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Veronica’s Cruelty

"How long do you think it's going to take?" Veronica asked as she rubbed her pussy against his face. In that moment, Eric serviced her with all of the enthusiasm he could muster. On some level, he must have absolutely hated this. After all, days or weeks or months or even years probably wouldn't have been enough to strip away all of his other memories. His old life beckoned like shadows in his peripheral vision. Even when he didn’t pay attention, they still remained.

Eric could always recall what he should have been entitled to: wealth, prestige, and freedom.

Although Veronica absolutely savored the realities of owning this boy, she understood that much of her pleasure came from what she had taken away and what might have been…If Eric had been allowed to proceed with his life, then he would have had all of these tremendous advantages. He was a reasonably good-looking boy, his inheritance would have been impressive, and he had the education and privilege to achieve almost anything. Perhaps he would have started a company or joined some major corporation. Maybe he would have jumped into academia and earned a PhD eventually.

Granted, when she first took him, there hadn't been any sign of greatness in this boy. Still, she understood that people could mature at different rates. Maybe, after just a few more years, Eric would have discovered some grand passion.

Too bad.

That wasn't going to happen now.

If Veronica had been kinder or if this boy had made a better decision, then Veronica never would have kidnapped him. He would’ve shared his inheritance, and his stepmother would’ve have been prompted to kidnap and enslave him…

But she had, and now he was her property, and she had no intention of letting him go.

This was another facet of her control. This was another element of her pleasure! She didn't need to worry about releasing him. On the contrary, he’d always be hers. In this sense, she honestly believed she was giving him something good and special and unique. Although she had stripped away his potential, she had also taken away that those existential worries. Out in the wider world, so many people lost themselves to fears of what might've been. Year-by-year, society became more complicated. Whether it was a question of politics or climate change or the constantly evolving economy, different individuals would always have to make so many varied choices without ever knowing what the best solution could’ve been. That could be exhausting.

But her boy didn't get any choices.

When she expected him to lick her pussy, he did it. If he failed to please her, she punished him. Hell, even when she savored every second of his oral service, she could still punish him! Sometimes, he fought, and she enjoyed the show, so she let him squirm and resist. This was her favorite part: simply following her own whims. She didn't need to be consistent, logical, or fair. Veronica could simply do what she wanted. She could run her fingers through her shining black hair, smile down at him, and gag him or blindfold him, slap him, sit on his face, or position her ass right in front of his mouth before she demanded that he lick.

This was perfect.

Before she had taken him, she had honestly wondered whether or not reality would be able to compete with her fantasies. It was a valid concern, she knew. All too often, individuals fantasized one set of scenarios, only to experience them and realize that the imagined ideal would always be superior.

In her case, that wasn't true.

On the contrary, she had never been able to perfectly picture this boy yanking or twisting against his shackles, the little yelps and whimpering sounds he might be able to make, the sweat on his face, or the desperation gleaming in his eyes. She had tried, of course, but the reality of his captivity was always so, so much more satisfying!

Even now, she savored what she had accomplished.

Frankly, Veronica loved this equipment. She had installed it herself, taking her time in making sure she had every piece right. Since she didn't like the idea of taking her slave out of the private chambers where she kept him, she had drugged him after filling another syringe filled with sedatives.

In truth, she loved injecting him. There was something so heady about having this boy shackled and powerless as she got ready to pierce his skin with the tip of a needle. Then she could push down on the syringe, pumping his bloodstream with one chemical or another. He could hate it with every fiber of his being, but he couldn't stop her…

The drugs could invade his bloodstream; she could conquer him from the inside.

While he had been squirming in his shackles, she turned on the lights, sashayed over to him, lifted the syringe, and watched that look of panic spread across his face. At the time, he had been gagged, so he had squirmed, tugging and bucking against his bonds like angry livestock. It was adorable, and Veronica had specifically taken her time. She intended to let this boy soak in his dread.

It worked, of course.

"Keep going, boy. Fight as hard as you can. It's always so adorable to watch you struggle. I love knowing that you’re doing your absolute best, but it still isn't good enough, is it?" At this point, she chuckled. "Don't worry. I'm feeling gentle right now. But when you wake up? Who knows? Maybe I'm going to feel brutal. Maybe I'm going to enjoy hearing you scream. What do you think of that, Eric? Do you feel like screaming?" Due to the gag lodged in his mouth, he shook his head from side to side.

"You know what? I think I feel like hearing you beg. Let's hear you beg, boy." She reached down, and she was about to remove his gag, but she decided to reach for his balls instead. Her fingers brushed along the contours of his chastity cage. He shivered. At that moment, she tried to remember exactly how long it had been since she had drained him. Quite a while, she decided with a smirk.

Too bad for him.

As a young man, he was probably quite virile. At least, he had the potential. Veronica, however, rarely released him from his cage. Or if she did, she edged him, drawing out those desires, making him desperately hard, only to squeeze or slap his balls. That usually wrecked his erection, at which point she could slide him back into his cock lock. Veronica always enjoyed giving him that taste of freedom. Otherwise, he was always restrained in one way or another. That might have meant shackles around his wrists, binders on his feet, or something else altogether. For the most part, however, she loved having her boy just like this, spread out, naked, his body vulnerable and on display.

But now, it was time to inject him, so she sedated him. She trapped him within his own body. He knew he was going to fall asleep, just as he understood there was nothing he could do about it.

Then, when he woke up, the new restraints were in place. Tentatively, he had tested those manacles. The result was predictable; he remained a captive…her plaything.

On the floor, she had created a new framework. She had bolted the different pieces of iron together, so he found himself with his legs spread and lifted into the air, his cock free and on display, his arms spread and straight, each one aiming toward the left or right.

"I think this is going to be perfect," she said. "I get to play with this." She reached down and stroked her fingers around his ass. "I get to play with this." She squeezed his scrotum. Yes, she squeezed a little too hard, sending a jolt of pain racing up his torso, along his spine, and straight into his skull. "And of course, I play with this." She toyed with his shaft, gliding her fingers along his cage. She didn't make contact with the sensitive flesh of his shaft. Instead, she knew how badly he wanted that taste of freedom.

It was funny; she kept him locked away, usually in the dark. Light had become a privilege for this boy. She controlled what he tasted, touched, heard, saw and smelled. His five senses belonged to her. His world had shrunk down, so now she owned his existence.

Power, more than anything else, excited her in a way she had never been able to truly explain. In some sense, this may have seemed obvious. Everyone, it seemed, craved some degree of influence over their world and surroundings. And yet, it had been so much more intense for Veronica.

Most people didn’t want to own a slave. Most people could settle on the safety of a romantic partner. Veronica needed more—she yearned for this pure, distilled breed of control.

While other women may have searched for a sense of security and the knowledge that their boyfriends or husbands would never cheat on them, Veronica craved for a different kind of power. When she picked Eric, she knew she wanted to control every facet of his life. She wanted him restrained, bound in a dark room, unable to escape, her prisoner, her slave, her perfect plaything. More than that, she wanted to see him struggle and fight. Along the way, she could turn him into an eager toy, ready to serve her whenever she wanted.

Along the way, her fantasies had become more and more vicious.

At some point, she would break him. He would surrender.

And there were those times when he seemed almost eager to pleasure his owner. But there were still those moments when he attempted to rebel. He would fight, yanking and twisting.

"Lick," she said once he had awoken. She pressed her pussy down against his lips. At that point, Eric remained disoriented, but she didn't care. If anything, she was curious to see what he would do before he completely regained his faculties.

Right as he started to wake up, he breathed in, and maybe he detected the scent of her arousal first. That warm musk filled his nostrils, but he still didn't really understand what was happening, not even after she started to slide her pussy along his lips.

Despite his confusion, he obeyed his training and opened his mouth. He stuck out his tongue, and he tentatively probed her crevice. Just as she expected, he began to lick; he started to worship her.

"Good," she gasped out. "Good boy. That's right. Lick. Lick your owner. Show me exactly what you can do. Show me where you belong, Eric!"

He tensed for a moment.

His tongue stopped.

Immediately, she reached back. With his ankles in the air, his balls were especially vulnerable; it was so easy to slide her hand around the vulnerable jewels. That's when she squeezed, her nails digging down into his soft flesh. The pain exploded along his skin, and he yanked and twisted, fighting as hard as he could to break free from the metal shackles around his wrists.

Despite pumping every iota of effort he owned into his limbs, it wasn't anywhere near enough. This wasn't a movie or some fantasy, so he couldn't break away. He wasn't a superhero with incredible strength. He could have worked at those restraints for years or decades, and he would’ve still remained there, bound and trapped, exactly where she wanted him.

She squeezed again.

Another jolt of agony exploded through his body.

"Faster, boy," she ordered. "Show me what you can do. Show me exactly what that tongue is good for." She reveled in her unbridled power and authority.

This time, he complied. Perhaps he made a conscious decision; maybe he just followed his trained instincts at this point. Either way, his tongue darted and danced and licked along her opening. He worshiped her slit, exactly as she expected. He used the tip of his nose, the edges of his lips, and the length of his tongue as he pushed up as far as he could. His neck was probably tired already, and he must've been able to feel that strain down into his shoulders, but he still didn't stop. He couldn’t. He knew better than that.

"Good. That's right. Make it feel good for me. Show me exactly what you can do, boy. You aren't supposed to think for yourself. You don't need to think about anything at all. Just listen to the sound of my voice and do as I tell you. That’s all that counts. That is all that matters. Yes. Just like that. Keep licking. Lick even though I'm going to make you scream later. Yes, I am. I'm going to make you cry out. I'm going to have some fun with you, all because I can!"

She called out those words, one after another.

The orgasm exploded like this miniature star deep within her center. It flared out from between her legs, rushed along her hips and down her thighs. She could feel it at her toes as they curled and tensed. The pleasure flashed up to her shoulders, along her neck. She could feel it at the underside of her jaw and up to the roots of her hair. Clenching her eyes shut, she lost herself to that incandescent bliss. Bright swirls of light seemed to dance and play throughout her body. That was how this kind of heat felt to Eric's captor.

"Good," she said. "Very good. Now, tell me how much you enjoy being my oral slave."

"I, I enjoy being your oral slave," he told her with just that hint of dread in his voice. She scared him.

Ironically, back when he had enjoyed his freedom, he never really respected her. As far as he had been concerned, Veronica was just this older woman who had married his father. For the most part, they had largely ignored one another. They had never been close, nor did they fight. Then again, there was enough money that he didn't need to worry about resources. It wasn't like he had to "share" anything meaningful.

But now, he didn't "share". Instead, he surrendered all he had. His clothing had been stripped away along with every ounce of freedom he had once taken for granted.

Generally speaking, he only had one choice now: obey or defy her. That was it.

And defiance always meant paying a price in pain.

The idea made her grinned ferociously. The corners of her mouth rose up, and she savored the cool air against her teeth as she looked down at him.

"Tell me something, boy. Do you think you're ever going to escape?" Very gently now, she brushed her fingers and the edges of her nails down along the side of his face to the side of his jaw, down his neck, and along his chest.

His body tensed. Maybe he fantasized about how she might pull the key away from her necklace and slide it down into the lock on his chastity cage. At any moment, this beautiful, raven-haired woman could have freed his shaft, giving him the privilege of an erection.

Eric had to answer; he needed to respond. If he didn't, she’d become annoyed, and it could get far worse. Yes, she had squeezed his balls and sent that spasm of pain running along his skin, but it could be worse. It could be so much worse…

Inhaling slowly, her captive tried to figure out exactly what he should tell her. Part of him wanted to defy her. Even at that moment, the temptation lingered at the edge of his thoughts. Yes, the taste of her excitement still thrummed along his lips and at the tip of his tongue, but her boy almost always ached for the chance to get his old life back. It was impossible not to remember how it felt to play video games, go outside, and make his own decisions. Even now, his fingers pushed against the palms of his hands. He made those impotent fists.

But then he breathed out, and he remembered that this woman controlled every facet of his life, so he looked up toward the ceiling, "No…" There. He said it. He gave her the answer she desired.

He hoped it would be enough. It wasn't. "Keep going," she coaxed him.

"No," he continued. "I, I'm never going to get out of here."

"What makes you say that?"

"You have been planning this for too long," he said. "You’re careful. You’re smart! You don't make mistakes. You keep me restrained all the time."

"I do, don't I?"

"Yes," Eric agreed as he growled through that answer. "You keep me shackled or tied down. I can never, ever get away."

"No, you can't," she said.

That's when she finished putting on the harness.

He blinked and looked up. At the moment, he was allowed to see her; that felt like some kind of privilege, especially when she could slide the blindfold over his face and take away his sight whenever she liked. But now, he saw the dildo, and she wore it right there between her legs. She was about to peg him.

Even if he knew it was futile, Eric still couldn't resist the temptation as he called out, "No. Not that. Please, not that!"

"What? You want the chance to suck it first?" Veronica laughed. This was just another way for her to control him. She detached the dildo, sliding it free from her harness. Then she walked back over to her boy, and that's when she grabbed his balls and squeezed.

He didn't want to scream out, but Eric couldn't help himself, not as that impulse rampaged across his skin. Agony! Pain! That's sickening twist in his stomach forced him to arch his back as he cried out. The worst part was that she had practiced this, so, so many times! Veronica knew exactly how to inflict this kind of pain on him.

And it worked…

Right as he opened his mouth, she shoved the tip of the dildo down between his teeth. It pushed up against the back of his throat; he nearly choked. "Suck it, boy," she ordered. "Make it nice and wet, so I can fuck you hard."

His eyes widened. He had endured this before, of course. Even so, he hated it.

Her boy tried to punch out. He yanked with his arms. He kicked out with his feet. The chains jingled and jangled; those sounds vibrated along his skin, but he still couldn't tear his way through those iron restraints. The metal kept him spread out and powerless exactly as she had expected.

"Use your tongue," she said again.

What difference did it make? It wasn't like this inanimate object could actually feel anything. Even so, she slid it back, almost slipping in the dildo completely free from his mouth. She pushed it down, pulled it back, and shoved. She savored that look of panic on his face, especially when his gag reflex kicked in and it felt like he’d choke.

His owner couldn't help herself; she threw her head back and laughed. While he struggled to breathe and to get those automatic responses under control, her enslaved boy could still admire her beautiful face. She was older, powerful, and unstoppable. He tried to hate her, only he couldn't, especially when she was right there, and she knew how to tease him. He drank in the sight of her olive complexion, black hair, her sharp nose, and the curves of her lips.

Finally, she pulled the artificial phallus back.

"Look at how it glistens," she told him. She may have been overly poetic, yet she didn't care, especially because she expected him to squirm. With a wicked little smirk, she asked him, "What about your chastity cage? Should I let you out of it?"

His nostrils flared, and he sucked in a breath. As hard as he tried, he couldn't bring himself to answer. Then she tilted her head to one side, "No. I don't think I should." That's when she slid the dildo back into place. She savored the way it sparkled under the dim light, and now she came forward. She lowered herself down onto her knees, aimed the tip of her fake phallus, and pushed forward.

At first, he hadn't understood why she’d want to do this to him. Why peg him? Then he figured it out: it was another demonstration of power, another way for her to do whatever she wanted, all while he remained utterly helpless. Powerless, he couldn’t stop her. He couldn’t even try.

Veronica shoved forward, stretching the walls of his ass. At the same time, he clenched down, but it was futile. He couldn't block her; he couldn't keep her out. Those rounded curves slid up into him. She drew back and took a slow breath as she watched him. "This must be so hard for you," she said. "I bet you always liked to fantasize about being big and powerful, didn't you?"

"Yes," he growled out, his voice low.

"That's never going to happen. You’re always going to be a toy. You’re always going to be my plaything." She rammed into him again, thrusting the dildo up into his body before she yanked back. This time, she didn't pause to talk to him. Instead, she plowed him again, pumping up, sliding back, again and again. Soon, her nipples were tight, perspiration dotted her forehead, and her breathing came in quick gasps. She didn't care. She took her time and used him hard. She grabbed onto the metal bars and rammed him again and again, thrusting harder and faster.

Then she jerked away before she pulled down her harness. Savoring this, she relaxed for a moment.

She sat on his face, spreading her legs and bracing her knees as she commanded him, "Service me."

Her oral slave obeyed, opening his mouth and gliding his tongue along her pussy again and again.

This was just the appetizer. She came within a few seconds. She couldn't help herself. Then again, she didn't want to. She could be selfish and embrace those temptations. There was simply no need to consider her slave’s feelings.

That's when she turned around. Again, she took her time before she pressed her ass down against his mouth. "Go deep," she ordered.

He bristled. Even after all this time, he still hated licking her ass. There’d always be something gross and horrifying and distasteful about it.

And yet, he didn't get any choice.

He could try to fight back, but she would break him. That much was obvious.

"Now!" Since he didn't move fast enough, she grabbed his balls and squeezed to deliver another pulse of agony. He whimpered and cried out, and then he lifted his head. Lips parted, Eric stuck out his tongue, and he pushed it against the walls of her opening. He licked her ass, going in deep. His tongue flicked up and down, left and right, in tight little spirals, all for her pleasure.

At this point, she closed her eyes and relaxed into the sensations. She lowered herself down another quarter inch. He went in deep; he had no choice. His tongue got tired, yet that didn't matter.

The revulsion continued to pulse through his body, only that couldn’t alter his situation either. He could hate this. He could jerk against his shackles and try to punch or kick his way free, but it wouldn't do any good, and they both knew it. She’d only enjoy his rage and helpless frustration. There was no freedom; there was no escape.

But then he heard something. A knock on a door? At first, Eric believed it had to be some kind of trick. This couldn't actually be happening.

But then, his captor pulled away. She grinned at him and said, "Oh, that other, extra special treat his here for you."

He didn't understand, not until she walked back and opened the door. It was behind him; no matter how he twisted or writhed, Eric couldn't see where it was. In fact, he actually had no idea where he was kept. Maybe it was in her house? Maybe it was some abandoned warehouse? Maybe he was underground in a hidden bunker? Without any light or a clue, it was impossible to know one way or the other, and Veronica certainly wasn't going to tell him.

Then he saw the other woman.

For just a second, hope blossomed inside of his chest, and he wanted to beg her to let him go.

He saw it was Rebecca, and the moisture drained away from his mouth.

"Hello, boy," she said, grinning. That's when she looked back at her friend, "Do you mind if I use him now?"

Do you mind if I use him now? That question reverberated inside of his head, especially because he understood precisely how it made him sound. He was a toy, an object, a tool to be used…As far as these two women were concerned, he existed for their pleasure.

"That depends. Do you have a present for him?"

"I do," Rebecca purred.

A present…

Eric bristled, tensing his lips because he understood precisely what that euphemism meant. Another wave of revulsion washed over him, but he wouldn't get to argue or fight. There was nothing this boy could do or say to change what was about to happen.

"By all means," Veronica said. She had already enjoyed to several orgasms. Her pussy was wet as was her ass. And now, she stepped back because she intended to share him.

In her red dress, Rebecca climbed into position and spread her legs right after she pulled down her panties.

When he breathed in, he caught the aroma of her excitement, but there was something else, a cloying aroma, one he had learned to recognize…

In so many different ways, he must’ve understood the futility of this, but he still had to try. He had to make the attempt as he gushed out with one word after another, "Please. Please, don't make me do it. Please!"

"He begs so pretty," Rebecca said.

"He does," Veronica agreed.

When he had first been captured, Eric had imagined his captor as some statistical deviant, an impossibly rare individual who craved this kind of authority and perfect control. Out in the wider world, no one else could be this cruel or determined. Maybe there were people out there with fantasies, but it could never happen more than once. And yet, she brought someone else down here into his dungeon. Veronica showed him off and shared him…

And now, he gazed up at Rebecca, but he wanted to believe she might experience some rush of fear, like maybe she would start to worry about what could happen if he ever escaped. For Veronica, that wasn't a question or a possibility, so she didn't need to worry about it. Apparently, Rebecca was just as confident since she ran her fingers through her hair and tucked a few loose strands behind her ears. Then she straddled him, bracing her knees against the sides of his head as she pushed her pussy down to his mouth.

"Lick, boy. Use that tongue and show me exactly how your owner has trained you!" Excitement and unbridled joy rippled across her voice as she issued those orders. For women like Rebecca and Veronica, wealth may have been easy, but power rarely presented itself to them. Yes, they were beautiful, so they could manipulate the men around them, but that required a degree of discretion that they didn't enjoy. They still had to play by rules.

With Eric, they determined what happened. Their decisions were the only ones that mattered.

Inevitably, he broke. With both women in the room now, Eric knew he had no choice. He lifted his head, and he licked. He tasted it: the hot ejaculate between the walls of her pussy. She had enjoyed sex with someone else, and now he had to lick her clean.

Silently, he raged. He fumed. Fury pulsed through his body, but that didn't stop him from obeying. He still gave these women exactly what they craved. He worshiped Rebecca as Veronica watched. He licked, running his tongue along and tasting another man's seed. Fresh frustration throbbed through his body, growing stronger and stronger. That storm coalesced, swirling and spiraling deep within his chest. Without thinking, he jerked against his bonds. He yanked hard, pulling the chains tight. He still couldn't break away. He couldn't move more than a few inches in any direction, yet he vented some of that anger.

“Good boy!” she cried out as the satisfaction rushed up through her body. Rebecca came hard. Maybe it was the way he squirmed. Perhaps she could sense his aggravation.

One way or another, she loved every second of this. And now she finally pulled away. She smiled down at the boy. "Very nicely done," she said, gulping down fresh air.

"Do you think he deserves a reward?" Veronica asked from her spot across the room.

Eric glanced back at Rebecca. What was she going to say? Strictly speaking, she didn't own him. And yet, Veronica would probably listen to her friend. They were close, both in terms of what they did in the outside world, plus they shared this secret. They had this boy locked away…

"I think he does," Rebecca said.

"I agree," Veronica as she pulled the chain from around her neck. She let the key dangle in front of his face.

Just because she showed him the key, that didn't mean she’d use it. And even if she used it, that didn't mean they were going to allow him an orgasm.

The anger dissipated, only to be replaced by the constant companion of his arousal. It wasn't fair, not when she often coaxed him. She could let him out of the cock lock, only to slide her fingers along his manhood. She would touch him and tease him, keeping him right there on the verge of release for a few minutes or maybe a few hours if she felt especially wicked. At the same time, he would never, ever be able to be sure of what might happen next.

His uncertainty, doubt and worry could burn through any defiance he tried to build.

She could touch and stimulate him, only to lock him up again. Just as easily, she could touch him, making the hard, only to turn around and walk away, locking him in the darkness. Inevitably, his erection would fade away at some point. Maybe he would fall asleep, only to wake up in his chastity cage again. Then there were those moments when she milked him. That was exactly how it felt as she tightened her grip around his cock. She could squeeze, jerking him up and down, and draining him within the span of a few seconds. After that, she might slap his balls to make him scream.

Or maybe she’d skip the pain and have sex with him…

That was rare, but she could ride him, turning his cock into another sex toy. As his owner, it was her prerogative. She could use him and play with him. She could get off on top of him…

In truth, he didn't know which one he should hope for.

But now she stroked his balls. Her fingers moved along his scrotum; she teased to the underside of his sack, just barely touching him as she stimulated him. Hot bolts of excitement pulsed through his body. They sped along his core and flared out into his arms and legs. He could feel those urges grip his hands, especially right there at his palms.

Then she used the key. His owner slipped it into the lock. She began to remove the pieces of his chastity cage, sliding the ring from underneath his balls, the tube off of his shaft, the different connectors…And when she finished, his manhood stiffened. The desires flooded through his body, growing even stronger now. White heat cascaded along his skin. It flared out from his center. He savored it. Through every impulse, he tried to brace himself.

If he looked especially eager, would that change their minds? Would Veronica decide he needed pain rather than pleasure?

She could change her mind at any moment; she could follow any whim or impulse she possessed. He had learned that much.

"Should I ride you right now, boy? Should I take this and use this because it's my right?" Veronica asked as she gripped his cock. "Because you know, there’s nothing stopping me."

"You, you get to decide," he told her. "I’m at your disposal. Use me hard if you want. Take me or don't. I, I will do my best to please you either way."

"Good answer," she said. "I want you to know that this isn't about manipulation. This is about something else altogether." As Rebecca watched, Veronica spread her legs, came down on top of him, and enveloped his cock. Her bound boy could feel the tip of his shaft against the walls of her pussy.

She took him all at once, surrounding him, trapping him, owning him. In that instant, they were connected by her power and his helplessness. Veronica possessed her stepson in a way he could hardly contemplate. The heat of her body soaked into him, all while he panted, hyperventilating from one shallow breath to the next. What was she going to do next? He had to wonder. He couldn't figure it out. He had no control. He couldn't dictate the terms of his service or his obedience.

As she embraced of the sensations now coursing from between her legs up into the rest of her frame, she remained quiet. She must've been aware of her spectator. Rebecca was watching. The other woman nibbled on her bottom lip as she enjoyed the show. Like her friend, Rebecca favored this kind of cruelty.

More than that, they could both enjoy the worry and dread which seemed to radiate off of this boy. If he had been left alone, then maybe he could have grown into this strong, powerful man. But now, he was trapped, bound and naked, utterly helpless and completely at their mercy. Veronica could mold him into whatever she liked. And at that moment, she reduced him to the status of a human dildo.

Veronica remained still for those first couple of seconds. Breathing in and out, she seemed to relax into her hold over him. She loved the way her tight pussy squeezed against his cock. She had his most important body part locked in a biological prison as she slid up, slipped back down, and forced him to shiver with desire.

Most of his life existed as pain and frustration, humiliation and service. Even if she kept him bound at all times, he could still contemplate those moments when he would be expected to lap his tongue along her crevice or deep between her butt cheeks. At times like this, however, he could enjoy himself. In fact, she forced him to savor those jolts of pleasure and desire.

Maybe she’d even let him climax…

Perhaps.

Maybe.

It was a possibility. It was something she could demand from him. She could steal that orgasm, riding his shaft hard until the desperation collapsed into that throbbing instinct. He could lose control, and the reflex could take over. He could jerk his hips up as much as he shackles allowed, thrusting into her.

But for the moment, Veronica grinned down at him. She smiled at her boy, her eyes only a few inches away from his. "Are you ready? Are you ready to be taken and used?" Even as she spoke, she undulated her hips forward and back, up and down. With every motion, she reveled in the friction of his body against hers. There was something so deliciously addictive about those sensations as they rocketed along her nerves.

This was what she craved! This was what she demanded! Most importantly, this was what she could steal from her boy. He had become her property, and now she enjoyed the benefits of owning him. Out in the world, other women had to cooperate and compromise. They had to discuss and ask for what they wanted.

Not Veronica. Veronica could walk into this room and ride him whenever she liked. She could sit on his face, or press her ass down against his mouth. Those thoughts and that fundamental freedom seemed so much better than anything else any other man might be able to offer.

She laughed, throwing her head back and letting her raven-hair splash against her shoulder blades as she glanced over at her friend. Sure enough, Rebecca had her hands over her chest as she watched, her eyes shining with bright desire.

But this one belonged to Veronica. She rode her boy harder, pushing him until he gasped out, "Please. Please, can I—can I come? Please!"

"No," she tossed back with casual disdain. That's when she grinned down at this boy. Hearing him plead and whimper excited her in a way she could never quite explain. The words were there, of course. She could provide some theoretical or academic explanation, but that never felt quite right.

Because of her answer, he locked his teeth together, sucked in a breath through his nostrils, and struggled to obey her. He wouldn't and couldn't climax, not yet. He couldn't throw himself into that blazing pleasure. Instead, he had to maintain control.

She wasn't finished with him, not even as she continued to ride him, gliding her wet slit up and down along the length of his cock. White hot pleasure ran through her body; she came hard! He could sense it. There was something about her shifting tone. Or maybe it came down to a question of how her pussy tightened around his shaft. Either way, he experienced that flash of pleasure inside of her body.

And yet, he hadn't been given permission.

Would she allow him the privilege? Would she permit him to savor the release of an orgasm?

In theory, he could have disobeyed. At that moment, he could have burned through the best of his defiance by simply thrusting up into her, grinding hard, and embracing the pleasure. He could’ve thrown himself into that blast of primal bliss. Clenching down, he could have savored at that throbbing, pulsating movement as he pushed up and fell down, thrusting and ramming into her with everything he had.

But if he did that, there’d be consequences. She could lock him up for days or weeks or months. She could edge him each day. She could make sure he screamed out, desperate for more and terrified of what agony might come next.

He hadn't capitulated, not completely, not perfectly. And yet, after everything he had already gone through, he was scared of what she could accomplish.

"Now," she said.

"What?" Eric called out.

"Now," she said with a sultry chuckle. She was laughing at him, especially because he didn't quite understand. It was hard for this boy to think clearly, especially when she drove him to the edge like this. Desperation screeched through his body. It radiated out from between his legs, up to his heart, and straight into the meat of his brain.

Granted, it wasn't fair, not when she consistently drove him wild, not when she could play with him and punish him, stripping away all of the clarity he had once possessed. After all, something like this was never supposed to have been possible. Seriously, he was supposed be this well-off young man, the kind of boy who could go out and buy the affection if girls that he really needed to. And if not, he could have gone to a prestigious college, learned so much, networked, and eventually settled into a good career. Maybe he wasn't brilliant. Maybe he wasn't spectacularly special, but that potential had still been there—especially when so much of his life had been setup for his eventual success.

Or at least, it had been there until this woman chose him as her plaything.

For a long time, she had envisioned all the different possibilities. And now, her vision came true as she rode him. Finally, he understood what she had said.

He locked his teeth together, closed his eyes, and threw himself into that blaze of pleasure. Satisfaction rolled across his frame, crushing every other thought and idea. In that moment, he couldn't rebel. He couldn't be anything except for her toy. He had held out, and now he lost himself to that storm of pleasure and completion. The climax swept over him, hollowing him out as she enjoyed the feel of his manhood.

And then it was done, and she smiled down at him.

"You know what's next," she said.

"Are you sure you don't want to hold it?" Rebecca said. "Our guest is going to be here any minute."

"Good point. I think he wants to clean me out. Isn't that right, boy? Don't you want to lick? Don't you want to make sure you can please your owner?"

Biting down, he glared up at her with all of the ferocity he could manage. Still, he was tired. The exhaustion crawled across his body. The fatigue bit down into his muscles. He wasn't allowed to move, not much, not while he remained trapped in those shackles, but he still shook his head from side to side as he tried to conjure some trivial iota of resistance. He needed to coax that anger.

"Poor boy," Veronica said with a little shake of her head. "You try so hard, don't you? You really think you're going to be able to fight your way out of here. But you can't because you're not breaking those shackles. Too bad. They’re never letting you go." She lowered her voice to a whisper and dipped her head down. Her lips lingered just a few inches away from his ear as she shared something that was almost a secret, "I'm glad I picked you, boy. You're mine. I'm your owner, and you'll always be mine. You can never escape. Never." She hissed in that final word into his ear, pulled back, and straddled his face again. She raised her skirt, spread her legs, and pushed her pussy down against his mouth.

Despite the exhaustion pulsating through his body, he still managed to shake his head slightly from side to side. He put up such a good fight. She was almost impressed.

Almost.

But then she rested her pussy against his face, and Veronica soon realized something. Considering the guest they had coming, she wanted to enjoy this. Fresh excitement pulsed through her body, granting her extra strength.

"No. Please, don't make me," he said from between her inner thighs. In that moment, he must have seen the milky white smear of his ejaculate along her pussy. Maybe she was even dribbling down onto him right then and there. Even so, she had her inner thighs pressed down against his cheeks, making impossible for her captive to turn his head to the left or right. There was no escape; he was going to do this one way or another. No matter how disgusting he found it to be, he was still going to lick. He would lick and feel the texture, experience the taste, and swallow it all down…just like before.

"What's wrong? Is it worse when you know it's your own?" Veronica asked, laughing.

"Please!"

"You're starting to bore me," she said. "Do I need to punish these?" Her hand dropped down between his legs, and she scooped his balls between her fingers. She could squeeze, smashing them in an instant. They could be like little grapes, each one locked painfully right between her digits. It was so easy, and there was no way for this boy to stop her.

"No!"

"Then lick and suck and swallow," she said, issuing the commands, one after another.

That's when Veronica heard the chime of a cell phone. She glanced over at Rebecca, who already had her device out. She nodded to herself. She stepped past the bound boy and out of his line of sight. The door opened and closed.

"That doesn't change anything for you," Veronica told him. That's when she pressed the contours of her pussy down against his mouth again. Another couple of droplets of ejaculate spilled onto his mouth. Finally, he broke.

He licked, tasting the warm and sweet saltiness against his mouth, then the tip of his tongue. He bristled, shivering with revulsion as she forced him to do this all over again.

"Good," she said, practically purring now.

Starting proved to be difficult; continuing was just as challenging for this boy. He lapped at her pussy, slapping his tongue against her opening. He went in deep and scooped out globs of his own come.

"Good. That's right. Keep licking. Make me feel good." Then she laughed, "Want to hear something funny?" Since his mouth was otherwise busy, he couldn't answer. That was fine with her. She didn't keep him captive for his conversational skills. Instead, she always wanted to see that frustration flash across his eyes. She loved watching as his lips purse with fury, and then she loved hearing him make adorably impossible demands about freedom. "I've lost track of just how many orgasms you’ve given me today. Just think about that, Eric." She was breathing harder now, panting from one breath to the next, but she still refused to stop. She wanted this boy to understand just how pathetic his position had become. "You might still fantasize about escape, except it's never going to happen. You’ll spend all of your time waiting or pleasuring me. You're good at it. You're so good at it. Keep going. Yes, just like that. Lick. Faster. Lick faster!"

Each time, he obeyed.

By this point, Eric probably didn't have to think about it. The words shot from her mouth, and spilled across his psyche. Each time, he yielded to her. The orgasm exploded through her body, stretching out in a vibrant flash of unadulterated sensation.

She pulled away now, straddled his flanks, and lowered her head down. Gasping for breath, she rested her head against his chest and savored the pounding rhythm of his heart. Then she lifted herself up, and she looked back at him. "Good. That's so good. Wow. I'm very, very impressed, boy. You know, if you ever managed to escape, I’m sure you could make your girlfriend or wife a very, very happy. Unfortunately for you, that's never going to happen, now is it?"

He lifted his head and glared at her.

She cupped his balls. "Is it?"

"No. It isn't," he reluctantly agreed.

"And why not?"

"Because you’re keeping me as your prisoner," he said.

"And I can keep you forever, can't I?"

"Yes. You, you can keep me forever."

"But you don't really know what that means, do you?"

"I do," he insisted.

Veronica smiled and slowly shook her head from side to side. "No, you don't," she retorted. "I can still see it in your eyes. Even now, you want to think about your old life. You think the rest of the world can still exist for you. You hold onto your identity. But I have a different vision of your life, Eric. I know what we can do with you. I know how we can tame you and to break you and transform you."

With the taste of his own ejaculate still simmering along the flat of his tongue, he looked at her. At this point, he could only ask one question, "We?"

The door behind him opened again, and Veronica smiled. She ran her hands along his body. "Stay still, Eric. Don't move."

"This is incredible," said another voice. "Is this really a prison?" Rebecca was back, and she had her guest. At this point, Veronica didn't look up. Instead, she studied her boy. She stared down into his eyes, "This is exciting. Very exciting. I know you just came, but you can't help it, can you? I want you hard for this. There's more arousal in you. One orgasm isn't enough."

"What, what are you talking about? What are you going to do?"

She touched a finger to his mouth, silencing him. "Shush. You don't get to talk because you don't need to talk. You know what you need to do right now? You need to relax and enjoy this. I'm allowing you another erection. Doesn't that sound great?" She chuckled. "You like getting hard, don't you? You don't want to go back in your chastity cage, not yet…"

"No. Not the chastity cage," he begged. "Not again."

For a moment, Veronica had to wonder whether or not he was trying to manipulate her. When he made those pathetic little sounds, did he know how they affected her? Could he understand the impact he had on her? No. Probably not. Even now, he still nursed those fantasies of escape. He was probably envisioning what it would be like to break free from his shackles, jump up, and run through the door. Maybe he wanted to see the sunlight again. Maybe he wanted to breathe in some fresh air.

None of that was going to happen, however. He wouldn't be able to break out. Intellectually, he may have understood this truth. From a purely practical perspective, maybe Eric even yearned for the chance to surrender completely, like he hoped to suppress those urges. Unfortunately for him, he was a boy, which meant he was stubborn. He had been privileged for so long. He couldn't give that up, not even if he tried.

Fortunately for him, Veronica was still determined to break him. She wanted him to be the perfect oral slave! That was her vision for this boy. That was her plan, and nothing would stop her.

"Hello, Ronald," she said. By now, Rebecca had closed the door behind her. With one of her big and alluring smiles, Veronica turned her attention back to the newcomer.

He was tall and slender, but he had broad shoulders, and his well-developed muscles pushed up against the sleeves of his T-shirt. Dressed in all black, he looked quite handsome. Unfortunately for Veronica, he wasn't interested in her.

For a long time, she had contemplated bringing someone like Rebecca into this room. Then she probed her friend, talking to her, carefully feeling her out. Eventually, she decided to trust him. With Ronald, something had shifted from the moment they met. She didn't understand why she trusted him so much, but it didn't matter. They started talking. Perhaps she had been euphemistic at first, making oblique references as she tried to figure out what he wanted. First, it was obvious that he had no interest in women. Instead, he preferred cute boys just like Eric. Second, she realized he had a similar streak. He craved something different, something powerful, primal, and illicit.

She glanced at him for a moment. She could motion for him to come forward. In that instance, however, Veronica continued to toy with her boy. She stroked her fingers along the sides of his cock, down and up. She teased him, making sure he stayed nice and hard.

For his part, Eric must've realized something was different. He knew there were different pieces that he didn't understand, not yet. And once they came together, he’d hate it, but Veronica kept touching him. With every soft, tantalizing caress, she made this boy squirm against his restraints. Desire and need mixed together at the center of his being. Still, he yanked and tugged against his shackles. He had to know he wouldn't be able to break free, yet he still moved, all because she continued to tease him. Every caress and stroke of her fingertips against his flesh made him squirm.

"I love seeing you like this," she told Eric. "There’s something so adorable about a desperately horny boy. You might want to fight; you might want to get control of yourself, but you can't resist, can you? You’re mine. And now, I'm going to share you."

“What?”

“I’ll share you with my friend.”

"Your friend?" Eric breathed out. Maybe he thought Rebecca would mount and ride him and drain his cock and force him to lick her clean.

No, that wasn't what any of them had in mind, not at this point.

"Meet my friend. This is Ronald."

Her guest stepped forward after Veronica motioned him to step over to the restraint system. He considered the rods, the chains, and the look of desperation on Eric's face.

At that moment, this boy must've realized he had one chance, especially since they could gag him at any moment. He breathed in, and then he called out, "Look, I don't know what they told you, but I don't want this. I don’t want to be chained down here. These restraints are real!" He yanked and twisted against his bonds again. Maybe he was trying to show off the bruises along his wrists and ankles. The chains jingled again, yet Veronica's guest only crossed his arms over his chest.

Impassive, he stared down at Eric.

"Did you hear what I just said? Did you hear me? I'm a prisoner!" Confusion and disbelief mingled in Eric’s voice.

"You look like a slave to me," Ronald said, his tone both prim and proper.

Eric blinked. Veronica loved it! The confusion written across his face morphed into horror as he put the pieces together. "Oh, I'm sorry. Did you really think I’d bring someone in here who didn't already know who and what you are? He understands that you're a slave. He knows that you're my property. He knows that you want to get out of here. Isn't that right, Ronald?"

"Boys are cutest when they fight," he said.

As he absorbed those words, Eric must've understood why Veronica and Rebecca were here. But this man? What did he have to gain? Despite his best efforts, Eric couldn't figure it out. He couldn't understand precisely what was going on. This didn't make sense to him. He was confused and disoriented by these new revelations.

"You have serviced me. You have serviced Rebecca, my first guest. And now you're going to service Ronald, my second guest."

"What?" Eric asked without any real inflection. He blinked again, uncertain. Despite everything he had already gone through, he couldn't believe it. That much was obvious. The disbelief tightened along his handsome face as he tried to understand what he had just heard. "You, you can't be serious. There, there’s no way. No. No!"

"Yes," Veronica said simply. "Ronald, would you like to tell this boy what you are going to do?"

"I'm going to fuck his pretty mouth," Ronald declared.

For two or three seconds, the prisoner stopped. Paralyzed by disbelief, he stayed right there.

Then he blinked. His gaze jumped from Veronica to Ronald, over to Rebecca, and back to his one, true owner. His lungs must've contracted; the bars of his rib cage must've squeezed down as all of his muscles tightened. He didn't want to believe it; he wouldn't and couldn't. Despite all of this, Eric understood his place. He knew that he was a slave in this room. Chained down, naked, and aroused because it amused Veronica, he couldn't escape. Eric couldn't go anywhere.

That didn't stop them from trying.

With a barbaric growl, he jerked against his restraints, fighting as hard as he could. He had bruised his wrists before, but now his skin turned red and raw. He tried to throw his body to the left, to the right. Trapped in that restraint system, Eric couldn't break free. The worst part was how he had to listen as a Ronald chuckled. It was a deep, powerful sound.

Eric had been used by the women in this room before. He couldn't envision any scenario where a man would be able to wander over to him, climb up onto his chest, straddle him, take him by his hair, and shove his cock right into his throat. Sucking on a dildo had been humiliating enough, but this was worse. This was so much worse!

Deep down, Eric even tried to convince himself this couldn’t—wouldn’t—happen. It was an impossibility. It wouldn’t happen!

The trio watched the slave fight for several minutes. When his strength finally abandoned him, Eric collapsed down. No, he hadn't slipped free from the metal bands around his wrists. The manacles remained locked to his ankles as well. He was still naked, still spread out. The worst part had to be his erection. Despite the panic pumping through his body, his shaft hadn't softened.

"May I?"

"Have fun with him," Veronica said. "And feel free to be rough."

"Always," said the other man. He climbed up onto the boy. He straddled him, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his cock. His tip already glistened with excitement. Eric saw that detail before he closed his eyes, only to realize this would be worse.

"Look at me," Ronald commanded.

Eric desperately longed to resist that order. Most of all, he yearned to conjure some inferno of barely contained anger. Maybe he even envisioned some scenario where that’d be enough to give him his freedom. It wasn't, of course. He had already spent the best of his strength and energy. He had struggled so hard, twisting and fighting with everything he had. It amounted to nothing at all.

"I’ve already discussed your situation with your owner. If she doesn't like your behavior, she can make your life miserable. Isn't that right, boy?"

Eric didn't answer right away, so Ronald grabbed him by his hair, pulling his head back. With one solid jerk, he made sure this boy would have to answer. Sure enough, he called out, "Yes. That, that's true!"

"Good," said the stranger. "So you’re going to behave yourself. You're going to wrap those pretty lips around my cock, and then you are going to suck. You’re going to suck and lick—aren’t you? You’re going to worship my body because you know that I can make sure she is very, very vicious. Are you ready?"

Eric began to say something. Perhaps he hoped to negotiate. Maybe he believed that he had some kind of chance here. After all, he didn't know Ronald. Maybe this man wasn't as strong or as intimidating as he appeared.

Right as Eric parted his lips, Ronald shoved forward, pushing his cock between the captive's soft lips. Right away, Eric felt like he was going to gag. More importantly, he tried to speak, only he couldn't, not with that powerful rod shoved into his mouth, along the roof of his mouth, and up against the back of his throat.

Eric tried to concentrate on his breathing. It didn't work.

But then, Ronald grabbed him by his hair again, twisting hard. Pain raced down into his scalp. "Lick. Suck. Show me what you can do. You don't just have to take it. You have to worship my cock."

His lips tightened around Ronald’s thick girth. He sucked on the tip first right as that man pulled back. In the next moment, he shoved forward again, sliding the length of his member deep into Eric's mouth. Again, the boy sucked. He licked. But this was completely different from worshiping a dildo.

Veronica observed with that eager hunger shadowing her lovely face. She watched and worked to memorize those horrified expressions play across Eric's face.

"This was exactly what I had in mind," she said.

"Ronald is rough," Rebecca agreed.

"Do you think this is going to be enough to break him?"

"Do I think this is going to break your boy? No. Probably not. But it's going to help."

"He's mine. He's always going to be mine," Veronica whispered, more to herself than anyone else.

"Well I'm glad you’re willing to share your toy," Rebecca said.

Tears ran down Eric's face. He couldn't help it. At that moment, he tried to appear brave and intimidating, but he couldn't do it, not with that cock sliding up against the back of his throat over and over again. With every pumping motion, Ronald proved who he was and what he could accomplish. He was a real man, and he could put this boy in his place. Ronald never would have been kidnapped. He never would've been bound. He never would have been owned like this.

And yet, he could still take advantage of the prisoner. That's why he rammed into Eric's mouth again.

"Get ready to swallow," he said.

Ronald’s lips hardened, and he breathed in, gasping as the cool air brushed along the edges of his teeth and up to the roof of his mouth. That's when he finally threw his head back. Raising his chin, he closed his eyes and surrendered to that impulse. He embraced his instincts and let the come fly. His ejaculate splashed against the back of Eric's throat.

The boy didn't want to do it; he didn't want to experience this indignity, yet he didn't see any other choice. There was no way for him to fight back. That's why he started to swallow. Even as he sucked and slurped, his tongue darting along that shaft, he continued to worship Ronald, giving him the pleasure he expected from the bound boy.

Then it was done, and Ronald jerked back. He wiped his cock off on Eric's cheek.

Then he zipped up his pants, turned back to Veronica, and asked, "Mind if we head out now?" Rebecca held out the blindfold. That had been a condition of bringing him here in the first place. He didn't mind, especially since it meant satisfying his favorite desires.

But now, her guests left, and Veronica climbed forward. "Are you feeling it now? Are you starting to understand how this will work?"

"I, I have to fight back. I have to show you."

"What do you think you're going to show me?"

"I…"

"Think about it," she told him.

In that moment, something inside of him broke. Maybe it would heal. Maybe not. Either way, he told her, "I can't fight back. I can't win. I, I belong to you."

"Smart boy," she said, laughing because there could be no other possibility for her prisoner.

The End
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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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