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Veronica’s Cruelty

As always, he opened his eyes and expected something different. Hope seemed to grow back each night; now he hoped he could be back in his bedroom. Reflexively, he figured he was supposed to roll onto his stomach and maybe slide his hands underneath his pillow as he began to stretch. Not fully awake, he would start to think about his oncoming day and what he had ahead of him. That might mean socializing, school, work, or some other obligation. Maybe there were chores that needed to be done.

Only he couldn't roll onto his back. He couldn't stretch, not while his arms were locked in the straitjacket. His eyes fluttered open, and he tried to look around. At the same time, he always wanted to believe that this was just some kind of mistake. It had all been a bad dream.

His stepmother, Veronica, had never kidnapped him. She had never imprisoned him. She had never used him again and again, torturing him and toying with him as she worked to break him.

There were those moments when it felt like she had completely succeeded and he would never be able to resist her again. But each time she left, he was allowed to sleep, and when he awoke again, he always thought he would be able to go back to his old life.

"She has to let me go," he whispered.

For a second, he actually parted his lips, sucked in a breath, and got ready to shout for her. Part of him desperately itched to challenge that woman. If he could convince her that she wouldn't be able to get away with this, then perhaps she would release him? He had tried to negotiate with her at several points, threatening or cajoling her. Neither approach ever worked. If anything, she always smiled down at him, her red lips bright and vibrant as she listened.

Occasionally, his stepmother seemed truly excited by his pleas and demands. He had noticed how a little hint of pink could play along her cheeks even beneath the powder she sometimes wore on her face. Veronica was a gorgeous woman, he knew. The makeup only highlighted her best features.

Granted, she was his stepmother, so he always tried not to notice that particular fact. But now that she had taken him, and toyed with him, forcing him to lick her pussy, her ass, and virtually every other part of her body, Eric had been forced to acknowledge the truth. She was gorgeous, and some part of him was attracted to her, not that it mattered.

Veronica, as another demonstration of her authority over him, kept her stepson locked in a chastity cage. With his arms trapped against his chest and his legs routinely spread and tied to the bed, Eric never would have been able to get off. Orgasms would have been completely beyond his reach.

But he would've been able to get hard. He would’ve been able to enjoy that flutter of desire deep within his chest. Just as importantly, his shaft would have stiffened, and there would have been that little rush of defiance.

But Veronica had one goal: ownership. Like some young girl eager to break a pony, she had taken this boy, and now she would make sure he learned his place.

She still saw the hints of defiance from time to time, and so she continued to punish him, to tease him, and even to occasionally reward him.

Eric closed his eyes, bit down, and exhaled between his teeth. He tried not to think of this; he actively resisted those images as they played behind his eyes and between his ears. But deep within the meat of his brain, he couldn't push aside those other images. There were those moments when she stroked his cock, when she released him from the chastity cage, when she made him hard and forced him to beg and plead all over again. He could still feel those vibrations deep within his chest as he whimpered for more.

Veronica rarely let him out of his chastity cage, however. Orgasms were even rarer. Instead, she would rather tease him or punish him. She could still use pleasure. There were other ways for her to discipline him, to taunt him, to stretch the bounds of his sanity.

In fact, Eric sometimes wondered whether or not she really wanted to strip away any sense of reality he had once possessed.

At one point, he had asked her why she was doing this. Most of the time, she seemed intent on giving him as little information as possible, only she answered him that time. More importantly, she actually seemed sincere as she told him, "This is about control, boy. This is about me owning you so completely and thoroughly that I never have to worry about who you are or what you're going to do next. You will belong to me completely. Utterly. Totally." When she spoke, Veronica seemed to embrace those words, savoring what they meant, and everything they could entail.

But now, as he opened his eyes, he tried to think back to his regular life. More and more, the time before his captivity started to feel like some kind of illusion. Had any of it really happened? Had gone to school? Had he made plans?

All around the world, people endured the stress of daily life. There were choices to be made, negotiations to be endured, and the constant push or pull of different variables. Opportunity costs and dozens of other issues could generate the aggravation most people resented when it came to the modern world.

And yet, Eric had been taken away from all of that. As a boy, he was tied down and helpless, locked in the soft fabric of his straitjacket.

Biting down, he glared up at the darkened ceiling, he told himself that today would be the day. Today, he would break free!

With that idea rampaging inside of his head, he started to squirm. He yanked and twisted, throwing his body from side to side as he fought to generate enough momentum to rip through the restrictive fabric.

It was possible. It had to be possible!

Refusing to think of this as anything but a realistic possibility, Eric used every ounce of strength he possessed. He fought as hard as he could, channeling all of his effort into one goal: freedom.

Within seconds, his face was flushed, his chest hot. His skin prickled with heat, and there were even a few droplets of sweat on his brows.

His strength finally gave out, and he settled back down against the bed. Still strapped down, still trapped in his straitjacket, and still totally powerless, he tried not to let disappointment or despair sweep through him. Then, little by little, he started thinking about Veronica again as he wondered when she would visit him.

Eric may have just woken up, but Veronica had been chatting with some of her friends throughout the afternoon. She monitored him, of course. There were special cameras in the room where she kept him. She used the hidden app on her phone to monitor him. He couldn't see the cameras; they were hidden away in the dark. Yes, their lenses and special filters allowed her to watch him, but he had no idea she could study him whenever she liked.

As she finished up her conversation with one of her socialite allies, Veronica put her phone away. She was tempted to take the steps down to his small prison cell, but she decided against it. Instead, she turned on the cameras, and she saw him struggling.

Seeing him squirm right there made her wet.

Veronica couldn't help it. For so long, she had enjoyed those fantasies of complete and total ownership.

Occasionally, she wondered if other women were wired like her. It was easy to imagine, especially once she discovered how little effort it had required to capture this boy. All too often, most individuals liked to think of themselves as superheroes. A consistent diet of action movies, science fiction, or fantasy could lead to the viewers to start to think of themselves as special, like they would know how to fight when the time came. In actuality, the human body was fairly vulnerable. A boy could be captured, restrained, and trained.

She had proved that with Eric again and again.

At the same time, she smirked as she thought of how many people disappeared every year. Maybe some of those boys had been kidnapped just like Eric. Maybe, all across the country, there were secret rooms like the one where she kept her stepson. She loved the concept. Obviously, Veronica couldn't ask any of her friends or acquaintances. And yet, the question often persisted as she chatted with them. How would someone like Rebecca or Kayla respond if they learned the truth? Would they be repulsed or intrigued?

Did any of those women yearn for the opportunity to own a boy the way she had Eric? Did they think about what it would feel likes to slap that boy in the balls, to strike him across the face, to spank him, to imprison his cock in a chastity cage, or to feel the delight that came with his tongue sliding up between her butt cheeks?

A ferocious grin touched her lips, and she shook her head from side to side. She didn't have any responsibilities for the time being, so she rose to her feet and walked back into the kitchen. As she prepared herself a glass of wine, she considered the boy on the small screen.

At this point, he had ceased his struggles. He must've realized that he wasn't going to be able to break free.

And yet, he kept fighting.

"Good," Veronica whispered to herself. She loved seeing that defiance flare, especially because she could stamp it out, knowing full well that her toy would reassert himself again and again.

Eventually, and inevitably, he would break completely and permanently. Until then, she intended to enjoy herself.

Eric’s tormentor took her seat on the couch, enjoyed a few contemplative sips from her glass, and then she decided to set her phone aside. She raised her skirt and slid her hand down into her panties. Her fingers brushed along her pubic hair before she found her slit. With her middle finger, she gently touched her opening. A shiver ran through her body. In that moment, she wasn't thinking about some handsome celebrity. Instead, she contemplated the boy who was trapped in the dark. She ran her fingers along her pussy, gently stroking her opening. She thought of what it would be like again to make him cry out. He wanted to fight? Fine. Maybe she could test to see whether or not he could stay quiet. Yeah, she liked that idea.

She liked it a lot!

As her fingers dipped down into her opening, she found her swollen clit. Excitement raced through her body as fresh heat played across her skin. She bit down on inside of her mouth, rubbed her pussy, and basked in the electric pulse of arousal.

Pretty soon, she arched her back, shoved her heels down against the floor, and tensed as the orgasm rippled through her.

Then she got up, and she headed toward his secret room.

It was time for Veronica to have some fun.

Again and again, he thought of calling out. He wanted to shout, "Veronica, you need to talk to me! We have to talk about this! You have to know I'm going to break free at some point. You can’t keep me here! I'm going to get away, and then going straight the police, and you're going to be in so much trouble! You're going to go to prison! What do you think it her prisoners are going to do to you? Do you think you could fight them? Do you think you can win?" He loved all of those questions and arguments, only he understood a simple truth; Eric wouldn't be able to utter a single one of those words to her.

Sure enough, the door to his secret room opened, and she sauntered in. That's when she touched her middle to fingers on her right hand to his bottom lip.

If he had been braver or bolder, he would have tried to bite. Instead, he inhaled, and the scent of her arousal filled nostrils.

"What, what're you doing?"

"Lick," she ordered.

He swallowed and tensed up. His muscles locked, and he knew how much he didn't want to do this (they both did it), yet he still couldn't help himself. He raised his head, and he wrapped his lips around her fingertips. At the same time, he tasted her excitement.

"That's just the beginning," promised Veronica.

That's when he was about to bite her.

He opened his mouth a little more, and he wanted to snap his teeth down. He didn't think he would be able to cause any kind of permanent damage, but maybe he could hurt her! Perhaps, if he got lucky, this woman would finally understand that she couldn't own or control him!

Right before his teeth came down, she pulled her hand from between his lips. Then she smacked him across the face. He glowered at her, jerking against his restraints. Frustrated, Eric tried to lift himself up off of the bed, but he failed completely.

"I guess we're just going to have to work on your discipline, aren't we? Don't worry. You're still going to get another chance to lick. That's why you’re here, isn't it? You are a toy."

This time, Eric obviously couldn't help himself as he called out to his dark-haired stepmother. “Screw you!” Even if she was beautiful and seductive, he still coaxed every drop of hatred he possessed for her. He was supposed to be a young man, someone with wealth and power and time on his side. Instead, he was bound and helpless, there only for her pleasure and satisfaction.

She walked over to one of the drawers behind him, she opened it, and then she came back. When she returned, she held onto a wooden ruler.

"Where am I going to use this?" Veronica asked. At the next moment, she held out of the palm of her left hand. With her right, she slapped the ruler down against her open skin. He flinched as the sound snapped across the air.

"You have a good idea, don't you?" Yes, his cock was protected by the chastity cage, but his balls were vulnerable. Worse, his legs were spread, his ankles strapped down, meaning he couldn't offer up any kind of protection. Maybe he could twist or wiggle from side to side, but she still had the access she needed to make him suffer. "What? You don't want to tell me how big and brave you can be? Come on. Prove to me that you are a real man."

Biting down, Eric couldn't force himself to speak, especially because he knew how this could sting. His stomach tightened, and that rush of fear pulsed through his body.

She slapped the ruler down against the palm of her hand again. At the same time, her eyes twinkled with cruel delight. "What? You're going to be brave now? Don't you want to try to convince me to let you go? Go on. You can try.”

His nostrils flared, yet he couldn't bring himself to say anything. Instead, he stared up at her. He waited for the rush of anger, aggression, courage, something. Finally, without thinking, he spat out, "I'm going to make you pay for this!"

"Or…" Veronica began, "You’ll break. You will break, and you will be my pet. But even then, I'm going to keep you down here. I'm going to keep you locked in the dark, strapped down and helpless. Maybe, instead of a straitjacket, I will keep you in a cage or dangling from some shackles. What do you think of that?"

"Go to hell!"

Right as he shouted those words, the sound vibrated across the air, and she swung down. With that ruler, she slapped his balls! Gut twisting pain exploded between his legs, flaring up into his torso. He could feel it down along his buttocks, into the shoulders, his biceps, his hips and down to his calves and wrists. His body clenched, and his eyes widened. For a second, he tried to suck in air, only his lungs seemed to deflate or break. He didn't know how to breathe!

That was only the first blow.

Veronica slapped his balls again with the ruler. Another burst of explosive pain rocketed through him. He tried to scream, only he couldn't do it.

He remembered playing on a skateboard when he was a kid, falling on his stomach, and landing at the wrong angle. Somehow, he had crushed his balls. It was that same kind of pain, only more intense, and he didn't get to just bring his knees together and roll onto his side and try to recover.

"That's not how you speak to your stepmother," Veronica said, her eyes glinting with cruelty. "You need to be obedient. You need to learn to beg. You need to understand your place. Where do you belong? That's right. You belong down here, tied down and helpless and ready to pleasure me whenever I want."

By now, he couldn't see through the haze of pain. His vision had clouded over with tears, yet he still somehow managed to twist his body to the right, the left. No, he couldn't break free, yet some mammalian instinct forced him to try.

That's what she smacked his balls again, bringing the ruler down between his legs, once, twice, three, four, five times! He flinched and cried out as best he could, his lips parting and his back arching as he fought to break free.

"Tell me that you're ready to obey," she commanded.

"I, I'm ready to obey," Eric mouthed. Again, he tried to push the air from his lungs up into his throat and past his vocal cords, but he failed utterly.

Veronica didn't mind. If anything, she enjoyed watching him squirm and struggle as he attempted to please her.

She tossed the ruler down onto the floor, letting it clatter.

Then she climbed up onto the bed. She looked down at her down to stepson for another second or two. He hardly noticed; lost in that storm of agony, he still had his eyes mostly closed. He didn't understand what was going on, not until he felt her thighs against his cheeks.

Veronica straddled his face, lifted her skirt, and pressed her pussy down against his mouth. "Lick," she ordered.

As her order resonated through his body, he didn't think of defiance. On the contrary, he probably would have obeyed right away, only he couldn't navigate through the raging pain. He didn't know what to do; he forgot how to think.

But then she leaned back and reached along his thigh. Her nails scratched at his skin. It was a light sensation, yet it still caught his attention.

Her boy groaned groaned even as he opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue, and proceeded to worship her pussy.

Veronica loved it. Knowing how much he hated this, she could imagine him raging inside of his head. Of course, that would have required him to be able to concentrate. Instead, she understood what he was going through. He had to pleasure the woman who had just punished him. Even if he despised her, it didn't matter because she was in charge; she could decide what happened right then and there.

"That's right, Eric. Show me where you belong. Show me that I can treat you however I want, and you're still going to pleasure me. You’re going to worship my pussy, because you know that I am your superior. I own you. You are a piece of property now, so I can keep you for as long as I want. I can tease and humiliate you. I can make you suffer. I make you cry and scream because I own you!"

In truth, those words weren’t just for him. On some level, she understood that she was programming him. She was reinforcing his new status, yet those words still triggered something deep and primal and powerful within her. All of this appealed to Veronica’s cruelty. Even if she couldn't understand where those urges came from, she indulged nonetheless.

She took this boy, and she rubbed her pussy against his mouth as his tongue licked. Yes! Coursing, vibrating, thrumming, perfect pleasure danced along her skin. It originated between her legs as she loved those quick movements of his tongue. By her command, he went in deep, sliding along the walls of her pussy. He teased her clit. Perhaps she didn't even know what he was doing at that moment, but she didn't care.

Then she grinned and dipped her head down. Some of her raven-black hair fell forward to tickle her cheeks as she told him, "You know, maybe you should be grateful. Not only am I taking care of you, but I'm giving you a purpose in life. How many boys your age wander around, locked in a quarter-life crisis because they don't know who they are or what they should do? You never have to worry about that. You don't have to worry about making any decisions." In reality, he could always decide to try to rebel, but that was why she kept him in a straitjacket, tied down, and why she always had access to the ruler as well as her other implements. And of course, if there was anything she didn't own, she could always purchase it.

Veronica rode his face, grinding her pussy forward, sliding back, and slipping toward his nose again. She lost herself in that incandescent blaze. The boy beneath her may have been suffering, but she didn't care. Instead, she reveled in his compliance.

Granted, she could have punished him anyway. She could have walked through those doors and seen this boy ready to obey. He could have promised his eternal subservience and total subjugation. And she could have punished him anyway. She could have worked on breaking him, tearing through his defenses and leaving him utterly raw and exposed. She could have made him scream anyway.

That was the entire point, of course. Veronica wanted to be able to do whatever she liked. This was power. This was the control she craved. This was the only way to satisfy her desires. She could embrace her whims.

Eric's tormentor swayed forward and back, her hair swinging as she reveled in her pleasure.

Her slave continued to lick, lapping at her pussy. He penetrated her, going deep. She drew back, gliding up, only to slide right back down.

The orgasm hit her. It rocketed along her nerves, tensing her body, and sending that convulsion of pleasure racing from her core out into her arms and legs. Her thighs tensed, her calves locked, and her toes curled. Then she pulled away.

Breathing hard, she looked down at him.

Then she started to turn around.

Right away, he understood, so the panic shot through him. "No. Not that...please, not again," he begged her. Even now, despite having a few minutes to recover, he couldn't really regain his breath. He couldn't shout or scream at her, yet Veronica still picked up on those pathetic little sounds he made.

And she loved them!

Still, that wouldn't be enough to get her to change her mind. In fact, it didn't actually matter what he did or said. Instead, she simply wished to follow her instincts. Veronica’s cruelty pushed her to enjoy herself. Sometimes, he might be able to influence her, but probably not…

That's why she pressed her butt cheeks down against his mouth. "Lick," she commanded again. "Go in deep."

"No…"

She grabbed his balls and squeezed.

His eyes widened, and another jolt of pain exploded along his nerves as he cried out. His scream cut across the air and bounced along the walls. At his core, his sense of being morphed into pain and nothing else. He yanked and twisted against his straitjacket. His fingers tightened to fists, and he tried to pick his way free.

Pain gave him extra strength; it wasn't enough.

"Lick," she ordered. "Go in deep. Worship me, Eric. We both know you're going to break. We both know you don't have any choice. Show me what you can do. Pleasure me. Pleasure me because I demand it, and we both know how I can make you suffer. Lick my ass, boy."

Veronica’s boy obeyed. Once again, he licked. He went in deep, just as she ordered. His tongue slid along the walls of her ass. He penetrated her, licking at her as the dread granted him extra energy. As he worshiped her, she basked in the sensations. She leaned down, practically impaling herself on his tongue.

"Yes, that's right. Yes. Show me what you can do. Show me where you belong. Show me exactly where you belong." She sucked in a breath and hissed out, "We both know who you are, don't we? We both know you need to be kept break here. This is best for you. This is best for me. I can punish you and play with you whenever I like. I give you pain, and you give me pleasure."

Power. It all came down to power. That was what she craved more than anything else, and now she took it from this boy as she forced him to worship her.

Just as she expected, he went in deep.

She didn't consider the kind of pain that still lingered along his flesh, nor did she imagine what it must have tasted like. Too bad for him.

She laughed, all while he continued to lick her opening. Sounds of pleasure buzzed through her body, and now another orgasm spread across her skin. It flared down into her wrists, the heels of her palms, all the way to her fingertips. Her toes curled again, she finally jerked away.

Then she turned back, and she smiled at him. "Say thank you."

"Thank you," he gasped out.

"That wasn't good enough," Veronica said, touching one finger to the corner of her lips.

She strolled back over to the ruler she had discarded on the floor. She picked it up and tapped it gently against the palm of her hand.

Finally, Eric seemed to realize something was happening. Her skirt had fallen back around her thighs, and she gazed down at him. Tentative and nervous, he tried to meet her stare, only his eyes kept bouncing in other directions as the fear uncoiled deep within his center.

"Care to try again?" Veronica asked.

"I, I'm grateful? I'm grateful, and I want to serve you? I want to please you?" He stuttered out his half-hearted effort.

"Still not good enough," said his cruel tormentor.

She came up to him, and now she dragged the edges of the ruler along his shin, past his knee, and along his inner thigh. Then she reached down with her free hand, and she cupped his balls. "Get ready to scream."

Veronica went back to work, slapping his balls over and over again. He tried everything. He tried to shout at her, to rage with his defiance. When that didn't work, Eric struggled to negotiate with her with her. He begged, making one pathetic offer after another. He pleaded for the chance to lick her pussy or ass. He offered to worship her with everything he had.

None of that satisfied her because at that moment, she simply wanted to make him suffer.

Several days later, she sauntered into the room while he slept. She had checked on him by using the cameras. Knowing he wouldn't be aware of what was going on, she went into his small prison, slid the mask over his face, made sure it was strapped on nice and tight, and then she gagged him. She ran her fingers along his body.

When he woke up, he blinked rapidly and did his best to try to understand what was going on. Then she touched him, and his body jolted. He attempted to twist to the left, to scramble back up onto his feet. On some level, he must have known this would be completely impossible, especially because he remained bound by his straitjacket. The restrictive sleeves and straps kept him utterly powerless.

But why couldn't he see anything? Were the lights out?

Veronica didn't tell him anything. Then he tried to speak, only to feel the gag lodged between his teeth. He moaned and grunted. He tried to make different noises, only he couldn’t communicate. The power of speech had been stripped away.

A different kind of panic swam through his body, only then she did something he hadn't expected.

She released him from the chastity cage. He felt something click along his body. There was that one pulse of movement, just a quick vibration, and then she pulled the tube away, freeing his shaft. At first, he didn't even believe it, like he thought this was some kind of sensory trick. Maybe there was something wrong with his perceptions or she had managed to trick him.

Only then, he worried that maybe she would free him, let him have an erection, only to take it away again. She had done that before, of course.

Ice.

The word popped into his head along with those visceral memories. She had teased him, gently stroking and playing with his length until he felt like he had to climax. It had become an inevitability, something this young man couldn't possibly resist. Then she used the cold against him. She pressed cubes against the flanks of his manhood. And then the ice’s bitter chill stabbed into him. The cold pulsed along his body, drilling straight to his nerves, and his body responded accordingly. His shaft softened, and she locked him up again.

The arousal remained, yet he couldn’t get hard.

Was that what he would into her now? Or maybe it would be worse…

This formed another aspect to her cruelty; she could punish him, but she could also reward him, making it impossible for him to know what might transpire next.

Inhaling through his nose, Eric tried to speak again, to plead for her to at least take the gag out of his mouth. Of course, that ball wedged between his teeth did its job, so he couldn't convey anything useful. Maybe she knew what he was trying to say?

What if it wasn't her at all?

Behind the mask, his eyes widened at the possibility.

Could she do that? He didn't want to believe it, of course, yet this woman had him, and she owned him, and she could do whatever she wished. Her whims became his reality. But if this was a stranger, then this new woman would surely try to release him. Right?

Finally, Veronica allowed him just a hint of information and she leaned down and whispered, "Do you like this?"

He didn't respond right away. Even if he couldn't talk, he might still bob his head down and up, or swing his chin from side to side. Instead, he kept in the back of his head pressed down against to the mat underneath him as her hands played along his cock. She stroked him, her deft fingers gliding and sliding along his sensitive flesh.

Desire gripped him.

Eric couldn’t stop her.

In spite of everything he had endured, the pleasure sprinted along his skin and straight to his center. He didn't arch his back her push his buttocks down against the surface of his bed. Instead, he enjoyed her touch. He knew she could read his expressions and movements, but he still wished he could just see her. If nothing else, he yearned to know what she might be doing with her other hand…

At that moment, Veronica brought her other hand up underneath his balls. Even if she lovingly touched him with her right hand, she could always squeeze with her left. She could send another spasm of agony stabbing through him, so it stabbed straight into his core.

But she didn't do that, not yet anyway.

Rather, Veronica caressed the underside of his balls. Once again, she showed him how she could inflict pleasure or pain. As her fingers danced underneath his scrotum, excitement ran through his body. At the same time, she encouraged those desires. With her other hand, she squeezed his cock, gently working him.

Her boy tried to hate this, yet she toyed with his biological responses.

"What am I going to do? Am I going to make you hard and simply walk away? Will I grab the ruler? Will I squeeze? Or will I decide to ride you? Maybe I will just milk you instead," she said, letting the possibilities hit the air.

His nipples had stiffened, heat simmered across his skin, and he whimpered again as he tried to communicate with her.

Part of him needed to believe there was some way he could influence her or take control. Perhaps this was just another component of the human condition, like evolution programmed him to believe he could influence the outcome.

He couldn't.

For Veronica, that was the entire point.

In fact, she didn't know herself what she intended to do with him.

That's why she squeezed, bring him to the edge of an orgasm. He was right there, so close, so deliciously, delightfully close…

Deciding to deny him for the time being, Veronica spread her fingers and pulled her hand back for the next two or three seconds. Right as he thought she might simply turn around and walk away, she grabbed him again, squeezing and massaging his shaft.

He nearly came!

Then she relaxed her grip. Instead, she used the tip of one pinky to caress him. She gently touched his shaft, offering him another round of decadent sensations, so now he yearned for more. At this point, he started begging and pleading with her all over again, but it wasn't for her to stop.

It was for her to finish!

In truth, he didn't know how much time had gone by. A few minutes? Longer? It felt longer—much longer as he lost himself in this hurricane of hope. She played with him, exciting him, drawing him on and on before she pulled back. She did this to him again and again, it was driving him crazy! It didn't help that he couldn't see her.

Even with the mask over his eyes, Eric had no trouble envisioning his beautiful stepmother. He thought of how the light shined along her black hair, the angle of her nose, the curves of her lips, and the amazing outline of her breasts. When she first kidnapped him, he had tried to think through the different girls he knew as he waited alone in the dark for his tormentor to come back. He always had to distract himself. Besides, by thinking of those girls, he could try to hold onto some vestige of his old life. Only now, that had been taken away from him. Instead, he envisioned that beautiful woman again.

"Do you want more?"

He nodded his head down and up.

"Do you want to talk?"

He didn't know whether or not speech would actually be good or bad, but it would at least allow him some small vestige of control, so he dipped his head down and up again.

She pulled the gag from his mouth.

"Thank you. Thank you so much!"

"Are you ready to lick again?"

Blindfolded, he had no idea what she meant or what she might have in mind. At the same time, he couldn't guess her intentions. This woman could be mercurial, he understood. That was the entire point for her.

"Yes. I, I’ll do whatever you want," he said, if only to avoid the ruler or any other source of twisted agony. He already knew how the possibility of pleasure could explode into agony.

"Good," she said. That's when she straddled him. He didn't know what to expect, but it wasn't this.

She lowered her dress, freed her breast, and leaned forward. Suddenly, he felt something stiff against his lips, and he instinctively understood what it was: her nipple. "Latch on and lick. Suck. Make it feel good for me," she ordered.

Like a well-trained slave, Eric obeyed. He worshipped her nipple, licking and nuzzling and sucking. His lips tightened around that point. His tongue darted, stimulating her exactly as she desired.

"Good. Good boy," she said. "You love being a good boy for your owner, don't you? You love showing me just how much control I have over you. I own you completely, don't I, Eric? Yes, I do." She could ask and answer her own questions because she was in charge.

Her enslaved boy couldn't answer. Maybe he wasn't gagged, yet his lips remained occupied. His tongue stayed busy as he worshiped her nipple. Then she pulled away, and he started to say something. Before he could form the first word, however, she pushed her other breast down against his mouth. "Lick," she ordered.

He bristled, yet he also obeyed.

Deep down, he tried to tell himself he had to fight her. Even if it meant another burst of agony, he could still refuse to cooperate. Despite everything she did to him, he didn't have to listen to her; he didn’t have to do what she said.

Even if those points were technically true, he still couldn't bring himself to fight. This time, he couldn't find the anger or courage to rebel against her. So instead, he licked her nipple, sucking gently, pleasuring her just as she demanded.

That's when she straddled his face again. She pulled her breast away, she lifted her skirt, and then she pushed her pussy down against his mouth.

He didn't start licking right away. Instead, Eric waited for her order.

"Good boy," she said. "You don't act until I tell you what to do. Isn't that right?"

"Yes," he breathed out, his words soft and warm against her inner thighs. Her pussy was right there, just in front of his mouth, yet he still hadn't received the command.

Finally, she gave it, "Lick."

At once, Eric yielded to her will by gliding his tongue up and down along her pussy. He went in deep, just like before. He lapped like a thirsty dog, just like before! Because she desired this, he gave it to her. He surrendered to her authority; he understood that he belonged to her. Those thoughts pulsed through his head. At the same time, they morphed into something else completely: instinct. It was like, day by day, he forgot how to maintain control over his own life.

Then again, that was precisely what she intended for him. He seemed to understand this on some level, yet that knowledge couldn't inoculate him against her effectiveness.

As he tasted her pussy, he knew she was enjoying this.

After just a few seconds, however, she drew back.

His eyes widened behind the mask. He didn't see her face; he didn't know what kind of expression she wore, yet the fear coiled through him. Tendrils of dread spread down his biceps and into his forearms. The same worries stretched into his legs as he contemplated what might happen next.

She grabbed his shaft, squeezed, and mounted him. His eyes widened again as he enjoyed the feel of her pussy tight around his legs. When she came down, Veronica enveloped him, squeezing and trapping him in the alluring heat of her slit.

"Don't you dare come. Not yet," she told him.

Not yet. Did that mean she was going to give him the release he craved?

Maybe. Maybe not.

Considering Veronica’s cruelty, it was so easy to imagine his tormentor riding him and testing his endurance, only to pull away at the last moment. Maybe then she would slap his balls with the ruler. Or perhaps she would break out some ice. Either way, he wouldn't be allowed his orgasm.

At the same time, he understood he had another option…

But could he take it?

What if he simply embraced the orgasm right away? He was close, so deliciously close. In fact, he had to actively concentrate on keeping himself from crossing that line and losing control. Some part of him desperately wanted to yield to those instincts and impulses. He wanted to give up, and to jerk his hips forward, to push into her, to fuck that beautiful woman and come hard heedless of what the consequences could be.

Eric didn't do it. The concept existed inside of his head except he couldn't bring himself to breach those psychological boundaries. His stepmother had him, so he feared what she could do. More importantly, he could sense that new concept buried deep inside of him: she owned him. If she owned him, he had to obey. He had to please her. This became his existence.

As such, Eric did his best to hold out. She rode him, gliding the sides of her pussy up and down along his shaft. She had him trapped, and now she forced him to embrace and enjoy those sensations as they rushed through his body. While the excitement pulsated along his skin, he knew he might fail at any second. Still, Eric held out. He resisted those biological drives. He fought, biting down even as he lifted his head and growled like a wild animal.

"Now," she ordered. "Come for me right now!"

Again, it was a manifestation of her desire for power. She understood this; she didn't care what it might have said about who she was or the kind of person she could become. Those sorts of judgment meant nothing when compared to the burst of animal satisfaction that sprinted along her senses. Everything became bright and evanescent as he pulsated. He jerked his hips up when he pumped into her, just as she craved.

He lost himself.

For those incredible, wonderful seconds, he forgot all about the punishments she could inflict. He forgot about pain, the captivity, the restraints, all of it…Instead, there were those blissful moments of wild ecstasy. They exploded through his body, and then it was done.

Without thinking about it, he tried to say, "Thank you." Just as he opened his mouth, she gagged him again, shoving the ball between his teeth. Then she patted him on the head and walked away. For the time being, she had finished with him.

Veronica contemplated his captivity. She loved having him, but another idea occurred to her.

She didn't know exactly when she had decided she would take this boy. For a very long time, that desire for control had burrowed its way deep into her psyche. She had yearned for total control and complete ownership. She wanted to be able to have someone exactly like Eric tied down, trapped, and waiting for her. She loved it.

Frankly, she knew she had made the right decision when she acted and finally kidnapped this boy.

She could use him however she wanted whenever she liked. For the most part, she was grateful to live in this time and place. More importantly, she recognized the simple joys of modern life. Occasionally, she heard people make comments about how they had been born in the wrong decades. Those individuals seldom considered what life would have actually been like. Instead, they relied on some superficial aesthetic.

But for Veronica, there was one aspect of life that would have been amazing. She imagined occasionally what it would have been like to live as a Roman domina with slaves and total control over those around her. At some point, she had read that at the height of the Roman empire, just fifty thousand women and men and control over millions. Those few at the very top half of the socioeconomic tower enjoyed so much power, influence, and luxury. Then there were the servants and slaves. Perhaps there was something of a merchant class in there as well, but Veronica had marveled at that simple notion that such a small group of people could wield so much authority. Then again, she smirked, thinking of how the world's billionaires were quickly taking on a similar role.

But for now, she shook her head as she considered that other fantasy…

Technically, she knew this would be a tremendous risk. She understood how dangerous it might be, yet that only added to the appeal.

Simultaneously, Veronica told herself, she already had the correct answer: Rebecca.

They had talked about it once or twice, but only in those rarefied moments when Veronica was absolutely certain the time was right. Like so many other people, Veronica studied her friends and learned about their likes, dislikes, their instincts, and their views of the world. Unlike most people, Veronica had no trouble adapting to virtually any social situation. As she studied those around her, she always came back to Rebecca as a potential accomplice.

She was tall and statuesque, beautiful with her flowing blonde hair, those bright blue eyes, those big breasts, and her firm ass. She looked amazing. Yes, maybe she was a little bit older compared to most boys' fantasies, yet she carried herself with a powerful dignity. More importantly, she knew what she wanted.

But how would she interpret Veronica’s cruelty?

For a long time, Veronica had never considered this possibility because it seemed too risky, but now the idea was there, and she couldn't or wouldn't shake it off.

This could work. More importantly, it could be amazing. It could feel so incredible, especially since she kept thinking of her trapped boys expression and how he would react. She contemplated seeing him struggle and squirm, thrashing, and fighting. She always loved to see him fight, especially because they both knew he couldn't escape.

Rebecca…

That woman's name continued to pulsed through Veronica's head, especially because there had been not request…

Originally, Veronica had dismissed the idea, but now this other possibility seemed so much more alluring. That's why she decided to study Rebecca in greater detail.

Over the following weeks, Veronica considered and contemplated her friend. More and more, she focused her efforts on the blonde. In doing so, she made those small discoveries. As time passed, Veronica decided that Rebecca was like her in so many different ways.

So she asked her friend out, and they went to a small restaurant. They had wine and sat off in the corner. They drank and joked and talked. They debated different artistic movements, the latest fashion, and various business ventures. It was easy and natural.

With many of her friends, Veronica found herself feigning interest. With Rebecca, she didn't have to. Both of these women were aggressive and vindictive—they shared a predatory drive. They were powerful, and they knew what they wanted.

For a long time, Veronica had assumed that Rebecca had only settled with her boyfriend.

But now, there was another possibility. Maybe she had made a strategic decision. Just as importantly, maybe Trevor was worth her time.

Before, when she had been completely focused on her side project (Eric), she hadn't really considered Trevor. He was handsome as strong jaw and as broad shoulders, but now…

"What are your worst instincts?" Veronica finally asked.

Rebecca took a sip from her glass and considered her. Yes, she seemed focused, yet they had been drinking for a couple of hours. They had chatted, nursing the wine and enjoying the ambience. It was getting late, and the restaurant would close soon. It was almost time to leave a generous tip and depart.

"My worst instincts? Isn't that a pretty brazen question?"

"It is," Veronica acknowledged. She dipped her head down slightly. "But I ask because we’re friends, and I'm pretty sure I know you. Do I know you?"

"What kind of answer are you looking for?"

"The honest, kind," Veronica said.

Rebecca considered this again. She took another sip, leaned forward, and said, "I want to be able to do whatever I like. That's it. No boundaries. No remorse." Then she pulled back and laughed like this idea was absurd.

"And what if I told you I had a slave? What if I told you I had taken a boy and keep them all for myself? What if I told you we could have some fun with him?" Veronica let the questions fall from her lips, one after another. They may have been framed as hypothetical, yet these women could both read this situation. Maybe this seemed brazen or overly bold, but Veronica had been considering this for quite some time. She had watched her friend, and now she wasn't surprised when Rebecca froze.

It wasn't shock, disgust, or disdain that kept Rebecca from responding immediately. Rather, intrigue and desire seemed to dominate her pretty face now.

"You're joking," Rebecca said.

"Let's go back to your place, play with Trevor, and maybe have some fun after. I might have someone I want to show you…"

They took a rideshare back to Rebecca's place. Along the way, Veronica’s friend texted her boyfriend.

They found him in Rebecca's living room, seated there with one arm stretched across the back of the couch, his legs crossed, and his eyes practically glued to the front door. He had been waiting, yet he showed no sign of impatience, probably because he didn't want to mess this up. It was the kind of opportunity most men dreamed about.

Veronica could admire his thick hair, strong brows, curved jaw, and fine physique. When he stood up, she nodded to herself. Then she looked back to Rebecca.

"Are we really going to do this?" asked her friend.

"We’re really going to do this," Veronica replied.

"Ladies, I can't wait," Trevor said. He stood up, strode forwar, and kissed his girlfriend. From there, he pulled away, and then he looked back at Veronica. Obviously, he was waiting for permission. She took a quick step forward before she pressed her body up against his. Veronica still had her hands at her sides, however. When she didn't push him away as he lifted his arms, he cupped her cheeks, and then he kissed her.

"I want to make you hard," she whispered to him a second later. "And I want to watch you take her. I want her on her hands and knees, and I want to see you pump into her. I want you to come as hard as you can. Are you good with that?"

"Very good," Trevor answered.

"Good," Veronica said. "Because that's just the beginning. First, I want you to service me. I want your face right between my legs. I want you to lick." She carefully enunciated each word as she let the different possibilities hang on the air.

Under normal circumstances, Trevor seemed like the kind of guy who couldn't be intimidated. But at that moment, he was with these two powerful women, and they overwhelmed him simply with the power of their collective charisma. He swallowed, although it looked like he was trying to hide the reflex. "I'll do whatever you want," he said.

"That's what I thought," she told him with a smirk.

Together, the three of them went into the bedroom. Veronica reached out and took Rebecca by her hand. Yes, they were going to have fun with Trevor, but there was something else...someone else...who really held their attention. But first, Trevor would play his part. After that, they could leave. They could go introduce another humiliating torment into Eric's tiny world of pain, darkness, and rare pleasure.

Veronica didn't hesitate. She climbed up onto the mattress, lifted her skirt, kicked off her shoes, and peeled off her panties. Rebecca watched, clearly intrigued. Maybe it was Veronica's easy confidence as though she would never doubt or question herself. Perhaps her interest came from another instinct altogether, the kind of impulse, a woman like Rebecca rarely considered or acknowledged. Yes, they had flirted before, but now they would share something far more intimate. And if all went well, there was another treat Rebecca might get to enjoy that night, one which wouldn’t include her boyfriend.

"Go to her, boy," Rebecca said.

She beckoned Trevor forward.

He rushed forward, throwing himself onto the mattress. He crawled toward her, scampering forward on his knuckles and knees.

Reaching out, Veronica ran her fingers through his hair and tightened her grip at the back of his head. She pulled him down, and he kissed her again, his lips hard against her mouth. Their tongues played and danced against one another. Sharpened pleasure blazed through her body, but it had very little to do with this man. Instead, Veronica kept thinking of her captive.

At that moment, Eric remained trapped in his small cell, bound and unable to move, perhaps wondering where she was or what she might be doing. In so many ways, Veronica had become his entire world.

It was perfect.

It was everything she had envisioned.

Back when she had first started fantasizing about this kind of power, Veronica had chided herself, occasionally wondering whether or not she could achieve her goals, only to experience some rush of guilt or shame. What if she actually took him, only to realize that her desires were some kind of biological mirage, and her instinct that persisted yet held no real allure for her? Veronica thought she knew herself well enough to decide one way or the other, yet that danger had remained.

Then she took him, and now she knew what she wanted. She hadn’t made a mistake. Taking him had been on her favorite decisions.

Those thoughts fluttered through her head.

She pulled Trevor onto his back. She kissed him again. He rolled her onto her back next. They were almost wrestling, but she savored that moment when he grabbed her wrists.

With a look or a word of command, she knew she could seize control of the situation. In fact, she peered up at him, "Lick."

"Yes, ma'am," he said with only a hint of sarcasm.

It didn't really matter. He could tell himself whatever he wanted (men always did), yet he still obeyed her, which was what she really cared about.

Trevor slid down along the length of her body. His eyes blazed with primal yearning as he slipped his head under her skirt. Then he nuzzled her, the tip of his nose and his hardened lips pressing against her sex. "Deeper," she demanded.

Standing off to the side and watching, Rebecca enjoyed the show. Maybe she had always wondered what it would be like to see Trevor go down on a powerful woman like Veronica. After all, she had money. But more than that, Veronica always enjoyed that charisma, that determination, that fierce personality which could bend people around her.

Trevor demonstrated that underlying truth as he lapped at her pussy, going in deep, pulling back, all while he tasted her crevice.

Reaching down, Veronica rested her hand against the back of his head. She savored the soft feel of his hair before she pushed, and he let out a quick squeak of dismay. He probably tried to hide it. Maybe he didn't even notice. But in that instant, Veronica looked back at her friend and mouthed, "He's good."

Rebecca nodded quickly.

Yes, she knew what kind of man she had under her control. Granted, this was the kind of influence or power a woman like Veronica wielded whenever she interacted with the male half of humanity.

The physical sensations were amazing, obviously, yet Veronica embraced a different impulse. She surrendered to another urge. With her eyes closed now, she arched her back and pushed her shoulders into the mattress. She grabbed onto the sheets and balled them up underneath her fingertips as she contemplated what her boy was about to encounter.

That was what drove her wild; that was what pushed her past the point of orgasm.

The pleasure rushed through her veins, flaring out along every inch of her body. She curled her toes and jabbed her fingernails down against her palms. Yes! Satisfaction roared through her frame as she kicked down and savored every moment of his tongue dancing against her pussy. She enjoyed the penetration, all of it.

But then she finished, and she shoved him away.

"Enough," she said with that same commanding air of determination.

"My turn," Rebecca said.

She climbed up onto the bed, and she looked down at her boyfriend. She pulled off his pants, stripped away his underwear, and went for his balls and his cock.

Veronica couldn't help but think about how she had teased and tormented Eric with that kind of treatment., But no, Trevor wasn't anything like that hapless boy back at Veronica's house. Instead, Trevor could enjoy himself. He laced his fingers behind his head and growled with primal satisfaction as his beautiful girlfriend touched him and teased him. Her fingers started lightly along her man's shaft.

Then, right when it looked like he might not be able to contain himself, she withdrew. She yanked down her black, sleek and tight pants. She tossed them onto the floor with her panties. Then she braced herself on her hands and knees. With her face down and ass up, Rebecca was ready for his attention.

Trevor didn't hesitate. He scrambled forward, aimed his cock, and shoved his shaft right between her legs. He went for her pussy, plowing into her, sliding into her, stretching the walls of her opening.

Eyes going wide, Rebecca panted out, gasping as the sensations rushed along her flesh.

Veronica watched all of this. She studied her friend, knowing what was going to happen next.

In the meantime, Trevor pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast, the friction of their bodies against one another driving him wild. Yes, he had to draw on the best of his reserves of strength, yet he managed to hold out for those few minutes. He pumped her, his face was ready, heat playing across his brows along with a damp sheen sweat.

Finally, he grunted and pulsated, thrusting into that rhythm as he lost himself to the animalistic bliss of completion. Then he jerked back, but the girls were laughing now. Veronica and Rebecca got dressed, knowing full well it was time to go.

"Hello, boy," Veronica whispered into his ear.

Yes, he had heard the door open, but there was still that mask over his face, rendering it impossible for him to see anything. He had no idea what she had in mind, yet a shiver of anticipation still ran through him. Beyond the fact that she was beautiful, he could always hope for the soft touch. She made him squirm and struggle because maybe he would be freed from his chastity cage. Maybe she would touch him and let him climax…

It happened. There were those moments when she teased him, only to pull her hands away at the last moment. Then there were those instances when she forced him to the climax in less than a minute. She could grab his shaft and effectively milk him, jerking his cock until he lost control.

Then there were those other sessions, the ones that left him gasping, crying, or screaming out as the agony swept across his defenses.

What did she have in mind for him this time? What did she have planned?

He didn't know, but Eric could always hope.

"So this is your toy," said someone else. It was a whisper, and part of him thought maybe it was Veronica, but no, that sound came from the other direction. He tensed up. There was someone else here?

"I expect you to be good. I expect you to use that tongue of yours. Show her how well you’ve been trained," Veronica said.

"Oh, I can tell he's going to lick. He's going to be so eager to go down on me," said the stranger.

In the next moment, someone climbed on top of him. She straddled his face with casual ease as though she had just mounted a pony. Then someone finally pulled the mask away.

He blinked several times, fighting hard to get his vision to adjust. He had to know what was going on! He had understand what was happening!

Finally, his eyes focused, and Eric found himself peering up at a woman. She had stripped off her pants. She was naked from the waist down. At first, he just focused on the contours of her legs. Then he saw her blouse and her blonde hair. There was also that smile on her face. She locked her eyes on his and said, "You know, when Veronica told me she kept a captive down here, I didn't really believe her. I thought she was just messing with me, but here you are, and now I'm going to get you to lick my pussy clean."

"What?" Eric started to say.

Veronica reached out and pressed her hand down against his mouth, immediately silencing him.

"What do you see?"

He saw a stranger—a beautiful woman—and he wanted to call out for her to help, only Eric quickly came to the obvious conclusion. That woman, whoever she was, clearly wanted to be there. More importantly, she seemed to understand exactly what was going on. She wasn't surprised by the shackles around his ankles, the straitjacket, any of it…She knew. She understood that he was a prisoner, and she had no problem with it.

If he felt that first rush of hope, it expired in his chest just as quickly.

From there, he studied the red lipstick on her mouth, the little bit of rouge on her cheeks, the sharp strength of her gaze, the curves of her chest as well as her flat stomach. But then, something drew him lower, and he glanced toward her pussy.

He saw the milky white, the dribbling ejaculate…

His eyes widened.

Knowing full well how to read her boy, Veronica couldn't help but laugh. "What's wrong?" Veronica asked. "Aren't you ready to lick her clean? This is my friend, our guest, and I expect you to behave yourself."

She pulled her hand away.

"No," he said, his voice going keep and intense. He spoke with as much sincerity as he could muster.

"Oh, does this mean I get to use the toy?" Rebecca asked.

"That's exactly what it means," Veronica answered, revealing the edges of her teeth as she spoke.

The stranger pulled out the ruler.

When he saw it, his eyes widened even more, and he jerked his head from side to side. This time, they allowed him to speak. Both of these women expected to hear him cry out, to beg and to plead. For Veronica, there was that familiar tenor of desperation in his voice. For the other woman, it was a novel experience, one she had may be considered in the past but always with the confines and privacy of her imagination.

Only right then and there, it was really happening!

Rebecca didn't even turn around all the way. Instead, she brought the tip of the ruler down in a tight arc. She swung casually, and maybe she wasn't sure whether or not she would strike correctly, but she hit her target perfectly. The ruler smacked into his balls, and he tore as hard as he could against it the straps of his straitjacket. Simultaneously, he attempted to kick out with his feet except those restraints held him down just as securely.

"No. Please, not again. Please!" Even as he blubbered, Rebecca laughed. Yes, she could be just as sadistic as her friend.

Rebecca struck again and again! One rush of pain after another burrowed into his body, eating through his defenses and leaving him utterly vulnerable.

"You know, I could ask again," Rebecca said casually.

"You don't want to do that," Veronica said. "You want to make sure he learns his lesson. That's the really important part. I mean, we already know that he's going to lick your pussy clean. He won't know who fucked you, but that doesn't really matter, now does it? He’s going to lick and suck and swallow. It doesn't matter how that come tastes. It doesn't matter how humiliated he feels. All that matters is that he obeys because I own him, and I’m sharing him with you."

"Veronica, you're such a good friend," Rebecca said.

Smirking, Veronica nodded diplomatically, "And you, Rebecca, are always going to be my best friend."

These women had a secret now, something special, something unique. It was an exquisite bond, one that could join them together forever. Maybe other women out there who felt as they did. Humans could be so vicious, after all.

But Veronica's cruelty was something special, something that could only rarely be matched.

If Eric wanted to speak, he suppressed that urge, probably because he didn't know what he could say.

Ultimately, there was nothing for him to do. Strapped down and powerless, he had to endure the next blow as well as the one after that. The pain twisted in his guts, flaring out from between his legs, climbing into his stomach, and exploding into his limbs.

Finally, Rebecca looked down at him again. "Are you ready to do it? Are ready to lick me clean?" As she spoke, she spread her legs a little more.

The milky substance was right there, pressed against the walls of her pussy.

Just as she had predicted, he stared up at her. His eyes darted from her face down along her torso and back toward her pussy.

Revulsion raced and danced through his body. He never imagined any kind of scenario where he would be in a position like this. He didn't want to believe it. He didn't want to accept it. Despite everything he had already experienced, This was supposed to be impossible!

"Are you ready to taste him?" Rebecca teased him.

"If it makes you feel any better," Veronica teased her captive, "he is so much bigger and better than you. When you're licking her pussy, you should think about his cock. You should think about who was there last." Both of the women chuckled at those words.

But they weren't going to give him another chance.

This time, Rebecca pressed her pussy down against his mouth.

Even though he kept his lips sealed together, Eric could still feel the warm, wet substance right there. The viscosity sent fresh shivers of disgust through his body, but he knew better than to try to turn away.

"Lick, slave," Veronica said.

As she spoke, she reached down and grabbed him by his balls. Yes, the pain from the ruler had been bad, but if she tightened her grip or twisted, fresh agony would burst through his frame.

Whether he wanted to admit it or not, he was scared. The fear splashed along his psyche, and that's why he forgot about his distaste. He opened his mouth. "Lick thoroughly. You have to be very thorough," Rebecca said. "When I go home, I want to be pristine right there. I want my boyfriend to be able to have sex with me again. And when he does, I want to think about your tongue down there. I want to think about how thorough you were."

He wouldn't do it. Eric couldn't do it. Those thoughts hammered into him, yet he still opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue, and he tasted that stranger's ejaculate.

He licked, tasting the outer edges first. There was that nearly liquid feel. But then it became gooey and slick. He hated those terms, and he tried to push them aside. He didn't want to think of what was happening or what he was doing or how he was behaving or what any of this meant.

And yet, he had no choice!

As hard as he tried to ignore all of this, Eric couldn't lose himself. To make matters worse, Rebecca continued to tease him. Both of the women did.

The blonde told him, "I love seeing you just like this. It makes me think I should get my own boy. What do you think of that, Eric? Should every woman have a slave boy locked away, strapped down, and utterly helpless just like you? Yeah, I think I would be a good idea."

"I know that I have a lot of fun with him," Veronica said with a vicious chuckle.

Because he had no choice, Eric went in deep, practically scooping out the come with the tip of his tongue. He swallowed it down. His stomach twisted, but there was still nothing could do about it.

Rebecca cried out, screaming at the top of her lungs when the orgasm raced through her body. She looked back at her friend, smiled warily, and drifted off. She left the room, closing the door behind her.

"Please, don't ever make me do that again," Eric pleaded.

Veronica picked up at the ruler. "What? You think you get to make requests? That's not how this works. And now, I'm going to remind you," she said. The glint of Veronica’s cruelty shined in her eyes as she went to work, swinging down and making him scream all over again.

The End


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.


Other Works by Anna Ritter

Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!


Want a free ebook?

To thank my readers for all of their support, I’ve written and published Court Ordered, a 34,000-word novella that you can get for free here. (Just enter 0.00 as the price along with your email address to download this novella for free!)
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