both sides were nice and ready. She took one tip, and she pushed it up into her pussy. She enjoyed the way it felt, the solidity. Then she cupped the midsection with her hand. She aimed it for him. 
 
    “No. You can’t. Don’t. Don’t do it!” 
 
    Too late, she plunged down, sliding the artificial cock right into his waiting, vulnerable ass. 
 
    He howled out, horrified that he was getting penetrated like this. He struggled to get away, but his girlfriend knew him; she knew how he would act, so she adjusted her position each time, making sure that his struggles only drove the dildo deeper and deeper into his opening. 
 
    “That’s right, take it. Take it like a good slave,” she said. “Because that’s what you are now, Brandon. You’re my slave. This is me claiming you.” 
 
    He tried to say something, but fresh sensations swept through his body, wiping away every coherent thought. She pulled back and pushed forward, thrusting into him hard and fast. With every quick movement, she did something to him. She took something away. 
 
    “Tell me you like this, Brandon. Tell me you want to be owned.” 
 
    He didn’t answer at first, so she smacked his ass. 
 
    “I, I like this! I need to be owned, ma’am!” 
 
    She forced him to say those words; she forced him to tell the truth. 
 
    She plunged down again, pushing the dildo deep between his buttocks. As he took every inch, he surrendered something. 
 
    Unprompted, he called out, “Thank you. Thank you, ma’am.” 
 
    “You want to be ridden, don’t you? You want to be claimed doggy style,” she said, laughing all the while. 
 
    Brandon couldn’t disagree, and then he hissed through his teeth as she reached down, taking his cock in her hand. She didn’t tease him this time. Instead, she started squeezing, working him up, closer and closer to a climax. 
 
    “This is mine,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” That was the right answer. Even if his voice was strained with those sharp gasps of breath, he provided the correct response, so she squeezed again, pushing him over the edge. As she pumped down, claiming her own orgasm, this boy climaxed hard. His shaft pulsated and he shot his load forward. 
 
    She worked until there was nothing left. She savored everything he had to offer, and she took it all, claiming her boy. 
 
    “Are you owned?” 
 
    Brandon could only answer with one phrase. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
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