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Veronica’s Endgame

"Hello, slave," Veronica purred right as the door opened.

He had been left alone in the dark for a couple of hours—that was his best guess, anyway. Occasionally, Eric tried to count across the seconds. First, the count distracted him. Second, it could offer him some small sense of how much time had really gone by. Then again, he knew that his count would never be especially accurate. His thoughts could drift, or he could get bored, or he might fall asleep if he got especially lucky.

In that moment, he was on his back, his legs spread it, his cock locked in that chastity cage.

And now, he heard that woman's voice, and he instantly pictured her. He didn’t see her again, not yet. She stood behind him. The door had just opened, and the shaft of light had to cut across the floor.

Eric opened his mouth, and there was this strange urge lodged deep within his head. Without even seeing her, he wanted to call out some title, some sign of respect and adoration. He could have addressed her as something like "Mistress" or "Goddess". What if he used something regal like, "Your Highness"? "Princess"? The different possibilities flared inside his head, yet he didn't try to speak, especially because she had gagged him.

At first, there had just been that one spear of light flashing across the floor, the table, across his face. But now she hit the lights, and sharp illumination pounded down against him. Momentarily blinded, he clenched his eyes shut. Then he managed to get them open again, and he found himself staring up at her.

Veronica.

She had once been his stepmother.

Back then, he had respected her, at least nominally. When his father announced the marriage, Eric had done his best to simply shrug. He hadn't wanted to act out like some petulant teenager even though that was exactly what he had been. He tried to tell himself he could be more mature and that he could avoid so many of the different, stupid clichés that seemed to populate Disney movies about blended families. Instead, he had mostly ignored her.

By that point, he was an adolescent boy, which meant he could focus on his video games, his friends, his grades, all of those issues that had seemed so important at the time.

Then, right as he had been about to become an adult, she had confronted him.

At this point, the memories felt hazy. Truthfully, almost everything from his old life and his old existence had become murky, like the details had gotten mixed up and smashed together. Despite his best efforts, Eric couldn't think through any exact details. Maybe it was the fact that he had gone through those memories again and again, reliving them until the images became distorted. He remembered her talking to him, sounding so reasonable, and making that ridiculous request. She had wanted his inheritance, and he had scoffed.

That's why she dosed him.

When she drugged him, everything had gone black, and then the world crystallized into this new location: his prison, his dungeon, this one small room where she kept him captive. He still didn't know where he was. This could have been a basement at one of her properties. Or maybe he had never left her house. Maybe he was up in a modified attic. Or maybe he was in another country altogether.

Eric thought through the different scenarios at one point or another, back when he still thought escape was possible…

He might have been able to break out of his straitjacket, somehow escape the shackles around his ankles, break free, and make it all the way outside, only to be surrounded by strangers who didn't even speak English. He could have been in Asia, Africa, South America, Europe, literally anywhere…

And what if she had guards? What if there were people at this estate? They might be willing to help her?

Maybe they’d see this boy, and they would instantly recognize him as the captive she kept. For them, maybe her money was more important than anything he might be able to do or say. They would grab him and drag him back into the dark. They would slide him into a new straitjacket.

At this point, his fantasies had shifted, however.

He looked up at Veronica once his vision had adjusted to the onslaught of light.

She was beautiful…

More and more, he had come to that simple conclusion. Granted, he only got to see three people in total, yet there was something so incredible about the shine of her hair, her complexion, the shape of her face. When he looked up at her, he tried to memorize every detail again. When she walked into this room, it felt like she could bring sunlight with her.

"Hello," she said again. She reached down and stroked his cheek. "Are you ready to obey? Are you ready to serve me?"

He had a gag in his mouth. The rubber ball pushed against the edges of his teeth. More importantly, the gag made it impossible for this boy to utter a coherent sound. Instead, he could only jerk his head down and up. He could only communicate with those simple gestures, at least until she gave him the option of speaking. Would she?

Maybe. Maybe not. It was her prerogative.

It was always her prerogative.

No, she wouldn’t let him speak, not right away, anyway. She must’ve enjoyed silencing this boy.

Instead, she pulled out the key and held it up in front of his face. She let it sway from side to side before she pinched the handle and pushed it down into the lock on his chastity cage. Then she stopped, and she looked back at him. "I could let you out. Would you like that? Would you like me to let you out?"

On some level, he actually wanted to shrug. Technically, this didn't mean he didn't care one way or the other. On the contrary, he desperately yearned for the sense of freedom that an erection could bring. As an adolescent, then a young adult, Eric had never really contemplated what an erection might mean or even what it could symbolize. It was freedom. It was power. It was this biological symbol of masculine aggression.

And yet, she had taken it away from him.

"Do you want me to let you out?"

Her boy nodded his head slowly down and up. He didn't want to be presumptuous. After all, he understood how he belonged to her. His preferences didn't matter. His desires had become utterly irrelevant. Instead, he simply had to do whatever he could to please her.

"I like the idea of you getting hard, especially as you lick while I have some fun tonight."

Eric gulped and nodded. Still gagged, he couldn't answer her. In some ways, that was a relief.

Although he tried, Eric couldn't read her expression as she turned the key and popped open the lock. She pulled away the different pieces, freeing his member. Until recently, Eric and wondered what would have happened if he managed to get out of the restraints. If he had torn his arms free from the straitjacket, ripping the material and liberating himself, would he have been able to take off the chastity cage on his own? Ultimately, it didn't matter. She always kept him in restraints. He lived in those bonds, trapped and ultimately powerless.

This was his life now.

Even convicted prisoners had more freedom than he did. An individual might be locked in a cell, yet he could pace back and forth or do push-ups or run in place.

Eric didn't get any of those options. But now, she freed his manhood, and then she grabbed his balls and squeezed them, her fingers pushing down, sending a sharp stab of pain straight up into his gut. It flared out. He could feel those veins of agony race along his body.

He cried out, gasping into the gag.

Then she reached up, and she pulled the ball from between his teeth. She was going to let him talk!

No. His owner, Veronica, had something else in mind. She squeezed his balls. Again, holding them tight against her fingertips.

Another blast of agony swept through his body. The pain glanced up into his torso before shooting along his arms and echoing down into his legs. The pain burst straight up into his skull. He cried out.

She took the gag from between his teeth.

At this point, it wasn't a choice. This wasn’t some conscious decision on his part. That scream was ripped from his lungs, all because she felt like it.

And then she touched him.

At first, as he tried to blink through those tears, he wanted to understand what was going on. He lifted his head and peered down along the length of his body, past his down to shoulders and forearms. At this point, he could only watch, uncertain and confused as she touched him. Her fingers moved up and down along the length of his cock. Her fingers encircled his shaft, and she rubbed him, triggering a different set of desires.

Pain had flashed along his body, cutting to his core only a few seconds ago. But now, incandescent desire began to blossom inside of his chest. He arched his back, and he lifted his hips. He knew this wouldn't accomplish anything.

Veronica was an expert when it came to teasing this boy. She knew exactly how to bring him to the edge of release. How many times had she touched him and teased him, only to leave him squirming and desperate for more? How many times had she made him scream and beg, all while those desires swarmed his senses and ripped down his defenses? She knew how to make him beg, how to make him plead. Maybe he was fleeing pain or thirsting for pleasure.

Sometimes, it was both…

Veronica chuckled.

"I love watching you wiggle just like this, boy. You look so cute."

"Yes. Yes, Mistress," he said.

In that instant, he wasn't sure if that was what she expected to hear. Sometimes, she changed the rules. That was the game, after all. She made the rules, and she didn't have to share them with him.

In that moment, however, she didn't seem annoyed or offended by that title.

Mistress.

It represented so much. Power. Ownership. Complete control.

More than anything, it was that last facet of their relationship that she enjoyed the most. Complete and absolute control. This notion was more intoxicating than she could have ever predicted. When the idea first occurred to her, maybe she had dismissed it as some idle whim. And yet, the concept had grown until she hadn't been able to control herself, and then she gave him one last chance. He failed. He wouldn't share his inheritance, so she took him. She drugged him. She bound this boy, stripping him of his will and turning him into her plaything, all to satisfy one desire: complete and absolute control. Even now, those thoughts sent lightning sparks of arousal running through her flesh. She could feel it along the contours of her nipples and down between her legs, especially considering what she had most recently accomplished back at Rebecca's party.

Oddly enough, her desires had grown beyond this room.

She looked down into his eyes, and she instructed, "Tell me what you have learned." As she studied him, she continued to touch him, her fingers gliding along his shaft. With every soft caress and gentle stroke, she sent to those urges cascading along his nerves. The arousal grew stronger with every second. She could see it along his hardened lips, the tensed muscles down his neck, and the way his legs kicked against the table beneath him. He squirmed, and yet he still had to obey.

Sucking in a gasp of breath, he told her, "I am yours. I'm your property, Mistress. I belong to you. I will do anything and everything you want. I, I am yours. I am solely and totally yours."

"What about the rest of the world?"

"What world?" Eric asked. His eyes were wide. This wasn't a game. He didn't sound sarcastic or facetious. Instead, he had asked that question as though he truly hadn't understood what she meant.

Perfect.

"You can figure it out," she told him. At the same time, she brought her hand up to the top of his cock. With the pad of her thumb, she stroked him, right below his opening. She rubbed him, moving her thumb to the left, then the right, idly stroking him as she sent fresh waves of need coursing through his frame. He could feel it right between his legs, of course. And yet, though glowing embers of desperation burned hot in his toes and along the arches of his feet, up his legs, down his arms, and straight at his center. He could close his eyes, yet he couldn't escape her touch.

She knew exactly how to stimulate him. Over and over again, this reality slammed into him. She paid attention. She watched him and studied him. She learned everything she could. Even if she did this for her own satisfaction, that still included tormenting him. That meant both pleasure and pain.

"I, I don't know!" Eric cried out.

That was the wrong answer.

She pulled her hand away from his cock. She reached out with her other hand, and now her fingers slid beneath his scrotum. She started to touch Eric right between his legs, and his eyes got huge as waves of pleasure coursed along his body. It wasn't the satisfaction he craved, yet he could still enjoy that arousal. In fact, he had no choice…

Only then she encircled his balls and squeezed, tightening her grip. His eyes widened, yet he didn't see anything. He couldn't, not as that pain rocketed up from between his legs, straight along his spine and into his brain. The agony gripped him, and he twitched, squirming desperately, yet that only made it worse. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know where to go. With his arms trapped in a straitjacket, he could yank and pull and try to punch his way free, yet it didn't work.

It never worked.

"Try again," she said as she relaxed her grip.

If she had let him go and allowed at this point to catch his breath, maybe it would have been easier. Perhaps he would have been able to think clearly. Instead, she started touching again. Veronica’s fingers moved along his shaft. She stroked him with just the pad of one thumb. She started at that spot between his balls and his length. Then she gently worked her touch up to the tip of his cock. She came right back down again.

Moment by moment, he tried so hard to ignore what was happening.

And yet, that wasn't a possibility. He couldn't navigate around at that desperation. The arousal consumed everything, making it impossible for this boy to think.

Before his stepmother had taken him, Eric had gone online once, and he stumbled across one particular discussion about sex. In it, different people were talking about what shifted after an orgasm, and he remembered seeing a very specific phrase, "Post-nut clarity." Those words seem to somehow out-of-date, but they still worked. More importantly, he recognized the simple truth. When he got really horny, the world shifted, and his priorities became fuzzier. He couldn't really concentrate.

And yet, Veronica loved to keep him in that state. She loved looking down into his eyes and knowing that they were slightly glazed over with that desperate eagerness. He could stare up at her, studying the contours of her nose, the shine in her eyes, or the curves of her lips, and he’d hate himself for it, but he would be attracted to her. And when he was attracted to her like this, he longed for the opportunity to please her.

So many boys experienced that dynamic, of course, just not to this degree. How many young men in high schools stalked the halls and secretly snuck glances over at the cute cheerleaders in their short skirts? Those guys would tell themselves that they weren't actually interested in the girls, yet they still couldn't focus on anything else. Maybe they would yearn for the approval of those cheerleaders, all while also telling themselves that these girls were just twits and bimbos. Somehow, anger and desire could sit right next to each other, and the boys wouldn't be able to do anything about it.

But at this point, anger had been stolen away from Eric.

He had endured too much.

The constant, seemingly perpetual arousal had stolen something away from this boy. He no longer had any access to that kind of rage that he might have been able to summon. If he pulled against his straitjacket, now it had nothing to do with escape. It was an animalistic response, a reflex, a twitch of his shoulders and nothing more.

When he looked up at her, he ached to please her. This boy needed to satisfy her. Even if she allowed him to climax, it wouldn't give him any kind of real clarity or certainty. Instead, he’d still have that other urge lodged deep within his core. Even if she allowed him to come, it wasn't enough, not after everything he had gone through.

That's why she kept touching him. That's why she teased him, working him up. Fresh waves of need pulsed through his body, growing stronger and stronger. His lungs tightened, and his muscles locked.

The pain from just a few seconds ago had started to fade, but now she was touching him again. Veronica kept him stimulated. She didn't allow him to relax. This wasn't one of those moments or hours or days where he was left alone in the dark and forced to contemplate his new existence.

Instead, she made it almost impossible for this boy to think. He couldn't put any ideas together. Everything inside of his head felt slick and slippery. Each idea fell away, even as he knew he could be punished again.

Pain. He had to use that as his one point of reality. He needed to concentrate on what would happen if he messed up.

Focusing on that beautiful woman, he said, "I must do whatever you want. I have to please you."

"I know," she said, almost sweetly. "But that's not good enough. Right now, I want you to think about the rest of the world. How is it supposed to work? What should the world look like? What should it be?"

As his lips pulled back, he breathed in, and he could feel the cool air along the front of his teeth into the roof of his mouth. His heart kept kicking even though he wasn't allowed to move more than an inch or two in any direction. "Women should be in charge," he said.

At the same time, he braced himself for another explosion of agony. Even if he thought he deserved it because this woman was his goddess, and he’d do whatever she wished, he still recognize that the simple principle of his captivity. If she decided to punish him, then it would hurt, and there was nothing he could do about it.

"Good," she said.

Good?

He had done it. He pleased her.

And yet, his captivity still meant this would only give him a few more seconds. He could still fail. And even if he didn't fail, it might not matter because she could decide to start punishing him at any moment anyway.

"More," she instructed.

Veronica didn't give him any extra instructions. She didn't provide any additional clarity. Then again, she didn't have to.

He sucked in another breath, knowing full well that she could deliver another dose of agony at any instant. That's why he scrambled to think of the correct answer. What could he say that would please this woman? How could he satisfy his Mistress?

Eric yearned to stretch out his legs, to push his head down against the back of the table, anything to buy himself just a few more seconds. And yet, this woman had her eyes locked on him. She was watching him and waiting for an answer.

"Women should be in charge. Women should rule. Women should rule everything," he said, gasping out each sound for her.

She reached up and gently placed to fingers against the side of his neck. "Your heart is pounding. Are you scared? Does that idea scare you?"

"I, I don't know," he said, mostly because he wasn't certain what she expected to hear.

"Tell the truth," she commanded.

"Yes."

"More," she ordered.

He obeyed his former stepmother. He looked back at her, and he could still feel that attraction lodged deep within his gut. She tormented him and manipulated him. She played with him. She ripped down his defenses, making him completely and utterly helpless in front of her. He didn't want to believe that he could break—only he had because she knew exactly what she was doing. She understood how to sculpt and remake this boy exactly as she desired.

Obedience had only been one step. Now there was something else she expected from him.

"Women should be in charge. Women should rule," he told her. Then he glanced back at her again. "Women are better than men." Was that what she wanted to hear? Even as he spoke, he knew he wasn't lying. This wasn't some kind of grand deception on his part. Instead, he told her the truth as he understood it. In that instant, he could feel it: her superiority. She had taken him, imprisoned him, and now she owned him. She could do whatever she wished with him, and he couldn't argue or fight her. He couldn't defeat her. Even if he managed to hold out for just a few seconds, that wouldn’t mean anything, especially because she seemed to enjoy his resistance.

When he tried to fight, she could break him again.

Just as much of anything else, she loved shattering his defenses and tearing him down.

"Women should be in charge because they’re better?"

"More," Veronica purred.

"I, I will tell you whatever you want to hear," he said.

She squeezed his scrotum to deliver another shock of twisted pain. It stabbed up into his body. He could feel the sensations course along his inner thighs and straight into his torso. It almost felt as though his lungs had just been compacted.

"Not good enough," she said. "You have to believe it."

He did. For her, he would do and accept anything as the truth. "You’re right," he panted out. She had relaxed her grip, so now he could almost catch his breath. "You are right about all of it. Women are born to rule. Men are born to be slaves. We, we all need to be slaves."

"And what if we could have millions of rooms just like this one? What if all of the boys the world could be locked down and imprisoned and tamed just like you?" His owner chuckled and leaned down. Her breath was hot against his ear as she suggested, "Maybe it’s already happened."

Eric would never know, of course. He wouldn't be able to discern the truth. He had no idea what was going on in the wider world. At this point, he had completely lost track of time. Part of him wanted to believe that that his hours and days in the dark had dragged by, so maybe only a week or two had elapsed. And yet, it was just as easy to imagine this woman leaving him here for a couple of days at a time. Maybe months had elapsed…

How was the world changing? What new movies were coming out? What stupid memes spread online? What were the latest scandals and controversies?

For all he knew, the United States had gone to war with China, and he would be right there, still trapped. No one would tell him, of course, not when his only points of contact with the rest of the world came down to Veronica and her cruel friends.

"Yes, Mistress," he said. "Maybe it has already happened."

"You don't get to find out," she said. "Maybe you can imagine what it would be like if I took you out, naked and on a leash, but I'm not going to do that, Eric. I want you in here, wondering. Too bad for you, you don't get to know because you belong to me. You are a toy, you belong in the dark when I'm not playing with you. You don't get to know because you don't need to know. This is who you are."

"Yes. This, this is who I am."

"Tell me again why women should rule?"

"Women are stronger? Women are smarter and faster?" Eric didn't even know if he believed in those points, yet he had to look down along the length of his body, and he could see his own captivity. From the straitjacket down to the shackles around his ankles, he was trapped right there with his cock and balls on display. She could ride him whenever she liked. She could climb on top of him and take him or punish him.

"And guess what?"

"Mistress?"

"I have another special treat for you. I kept it warm just for you," she said, reaching down and stroking his cheek with the back of her hand.

Her touch was so enticing, yet he couldn't do anything about it, and now she lifted up her skirt and pulled down her tights and her panties she discarded them as she climbed up and straddled his face. When he looked up, he could see the white, gooey mess along the walls of her pussy.

"Would you like to hear about him?"

"If it would please you," he said, because that was the only real answer.

"Actually, I think it would," she replied. In the next moment, she pushed her pussy down against his mouth. He could feel the dribble against his lips. Of course, that wasn't good enough. He waited for her command, however. He understood that her control was absolute, so he couldn't act prematurely.

"Lick, boy. Lick and clean me out. I want to feel your tongue. Oh, and I want you to get a good taste of Derek."

The tension shot down along his neck and into his shoulders. His fingers shoved up against the palms of his hands. The frustration and revulsion still fluttered through him, yet it remained suppressed and buried underneath that new layer of his personality: obedience. As her subjugated plaything, he licked. His tongue went up, and she enjoyed that shiver of pleasure.

"Good. Good boy. That's right. Lick. Lick your Mistress clean. Show me what you can do for your owner. You want to be a good boy, don't you? You didn't when you first got here. When I took you, you thought you could fight, didn't you? You had all of these adorable little delusions about independence and freedom, but this is your life now. You can never escape. You can never break free. You belong to me. You’ll always belong to me. Always!" As she spoke, she bobbed her slit along his mouth. She shifted forward and pulled back again and again. He knew what was going to happen even as that slimy, salty sweet taste buzzed against his tongue and up into the back of his throat. He swallowed it down. He had no choice. This time, he didn't even have to hear the command because he knew precisely what she expected from him.

"Derek is an amazing guy," she said. "I mean, he is smart and funny, and he really asks some interesting questions. He knows how to make me think. Then again, that isn't why I'm attracted to him, now is it? No. I love to run my hands along his naked body. I love his shoulders and his biceps and his abs. He’s so amazing. He's not like you, Eric. You might be my toy, but you're never going to be some bodybuilder. You can never be a model, could you? You might be handsome enough to be my toy, but that's all you're ever going to be. I'm not going to let you out. I won’t ever let you run. I want you right here, trapped in this prison. I want you to forget what daylight feels like." She chuckled at the idea like it was funny.

Veronica paused for several seconds.

"Tonight, he was amazing. We went back to his bedroom, and he was on top of me, and I had my legs spread and my feet in the air. We kissed, and then he licked my nipples, and then he went down on me. Of course, it's different for you, isn't it? You have to worry about cleaning me. You have to think about his come dribbling down into your mouth."

Eric bristled. The tension jerked across his body as waves of humiliation flashed through his body.

"But if you think about it, this is good for you. This is what you want, isn't it? Because you're getting me excited again, and you’re definitely going to give me an orgasm. Because if you don't, there are consequences. Even if you do, there could still be consequences!" she laughed, tossing her head back and letting her dark hair slap against her shoulder blades. "That's right, boy. Keep licking. Keep licking like the toy you are. Lick and service me. Make me feel good. You know, this is what you want to do. You know you don't have any choice. Keep going. You are a boy, and you are a slave. Derek might not knew the truth about women, or how we’re superior, but that's okay. He can run free because he's a dumb himbo who doesn't think about politics. But I want you to. I want you to contemplate all of the freedom you had and how I was right to take it away. I want you to think about how this is good for you. This is good for the world. We didn't need another spoiled rich boy running around. No. You belong here. This is where you need to be. You deserve that straitjacket."

His owner pulled her pussy away from his mouth. Sitting up straight, she shifted back a few inches and stared down into his face. At first, he didn't understand what was going on, but then she said, "Say it."

"This is where I need to be," he answered quickly. Even as he spoke, he could feel the dampened ejaculate against the contours of his lips and the tip of his tongue. Fresh revulsion shot through Eric’s body, but there was nothing he could do about it, and they both knew it. This boy was trapped right there, and he couldn't escape.

She wouldn't let him go.

Veronica would never, ever let him go.

He belonged to her!

"And what if the women of the world decided to keep every boy as a slave just like you?"

Eric tried to envision what that could be like. In just an instant, he blinked, and in that momentary darkness, he contemplated prisons all across the world. In each one, boys like him could be kept in tiny cells just like this. Eric liked to think he had held out for quite some time, but how long would it take for the other boys to break?

"That would be a better world," he told her. He wasn't even sure if he meant it, yet that hardly mattered. His own perspectives and opinions had become irrelevant because Veronica was in charge. She owned him, and she issued the commands. He existed for her pleasure.

"Why?"

"Women are better than men. Women are stronger. They’re smarter."

"Good," she said.

His breathing came faster, but she pushed her pussy down against his mouth. "Keep licking, boy. Show me where you belong. Show me again and again because this is what I expect from you. Demonstrate your inferiority. Show me exactly where you belong. Lick and go deep. Service me."

He obeyed, worshiping her. He slid his tongue up into her pussy, and he gave her exactly what she craved.

"Yes. Yes. Just like that. More!" She closed her eyes, and then she jerked away as she finished with him.

"Should I ride you?"

"If you would please you," he said. That was almost always the right answer whenever she asked for his preferences.

His own desires couldn't change anything. They didn't matter. In fact, he learned to ignore them more and more. Just as she wanted, he had become an object for her pleasure. He was a plaything that stayed right there, on his back, trapped in the straitjacket, his legs spread and his body on display for her pleasure.

"Was that enough for you?"

"I, I don't understand," he said.

Veronica raised her hand and snapped her fingers. That's when he saw her friend.

Rebecca.

Like Veronica, she wore a gorgeous, form-fitting dress. "You know, I really like having sex with Marcus, but I didn't feel like taking a shower afterward. Maybe this boy can clean me out?"

"Of course, he can," Veronica said, the corners for eyes crinkling with amusement. "My boy knows his place. He understands how he should be used. Don't you, Eric?"

"Yes. Yes, Mistress."

"Beg her for the chance to lick her pussy. She has another thick, creamy load right between her legs, and she wants you to clean her out, but you have to beg for the privilege. Yes, you do." As Veronica spoke, she reached down and tapped his cheek with the palm of her hand.

Biting down, he glanced back at the other woman. In that instant, maybe there was that flicker of defiance or resistance behind his eyes or between his ears. Even so, he pushed it down all over again because he knew his place. At the same time, a different belief started to stretch through his body. Veronica reminded him again and again of his own inferiority. He was a boy, which meant he was born to be a plaything. He was a slave even if that concept had been outlawed. Decades ago, it hardly mattered. She had control. The outside no longer existed. His memories from his old life had taken on this strangely watery, translucent quality, like they didn't really exist.

They were delusions.

This was the only reality.

"Please, may I lick your pussy? May I lick your pussy and swallow his come?"

"You may," Rebecca said. Just like her friend before her, she climbed up onto the table and straddled his face.

At once, Eric began to lick and lap when he heard her command. "Make sure I'm sparkling clean when you're all done," she said, making him sound like a car wash. But no, he wasn't using towels or sponges. This was his mouth. This was his tongue. He licked, lifting his head and going in deep, just as he had done for his owner.

Clenching her eyes shut, Rebecca savored every second of this. Hot pleasure cascaded through her body. She loved the way he felt. More than that, she seemed to enjoy his reluctance. Even if he didn't give any sign of his defiance, she still glanced over at her friend, "You think he still hates this?"

"Oh, yeah," Veronica said as though there couldn't possibly be any question or doubt. "For this boy, it’s still completely disgusting, but he does it."

"Poor boy," Rebecca said with just a hint of sympathy. But then, she pushed her slit down against his mouth, and she gave him the command again. "Oh well," she said with a shrug. "It's probably good for him. He needs to learn how to be a good slave."

"Exactly," Veronica said.

For the next couple of seconds or maybe minutes, he kept his head raised slightly while he licked. He scooped out every droplet and endured the gooey texture. Hot disgust ran through his body, yet he still couldn't stop. He had to do this. He didn't get any choice. There was no other option.

On some level, maybe he wanted to argue or fight or resist. He did struggle, twisting from side to side as he unconsciously wiggled against the confines of his straitjacket.

Eric couldn't break free. Before, over the course of his captivity, he had been given hours upon hours to try to fight back. Alone in the dark, he had waited, resting and channeling every ounce of strength he possessed. That hadn't been enough. This wasn't enough either. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't rip through the fabric. The jacket kept him trapped.

And so, he defaulted back to his training. Like the well-trained slave she had forced him to become, Eric satisfied her friend, and then Rebecca finished, and she glanced back. "Can I give them something special for all of his trouble?"

Something special. Her tone shifted when she uttered those words.

Veronica, however, seemed to know exactly what her friend meant. "Absolutely."

Reaching back, Rebecca ran her fingers along Eric's cock. She touched him, and squeezed him. She played with the base of his shaft, the sides of his manhood, and his tip. Within seconds, he was on the verge of an orgasm again. Veronica teased him, but she didn't allow him to climax, so all of those desires came roaring back through his body. The desperation fell on him like an avalanche.

But then, she grabbed his balls and jerked exactly as Veronica had done before. Her shockingly powerful grip delivered a wild injection of sickening agony.

He hadn't expected this, not from Rebecca. Yes, she loved to demean him. And yet, she seemed to treat him with the same basic respect most people gave to their friends' pets. Even if he was humiliated and subjugated, it wasn't her place to punish or discipline him. There was no way for this boy to build up any kind of defense. He couldn't try to brace himself or protect himself from the onslaught of pain. It lanced into his gut as he arched his back, screaming, yet there was no escape from her tightened grip.

If anything, she only squeezed harder.

Tittering, Rebecca finally let him go, and then she sat on his face again.

Right as she gave the command to lick, his tongue darted up, and he tasted her excitement all over again. The heat radiated off of her body as she savored those sensations. They came off of her and waves as she rode his face, grinding her pussy against his mouth.

Then she came hard, her toes curling, her knees braced against to the table. Her muscles tensed, and she screamed out.

Then she pulled away, and she looked down at him. "Sorry about that," she said without any trace of sympathy or mercy in her voice. On the contrary, she wore that spoiled smile of hers. Then she slipped away, and that's when Veronica snapped her fingers again. "Have fun," she said.

Eric shut his eyes, and he tried to hide from what might happen next. He must've been able to see the inevitable, yet he still tried to delay it for as long as possible. Only then, he heard that chuckling.

Ronald.

Eric opened his eyes again.

"Since I'm better than you, do I have the right to hand you off to my friend?" Veronica asked.

"Yes," he said.

"And if it makes me wet to see you suck this man's cock, is there anything you can do about it?"

"No, Mistress," he said.

"No…" Veronica said with this bright smile. She shook her head from side to side. At the same time, she brushed her fingers down his shoulder, along his elbow, up to his wrist, then down toward his stomach. When she got to his balls, Eric quivered. It was so easy to imagine her squeezing again, delivering another vibrant jolt of pain. She could make him scream out. She could make him suck in one breath after another, only to expel that air as another shrill shriek.

Only this time, she had something else in mind as she caressed him. She used the flat of her palm to make this circular motion along the tip of his member. While the excitement and started to flare through his body. It was easy to imagine these bolts of incandescent heat coursing throughout his frame. He could feel down to the tips of his toes, up his calves, along his thighs, between his legs, and up into the interior of his core. Fresh excitement burned through his body.

"Do you feel that?" Veronica asked as she brought him to the edge. "This is what you want right here, but I want you to think about Ronald. Think about his cock right in your mouth. Think about how I'm going to watch him pump your face all over again. He loves plowing those pretty lips of yours."

Eric couldn't try to deny the truth. In theory, she couldn't actually read his mind. She had no idea what happened behind his eyes or within the rounded boundaries of his skull. Even so, he did as she ordered. Because Veronica wanted this, Eric frowned while those images played through his head, and the pleasure rushed from his cock. She kept touching him, stimulating him! At the same time, he imagined his lips tightening around her friend's stiffened circumference. Like a good boy, Eric would suck that man's cock, blowing him as hard as he could. He would worship him, taking every inch, all the way to the back of his throat. It might feel like he could gag at any moment, yet that still wouldn't stop Ronald from using Eric's mouth over and over and over again…

Then, right as Eric opened his eyes, he saw that man standing over him. He hadn't unzipped his pants yet.

"You know," Veronica said as she touched a finger to the corner of her mouth, "I just had a really good idea. What if you ask Ronald for the privilege of servicing his cock?"

At this moment, Eric wished he could have hesitated, argued, or negotiated. Those different urges raged through his body, especially because he wanted to believe he could be better than this.

But no, he couldn't. He was her toy, and so he obeyed at once and without question, "Ronald, may I have of the privilege of servicing your cock?"

"Try again," Veronica instructed. "Address him as Sir."

"Sir, may I have of the privilege of servicing your cock? Please, Sir?"

"Yes," Ronald said as he dropped one hand between his legs. He unzipped his pants, dropped to the tap, and grinned ferociously. That's when he climbed up on top of Eric just as Veronica and Rebecca had done. Eric was about to taste another load of ejaculate, only this time it was going to be much fresher.

Somehow, that only made this worse.

Eric still couldn't bring himself to argue.

After days or weeks or months of training, he had lost something. Even now, maybe there was some reflexive desire to find that defiance, only he couldn't do it. He was her boy; he had become her toy. As a plaything, he couldn't argue. The idea of negotiation somehow felt wrong, like it could no longer fit into his understanding of how the universe functioned.

"Get ready," Ronald said.

Seconds later, he pulled out his hardened cock. With his erection right there, he grinned down at Eric.

Without even being told to do so, Eric lifted his head. He opened his mouth and licked his lips, making sure they were slick and lubricated for this man.

Hot shame bristled at his core, and yet that emotional response simply didn't matter. It couldn’t change anything, not after she had rewritten all of his goals, desires, and even the perspectives he could take. He was her boy. He was her toy. He came back to that truth again and again. There was no other escape, no way for him to fight back.

Yield. Obey.

Those had to be his imperatives now. Nothing else could matter.

And at that moment, she wanted to watch him suck another man's cock.

Back before his abduction, Eric had occasionally fantasized about different girls getting together. Those lesbian fantasies always sounded so sweet and enticing. There was something magical about watching two girls make out, flirt, or even do more than that…

But now, Eric had to open his eyes and look up along the length of Ronald's body even as this man positioned his cock right in front of the slave's shining lips.

"Suck," Ronald ordered.

Instead of answering, Eric obeyed. He raised his head just a tiny bit more, and then he latched on, tightening his lips around Ronald’s shaft. At that next moment, his tormentor shoved forward, sliding his flesh along Eric's mouth. A second later, the boy could feel the tip of that hardened length at the back of his throat.

Instantly, his gag reflex kicked in; spasms ran down along his throat, drilling into his muscles.

Despite this, Eric still didn't break. He licked and sucked, his tongue darting along Ronald’s manhood. Breathing in and out as slowly as he could, Eric managed to keep his muscles under control. He wasn't going to lose himself. He wouldn't disappoint his owner. That was the only failure, he knew. He couldn't disappoint Veronica. He couldn't make her angry. Her satisfaction had become his only priority.

And so he gave the best blow job he could, worshiping this man. He hollowed his cheeks, ran his head up and down, and used his tongue. He swirled around Ronald's opening. He tasted Ronald’s excitement.

But that was just the beginning. Seconds turned into minutes, yet Eric kept sucking like an obedient slave. He worshiped this man, all while ragged humiliation and frustration and revulsion reverberated through his body. It started at his chest. It seemed to flare out from his chest and into the rest of his body.

Lick and suck. Lick and suck. Lick and suck.

As a trapped sex slave, Eric followed that mantra. Every other thought faded away, yet he still couldn't escape those emotional responses. Along every vein and all the way down to the marrow in his bones, he hated this. Servicing Veronica was one thing. Even Rebecca was better. Ronald disgusted him in a different way altogether, especially because this boy knew what was coming.

It didn't matter.

Eric's feelings couldn't change anything. He tried to hold on to that reality as he tightened his lips.

Ronald groaned. "Yes. That's right. Get ready to swallow. Get ready to swallow like an eager little slut." He threw his head back and laughed even as he rammed his shaft into Eric's mouth all over again.

In that next moment, his tormentor came hard, thrusting, pulsating, and throbbing. He spent his load, splashing it against the back of Eric's mouth. It was hot and slick. It felt like it was dribbling down his throat. Even so, Eric fought down all of his defiance and resistance. After all, Veronica was watching. Perhaps Eric didn't feel like he had to obey this man, yet he knew that his former stepmother owned him in every way imaginable. Pleasing her always had to be his own and only goal.

Eric proved that simple point again as he gulped down that ejaculate.

Finally, it was done, and Ronald pulled back. He exhaled. "Wow. That was amazing. Veronica, as always, thank you." He even doffed an imaginary hat as though he wished to thank her for all of her hard work. Technically, she hadn't done anything beyond giving this man permission to use Eric.

Ronald sauntered off, and the door closed behind him. The lights remained on, however. More importantly, Veronica still towered over him.

"You know, I almost want to kiss you right now, but it's impossible for me to think about where that mouth has been. So you know, I think it's time for a different kind of pleasure."

Before he had been broken, he would have shaken his head from side to side. Even if he didn't plead for the kind of mercy that would never be forthcoming, Eric still looked up at her. At the same time, something shuddered deep within his chest as she climbed back up onto the table. Only this time, she turned around, and she lowered her ass to his mouth as she lifted her skirt.

Inside of his straitjacket, he pushed his hands down against his stomach. His fingers tightened, and he could feel his nails shove up against his flesh. At some point, he might push hard enough to draw blood. Not today. Not this time.

"Lick," she said even as she pushed her ass down against his mouth.

He breathed in her aroma, and then he lifted his head, just as he had done for Ronald.

This time, it was better and worse. It was different. It was fundamentally different, yet the outcome remained the same because Eric had to satisfy this woman.

There could be no other outcome. That was the inevitable. Like a good boy, he opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue, and penetrated her exactly as she wished. She rubbed her ass along his face, and his tongue darted along her opening. He went in deep. The sides of his tongue slid along the walls of her opening.

"Yes. That's right. I love using you. I love knowing that I can own you just like this. You belong to me, don't you, boy? There’s no escape for you. This is your life now." She chuckled. Yes, she had said those words to him before, yet that was the point. She wanted to wear him down, to remind him again and again of who he had become. He wasn't an independent, thinking person, not anymore. His old fantasies, desires, and goals had been rendered obsolete by her authority.

She had given him a new status, and he couldn't break away.

Even if another wave of revulsion pulsed through his body, he still couldn't stop himself.

He licked her ass. He went in deep.

His tongue pushed up and drew back down, giving her the friction and satisfaction she craved.

Then she jerked back, and Veronica peeked down into his eyes. "Tell me where you belong."

"I belong wherever you want me, Mistress," he said.

"Tell me you were born for slavery."

"I was born for slavery," he said.

"Thank me for enslaving you," she said next.

His mouth opened slightly, and he sucked in a breath. His chest rose as his lungs expanded, yet he hesitated. His doubts and that pause only lasted for the gap between heartbeats, yet he knew what he had done. If he had hoped for some surge of defiance, he must've been disappointed because he yielded to her all over again. In fact, she hadn't even noticed how he hesitated. "Thank you for enslaving me."

"Not good enough," Veronica decided, sliding her hand between his legs. She grabbed his balls and squeezed, sending a fluttering spike of pain racing through his skin. It drilled up into his core, and she tried to wiggle away, yet there was no escape for him.

He could try to please her. He had no other choice. Eric sucked in a breath, cried out, and somehow managed to regain some limited use of his faculties, "Thank you for enslaving me, Mistress! Thank you for owning me! I'm a boy. I’m a dumb boy, so I can't think for myself. That's why I need to be enslaved. Thank you for enslaving me. Thank you for putting me in a straitjacket and forcing me into chastity and making sure I always remember my place!"

She relaxed her grip. "Better." But then she laughed and grabbed his balls again. She squeezed them, pressing down on those fleshy marbles as she sent another jolt of agony, sweeping across his flesh. Every nerve he possessed seemed to cry out all at once. He had done his best, and he even managed to please her, but it wasn't enough, not when she felt like inflicting that stab of pain.

His owner let go, and then she squeezed his cock. She stroked him, almost lovingly caressing his member as the pain faded and the arousal flooded through his body.

"You know, I think I want to relieve myself again," she said.

His eyes widened.

"What?"

"You didn't address me correctly," she said.

At once, he regained his senses. He looked up at her. At the same time, she knew she was testing him. She had broken him, taming him and removing those unnecessary parts his personality. She had buried his defiance, breaking him over and over again until it seemed as though there was nothing left. In middle school and high school, he had learned how to assert himself. But now, he came to the opposite conclusions as he yielded to her power.

Practically buzzing with excitement, Veronica sat up, turned around, and repositioned herself. She crouched right above him, and she had spread her legs.

"Don't look away," she ordered.

Hot fear pulsed through his body. She only done this to him once before, but it was going to happen, and there was no way for him to escape. He had to understand that fact, yet he still tugged in squirmed unconsciously against the confines of his straitjacket. His legs kicked out, and she could hear the chains jangling.

It didn't offend her, of course. If anything, Veronica loved knowing how much he didn't want this to happen. She savored his fear and drank in his humiliated frustration.

"After this, I might ride you. Would you like that, boy? Would you like me to ride you after you get to drink?"

Drink.

He had his mouth open, and he understood what was going to happen next. And yet, he couldn't think about it. Instead, he focused on these next few seconds and minutes as a reflex. It was something he simply had to do.

His heart hammered away in his chest, thudding from one second to the next. The horror mounted. The frustration and humiliation blossomed deep within his core, yet she still had her legs spread, and he looked up at her opening. He knew what was going to happen.

There were probably lots of guys out in the wider world who would have loved this kind of intimacy, only they didn't know what kind of woman Veronica really was. In fact, she had only recently discovered what she could accomplish. For so long, all of this must’ve felt like some kind of ridiculous fantasy. Kidnapping her stepson? Enslaving him? No, none of that was supposed to be possible. And yet she had accomplished all of this!

That's why she relaxed, straightened her back, closed her eyes, and much of the relief flooded through her system mouth, she relaxed.

Her muscles let go, and then there was that stream.

Hot liquid splashed down against his cheeks. Droplets splashed along his nose.

He watched as the liquid flowed in that slender jet.

He couldn’t close his mouth. Instead, he drank, swallowing, just as she knew he would.

Chuckling to herself, she gushed, "That's right. Drink up. Keep drinking. Drink, boy!" She laughed. Yes, she could do this to him. She could do whatever she liked! She had complete and absolute control. This was the kind of power she had yearned for over the course of so many months and years. She couldn't name the exact moment when it coalesced into an actual fantasy, yet she knew what she wanted, and she had this handsome boy strapped down and powerless.

Finally, the stream abated, dropping away, and then she turned back around. "Look at that. Your face is all wet. Oh, and it got in your hair too," she said. "Too bad for you."

"Yes, Mistress."

"How do you feel, slave?"

In truth, Eric didn't know how he was supposed to feel or even what he was supposed to say. Then again, she didn't want him to consider it. Rather, he had to answer reflexively. He had to give her the correct response. And yes, there was something she expected him to say. If he didn't get it right, the consequences could be severe—again. With each second, he could feel that frightened anticipation along the curves of his balls as he imagined her, grabbing and squeezing all over again.

"Eager," he said. Yes, that word shot out without thought on his part. "Grateful."

"And why would you be grateful?" Veronica asked him.

Again, he didn't think about it. He didn't ponder what the correct answer was supposed to be. He couldn't, not when pleasure and pain seemed to overwhelm him. There were these battling storms, rushing through his body and sweeping across every thought and idea that might have formed. Still, his lips moved. He told her, "I'm grateful because I'm a boy, and I need to be your slave. I need this. Thank you. Thank you for enslaving me. Thank you for taking control. I, I was wrong to try to make my own decisions. I'm a boy, and boys need to be owned."

"Good," she said.

That's when she climbed on top of him again, only this time, she grabbed his cock. She stroked him. He had remained hard this whole time. Even when she pissed on his face and into his mouth, his erection had persisted.

And now, she dropped herself down, and she started to ride him. He blinked. Her pussy was wet, so she grabbed him, and she slid down on top of him, claiming him. The walls of her pussy tightened against his opening. He didn't think this was possible. And yet, she kept him trapped and bound, so she could do whatever she liked.

In that moment, she rode him, sliding up, slipping back down, taking inch by inch. Then she paused. "Slavery is good for you, isn't it?"

"Yes. Slavery is good for me. Slavery is good for every boy!"

She chuckled, and then she started riding him again, moving up and down over and over. Wild excitement surged through her body.

She had this boy. She had everything she wanted, and yet she still took him. She squeezed, sliding forward and back, up and then down. She used him, turning him into her living dildo. Even with the aroma radiating off of his forehead and cheeks, she continued to enjoy this. After all, that scent demonstrated her control.

"My toy. My fun little plaything. "Do I ever have to let you up?"

"No, Mistress!" When she first captured him, he would’ve wanted to think that he was lying to her. He would have yearned to think this had all been some kind of deception or tactic on his part.

It wasn't. It wasn't a strategy, and he wasn't trying to deceive or defy her either. He already knew that wouldn't and couldn't work.

He belonged to her. She controlled his existence.

Laughing hard, she rode him, moving up and down again now. The friction sent electric shocks of desperation coursing through his body, yet he still didn't climax. He couldn't. She was the only one who could decide when or if he might be able to enjoy this. That rush of satisfaction and pleasure was hers to give. If she wanted to pull away and uses mouth, all while he lingered, soaking in that arousal, she could do it.

"Come for me," she said.

Again, he didn't think about it. This wasn't a conscious decision. It wasn't the product of any kind of deliberation. She issued the command, and his body obeyed. Jerking his hips up, he pushed his cock deep between her legs, and he seized that tiny bit of control as he embraced to be orgasm. The climax swept across his body as she enjoyed herself. "Yes. Just like that. Yes. Right. Keep going. Come for me, slave!" She shouted out those words, one after another.

With that fierce and hungry grin on her face, Veronica drained him. Soon, there was nothing left.

She pulled away, and she grinned down at her boy.

"Oh, look at that," she said with a taunting chuckle. "It looks like I need to be cleaned again."

Staring down into his eyes, she waited for his reaction.

As a tamed to slave, he said, "Yes, Mistress." She climbed on top of his face, pressed her pussy to his mouth, and waited for his tongue to slide up into that white, gooey mess. It was time for him to lick and clean and swallow all over again.

The End
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