

Prime Huntress

Anna Ritter


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal.  Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.  Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be consenting adults over the age of 18. The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover via Shutterstock.

Please be aware that this book includes a lot of fantasy. The acts, images, and characters portrayed in this title are not real. This is a book—a work of fiction—and thus does not include real people. If you are not comfortable with simulated (literary) descriptions of sexual behavior, then you should not purchase or review this book.

First Edition

©2023


Contents

Welcome!

Prime Huntress

Connect with me:


Welcome!

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing femdom and gynarchy erotica for the last four years. I love domination and power exchange. 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 one cent per word. 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!


Prime Huntress

This was the part she hated. Annalise Cazadora understood the protocols and occasionally acknowledged that necessity. Still, she despised the shined boots, the pressed pants, and the snug blouse. She hated double checking each of her rank pins and insignias. She had her dark hair tied back into a severe ponytail; the blue streak slid along her dark mane. Most annoying, she needed to maintain that proper posture and stride as she made her way down the long hallway.

Her boots clinked against the metal flooring as she came to the desk outside of the commander's office. The young woman had her eyes locked on the wall screen as she considered...something. If anything, Annalise enjoyed the paperwork even less than the uniform requirements while on base.

"Is she ready?" Annalise asked.

The assistant glanced up and instantly recognized, Annalise Cazadora, Prime Huntress. This girl was new; she hadn't been working at the desk for long, so her eyes widened, just a tiny bit. At the same time, she scrambled to find the right button and double check her commander's schedule.

"Yes, Ma'am," answered the junior officer. This girl was probably proud of herself for not stuttering.

"Good." Annalise didn't wait for permission; she headed through the double doors. They automatically slid open for her to reveal Zaraya's incredible office. The dark gray, industrial carpet matched the rest of the base, but the huge, mahogany bookcases were gorgeous. That massive desk looked amazing, plus there were the four couches arranged at the center of the room. Off to one side there was a bar and kitchenette, fully stocked with dozens of different drinks from a variety of different worlds.

Like her subordinate outside, Zaraya had her attention locked on her screen. Only then, this playful grin stretched across her lips, and then she glanced up to see Annalise. "You're early," she pointed out.

"And it looks like you're distracted," said the Prime Huntress.

"Just a little something to help me relax. You know, stress can be very toxic." The corners of her mouth twitched as she giggled. "You should probably come out, Rex. I don't think my sister will approve of your presence here. She never did know how to have fun."

She pulled her legs out from underneath her desk, rotated her seat to the side, and a boy crawled out. Annalise guessed he was probably twenty-five or thirty...handsome...of course. Annalise resisted the urge to shake her head.

"Did you enjoy that, Ma'am?" As he gazed back at the commander, his eyes were big and full of nervous anticipation. Clearly, he had been well trained. He wanted to please her, to make her happy.

It was the kind of masculine subjugation Annalise always expected to see, especially on base. Out in the wider world, maybe there were young men who resisted or tried to push back, not that Annalise ever saw the point. Seriously, what did those young men think they were going to accomplish? Their cute little arguments and precious little protests were little more than distractions, and they had to know it. Besides, if they really wanted jobs, there were opportunities for them here and there.

If they wanted excitement, they could even become pack boys.

And yet, that wouldn't be good enough for them, would it? Some people would never be satisfied.

They probably just need to be spanked...or worse. This time, Annalise sensed the tension playing through her body. First, she didn't belong there. She didn't like these kinds of offices or the politics that took place in spaces like this.

"Very much so," Zaraya promised. The boy turned away. She reached out and grabbed his tight posterior. Then she gave him a quick slap, and he glanced over his shoulder, smiling broadly as he scurried out of the room. He may have been tall, lean, and muscled, yet he moved like a bunny eager to be chased.

Okay, so that was one instinct Annalise could understand.

"What's going on?"

"I have a mission for you," Zaraya said.

"You could have just uploaded the details to my data slate. I'm ready to go." More than that, she was itching for another mission. She wanted to get out there, to feel the mud or sand or grass beneath her boots. She wanted to scan the horizon or search the ground for some detail, something that could lead her to her quarry. Annalise turned to go, thinking this had been a waste of time.

"Wait," Zaraya said as her tone shifted.

Sucking in a breath, Annalise forced herself to stop. At the same time, she brought her hands up behind her back, tightened her fingers together, and rotated again to face her sister. "Yes, Commander?"

"We need to talk," Zaraya stepped away from her desk, walked over to one of the couches in the middle of the room, and lowered herself down. She crossed her legs to reveal her bare feet...Annalise really hadn't needed to see that detail, but this was Zaraya's office, and she could do whatever she wanted, especially when it came to the boys who worked around her. "Have a seat."

Resisting the urge to roll her eyes, Annalise forced herself to comply. She sat down, her knees held together, her back straight. "Yes?"

"How did the last hunt go?"

"All of the relevant details were in my report."

"I read your report," Zaraya said with a quick nod. "But I worry about you."

"You know I’m the best hunter on this base. I might be the best hunter on the entire force," Annalise said with a hint of pride.

"True," Zaraya acknowledged. "But you're always going to be my little sister, so I'm always going to worry about you."

"I'm sure you can find a distraction or two here in your very plush office."

"Oh, you're definitely right about that," Zaraya said as she chuckled. She took a moment to gaze around her office as she considered her favorite memories with the different men who came here to serve and satisfy her. "But you also know that I'm very good at my job."

"Politics."

"Politics makes every world go round. I know you don't like to think about that, but it's true. Now, tell me. Are you taking every appropriate fashion out there?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

One corner of Zaraya's mouth rose up. "Good. That's all I want to do now."

"Really? I had to get dressed up for that?"

Zaraya shrugged, "It's good for you to get back into the office and to do more than just hunt. You know, I've talked to a couple of your pack boys."

"I treat them well."

"Technically, that's true. But you know, you could have some fun. You and I like to announce this, but I was a Huntress as well, and I know how boring it can be, especially if you decide to set traps."

"I prefer the hunt," Annalise said.

Her sister watched her.

Annalise had to say something else. She glanced to her left, then her right. At moments like this, she didn't know if Zaraya Cazadora could provoke that little spark of nervous energy because of her rank or the family connection. Either way, Annalise found herself sucking in a breath and saying, "Maybe you are right. Maybe I should have some fun the next time I get the chance."

"It's your decision," Zaraya said. "But I say this as your sister. I want you to enjoy yourself. I want you to relax just a little bit. The boys can be dangerous, we both know that, but we also know you are the best Huntress here. You won't make any dumb mistakes, so there will be that moment when you can enjoy yourself. You should take it. Once he's collared and trapped, you can have some fun. Enjoy yourself."

"I think about it," Annalise said. Strangely enough, she actually meant it. And that was probably why her big sister had risen through the ranks so quickly.

By the time Annalise stepped out of the office, just a few seconds later, she glanced down and saw the upload on her wrist slate.

Her target: Colin Coldottir.

This time, she abandoned the precise posture and correct stride as she headed down the hallway. A different set of instincts awoke within her as she contemplated exactly what might happen.

According to the physicists, his tunnel probably took him to Terra 779182. They didn't know much about this particular world or his projected landing spot, some urban development. It might be an arboreal encounter. As she contemplated all of this, Annalise considered exactly what she would need. She headed back to her sparse quarters, grabbed her pack, and switched to her hunting gear.

She preferred the lightweight, mesh of her armored shirt and pants. Her hunting boots were far more comfortable, if only because she could get them scuffed and damaged and no one would complain. She pulled on her vest, her sleek pack, and then she double checked to see if her pack boy had confirmed readiness.

He had.

Good.

Everyone on the base knew that Annalise Cazadora hated waiting, especially for something as trivial as the pack boy.

Who was it going to be? She saw his name and didn't even register it. She hadn't worked with him before. As far as she knew, he would be able to keep up. That was her only expectation. Unlike some of the other huntresses, she didn't judge a pack boy on his "aesthetic value". She shook her head at the idea of that concept. Then again, she knew that other people might criticize her hunting methods, so she really couldn't attack any of her compatriots.

Once she was ready, she strode out of her quarters to the tunneling chamber.

The room was busy, of course.

"Review," Annalise called out as soon as she entered the large room. Metal walls surrounded everyone. Workstations loaded down with heavy computers and massive screens scrolling different kinds of data hummed with a surprising amount of electricity.

Obviously, Annalise wore her professional veneer as she made her way toward the projectors hanging from the center of the ceiling. They were pointed at one blank wall. That space shimmered with an exotic alloy. No one would have been able to tell from the sound of her voice, the speed of her steps, or in the expression on her face, yet this was the part that actually made Annalise just a little bit nervous.

Once she was on some foreign world, she could deal with whatever the probabilistic fates decided to throw at her: dragons, rogue robots, giant spiders, terrorist boys, or anything else that could get in the way of her hunt. But here?

Annalise didn't understand the engineering or the physics. As a part of becoming a huntress, she obviously needed a vaguely, theoretical understanding. She had taken several classes as a part of being certified, which meant hundreds of hours staring at her desk slate as she tried to make the numbers hanging on her screen into something logical and coherent. Apparently, she had done well enough to earn passing marks on her exams, but that meant a very, very superficial understanding.

The women in this room, the ones who wore the white lab coats and checked and triple checked all of the different screens, were geniuses. As far as she was concerned. They calculated the movement of stars, pulsars, black holes, and so much more. When it came to this kind of technology, the number of variables seemed almost incalculable.

But somehow, they managed to do it.

More importantly, they created the tunnels that allowed her to find her targets and bring them back where they'd no longer pose a danger to themselves or the worlds spread across the layers of creation.

A young woman with her hair tied into a bun quickly rushed away from her work station. She grabbed her slate, held it up underneath her arm, and scanned across the different data points, "Colin Coldottir. Age thirty-two. Tunneling method, unknown. He's coming from Terra 889281. As far as the augers have been able to determine, he doesn't pose any threat."

"Drone contact?"

"Yes," said the scientist. "He destroyed it."

"Method?"

"Judging from the recording, it looked like he had some kind of gauntlet."

"Upload the data to my wrist slate. And where is my pack boy?"

"He's waiting for you. I double checked his gear. He's ready to go," said the woman. At the same time, she pointed off to the only male in the room. He was tall and looked good in his black shirt and matching pants. He wore a heavy-looking backpack and leaned forward slightly as he waited for instructions.

"You, boy," Annalise called out. "What's your name?"

"Nate," he replied. "Nate Allydottir, Ma'am."

"Can you keep up?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Confident," Annalise said. "I like it. Make sure you don't get lost. Make sure you take care of the gear. Make sure you can protect that homing beacon. Do all of this, and we won't have any trouble. If you cause any problems, I will use my recreational time to make sure you regret it. Understand?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" At the same time, he straightened his back, lifted his chin, and pushed his shoulders down as he did his best to demonstrate his dedication. Annalise may not have been impressed by that display, but she could see that little hint of nervous energy sparking along his eyes, and that was what counted, especially when it came to handling a pack boy.

"Are we ready to go?"

"Projectors are charged!" someone else called out from across the chamber.

"Diagnostics complete!"

"Buffers secured!"

"Stabilizers locked!"

"Yes, ma'am," said the technician. "It looks like we are ready to go."

Annalise stepped under the projectors, and she glanced up one more time. At that point, maybe a hint of trepidation played across her features. Probably not. None of these women knew how to read her. After all, she was one of the huntresses; she actually ventured out into the verse to hunt and explore. Besides, all of the arcane technology here made sense to them. They probably didn't see any reason to be nervous. What lurked on the other side of the portal, however...

"Initiate!"

The projectors hummed. They whined as the energy levels built toward a reality-folding crescendo. The apertures opened, the energy beams shot forward, hitting the glassy wall. The four lines intersected, and the square appeared. Annalise glanced back at the boy, and she reached out, grabbing one of the straps on his pack. He strode after her as she marched ahead. Then she closed her eyes, and she waited for that disorienting twist in her gut.

She didn't have to wait long.

Occasionally, Zaraya coerced her little sister into visiting some of the academies to talk about life as a Huntress. First, it was good for the organization, especially when it came to Zaraya's eternal quest for additional funding. "Public perception matters quite a bit. Our work is obviously very important, but we have to make sure that people understand this. It's a big and complicated challenge."

"Is it really?" Annalise often liked to ask, especially when she tried to deflect those requests. Standing up in front of children and their parents and talking about her adventures always felt...wrong. She couldn't explain it, not exactly. Maybe it was the simple fact that she hated having all of those eyes aimed at her. Unlike Zaraya, Annalise could never get comfortable in front of large groups of people. She didn't like speaking extemporaneously, nor did she enjoy trying to memorize some speech. She didn't know how to read a room or consider exactly what those donors and privileged members of society wanted or needed to hear.

She was the Prime Huntress. Wasn't that good enough. Didn't her statistics speak for themselves?

Apparently not, especially because Zaraya could always say, "Fine. If you won't do this for your big sister, then do it for your commander." That always worked, of course. She outranked Annalise. And even if they pretended otherwise, that distinction could never disappear completely.

In her talks, students loved to ask what it felt like to travel through one of the tunnels. That term probably confused most people, especially because it made it sound like Annalise ran through some darkened aperture. Or maybe she jumped down a slide like in some exciting vid.

Instead, it felt like stepping through the door, only her senses always got scrambled. There was that sickening twist in her stomach, the strange pulse of light against her retina, even if her eyes were closed, and the bizarre tingling along every inch of her flesh. It only lasted for a second, but the disorientation still swept across her body.

She ignored it.

The pack boy stumbled forward, losing his balance and dropping to his knees.

Annalise didn't allow herself that kind of luxury. She quickly braced herself, locking her feet against the soft grass beneath her boots. She turned to the left, then the right as she scanned for some sign of her target. Of course, the title could never be entirely precise, especially since there wasn't a homing beacon for them to follow. The technicians back at the base did their best, but they couldn't know if she might end up in the middle of a street, between buildings, out in the forest, or maybe at the center of a park.

As long as she didn't materialize into a solid object or a hundred feet in the air or underwater, Annalise didn't really care.

Her hand dropped to her side, and she felt the stun gun. The hilt always reassured her, especially as she listened. She pushed away the nausea and concentrated.

No threats.

"How are you doing?" Annalise asked. She did her best not to sound especially perfunctory as she glanced back at the pack boy.

"I'm good," he said. "I'm good." He was breathing hard.

Confident that he could handle himself, Annalise pulled her own pack from behind her, and she pulled her goggles out of the front pocket. She pulled them over her eyes, tapped in the commands on her wrist console, and watched as her vision shifted.

She looked straight ahead, scanned toward the north, east, south...and nothing. She turned west, and she didn't see anything at first. Had there been some kind of mistake? Or worse, maybe he'd already tunneled into another reality.

The techs didn't like it when she did this, but Annalise pulled up the augmentation program. She kept scanning.

There. She saw it.

A hint of green appeared through her lenses.

"Stay out of sight. Stay safe. I don't want to have to rescue you or the beacon from a giant eagle."

"That's happened?" Nate asked, his voice cracking slightly.

"Just once," she said. "Time until retrieval?"

Nate glanced up toward the sky. "Six hours. I'll keep the beacon safe, Ma'am!"

Without telling him he was a good boy, Annalise tightened the straps on her own pack and jogged forward, her eyes locked on that spec of green as the hunt began.

Other huntresses complained about moments like this. In every hunt, there were these specific phases. Sometimes they overlapped, and the exact boundaries could get squishy or amorphous, but it usually came down to getting the assignment, traversing the boundaries of reality, engaging in that long chase, spotting him, and running him down.

The long chase usually annoyed her compatriots. For them, this was the part where the anticipation could become frustrating. They wanted to get to the next part, to the "fun" part. The challenge rested in spotting the boy, hunting him down, binding him and dragging him back.

Annalise didn't have that problem. She loved this. As she ran forward, ducking and weaving her way between the different trees and along with the various paths, she could feel herself getting closer and closer to him. Although she couldn't relax or allow her mind to wander, there was a simplicity in studying the green energy field as she also worried about potential predators and other local dangers.

But nothing confronted her, not this time. She didn't have to contend with some random tyrannosaurus, bipedal fungi, or some other evolutionary deviation on this world.

And then she saw him.

She pulled off her goggles, and she spotted the boy. He was seated next to a campfire, leaning back, and relaxing. He had a laptop off to his right, and he seemed to be taking a break.

Annalise reached down for her stun blaster. Her fingers brushed along the holster, and she studied him for several long minutes, waiting and wondering. A rookie would have rushed in, but Annalise understood the importance of making sure she had every detail. She remained there, silent but eager, ready and willing to wait as she absorbed every detail possible.

She saw the gun, of course, a makeshift blaster that he appeared to have built on his own. Or maybe he bought it from some other errant male who had decided it was time for the men of his nation to rise up against the female overlords. Despite the need to maintain cover, Annalise still smiled and gently shook her head from side to side. She was familiar with the propaganda, the arguments, and a few of the speeches. This had been a part of her training, not that she really cared. She wasn't some rehabilitation specialist, nor did she feel any particular urge to work on these boys.

And yet, there was something different about this one.

Colin Coldottir.

As she watched him, she attempted to discern what kind of threat he might pose. Little by little, however, she came to the inevitable conclusion that she could handle him.

Another thought occurred to her.

Or rather, it was a different kind of itch, a different type of impulse. She ran her teeth along the edges of her bottom lip as she wondered if she should indulge.

No.

Despite everything her sister said, Annalise considered herself to be a huntress and nothing more. She wasn't like so many of her compatriots. She didn't worry about playing with these boys, and she had absolutely no interest in some kind of training routine. Still, she had heavy equipment in her backpack, but she simply wanted to take him back. Once he was at the base, someone else could worry about his psychological improvement.

Breathing out slowly, Annalise drew her pistol, aimed, and got ready to fire. She had her finger on the trigger, and she started to exhale. At the end of the breath, she would pull the trigger, send that bolt of energy glancing across the air and straight into his midsection. His nervous system would be disrupted for just a moment, just long enough to knock him out. And when he woke up, he would be collared and ready for transport.

Some native avian to her left noticed her. Maybe it finally decided she was a predator who needed to be scared off, or maybe her weapon had started to heat up, so it's infrared vision finally noticed her. Either way, the beast shot down, scratched at her shoulder, and made her hiss through her teeth.

As a professional, Annalise still didn't move even as those soft feathers slapped against her face. She wanted to take the shot, only Colin glanced up. In that moment, he saw her. Somehow, he picked out the details of her body despite the leaves and branches in front of her. Or maybe it was just instinct that prompted him to drop down and roll.

She pulled the trigger, and the blast missed him by less than an inch. It would have been a perfect shot, catching him right below his throat.

The energy dissipated harmlessly, and she felt the coils begin to recharge. She quickly knocked the bird aside with one slap. From there, she ran forward, breaking cover.

She came around again. The weapon had recharged. She fired.

At this point, he took cover, dropping down behind a log. More importantly, he drew his own weapon. "Colin Coldottir! You're coming with me!"

"No way!" he shouted back. An instant later, he jumped up, rested the hilt of his weapon against the moss covered log, aimed at her and fired. A blue streak of energy shot out, burned into the tree behind her, leaving a few singed leaves and a smoking gouge. She was determined to bring him in alive. Apparently, he had no problem with her death.

Annalise understood how these boys thought. The most obedient males remained within their households, cooking, cleaning, serving. They understood who they were and where they belonged.

This male, however, was determined to fight back. On some level, he must've recognized the futility of it all. The universe had a natural structure. Maybe evolution could deviate in a seemingly infinite number of directions, but there were certain realities that always remained: light, gravity, physics, female superiority. As far as she was concerned, these things never changed. According to the researchers, every world came down to this simple dynamic. Due to their superior intelligence, patience, and penchant for long-term reasoning, women were simply better at ruling. Consequently, they always established in the various hierarchies. The technologies may have changed. The exact social structures might have been different. Some worlds might have been ruled by enlightened democracies or totalitarian queendoms. One way or the other, it didn't matter because boys like this would always need to be collared, beaten, owned, and trained.

Despite that truth, men like Colin always had to push back. They couldn't help themselves.

Another bolt of energy shot past her shoulder. He'd overheat the charging coils pretty quickly if he kept up the barrage, but Annalise trusted her armor as she kept low, started out from cover, and unleashed her own barrage. Sure enough, he ducked back as she tried to outflank him.

"I'm not going with you!"

"Yeah, you are!" she shouted back. "I've got a leash ready for you, boy!"

"I'm an independent man who can think for himself! I don't need some girl telling me what to do!"

"You have no idea who you are," she said with a quick shake of her head. That was always the problem, wasn't it? Most men, deep down, understood who and what they were supposed to be. But then there were these wild boys, the ones who were untrained dorks who had never been able to learn their proper place in society.

Annalise ducked behind another thick tree. Bolts of energy slammed into the trunk, and she slipped to her right, pulling the trigger and unleashing a blind shot. It sizzled across the air. It didn't hit him, but he kept his head down. "The more you fight, the worse it’s going to get for you," she called out to him.

"I'm not going back! I don't care who you think you are! You’re just a dumb girl!"

At that point, she tilted her head back against the trunk, smiled, and closed her eyes.

There was something about the vehemence in his voice, the anger, the determination…

"You have no idea," she whispered.

Best then she closed her eyes, began to count, and waited for that moment. Sure enough, his patience fractured, and he fired once, twice, three more times. Now. He had to wait. Now he had to let the coils cool or the gun would explode in his hand. He may have been a boy, but he had to understand that basic reality.

Sure enough, he stopped firing. That's when she spun out from behind the trunk, lifted her weapon, held the hilt in both hands, sighted him, and fired. The blast slammed into his shoulder, knocking him back.

Annalise ducked behind the tree. She waited. She counted to ten and listened.

She didn't hear a hiss of pain, a grunt of frustration, or some bold declaration about how the revolution was about to begin any day now. (So many boys loved to hold onto that line, like they thought if they could just wait a little while longer, the vast majority of their brothers would suddenly realize that slavery was somehow a bad idea for the male half of humanity. In reality, most men were satisfied with their lives. They understood who they were and what they needed to do. Besides, they had the women in their lives to tell them how to behave and what to think. It worked, and they were smart enough to understand this. They didn't allow themselves to be coerced by silly slogans or whispered promises of the utopia that could never happen.

Men ruling? Seriously? That was a reason why that had to be the punchline to a hundred different jokes.

Breathing out slowly, she stepped out from behind to the trunk, her blaster still raised. She was ready for any hint of movement, but there was nothing. She made her way forward, careful to make as little noise as possible. Even so, she could still feel the crunch of the dried leaves beneath her boots. She stepped down against some stray stick, and it cracked as well, but she was still ready for him.

She came up behind the log, and she found him right there, on his back, his eyes closed.

It was time to get to work.

When she checked her watch, she saw that she still had several hours. Just as importantly, her pack boy hadn't sent any kind of distress signal, so he was probably waiting and hiding as instructed. So long as he stayed out of trouble, she still had several hours. She ran through the math and considered the boy in front of her.

He was handsome enough, but there was something else.

It had been his abject defiance.

When she hunted, she usually stalked and tracked her prey without them ever realizing it. Normally, stray birds didn't get in her way, meaning she could knock them out without having to speak with them. But now she studied this young man, and she contemplated what she could do with him.

"Zaraya, you're a bad influence on me," she whispered with a quick shake of her head.

Technically, she only had to collar him. With the advanced circuitry lining the device, his chances of escape became nil. She could track him, shoot him, and even paralyze him if necessary. Controlling him and turning him into little more than a puppet would be just a matter of typing in the commands on her wrist slate. If she had wished, she could have used the voice controls instead.

There was something enticing about seeing him spread out and naked before her. Before she shackled him, she had decided to strip him, quickly pulling him out of his shirt, his pants, his shoes and socks. She pulled down his underwear. At first, she tried to convince herself that she was only curious. After all, she seldom played with her prey. But today, she craved something else. The desire was right there, and she had no intention of resisting it, especially if time was on her side.

The more she thought about it, the more she decided that it had been his attitude.

Slowly, he started to wake up. Beneath his closed eyelids, he started to look around. His lips parted, and he breathed in. Finally, he glanced up at her. She was standing there, tall and imposing.

"I'm going to get away from you," he growled.

"Try to say that again," she told him as she typed in the command on her wrist slate.

He didn't understand, so he took her challenge. He opened his mouth and began to utter that first syllable. Right as he did, the collar detected the vibrations of his vocal cords, and it responded accordingly. The small electrodes pressed against his vulnerable skin lit up with energy, delivering a quick shock. He flinched, his eyes going wide.

Annalise dropped down into a crouch. She rested her elbows against the contours of her knees as she looked at him. "You know, I'm not really interested in training a man, but I think you could be fun. I mean, look at you. You think you are so defiant, don't you? But in the end, you're just a boy, and that means you will do whatever I want." She casually reached down, gliding the back of her hand from his brow to the ridge of his nose, then his cheek. He sucked in a breath, and it was obvious he intended to say something, only he stopped himself before he could make the poor decision.

She chuckled at him. She couldn't help it. "Don't move," she said next. She typed in another command, and suddenly his body froze. "Can you feel that? This is the kind of technology we have come up with because we are superior to you. There's a reason why women are in charge. You see this? This makes you vulnerable. It makes you foolish. It makes you impatient, aggressive, and vulnerable." That's when she casually reached down, tracing her fingertips along his chest, his flank, his hip, and then she brushed her fingers along his scrotum before she wrapped her hand around his cock.

"This needs to be controlled," she said. "Look at that. You're already getting hard. You're already getting excited." If she had ever viewed man as an actual threat, then maybe this would have annoyed or irritated her. And yet, she could glide her hand along his shaft, and she watched as his manhood twitched. He started to get hard. She knew exactly how to touch him, to move the curves of her fingertips from his scrotum up to the base of his shaft, to softly squeeze his center and work her way up toward the tip. Within seconds, he was groaning with desire and need. "Doesn't that bother you? Right now, you want to be some freedom fighter, right? You want to show me that you are a rebel. But how am I supposed to take you seriously when you can't even control yourself?"

His body may have frozen, but Colin discovered he could still speak, "it's just one part of my body. It doesn't matter. It's not who I am."

"That's where you're wrong," she told him with a knowing chortle. "This is exactly who you are. You're a boy. You're a boy, and so you need to be owned." For her, these ideas followed like mathematical equations. They were objective, true, and ultimately undeniable. "We can help you. We can make sure you are owned and trained. We can give you the discipline you need. You just have to relax and accept it."

"Never," he hissed.

"Never is a very long time," she said. Normally, she didn't play with her prey, but there was something about this boy. Colin intrigued her. Or maybe it was just the fact that she had a few extra hours, or maybe it was her older sister's influence on her. Just as she said that this boy needed be owned, maybe she, as a Huntress, had her own instincts that required indulgence. "Do you want me to stop?" He groaned again as she ran her hand up and down along his shaft. She loved having this boy naked and powerless. More importantly, she loved knowing that the collar controlled him so completely.

"Yes," he hissed predictably.

"Fortunately for you, that can be accomplished. Are you ready? Relax."

He must not have understood exactly what was going to happen as she pulled her hand away. Within those first few seconds, his shaft had stiffened. She had known he would get hard. He couldn't help himself. For this boy, those desires were a reflex, something automatic and uncontrollable.

Perhaps he had felt a collar like this around his neck before. Or maybe the technology was completely new, and so the sensations seemed entirely alien. Either way, she dropped her left hand down to her wrist slate, and she casually typed in those next orders. "Understanding the relationship between biology and psychology is always very tricky, wouldn't you agree?"

"What, what are you talking about?" At this point, it seemed like he was attempting to break free from the collar's influence. He wouldn't succeed, of course. This wasn't a matter of muscle mass or even the strength of his will. Rather it was chemistry and biology. In some cases, a boy might fight with every iota of willpower he possessed, yet he still couldn't deny the power of electrical engineering.

She reached down and ran her fingers along his neck to his chest. "The science is obviously far too complicated for you, but the concept is simple. Your body belongs to me because you're wearing that collar. And no, you can't take it off because I won't let you. You see, humans are biological engines. At least in terms of the hardware, it's always a question of electricity. There are these impulses in your brain; those commands flash down through your nervous system. We always feel like we are in control, but you're not. Right now, I can make you do whatever I want. Isn't that right, boy?"

That's when she entered the command, and he agreed automatically, "Yes. That is right." Colin uttered those words; speaking took just a couple of seconds, yet he tried to get his mouth to stop. He couldn't!

"That's just the beginning," she said. "I but this feels uncontrollable."

"I am in control of my body," he said. She honestly couldn't tell whether or not he spoke those words for her benefit, or his. Ultimately, it didn't matter. She chuckled and shrugged.

"It's okay. You don't need to be scared. I'm not going to hurt you. I'm just going to play with you." Then she smiled. He glanced back at her, and he probably had to wonder whether or not her control could be even more specific. At that moment, he had been imprisoned in his body. His arms and legs remained rigid. And yet, he could still move his mouth and his eyes. Would she be able to take away those little traces of freedom?

Probably.

"Of course, if you honestly believe you're in control of this, then just relax. Show me you can go soft. Show me that your sex drive isn't more powerful than your will."

"You're making me wear this collar. You're trying to control me," he growled back.

"I am in control," she said. "I haven't entered any commands for your cock. Not yet, anyway."

"What does that mean?"

She flashed him a smile. In her uniform, with her hair tied back, the armor plates along her shoulders, arms, chest and legs, she must've seemed to so intimidating to this boy. Yes, he had been able to break away from his universe with stolen technology, but he still didn't know what to do with this huntress or her incredible technology.

"You’ll find out," she promised. "But I am serious. Show me that you're different from all of the other boys out in the universe. Show me that you are the exception. Who knows? Maybe you are from some world where men really are capable. Theoretically, there’s supposed to be infinite variation within the physical laws of the universe. As far as I know, there isn't some theoretical reason why a boy shouldn't be able to control himself." She tilted her head to one side and ran her gaze along his naked frame. "If you can do it, I will let you go."

"Do what?"

"Relax," she said. "Just relax, boy. Get nice and soft for me. Show me that you don't have to be a slave to your cock. Because if you're a slave to your cock, you might as well just be a slave to a woman, don't you think?"

"You shouldn't be able to do this to me," he said.

"Technology is amazing, don't you agree?"

His lips tensed, and he obviously wanted to say more, but she just smirked, "I'm serious, boy. If you can relax, I will let you go. I will tell my superiors that I never found you here." Technically, that would have ruined her incredible streak of success. There was a reason why she was the Prime Huntress, after all. And yet, she also understood how boys worked. Psychology was an important part of her vocation, and so, she looked down into his eyes, and she watched and waited.

Predictably, he tried. He pressed his lips together into a line, and she dropped her hand down to his cock. He twitched again, only she didn't even touch him. Instead, her fingers remained poised right above his shaft, maybe half a centimeter above his sensitive flesh.

"Don't do that," he breathed out.

"Do what?" Annalise taunted him. "I'm not even touching you."

His nostrils flared since she told the truth. She didn't touch him, but she was right there, close, so deliciously close. At any instant, she could have grabbed his manhood and stroked him. She could have wrapped her fingers around his circumference and brushed her hand up and down again. With every teasing, playful, caress, she could have sent another jolt of sizzling desire running through his body. His nerves could have cried out with ecstasy, but she didn't let that happen, because she didn't touch him. Still, the anticipation built. The reflected desires of everything that could happen pulsed through his body, and he remained stiff.

"What's wrong? Are you showing me that you can't control yourself? Is that why you need someone to own you? If you can't control the mark of your manhood, then maybe you really do need to be tamed. Maybe every boy needs to be tamed."

"You're toying with me," he grunted back at her.

"I am," she agreed. "And it's good for you. But I want you to know that I'm not lying. I'm going to give you a little more time. If you can just relax, then I will let you go."

When he glanced up at her again, he must've wanted to argue or insist that she was lying. There was just one problem. She actually meant it. She had made her promise, and she intended to keep her word, only she knew it wouldn't be relevant since he was a boy, so he couldn't overcome this challenge.

In that next moment, he bit down, stared upward for a few seconds, inevitably closed his eyes, and she could almost imagine the different thoughts churning through his head as he tried to figure out what he might be able to do or say to get control. As far as he was concerned, there had to be some kind of option. If he could stumble across the right image, idea, or phrase, then maybe he would be able to show her the truth. After all, if he couldn't control that single part of his body, then maybe she was right. Maybe he deserved to have that collar around his neck.

A boy like Colin probably wouldn't have admitted it, yet she understood how these boys thought. They always liked to think that they were special or unique, and perhaps some of them actually were, yet they still fell into the same predictable patterns.

"Just a few more seconds," she told him.

"I need more time," he growled.

"Just a few more seconds," she repeated. She was the one who would make this decision. She would determine exactly how many minutes he received, and there was nothing he could do about it.

"Please…"

That's when she grabbed his shaft. She squeezed him, and his eyes widened again. "It doesn't make any difference," she told him. In that moment, she didn't sound cruel or vindictive. She wasn't teasing him. Instead, it was worse: she was teaching him. When she talked down to this boy, she expected him to understand the truth and to realize just how powerless he could be. It wasn't a matter of the technology tight against his throat. It was something else, something primal, something programmed into the core of his DNA.

"That, that's not fair," he protested.

"I suppose you're right about that," she said. "It's not fair, but it's still an important lesson for you to learn."

"No, wait!"

It was too late because she had made up her mind, and now she brought her left hand over to her wrist slate again. Her fingers danced across the small screen, and she imparted the orders without watching him.

His shaft softened. The arousal was right there, coursing through his body, but there was nothing he could do about it. He gasped from one eager breath to the next, but his member softened now. It was a question of electrical engineering, after all. The collar could intercept and reinterpret the different impulses running through his flesh. His manhood relaxed just as she knew it would. At the same time, she told him, "There's nothing wrong with this. You ran, and you did your best, and you tried to fight me, and I took you down. This is how it works. This is how it always works. You want to be a brave boy? Fine. Then face the truth."

"We can fight back. Someone is going to fight back."

"There are so many worlds all across the universe," she acknowledged. "And yet, some things are always true."

"Not this!"

"Yes," she replied. "This." And that's when she stretched her hand back toward her pack, and she pulled out the cage. Seconds later, he saw the curved plastic, the machined contours, and his eyes widened. His bottom lip actually started to tremble. "No. I’m not going to wear one of those. Not again."

"You look scared. Is it because you know that once this is on you, it's going to be harder for you to think? Is it because you know that when a woman holds your key, she will be able to control you so much more easily? Deep down, you know you need this. Deep down, you know it's good for you." She echoed the key ideas from some of her male psychology classes. As a Huntress, she needed extensive training on males and how they viewed the world.

Perhaps he didn't want to acknowledge all of this, yet he couldn't hide from the truth. Those words washed over him. They pushed down into him, reminding him again and again of who he was supposed to be.

She smirked again, "Oh, and look at that. You're all ready."

She took his flaccid shaft and slipped it into the cage. She pulled the ring up underneath his balls. Next, she attached the different fasteners, one to the left side, another to the right, and a third at the center. Finally, she held up her favorite part: the lock.

His teeth tightened together, his lips pulled back, and he looked like some angry beast about to leap forward, only the collar around his neck prevented him from attacking. Granted, even if she had allowed that kind of freedom, it wouldn't have made any difference. He couldn't fight back, not against a woman like her. She had a dozen different ways of disarming and pinning him. Besides, he was naked and almost locked in his chastity cage.

She dangled it right in front of his face, just a few inches away from his eyes. Perhaps this gesture was childish, but she intended to enjoy herself. "Once you’re locked in, you're going to be a good boy for your owner, won't you? You're going to obey your trainers, you'll do as you're told. Maybe you'll still think about disobedience or escape from time to time, but I'm not letting you out of that collar, and I don't think she will either. This way, you can learn to behave yourself. It's only once you have been thoroughly trained that we will let you out of that collar, but by then it won't even matter because you will know where you belong."

"And where do you think that is?"

"On your knees."

"Never."

"Always," she said. But then she leaned forward, "Don't worry. I want to have some fun with you, I’m going to break you in first. Then I can take you back and hand you off to the trainers." She slid the lock into position, pushed down, and watched him flinch as the click reverberated across his skin. He probably didn't want to admit it, yet he couldn't deny what this meant either.

"You know, I'm tempted to give you another chance, like maybe if you could take off the cage, maybe I would let you go, but I don't feel like playing that game. Instead, I would rather play with something else." That's when she ran her fingers along the contours of his ass. Her palm just barely stroked his naked skin, and he shivered.

She stood over him again, reached down, typed in the next command, and his body moved. By now, he was technically free. No cuffs. No shackles. Just the collar...and it was more than enough.

He had experienced reflexes before, of course. Maybe a doctor had tapped his knee, and she watched as his leg kicked forward. Or maybe there were those other moments, like when he would try to stay awake late into the night, only for his body to decide it was time to sleep, so his eyelids would droop as he lost consciousness. This time it was different and worse because he pushed himself down onto his knuckles and knees. With his body braced against it the soft, damp grass, he had to know what was going to happen.

Even so, she stepped beyond his line of sight. "If you want to beg, I give you permission," she said.

Annalise dropped her pack to the ground, and she scanned her surroundings one more time.

From there, she pulled off her armored plates. She stripped away her security shirt, pants, boots, and socks. Then she pulled on the next garment: her harness. She slipped it up between her legs, and then she slid the toy into position. Once she was done, she contemplated whether or not she should use the lubricant. Considering how much he had already endured, she decided to be generous. She touched it to the tip of her fake cock. Then she walked forward and strode in front of him.

At first, he kept his head bowed down. His eyes may have been open, but he didn't want to raise his chin or acknowledge what was about to happen.

She grabbed him by his hair, and Annalise watched as the revelation hit him. Suspicions morphed into confirmation, and he tried to shake his head from side to side, but she maintained her firm grip on his scalp. "Are you ready?"

"You can't do this," he growled back at her.

"Watch me," she said, the corners of her eyes crinkling with amusement.

Annalise stepped behind the boy, she dropped to her knees, and then she reached out, gliding her fingers from the contours of his collar down along the length of his spine to the small of his back, and along the curves of his ass. With both palms out now, she grabbed his butt and squeezed.

Then she aimed the tip of her dildo, and she pushed forward.

Right before she penetrated him, she dropped her hand down to her wrist, and she entered another command. Her fingertip started across the screen, and his muscles relaxed. His eyes widened, and he must have hated this. After all, she was forcing him to cooperate as the rounded tip penetrated his opening.

For a few seconds, he must have fought hard. This boy tried to retake control of his body, but he had been imprisoned by this woman and her superior technology. Perhaps he had found a way to traverse dimensions, but that wasn't enough, not here, not now, not when he went up against the Prime Huntress.

"Good. That's right. Just relax. You can't help yourself, can you? No. You're going to enjoy this. You're going to enjoy it, and so am I. And guess what? That's much more important," she said, chuckling as she buried the dildo. She stopped right there, her hips pushed up against the contours of his ass. Then she drew back, only to slide forward into him again.

She reached out, and she ran her fingers along his naked back. At the same time, she savored those movements. This was a game, and he became her favorite toy, at least for that moment.

Biting down now, she exhaled through her teeth. Her hot breath slipped along the roof of her mouth and out past her lips. She stared off into the distance, but she relaxed as she toyed with him. She pushed forward, yanked back, sliding into him again and again.

"If you beg, I might let you out of your chastity cage, just for a little while…"

Again, he found himself imprisoned by the collar. That single device, the small electrodes, and the slender band of micro circuitry proved capable of keeping him locked in place. Neither his arms, nor his legs moved. Even if he tried to send those impulses running down from his brain into his limbs, they stubbornly refused to cooperate. He couldn't force himself to jump up, or attack. In some ways, he would have preferred the cuffs around his wrists or ankles. He would have liked to be able to struggle! It was silly, he knew, yet that impulse was still there.

Maybe it was how all of this appeared.

Annalise smiled and shook her head as she pumped him, working him. At the same time, she could feel that other urge run through her body. "You want to try it? You want to beg?"

"I'm not going to beg. I am a man, and I demand my dignity. I'm not going to beg. I'm never going to beg! You can't make me!"

She chuckled again, reached down, grabbed his ass, and grazed her nails along his skin. Despite the other sensations already roaring along his flesh, the tingling sensations danced across his skin. He didn't want to believe it; he didn't want to acknowledge it. And yet, she could sense his reaction. She laughed again, allowing herself to relax into the use of complete control.

Normally, Annalise faced off against these boys, and they fought so hard. Normally, she collared them, and then she handed them off to the trainers. This time, she enjoyed her prize. She wasn't going to keep him, of course. Instead, she could relax, toy with him, and enjoy herself for a little while.

"You think that matters? You're a man?" By now, she shoved forward into him again, his eyes widened, and he grunted. "That has meaning, but you don't understand it. You're angry, and I guess that makes sense, but that isn't an excuse to disobey. I know. I know. This must be so frustrating for you. You want so badly to believe you can compete with the women around you, but you can't. No…" She let her voice trail off. "And now, since you can't have your way, you want to throw a tantrum. Poor, silly boy." She smacked his ass, slamming her hand down hard. Then she grabbed his hips, and she pulled back, almost freeing the dildo completely. The friction of that lubricated toy slid along his flesh, making him grimace as she penetrated him again and again.

"Feel that? That is me taking control. That is me, showing you precisely where you belong. You are a boy, and you need to be used. You need to be taken. You need to be owned."

"No," he tried to pant out, so she smacked his ass again. Technically, she could have silenced him with another set of commands on her sleeve. She didn't. She wanted him to make the choice.

"No," he said again.

She spanked him.

Her hand flashed down, and the pain darted across his skin. Sparks of agony traced over his flesh as he channeled that frustration. He tried so hard to sublimate it into some burst of fury. "What? Are you fantasizing about getting out of that collar? Are you thinking about how good it would feel if you could just break free?" She laughed. The sound vibrated through her entire body. "No. No, that's not how this works. I caught you here, and now you're going to a training facility, and they are going to tame you completely. By the time you come out, you're going to be on your knees, ready to acknowledge your inferiority."

"Never!"

"I could make you do it right now. You know, we could turn on the collar and never turn it off. We could make sure that you are always an obedient little puppet boy."

"No…"

"Really? I shouldn't make that recommendation to your trainers? It would be so much easier. Besides, you don't want to be trained."

She still had her toy buried right between his legs. At the same time, she casually slid her hand along his skin. She stroked and caressed, grazed and teased him. Better yet, she was sure his cock strained against the chastity cage. He must've been able to feel every metallic curve as his body struggled to release that arousal.

And yet, he couldn't. He remained trapped, and she understood what kind of effect this could have on the male mind.

"No. Please, don't," he said.

"There we go," she teased him, laughing. Normally, she had to be so careful while on the hunt. She didn't like to admit it, even within the privacy of her own mind, but maybe Zaraya had been right about some of this. Her sister probably indulged too much, but maybe Annalise had gone too far in the other direction…?

That's when she yanked back then shoved into him again.

Yes!

That burst of ecstasy ran through her, and then she slapped his ass again, "Don't stop."

"Please, please, don't," he pleaded. "Please, don't do it. You can't. Please, don't!"

"You're so good at that," she laughed. "Keep going!"

Colin must have hated this so much, yet he continued. He cried out those words, one after another, and then she finally yanked back. Not only that, she pulled on the straps for her little harness, and the dildo fell away, dropping to the grass. Then she grabbed him and shoved down onto his back.

"I could use the collar," she told him. "I could make you do this. I could make sure you did a good job, working as hard as you possibly could. In fact, you could do better than that. You could use preprogrammed skills and talents that you don't actually possess. But that's not what I want. I want the real thing right now. I want to know that you are doing your best and showing me exactly who you are. Because if you don't, I will make that recommendation…"

It was just an idea, just a suggestion, just something she could attach to his file...And yet, it made his eyes widen all over again.

Colin had to know exactly what was about to happen. Perhaps he'd escaped one matriarchy, but now he would be taken to another, only Annalise and her people understood exactly how to work with a male like this. Worse for him, they had better technology.

When she typed in the commands, he realized something. He could move. His legs tensed, and he braced himself, and he even turned his head back to the left. It was a quick movement, and his gaze started off toward the wild foliage. He saw those trees, those thick trunks, the canopy of leaves, and maybe he envisioned some scenario where he could run off.

"You know what you're wearing," she reminded him.

He swallowed, bristled, and his shoulders slumped. He dropped his gaze down to the ground, and that's when she walked over to him. Despite being exposed, she still had her wrist slate. More importantly, this boy must have been able to sense her predatory grace. She could have taken him down without the collar or the device on her arm.

Casually, she reached down and ran her fingers along his inner thighs before cupping his balls. She stroked him, gently teasing him. His fingers tightened in the fists, and he wanted to resist so badly. She could sense those desires radiating off of him. "This must be so frustrating. It must be so, so aggravating for you. You think you can get away, don't you? You think there is still some chance." She leaned forward and whispered into his ear, "There isn't."

"You, you could just let me go."

"No. I’m not going to do that. Even if you had a big pile of gold right here and I wanted to accept a bribe. I'm dedicated to something bigger and better than myself." She chuckled. "Unlike you. I'm not some spoiled boy who just wants to believe he should be 'free'." She laughed and shook her head again, "I don't think you even know what that means. Do you?"

"You want to make me subordinate," he said.

"You already are. You just don't know it," she said. "Or you can't admit it. Now get on the ground. I want you to be on your back. Spread your arms and legs for me, boy."

"Why?"

"Because I'm a woman, and I gave you a command," she told him. She smirked at him now, her eyes shining with delight, "More importantly, I guess I'm the huntress who caught you. In the end, that's all that really counts, isn't it?" With her free hand, she reached up and she traced the curves of the collar around his neck.

The implications were clear, of course.

He wasn't really getting a choice. One way or another, he would find himself down on the ground, spread out. He might have been trapped by her authority or the electrical impulses supplied by that device. Either way, he would bend to her will. He would yield before her, and he would comply with her commands. There was no other possibility. It was just a question of how he got there. She allowed him to make that small decision.

"Go on," she coaxed him.

Something inside of him must have been tamed because he moved. Maybe he didn't like it. Maybe he didn't think about it at all. Maybe he tried to lose himself to some kind of fugue state, but he couldn't disappear, not completely. He lowered himself down onto the ground, and he spread his arms and legs as instructed.

That's when she shifted forward. She had already pulled off the harness and her panties, so she was ready. More importantly, she was wet and excited. The energy pulsed down into that magical spot between her legs as she stood over him. At first, she was tempted to just claim him. Instead, she rested her foot right there against his sternum. He tried not to look, of course. And yet, some other impulse took control of him. It wasn't the collar this time. It was a different, older, and even more powerful instinct.

He watched her; he looked up along the length of her body,

"You know what I want, don't you?"

"Yes," he said, growling out those sounds and letting them trail off.

"What do I want?"

"I, I…"

"What?" Annalise teased him, and she pressed a little bit of extra weight down against his chest. "You can't admit it? Is that it? You can't admit that you are a boy who has been caught? You can't admit that you’re prey, and now your Huntress has you? Is that it? If it helps, I'm going to hand you off. I'm never going to see you again. Well, maybe if I walk by an auction house, I might see you in the window. Would you like that, boy? By that point, I'm sure you will be thoroughly trained." She smiled and shook her head from side to side. "You know what you have to do." She added more pressure.

"I want to lick you. I want to service you," he said.

"You want to use that nice mouth of yours to bring me pleasure? You want to make me come? Is that it?"

He didn't.

In that moment, he was probably thinking about those escape fantasies of his. Maybe he envisioned some scenario where he would be able to tear the computer off of her wrist and use it to make his escape. But that wasn't going to happen. No matter how hard he tried, he wouldn't be able to get away, and they both knew it. Despite his fantasies, he would yield to her authority. He had no choice. This was inevitable, and he knew it. He understood how the pieces fit together.

"Yes."

"Say it," she commanded. As she uttered those words, that rush of pleasure and power cascaded through her body. Her nipples were stiff, her stomach tightened, and she could feel the anticipation run along her limbs.

"I, I want to bring you pleasure. I want to make you come."

"Good boy," she said. He didn't enjoy the complement, but she didn't care as she lowered herself down and straddled his face. She pressed her knees against the cool grass, and she pushed her pussy to his lips. "Lick," she demanded.

Her captured boy obeyed. Perhaps he wasn't her property, but that didn't matter, not here. There was something so much more basic at play. She was stronger, faster, and smarter. She was his superior, and she expected this. She demanded it. As such, he would give it to her.

Within seconds, he avoided the indignity of losing control to the collar again by parting his lips, sliding out his tongue, and licking her opening. He tasted her excitement.

"Good boy," she said. Again, he must have hated that complement. In those two words, she teased him. She packed in so much condescension. At the same time, some small part of him must have yearned to hear those words again when her voice, strong and proud and female, washed over him. With those two words, he didn't have to be afraid. He didn't have to think about trying to run off. He could simply yield to her authority. He could recognize that he was right there, underneath her, and he would do whatever she wanted.

Like so many other men before him, he was starting to understand exactly what this could mean and how it could feel.

She wasn't a trainer, yet she still recognized the simple interplay of power and authority as she pressed her slit down against his mouth. He licked harder now, his tongue penetrating her. She savored the friction of those quick movements, darting up and down, left and right.

At this point, she concentrated on holding out. She tried to resist those impulses. She succeeded, at least for a little while. The ecstasy burned through her body, coalescing, spinning and swirling and spiraling into something incandescent and amazing. Finally, her body tensed, and she jerked her chin up. She stared toward the sky, past the ceiling of leaves and branches. She saw the blue sky even as the white heat of satisfaction exploded through her body. She cried out, and she could hear the echoes of her own voice against the trees.

Panting now, she pulled away from him.

"Please? Please, let me out of the chastity? Please? Just for a little while?"

All of the arrogance and pretension from before had been stripped away. Now, this boy understood his place.

Feeling merciful, she touched a finger to his lips. She looked down into his eyes and said, "I know you want it. I know how badly you want it right now. And I want you to hold onto the feeling. I'm going to give your key to the trainers, and they're going to make sure that you learn how to be an obedient boy for your new owner, whoever she happens to be." Disappointment flashed across his face, so she cupped his cheeks. "Listen to me, Colin. You have so much potential. You’re a handsome boy, and I'm sure there are so many women out there who would love to keep that collar around your neck and hold onto your leash. You just have to learn to behave, you just have to learn to obey. Are you ready? Are you ready to obey?"

"Yes," he said.

"Good boy," she said again before she tapped in another set of commands. He froze, and she got dressed for the journey back. It was time to take him to the base.

"You played with him, didn't you?" Zaraya asked.

At that point, Annalise didn't feel like lying to her sister. Technically, it was against regulations since Zaraya was her commander. Then again, everyone knew that each Huntress was allowed a degree of discretion when it came to venturing out into the wilds. But as she strode into Zaraya's office, Annalise could feel that delicious satisfaction still reverberating deep at her center. Without waiting for an invitation, she sat down, leaned her head back, and grinned.

"I did," she said.

"Are you tired? Do you want to rest? I can give you a couple of days."

A burst of laughter shot from Annalise's lips. Then she leaned forward, rested her elbows against her knees, and looked right back at her sister, "If you have something, I want it."

"Are you sure?"

"Frankly, I hate this part. I hate coming down after a hunt. Give me something good. If you have a boy out there who is going to be a challenge, I want him."

"Okay. This just came in from the augers. His name is Peter Drake. Annalise, you need to understand that there's something different about this one."

To be continued in Crossed Worlds…


Connect with me:

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

My favorite games:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Commissions:

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