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   David’s Story 
 
    (Commission) 
 
      
 
    Welcome! 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing femdom and gynarchy erotica for the last three years. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions! 
 
    Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. 
 
    “David’s Story” was my first commission. I hope you enjoy it! 
 
    Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Part 1: 
 
    You know I’m coming; I’ll be there soon, which makes you pace back and forth as you work through the nervous energy pumping through your body. Your heart is kicking, your breath comes in short, squeezed gasps, all because you’re scared. Poor boy. Poor, powerless boy. 
 
    But then, that’s the reason I chose you in the first place. I want someone I can control. You, David, are going to be my plaything because you’re not strong enough to resist or fight back, are you? Nope. 
 
    I’d almost feel bad for you, except I’m looking forward to bending you to my will. I want you wrapped around my little finger, on your knees, tamed and eager to please. 
 
      
 
    Then it happens. 
 
    You hear the knock on the door, so you scramble to answer it. You grab the knob, twist, pull, and here I am. 
 
    Like so many other boys, you try to hide what you’re thinking, but you can’t do it, can you? I practically read your mind as you stare, your eyes wide as you work so hard to get your brain back in gear. Don’t hurt yourself, silly boy. 
 
    Your lips part, and I roll my eyes dismissively. With a snort, I stride forward, and you scramble to get out of the way. Then I turn to you and place my hands on my hips. 
 
    Just before I speak, you take that instant to admire me again. You love my black pumps and the way they shine, the dark fabric of my stockings clinging to my toned legs, and the navy blue, velvet skirt around my waist. Further up, you see my dark blue blouse beneath my charcoal gray vest. I look like some severe manager—a cruel boss—because it’s clear I can take whatever I want. 
 
    “You’re standing,” I point out. 
 
    Unable to keep up, you blink again, surprised. 
 
    “Get on your knees,” I tell you. 
 
    When you realize your mistake, some of the color drains away from your cheeks. You feel the paradoxical heat of your skin even as your core gets cold. Out in the rest of the world, you might fool people and make them think you’re a capable man who can make his own decisions. But I know you, David. I know what you really need and what you’ll do. 
 
    With your heart pounding, you finally fall to your knees, and I raise one leg, pushing my foot right against the center of your chest. The pressure shoves you down, and you look up at me. 
 
    For just a moment, you’re angry, frustrated. But then, you know I can do whatever I want with you because I’m in control. 
 
    “If you screw up, I’ll leave,” I tell you, making this very simple. “So what does that mean, David?” 
 
    “I won’t screw up,” you tell me. 
 
    “Are you a smart boy?” I ask, mocking you with every syllable. 
 
    “Yes,” you answer in a small voice. 
 
    “Then say it.” 
 
    “I’m a smart boy, and I won’t screw up.” 
 
    “Because what happens if you screw up?” I tease, my eyes lit with cruel glee. You understand just how much I enjoy this, how I savor your nervous energy and the frightened tension deep within your psyche. 
 
    The moment I saw you, I knew you’d be perfect. 
 
    “You’re going to leave if I mess up.” 
 
    “And you don’t want that, do you?” 
 
    You shake your head from side to side. 
 
    “No, you don’t,” I practically sing. “Let’s face it, I’m the most beautiful girl who’s ever been here. Isn’t that right?” You swallow and nod. “Say it.” 
 
    Other girls get nervous. They don’t like issuing commands. They’d rather play mind games or get passive aggressive. Not me. With my foot on your chest, it’s clear you’re little more than a bug the beneath my shoe. 
 
    “I don’t want you to leave!” 
 
    “Good,” I say. “Then strip.” I pull my foot away, put my hands on my hips, and watch you with barely disguised disdain. Yes, you’re going to be useful to me, but that doesn’t mean I have to respect you. Face it. You’re little more than a slave, a personal plaything. I can come over here and use you whenever I like, and you can’t stop me. Fortunately for you, David, you have what I desire. 
 
    “Let’s see if you mess it up.” 
 
    The moment you hear that command, you rush to please me. First, you straighten your back and pull off your shirt. Next, you yank off your socks, your pants, and even your boxers. For less than a second, you hesitated, poking her thumbs in the elastic before glancing up at me again. My eyes shined with eager curiosity. 
 
    But then you broke, and you pulled your underwear down. 
 
    Now you’re naked right in front of me. 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    I don’t bother asking what’s going on. The moment you remove your underwear, I can see your erection. I have this foolish boy in front of me, and he’s excited! 
 
    “You like getting controlled by a bossy girl, don’t you?” 
 
    When you don’t respond fast enough, my foot shoots up, and I push my heel against of that same spot on your chest. Then I shove you to the floor. You hit the carpet, and I’m on top of you. You look up at the length of my body as your heart hammers. Your gaze glides along the sleek contours of my stockings, the shine of my velvet skirt, and that the matte coloring of my vest. 
 
    “Yes…” 
 
    “Then touch yourself for me. Just remember, if you mess up any of my instructions, this all ends. And you already know that’d be a terrible, terrible mistake for you, don’t you?” 
 
    You swallow while the tension courses through your body, but you can’t help it. 
 
    “I, I understand,” you answer. The stutter falls from your mouth, but you reached down, and you use both hands.  
 
    Before your fingers actually make contact with your most sensitive contours, you hear my voice again. “Only use your right hand. Start at the base of your shaft, and slowly stroke with just your pointer finger.” 
 
    Your eyes widen as you hear this. Am I really going to give you instructions? 
 
    For a moment, you need to ask. You need to satisfy your curiosity, only you realize I’m not interested in explaining myself to you. No. You will obey, or I will leave. Those are the rules, and they trap you more securely than any set of shackles or cage ever could. 
 
    With another nervous gulp, you obey, stroking your shaft from the base to the tip with your pointer finger. “Now use two fingers,” I instruct. 
 
    A mix of pleasure and shame burns through your body. Deep down, you begin to wonder if maybe you’re supposed to be better or stronger than this. Deep down, you know you should take control because you’re a man, and men should be the aggressors. But not here, not now, not with a woman like me. 
 
    Face it, you just aren’t strong enough, David. And guess what? That’s why I chose you! 
 
    Intellectually, you might hate this. And yet, the pleasure still pulsates through your body. “Use your other hand and gently massage yourself beneath your scrotum,” I tell you. 
 
    You hesitate, which is why I push a little bit more pressure down against your chest. Pinned, you obey and speed up. Now you have two fingers on your shaft and your other hand beneath your scrotum. 
 
    “Wrap her fingers around your cock, David. Give yourself a nice, gentle squeeze. But don’t you dare climax yet. You haven’t earned an orgasm.” 
 
    Then I laugh, and you look up at me with confusion hated across your face. You don’t understand why I’m laughing at you. 
 
    “Oh,” I tell you with taunting compassion. “I just made a little mistake. You don’t get to earn orgasms, David. When you come, it’s only going to be because I feel like letting you. That’s it. There’s no other reason. You don’t get to earn this because that might imply you have some control here. Do you have any control here, David?” 
 
    You shake your head from side to side. 
 
    “There,” I her. “You aren’t as dumb as the other boys.” 
 
    “Move your hand up and down. Stroke your shaft for me.” 
 
    Your throat tightens as he will obey. Now you keep your eyes open, but so much of your focus drifts back toward your crotch. You can’t help it. Like so many other men, your sex drive seizes control of your brain. If more women understood how easily males like you could be manipulated, then we’d rule the world within a matter of days. Lucky for you, most girls haven’t figured this out yet. 
 
    But still, you stroke and tease, lightly touching the underside of your scrotum as you tighten your fingers around your cock. It’s almost enough to force your climax. Somehow, you stop it. 
 
    “Now,” I announce, “If you really want that orgasm, you’re going to have to please me first. Until I say otherwise, you keep touching yourself. You stay nice and hard, and I don’t care how desperate you are.” 
 
    “Please, I can’t take this,” you stammer. The words pump from your lungs, but you can’t stop yourself. 
 
    I tilt my head to the side and looked down at you. “What did I just say?” I ask with obvious condescension. “David, I don’t care how hard this is for you. You will obey me.” 
 
    “You said you don’t care how desperate I am,” you quote back to me. 
 
    “Nope,” I shoot right back at you. “I don’t.” 
 
    Your brows furrow with frustration, but I take my time as I slip my feet from my shoes and let them fall to the floor. Next, I lift my skirt, and I pull down my stockings, then my panties. I strip, and you see my smooth legs. 
 
    This almost pushes you over the edge. I grin down at you, my eyes twinkling with cruel delight because I know holding out takes every iota of self-control you possess. 
 
    “Stop,” I command. 
 
    Your shoulders tense and twitch, yet you somehow manage to pull your hands away from your cock. 
 
    I reach down, place my fingers to your lips, and you wait obediently. Somehow, you can sense the trap for what it is. Finally, I say, “Lick them.” 
 
    You obey, sliding her tongue out pastor lips and gently flicking it across my fingertips. Then I pull my hand away, and I grin down at you. “Stroke your cock with your left hand this time.” 
 
    You obey. You keep your right hand pushed to the carpet as you’re right rises and you start to massage your shaft. You push down with your palm, squeezing at your fingertips, and in case your shaft. Hot desperation courses through you, teasing and tantalizing. If you just booked your hips up, and clenched down, you could climax right here and now. 
 
    But you hold back because you don’t want to mess this up. 
 
    Your sex drive is powerful, but another yearning keeps you naked and on your back, powerless before a girl like me. 
 
    Between quick, frantic breaths, you continue to stroke as your eyes drift up the length of my body. I hitch up my skirt, slide my dampened fingers between my legs, and I gently stroke myself. 
 
    You’re watching me masturbate. 
 
    It doesn’t last long. With another little smirk, I lower myself down. My knees push against the sides of your head as I press my moist slit to your mouth. Within seconds, you catch the aroma of my arousal. 
 
    My skirt touches your face, and you can’t see anything now. There’s just the warm, shaded darkness beneath my skirt. 
 
    Pressing your lips together, you wait for the inevitable command. “Lick me,” I order. “Serve me, David. Make me feel good. And maybe. Just maybe, I will let you have that orgasm.” 
 
    With another gulp of desperation, you lift your head just a little bit. But then I’m sitting on your face, pushing my opening right down against her mouth. Your lips part, and you start licking. 
 
    At first, you’re tentative and unsure of yourself. “Come on,” I laugh. “You can do better than that!” 
 
    Your cheeks burn red. 
 
    “Don’t stop touching yourself,” I remind you. 
 
    Your hand moves frantically up and down. “Your right hand goes under your scrotum. Stroke yourself,” I order. 
 
    You obey. It’s difficult to do three things at once, but you work hard. All the while, you have to fight back those urges. You could, at any moment, but I won’t allow it. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I savor the feel of your obedient tongue. “This is what you’re good for, David. This is what you know you need to do. You’re the kind of boy who needs to be bossed around. You belong on your back, helpless, powerless.” 
 
    With every iota of your being, you yearn to beg. You want to plead for the chance to get off. The ache surges through you with every second, but you obey me. You surrender to me, all while you stroke, tease, touch, and lick. Your tongue darts up and down along my crevice as I enjoy having you on your back, right here in the middle of the living room. 
 
    Your fingers tense, and your toes curl, but you’re spread out and vulnerable beneath me, all while I had to remove some stockings and a pair of panties, but that’s all. I could saunter out onto the street, and people would still respect me. But you? You’re naked and helpless, right where you belong: beneath me. 
 
    “Oh, that feels so good,” I smirk, allowing you to think this delicious torment might come to an end soon. “Maybe, just maybe I will let you get off.” 
 
    “Faster,” I command. 
 
    You obey. 
 
    Even as you follow my instructions and continue to touch yourself, your tongue flickers quick, darting movements along my sex. The heat punctuates my body, pounding just beneath my skin as I relax into it. You feel the weight of my body against your cheeks, but you keep licking, sliding your tongue deep into me as I use you like my own personal sex toy. 
 
    Face it, David, you’re nothing but a plaything. 
 
    I glance over my shoulder and see that you’re still touching yourself. 
 
    Good. 
 
    With a wicked grin, I tell you, “I’m going to tell you exactly when you have to come. If you mess it up, then you don’t get an orgasm.” 
 
    I feel your body stiffen beneath me. You’re scared. 
 
    I ride your face, pushing my hips down as I am pale myself on your tongue. All the while you keep licking. 
 
    “Now!” I call out. “Come for me now, David!” 
 
    You hear your name, and the pleasure explodes through me. I throw my head back and whip my hair down against my shoulder blades. In that same moment, you squeeze, grunt, growl, and surrender to the inevitable. You squeeze, and there’s this one moment where you think it might not work. Maybe the timing isn’t just right. 
 
    But then your shaft pulsates, and the release explodes through your body. You feel the splash, the heat, and the satisfaction. You keep licking because you know anything else would disappoint me, which is a risk you never be able to take. 
 
    When I’m done with your face, I stand. My face is flushed, and I grin at you. “Not bad, David. But I’m going to train you to do even better next time.” 
 
    Your lips are wet with my excitement as you push down your fear and await my next command because a boy like you will always have to obey. 
 
      
 
    Part 2: 
 
    I don’t bother to knock this time. I just come right in and grin down at you, not that you can see my face. You’re already naked, on your knees and with your ankles crossed behind you. You try to relax your shoulders, only you can’t quite succeed. Your heart hammers away in your chest, your skin is hot, and you know I’m going to take you, David. You know I’m going to use you however I see fit because that’s my right. 
 
    Face it. I own you. 
 
    Do you have any rights? 
 
    No, of course not. 
 
    “Look at me,” I command. “Come on, David. You can do it.” A wicked grin spreads across my lips. You can see the dark red gloss on my mouth, the sparkle in my eyes, and the eager anticipation in my expression. 
 
    Without a word of warning, I lift my shoe and put my foot on your shoulder, shoving you down. Suddenly, you’re on your back with your hands behind you. 
 
    “I’m going to have a lot of fun with you right now. There’s something I’ve been craving, David Reave—my pathetically obedient slave boy.” I purr through those words, tasting each one. “David, David, David. You have an eager tongue. If you were smarter or stronger, I might respect you for that. As things stand, well, you’re nothing but property, a possession for me to play with. You aren’t smart enough or strong enough to get out of this. The door’s right there. You could walk away, but you don’t have enough dignity for that, do you?” 
 
    Your lips part, and you stare up at me. As I tower over you like some divine being, you still can’t bring yourself to speak. 
 
    That’s when I drop down on top of you. For one moment, terror surges through you because I could just body slam you. And oh, it’d hurt. I might be smaller, but it would still hurt bad. 
 
    Instead, the sounds of my laughter hit your ears as I straddle you. 
 
    I look down into your eyes again. “Get ready to use that busy tongue, David.” 
 
    That’s when I turn around. As I face the tips of your toes, I lift my haunches up and slide my slide back down toward your face. “Lick. Lick like the obedient slave I’ve trained you to be.” 
 
    Right now, you’re thinking about how other people see you. They might view you as competent, intelligent, strong, or reliable. Not me. That’s because I know the truth about you. David Reave is a speck of dirt who deserves to be used. He’s only good for the pleasure his tongue can provide me. That’s all. That’s why you belong on your back. That’s why you deserve to be enslaved by a strong-willed girl like me. And face it. If I hadn’t come along, another woman would have. 
 
    It was inevitable. 
 
    I prove it by pushing my slit against your mouth. I’ve already given you the command, so your tongue flickers out, and you obey me, licking with the hot, desperate need to please. Your tongue darts along my sex, and you taste the excitement along my opening as the heat radiates from my inner thighs. 
 
    With my back straight, I run my fingers through my hair and let my brown tresses cascade to my shoulder blades as I pant through the excitement. Oh yes, this feels wonderful. Oh yes, this is amazing. I love using you just like this. 
 
    “Let’s try something different,” I announce. 
 
    Different? You’re scrambling, terrified of what this might mean. But then I reposition myself and gently slide back. Suddenly, your mouth isn’t poised beneath my slit. It’s under my ass now. 
 
    “Did I say could stop licking?” I ask. Simultaneously, I push down and rub my ass along your nose and down to your mouth. “Lick, or there are going to be consequences.” 
 
    Deep down, some part of you must believe you won’t really do it. Lapping my slit with your tongue like an eager dog is one thing, but you don’t want to believe you’re capable of slipping your tongue into my ass. This is a boundary you should be able to maintain. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    You can’t. 
 
    I know you better than you know yourself. I understand what it takes to break you. That’s why I just wait a few more seconds, push down again, and you slide your tongue up. You feel the heat of my body and taste my ass as you lick. Your tongue goes deep, and I grin with wild satisfaction. 
 
    “Don’t you dare stop.” 
 
    The momentum takes a hold of you. You have broken this personal rule. You’ve started to serve me with your mouth, and you won’t give up. You have to do it. You understand this deep down. It’s primal, almost a compulsion. 
 
    The desperation pumps through you. 
 
    Your eyes moisten, your fingers push into your palms, forming fists. Your knuckles turn white, but you keep licking. 
 
    That’s when I bring my fingertips up to my mouth, gently suck on those digits, and glide them back between my legs. 
 
    “I’m going to get off, David. I’m going to enjoy one delicious orgasm after another while you serve me, and you’re going to stay there on your back. You’re going to keep licking my ass while I sit on your face because that’s what you were meant to do. This is who you are. This is where you belong. Other people get to be important. Other people get to take control. Not you. You stay on the floor like a toy. You’re my plaything, my pathetic little slave.” 
 
    I shift more of my weight, pushing it down. The contours of my posterior press against your cheeks. 
 
    You clench your eyes shut, but you can’t pretend. You can’t just imagine that you’re somewhere else, doing something else. 
 
    You know the truth. You know the truth about who you are and what you are as I sit on your face and as you lick my ass. 
 
    You can feel it. 
 
    Even after this, you might get up, put on some clothes and go out. You might start flirting with a girl or something, but it wouldn’t matter because you’ll know the truth. You understand how you’re weak because I can snap my fingers, order you to the floor, and you’ll obey. 
 
    Each and every time. 
 
    I will always know David Reave will obey me. You just can’t help you’re. 
 
    You’re pathetic. 
 
    Keep licking. 
 
    “Faster,” I call out. Your tongue darts through those fast, desperate movements. All the while, I slide my fingers and my crevice, stroke my opening, and play with myself. My fingertips massaged and stimulate my clit. 
 
    Oh, I’m so hot. I’m so wet. 
 
    I force myself down even more now. It feels like your entire tongue has been enveloped by the walls of my ass, but you still can’t stop, can you? 
 
    “Keep going. Go. Faster.” 
 
    I rub myself with quick, slippery movements of my slick fingertips along my wet opening. Your tongue is deep inside of me now, and I savor every little twirl, each movement. You go left and right, up and down. You don’t know what you’re doing, but you can’t stop either. 
 
    Closer. 
 
    “Do it, David! Get me off, you pathetic slave!” 
 
    I arch my back, close my eyes, and embrace the hot surge of pleasure. The desires spin through my body, hotter and faster. 
 
    Finished, I pull my hand away from my slit and stand. I let my skirt fall back down around my legs, and then I looked down at you. 
 
    Right now, you’re probably hoping for a kind word or maybe some sort of sexual favor. You’re not going to get it. 
 
    “David Reave,” I announce with a dismissive shake my head. “I might play with you again—ass licker.” That’s all I say before I turn and walk right back through the door, disappearing once again because I’m done with you. For now. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    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. 
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