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Lifestyles of the Trained and Obedient

When we met at a that party, I didn't have any plans for you—not yet. To be honest, I didn't even know you existed yet. But then I observed you. I watched as you talked with some of your friends. You were telling a story about work, and I listened politely. Then I locked my eyes on yours, and I said, "How do you feel about your boss? How do you feel about being obedient to your employer?"

Normally, I didn't use that kind of language. It was blunt and sharp. More importantly, it showed so much that I normally kept to myself. And yet, I thought I could sense something in you, something sweet and cute and alluring, all at the same time. After all, you kept glancing in my direction. Obviously, you wanted to impress me. At first, when you were telling your story to everyone else, you only seemed to be going through the basic steps. You weren't really interested or invested. After just a couple of seconds with me nearby, however, you got excited, didn't you? "I don't think that's how I would put it," you said. "You make me sound like a dog."

"Or a slave," I replied. Around me, our friends, and mutual acquaintances were already pretty tipsy. As far as they were concerned, I was just teasing you. It was part of the game, and they didn't even need to understand it.

"That's not how I like to think of it," he protested.

"Here's a fun question for you," I said, stepping forward. I came closer and closer. In the next moment, I was invading your personal space, and I absolutely loved it, especially because I could sense the flicker of fear pass across your face.

This wasn't what you expected. All the way back. As far as elementary school, middle school, and throughout high school, I learned all the rules. There were the specific things a girl like me is supposed to do. Even now, in the age of fourth-wave feminism, those old traditions and habits still persist. A girl is supposed to wait. She is supposed to be sweet, innocent, and demure. But now, I loved that look of frightened panic on your face, especially because you glanced over at everyone else as though they could save you. They couldn't.

In that moment, I was a feline, and I had my eyes set on you: my prey. I wasn't going to behave like all of the other girls. I wouldn't act shy, and I wouldn't laugh at your jokes to draw you in.

"If your employer can tell you what to do, when to do it, and how to do it, and if you're too scared to quit, are you really any different from a slave?"

"Yes," you said. "Obviously."

"And if a woman takes control of you, and you aren't brave enough to leave, what about that?" At this point, I casually reached up, grabbed you by your shirt, and tugged you a little closer. I leaned in, and I whispered against your ear, "What if she knows how to keep you under her thumb? Would that make you a slave?"

"I, I don't know," you said, stuttering from one whispered word to the next.

"Give me your phone," I instructed next. I was loving this. After all, I almost expected you to shove me away. And yet, you didn't. Even if you didn't want to believe it or accept it, I could see the truth in your eyes. I recognized what kind of boy you really were, even if you didn't know how to admit it yourself.

When you obeyed, there was that flutter of excitement that ran hot through my body. I loved the way my nipples stiffened underneath my bra, the way my cheeks warmed up, and that delicious tension right between my legs.

I took your phone, and I quickly typed in my own number to send myself a text.

Once I had done this, I give the phone back to you. "Tomorrow morning, you're going to call me, and you're going to ask for a date."

"I am?"

"You are," I said with a smile.

Clearly, you wanted to play with me. You wanted to resist and to show me that you could handle everything I had to offer.

"And why would I do that?"

It was sweet. It was adorable. You thought you could compete with someone like me. In the next moment, I slipped my gaze up and down along your body. I studied you and evaluated you as I made my decision. In truth, I liked the shape of your face, the contours of your shoulders, and the silhouette of your build. You looked good, and I decided I could have a lot of fun with you. "Because you want to know exactly what I can do with you. You want to know how I can train you."

By now, our friends had wandered off. They had their own conversations and games. More importantly, they probably understood that this was going to be private, in one way or another. They could be very respectful like that.

And now I turned away, and I strolled off to another crowd of friends and acquaintances. I didn't need to glance over my shoulder to see you watching me, just as I didn't need to think about what would happen next.

In theory, there was a very good chance that you wouldn't actually call me or ask me out. Maybe you would panic. Maybe I had been wrong. Maybe I flustered you for a few seconds there, but then you would decide that you didn't like this kind of dynamic. After all, I had illustrated what it would be like, now didn’t I? I seized control, I talked down to you, and I demonstrated what I could take: power.

Then again, boys could be so predictable, especially when it came to what they view as a "challenge". Somehow, this idea never scared me. On the contrary, it excited me. I had played around with a couple of boyfriends. I had learned how guys could be vulnerable. There were all of the stereotypes, the different lessons to be learned from romantic comedies, and the sexist nonsense that continued to float out in the cultural ether. But one-on-one, boys could be so easy…

That was the really fascinating part for me. They didn't want to admit it, and they couldn't acknowledge it. In truth, most of them didn't even understand this about themselves. But as I went through high school, then college, and as I worked on my career, I could see the truth. Whether it was dealing with a college professor, some arrogant boy, or just a route delivery person, men were always more vulnerable than anyone would expect.

You called me. You called, and I held the phone to my ear as I walked over to my apartment's balcony. At this point, I was still living downtown in one of the smaller apartment complexes. Although I had just been promoted to Program Coordinator II at the local university, I had decided to save as much money as I could. My career prospects looked amazing, especially because I seemed particularly adept at navigating through the academic hierarchy. Although I didn't publish or worry about actually teaching, I did understand what it meant to deal with administrators. I could get things done and secure grants, and that made me an incredibly valuable asset. I may have been young and relatively inexperienced, but none of that mattered as I made my way forward.

But since my work had started to settle down, I had been thinking more and more about finding someone special...a boy like you.

"Why did you call me?"

"I, I was hoping to ask you out," you said.

"Okay," I said. "Do it, Robbi." Right, then, you sucked in a breath, and I could hear your nervousness stretch across the quiet between us. This fierce grin curved along my lips. Before you got the chance to speak, I preempted you, "Tell me how you’d feel like a very lucky boy if I decide to go out with you. Tell me that you want to please me."

"You're joking," you insisted.

"Am I?"

Again, the silence persisted, only this time you considered exactly how you wanted to proceed. In that moment, it would have been easy for you to hang up. You could have disappeared from my life altogether. Maybe I would just be that bratty, bossy girl you had encountered at one party. Perhaps we would see one another again, yet you would never have to acknowledge this, or how I had grabbed your phone from you or the way I looked into your eyes and triggered something you didn't know how to comprehend.

"I, I would feel like a very lucky boy if you would decide to go out with me."

"And?" I elongated that single word. “What else, Robbi?”

"And I want to please you," you said, speaking faster now.

"Good boy," I said.

We went out on our first date. I took you by the hand, and I told you where we would go and what we would see at the movies. Little by little, you started to understand that this was how it would work. I would take control.

On our second date, I leaned in, and I kissed you. I pressed my mouth to yours. From there, my arm slid up, and I grabbed you by your hips. I pulled you close, and I rubbed myself against you. Of course, I could feel your erection pressed up against your pants.

On our third date, I took you to an art exhibit. You told me you didn't understand the pieces, but that was fine so long as you got to be with me. Smart boy. That was a good answer.

Only then, we were alone in one of the galleries, and I stepped behind you. I pulled you close, and then I slipped my hand down into your pants. When you let out that first little squeak, I grinned ferociously. At that moment, you must have been so embarrassed, especially when you squirmed, but you couldn't tell if the shame came from the fact that I manhandled you, the fact that I had my hand down your pants, or the fear that someone could walk into that gallery at any moment to discover what I was doing to you. As my fingers slid along your shaft, you stiffened instantly. At the same time, you wanted to wiggle away, but you knew better than to try to shove me back. I wouldn't like that. More and more, you had started to think in terms of what I would like, what I would appreciate, and what I would enjoy most.

"If I decide to take you home, you know this is going to belong to me, don't you?"

"Yes," you said. Automatically, your voice strained, deep, rasping and eager all at the same time.

"And even if I don't take you home with me, will this be mine?"

"Yes," you said.

I loved the sound of your voice. I loved knowing that I could touch you just like this. Strictly speaking, you were taller than me. You are bigger and broader, but none of those details mattered because I was in charge. I could play with you. And more importantly, I knew that you were figuring this out day by day.

You couldn't guess exactly where my appetites might end, but I pushed your boundaries, and you couldn't fight back.

That night, you stopped in front of my apartment building, and you escorted me to my door. I ran my fingers through your hair, tilted your head, and I kissed you hard. My tongue darted against the edges of your teeth, and you moaned. You whimpered.

"If I take you back into my apartment, will you be willing to pay the price?"

"Yes!"

"You don't even know what it's going to be," I said.

That may have been true, but your eyes had glazed over with abject need. Of course, we could act like a normal couple, yet there were those moments like this where you found yourself ensnared. This was what I wanted. This was what I craved!

To be honest, I had never been able to figure out exactly why these urges seemed to pulse out from the center of my being. In elementary school, I would watch different animated movies, and I would see different characters get tied up from time to time. Whenever a girl got restrained, there was this vague sense of disgust at the back of my mind. But when the boys were handcuffed, tied down, or even trapped in a cage, something else would flutter at the center of my being. As I got older and hit puberty, I learned to explore. I started to touch myself in those private moments between going to bed and waking up to get ready for school. More and more, I thought about boys and what it would be like to have one of them down on their knees in front of me. At first, I pictured random abstractions, guys who seemed somehow amorphous. Then, little by little, I started to think of the boys from my different classes. Other girls fantasized about first kisses. I wondered what it would be like to have a boy in just his gym shorts with a collar around his neck and a leash leading from the base of his throat to my hand…

And now, the same instincts grew even stronger as I played with you.

"Please. Anything," you confessed.

"Next time," I said. "Maybe."

The next time you called me to ask me out, I told you that you would come over to my place. But if you wanted to see what would happen, you would have to wear a white shirt, black slacks, and dress shoes. You would also need to wear a white undershirt and black boxers. If you deviated from any of those garments, I would send you right back home.

At first, you laughed. Apparently, you didn't believe me. A uniform?

Yes. A uniform.

Sure enough, you figured out the truth, so you obeyed my instructions. And when you showed up, I showed you my apartment. It wasn't especially decor impressive, but I positioned you right at the center of my small living room. Then I told you to hold your hands behind your back.

Like a good boy, you obeyed.

I circled you, and then I stopped behind you. Once again, I slipped my hand along your chest, then down toward your crotch. Sure enough, I rubbed you right between your legs, and I could feel the outlines of your erection as it pushed up against your boxers and pants. "You're good at following instructions, boy. I'm impressed. At this rate, I really will take you into the bedroom. But for that to happen, you need to prove a couple of things."

By now, we had been dating for weeks.

"What's that?"

"You need to prove that you understand that this is our relationship. This is how it works."

"I, I don't understand," you stuttered out.

I grinned. You couldn't see it but I shook my head from side to side. Because I was standing behind you, you couldn’t see that either. "I don't believe you. Tell me, if we stay together, what do you think our relationship is going to look like?"

You drew in a breath, and I could tell that you were going to try to hide the truth again. Maybe you had considered it. Maybe you had started to figure it out. But at this point, I would make it clear and explicit. Finally, you said, "If we stay together, you're going to be in charge."

"That's right. I'm going to be in charge. I will be the owner, and you will be the slave. I will be the woman, and you will be the obedient boy."

"I, I understand," you promised.

"Do you trust me?"

"Yes," you said. "Give me your phone," I instructed, stepping up in front of you. I held out my hand. At this point, you pulled out your device, and you gave it to me right away.

"What is your username and password for your bank account?"

Adorably, you asked, "Excuse me?" Your eyes widened as you stared at me. On so many other occasions, you had turned away, dropping your gaze to the floor as you instinctively recognized me as your superior. But at this point, you couldn't help yourself.

"Don't worry," I consoled you. "I'm not going to rob you. And I'm not going to take anything. But from now on, if you're going to buy anything that costs more than fifty dollars, you have to get permission from me. And from now on, I'm going to monitor your account." I loved making this declaration! Of course, I had considered this before. In reality, he seemed like a very smart, capable, and independent young man, someone who probably make choices.

Too bad. None of those details mattered because I knew what I wanted, and I intended to take it. If you really wished to be with me, then you had to accept that. Would you? Could you? Those were the most important questions.

But again, you had your boy instincts, and your shaft was hard, and I was standing there, right in front of you. With my copper-red hair tied back into a ponytail, my wispy bangs framing my face, that red lipstick, contrasting against my pale skin, and the black dress clinging to the curves of my cleavage and waist, I knew what you'd decide. I loved knowing!

"If you want to buy something, what do you have to do?"

"I have to get permission," you said.

To be honest, I didn't intend to push things this far, but now I started to rub you. I pushed my hand up between your legs, and I toyed with your balls, gently cupping them even as I pressed against the fabric separating your sensitive flesh from my fingertips. From there, I brushed my palm up toward the base of your shaft. Second by second, I toyed with you.

"And now, if I take you to the bedroom, I'm going to tie you down and ride you. And then, when I'm done, I'm going to make sure that you never forget that you belong to me. You know how I’m going to do that?"

"How?"

"I'm going to lock you in a chastity cage. Do you understand?"

"What? No. What, what does that mean?"

I smiled. In truth, I savored this explanation. "It means that you won't be able to get any erection or orgasms until I let you out. So what's it going to be, boy? Do you want to leave right now? Do you want me to take you into the bedroom, strip you naked, tie you down, ride you hard, and lock you up?" I loved detailing those words, one after another, for you as I described your fate.

When I looked into your eyes, I saw the truth. As a boy, you couldn't really believe it. All around the world, men don't really comprehend what kind of power a girl like me can wield. With just a little bit of confidence, the right steps, and patience, virtually anyone can enslave any boy. I proved that with you.

"Please. Please, let's go to your bedroom," you said.

I took you by the hand, and I walked, guiding you down the short hallway into my bedroom. Once we got there, you saw the stripped mattress, plus the letter shackles. They glistened. They waited for you. Yes, I had prepared everything. And now, I stripped you, working the buttons on your shirt before yanking away each layer. Soon, you would kick off your shoes, pull off your pants, and then I would drag down your underwear until you really were naked.

Finally, I pushed. With my hands braced against your collarbones, I shoved you down, to bounce just once before I straddled you. I spread my legs, and you loved the soft feel of my hips against your flanks, even as I leaned over. I grabbed your right wrist and pulled it toward the corner of the bed. Next, I secured that shackle. I pulled it tight. Once I finished, I started to work on your left arm. Tentatively, you tugged against your restraints, curious about whether or not these could really hold you.

They could.

Within moments, I had you spread out and tied down. I secured your legs, and then I ran my fingers along your body.

I slipped away. I walked over to the closet and I came back holding a polished paddle. I held up that listening wood for you to see.

"No," you said, your eyes going wide. But now, I climbed back up onto the bed, I kneeled between your legs, and I grabbed you, rolling you onto your side. "No," you said, a little louder this time. "I have let you do a lot here, but I think we need to stop. We need to stop and have a conversation. We need to…" There was so much more you probably wanted to say, but I didn't give you the chance. Instead, I lifted the paddle high into the air, and then I swung it down in a tight arc right before it struck against your backside. Your eyes widened, and you let out that quick yelp.

I struck again and again, savoring the authority and power and ease with which I have lured you into this position. I had your banking information. I had you naked and spread out and tied down.

More and more, I would control you. I would get to own you!

I threw my head back, grinned again, and finally proceeded to strike once, twice, three times. I unleashed a quick barrage. And when I finished, your backside was a bright shade of red. I let you drop to the mattress again, and you were sputtering out your protests, but I didn't care. As far as I was concerned, your arguments became white noise. After all, you wanted to come into my bedroom. Deep down, you knew exactly what that would mean.

I stroked you. I teased you. I made you moan and whimper. Even as I played with you, I brought you to the edge of an orgasm, only to stop. I did this over and over again. Then I lifted my dress, but I kept my legs spread. With my middle two fingers on my right hand, I pressed the black silk against my pussy. I stroked myself right there in front of you. Once my excitement had soaked into my underwear, I pulled down those black, silk panties and balled them up. "Open your mouth."

Your eyes widened, and you shook your head from side to side.

"Now," I commanded.

You broke. You didn't want to believe this was possible, but you opened your mouth, and I shoved my panties down between your teeth.

"Good boy," I said before I kissed the tip of your nose.

From there, I stroked myself again. I slid my fingers along my opening. I touched myself and pleasured myself. In the meantime, you grumbled and groaned. You growled at me like some wild animal, but I didn't care, not while had you spread out and helpless before me.

Finally, I mounted you. I climbed up on top of you, and I rode you hard!

I made you come. I made that orgasm race through your body. At the same time, I savored my own completion.

When I finished with you, it was time for something else.

Before your pulse could slow or you could catch your breath, I nudged your manhood into its new home: a steel tube. I slipped the ring around your balls and secured the different pieces together. I had just locked a boy in chastity!

Chastity helped immensely. First, I loved how it made me feel. From that point forward, I wore a silver necklace with the key dangling at the end rather than some silly little pendant. Whenever I wanted to play with you, I could pull it out, and I could let it swing from side to side. Or maybe I'd glide my fingers along the teeth of that key, and you would see it, and you would know that I wouldn't let you out.

For me, male masturbation is something of a strange thought. First, I have never really understood all of the assumptions, tropes and memes about guys pleasuring themselves. According to my friends back in middle school and high school, guys had to do it every morning. Maybe that was true. Maybe not. Either way, you no longer had that option, did you?

And your behavior! Chastity certainly changed it!

Before this, you knew how to be humble and obedient. If I looked into your eyes and stared you down, you would bend and break for me. But now, it required even less effort! I loved seeing that nervous and anxious expression on your face, especially when you would get ready to ask for me to release you.

At first, I thought it would be just a random treat here or there, only then I made a decision.

I would start letting you out of your chastity cage, especially after you performed appropriately for me. But rather than free you completely as I had initially intended, I decided that I really, really liked owning your cock. I actually would make this into a new lifestyle for you. That meant you would never be allowed release without supervision. Consequently, I would strip you naked and handcuff your wrists behind your back, or spread you out and tie you down before releasing you. You could get hard, but an erection came with restraints each and every time.

Along the way, you learned how to perform.

In other relationships, other girls have to argue. Women need to think about what kind of hints they can drop for the boys in their lives. Honestly, I could acknowledge that this isn't really fair, especially because so many of my friends want their boyfriends and husbands to "want to be helpful". But sometimes that simply isn't how the male psyche works.

Fine. Cool. I could work with that.

Chastity made it so much easier!

As we dated, I considered exactly what I wanted. The first part was easy enough: chores. After you first came to me and said, "Could you maybe, possibly let me out of the chastity cage just for a little while? I swear, it won't even be a big deal. If you just let me out. Please?" I knew I could take whatever I wanted.

"Okay," I said. "But you know, my bathroom needs to be cleaned."

You blinked. You stared at me. I adored the look of confusion on your face. You had probably rehearsed your pleading with me on countless occasions inside your head. Maybe you woke up in the middle of the night, instinctively reaching down between your legs to touch yourself, but then you would feel the metal of your chastity cage, and you would wake up, fully cognizant of the fact that you wouldn't be able to enjoy an erection, let alone an actual orgasm. Poor boy.

But now, I established the terms for you. I might let you out...if you performed appropriately and did your chores like a good boy. Would you do that? Could you do that?

On the first occasion, you broke easily.

But then, later on, you came to me again, and you said, "This is unfair! Please, Anna. Please, just give me the key? I swear, I will give it back!" Unable to help myself, I laughed right in your face. And then you glared at me, and you tried to intimidate me, but that was the moment when I ran my fingers through your hair, took a firm grip, tugged and sent a little spasm of pain down your scalp.

"You belong to me," I promised.

"Yes. I do. I, I belong to you," you told me.

"Put your hands on the wall, boy."

You obeyed, and then I came up behind you. I ran my fingers along your neck, down your back, and I slid my hands into your pants. I stroked your balls. I gently played with you, stimulating you. You groaned and growled. You want this so badly. "What are you?"

"Yours," you said. "I'm yours!"

Of course, this kind of obedience came with so much more than just chores.

"You're going to service me," I said. "First, you’re going to give me a nice, long foot massage. When you finish with that, you're going to go down on me. You're going to make me come at least three times." I grinned at the thought. It sounded so hedonistic, so utterly impossible. Again, I thought of my friends and their complaints. All too often, the guys in their lives were theoretically willing to service them, but that usually meant a couple of quick licks before demanding a blow job or penetration.

You didn't get that option.

I used the paddle harder. I struck again and again, making sure your backside turned a bright shade of scarlet. Then, and only then, I pulled down my jeans, I yanked off my panties and spread my legs. Then I kept my hands braced casually against the back of your head as you licked. You went down on me, you were currently gliding your tongue will along my sex for my pleasure.

Day by day, week by week, month by month, I trained you. I shaped you into the boy I wanted. And then, one night, over dinner, I looked into your eyes, and I said, "It's time for us to get married."

There was that sharp intake of breath. By now, you had learned to control yourself.

"You can walk away if you want," I said. "Or you can become mine completely and totally."

Over the last few months, you had learned what control meant. I could dictate what you ate, what you were allowed to buy, and when you might get to climax. I owned you, minute by minute, and now you had another option.

Over the course of our relationship, you had learned to be polite. While I could be playful, cruel, and rude. I leaned back in the seat. "But we both know what you're going to decide, don't we, boy? You need this. You want to be owned. You can't help yourself. Go on. Try to walk away. I dare you."

For the next few seconds, you didn't know what to do or say. Finally, you looked back at me. "Would you marry me? Please?"

"And if we do, what will you be?"

"Your slave."

"Will you be my dumb, cute, obedient slave? Will you let me control every aspect of your life? Will I own your money, your time, your attention, everything?"

"Yes," you confessed.

"And will you take my name?"

"Yes…" Obviously, you hated that answer, but you knew what I wanted to hear. "Good," I said with a smile. "But I have something for you. You don't have to worry about reading it. Just sign." That's when I pulled out the manila envelope, and I set it down on the table. I pushed it forward along with a pen.

"What, what is this?"

"Our prenuptial arrangement," I told you.

Your eyes widened, all because this was happening far, far too fast. Then again, I basked in the fact that you got to experience an old fashioned marriage proposal for yourself. This was a decision you could theoretically make, but once you signed those documents, you understood what you would become. In fact, I enjoyed telling you, "The moment you sign this contract, you will become chattel, boy. Slavery might be illegal in the modern world, but I will effectively own you."

"I understand," you said.

That's when I got up from my seat, I walked around the table, and I dropped down next to you. I opened the documents, I held out the pen, and I pushed it into the palm of your hand. Then I helped you sign on one dotted line after another.

"Don't worry," I promised you. "You will regret your decision."

You probably hated the weddings. We had two, of course. One was generic and took place for mainstream friends. Then there was the other one, a private ceremony where you crawled naked down the aisle. With just a collar around your neck and a chastity cage between your legs, you approached me. I wore my wedding dress, and I looked down at you. You stayed down on your knees, and I lifted up my right foot, bracing it against the small of your back. As I made one promise after another. I vowed to own you. I vowed to train you. I vowed to ensure that you always understood your place at my feet.

Finally, I allowed you to speak. You promised to be a good and obedient boy. More than that, you acknowledged the authority I had already been wielding over you for months. By then I made every important decision for you. By this point, you no longer even had access to your bank accounts. You went to work, you earned your money, and yet you never received any kind of compensation.

I did.

I still sent you out to go shopping and do things like that, but you always had to justify every purchase. And if I didn't like a decision you made, you would be punished. You would need to be disciplined. Then there was my favorite part.

After our wedding, I took you to a special spot downtown. I loved this artist; she rarely asked questions, and she was more than eager to work on a boy like you.

On the small of your back, I had you tattooed. You gripped my hand tight. You tried to pretend that it didn't sting, but those needles jumping down into your skin must have burned just a little bit.

That night, I took you home, and you dropped to your knees in front of me. Naked with a collar around your neck, you gulped, and you had to ask, "What is it? What does it say?"

"What's wrong? The dumb boy can't figure it out for himself? Go on. Guess."

"I don't know!"

I absolutely adored the desperation glowing along your eyes. "Try," I said. "It's okay. I know you're just a dumb boy. You can do better. Come on. Do it." With those last two words, I made it abundantly clear that I wouldn't tolerate your silence of your indecision. Whether you liked it or not, you had to tell me. After all, we were married now…

You gulped, and you looked back at me. "Please. Please…Anna, I don't know!"

"Okay," I said. "Put your hands back against the wall."

Your eyes widened, and you could read my expression. Instantly, you understood what I wanted from you. More importantly, you knew I would get it.

Obediently, you assumed the position. You braced yourself against the wall with your fingers spread, your palms flat against the surface and your back at that tight angle. I took out a new toy this time. After all, it was a special occasion. This time, I touched the cane to the small of your back, poking at the fresh ink. You flinched. You couldn't help yourself.

"I'll tell you after I punish you," I promised. That's when I raised the cane up into the air. I tightened my grip, swung down in one painful arc, and sent that screaming burst of sensation along your nerves. Your fingers pushed down, but you couldn't get any kind of grip. "You know, this is how other boys behave," I pointed out. "But you're not like other boys, are you? You're not strong enough to fight me. You belong to me now. And you signed that prenuptial agreement, didn't you? You made your vows". I leaned in and I whispered right before I nipped at your earlobe, "You belong to me. You are property now, boy. Say it."

"I'm property!"

I swung the cane down once, twice. I left those crisscrossing redlines along your skin. The heat burned. The frustration and humiliation drilled into you. Your eyes were wet, and you tried to embrace this new existence, but you couldn't completely succeed. Despite your very best efforts, you knew that I had you. Just as importantly, I could do whatever I wanted, and there was no way for you to stop me.

I had you trapped. You had become my captive, my property, and my slave. Again and again, I ran through those terms. I had always enjoyed language and the definition of different words. Applying those labels to you always sent this exquisite little thrill running down my spine.

"You’re marked, boy. You're marked, so if you ever make the mistake of letting people see you right here," I poked at the small of your back, making you flinch, "they will see the truth. You're Anna's Boy."

Over the last ten years, I have trained you completely, haven't I? I have turned you into a perfectly docile and obedient slave, the kind of boy who exists for my pleasure, and nothing more. Yes, I still allow you to work part-time, but that's only so you can still taste the outside world. At home, I get to make every decision.

Most of the time, you followed the specific protocols that I demand. When you get home from work, you check each and every room. You double check the front and back yard. You have to make sure that every part of my home meets my standards. You might be allowed to have a job, but you don't get that money, and so you are effectively a househusband, someone who is dependent upon his wife.

Don't worry. My career has been quite good to me. We have plenty, not that you would know it. You don't know where the bank accounts are. You don't know how much money we actually have. You do understand that when you go shopping, you have to be prepared to justify every single expense. There are those moments when I will order you to fetch a receipt, and I'll ask questions. Why did you buy that sugar? That milk? Who was that chocolate bar for?"

There are little kids out in the world who have more freedom than you. That must be so frustrating!

Too bad.

When I'm not micromanaging you and going over each and every decision you make, you have to rely on the protocols. You know how your day will work: wake up, make yourself presentable, cook my breakfast, and then go to work. Obviously, you get home way early, before me, which means you need to clean the house. Each day, I perform an inspection. I'm not going to waste my time by going over every single little detail, so you can never know exactly where I will check or what I will be looking for.

In any case, you always stand off to the side in your uniform, nervous and almost shivering as you wait for my decision. Personally, I think you look great in your dress shirt and slacks. It's a casual, understated look, one that always makes me think of my authority over you. With just a glance, I can be reminded of how much power I have.

How much do you have? That's right. None.

Then again, you know better than to argue. If there is even a hint of defiance behind your eyes, you have learned to hide it beautifully. The new chastity device probably had something to do with that. Initially, we started with a simple cage. It was easy enough to understand. Since then, you have been pierced. You have been locked. I can still let you out from time to time, but it is always my prerogative.

There are those moments, of course, when I decide to tie you down or take you into the basement and chain you to the walls. With your arms and legs spread, your naked body on display, I love to tease you. I can't help it. Even now, after ten years of marriage, there is something so intoxicating about keeping you helpless as I run my hands along your body.

When you are restrained and helpless, naked and vulnerable, I like to keep you gagged. I remind you again and again that a dumb boy like you doesn't have anything interesting to tell me. So instead, I gently glide my fingers along your cheeks to your neck, along your shoulders, down your chest, all the way to your stomach and flanks. Whenever this happens, you know that there is a slim chance that I will decide to release you. It would be so easy for me, of course. I could use the key, pull out the piercing, and free your manhood. I have done it. I have touched you, and drawn you closer and closer to an orgasm, only to turn around and walk away.

Frankly, there is nothing better than hearing you scream and cry out, jerking against restraints as you desperately try to get my attention. After all, I might walk away, only to turn around if I hear that right note from you. If you plead with the right pathetically desperate sound, then I might decide to release you. After all, I do enjoy riding you.

And if I come back, maybe I will slide my fingers along your calves and up towards your knees, along your thighs, and between your legs. I love touching you. I love cupping your balls in my hands, especially because you can't help it. Those boy instincts take control, and you stiffen instantly, your body locking up as helpless frustration surges through you. You know who you are, you know what you need, and you will do anything for it.

Unfortunately for you, I already own you, every iota of your being. You were dumb enough to fall into my trap, so now I don't need to be nice or polite. I can make my demands, and you will always scurry to obey.

Those moments of teasing and almost inevitable denial reinforce my authority. They strengthen the hierarchy in our household.

What is it again?

That's right.

I'm in charge, and you will obey. I give the commands, and you follow them. When you disappoint me, I break you.

It's as simple as that.

Even when it comes to something as simple as your diet, I get to decide when you eat. More than that, I decide what you eat and how much. If you disobey me, maybe I will cut your rations, boy. You don't like that, do you? It's okay. You don't have to.

This is your life. You had a choice, and you made it. Now, I'm not letting you go. That's why I have added a few more tattoos over the years. There is the inked set of manacles on your ankles, the heart with my initials on your right wrist, and that first tattoo on the small of your back. Each time I take you in, you are reminded of your status.

At this point, you could try to run if you wanted, but my prenuptial agreement is pretty clear. I get everything. In the meantime, you would have to try to pay for a lawyer. How would you do that when you don't have any money?

Sorry. That's how this works now. You are the slave, and I'm the owner.

But don't worry. Even when you disappoint me, I can still enjoy myself.

First, I can ride you.

I love riding you. I can climb up on top of you and take whatever I want. At this point, you have learned an amazing degree of self-control, especially when you understand that any kind of premature release is enough to warrant severe punishments. Obviously, that will mean the cane and the paddle. But there is also the Closet of Shame. It's a childish title, but I like it anyway. I like knowing that I can order you into your closet and lock you inside when I'm not done with you or when I simply feel like keeping you in the dark for a while.

This is an excellent way to ensure your obedience.

When we first met at the party, I don't think you understood exactly what was going to happen. After all, you probably anticipated some kind of "normal" relationship. You had no idea that I could enslave you. But now, when I feel like it or when I think it would be a good idea to help remind you of your status, I order you to strip and to get down on your hands and knees. With your face down, and your ass up, you can usually figure out what is about to happen.

When I decide to play with you like this, your body responds. You can't help it. You might try to deny the truth or hide from the inevitable, but it's so easy for me to run my fingers through your hair, to grab a hold, and to yank, drawing your head back as I lean forward. "I'm going to fuck you, boy." I love to whisper those words, letting them gently play across your eardrums. "I’m going to take you nice and slow. You're going to be such a good girl for me. I mean, it's not like you're big enough to impress me. But look what I've got." In those moments, I will stand in front of you while wearing a dark red or black tank top and my strap-on harness. It's then that you get to see my fake cock.

I love to pivot to the left, then the right, shifting my weight. I love seeing that look of barely contained panic play across your face as I study you. Moment by moment, I absorb that look of trepidation on your face. Better yet, I love to run my hand along the contours of my fake shaft. "This is bigger than yours, isn't it? Don't worry. You're going to be able to take it. After all, it's not like I'm giving you a choice."

That's when I push your face right back down against the mattress, and then I come up behind you. Each and every time when you're good, I apply some lubricant, rubbing it along with the tip before I take you by your hips, and then I push forward. Each time, I tell you to relax. "You don't want to make this harder on yourself, do you?"

The first time I stood in front of you while wearing my dildo, you looked up at me, your mouth agape, your eyes wide.

"No…" you told me, frantically shaking your head from side to side. By this point, you had been thoroughly trained, but there were still those flickers of doubt. Frankly, those are never really going to go away, and I'm good with that. Seriously, I love knowing that you will squirm and struggle. I love knowing that you can fight, yet it won't make the slightest difference, will it? You can't get away because you are mine. And then I prove it. I push your head down, I come up behind you, and I use my free hand to aim the tip of my fake cock. I shove it down, rubbing that round tip against your opening before I push into you. I bury about cock within seconds, thrusting forward, drawing back, panting hard as I savor the feel.

There was something so intoxicating about every sensation. Maybe I didn't have an actual cock, but I didn't need one either. Frankly, the sensations can be nice or whatever, but I'm far more interested in something else. You know what it is, don't you?

Power.

Control.

The understanding that I can do whatever I want, and you can't stop me.

Each time you moan or whimper, a shudder of pleasure runs through my body. I throw my head back, and my dark red hair splashes against my shoulders. By now, it is my turn to start panting as I push into you again and again, thrusting hard, thrusting fast. I pump you, taking exactly what I want.

In the meantime, you have to remain in that position, braced on your knees and elbows, your face pushed against the mattress even as you keep your buttocks raised for me.

I laugh at you. I tell you that you could have fought harder. I remind you that this didn't have to happen, but you weren't smart enough to see the truth. You couldn't figure out how to resist.

I pump you hard, thrusting in. Then I slow it down. I love this! The realization that I could do whatever I want to you overwhelms me, driving me wild as I savor the rush of heat throughout my body. And after I finish, I roll you onto your back, straddle your face, and make you lick me.

It still happens from time to time. There are those moments when I feel like pumping you. Maybe you deserve it. Maybe you made a mistake. More likely, I simply want to feel that cock between my legs as I pump you, thrusting hard then slow, quick and furious before relaxing. Considering how it gets my heart rate up, it has to count as cardio. Right?

If this was the worst thing you thought that could happen, you were wrong.

Oddly enough, you didn't make a mistake. That is something I like to remind you of. You did your best, you served me dutifully, and I was marginally impressed. You wore your uniform, obeyed the protocols, and endured my micromanaging of your chores. Each time I told you to wash a dish differently, you obeyed. When I ordered you to get down on your knees and lick my boots, you didn't argue or complain. You didn't even hesitate!

One might assume it that all of this guaranteed you a reward. On the contrary, I had something else in mind.

"Tonight," I told you, "I'm going to go out. I'm going to go out and you’re going to stay here, Robbi."

Despite all of your training, you couldn't resist the temptation, so you had to ask, "Where are you going? What, what are you doing?" I loved that little shiver in your vocal cords, like you still couldn't hide the fact that I had no trouble intimidating you. Then again, you accepted your position as chattel. You can't get away, not now. I have you, and there is no way I'm letting you go.

Then again, that sense of ownership doesn't go both ways.

You learned this the first time I leaned down and said, "Strip. Tonight, you're going to wait in the closet. I'm done with you, the house looks great, and you don't really need to do anything anyway."

"What is it? What are you going to do?" you asked. I loved that nervous little note of desperation in your voice.

"I'm going out with a friend."

I watched you, my eyes goring you even as I waited for you to ask the inevitable.

"A friend?" You definitely heard something in my voice. You could pick up on that little note of amusement, that twinge of excitement. After all, I had just put on one of my favorite dresses. Small and black and tight, it contrasted beautifully with my pale skin. Not only that, I loved the short him, tight, built-in bodice, and the feeling it gave me. Not only that, I had brushed my hair, applied a hint of makeup, and it was obvious I was ready to go out for some fun.

"A very special friend," I said.

By this point, we were married. I had made my vows, and you had made yours. I promised to own and control you. You promised to be obedient and docile. You had to be loyal, especially while your cock remained imprisoned. Obviously, I didn't suffer from those same limitations…

"What does that mean?"

"Do you want to know?"

"I don't know," you said, close to panicking. "Do I?"

"Probably not," I said, only to smirk. "Ask anyway. Make sure you understand what's going to be happening while you are set aside in the closet. I won't have any use for you, boy, so you can just wait like any other tool."

Opening your mouth, you got ready to respond. Obviously, you had to do as I instructed. It wasn't like you could defy me. If you tried, you'd regret it. That much was obvious.

You licked your bottom lip. "I can't do it."

"Last chance," I chided you.

Seething, you have been trained. Even so, you still tried to hold out. You did your best to cling to some sense of defiance, independence, or freedom. Frankly, I waited, and then you looked up at me with these big, adorably helpless eyes. "You're thinking about going to spend time with someone else."

"I already told you that," I said casually.

Your nostrils flared, and you gulped. You moved your head from side to side. "But he's not just going to be a friend, is he?"

"How perceptive of you," I said. That's when I cupped your cheeks between my hands, then forced you to look up at me. With you on your knees, I grinned and said, "you're going to be tied up and naked in the closet while I go have fun with my new lover."

"Your new lover?"

"Face it, boy. You're not big enough to impress me. You're not strong enough. When I see you, I want to laugh. When I locked you up, it wasn't any major loss. Frankly, you're better with your hands and your tongue anyway." I shook my head with just a note of disdain. "But you have been useful in other ways, so I keep you around. Aren't you a good slave boy for me? Yes, you are? You're a very good slave boy for me!"

Adorably desperate and truly pathetic, you tried to say something else. You wanted so badly to argue, to convince me to change my mind…

Even so, you had to understand that you wouldn't be able to do it. You weren't smart enough or strong enough. Another man may have been able to handle the challenge, but I just smiled, patted you on the head, and turned around. I sauntered off to the closet, and then I came back with the leather shackles, the ball gag, and the blindfold.

"Strip," I said.

"Why? Why him?"

"Just the fact that he's better isn’t good enough for you?" I asked with a chuckle. But then, I looked into your eyes again. "Okay. Since you want to know so badly…" Just then, the color began to drain from your cheeks. Eyes wide, you stared up at me, and it was clear you didn't want to face the truth of what was about to happen, but you couldn't break free either. There was no way for you to stop me.

Damn. Seeing you like that always made me so wet! Frankly, I was about to head out, and I didn't know how long I would be able to wait. Then again, I had given up on any notion of "lady like" behavior. I was going to meet with this man, and he would be bigger than you and stronger than you. He would be more handsome, he could grab me and hold me down and take me hard. We would go out like wild animals.

You had to understand all of this. Still, those realizations weren't enough to change anything. They couldn't save you from what I was about to do.

As I watched, you stripped. Soon enough, you were down to nothing but your collar and your chastity cage. Just because I could, I teased you, gently running my fingers along your body. At the same time, I told you, "I’m going to have some fun with him. He's going to get to touch me. He's going to kiss me, suck on my nipples, go down on me, and pump his cock right between my legs. You understand that, boy? You understand what your beautiful wife is going to do? I'm going to have some fun with him! He's going to make me come again and again. And where are you going to be?"

You opened your mouth to speak, but I touched my finger to your mouth, silencing you.

At this point, I wasn't interested in anything you had to say. You just had to be quiet. You just had to kneel there as I got ready to bind you.

Sure enough, I gagged you. I ordered you to open your mouth, and you obeyed. I pushed the rubber ball between your teeth, yanked the straps against your cheeks, and secured them with the buckle just above the nape of your neck. After that, I came up behind you, and I grabbed your wrists, shackling them together. I pulled the restraints tight, and you tugged against them. From there, I grabbed you by your hair and pulled you into the closet. I pushed you to your knees, and then I used another set of restraints, locking them around your ankles. Finally, I connected the two sets of restraints together. Those bonds would keep you right there, on your knees with your hands behind your back. Gagged, you would just have to wait. Finally, I slipped the mask over your eyes. I blindfolded you!

I still wasn't done. "While you are waiting here, I’m going to be having some of the most amazing sex of my life. Think about that, boy. Try to think about anything else. I dare you. He's going to have so much fun, and I'm going to come again and again and again. But don't worry. I'm sure I'm going to have some fun telling you all about him."

Because I could, I decided to keep my word. More than that, I knew this would break you. I knew it would be enough to truly tame you. Out in the wild, there are women who have to contend with the false equality of dealing with their boyfriends and husbands. When they date guys or even just flirt, they can never know exactly how the power dynamics are going to play out, especially because they are constantly shifting.

With us, it's completely different.

I normally don't have to worry about you. I can tell you what I want, and you give it to me each and every time. It doesn't matter if I interrupt you. It doesn't matter if I even ask for the impossible. Each and every time, you will do your best to serve me and satisfy me. If you fail, I will punish you. Maybe that means the tawse, the paddle, the cane, or some extra time in chastity. You really hate that last one, especially because I love walking around in front of you, either naked or just in my bra and panties, and your mouth waters, and your eyes follow me. Even when you understand exactly what I'm doing, you still can't stop yourself.

On that first night when I decided to go out, you probably had a similar experience, only this time you were thinking about me and my lover. You were thinking about how he would be taller than you, and more handsome than you. You were thinking about how he might hold my wrists as he climbed on top of me. Or maybe I would roll him onto his back, and I would ride him hard. Your cock must have strained. The excitement must have gathered right there at the tip of your shaft. At the same time, you wouldn't be able to stand. You had to stay there, trapped in the closet, set aside because I had no need of you.

Poor boy. That must've been so frustrating!

The minutes rolled into hours. Still, you couldn't get away.

But then I broke you, didn't I? I shattered the last of your defiance and your resistance. I turned you into the most obedient boy, a humble servant who understands his place because you have been enslaved. It wasn't just the protocols, the inspections, the punishments, or anything else.

It was the knowledge that I truly could do whatever I wished.

When I came home, I let you out. I pulled the ball gag from between your teeth, and I pulled the blindfold off of you. That's when I kissed you.

As I pressed my mouth to yours, you had to understand something. I had been with another man. I had probably kissed him. I'd probably run my mouth along his frame, and now our lips touched. Instinctively, you tried to pull away. Too bad. I grabbed you by the back of your head once again. I kept you from getting away. You could wiggle and squirm, but it wasn't enough. It didn't change anything.

"I have something special planned for you," I said. I let you out of the ankle restraints. I still kept you naked. I still kept your hands trapped behind your back. And then I grabbed you by your collar, I dragged you into the bedroom. It was there that I shall tie you down.

"Tonight, I had an amazing time," I said as I spread your legs and pulled your ankles towards the corners of the mattress. With your hand still trapped behind you, you didn't know exactly what was going to happen, but you had to have these different hopes. After all, you could see that little hint of blush along my cheeks. Not only that, when I get close to you like this, you always get so turned on. You can't help yourself. It's automatic, autonomic, instinctive and irresistible.

That's why I love to touch you like this. I love to scratch at your sides, to gently stroke your flanks, to rub your chest, and to kiss you. After that first time, I pressed my lips to your neck. I toyed with your balls, and I slid my fingertips along the sensitive skin between your legs. I toyed with you, gently stroking you again and again as you squirmed and struggled. Then I pulled away. I looked down at you and into your eyes. "It was amazing being with him," I said. As I spoke, I pulled out the key. I held it right up in front of you. When you saw it, your eyes widened, and you jerked against your restraints. Like a wild animal, you bucked, thrashing from side to side as you attempted to tear yourself free from those restraints. Despite your best efforts, you couldn't do it. You couldn't get away.

Gasping and panting, you struggled so hard. You poured all of your effort into winning a kind of freedom you could never enjoy again.

And yet, I still unlocked you. I removed the different pieces of your chastity cage one by one. Your shaft hardened. I wrapped my fingers around your cock. I gently squeezed you, almost giving you the release as an orgasm. "You want this so badly," I said with a knowing chuckle. "You want me to let you climax. I know you do. I know you need it. Too bad. You're not going to get it. Or will you?" I loved playing with you, just like that as I leaned forward. "Maybe I should make you climax while I tell you about him. You want to hear about his dark hair? His piercing brown eyes? You want to hear about how good he felt when he climbed up on top of me? Is that what you want, boy? You want to know how he can seduce me when you are at home, locked in chastity and trapped in your closet?" I chuckled. I laughed. At the same time, I wrapped my fingers around your shaft as I touched you. I moved my hand up and down along your length over and over again. I drove you wild. Crazy need ran through you, making your heart pound.

"I want you to know that this isn't a one time thing. I'm going to see him again and again. Oh, and if I get bored of him, I’m going to find someone even better. They get to have me. They get to be with me. Can you?" I chuckled again, giggling like a schoolgirl. "Nope. Sorry. That isn't how this works. You belong right here, on your back, helpless. You get used. You’re owned. You serve. You obey. You don't get to argue. Do you?"

"No. I, I don't get to argue!"

When you uttered those words, I knew that you absolutely believed every one of them; you could feel the truth as it burrowed deep into your psyche.

I squeezed you. I rubbed you. And then, you surprised me. "Please. Please, don't make me come, not like this," he begged despite every instinct he possessed telling him the exact opposite. Physically, you craved this. You wanted it so badly.

And when I heard you plead, I nearly came right there. I couldn't help it.

Hearing you like that definitely triggered something special, and I was feeling both generous and cruel, so I squeezed, forcing you to climax for me. I squeezed, and your load splashed against your chest, then down along your stomach. I laughed as you came hard, grunting and growling like a wild animal.

And after I finished, I locked you up.

"Don't worry," I promised. "We will do that again and again and again, whenever I feel like it."

Your eyes were wet as you tried to hide, but it was time for you to use your mouth again.

After all, this is your life. This is your existence, and I'm never going to let you escape, boy.

The End


Want more?

Commissions:

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

The Verger Treatment

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

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

Jasmine’s Sissy

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

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

Black Widows

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

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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