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   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. I charge 20.00 dollars (US) for each 6,000 words. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.  
 
    I’m happy to include specific descriptions. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl. 
 
    Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to ARitter664@gmail.com. 
 
    I look forward to hearing from you! 
 
    

  

 
  
   Natalie’s Gift 
 
      
 
    “Natalie. Natalie, it’s time to wake up,” he said to his wife. He kept his voice low and soothing as he watched her start to stretch there on the bed. She was beautiful with her dark hair framing her face. She probably would have run her fingers through those tresses and called it a mess, but he loved every detail of her face. 
 
    “I know…” Natalie confessed. 
 
    “I’m sorry you didn’t sleep well,” he said as he stood there beside the bed. “But your alarms are about to go off.” 
 
    “And you didn’t want me to wake up suddenly,” she said. 
 
    “I know you like something gentle,” he replied. 
 
    Opening her eyes up all the way, she looked at him in the or early morning light. “Thank you, Joshua. You’re a sweet boy, and I’m lucky to have you.” Slowly, she started to sit up. She rolled her head, lifted her arms, and stretched again. “And you’re also a terrible temptation. I wish I could just grab you, pull you back into bed, and keep you with me like a teddy bear all day.” 
 
    “I would love that,” he agreed. “But we both know you have to meet with those investors today.” 
 
    “Don’t remind me,” she said. “Miranda Donovan is a monster, and I’m looking forward to butting heads with her.” 
 
    “But you can do this,” he said. “You’re amazing. You have a gift for communication, negotiation, all of the skills that have brought you to where you are today.” 
 
    “I just wish we didn’t need any more investors.” 
 
    “But didn’t you tell me that this is a good thing? The big girls in the industry are now looking at your company, Natalie. They are so impressed with everything you have done.” 
 
    “I know,” she said. “It’s just that this meeting has to go well. I need these people to be allies, not enemies.” 
 
    “You could take them,” he said. 
 
    “My cheer boy,” she said. “You know, we should probably get you a little uniform, something tight, maybe something with little shorts and a tight shirt. What do you think of that?” 
 
    Natalie’s husband blushed as he looked down. He pressed his lips together into a frustrated pout, but then she reached up, touched the underside of his chin, and grinned, “You would be so handsome.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    Ma’am. They weren’t out in public, no one else could hear their conversation, yet he still showed that respectful honorific because he was a boy, and he intended to remind his wife of just how powerful she could be. 
 
    Men all across the world lived this way as househusbands or assistants. They had learned from an early age to respect and defer to the women in their lives. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. A little thrill ran down his spine. He couldn’t help it. Pleasing his wife was his top priority. 
 
    “Are you hungry? I made you some coffee and breakfast.” 
 
    “I think I’m okay,” she said. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Joshua asked. “You shouldn’t go into the office to do battle on an empty stomach.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “I guess you’re right.” 
 
      
 
    As she ate, she looked over and smiled at her husband. He watched her adoringly, and she loved seeing him there, especially with his back straight, like he would leap up to satisfy any wish she might have. 
 
    Natalie knew just how grateful she was to have a boy like him. Her husband cooked, cleaned, and did his best to keep up with her when it came to complaints about her work. Yes, she loved her job, her company, and everything they had built, but the stresses of being a CEO could mount, especially when she paid such intimate attention to their balance sheets. 
 
    Running a startup could be incredibly taxing, especially because every company relied on investors to keep the capital flowing. Most companies, especially in the early stages, ran huge deficits. They spent way more than they brought in to capture market share, drive prices down, and build customer loyalty. 
 
    When the strategy worked, it usually meant one dominant player could emerge in an entire sector, taking control and potentially earning billions along the way. 
 
    When the strategy failed, the company folded up and disappeared into oblivion. 
 
    “I’m not going to let that happen,” she whispered. 
 
    “What was that?” Joshua said. “Can I get you something?” 
 
    Natalie smiled back at her husband again. “No,” she said. “I was just thinking about us.” 
 
    “Oh? Something good, I hope.” 
 
    “Very good,” Natalie replied. Like other good husbands, Joshua knew how to wait and listen. In virtually every conversation, he let his wife take the lead. That was part of the way the world worked, the natural order where women and men fit into their proper roles. She continued, “I was just thinking about some of my friends and colleagues at work. Specifically, they sometimes complain about the boys in their lives.” 
 
    “What do they complain about?” 
 
    “Usually, it’s a question of interest. I’m glad that I can talk about my job. I’m really glad that you’re willing to help me figure things out.” 
 
    “Like Miranda Donovan?” 
 
    “Exactly like Miranda Donovan. I mean, it’s not fair of me to put my problems on your shoulders. You’re an excellent husband. You cook my favorite meals, you keep the expenses down, and you don’t ask for much.” 
 
    “I also keep the house spotless,” he said, straightening his back with a little hint of pride. 
 
    “And yes, you keep the house spotless,” she agreed as she took a bite of fruit. “But a lot of the ladies at work will talk about how their boys just don’t pay attention. As long as the money keeps flowing, they don’t really pay much attention. Then of course, there are the really lazy boys who just sit around and watch TV while their wives are at work.” 
 
    “But I like to think of us as a team,” he said. “I know. You do all of the hard work, but if I can help you, I want to. If I can make it easier for you to succeed, that’s my job, and when you succeed, I guess I feel like we both succeed?” He pressed his lips together and looked down. 
 
    “And that’s why I hardly ever have to spank you,” she said. 
 
    A little bit of blush ran along his cheeks. 
 
    “Does that embarrass you?” Natalie asked although she already knew the answer. Still, she enjoyed hearing it. 
 
    Joshua mumbled something. 
 
    Teasing her boy, she cupped one hand to her ear and asked, “What was that? I couldn’t hear you. You have to speak up, my boy.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. 
 
    “It’s not something you should be embarrassed about. Lots of boys need to get spanked.” 
 
    “But weren’t you just telling about how lots of boys are disobedient, disrespectful, lazy, and rude?” 
 
    “I don’t think I used all of those adjectives,” Natalie said. At the same time, she marveled at how many young men held their gender to these incredibly high standards. “But yeah, I think that was the main idea.” 
 
    “I would like to work hard so that you don’t ever have to spank me or discipline me.” He dipped his head down again, adjusted his hands in front of his chest, and said, “I don’t want to disappoint you.” 
 
    “Joshua,” she said, reaching across the table and pinching his chin between her fingertips, “look at me.” 
 
    Her husband obeyed. 
 
    “You never, ever disappoint me,” she said. “I love you, and I’m grateful for you.” He started to nod, and some of the tension dissipated from his handsome face. “But you know, I will spank you from time to time, either because you need it or because it’s fun for me.” 
 
    “That’s not fair,” he protested. 
 
    “Who wears the dress in this household?” 
 
    Joshua inhaled like he thought he might be able to come up with some good retort. His shoulders tensed, and his chest expanded, only then he paused, like the thought refused to coalesce behind his eyes. 
 
    Exhaling and deflated, he said, “You. You wear the dress in this household.” 
 
    “Exactly,” she said. “Now, thank you for breakfast. Get the stuff cleaned up, and I will see you tonight.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said with a twinkling smile 
 
      
 
    While Natalie headed back to the bedroom to get dressed, Joshua quickly put her dishes in the sink, he wiped down the table, and started to think through his day. A little tickle of anxiety pulsed at the back of his brain, especially when he glanced over at the clock. 
 
    If he really wanted to make this work, he would have to get up there and back before Natalie came home. It would be a long trip, especially on foot, but he was a boy, so he didn’t have a driver’s license. As far as the rest of the world was concerned, he probably shouldn’t have one. 
 
    Boys couldn’t be trusted with large vehicles. Boys could be irrational, they got upset, and they didn’t have the emotional maturity to compete with women. 
 
    Yes, a few men managed to earn their licenses, but the extra tests and requirements, plus the additional taxes, made it really hard to justify. 
 
    For the most part, Joshua had agreed with all of those ideas. He had never asked Natalie for help in securing a license either. When it was time to go grocery shopping, she could give him a ride. If he wanted to hang out with some of his friends, he could ask her for permission to walk over. They both made it work. 
 
    Refusing to think about the timing, he walked back into the bedroom, and he found his wife in her underwear as she rifled through the closet. 
 
    “Where is my black dress with the white trim along the shoulders and neckline?” 
 
    “Right here, Ma’am,” he answered as he leaned over. Since Joshua put the clothes away and took care of the laundry, he knew where most of her outfits ended up. 
 
    As he handed her the dress, he couldn’t help but admire his wife. She stood there in her black panties and matching bra. He admired her flat stomach, the curves of her cleavage, the slender lines of her neck, and the shine in her eyes. 
 
    “You’re checking me out,” she said as she put her hands on her hips. 
 
    Immediately, he pulled his eyes away from her and grinned down toward the floor. “I can’t help it,” he said. “You’re very beautiful.” 
 
    She walked over to him, slid her fingers through his hair, took a hold, and pulled his head back. Then she leaned down and kissed him. It was a firm, passionate and possessive kiss. He lost himself as he closed his eyes and enjoyed the way she positioned him. 
 
    Then she let go, and he stumbled back. 
 
    “If everything goes right, I might be feeling very amorous tonight,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And it feels like my boy is already amorous himself,” she said. She may have broken off the kiss, but she still stood close, and now her hand slipped from his thigh up toward his crotch. She felt the outline of his erection pushing against his pants. She squeezed and massaged, gently teasing him. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “What’s it going to be like when I come home?” 
 
    “You will be the conquering hero!” He said. “You will have me as your obedient servant boy, and I will praise you for your accomplishments.” 
 
    “What if it doesn’t work? What if the meeting is a failure?” 
 
    His smile faded but only for a second. He reached up, took her by the hand, and he gave her all of the support he could as her husband. Maybe he didn’t understand her industry or business in general. Maybe he didn’t understand the numbers, accounting, or complicated calculations that went into determining the value of a startup. 
 
    But he knew he loved her, so he said, “No matter what happens, I will always be your boy, and I will always be so grateful for the chance to be with you. I love you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She grabbed him again and kissed him just as passionately as before. 
 
    Right before she lost control, she let go. 
 
    “You’re playing with me,” he said, almost pouting now. 
 
    “But you love it,” she said. 
 
    “You’ve a gift for cruelty,” he teased. 
 
    “And don’t forget it,” she said as she pulled the dress back on. She reached down, gave her a boy a playful smack on the behind, and she sauntered away. 
 
      
 
    Normally, Joshua would have spent his day cleaning and making sure the house was in proper order for when she came home. It would be his job to have her slippers ready along with dinner and a glass of wine. Everything was supposed to be ready for her. 
 
    This time, he rushed it a bit, but it was fine. 
 
    Natalie hadn’t said anything about it, but the house looked amazing by the time she woke up. He had risen early, technically to wake her, but also to make sure he finished all of his chores. 
 
    Once the front door shut, he snuck up to the window and glanced out as she drove away. By this point, Natalie had that fixed, concentrated look on her face because she had important issues to worry about. She let thoughts of her home and her husband fade as she concentrated on the other tasks before her. 
 
    “You can do it,” Joshua said as he sent her all of the positive vibes he could manage. 
 
    Then he grabbed his wallet and stepped outside. Breathing out slowly, he checked his phone. Most boys didn’t have these, but Natalie said she always wanted to be able to keep in touch with him. When she first gave it to him, he had looked up from the box, both excited but also a little bit nervous as he asked, “So it’s an electronic leash?” 
 
    She hadn’t bothered to deny it, “Pretty much.” 
 
    Still, he threw his arms around her, kissed her, and said thank you again and again just like a good husband. 
 
    Now he used it to check GPS. 
 
    Joshua headed out to their garage, he opened up the door, and he grabbed his bike. He pulled himself on after securing his helmet. For a moment, he smiled and felt a different sort of nervous flutter in his chest. Natalie would have been incensed with him if she knew he had gone riding without permission. It would have been ten times worse if he didn’t wear a helmet. 
 
    As he rolled down the driveway, he glanced to his right as a female voice instructed, “Proceed down Elm Street. Turn left in five hundred meters at Oak Street.” 
 
    Right then and there, Joshua could have stopped. He didn’t technically need to do this. He could call and cancel the order. He wouldn’t get in any trouble. 
 
    Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, Joshua made his decision. 
 
    He started riding. 
 
      
 
    Of course, Joshua and Natalie had gone riding many times before. Usually, they hit some of the local bike trails. There was one that skirted the river beautifully, cutting through the heart of the city before meandering out through the suburbs, then off to the forests in the south. 
 
    It was a gorgeous ride. 
 
    This was different. 
 
    Joshua found himself in the bike lane, navigating between opening doors, cars turning right, and other vehicles driving by. 
 
    For the most part, the drivers left him alone. Those women were focused on their own destinations and listening to their favorite songs, audiobooks, or podcasts. He only really got nervous on his way to the shop when he had to stop at a red light along with the cars. 
 
    A woman rolled down her window. She had sandy blonde hair and wore black rimmed glasses as she smiled at him, “Hey cutie. Where are you going?” 
 
    Joshua stared forward. He knew better than to talk to strangers. For all he knew, this woman was perfectly nice and pleasant, but he didn’t want to attract any unwanted attention. 
 
    “Hey, boy! I’m talking to you!” 
 
    Joshua continued to stare straight ahead. He tightened his grip on his handlebars as he wished Natalie could be with him. 
 
    When he had his wife with him, the other women always left him alone. They recognized what he was: her husband. That meant he was off-limits. 
 
    “Don’t make me get out of this car!” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he called back, breaking. “I have to do an errand for my wife.” He hoped that was close enough to the truth. He silently prayed this woman didn’t want to challenge him. 
 
    “You see,” she said, “That wasn’t so difficult, now was it?” 
 
    He quickly shook his head from side to side. He hated playing the role of the ditz for some stranger, but he didn’t see any other choice. Again, he wished his wife could have been there with him, to protect him. 
 
    “No, Ma’am,” he answered quickly. 
 
    “There. You see. It’s not that hard to be respectful. But hey, you don’t have to look so glum about it. Go on and smile for me.” 
 
    His insides tightened. 
 
    Yes, he knew that she was probably just being playful and flirtatious, but he didn’t want to smile. He didn’t like the idea that someone else could tell him to smile like he was some sort of toy there for her amusement. He shouldn’t have had to follow her orders. 
 
    And yet, he sighed through his nostrils without allowing his expression to shift at first. Then he forced the corners of his mouth up, and he smiled for her. 
 
    “Handsome boy,” she said. “You should be careful. If your wife doesn’t take good care of you, I might snatch you up for myself.” She burst out laughing like this was hilarious just as the light turned green. Since she was in a car, she sped away. 
 
    Pushing down on the pedals, Joshua was grateful for the chance to burn off some of his exasperation. 
 
      
 
    It was slow going. 
 
    Joshua had known that making it across town would be difficult, especially because he didn’t have an unlimited amount of time. Natalie would be gone for the day, but he doubted she would stay out late. After the negotiations with Miranda Donovan, Natalie would probably want to come right home. 
 
    Unlike so many other women, she didn’t carouse with her female friends. This probably put her at a professional disadvantage. After all, lots of important deals were done at strip clubs with handsome men yanking off their shirts or tearing away their pants as they gyrated. 
 
    Women could go out and blow off some steam. They could have some fun, all away from the eyes of their husbands and boyfriends. 
 
    But not Natalie. 
 
    That’s why he had to do this. 
 
    He had to show her something really special. She had a gift for business, anticipating moves in the market, and communicating with other people. She deserved something special. 
 
    With this in mind, he adjusted his grip, pressed down, and pedaled against of the wind. 
 
      
 
    Here. Finally. 
 
    Even on a bike, it took about half of his day to get here. He set his bike against the lamp post in front of the small parking lot, and he headed inside. Fortunately, it had been a cool day, so he wasn’t dripping with sweat or anything like that. Even so, he stopped just inside the doorway and ran his hand across the top of his head. He probably looked ridiculous, especially as he held his helmet under one arm. 
 
    Joshua looked around the shop as his heart pounded faster. Yes, he could be comfortable at the grocery store, especially since he went once a week and made a point of studying the different shelves to get the best deal possible. 
 
    Natalie always laughed at him for working so hard to keep their expenses down, “You know, we can afford to spend a couple extra dollars.” 
 
    “I know…” Joshua said, “But you work so hard. I just don’t want to waste your money.” 
 
    She had reached up and pinched his cheek. “You’re such a good boy.” 
 
    And he beamed up those words. 
 
    Yes, Joshua knew that there were other men out in the world who resented that sort of language. They thought it was demeaning and infantilizing, but Joshua saw her remark for what it was: an expression of gratitude and love. So what if she talked down to him a little bit? Her work really was more important. It was her job to protect him from the rest of the world, make money, and build an important company. He could put up with a little bit of teasing. 
 
    Joshua just didn’t understand why the other boys were so ungrateful. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    His heart was beating a little bit faster now as he took one tentative step into the shop and looked at the counters. He saw the expensive watches, rings and necklaces, the chokers and more. 
 
    “Hello, son,” said one of the women. Her sleek blonde hair was pulled back, and she glanced over his shoulder, like she expected his wife to appear at any moment. “Are we waiting for anyone?” 
 
    “Um, no…” Joshua replied. He cleared his throat and tried again, “My name is Joshua Finley, and I’m here to pick up a gift.” 
 
    “Mr. Natalie Finley, right?” 
 
    He nodded quickly. “That’s right.” 
 
    Just as he started to reach for his wallet, the door opened behind him, and a woman walked in. “Hey,” she said to the saleswoman. “How’re you doing, Megan?” That was the saleswoman. Joshua instinctively stepped aside. 
 
    “You mind waiting for a moment?” Megan asked Joshua who could only nod. 
 
    This newcomer looked a lot more important, especially in her dark green dress. Expensive jewelry dangled from her ears, and her necklace looked like it was probably worth ten times the amount Joshua carried in his wallet—all of his savings. 
 
    Without really seeing Joshua’s answer, Megan turned back to her more important customer. The two women moved over to one of the counters, and Joshua listened quietly without saying anything. 
 
    “I wanted it to be something flashy, you know? Flashy, but not gaudy. I want people to see him and notice him. That’s the really important part, you know? But it has to be in good taste.” 
 
    Megan started to pull out different chokers from the display case. 
 
    Joshua watched and wondered what it would be like to have a mental band locked around his neck. Because yes, all of these chokers came with locks. That was part of the fashion. It was important that the woman who gave a boy his choker had the key. 
 
    The marketers called it a display of affection and “a way to make sure your boy really knows he’s loved. After all, you lock down what you love, don’t you?” 
 
    A little shiver ran down his back. Joshua didn’t know if he was ready for something like that, but if it was really important to Natalie, he knew he would wear one. 
 
    At first, Joshua waited patiently. Actually, it felt good to be off of his bike. He spotted a chair off in the corner, and he sat down. He played on his phone for a little bit. 
 
    Checking the time, he knew his wife would probably be at lunch right then. He pulled up his texting app and started to type, Hey. I know today is going to be hard on you, but you can do this. You are amazing. You are the kind of businesswoman who can get whatever she wants, whatever she needs. You will make it happen because you are incredible. I love you so much, and I’m so grateful to be your husband. Thank you. I love you. No matter what happens today, you will come home to a boy who is so, so eager to make you happy. 
 
    Joshua looked over the text several more times before he hit send. 
 
    A few seconds later, a smiley face popped up in response. 
 
    Joshua had no idea whether or not their negotiations were going well or poorly. Either way, he would be there to support her when she came home, whether that meant for a celebration or to recharge and try again. 
 
    “You can do it,” he whispered. 
 
    After that, Joshua read through the news, played around on his phone, sent a few messages to some friends, and waited patiently. Like a lot of women said, he was a boy, so it was best if he was seen but not heard. 
 
    Unfortunately, the woman who interrupted his transaction seemed intent on examining every single choker. Even after she finished with all of the metal bands underneath the display case, she asked if there was any special inventory. 
 
    Megan, the sales associate, seemed a little bit nervous about this, but she reluctantly went to the back room and came back with another tray of metal chokers. Made from gold, silver, and platinum, they were all gorgeous and shining. They would all attract attention. 
 
    But for one reason or another, none of them were good enough. 
 
    Joshua just needed to make his purchase and leave. He had already placed his order, and he just had to pay for it. 
 
    Not only that, he glanced down at his phone and watched as the minutes ticked away. At first, he hadn’t said anything. At first, he thought he had enough time, especially because he assumed this woman would make her purchase and leave. 
 
    Apparently not. 
 
    Joshua resisted the urge to get up and start pacing. 
 
    He didn’t want to be rude, especially because he was just a boy. Besides, he didn’t want there to be any awkward questions about where he got his money. He had saved it, but would these women even believe him? 
 
    In a worst-case scenario, Megan might insist on calling his wife to double check. But of course, that would ruin the surprise… 
 
    No, Joshua had to just sit there with his back straight and his hands on his knees as he waited patiently. 
 
    After the woman finished checking out the chokers, she wobbled her head from side to side. “I don’t know. I don’t see anything that’s really perfect, you know?” 
 
    Megan flashed a smile, only it become brittle and plastic. Yes, she wanted to make a big sale, and all of these chokers were quite expensive, so her commission would be sizable. At the same time, her enthusiasm was clearly waning. 
 
    The buyer didn’t seem to notice. Then again, she seemed like the kind of woman who made so much money that hardly mattered. 
 
    “You,” said the woman as she pointed to Joshua. 
 
    Although his chair had his back to the wall, he still looked over his shoulder before blushing. “Yes, I’m talking to you,” she said. “Can you come over here for a second?” 
 
    Joshua glanced over at the sales associate, but Megan didn’t say anything. She looked uncertain as well, but she wouldn’t interfere. 
 
    Reluctantly, the young man rose to his feet and walked over. He kept his eyes down. “Yes?” 
 
    “I think I’m having a hard time deciding which one I should get for my boyfriend. Would you mind modeling some of these for me?” 
 
    Yes. He did mind. No, he didn’t want to help. 
 
    In fact, he wished for the courage to tell this woman that she had taken up too much of Megan’s time. But then, this woman probably had an important job. She probably worked in an office somewhere and made decisions which affected a lot of people. 
 
    Joshua was just a househusband. He cooked and cleaned for one woman, so no one cared about his opinion or his time. 
 
    And yet, Natalie would be home in a couple of hours, and he still had to pedal back. 
 
    Because he didn’t want to be a shrill, angry, aggressive, or disobedient boy, he reluctantly nodded. “Yeah, sure.” 
 
    “Stand up straight. Chin up,” said the buyer. She posed him like he was a doll or a mannequin there to serve her. 
 
    She grabbed a gold collar and slipped it around his neck. Joshua obviously couldn’t see it, but the woman touched her chin as she stared at him. “I do like the shine,” she admitted, “And I think it will definitely show off some of his best features, but I’m not sure gold is the right color for his complexion.” 
 
    Joshua opened his mouth, and he was about to ask a question, but the buyer shook her head, “No. It’s better if you be quiet.” 
 
    Right away, he shut his mouth and clenched his jaw. 
 
    After the gold collar, she put one silver band around his neck. She dismissed it right away. She tried another. 
 
    He had to stand there with his back straight and his hands held behind him. He had to stay quiet as the two women conferred and discussed the different collars. Each decision took several minutes. 
 
    With the nervous energy flashing through his body, Joshua glanced down at the display case. There had to be at least twenty collars in there. If this woman spent five minutes examining each band and having him model, that would take more than two hours. 
 
    No, no, no. 
 
    Yes, he had some margin of error, but that would burn through it. 
 
    What was he going to do? What was he going to say? 
 
    I’m just a boy, he thought, frustrated. 
 
    His eyes started to water, and it felt like he might begin crying at any moment. He quickly blinked back those tears, but Megan glanced over at him. “Sorry, Joshua, but you have somewhere you need to be?” 
 
    He sniffled once. 
 
    He felt so pathetic even if he hadn’t actually started crying. He held back his emotions as best he could, yet the sales associate was empathetic. She knew how to read people, and she knew exactly how he was feeling. 
 
    Megan glanced over at the buyer, “Would you mind if I helped him with his transaction? He just needs to pay for something.” 
 
    “Oh, but then I’m going to lose my mannequin,” she said. 
 
    “If you like, I can grab our stock boy from the back. He’s cute.” 
 
    “How cute?” The buyer seemed to have forgotten all about Joshua now. 
 
    Megan turned around, scurried over toward one of the back doors, opened it, and called something out to their stock boy. 
 
    A few seconds later, a reluctant, shy looking guy with light brown hair stepped out onto the sales floor. Megan whispered something to him, and he nodded reluctantly before smiling and going over to the other customer. 
 
    Megan pulled Joshua aside. By this point, he already had his money out. 
 
    “Wow,” Megan said. “That’s a lot.” 
 
    “I’ve been saving,” he said. 
 
    “It’s sweet that your wife gives you an allowance. She must be very generous.” 
 
    “She is,” he said, “But this is saved up from an allowance. I’ve been finding deals on some of our groceries and holding onto the savings so I could get this for her.” 
 
    “It’s a lovely piece, and you’re very smart boy.” Megan definitely meant those words as a compliment. 
 
    Joshua looked down at the small box. He picked it up and opened it. He examined the heart as well as the engraving on the back. 
 
    “I think this will be perfect,” he said as he handed over his money. Megan gave him the receipt, so he stuffed it into his pocket and headed for the exit. Just as he stepped back outside, he checked his phone. 
 
    He was probably going to be late. 
 
      
 
    Joshua very carefully slid the small, velvet box into his pocket before he climbed up onto his bike, put on his helmet, and started riding. He pushed his legs as hard as he could, pumping all of his strength down into those gears as the tires rolled beneath him. 
 
    The first couple of blocks were easy enough, then traffic got bad. There were lots of red lights, especially because the workday was coming to an end, and lots of women wanted to get back to their husbands and families. 
 
    A couple of cars honked at him. Each time, he flinched, terrified someone might rush out after him. But of course, no one did. 
 
    Block by block, he made his way home. 
 
    The sun started setting, and it was getting darker and darker. Yes, he was hungry, but he didn’t care. His arms and legs were exhausted, but he kept pushing. He wanted to get home before Natalie. He wanted to be there, waiting with her gift. 
 
    His heart was pounding, and his breathing came in ragged gasps. The temperature started to fall, and his ears stung with the cold, but he still pushed as hard as he could. 
 
    He turned one block, then another. 
 
    Almost there. 
 
    A siren flashed red and blue. The authoritative voice of a woman burst across the air, “Please pull over.” 
 
    Joshua glanced over his shoulder and saw the black and white police cruiser behind him. Right away, he pulled off onto the side of the road and exhaled. 
 
    Despite his exertions, his lungs tightened, and he held on tight to the handlebars. 
 
    Positioned on the sidewalk now, he waited politely and with his head down while the cruiser came to a stop a few feet away. One woman got out and approached him. She wore a black uniform with her name embroidered over her pocket: Officer A. Waller. 
 
    “Did I do something wrong?” Joshua asked, his tone timid and deferential. 
 
    Officer Waller didn’t answer right away. Instead, she put her hands on her hips. He couldn’t help but look down at her belt. He saw her stun gun, her pistol, and a bunch of little compartments. 
 
    Ignoring his question, Officer Waller asked, “What are you doing out here?” 
 
    “I’m just going home,” he said. 
 
    “And where do you live?” 
 
    He gave his address. 
 
    “And are you married or do you live with your family?” 
 
    “Married, Ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “Wife’s name?” 
 
    “Natalie Finley,” he said. 
 
    “ID?” 
 
    Joshua stumbled to grab his wallet again. He may not have had a driver’s license, but he still had his state identification card. 
 
    He held it out without looking up at her or really making eye contact. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am, but I really need to get home.” 
 
    “You should have done that an hour ago,” she said. 
 
    “I know,” he agreed, mostly because he wanted to get home before his wife. “But I was at this shop, and it took forever to get everything done. I’m really sorry.” 
 
    “I appreciate that,” she said. “But do you know what time it is?” 
 
    Josh quickly shook his head. He reached down, grabbed his phone, and glanced at the time in the upper right-hand corner. 
 
    06:03. 
 
    His eyes widened as his insides tightened. 
 
    Natalie would be getting home soon. If Miranda Donovan insisted on a celebration, then maybe Natalie would stop by a bar to grab a quick drink, but that wouldn’t delay her for long. 
 
    When Joshua didn’t say anything, Officer Waller said, “It’s past curfew.” 
 
    Curfew. 
 
    “I’m really, really sorry,” he said, almost panting now. “Please, Ma’am, I only live a few blocks away. I’m sorry. I know I messed up. I should have peddled faster.” 
 
    “You should have been more careful,” she said. “Do you have your wife’s number on you? We can call her right now.” 
 
    “But I only live a few blocks away,” he said. 
 
    “You’re breaking the law right now by being unescorted out past curfew. If you had your wife with you, it would be completely different.”  
 
    Joshua knew the rules. He didn’t even have to have his wife. It could have been a female friend or even a little sister. Yes, some boys, especially the young men who weren’t used to this system, often complained about this. An eighteen-year-old boy would get in trouble if he went for a walk past six, but if he had his eight-year-old little sister with him, it would be perfectly acceptable. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “What’s her number?” 
 
    Joshua pressed his lips together and shook his head. 
 
    Officer Waller walked right up to him. She didn’t touch him, but she looked into his eyes. His shoulders slumped, and he knew he had to say something. 
 
    But what? Perhaps he could talk his way out of this situation? 
 
    “Ma’am, please. Please, I was just out by my wife a gift. Please, please, can you just let me go? I swear, I won’t make this mistake again.” 
 
    “No, you won’t,” Officer Waller agreed. 
 
    She grabbed him and shoved him up against the side of her patrol cruiser. When his stomach crashed against the car’s rounded contour, the air was knocked from his lungs. Everything happened so fast. This woman knew exactly how to grab and control a boy like Joshua. 
 
    With his hands behind his back, Officer Waller had no problem locking a pair of cuffs around his wrists. He felt the cold metal. 
 
    “Wait. Please!” 
 
    She reached into one of those compartments, grabbed a rubber cylinder, and shoved it into his mouth. “Don’t give me a hard time,” she ordered. “I’m taking you down to the station where you will be processed. If your wife had you checked, this will be pretty quick. If not, it might take a while to check your fingerprints against your marriage record, assuming you weren’t lying before.” 
 
    Joshua tried so hard to talk around the gag, but this woman wasn’t interested in anything he had to say. 
 
    She had politely given him a chance to call his wife. He had refused. Now he had to face the consequences. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t take his phone or his wallet. Instead, she shoved him down into the back seat of her cruiser and strapped him in. 
 
    With the belt around his waist and another coming down over his chest and with his hands cuffed behind his back, Joshua had never felt this powerless before, especially because he couldn’t speak. 
 
    His eyes watered, and it felt like he was on the verge of tears, but he managed to hold them back. 
 
    Even if he had known with absolute certainty that crying in front of this officer might get him a little bit of leeway or compassion, he knew it wouldn’t really change his circumstances. 
 
    How could he have been so stupid? 
 
    Joshua didn’t know what he could have done differently. 
 
    Then it hardly mattered because they arrived at the police station, she removed the straps, grabbed him by his arm, and escorted him to be processed. They let him out of the handcuffs, only to take his fingerprints, photograph him, and shove him into a cell. 
 
    Yes, they took his phone. Yes, they took his wallet and his small, velvet box. 
 
    Gagged and cuffed in the cell, Joshua walked back and forth. At the same time, he felt just a tiny bit of relief. At least he was alone in here. 
 
    That’s when a young woman appeared. 
 
    She had wavy blonde hair, and she looked like a college girl. When Joshua saw her, he tried to speak. He whimpered through his gag and looked at her with big, desperate eyes. 
 
    “There’s no point in trying to ask for anything,” she said. “Yes, I know. It sucks. You don’t like being in this cell, especially because you look like a pretty domesticated boy. Just relax. I’m just going to use the scanner to check for a chip.” 
 
    Joshua shook his head from side to side. No, he didn’t have a microchip implanted within his body. Lots of wives insisted on this to make sure their husbands wouldn’t get lost or try to run off. 
 
    “First, I’m going to remove your pants. Then I’m going to need to unbutton your shirt. If you give me any trouble, I’m going to have to call for the officers, and they won’t be gentle with you. You understand?” 
 
    He sucked in a breath through his nostrils before nodding. 
 
    The young woman loosened his belt and pulled down his pants. 
 
    As Joshua endured the humiliation of getting stripped by this girl, he cooperated as best he could. She yanked off his pants and used a scanner to run a red, crisscrossed light across his skin. 
 
    “No chips in your legs,” she said. “I’m sorry, but going to have to cut off your shirt. Don’t worry. You will be given another set of clothes, and if you are found innocent, your wife will be compensated for any destroyed property.” 
 
    Joshua didn’t really care about his pants or shirt. And yet, he had to watch as this girl pulled out a pair of scissors and started to cut through his top. Inch by inch, she shredded the fabric until she pulled it away so she could get access to his arms, chest, and back. 
 
    Of course, she didn’t find a chip. 
 
    Then she cut through his underwear. 
 
    Now he was completely naked, but she scanned across his genitals, then his buttocks. 
 
    “There we go,” she said after they both heard her scanner beep. 
 
    What? 
 
    “Joshua Finley, husband to Natalie Finley,” she said. “That’s good. We don’t have any warrants or anything for you. Now you just give your wife a call, and she will be in to pick you up probably within the hour.” 
 
    Joshua stared at her. 
 
    He had a bunch of different questions, but she just smiled at him, “I know. I know this is really stressful. You boys just aren’t designed for this kind of situation, are you? Nope. You guys should be back at home, cooking and cleaning. That’s what the universe made you for, don’t you think?” She reached over and patted him on the head. 
 
    Joshua continued to stare at her. 
 
    A chip? Really? 
 
    It seemed impossible, but he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    The young woman turned around and walked away. 
 
    Joshua fell down onto the small bench, and he kept his knees together as he stared forward and tried to contemplate exactly what had happened. 
 
      
 
    Someone brought him some clothes. She released him from his handcuffs for exactly two minutes, during which time he had to pull himself into the orange pants and matching top. After that, she grabbed his arms and yanked them behind his back, cuffing him within the span of just a few seconds. 
 
    Joshua whimpered and hoped the gag might be removed, but the woman didn’t even acknowledge his request. 
 
    After that, he had to…wait. 
 
    Without his phone, he had no idea how much time went by. He scanned all of the walls, every direction, but he couldn’t see anything. His cell didn’t even have a window. 
 
    At best, he could try to guess how much time had elapsed. By this point, Natalie would have come home to an empty house. 
 
    Joshua clenched his eyes shut, leaned forward, and just tried to breathe. That didn’t work, so he jumped to his feet and paced back and forth, but that didn’t burn off the anxiety either. 
 
    It clawed at him, especially because he didn’t know what happened to her gift, he’d been chipped without his knowledge, and he didn’t know what would happen next. 
 
    Natalie. 
 
    He kept thinking of her name, her face. He imagined the disappointment spreading across her features. 
 
    “Finley?” 
 
    Joshua spun around and found an officer standing there. It wasn’t Waller, but he still gulped and retreated back anyway. She unlocked of the gate with perfect confidence and motioned for him to come toward her. 
 
    Reluctantly, he walked beside her. She had grabbed his arm and led him forward. 
 
    They emerged from the hallway and that’s when he saw her: his wife. 
 
    Natalie’s expression shifted fast. First relief. Then confusion. Then anger. She stomped up to him. “What were you thinking? What could you have possibly been thinking?” She put her hands on his shoulders and stared into his eyes as though she expected a response. With the black, leather still in his mouth, he couldn’t possibly talk. 
 
    Then Natalie decided she didn’t care because she grabbed her boy and yanked him close, wrapping her arms around him. He couldn’t hug her back, not with his wrists still chained behind him, but he pressed his body to hers. 
 
    “My boy. My boy. I was so worried about you, Joshua. How could you do that? How?” She squeezed him, but then she turned back to the officer. “What happens now?” All of the emotion drained from her voice. She was behaving like a professional, a woman who needed to figure out precisely what steps had to be executed in order to get her husband back home where he belonged. 
 
    The rest of the encounter flashed by in a blur. 
 
    The officer said to him, “You’re lucky boy. You know, lots of wives leave their husbands here for the night to cool off and really think about what they did. Not you. Be sure to thank her when you get home.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Later, they stuffed his things into a plastic bag and gave them to Natalie. She didn’t bother looking down. 
 
    Finally, they released him from the cops. Not only that, an officer unlatched the gag, so he could speak. At once, he opened his mouth, but he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    He looked into Natalie’s eyes, and a strange mixture of frustration, fear, embarrassment, and gratitude swept through him. 
 
    Ultimately, he just inhaled. He waited. The words didn’t come. He breathed out, and that’s when she grabbed his hand and pulled him back toward the exit. She guided him to her car, and she had him get into the passenger’s seat. 
 
    They drove in silence. 
 
    When they got home, it was dark out, and she went inside. He followed just a few steps behind. 
 
    She walked over to the couch, sat down, crossed her legs, and brought her arms to her chest. “In front of me,” she said. 
 
    Joshua got down on his knees. He licked his lips and had to ask, “When?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed with surprise or suspicion, “When? When what?” Apparently, she had expected groveling. 
 
    “You had me chipped,” he said. “When?” 
 
    “Oh,” she said. “That.” Natalie exhaled slowly, and she told him, “Last year, when you had to have your appendix removed. The doctor asked me if I should have you chipped. I said yes.” 
 
    “But why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “Because I knew you wouldn’t like it,” she said. Her eyes remained cold and utterly professional as she said all of this. But then her expression softened as she leaned down and looked at him. At first, he kept his eyes focused on the smooth, black contours of her high-heeled shoes. Then his gaze slid along her tights, up her dress, and all the way to the concern on her face. “Joshua, you have to understand that you are my most valuable possession. I need to know where you are and what’s going on. I worry about you, and I’m not going to let anything bad happen to you. You understand?” 
 
    All of the anger he might have felt at getting chipped without his knowledge or permission suddenly faded away because he believed her. She loved him, and she wouldn’t let anything bad happen to him… 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. “I think I understand.” 
 
    “Tell me what were you doing?” 
 
    “Can I have the bag? Please, Ma’am?” If he had asked in a different tone or if she had loved him any less, she probably would have said no. Lots of other wives would have demanded an explanation while refusing to give anything up first. 
 
    “I dropped it on the nightstand by the front door. You may go get it,” she said. 
 
    Having waited for permission, he quickly scurried up, raced over to the bag, popped it open, and fished out the small, velvet box. He held it tight, turned his back to her, and opened it slowly. 
 
    Although he generally trusted the police, he knew something bad could’ve happened. Someone might have gotten curious. This was an expensive piece. Maybe most women would have laughed at him for thinking that, but it was the best he could buy with his savings, especially if he didn’t want his wife to know about his plans for her gift… 
 
    But then he saw the glint of metal. 
 
    It was safe. 
 
    He closed the box slowly, held it to his chest, and exhaled. 
 
    He came back to his wife, got back down on his knees were he belonged, and said, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Natalie didn’t say anything for several long seconds. He continued. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry I got in trouble tonight. I’m sorry you had to pay a fine. I swear, I will do whatever it takes to pay you back.” 
 
    She reached down and stroked the underside of his chin before lifting his face and forcing him to look up at her. “Joshua, this wasn’t about the money. This was about your safety. When I came home and the house was empty, do you know how scared I got?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” He didn’t know what else to say. He couldn’t find any other words. 
 
    “Joshua, that’s not good enough,” she said. The words sounded like a final declaration. “Why were you out?” 
 
    This time, he didn’t bother trying to speak. Instead, he held up the small box, popped it open, and looked up at her with his big, nervous eyes. 
 
    At first, she didn’t understand, but then she took the container and looked down at the silver heart. She pulled it out. The front was a simple design, but then she felt the engraving along the back. 
 
    For the most beautiful, wonderful wife in the whole world. From her loving boy. Thank you so much for picking me. 
 
    “Joshua…” She tightened her fingers around the necklace. 
 
    “I’m sorry I snuck out.” 
 
    “You could have told me,” she said. 
 
    “I wanted it to be a surprise.” He uttered those words as an explanation, not an excuse. 
 
    “I know, Joshua. My boy. My sweet boy.” She reached back, grabbed him by the back of his neck, and pulled him forward. Then her lips pressed down against his. It was just as passionate and possessive as their kiss from the morning. 
 
    She savored the heat of his mouth for several long seconds. He was hard now, but she let him go. “Thank you for the necklace. Now, I have something for you.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “The spanking.” She let those words sink in for several seconds. “Joshua, I understand why you did what you did, but you aren’t allowed to just run off without permission. There have to be consequences. Now, get out of those terrible clothes..” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am…” Joshua said. 
 
    He knew what a spanking could be like. He understood how some could be light and playful while others could be sharp and painful. Right then, he just had no idea what his wife had in mind. 
 
    He stripped out of the prison uniform. Standing in front of her, naked now, he watched as she tapped her thighs. Obediently, he crawled across her lap. 
 
    “What did you do wrong?” Her tone wasn’t overly harsh or cruel, which didn’t give him any clue as to what might happen next. If anything, she just sounded like a concerned teacher who needed to make sure this boy understood how he had messed up to prevent him from making the same mistake again. 
 
    “I snuck out without permission,” he said. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    He clenched his jaw as the guilt slid through his chest, “And I worried you.” 
 
    “Yes, you did,” she agreed right before her hand flew down and struck at his backside. 
 
    The pain flashed across his skin. It darted from one nerve to another as his fingers tightened into fists. Still, Joshua didn’t even consider the possibility of trying to get up without permission. 
 
    He deserved this. He needed it. 
 
    No matter his intentions, he had snuck out, defying his wife and worrying her. He had taken a risk, a stupid risk, and it hadn’t paid off. Yes, he was so happy she liked her necklace, but he didn’t get to make these sorts of decisions. He was her husband, her boy, and he had to think of her first. 
 
    She smacked his backside again, in the same spot, and made sure the pain blossomed along his skin. He could feel the heat gather over his flesh. His backside was probably turning a bright shade of red. 
 
    “Ten more,” she said. 
 
    Ten? Joshua had no choice, so he gulped back his fear, and he braced himself. 
 
    She struck hard and fast, bringing her hand down. The stinging spread. It drilled into his psyche. He tensed up and tried to fight through the sweeping bursts of agony. 
 
    By the time she finished, his eyes were wet. She rolled him onto his side and looked down into his face. “What do you say?” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    He gulped and answered honestly, “Thank you for spanking me. Thank you for disciplining me.” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” she said. “I love you, and I will always give you the discipline you need. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Use my name,” she said. 
 
    He blinked and obeyed gratefully, “Thank you, Natalie.” 
 
    She leaned down and kissed him on his forehead. Then she reached for his crotch. She started to stroke his shaft, and his body obeyed instantly. “I want you,” she said. But first, she grabbed the box, pulled out the necklace, and slid the slender chain around her neck before engaging the clasp. 
 
    The smooth, silver heart now dangled just above her cleavage. “I’m going to wear it every day,” she promised. 
 
    Despite the lingering pain along his punished backside, Joshua smiled. 
 
    “But right now,” she said, “I’m a lot more interested in you.” 
 
    She pulled him forward again, kissed him, and savored taste of his mouth. For a second, he tried to pull away so he could say something. She didn’t let him go, so he surrendered to the kiss, to the feel of her fingers against the back of his neck and the proximity of her body. 
 
    Moments later, she pushed him down onto the floor. 
 
    She climbed on top of him, straddled him, and kept kissing him. 
 
    He tried to speak, but she wasn’t interested in talking. Distantly, Joshua had to wonder if maybe all of the worries had now coalesced into this: lost. Hot desire poured through her body, and she intended to take her boy, to mark him, to show him once again that he belonged to her. 
 
    With her free arm, she reached down and stroked his shaft. He lifted his hips as she teased him, gently stroking and caressing his member. 
 
    “Mine,” she said, breaking the kiss for just a moment. 
 
    Joshua tried to say something again, but she smothered those words in another kiss. This woman knew what she wanted, and she intended to take it from him. 
 
    Her fingers brushed along his shaft again and again, soft, teasing caresses that made him hard even as he shivered through the desires. 
 
    “What do you want?” Natalie asked. 
 
    “You,” answered her husband. “I want you so badly.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    When she started to stand, he knew better than to move. She lifted the hem of her skirt, pulled down her panties, and kicked them off along with her shoes. Then she straddled him again, only this time her thighs pushed down against of the sides of his face, not his flanks. 
 
    Within moments, he had her slit pressed to down against his mouth. 
 
    Like a good boy, he waited for permission. “You may,” she ordered. 
 
    Joshua obeyed immediately. He nuzzled her before parting his lips and gliding his tongue gently along her sex. He tasted her excitement and knew just how badly she wanted him. A strange sense of feeling loved and owned at the same time washed over him. He was so grateful to be her boy, to be her husband, to know that she had chipped him because she didn’t want him to ever get lost. 
 
    She moved her sex along his face, gently gliding her hips forward and back as he licked her. Within moments, he penetrated her. His tongue slid between the walls of her opening as he lapped at her like a thirsty dog. 
 
    “Yes. That’s my boy. This is my boy. He belongs to me,” she said, panting through the words. Her voice became ragged as every breath sharpened while he licked her. He had to strain his neck, but he didn’t care. He served her. Not only that, she reached back and started to stroke his shaft again. 
 
    A wild, aroused growl of need pulsed from his chest, but he didn’t stop. He served her obediently, bringing all of his skills and talents to use. 
 
    Back when they were dating, and throughout their marriage, Joshua had learned so much about what she enjoyed. He worshiped her now, licking back and forth, up and down, left and right. He traced different letters and shapes as he did his best to please this woman. 
 
    Before she could get off, however, she pulled away. 
 
    Joshua looked up as she smiled down. Her hair fell forward, framing her face as she studied him. 
 
    “Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “No,” she said with a warm smile. “But I want you. I want to take my time with you. I’m hungry for you, Joshua. Don’t make a mistake.” 
 
    Just like that, she made it clear he wouldn’t be allowed to climax without permission. 
 
    He nodded, inhaled slowly, and focused on his breathing as she slipped back down toward his crotch. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, aimed him for the perfect angle, and leaned down. He felt the walls of her opening as she surrounded him, enveloped him, and claimed him for herself. 
 
    Inch by inch, she took him. 
 
    He looked up at this beautiful woman poised above him. 
 
    He may have been naked, but she was almost fully dressed. His eyes traced the contours of her dress, her breasts, and her slender neck. He saw the shine of her lips and the glint in her eyes as she grinned. But then her expression shifted as she closed her eyes, straightened her back, and started to ride him. 
 
    “I love you so much,” she said. “I’m never letting you go. You belong to me.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am!” 
 
    She flashed him a ferocious grin. 
 
    Ma’am. He acknowledged his subservience and obedience. At their wedding ceremony, he had promised to honor and obey this woman. Now he was naked and down on his back, eager to serve, eager to please. 
 
    She rode him slowly at first, gently moving up and then down again as she embraced those sensations. With every deliberate movement, she nibbled on the inside of her mouth, breathing in and out, and enjoyed the feel of her boy down beneath her. 
 
    “My boy,” she said. “My obedient boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I swear, I won’t mess up again. I will do everything I can to make you happy. I’ll never sneak out without permission.” 
 
    She looked down into his eyes. “I know you won’t,” she agreed. 
 
    She sped up. She worked him. 
 
    With every motion, it took all of Joshua’s will not to lose control. Like so many other boys, he could have trouble with self-control, especially when he had his beautiful wife poised above him like this. 
 
    His heart pounded and his breathing came in ragged puffs, but he still didn’t lose control. 
 
    With a wild cry of ecstasy, she cried out, “Now. Come for me right now!” 
 
    This was a command because she owned his orgasm. 
 
    Grateful, he surrendered to the impulse. His instincts took over, and he bucked his hips up as the wild pleasure roared through him. He felt the throbbing ecstasy of every moment until she finished with him. 
 
    Exhausted and utterly drained, he barely got his eyes open as she leaned down and kissed him. “Such a good boy. Now go make me a sandwich.” 
 
    He nodded eagerly, climbed onto his feet, waited for a moment, and glanced back at his wife. Her eyes twinkled with amusement as he headed back to the kitchen because it was time to serve her once again. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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