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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! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   Seducing Brandon 
 
    A. Ritter 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready to lose?” she asked. 
 
    Alice looked amazing but also somehow sweet and innocent. Her heater thrummed in the back of her apartment even as she stood there at the entrance to her bedroom. She had on this yellow tank top with thin straps. The fabric of her shirt hugged of the curves of her torso and showed off just a hint of cleavage. Resisting the urge to study the curves and contours of her breasts, he instead forced himself to look somewhere else. 
 
    This didn’t help. 
 
    Brandon’s eyes drifted down to her short shorts. The dark blue denim only made it a few inches down her thighs, which revealed the gorgeous contours of her toned legs. She looked amazing, way better than she ever did at the office. At work, she allowed a few hints of her nubile body to come out from time to time. 
 
    But they were just hints, little promises. Something enticing. 
 
    Now, he could see her curves. She wasn’t naked, but that could change at any moment. 
 
    “What do you think?” Alice asked even as she did a little spin for him. 
 
    “This is crazy,” he said. She looked so sweet and sexy, but he knew he needed to get up and leave. 
 
    Unfortunately, he couldn’t. 
 
    She had tied him down, stripping him naked, spreading his arms and legs, and trapping him on her bed. He had no idea where she got these leather cuffs or the thin, metal chains that connected to the bedposts. It hardly mattered. Whether she bought them online or from a sex shop, they held him down either way. 
 
    “Are you ready to get started?” 
 
    “You’re not going to win. Just remember that. I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but you’re not going to win.” 
 
    “We’ll see about that,” she replied. “Yes, we will.” She took one step forward after another, and Brandon knew he was in trouble. 
 
      
 
    About fourteen hours earlier, Brandon had no idea what was going to happen. He never could have imagined what this girl could convince him to do or how she could corner him. When he went to work that morning, he sat down at his desk, turned on his computer, and typed in his password. As his computer connected to the system, she stopped by. 
 
    “Hey there, Brandon,” Alice chirped as she appeared at the entrance into his small cubicle. Like the other analysts at the firm, he had this small space where he could work. 
 
    Enjoying interruption, he lifted his hands over his head and stretched. He sat up straight, glanced at her, and asked, “What’s up?” 
 
    “I was hoping we could talk later,” she said. 
 
    “Sure thing,” he replied. “Lunch?” 
 
    “I was hoping for something more private,” she replied. That’s when Alice paused. She glanced to the left, then the right, checking to make sure the path between the different cubicles was empty. Luckily for them, it was still early enough that pretty much none of the other employees had arrived yet. 
 
    “Private…” Brandon said with a familiar uncertainty. 
 
    “That’s right,” Alice reached up and ran her fingers through her dark hair. She was gorgeous, especially with those blue eyes, those random freckles sprinkled along the ridge of her nose, and her big, warm smile. Under other circumstances, Brandon wouldn’t have hesitated. He would have gone right up to her and asked her out. 
 
    But that wasn’t how it worked, especially when he considered the requirements for his career. 
 
    “I don’t know if that would be a good idea,” he said. 
 
    Alice put her hands on her hips, tilted her head to the side just a little bit so her bangs and tresses fell forward, and she asked, “Why not? What’s wrong with a couple of colleagues getting some food together? Maybe a couple of drinks?” 
 
    “I don’t think it would be appropriate,” he said, lowering his voice even though the chances of anyone overhearing this conversation were basically zero. 
 
    “You’re being overly dramatic,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t think I am,” he shot back. He sat down like that should have ended the conversation, only she continued to look at him. Alice pouted out her bottom lip and held her hands together even as she wobbled from side to side. 
 
    When she went to work, other people would respect her. They would see her as this ferocious young woman capable of negotiating hard and holding any given line, no matter how much pressure was brought to bear. 
 
    She could be stubborn, and maybe he saw a little bit of that obstinacy right there in front of him. And yet, she was gorgeous, and she started to smile at him as she sensed his defiance waver. “Fine. Dinner and a drink. But this is a work event.” 
 
    “Yes,” she agreed. “Yes, it is.” 
 
      
 
    They had lunch together, and she didn’t bring up their plans for that night. Down in the cafeteria, he bought a sandwich, and she grabbed herself a plate of spaghetti. As they chatted about the news, some of their favorite TV shows, and one YouTuber who was especially funny, Brandon forgot all about their plans for that night. 
 
    Instead, he fell into that easy rhythm with this beautiful young woman. 
 
    Actually, Brandon was pretty proud of himself for how frequently he forgot about her good looks, the melodious sound of her voice, and that flirtatious smile. 
 
    In college, he had a fraternity brother who once pointed out, “You have got to be careful with women. It’s in our genes, man. It’s all about biology and evolution, and you are preprogrammed my friend to want to get with as many girls as possible.” 
 
    At the time, Brandon had flashed his friend a skeptical look, “I can control myself.” 
 
    “Can you? Can you really? I mean, right now, it’s not a big deal. All of these girls are on the sexual menu. It’s a buffet, buddy. But when we are out at an investment bank or maybe a hedge fund or whatever, things are going to be totally different. You don’t want to mess up. You can’t sleep with the secretaries, the assistants, or anyone else. You stay away, you understand?” 
 
    “It’s not going to be a problem,” Brandon had insisted. 
 
    But now Alice was right there in front of him, and he knew how she felt. 
 
    Usually, dealing with women could be incredibly difficult because they could be so freaking ambiguous. Seriously, if a girl smiled or sent a little text with an OG in it, it might not have meant anything. And yet, her eyes lingered on him, and she frequently allowed her hand to rest on his arm. 
 
    Occasionally, her fingers brushed along his hand “by accident,” yet he still experienced that rush of something close to hope. 
 
    Eventually, she would give up. She would take the hint, realizing that Brandon needed to focus on his career and nothing else. Instead, she would meet some nice guy, and Brandon would have to plaster a fake smile across his face as his close female friend from work moved on. 
 
    Until then, she remained a temptation. 
 
    But he knew what could happen. 
 
    Their employers were quite strict: no interoffice fraternization. No dating. Nothing that could be untoward. There had already been far too many sexual-harassment lawsuits coming from both women and men, and they wouldn’t tolerate it. More importantly, firms all across the city had made it clear. 
 
    If an employee messed up at one company, he would become persona-non-grata at every firm. The rules were hard. Set. There was no room for negotiation, not when it came to this. 
 
    Sometimes, Brandon and his fellow analysts joked that stealing a client’s money wouldn’t be taken as seriously as stealing a kiss from one of the hot secretaries. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    They finished lunch, laughed, and he walked her back to her cubicle. Along the way, she stepped forward at one point, and he marveled at the aroma of her perfume, the contours of her calves, and the way the light played along her dark hair with each of her steps. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    This girl really was beautiful, but Brandon still knew himself quite well. He understood that he wouldn’t give in or succumb. He could control himself, unlike so many of the men from past generations who had screwed up. 
 
      
 
    Over the course of the afternoon, Brandon did his best to stay busy. He reviewed one report after another and made meticulous notes before sending them back to the authors. Not only that, he managed to get several evaluations set on different companies. 
 
    Like the other ambitious twenty-somethings at the firm, Brandon always worked quickly and efficiently. But today, he did so much more than usual. 
 
    Along the way, he tried to tell himself that he was just on a roll. 
 
    He had a healthy lunch, he got enough sleep last night, and this was the result. He was operating at peak efficiency because of his optimum state. 
 
    But that wasn’t it. That wasn’t it at all. 
 
    Alice. 
 
    He thought of her name, imagined the dark blue of her irises, the way she smiled, and that little dimple that appeared just above the corner of her mouth. 
 
    At one point, he stopped, glared down at the industrial blue carpeting, and shut his eyes. 
 
    “She isn’t on the menu,” he mouthed without uttering a sound. 
 
    Because he couldn’t waste any time, Brandon sat up again and went back to typing and clicking with his mouse as he checked the different charts and statistical readings. 
 
    As one of those ambitious young professionals, Brandon absolutely hated ambivalence. As far as he was concerned, indecision was the worst weakness for any analyst. Sifting through the data quickly and arriving at the solution mattered most. 
 
    But Alice? He didn’t know what to do with her. Or rather, he didn’t know what to do with their “professional” meeting after work. 
 
    Again and again, he was tempted to open his email, send her a message, and tell her that something had come up. Hell, he could have found some real work. He could’ve stayed at the office all night, and his boss would have viewed it as pure dedication to a company that might one day pay him huge sums of money. 
 
    But if he did that, he would disappoint her. 
 
    Worse, he wondered if she would be able to discern the truth. 
 
    He didn’t want to hurt her. 
 
    He liked her. They were friends… 
 
    More than friends? 
 
    No, he told himself. No, of course not! 
 
    If he didn’t want to be a coward and rely on email, he could have pushed his chair away, marched right over to her desk, leaned over, and told her apologetically that he wouldn’t be able to make it. If he wanted to be honest, he could tell her he had changed his mind. 
 
    Of course, there were other excuses. Maybe he could say that he wasn’t feeling well. His sandwich at lunch was twisting in his gut. Or maybe he was just tired. That could work. Most of the recent graduates at the firm put in fifty hours on a light week. 
 
    Would she see through him? 
 
    Probably. 
 
    Would that be such a bad thing? 
 
    Maybe not. 
 
    He needed to let her know. 
 
    Technically, she had never said anything. She never declared her love or interest in him as a boyfriend. 
 
    He could have tried to preemptively cut her off, especially if he said something like, “You are a really great girl, but I don’t think we should hang out anymore. I need to focus on my career.” Would that make him an ass? 
 
    Definitely. 
 
    Each time he imagined this course of action, he pictured that flash of hurt crossing her face. 
 
    With everyone else, she knew how to wear the appropriately corporate mask, the one that made them all look like impassive, perfectly rational bankers, yet she smiled with him. She could giggle like a schoolgirl, and he didn’t want to let that go. 
 
    They were friends. They were good friends. 
 
    Brandon didn’t have a lot of those left. Over the last three years, he had pumped so much of himself into this company and this job. 
 
    At one point, as he stared at another report, he shoved his palms against the edge of his desk, rolling his chair to the center of his small cubicle. He growled, and that’s when one of his nearby colleagues stood up and asked, “Brandon, you okay?” 
 
    “Just trying to make a decision,” he said. 
 
    “The Alpha One Fund?” 
 
    Because it was easier than explaining the truth, he just nodded, “Yeah. That.” 
 
    Apparently satisfied, his colleague disappeared back behind the canvas wall that separated their workstations. 
 
    And because Brandon refused to make a decision, the minutes turned into hours, soon the office started to thin out, and his choice settled into place. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, are you ready for a totally professional dinner and drink with a completely platonic colleague of mine?” 
 
    Was she screwing with him? Yeah, he realized. She was screwing with him. Her pupils twinkled, and he could see those little, nearly invisible wrinkles near the corners of her eyes. 
 
    “Come on,” he said, grabbing his coat. 
 
    While they rode the elevator down to the lobby, they traded a few random comments. Nothing important. Nothing untoward either. 
 
    But then they headed outside, and a cold gust of wind swept through both of them. 
 
    Brandon glanced over at her, and he wished he could pull his coat off and give it to her. As a kid, he had learned the importance of being a gentleman. Besides, she still wore her high heels, that pleated black skirt, and a white blouse with her vest and office jacket. 
 
    His outfit was pretty utilitarian; even if he looked quite formal, it blocked most of the cold air. 
 
    Alice started shivering right away. Brandon had sisters; he had heard them complain plenty of times about how women’s clothing was poorly constructed, thin, shoddy, and could rarely hold out the cold. “It’s a conspiracy,” Lucy had groused at plenty of family dinners. “The fashion industry wants us to have to keep buying layer after layer. And they’re so transparent about it! They say we have to layer everything! Then look at Brandon! If it gets cold, he can just throw on a jacket, and it works fine because he’s a guy.” 
 
    “Something funny?” Alice asked as she obviously tried to distract herself. 
 
    “I was just thinking of one of my sister’s rants,” he said. 
 
    After he finished explaining, Alice called out, “Absolutely! She is totally right!” 
 
    “I doubt it’s a conspiracy.” 
 
    “Oh?” She bumped him with her shoulder and challenged him, “How would you know?” 
 
    “Basic reasoning?” Brandon answered. She glared at him for a moment, but her eyes continued to sparkle. Were they flirting? No, he didn’t think so, but he could have been wrong. 
 
    Taking a breath of cold air, he enjoyed of the way the chill seemed to stab at his lungs. It helped him focus. “Essentially, women are responsible for the state of the fashion industry, whatever that might be. Each company, like every other, will respond to the standard market forces. If women wanted thicker clothing or better made clothing, they would only buy those products.” 
 
    “Free market economics?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. 
 
    “I’m a big fan of the invisible hand,” she conceded, “But not here. Sometimes consumers don’t know what they want. Or worse, an industry can be built on propaganda. I mean, start at the very top. The fashion industry isn’t about pragmatism or utility. Outfits don’t have to be functional because women know they need to look like models if they want to be successful.” 
 
    “Still their decision,” he said. 
 
    “Maybe,” she conceded, “We can’t really know, can we? I mean, if you are a woman, and you want to take reasonably good care of yourself, you need to know how to dress. How should you dress? You should dress like the popular girls. How do they dress? They dress like pop stars and actresses. How do they dress? They dress like the high-end models who don’t care about the cost, durability, or anything else practical.” 
 
    “And what if men fall into this trap?” 
 
    “Men, honestly, I don’t think are evaluated as strictly based on simple appearance.” Right as Brandon opened his mouth, she lifted a finger to cut him off, “Don’t get me wrong. I’m not saying a man’s appearance is completely unimportant, but I am pointing out that if a guy is rich, funny, or otherwise competent, he gets a lot more wiggle room.” 
 
    “I don’t know…” He said as they continued to march through the cold air. 
 
    “And hey, look at that,” Alice said with a smirk as she pointed to the other side of the street. 
 
    Sure enough, there was an older man walking with a girl who was probably half his age. He was balding and carried an obvious paunch despite his expensive suit. Not only that, she looked amazing. Yes, she only wore jeans and a sweater, but she let her long, wavy blonde hair caress the back of her neck even as it danced with the wind. 
 
    “That could be his daughter?” Brandon asked even as he sensed impending defeat. 
 
    “Let’s watch,” Alice said despite the cold. 
 
    Together, Alice and Brandon stopped for the next couple of seconds as the man and woman continued their march. They came to the intersection, stopped, and he hit the button. When it didn’t allow them to cross right away, he grabbed her, leaned in, and kissed her. They were practically making out like horny teenagers. 
 
    “Really? You still think she might be his daughter?” 
 
    “A daughter from the Deep South?” 
 
    “Don’t be prejudiced,” she said. “Some of my best friends are from the South.” 
 
    “Very Deep South?” Brandon suggested. 
 
    “Just admit it. You’re wrong.” 
 
    “Fine.” They continued their way down the street until they came to the small bistro. Tucked between a pair of larger restaurants, this place could only seat three or four groups at a time, but their cuts were amazing. Better yet, they had some of the most delicious minestrone Brandon had ever tasted. 
 
    Once he opened the door for her, warm air brushed past their faces and down along their bodies. 
 
    Luckily, the tables hadn’t been taken yet, so Brandon grabbed one of the empty chairs. Alice did the same. 
 
    When he looked at her, he thought of that same goal from before: preemptively break up with her. The idea sounded ridiculous inside of his head, but he knew that was exactly what this needed to be. He could say something like, “You know, I really care about you, and you are an amazing girl. If things were different, I would ask you out in a heartbeat. But they aren’t, and you’ve sat through the same seminars as me. We can’t do anything. We can’t date. In fact, I think this is a really bad idea.” 
 
    “You look pensive,” she said with her quarter smile. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “Nothing,” he answered automatically. 
 
    Before he could get started, the server appeared by the side of the table. She was a cute redhead, yet Brandon didn’t really enjoy paying attention to her. She was a cute girl, and her snug top pushed up her breasts, showing off more than a little cleavage. This was the kind of entrepreneurial young woman who knew exactly how to increase the size of her tips. 
 
    And yet, he still wanted to turn his attention back to Alice. 
 
    They both ordered, and that’s when Alice cleared her throat. She glanced down. 
 
    “Now it’s your turn to be pensive,” he said. 
 
    “I was just making a few calculations,” she said. 
 
    “What kind?” 
 
    “Risk and reward,” she replied. At the same time, she nibbled on her bottom lip. 
 
    Damn. That was sexy. 
 
    “There are risks in every venture, but you have to ask yourself whether or not they are really worth it.” 
 
    “That sounds like what you hear on the first day of Introduction to Business.” 
 
    “Maybe we had the same teacher,” Alice answered. 
 
    In this case, he already knew the answers. Intellectually, calmly, rationally, and very logically, he had considered this girl again and again, but the math never made sense. He couldn’t risk his career, not even for a gorgeous girl like Alice! 
 
    And so what if their personalities seemed to fit together beautifully? So what if he could easily see himself dating this girl, falling in love with her, and building a life with her? Logically, there were millions of other girls out there, in this city alone, yet he could even imagine getting together with this one, especially with the risks involved? 
 
    It was ridiculous. It was absolutely insane! 
 
    He tried to think of his bosses, and how they all seemed to have two or three ex-husbands and ex-wives. None of them were capable of maintaining a relationship. He had asked about that once, and his mentor said something along the lines of, “I met my first husband while I was still an associate, and it worked out pretty well for a while, but we were just too different. I guess I never found someone really special, and it’s really hard to look when you are as busy as us.” 
 
    Brandon did his best not to think of that answer or what it might mean for him. 
 
    So instead, he focused on the conversation. They chatted, laughing and joking. Soon, he lost himself to the rhythm of conversation once again. He couldn’t help it. It was like this warm, amazing current where everything in the world seem to fit together. He wasn’t thinking about the Alpha One Fund, investor returns, dividends, or the gamma differential. 
 
    “You really think you can do anything, don’t you?” Brandon asked between bursts of laughter as she talked about her time on the gymnastics team in high school. 
 
    “Heck, yeah! I can do anything.” 
 
    “Arrogance,” he replied. 
 
    “I can.” Her eyes locked on his, and suddenly it felt like the conversation had shifted. It became serious as they started talking about something else. 
 
    “You really can’t,” he told her. 
 
    “I can seduce you,” she said. She folded her hands on the table and looked right at him. 
 
    Brandon couldn’t tell whether this girl was trying to test him or challenge him. Probably both. For several seconds, Brandon couldn’t make his mouth work. His tongue felt like dead weight in his mouth. 
 
    But then his brain sparked again, and he told her, “You really can’t. You can’t seduce me. Look, you are amazing, but that’s not going to happen. Not ever.” 
 
    Alice watched him for several seconds, and maybe he imagined her eyes getting shinier. Perhaps he noticed just the slightest tremble along her bottom lip. Or maybe it was some bizarre kind of wishful thinking on his part. 
 
    “Right,” she said. 
 
    They finished the meal and paid. 
 
    Like a good friend, Brandon offered to walk her back to her apartment building. 
 
    She said no. No, that wouldn’t be necessary. 
 
      
 
    For the rest of the night, Brandon felt like an ass. Seriously, how could he have been so blunt with her? Yeah, one could say that quick and sharp was better than some slow, agonizingly ambiguous answer. 
 
    Still, that didn’t help. 
 
    Her voice had been so cold when she marched off down the street. 
 
    He had been tempted to follow her, just to make sure she was safe, but he knew she would resent him for it. 
 
    So he went back to his place, watched some TV, played a couple of video games, but nothing could hold his attention for more than a minute because he kept thinking of that dark-haired girl with her pretty blue eyes and those random freckles along the ridge of her nose. 
 
    Damn it! 
 
    Finally, he took a shower and threw himself down into his bed. Right as he closed his eyes, he heard the buzz of his phone. It was probably work. He grabbed it, bracing himself to answer an email. Like so many other determined twenty-somethings, he knew he had to impress his bosses by responding to every message right away. 
 
    Only this wasn’t an email. 
 
    It was a text message. 
 
    First, he saw her name. 
 
    Alice the Unstoppable Barbarian Girl. (When I first met, he entered her phone number and typed in that ridiculous entry for her to make her laugh.) 
 
    Then he saw message. 
 
    You’re wrong. 
 
    Just two words. 
 
    His brows creased, and he didn’t know what to do. Then his phone started buzzing as the call came in. It was late, but he saw her name again. Alice the Unstoppable Barbarian Girl. 
 
    “Shit,” he growled, glancing around his darkened bedroom like there might be someone else there to tell him what to do. 
 
    Finally, he pulled the phone up to his ear, “Hello?” 
 
    “You’re wrong,” she said. Her voice sounded sharp, cool, and stronger than he expected. 
 
    Pretending not to understand through the haze of fatigue, he said, “What is this about? Can we talk about this in the morning?” 
 
    “You’re wrong,” Alice reiterated. For a moment, without meaning to, he started to imagine her in some shimmering little piece of lingerie. A négligée. He almost pictured what it might be like to brush his fingers along her naked thighs, up her flanks, all the way to the curves of her breasts. 
 
    Stop it! Brandon demanded of himself. 
 
    “I could seduce you,” she said. 
 
    “No,” he said again. “You can’t. I love my job, and I’m not willing to risk it.” 
 
    “You know, you’re going to screw up,” she said. 
 
    “What, what do you mean? What are you talking about?” 
 
    “At some point, you’re going to start checking me out or you’ll say something, then the rumors will spread around the office, HR will hear about it, and you will be messed up anyway.” 
 
    “No. They wouldn’t fire me based on rumors.” 
 
    “They don’t have to fire you. They might just pull you off of all of the important projects in case you make a mistake and embarrass the company.” 
 
    Brandon inhaled as he tried to formulate a counterargument, but he instantly knew she was correct. It had happened to some of the other analysts. 
 
    “Or you could test yourself,” she said, her tone playful and daring. 
 
    “Test?” 
 
    “I’m not giving up on you, Brandon. If you haven’t figured it out by now, I’m interested in you, and I know I can seduce you. So this is what I’m suggesting. If you really want to convince me I don’t have a chance, you’re going to come over tonight. Right now. Then I’m going to have some fun with you. If you can hold out, then I’ll drop it. In fact, I will follow your lead, no matter what you decide.” 
 
    Silence stretched between them as he tried to analyze different variables and come up with the be correct option. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, tightening his grip on his phone. “We can play this game, Alice, but only because I want you to see the truth. This isn’t going to work. I don’t care what happens. We aren’t getting together because we aren’t going to have sex.” 
 
    “Come over to my place,” she said, ignoring the vehemence in his voice. “Come over right now.” 
 
    “Fine,” he said. “But I’m warning you again, right now, this isn’t going to work.” 
 
    “We’ll see,” she purred. “We’ll see.” 
 
      
 
    It was late. Outside, it was dark, and the temperature had dropped. Clutching his coat, he didn’t know why he was doing this. He seriously couldn’t come up with a logical explanation. 
 
    He wanted to be close to her. Or maybe he wanted to finally beat her. 
 
    Actually, yes. 
 
    As he marched down the street and wondered if he should have called a rideshare, Brandon decided he needed to do this. Once and for all, he wanted to prove that he was stronger than his libido, his desires, all of it. He could master his body and show this girl that he wouldn’t be seduced. 
 
    If he could hold out against someone gorgeous like Alice, then he could craft his own destiny however he saw fit. 
 
    Occasionally, he heard about guys who got really nervous around women. Yes, these were the supposedly “Alpha Wolf” types who didn’t think college or their fraternity years had actually come to an end. As far as they were concerned, they worked on Excel sheets during the day but needed to go out to bars and strip clubs every night. And yet, they worried about women. They worried about what would happen if they got a girl pregnant or “caught real feelings”. 
 
    “Don’t trust the bitches,” one of them had laughed at a club when Brandon made the mistake of going out with some of the guys from work. “Yeah, some of the honeys are pretty delicious, but you have got to keep your distance.” 
 
    Then, bizarrely, one of the managers actually agreed. He went on and on about his divorce and how much it cost him. 
 
    As he ranted about the evils of his ex-wife, he seemed to forget that there were two people involved in his marriage. Obviously, Brandon kept that particular idea to himself. 
 
    But now, he wanted to be sure he couldn’t be seduced or entrapped. No matter what she did or said, he wouldn’t be enthralled. 
 
    The cold certainly helped. He finally made it to her building, marched inside of the lobby, and savored the warmth. It was probably cold in this open area, but it still felt so much warmer than the street outside. 
 
    He walked over to the elevators, found the intercom, and buzzed her apartment number. 
 
    “What took you so long?” Alice teased. 
 
    “I’m coming up,” he told her. 
 
    He got into the elevator, rode it up, and soon found himself in front of her door. 
 
    Once there, his heart started beating faster. The chill suddenly dissipated, leaving his body altogether as he wondered what he was supposed to do. Did he really want to be there at her apartment, almost in the middle of the night? 
 
    “It won’t be a big deal,” he whispered to himself. 
 
    Then, because he didn’t want to give his nerve another chance to fail, Brandon made a fist, knocked on her door, and waited. 
 
    When she opened the door, he blinked, surprised. 
 
    He had almost expected her in some slinky nightgown, maybe something sheer or black or red. He had expected to see her in full lingerie. 
 
    Instead, she almost seemed playful, especially with her hair tied back into a ponytail. She smiled at him. Alice looked more like a college girl on her way to a picnic, especially in those short shorts and that yellow tank top. 
 
    He loved how the material seemed to cling to her body. She wasn’t naked by any stretch, but he could see the perfect contours of every inch. 
 
    “Hello,” she said. “Ready to get started?” 
 
    “What? You don’t want to wine and dine me first?” 
 
    Her hand shot out, and she grabbed him by his shirt, pulling him forward. She was smaller than Brandon by several inches and quite a few pounds, yet she surprised him, pulling him off balance so he stumbled forward. 
 
    He finally regained his balance and looked right at her. She was close, way too close. 
 
    In that moment, he could easily imagine Alice climbing onto the tips of her toes before kissing him. Maybe she would even slide her fingers along his neck and up into his hair. 
 
    Then she dropped her hand back down, grabbed him by his wrist, and pulled. “Let’s get started right now,” she called back to him. 
 
    As her apartment flashed by, she brought him to her bedroom door, and that’s when he tugged his hand back. Or at least, he tried to. Her grip tightened, and she lured him across the threshold. 
 
    This was her bedroom. 
 
    Her bedroom. 
 
    It seemed strange to be so close, especially when he normally saw her at work. Existing in the office meant wearing a façade. They were both rational businesspeople, individuals dedicated to parsing data and evaluating answers. 
 
    But here was her personal space. She had her panties and her socks, her stuffed animals and other memories in this room. 
 
    “Strip,” she commanded. 
 
    “What?” Yes, he had assumed she would try something, but she looked into his eyes. “This is what’s going to happen, Brandon. You’re going to take off your clothing, and then I’m going to touch you. I’m going to touch you until you start begging me for sex.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen,” he answered, only his voice sounded strained and scratched as he uttered those words. 
 
    A wicked little smile curved along the corner of her mouth, “Then you don’t have anything to worry about,” she said as her blue eyes twinkled. 
 
    “Shouldn’t we talk about this?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “I already know how you feel about me. You like me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said a little bit too quickly, definitely before he had the chance to evaluate what she might have meant. 
 
    “Then I want to see you naked. Now. Unless, of course, you’re scared. Is that it? Are you already giving up?” 
 
    No. He wasn’t going to give up; he wouldn’t let this girl think she could just seduce him, no matter what she intended to believe. 
 
    I’m in control. It doesn’t matter what she does. She can kiss me, touch me, whatever. I’m still in charge my body. I’m still in control. That mantra echoed through his head even as he worked the buttons on his shirt. When she saw his chest, she started nibbling on her bottom lip like a horny schoolgirl. 
 
    He yanked his belt from the loops around his waist, pulled down his pants, and was soon down to his boxers. 
 
    “Keep going,” she said. 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “Not yet,” she said. 
 
    He rolled his eyes and pulled down his boxers. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said as her eyes moved up and down the length of his body. “If these are your best moves,” he teased, “They aren’t very good.” 
 
    “We aren’t done,” she answered. “Besides, we haven’t tied you down yet.” 
 
    “Tie me down?” His voice dripped with more skepticism than real surprise. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “I want you down on your back with your arms and legs spread.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m going to keep my word. I’m not going to have sex with you until you’re begging for it.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen,” he said. 
 
    “Okay then,” she replied. “But I’m just going to make you come for me.” 
 
    “You can’t force me,” he said. 
 
    “You’re a boy, and your body knows what you want. If I can get you off, that means you want me. If I can get you off, that means you want to be with me.” 
 
    “It’s not going to happen,” he said with the same vehemence as before. 
 
    “Get on the bed.” She smirked, “Unless you’re scared.” 
 
    Realistically, he knew he trusted her. But it was late, and there was something about being so close to this girl. She exuded the strange magnetism that made it harder for him to think and act appropriately. 
 
    “This really isn’t going to work,” he said again, but he climbed up onto the bed, kneeled there, and then she slid forward. She practically pounced, jumping onto the foot of the bed, putting her hand on his chest, and shoving him down. Then she straddled him. 
 
    They had never been this close before. 
 
    He felt the denim and the contours of her thighs pressed against the curves of his chest. She pulled his right arm to the corner of the bed. Then he felt it. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “A leather shackle,” she said. The words sounded medieval, like they belonged to another time period. 
 
    And yet, he didn’t argue or resist even as he felt the band circle his wrist. Then he pulled, and he heard the jingle of the thin chain. She strapped his left wrist to the bed, and then she retreated to the spot between his legs. 
 
    Despite her proximity, he maintained control over his body. Yes, there were flickers of desire, but he kept his shaft soft and flaccid. He didn’t want to get hard or feel that spark or the driving need. 
 
    If Alice noticed, she gave no indication of it. Instead, she tied down his feet, encircling each ankle in another leather restraint. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Before I get started, I want to make sure you are trapped and helpless. Do your best to get away, and I will be back in a few seconds.” 
 
    She got up and left him alone, even going so far as to close the door behind her. 
 
    Brandon laughed. He couldn’t help himself. He turned to the left, then the right. 
 
    This girl had some strange ideas. And really, if she thought she could take control of his body, she was wrong. Way too often, women underestimated men, automatically thinking that guys did nothing but follow their dicks. It was a silly stereotype, but Brandon knew the truth. He didn’t care how beautiful she was or what she made him feel. 
 
    Brandon could think for himself. More importantly, he decided how he would react. 
 
    It wasn’t biology; it wasn’t evolution. He wasn’t preprogrammed, and he wouldn’t be controlled. This girl thought she could press his buttons, but she was wrong. 
 
    Still, he was curious about the restraints, so he tugged on them halfheartedly at first. Initially, he believed he would be able to slip free or maybe even stretch, strain, and eventually break the chains. 
 
    But as he started to pull and writhe, Brandon quickly realized that these bonds were serious. They actually held him down. Thinking harder now, he tried to flex his wrist and reach his fingertips for the release. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t strain to the right length or angle. 
 
    Whether he liked it or not, he was now strapped down. 
 
    Yeah, Brandon chuckled. This was ridiculous. It was insane. Besides, she would let him go if he asked. 
 
    But if he asked, but he would be giving up, proving to her that she really could tie him down and manipulate him. 
 
    “I’m going to beat her,” he whispered right as the door opened again. 
 
    Taking her time, Alice sauntered into the room before she put her hands on the bed frame between his feet. She leaned forward, giving him an ample view of her cleavage. 
 
    Then, almost playfully, she reached up and pulled the tie from her hair. Her lustrous brown tresses fell around her face and down to her shoulders. The light continued to twinkle and sparkle off of her hair as she smiled at him. 
 
    “Are you ready to get started?” 
 
    “Does it matter what I say?” 
 
    “Considering that I have you strapped down, probably not. Then again, maybe you could just concede defeat right now?” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen,” he replied. 
 
    “But you are looking down my shirt,” she said. 
 
    “No…” Brandon replied, his voice tense with uncertainty. 
 
    “You’re cute,” she said. She pulled herself up onto the bed, and now she kneeled between his legs. At first, she just reached down, exploring him as her fingers brushed over the tops of his feet, his shins, along his knees and up his thighs. 
 
    “Men are such fascinating creatures,” she said. “And you know, I’ve been thinking about this for a long time.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, making it sound obvious. “I’ve had a crush on you since I got started at the firm.” 
 
    This time, Brandon stayed quiet. Her fingertips brushed along his sides. Then, feeling a little wicked, she scratched at him with her nails. Those strange sensations mixed against one another. Her soft touch. The edges of her claws. 
 
    She was teasing him, he knew. And yet, he couldn’t allow his body to react. 
 
    His heart started beating faster, especially as she slid forward. 
 
    She reached up for his nipples and gently touched them, but she didn’t get much response. 
 
    “I always find it fascinating that men’s nipples aren’t as sensitive. Maybe if you’re very lucky, you’ll get the chance to lick mine.” 
 
    His heart sped and mouth watered at the possibility. 
 
    At work, he always had a computer screen or his phone. There was always something he could use to distract himself. Not here. Not now. 
 
    In her yellow tank top and those short shorts, she looked so amazing. 
 
    Then she leaned down, and she almost touched the tip of her nose to his chest. Her hair spilled down, and those soft tresses played across his flesh. Each time she turned her head to the left or right, he could feel the soft caresses. 
 
    As he worked to process those sensations, she slid forward again, bracing her knees against the sides of his chest as she leaned down and kissed him. 
 
    It started slowly at first. 
 
    Their lips hardly connected. 
 
    Still, that ghost of a touch made him shiver. His body started to react, and he felt the twitch between his legs. She pulled back, tucked a loose bang behind her ear, grinned, and leaned down faster than he could process. 
 
    She pushed her lips to his, and now she kissed him fiercely and passionately. Her tongue darted along his teeth, flirting with his tongue. 
 
    He tried not to react, but then she started to pull back, and he just barely held his head in place. 
 
    With her free hand, she reached down and stroked his knee, then his thigh. Her fingers came closer and closer to his cock and balls, but she drew her hand back at the last moment, right before she would have touched him. 
 
    Disappointment flared through his body, but he ignored it. 
 
    “This isn’t going to work,” he said, although Brandon couldn’t tell if those words were meant for her or himself. 
 
    Alice didn’t answer, but he still sensed her breath against the contours of his neck. 
 
    She touched the edges of her teeth to his neck. Then she started kissing him, gently sucking and licking on one spot. 
 
    An unintentional groan of pleasure resonated through his body. 
 
    “You like that,” she said. 
 
    “No,” he lied. 
 
    Obviously unconvinced, she chuckled, reached down, and stroked his balls. She teased him, sparking fresh heat through his body. Now his shaft hardened, and he couldn’t stop it. 
 
    Still, an erection didn’t mean anything. Or at least, that’s what he told himself. Brandon tried so hard to believe those thoughts. After all, he needed to be in control of his own body. He couldn’t let this girl own him like this! 
 
    “You like that, don’t you? Face it. You want me to keep kissing your neck.” 
 
    “I, I don’t care,” he stuttered. 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Then, just because she could, Alice reached down, and her fingers brushed along his bare scrotum, then up to the base of his shaft. Her fingers trailed away, sliding off of his skin before she returned to his balls. She gently touched him, and those light caresses sent bolts of sensation racing through his skin. 
 
    More. He yearned for more! 
 
    No, I don’t. This is just a physiological reaction. It’s a physical response and nothing else! Those determined, frantic thoughts kept pulsing through his head. He bit down and tried to think of something else, especially because he needed to believe that his career was the most important facet of his life. He wasn’t going to let some girl manipulate him. I can do this. I can beat her. I’m not going to let Alice win. She’s a cute girl. That’s it. There are tons of girls out there just like her. 
 
    Even as that idea popped into his head, all while she languidly and lazily stroked and teased his member, Brandon realized something else. If lots of girls really were like her, did that mean they could all manipulate him? 
 
    No. No way. He couldn’t believe that! He wouldn’t! 
 
    As hot frustration sizzled through his body, she looked down into his eyes. “I could kiss you right now,” she said. “Would you like that?” 
 
    “No, no way,” he said way too quickly. 
 
    At this point, he didn’t need to worry about hurting her feelings. She could tell that he was lying. 
 
    She leaned in, and he closed his eyes, preparing himself for the press of her lips on his mouth. 
 
    Only then she pulled back, retreating all the way to that spot between his knees. 
 
    She kneeled, grazed her nails along his shins, reached up, massaging his thighs, and finally used both of her hands on his cock and balls. 
 
    With one hand, she gently teased her fingertips beneath his scrotum. 
 
    “No, not there!” 
 
    “What’s wrong? You don’t like it?” 
 
    He did. He really did. Way too much. 
 
    Hot bolts of coruscating pleasure rushed along his skin, making impossible for Brandon to think clearly. He locked his eyes shut, clenching them tight, and he tried to think of something else. 
 
    He wanted to envision Mrs. Flatteringly, his elderly algebra teacher from high school or maybe paying his water bill. He needed something unsexy. Anything. 
 
    And yet, even with his eyes closed, he couldn’t help but picture the dark haired, blue-eyed girl poised above him. He saw her coquettish smile, and there was no way for him to block out those tender sensations as she continued to touch and tease. With one hand, her fingertips continued to play underneath his balls. With her other hand, she gently wrapped her fingers around his shaft. She squeezed. She relaxed. She squeezed again, and used this softer rhythm to manipulate him. 
 
    It was maddening! 
 
    Her hand slid up and down, and she looked into his eyes. “Are you ready to beg? Are you ready to give in?” 
 
    “Never,” he snapped back. 
 
    “You know, this is just my hand,” she said. “I can do a lot more with you.” 
 
    For an instant, he froze, almost like this was some sort of revelation. 
 
    It wasn’t. 
 
    His eyes drifted down to her breasts, then jumped to her mouth, and for a moment, he allowed himself to imagine what it might be like if she rode him. 
 
    She brought her hand up to the tip of his cock, gently squeezed, pulled away, and smiled down at him. 
 
    “I’m going to make you climax for me. I’m going to make you come so hard!” 
 
    “No,” he said with a frantic shake of his head. 
 
    She leaned down, kissed his neck, used her teeth, and slipped over to his other side. Then she started to nuzzle him with the tip of her nose before brushing her lips along his sensitive skin. Finally, she gently started to suck on his neck. 
 
    “Should I give you a hickey?” Alice teased. 
 
    Tensed, Brandon said nothing. He wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of hearing his response. 
 
    “I think that would be hilarious,” she continued despite his reticence. “You know, there’s nothing wrong with just admitting it. You’re a boy, and boys have certain needs.” 
 
    “I’m a man, and I’m in control of myself,” he finally answered, only his voice sounded tense and brittle. 
 
    “Right,” she replied with a little giggle. “And right now, I bet your heart isn’t pounding wildly.” 
 
    She went back to kissing him, placed one hand right over his heart, and she must have felt that drumming beat. She pulled back again, looked at down into his eyes, and he started to say something. 
 
    Before he could get out the first word, however, Alice kissed him. She pressed her lips down against his, and his body became rigid again. 
 
    With her free hand, she stroked his cock. She just barely slid one fingertip along his length. She started at the base and worked to the tip. From base to tip, she kept touching him and teasing him, all while he instinctively pulled and twisted against the straps. He fought so hard to escape, but nothing helped. 
 
    When he first saw the leather shackles, Brandon hadn’t known what to think or believe. They didn’t look like cheap knockoffs, but he couldn’t believe that a girl like Alice would really have genuine restraints. 
 
    Now he knew better. 
 
    The cuffs tugged down against his skin even as he continued to wiggle and squirm. He fought as hard as he could, channeling all of his strength into his arms and legs, but he remained trapped on his back, spread out and helpless before this beautiful girl. 
 
    She licked her lips as he opened his eyes again. Then she grinned, dipped her head down, and asked, “What if I went down on you?” 
 
    “What?” The words fell from his mouth. 
 
    “I bet you have thought about it.” 
 
    He had. 
 
    In fact, he had fantasized about her on several occasions. 
 
    But those were just fantasies. Inside of his head, he could recognize the difference between what he might envision or picture and what could actually happen. 
 
    Brandon was a professional, and he needed to protect his career. So what if he had admired this girl as she walked away on several occasions. Lots of the women at the firm wore short skirts or tight pants. It was all still very professional and appropriate for an office environment, yet her choice of clothing seemed to highlight her best curves. 
 
    “I’m not going to let you win,” he promised. 
 
    “What if I start touching you right now just like this?” She wrapped her fingers around his cock and started to massage him again, moving her hand up and down. 
 
    She started going faster. She tightened her grip. 
 
    Despite his quick, frantic little puffs of air, he still managed to look right at her. His nostrils flared, and he promised, “That’s not going to work.” 
 
    For nearly a minute, she continued to tease him. Somehow, he managed to hold off the onslaught of desire. Yes, the anticipation built, and his body ached for this, but he maintained control. 
 
    Then she pulled away, she licked her lips, and that’s when she went down on him. 
 
    Maybe her frustration drove her to this, or maybe she genuinely craved the intimacy of giving him this kind of pleasure. Either way, Brandon only managed to brace himself at the last possible second. 
 
    She had dampened her lips with the tip of her tongue, so now she slid her mouth along his circumference. Starting at the tip, she licked and sucked, gently working him. Her tongue darted and played along his opening before she slid her mouth down. Then she pulled back up again. 
 
    With her face aimed downward, she couldn’t see his eyes, so he knew he could do whatever he wanted. Still, Brandon understood that if he watched her, he might lose control at any moment. 
 
    But he had to take the risk. 
 
    Rather than hide behind the dark of his eyelids, he lifted his head, stared down the length of his body, and watched as this beautiful girl bobbed her head down and up. 
 
    At any moment, he could have lost control. If his muscles tensed in just the wrong way, he would have felt the pulsating throb of an orgasm as it rocketed through him. 
 
    She licked and sucked, gliding her tongue over his member. His manhood ached for this, but he refused to give in. If Brandon climaxed, then he would prove something, something vital. 
 
    Lots of girls like Alice secretly believed that men were controlled by their bodies and their libidos, like males couldn’t be trusted to make their own decisions. 
 
    “That’s not true,” he whispered and gasped. 
 
    Even as his breathing came in those ragged, fractured puffs, he concentrated as hard as he could. 
 
    Her lips tightened around the base of his cock before gliding up to the tip again. Once there, she paused, flicking her tongue again and again. The circular movements made him whimper. 
 
    He heard the sounds and only recognized after a few more seconds that they came from him. It was becoming harder and harder to think clearly! 
 
    Every instinct he possessed told him to just let go and surrender. 
 
    But no, he wouldn’t. He couldn’t. He was a man, and he was capable of making his own decisions. He wouldn’t let this girl do this to him! 
 
    Then she pulled away. She licked her lips, and she stared up at the ceiling for several long seconds. He couldn’t even hold his breath. Instead, every second felt like another frantic rush of adrenaline. 
 
    Finally, he looked down along the length of his body. 
 
    “I could have made you come right there,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischievous delight. “I could have turned your body against you. But I didn’t.” 
 
    Just like that, she snatched away any flicker of victory or achievement he might have felt. 
 
    “No,” he snapped. “That’s not true.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that? Are you really, really sure?” 
 
    He wasn’t. 
 
    When Brandon really explored the depths of his psyche and his body, he couldn’t be certain one way or another. Could it be? Was she just messing with him now? 
 
    A few strands of oaken brown hair had fallen forward, so she tucked them behind her ear. 
 
    “I could go down on you again right now, would you like that? 
 
    Yes! 
 
    Despite that serious answer behind his eyes, Brandon maintained control. His discipline remained somewhat intact as he growled back, “No. No, you can’t do this.” 
 
    “Which part?” 
 
    She grinned again. It was a feline, Cheshire smile. 
 
    With every moment, he almost wished he could hurt her feelings. He needed to see the disappointment flash across her face. 
 
    Only right and there, she looked utterly cheerful and pleased with herself. She had gone down on this boy, and she saw something. 
 
    She could sense his weakness; Alice understood that his defenses were cracking and fracturing, no matter what he said or how loudly he insisted anything to the contrary. 
 
    “Poor boy,” she said with mock sympathy. “This must be so hard for you. I mean, I can tell how badly you want to be in control, but you’re not, are you?” 
 
    “I’m in control of my body,” he grunted. 
 
    “And yet you can’t get up, and you are helpless, and I can touch you however I want.” She grinned again. “Like right now, I could go down on you some more. Would you like that?” 
 
    “No!” Brandon called out a little too quickly. The panic rippled through his voice; it was obvious and easy for her to hear. 
 
    That’s why she smiled. The corners of her mouth stretched up even more, and then she started to lower her head down. 
 
    “Poor boy. You sound scared. It’s okay. If you want, you can just admit defeat right now. Admit defeat, and then you can be my boyfriend.” 
 
    “I’m not,” he said. But even as she licked her lips again, he knew he wouldn’t be able to hold out. 
 
    I have to. I can’t let this girl control me! I can’t! 
 
    Brandon worked so hard to hold onto his determination. 
 
    She came closer and closer, and she still wore that impish smile along her pretty mouth. It wasn’t fair! She was gorgeous, and she knew it. More importantly, she could sense his attraction. Even so, he tried to hold out. 
 
    Alice really, really wanted to take something from him. She wanted to rob this boy of his self-control, not to mention his confidence. After all, how could he feel like a real man if he knew that any pretty girl could just touch him and tease him and melt away his defenses until he became utterly pliant? 
 
    Again and again, he held onto that same thought. I can’t let this girl control me! I can’t! Brandon let the ideas echo inside of his head. 
 
    “You should know, I’m just playing with you. I’m just messing with you, Brandon. I can have you whenever I want. Remember, I haven’t even fucked you.” 
 
    That was the first time he ever heard her use profanity, and the single word rocked through his body. In an instant, he blinked, closing his eyes, and he saw something in the dark. Underneath his eyelids, he pictured this girl naked, poised on top of him, her legs spread as she bobbed up and down, her hair bouncing, her breasts jiggling, all while the walls of her slit tightened around him. 
 
    She could do it; she could take him. She could take everything from him… 
 
    Those images only flickered for a moment, but they were so profound. 
 
    If she had been squeezing his shaft right there, he knew he would have lost control. The orgasm would have crashed down on him like an avalanche. 
 
    Then it happened. 
 
    She opened her pretty mouth, stuck out her tongue, and swept it up along the length of his cock. She started at the bottom and worked her way to the top. 
 
    Then she did it again and again, lapping her tongue over his manhood. Those movements reminded him of a kitten licking up some spilt milk. Each fluttering sensation raced through his body, speeding his heart, squeezing his lungs, and forcing him to arch his back. 
 
    Without even realizing it, he surrendered to a reflex and jerked his hips up toward the ceiling. 
 
    Another wicked grin touched her lips. 
 
    “Are you ready to give in? Are you ready to beg?” 
 
    “No! I won’t!” 
 
    “Maybe not,” she said. “You can be a stubborn boy. I bet you might even bite down on your tongue or the inside of your mouth to stay quiet. But what about this guy? Is he going to be as cooperative?” As she spoke, she slid her fingers along his cock again. 
 
    Just as he thought it couldn’t get any worse, she wrapped her lips around the tip of his manhood, pushed her head down, and impaled her pretty face on his shaft. She licked and sucked, surrounding him with that delicious, damp attention. 
 
    She hollowed her cheeks, working her mouth gently down and up as she enjoyed feeling him squirm and wiggle underneath her. 
 
    Again, he had to relax, to focus. If he tensed up even for a moment, he would lose control. And just like that, everything girls like Alice believed about men would become true. 
 
    They would be slaves to their bodies, their libidos, and their reflexes. They wouldn’t be capable of making their own decisions, not if they could be so easily seduced. 
 
    Yes, she was beautiful. Yes, he was tied down. Yes, she seemed to know exactly how to touch him… 
 
    Despite all of this, Brandon needed to believe he was better than this. After all, he had only been tied down for a little while, perhaps half an hour. And yet, he had spent years going through high school and college, taking tests, studying, and building his career. 
 
    He wouldn’t let this girl steal that from him! 
 
    He believed in the strength of his will. 
 
    He wasn’t just an animal. 
 
    He wasn’t just some horny boy… 
 
    At first, she worked her mouth gently along his shaft. Yes, the tension was right there, but she moved slowly, almost like she wanted to give Brandon the opportunity to catch his breath. 
 
    She’s messing with me, he thought again. 
 
    Even if that had been true, it didn’t change anything. 
 
    Other girls often viewed blow jobs as demeaning, but it seemed like Alice had come to another conclusion. In fact, she glanced at him, and her eyes sparkled. Then she pulled back, looked at him, and said as much, “I’m enjoying going down on you.” 
 
    At some other place or time, he might have been able to snap back with a witty retort. As things stood, he could barely keep his thoughts in order. Instead, he had to concentrate all of his discipline on maintaining his veneer of self-control. If he lost his focus, even for just an instant, he could lose so much more. 
 
    “I know, I know,” she said with a little giggle. She almost sounded like a flirtatious high school girl now, “Girls are supposed to hate blow jobs. It’s supposed be humiliating and disgusting or whatever, but I’m enjoying this. There’s something pretty fantastic about seeing you fight me.” 
 
    “I’m going to win,” he said. 
 
    Her voice dripped with sarcasm, “Yeah. Right. Sure you are. Go on. Keep telling yourself that.” She giggled again like she loved toying with him. Then, almost absentmindedly, she reached to down and started teasing the underside of his balls. 
 
    As she played with him, pushing him closer and closer to the edge of release, she wondered aloud, “I wonder how many boys have been in this position over the years. I mean, there is what you see online and on TV or whatever, but this is different, don’t you think?” 
 
    Brandon couldn’t decide whether or not he should try to focus on her words. Yes, it seemed to wash over him and to soak into his psyche, and it certainly gave him something else to concentrate on, but he loved the sound of her voice too. It was playful and alluring, sexy, seemingly innocent, and enticing all at the same time. 
 
    “Usually, when a girl gives a blow job, it’s because her boyfriend asks really, really nicely.” Alice made it sound silly and maybe even a little pathetic, like men shouldn’t have needed to plead so hard. “But right now, I know you’re trying to fight me. That makes it a lot more interesting. And, maybe this isn’t fair, but I just love knowing I’m going to win. You know? Games can be fun when you watch someone struggle, fight as hard as he can, all while knowing he is going to face an inevitable conclusion.” Her voice slipped, and she sounded almost professional now. 
 
    That actually helped Brandon. 
 
    He clenched his eyes shut again and tried to visualize himself at the office, in a conference room, with powerful and important people around him. 
 
    Somehow, it didn’t help. 
 
    When he contemplated getting a blow job from a beautiful girl like Alice, he should have felt this surge of pride and power. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    She was playing with him, and she could use him however she saw fit. 
 
    He almost hated the teasing, flirtatious look on her face as he lifted his head, opened his eyes, and looked down along the length of his body. His shaft glistened with her saliva even as she taunted him, “It’s a lot more fun when the boy’s trying to fight. But then, you really like your job, don’t you? You’re terrified you could lose it.” 
 
    “You know the rules!” He didn’t intend to sound quite so frantic or desperate, but Brandon couldn’t help himself. His throat was tight with that worry. 
 
    She tilted her head to one side and allowed her soft, brown tresses flirt with the contours of her shoulder. 
 
    “I do,” she said. “I also know that lots of people break the rules.” 
 
    “Then they get fired and blacklisted,” he shot back. 
 
    “I think that’s a risk you’re willing to take.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You know, if I get you off, that means we will have had sexual contact,” she said. “Right there, that could be grounds for your dismissal.” 
 
    His eyes widened as he contemplated those words. 
 
    He hadn’t really put the pieces together, but then there was something about this girl. She was intoxicating and made it hard to think clearly. 
 
    Shaking his head frantically from side to side, he pulled helplessly on his bonds. He yanked on the shackles, drawing them tight even as they pulled down against his wrists and ankles. “No!” He practically howled at that single, defiant syllable. “No, that’s not going to happen!” 
 
    “You’re handsome when you’re wrong,” she said. 
 
    That’s when she licked her lips, lowered her head, and she started to gently suck on the tip of his cock. She played with him like he was a lollipop, working her lips and tongue along the first quarter of his shaft. Then she pulled back, licked her lips again, and now she took him inch by inch, going all the way down to his base. 
 
    Other girls had tried to go down on him, but they inevitably ended up coughing or gagging. Now, way deep down, Brandon had to wonder if those girls had been faking it, like they simply wanted to avoid the act of sucking. 
 
    She teased him, working her lips down and up, down and up, down and up again. 
 
    The rhythm was so smooth, and every second of contact sent fresh spasms of need through his body. 
 
    Somehow, he focused on his breathing, concentrated, and held out. 
 
    Then she pulled away, leaned forward, and she kissed his stomach, his chest, and she came back up to his neck. Her teeth grazed his skin before she started sucking. 
 
    At the same time, she reached down and teased the underside of his balls. 
 
    “Just relax,” she said now. “I know that you’re a strong-willed boy. I know how bad you want to fight me. You’re a stubborn man, and you think you should win.” 
 
    “I will,” he promised, his voice gravelly and defiant. 
 
    “You’re so cute when you’re wrong,” she retorted. 
 
    Her confidence! He hated how certain she could sound, like he stood exactly 0 chance of resisting. 
 
    But then, she settled back on her knees, looked down at the bound boy beneath her, and she grinned again. 
 
    “Have you ever wanted to see me naked?” 
 
    “What?” Again, the question just fell from his mouth. 
 
    “Have you ever wanted to see me naked?” Alice asked as she dipped her head to the side. Again, that curtain of warm, soft hair fell along her shoulders. 
 
    “Seeing you like this, all helpless and sexy is definitely getting me worked up,” she said. “Besides, it’s almost time for me to ride you and make you come for me.” 
 
    “That’s not going to happen,” he vowed. 
 
    “Right,” she agreed with obvious sarcasm. 
 
    But then she reached down, and she grabbed the edges of her blouse. She peeled them away from her body, revealing the beautifully toned, pale skin beneath. 
 
    Suddenly, he could see her bra, soft and pink. The satin glittered with the light. 
 
    Next, she went for her pants. She peeled them off, stripping them away. She revealed a matching pair of panties, just as pink and girly as her bra, only her underwear came with little ruffles along the edges. 
 
    His mouth turned dry as he watched her. 
 
    Then she surprised him by hooking her thumbs into the elastic of her panties and pulling them down to reveal her smooth pubis. She shaved! 
 
    His breathing came faster and faster now. 
 
    “I bet if I touched you, you would lose control. Should we find out?” 
 
    He snarled, his nostrils flaring and twitching, “This isn’t going to work! You can’t make me do something I don’t want to do!” 
 
    “Yes, I can,” she said smoothly. Then she reached forward, and her breasts were right there in front of him. 
 
    How many times had he snuck little glances in her direction? Even if he knew he couldn’t sleep with her or even date her, Brandon had still enjoyed every vantage and angle when he could. No matter what his employer said, he was still a guy, and he would check out his female colleagues. 
 
    A couple of glimpses here or there shouldn’t have changed anything. 
 
    But now, he drank in the site of her breasts, her flat stomach, and even her pussy! He could see anything and almost everything! 
 
    “Should I take off my bra?” 
 
    Pursing his lips, Brandon refused to answer. 
 
    “Leave it on,” she said. 
 
    He tried to ignore that pang of disappointment, especially because it was ridiculous. She was almost entirely naked in front of him, yet he yearned to see the curves of her breasts? The color of her nipples? It didn’t make any sense. 
 
    But now, she leaned forward again, and now she brushed her fingers along his cheek, his chin, and the contours of his neck. 
 
    “Suck my fingers,” she ordered. 
 
    He blinked several times in quick succession, not understanding. 
 
    “Go on,” she said. “I promise you won’t regret it.” 
 
    Her two digits were right there, braced outside of his mouth. 
 
    Tentatively at first, he lifted his head, and then he wrapped his lips around her fingertips. He sucked them, making sure each became slick. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. Then she sat up, pulling her hand away and spreading her knees. 
 
    He didn’t know what she had in mind, not until she drew one hand back and pressed her knuckles to the mattress. With her chin raised, she brought her fingertips between her legs. She started touching herself, and he could watch. 
 
    No. 
 
    He refused. 
 
    Defiant as always, Brandon closed his eyes. 
 
    Perhaps he could block out the vision of this petite, beautiful girl in front of him as she masturbated, but he couldn’t ignore the sounds she made. 
 
    At first, they were just those soft little growls, playful, animalistic sounds. Then he opened his eyes, only to realize that she was watching him. She was playing with him, teasing him, and waiting to see if he would react just like this! 
 
    Feeling foolish, he turned his head to the side. 
 
    “Don’t be like that,” she teased. “I like seeing you when I masturbate. It’s even better when your arms and legs are strapped down.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. You’re still not going to win.” 
 
    “Try not to watch,” she said. 
 
    Fine, he thought, angry and defiant. 
 
    He kept his head turned to the side for those first few seconds. She started to move more quickly, and he could feel the undulations run through the mattress as her knees pressed to down against the padding. 
 
    “I’m thinking about you right now,” she said. 
 
    He tried not to watch, but he could still see her in his peripheral vision. There was something so amazing and exquisite about this beautiful girl. 
 
    She was alluring and tantalizing. 
 
    The temptation was right there. 
 
    If he had started begging, then he was sure she would throw herself forward, take him, impaling her slit with his manhood, and just like that, she would be riding him, claiming him. 
 
    Then the inevitable would happen. 
 
    He would lose control. 
 
    Brandon refused to let that happen. 
 
    Back in high school and college, he routinely shrugged off the different temptations. There were parties, opportunities to hang out with his friends, and plenty of chances to ignore his responsibilities as a student. But no, he had known that if he wanted to get into a good business school, then he needed to earn top grades. 
 
    And it worked. 
 
    It wasn’t like he had to completely ignore his social life, but he had to keep his priorities straight. 
 
    This should have been the same thing. 
 
    But of course, this girl was poised above him, touching herself and masturbating. 
 
    He glanced up at her, saw that she had slipped one hand underneath her bra, so now she played with her nipples even as she continued to finger herself. 
 
    Her digits gently played and caressed along her slit. 
 
    Don’t look, he told himself. Don’t look at her. Yes, she’s gorgeous, but that doesn’t matter. Focus on your breathing. Concentrate on anything else. There are projects you have to do at work. What are they? 
 
    What were they again? 
 
    As hard as he tried, he couldn’t make his brain worry about Excel sheets or investment analyses. Projected dividend growth didn’t seem terribly interesting, not while she was right there. 
 
    Not only that, she had started to pant. The sounds washed over him, rippling through his body and resonating deep within his core. 
 
    He should have been able to ignore her, but he couldn’t. 
 
    Then, without even realizing it, he started watching her. 
 
    She had closed her eyes for this part. Her bottom lip trembled, her brow shined with perspiration, and she seemed to savor every second. 
 
    Then she cried out. 
 
    It happened all at once. 
 
    The explosion of pleasure must have raced through her. 
 
    His lips started moving, but he stopped his mouth at the last moment. 
 
    No, he wasn’t going to beg, nor would he ask for sex. 
 
    He wasn’t going to surrender! 
 
    “That was incredible,” she said. “But you know, I think I want something else.” Her eyes lingered on his face for the first couple of seconds before they inevitably drifted down along the contours of his body. Lower and lower, she finally found herself looking at his shaft. 
 
    “Don’t do it,” he said. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Are you worried you’re going to lose control? Go on. Just admit the truth right now. Tell me that I’m a woman, and I can take you whenever I want. Say it.” 
 
    Gritting his teeth, he refused. He still believed he could hold out; if nothing else, he couldn’t accept the possibility that a girl like this could overwhelm him. His defenses were stronger. His will should have been able to handle this! 
 
    But then she grinned, looked down at his cock, and finally dipped her head forward. He didn’t expect it, but then she was sucking on him again. 
 
    He almost lost control! 
 
    Once his shaft was nice and wet and slick, she pulled away, looked down at him, and grinned. Then she positioned herself. 
 
    “You’re not going to win,” he said, although he couldn’t decide if he was talking to her or to himself. He couldn’t be sure one way or another, but now she was right there above him. She took the base of his cock, aimed, adjusting his angle, and then she lowered herself down. 
 
    She didn’t just envelop him, not all at once. 
 
    Rather, she treated him like a sex toy. She held his shaft, aimed it, and used his tip to pleasure herself. She rubbed her sex along his opening. 
 
    Even as her grip tightened, he wondered if he would lose control. 
 
    It would have been so easy to surrender, to let the instincts seize control and feel the delicious pulse of an orgasm. 
 
    No. 
 
    He had held out for this long. He could do it. 
 
    Time was on his side. If he just held out for a while longer, then she would be satisfied. Better yet, she would realize she couldn’t actually beat him! 
 
    But then, she started to lower herself down. She wasn’t just messing with the tip of his cock any longer. Instead, he could feel the hot, wet walls of her opening. Her pussy tightened around him, and he couldn’t stop her. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good,” she said even as he froze. He locked himself in place and refused to move, like that might make some difference. 
 
    It didn’t. 
 
    It wouldn’t. 
 
    It couldn’t. 
 
    “Just having you strapped down like this and knowing I can do whatever I want with you really excites me, Brandon.” 
 
    He licked his lips, glared, and swore, “I don’t care how you feel. This isn’t going to work.” 
 
    “But we are having sex,” she said. 
 
    He stayed silent. 
 
    She was on top of him, and they were connected now. 
 
    “Or what? It doesn’t count if you don’t come? Okay. Let’s see what we can do about that!” 
 
    Her laughter reverberated through his body and washed over him. She slid up, and then he almost imagined she might pull away altogether. That possibility sent a flare of regret burning through him. 
 
    In the next moment, she lowered herself down again. 
 
    She started riding him, pushing her body forward and back, sliding up, then down. She used his manhood just like before. He was a sex toy, strapped down and powerless. 
 
    The only real question was whether or not he would embrace his defeat. 
 
    No! 
 
    No. 
 
    No… 
 
    The vehemence seemed to fade from his body. And yet, he pushed his fingertips down against the palms of his hands as she rode him. Alice writhed on top of him as she enjoyed every curve and contour of his manhood. She savored his length, his girth of circumference. She embraced the heat of his body, especially when he twitched. 
 
    “You want to struggle, don’t you?” 
 
    He bit down on his lower lip to keep from answering. 
 
    Engaging with her at all felt like a mistake, like every word and syllable could be turned against him. He was right. 
 
    “Go on,” she teased. “Struggle. See if you can get away.” 
 
    By this point, he couldn’t think clearly. He couldn’t articulate a single idea, so he released almost all of his animal urges—all but one. 
 
    Like a captured beast, he jerked and thrashed against his bonds. In doing so, he shoved his cock up, deep into her. She loved it! He twisted to the left, the right, fighting as hard as he could. 
 
    None of that helped. 
 
    And yet, she still enjoyed those movements and the friction of his body. 
 
    This was delicious, better than anything she could have anticipated. 
 
    “You’re about to come for me!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Even as she undulated up and down, riding his shaft like he was just her plaything, she called out again, “Almost, you’re almost there!” 
 
    No, no, no… 
 
    Despite his silent assertions, Brandon didn’t know how to fight back. He didn’t know how to hold. 
 
    “Come for me!” 
 
    She practically sang out those words, and they washed over him. 
 
    Clenching his eyes shut, he gave in. He surrendered as she ripped away control of his body. In that moment, he belonged to her. She owned him so completely because he still hated himself for surrendering, but his body took over. Or maybe she did. 
 
    He thrashed again, kicking out and trying to punch at the air, but nothing helped as the pleasure crashed down on him. It crushed the last of his defenses to the point where he opened his eyes, saw her smile, and felt every delicious pulse. His manhood throbbed, and that’s when she pulled away. Once he finished, she grinned, “We are going to have so much fun, boyfriend,” she teased. Then she kissed him on the lips, just barely touching him before pulling away. 
 
    Just like that, he lost to Alice. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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