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Veronica’s Plaything

When he walked through the door, she waited for some flash of fear—this could be dangerous. She was about to take one of the biggest risks of her life.

Then again, could her stepson really be a threat?

Veronica could tell that her stepson hadn't succeeded in life so far. Granted, he was only twenty, but she wasn't like her or his father. Eric didn't carry himself with any kind of grand ambition, nor did he have Veronica's ruthlessness. In fact, while he had been growing up in this house, he had mostly stayed out of her way.

That was good.

After he graduated from high school, he bounced between a couple of menial jobs. She had her private investigator learn all he could about Eric and his development after he moved out. He currently worked for a landscaping company. He didn't seem to have many friends (none of whom were especially close) and no girlfriend. He was just a regular guy, a law-abiding citizen who woke up with the screech of his alarm every morning, drove to work, came home, and watched his favorite streaming services before getting ready to do it all again.

"Thank you so much for coming," she said. "It's been far too long."

"Right," he agreed uncertainly.

Eric didn't say anything else, but she knew exactly how this boy felt about her.

Veronica intimidated him. And why not? Through so much of her life, she had intimidated many people. All the way back to middle school, she had carried herself with this distant, aloof grace. She could be relentless and ruthless, especially when it came to cutting down her rivals. She didn't need to be especially clever, not when she could just glare back at her classmates and make some simple observation. Maybe a boy was short. Maybe a girl had a zit. Or maybe it was simply the tone of her voice. She knew how to slash through egos and cut people down.

Few individuals could stand up to a woman like Veronica. Eric's father had been one such man, but he was gone now.

But now it was time to move on. It was time to consider another approach. There was something she wanted…For so long, she had refused to articulate those exact details, yet something had started to grow within her.

"Please, come in. We need to talk." She turned and walked back into the dining room. She sat at the head of the table. When he came in, following after her, Eric saw the wine glasses. Veronica had already picked hers up and gently taken a shallow sip. She was careful not to smudge her red lipstick.

She didn't meet his gaze, not right away, especially because she knew how skittish this boy could be around her. Still, she knew he was watching her. He studied her olive complexion, her raven-black hair, the ridge of her nose, the curves of her lips, and the hint of cleavage her blouse revealed. Dark blue, it highlighted her curves and the slender contours of her shoulders before disappearing down into her black, pencil skirt. When he saw her, he had to feel like he had been called to the principal's office.

Finally, she glanced up at him. As Veronica had suspected, Eric quickly looked away. "Sit," she instructed.

He obeyed at once, rushing forward and picking the other chair with the wine glass in front of it.

"Have a sip," she said.

For one or two seconds, he held the glass, but he didn't take a drink. Instead, he seemed uncertain like he wasn't sure what he was supposed to do. Finally, he gave in, and he drank a little bit.

Good. Of course, that was just the beginning.

"What did you want to talk about?"

"Your future," she said.

"What about it?" Other young men would have gotten defensive. They would’ve snarled something about how they were busy working on things—important stuff. Granted, Eric had given the opportunity to go to college, but he had decided he wanted to strike out on his own. He had watched plenty of YouTube videos and TikTok clips about how billionaires like Elon Musk and Bill Gates hadn't finished college, so he assumed that there was no point for him to do so either.

Foolish boy. He didn’t see the complexity. Maybe a few wildly successful individuals had eschewed a formal education, but the data points were obvious. A degree meant more opportunities and far more money when judged overall. Exceptions didn’t prove anything.

In reality, Veronica didn't care though. As far as she was concerned, Eric was a young man, and he could do whatever he wished. At least, that had been true until tonight…

Over the last few months, however, Veronica had sensed those other drives and ambitions grow. It was a need, an urge, something that she had easily dismissed at first. Then she started to think about it more and more. At first, she had fantasized about these different possibilities, only to dismiss them easily.

Seriously? Did she think she was going to do something like that? No. It would be illegal. It would be dangerous.

And yet, Veronica was a relentless woman who seldom failed. Not only that, since she no longer had Eric's father in her life, there was no one to challenge her. At this point, she had time and money and resources, plus she could actually envision how all of this might transpire. And so, she started to make plans. After that, she began to make calls.

Better yet, she started visiting some very questionable websites. These were the kinds of digital destinations that you couldn't find with a standard web browser. You needed to make the right kinds of contacts. Because she was patient and passionate, Veronica had no problem doing any of this. Day by day and night by night, she sculpted her plans.

At first, she may have tried to convince herself that it was all a fantasy. But little by little, she made up her mind. Yes, she knew what she was going to do. Then she started to hire out the contractors. Different individuals and companies completed different parts of the job. Soon, his private prison would be ready.

Quite soon, everything was ready down in the basement. It was fully converted, gorgeous, and perfect for her needs.

One question had perplexed her for quite some time, however.

Who?

Granted, she could've simply employed her private investigator. He was ruthless and devoid of any kind of ethical qualms. There were plenty of handsome boys out in the wider world. She’d just have to pick on.

Somehow, that didn’t feel quite right to her. She contemplated some of the men she had known over the course of her life but quickly dismissed those ideas as well.

For several days, something close to despair had started to burrow into her ambitions. What if, after all of this work and effort, she couldn't go through with it? At one point, she had even questioned the possibility that maybe some sort of conscience had finally reared up to stop her.

And then she came up with the perfect target, the perfect boy, the perfect plaything…Eric.

He was handsome, and there was something thrilling about taking him and completely owning him. Once she considered his name, she knew her stepson would be her target.

That's why she pretended to listen politely as he asked, "What about my future?"

"Have you thought about where you're going to be going or what you're going to be doing?"

"I have a job. I have an apartment."

"Does your job offer you health insurance? Does it pay any kind of retirement? A pension? Some kind of 401(k)?" The questions slashed across the air, and he didn't answer right away.

If anything, she watched as he flinched with each issue.

"No, but I think it's going to be okay," he told her.

"What do you do? What you do exactly?"

"Quite a few things," he said. He sat up, maybe proud of the hard work he put in. "I help with excavation and clearing, trimming, hauling, lots of stuff. I mean, it's honorable work." He added that last part a little bit sheepishly.

"Honorable," she said. "Interesting. Do you think that matters? Is it important?"

"Yes. Absolutely."

"Why?" Veronica asked. "You work for wealthy customers, individuals who probably don't care about you. And yes, you can beautify certain homes and houses or whatever, but they're using you up. You're young and strong right now, but how long will that last? What happens in ten years? Fifteen? Twenty? Where are you going to be then?"

Nervously, he grabbed the wine glass again and took another burning sip.

Watching him with a predatory glare, she wondered when the drugs would kick in. Her expression darkened. "Why am I here? Why did you really want to talk to me?"

"Because I'm going to enslave you," she said. At this point, one corner of her mouth rose up into a telling smirk.

His brows creased. "What?" Even as he asked that question, however, the effects of the drugs finally hit his system. The edges of his vision began to blur, and he brought his hand up to his forehead. He tried to massage those spots above his eyes, like that might be enough to clarify his vision.

"I'm going to enslave you, Eric," she said. She pushed her chair back and rose to her feet. She walked over to him, her black boots clicking against the marble tiles. "You see, I've always wanted to have a sex slave. I've always wanted to have a boy who is my plaything. That's going to be you. Congratulations. You're very handsome. You might not be very smart, but you look good, and I'm sure I can train you perfectly. That tongue and those lips? They're going to service me again and again—whenever I wish."

"You're joking. You have to be joking."

"You can try to run," she said. "But you won't make it to the front door."

Angry and determined now, Eric slammed his chair back. He jumped to his feet, and maybe he thought he was going to be able to intimidate her. He was a handsome young man, after all. Not only that, he worked hard, so he had those tight, corded muscles along his arms and down his torso. Even if he was wearing that shirt, it was tight against his skin, revealing his best features.

His stepmother smirked down at him. She brushed his cheek with the back of her hand, and he tried to slap her wrist away, only she grabbed him. Her other hand shot up, and her fingers tightened around his wrist. This wave of weakness washed over him, making it impossible for him to jerk his wrist away.

"You can't do this," he protested. Were his words becoming slurred?

He couldn't be sure, but then she released him. Yes, she was definitely smiling at him now. There was something so condescending about that expression. He needed to say something, to tell her she wouldn't get away with this. Had he really been drugged? It seemed impossible. Yeah, he saw that sort of thing in movies or video games or whatever, but this was supposed to be impossible. He stumbled back, his legs growing weak. With every kick of his heart, he could feel the narcotics swimming through his veins, slowing his reaction times and dragging him toward the need to shut his eyes. Simply standing seemed to require extra effort.

"You didn't. You couldn't," he protested again. Fighting hard, Eric brought both of his hands up to his face now. He pressed his fingers against his forehead, then his cheeks. "You wouldn't even know where to buy drugs like that," he insisted as he scrambled to come up with some reason why this couldn't really be happening. His flesh tingled, and the strange sense of weakness continued to expand through his muscles. His skin started to feel fuzzy, like it was tingling…

"It's amazing what you can get online these days," she told him with a little chuckle. "This is something you never really understood. Between money and connections, you can solve virtually any problem." She made it sound like a life lesson this boy would never really understand. Then again, he wouldn't need that kind of wisdom, not where he was going.

"No," he said again.

"You can try to run. You won't get far," she promised him.

He blinked again, opened his mouth, and maybe he wanted to argue. At the same time, Eric finally seemed to understand what kind of threat this really was and what it could mean for him. Frantic now, he turned, and he started down the wide corridor or back toward the front door. Her house was enormous, of course. His father had been incredibly wealthy; all that money, all of those resources now belonged to her.

He stumbled, throwing himself from one step to the next. He knocked a flower vase off of a stand, and his knees nearly buckled.

The door was there, right there!

Gravity defeated him, yanking him down. When he hit the floor, the air got knocked from his lungs. He was wheezing, crawling forward, desperate to get out. If he could just make it to the street, then he was sure someone would see him. They’d take him to the hospital, and he could report her to the police.

He just had to remain conscious.

He just had to—

He floated for a long time, vaguely aware that he was asleep. Or maybe he wasn't aware that he was asleep, but he knew he was on his back, and maybe he could feel something else happening? The shifting sensations of fabric along his body? Cool air brushing down his feet and along his shins, up his knees and toward his crotch?

A jolt of adrenaline finally pulsed through his body, and his eyes shot open.

It was dark. He couldn't see much. He was on his back, and he worked to sit up, only to feel the straps along his forehead, his neck, his torso, and even his legs. He squirmed, thinking this had to be some kind of joke. After that, he tried to convince himself that he was really just back in his bed, and he was groggy, but he would wake up completely at any moment. If he couldn't move, it was only because he got tangled up in his blankets and sheets.

With each second, however, his body finally burned through the last of the sedatives. He swallowed down the bitter taste at the back of his throat as he tried to squint and look around as much as the restraints allowed. Dim lights glowed from some of the baseboards. He could make out some kind of box off to one side, and he was on some sort of twin sized bed or maybe it was a table? His legs were spread, and he could feel the tension at his ankles. What about his arms? What the heck was he wearing?

"Hello?" Eric called out. Louder, he tried again, "Where are you? Where the hell are you?"

With that next rush of strength, he jerked to the left, then the right. He tried to break free, to tear himself out of those restraints.

He couldn't do it.

Then the lights came on, and the bright illumination stabbed to down straight into his eyes. He tried to turn his head to the side again even as he brought his eyelids down. It wasn't enough.

"Hello, Eric," she said. Veronica walked forward as his sight finally adjusted.

When he saw his stepmother in that black, pleated skirt and white blouse, she seemed completely at ease. She strolled forward, and then she walked over to the foot of the table. "This is where I'm going to train you," she said, motioning toward the rest of the room. "This is where going to break you. Do you remember what I told you last night?"

"Look," he said, ignoring her remarks. "If you let me go right now, I won't tell anyone about this. This can just be between us, okay?"

"Okay," she replied, surprising him. "Because you're right—this going to stay between us. No one is ever going to know what happened to you. I’ll keep you here, and I’m going to control you and train you in turn you into my perfect slave. You're going to be a toy," she said again. Veronica seemed to especially love that concept, like she could take him as another collectible and keep him down here for her amusement.

"This is insane," he said.

"Is it?" Tilting her head to one side, his stepmother reached down, and she brushed the back of her hand along the right side of his inner thighs. Then her fingers tightened around his balls. She squeezed.

A spasm of pain shot through him. His eyes widened, and he tried to jerk free, yet the restraints kept him trapped.

"As far as I can tell, I have you," she said. "I have you, and you can't get away, can you? I can punish you and play with you and break you whenever I want, and there's nothing you can do about it."

He tried to answer, to articulate some reason why she was wrong, yet Eric couldn't get out the words. Every time he got close, she squeezed again, her fingers tightening around his balls. Hot pain rushed along his skin each time; it twisted up into his body, making him tense and flex as he tried to escape, yet there was no way for him to break free.

Finally, she let go. "Would you like to beg for an orgasm before I lock you up?"

"What are you talking about?"

She reached under the table, pulled open a drawer, and removed a small box. From there, she took out two latex gloves and snapped them onto her hands.

"What are you doing?" Eric asked as the fear began to spread across his body. He hated the heat swirling near his center just as much as he raged against the cold chill that seemed to play across his skin. "Tell me!"

Taking her time, Veronica pulled out another container, a small jar. She squirted something down onto the palm of her right hand. Then she rubbed the gloves together, and from there, she grabbed his cock. "Let’s skip the begging. I’m going to make you come, and I'm going to make it hurt," she promised him. With her right hand, she stroked his shaft.

He didn't want to react, of course. If he had been allowed to think about this, then maybe he could've resisted or fought the urge. But now she touched him, her hand gliding along his shaft. She stroked his cock, and he stared back at her. Defiant, Eric tried to throw his body to the left or right in a vain attempt to break free, only it didn't work. Nothing helped! His arms remained trapped against his chest. He finally figured it out.

As arousal flared through his body and clouded his thoughts, he realized she had bound him in a straitjacket! He couldn't break free, no matter how hard he tried. There was no way for this boy to tear out of his canvas restraints. Worse, she had access to his cock and balls, and now she took advantage of it. She forced the stimulation on him. It rushed across his skin, growing stronger and stronger. His manhood hardened, he tried to resist, only he couldn't fight it. He was young, and his body answered her touches. Her stroking caresses and powerful grip forced him to groan as she laughed at him.

"Are you ready to come?"

"No!" Eric shot back.

His captivating stepmother didn't give him the chance. She squeezed, forcing him to come hard. The entire process only took a few seconds. And now he could feel that throbbing pleasure. It danced across his skin right until that moment when she slapped his balls with her other hand. Her knuckles struck his scrotum, and his eyes widened. Pleasure and pain mixed together into this incandescent blaze. He stared up and thrashed again, but there was no escape.

Then he fell back. The throbbing continued. She wiped him down, and she was doing something else, but he couldn't even care about it.

"Have you ever worn a chastity cage before?"

He wheezed out some kind of answer.

As hard as he tried, Eric couldn't talk.

Standing over him, Veronica peeled the gloves off, and she tossed them into a nearby garbage can. From there, she walked over to the head of the table, and now she peered right down into his eyes. "That was just a taste of the pain you're going to endure here. From now on, your cock no longer belongs to you. See this?" She leaned down, so now the key dangled from its chain around her neck. It hovered just a few inches in front of his face. "This is the key to your chastity cage. You can no longer get any erections or orgasms, not until I release you. Don't worry. It's going to be a very, very long time before I allow you that kind of treat. Or maybe I will make you come when I make it hurt all over again. What do you think of that, slave?"

Sucking in one shallow breath after another, he didn't answer. Close to hyperventilating, he glowered up at her. Yes, she was right there, but he couldn't even try to snap his teeth at her. Instead, he finally snarled out, "When I get out of here, I’m going to make you pay for all of this!"

"No," she said. "You're going to be an obedient slave for me. Now, unless you want me to take a flogger to your balls, you're going to beg for the chance to lick my pussy."

"What?"

"You heard me," Veronica said. "Unless you want me to use a flogger on your balls, you're going to beg for the chance to lick my pussy." She clearly articulated each word and sound, but not because he needed the repetition. Rather, she loved uttering those words. She had been thinking about this for so long, and now it was actually happening! She had this boy as her prisoner, and she never had to let go.

Veronica grinned down at him, the corners of her eyes crinkling with maleficent desire.

"Are you ready?" As she spoke, she pulled herself up onto the table. Within seconds, Veronica straddled his waist. His eyes darted down toward her knees, her thighs, the edge of her skirt, her blouse, her cleavage, the contours of her neck in the curves of her cheeks. Even with the pain still throbbing between his legs, he tried to comprehend what was going on.

"What's it going to be?"

His breathing quickened again, and he didn't want to answer, yet Eric understood the simple reality that he didn't get a choice. His stepmother had him. More importantly, he didn't see any windows—no way for him to escape. Strapped down and utterly powerless, he yanked against his restraint one more time before exhaling with defeat, "I'll do it. I'll do whatever you want."

"Yes, you will," she cooed. That's when she reached down, and she touched to fingers to his lips.

For a second, he wanted to bite her. Right away, however, Eric understood the truth. He wasn't that bold or brave. Maybe he’d be able to hurt her with a momentary victory, but she would make him pay. His balls tingled as he thought of what she could do.

His eyes were still wet from that first rush of agony when she slapped and squeezed her slave’s balls. Again, he wouldn't be able to take it! He never wanted to experience that kind of gut-twisting agony again.

That's why he stared at her until she ordered, "Suck."

Eric obeyed, wrapping his lips around the curves of her fingers. He sucked on her digits, and then she pushed her fingers down, and he nearly choked, but it didn't matter because she could do whatever she liked with him. "Good," she said, basking in her control over this boy.

He wasn't her stepson, not anymore. Instead, he really had become her plaything! He was now her property. This kind of absolute power felt and tasted so much better than she had ever imagined.

Fresh excitement glowed deep within her core, especially when she used her other hand and lifted her skirt.

His eyes widened when he saw that she wasn't wearing any panties. He saw her neatly trimmed pubic hair as well as her slit. And now she brushed her fingers along her opening. With her palm pressed against her pubis, her fingers began to glide over her crevice.

"I bet this would make you hard if you weren't locked in chastity, wouldn't it?"

After the punishment he had already endured, he could feel those desires spread through his body once again. A fresh ache gripped him as his cock tried to expand against the unyielding boundaries of his chastity device. The cage really did prevent him from getting any erections.

With each second, Eric knew he was supposed to close his eyes or turn his head away as much as the restraints allowed. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. He watched. He studied that beautiful woman braced on top of him. She was straddling him with her inner thighs pressed against his flanks. Veronica grinned ferociously, revealing the edges of her white teeth. Veronica smirked down at her stepson. With her black hair framing her face and stretching past her shoulders, she stroked her pussy. Her fingers slid along her crevice, gently gliding and stimulating her.

Underneath her blouse, her nipples had stiffened and now poked outward. While he watched, she grinned again, her eyes locked on his. "You love belonging to me," she said. "You can't help yourself. You belong to me because you know exactly where you belong. This is going to be your life now, Eric."

"No, that's not true," he tried to say.

That's when she pulled her hand away from her pussy and pressed her fingers right back down against his bottom lip. "Suck." When he breathed in, he caught the aroma of her excitement. He bit down, locking his teeth together, but her fingers were right there, placed in front of his mouth.

"Should I get up?"

"No," he breathed out before he wrapped his lips around her fingers, and he sucked them clean. The taste of her excitement buzzed along his tongue. He tried to ignore that flavor, but he couldn't. Worse, his cock twitched again inside of its cage.

"That's right," she told him. "Suck my fingers, pet."

In spite of everything Eric wanted to believe about himself, he obeyed. Before this, he had always tried to tell himself that he wasn't weak. He proved it every day when he went out into the hot sun and worked, cutting through bushes, slashing grass, hauling statues and handling a hundred other tasks to make sure the customers' homes looked good. Most people couldn't handle that kind of work.

And yet, his stepmother taunted him, and he sucked on her fingers, and now she pulled her digits away, and a flash of disappointment spread through him while she started to touch herself again. Fresh arousal pulsed through his body. He tried to deny it; he tried so hard to ignore it.

"This is just the start," his stepmother told him. Her fingers moved along her pussy. She dipped her digits between the walls of her opening, and she closed her eyes, lifting her chin as the pleasure stretched and spiraled through her body. She could feel it just below her belly before it uncoiled into her arms and legs and up along her neck. Yes. This was what she wanted.

And yet, she could have more. Veronica could have so much more…

Savoring this, Veronica reached up and slid her fingers through her hair before tucking those loose strands behind her ears. Then she came forward, and he watched as she straddled his face. He tried to ask her what she was doing, but she didn't answer as she pushed her pussy down against his mouth. "Lick, pet."

More than anything, he wanted and needed to snarl back at her, to growl and shout. He could have called out something angry and defiant like, "Go to hell! I'm never going to go down on you!" Even if he yearned to attack and insult her, he couldn't do it. Instead, Eric opened his mouth, and some other compulsion seemed to take over.

"Yes," she said, casually reaching back and brushing her fingers along his scrotum and up to his chastity cage. He could feel that hint of pressure. For her, control meant more than just inflicting pain; control included the application of every sensation, both pleasure and pain. She owned him, so she could reward him or inflict gut-twisting suffering.

"Good. That's right. Lick my pussy, boy. Go in deep. Go in fast. I want to feel that tongue of yours. And remember, even if you do it, that might not be good enough. I expect you to pleasure me. Make me come, pet."

Eric worshiped his stepmother; he licked her pussy, going in deep, just as she ordered. He pleasured her, his tongue darting and dancing along her slit.

She giggled. "It doesn't matter what you want, does it? You are mine now. You belong to me, and I’m never, ever letting you go. That's the joy of ownership. I get to do whatever I want with you. I'm going to punish you and break you. I’m to turn you into an eager little toy. That’s right. I’ll brainwash you over weeks and months to love this. Then I’ll let you remember how you hate it so I can do this over and over! You’ll always be my plaything. Always!" The first orgasm rippled through her body.

His stepmother drew back and looked down into his eyes. "How was that?"

"I hated it," he protested. For a moment, Eric was actually proud of himself for uttering those words. Yes, this woman was relentless, ruthless, intimidating and utterly unstoppable. Even so, he had just told her the truth. That felt like a small victory.

Still, he knew he now had to brace himself for some punishment.

"Good," she said.

She again sat on his face and rubbed her pussy along his mouth. Trapped, he couldn't even turn his face to one side or the other. Instead, she could rub her wet slit along his mouth, and there was no way for him to stop her!

"More," she demanded. His stepmother wouldn't be satisfied with one quick orgasm. Veronica expected him to give her endless pleasure; she was insatiable! Better yet, he had no choice. As her captive, he’d pleasure her. If he didn't, or if he failed to satisfy her, she could make it sting.

With cruel laughter jumping from her red lips, she he rode his face, her hips undulating forward and back as the flickering movements of his tongue brought her the satisfaction she craved. Closer, she was closer now. Breathing in and gasping out, she called to him, "Mine. You are mine. You belong to me. You're my pet. You're my plaything. You're my toy!" Fresh waves of bliss washed over her. The ecstasy spun, swirling and becoming more and more powerful. It was this wild storm of excitement.

And now, it ignited!

Ecstasy exploded along her arms and legs, straight down into her core. It pulsed along every inch of her flesh. Her nerves tightened and clenched, singing out with the pleasure she stole from him.

And then she pulled back, and she looked right down into his eyes. "That was amazing. But you know, I think I want something else now. I want the chance to relax."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"Lick my ass," she ordered.

That's when she turned around, and she sat on his face.

Eyes wide and bulging, he watched as she turned around and sat, her opening right there in front of him. He tried to shake his head, only the straps still didn't allow it. No, he couldn't escape. He couldn't break away, no matter how hard he tried.

Suddenly, her ass was right there, pressing down against her mouth. Then she grabbed his balls, and she squeezed, sending a fresh spasm of pain dancing through his senses. She could make it worse; she could make it so much worse! His vision blurred. It had nothing to do with tears even though he could still feel the moisture gathering at the corners of his sight.

She squeezed again; with that iron grip, his cruel stepmother made him cry out. Then, because she could, she slapped his balls. Technically, the chastity cage could have protected his cock, but his scrotum remained completely undefended. Worse, he couldn't even bring his legs together, not while his ankles remained tied to the corners of the table.

"Lick," she demanded. "Just like before."

I can't do it! I won't! This is her ass! It's disgusting! I'll never going to lick her out, not like that!

Grinning, she slapped his balls again, and he howled as the agony swept through his skin. He hated how his stomach twisted and the sharp burst of torment rushed through his skin. All at once, he flashed back to middle school, to riding around on a skateboard, to trying to do a flip, only to slam down against the concrete and to crush his balls beneath his weight. He thought he had forgotten that indescribable pain; he thought he would never experience it again, only now she brought her palm down again. Yes, she tormented him however she wanted, and there was nothing to stop her.

He screamed, knowing full well that no one would hear.

He didn't know where they were, not exactly, but he understood how competent and capable his stepmother could be. Veronica wanted him hidden away from the rest of the world, so no one would find him. No one would hear him as he cried out again and again.

That's why he opened his mouth, and he licked her ass, his tongue going deep. He did it, just like before. He breathed in, he tried not to think about the taste or the aroma. He tried not to understand exactly what was happening as he worshiped her again.

Savoring her authority, she loved those flickering movements. The sensations coursed through her body, proving once again just how much power she wielded over her pet.

This was what she had craved: absolute control.

The desire had always been there. Over the course of her life, she had concentrated on other goals and ambitions, but now she could take this boy and mold him into her perfect plaything.

Veronica didn't have to worry about his thoughts, desires, urges, or preferences. She had him locked in chastity, strapped down, and bound by his straitjacket.

He couldn't break free. He couldn't fight his way out.

Her nostrils flared as she lifted her head again. A fresh wave of pleasure roiled through her. She pulled away, smoothed out her skirt, and chuckled. "I'm going to be back later. And do you know what's going to happen after that?"

"What?" Obviously, he was trying so hard to sound brave and defiant. Despite his best efforts, the fear continued to ripple through his voice. She frightened him. She intimidated him. Smiling down at her captive, Veronica knew what kind of power she could wield over him. He understood it too; more importantly, he knew he wouldn't be able to tear himself free.

"I'm going to play with you. Over and over again, I’m going to play with you. In the meantime, you're going to lay here in the dark, bound and helpless. While I'm off with my friends or entertaining guests, you’re going to be trapped. You’re going to wait for me just like any other toy. I'm going to leave you here. You've been put away, Eric."

She kept her word. Her prisoner could struggle or fight, but he’d never break out on his own.

Whenever she wished, Veronica came back again and again, smacking his balls, teasing him, playing with him.

The worst part?

Even if he dreaded her return, another part of him actually craved it.

Perhaps this made sense, he reasoned. At some point, some small part of him had decided she was gorgeous. There was something alluring about this beautifully skilled and powerfully mature woman. He didn't remember the precise moment when this idea popped into his head. Maybe he had walked through the front door, saw his stepmother reading on the couch, and noticed the way the light shined down her hair. Maybe she had turned to face him at one point, and his eyes roamed along the curves of her breasts. Whether he appreciated it or not, the attraction had sparked into existence, and he never figured out how to stifle that impossible longing.

He was a guy; he saw the world by checking out the women and girls around him. Whenever he encountered a woman, he instinctively assessed her and intuitively searched for her best features.

On Veronica, he found them.

Only now, his stepmother intended to break him.

Day by day, she came down. Sometimes, she inflicted pain. Even though she had only threatened him when he first woke up, it wasn't long before she picked up the flogger and walked right over to him. Still, bound in his straitjacket, trapped and helpless, he had tried to shake his head as much as the restraints allowed. He knew how pathetic he looked, yet there was nothing he could do about it. Hot frustration morphed into icy fear. Despite that cold rush deep within his gut, his skin heated up. He blushed brightly, especially when she looked down between his legs. "Don't worry. You're never going to get the chance to use this on another girl. As far as you're concerned, your cock belongs to me."

Casually, she reached down and fondled his scrotum. Her finger slid along the curves of his balls, gently touching and teasing him. If another woman had done that, he would’ve lost control within a few seconds, maybe a minute at most. Unfortunately for Eric, he didn't get that opportunity, not while he remained trapped in the chastity cage.

He tried to shove his shoulders, the back of his head, his buttocks and heels down against the padding beneath him. Despite his best efforts, this boy couldn't wiggle free. He couldn't fight his way out of those bonds.

Eyes shining with hungry desire, Eric’s stepmother clicked her tongue and shook her head from side to side. Then she squeezed.

His eyes widened, a sharp breath cut across his teeth, and he soon found himself howling. He screamed!

Pleasure could morph into pain so quickly. This was a lesson she taught him again and again.

From there, Veronica reached up and ran her fingers through her shiny black hair. She pulled her mane off to one side before she tightened her grip on the flogger's leather handle. He saw the loose tassels and those small, metal studs.

She lifted her arm into the air, and then she smiled down at him again. Then she struck. She used to the flogger with expert skill, bringing it down in one quick blur of motion. She struck, and he howled out, screaming at the top of his lungs. His eyes widened as fresh pain exploded along his nerves. It seemed to drill straight into his center.

No! He couldn't take it! That was too much!

Eric thrashed as much of the restraints allowed. Perhaps those bonds permitted him an eighth of an ich, probably less.

She struck over and over again, swinging that flogger and sending snaps of agony burning all across his skin. Yes, she went for that spot between his legs, yet the pain seemed to come from everywhere all at once. It corkscrewed up into his chest, squeezing his heart. It felt like his lungs had shrunk, and he couldn't get enough air.

"You're my slave," she said. "You’re my pet. I'll play with you more later...whenever I want. Good night."

Just like that, she set her flogger aside before she turned around and walked away.

Later, she came back. This time, she climbed up onto the table with him. She lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. She dropped them right on his face. Of course, he couldn't knock her panties away. They were still warm. He breathed in, and he caught her scent. He tried to hate it, but she saw how his chastity cage twitched.

"Are you ready to lick my ass, pet?"

She turned around, lowered her buttocks down toward his nose and mouth.

Knowing it was futile, he still tried to swing his head from side to side. More than that, he understood he could be punished, yet Eric still needed to try to talk to her. He couldn't just take it! Again, she showed him that simple reality: he didn't get any choice. His preferences were irrelevant. He belonged to her.

"Lick," she said as she casually reached down and brushed her middle to fingers underneath his scrotum and along that magically sensitive spot right beneath his sack.

Understanding exactly what she could do to him, he obeyed. He opened his mouth, and he licked her ass. He went in deep, just like before. At the same time, his insides tightened with this mixture of revulsion, rage, embarrassment, and gratitude.

Gratitude?

Eric tried so hard not to think about it, yet some part of him felt thankful for that intimacy. Before this, maybe he had fantasized about her. Maybe there were those moments when he dreamed or he let his mind wander, and he tried to envision what it could be like to see her breasts, to grab her ass, or to run his hands along her naked body. Now, he licked her wherever she wanted. He worshiped her, surrendering the pleasure she expected because he had no way to fight back or escape.

Her slave continued licking until she finished with a satisfied moan. Then she smacked him across the face, lightly slapping him to prove she could. From there, Veronica sauntered off. The door behind him opened and closed. He didn't get to see it. After that, she turned off the lights because she was done playing with him.

This was his life now. This was his existence.

There were other moments, instances where he peeked up at her. He hoped she might release him. Instead, he remained right there, stretched out, trapped in his straitjacket, perpetually restrained because she had no intention of releasing him. He had nothing to offer her beyond the service of his mouth and the pleasure of his imprisonment. Knowing he was there, alone and trapped always excited her while she dealt with the mundane logistics of running her life.

At several points, he tried to think of what he might have been able to offer her. There had to be something, right? He could bribe her?

Ultimately, he only came up with one possibility. When she came back into his small prison, she stood over him, and he gulped back his trepidation before suggesting, "What if I become your slave for real?"

"Oh?" Veronica had asked.

He did his best to appear nervously obedient and eager to please. "If you let me out of here, I can just be your slave. I can cook and clean for you. I could be so much more useful!"

She stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. "We both know I have plenty of money, pet. I can hire whoever I want. Can't I?"

He didn't answer.

Revealing the edges of her teeth, Veronica grabbed his exposed balls and squeezed, sending another jolt of pain racing along his nerves. All at once, he found himself speaking without thinking, "Yes! Yes, you can!" She squeezed harder, her nails digging down into his flesh.

"That's right," she said. "But right now, I want you to lick my pussy. First, you’re going to tell me how much you don't want to do it. You're going to tell me that I can force you."

He bit down. Furious, Eric stared at her, his expression tight with barely controlled rage and frustration. It wasn't fair! At this point, he had idea how long he had been imprisoned. Days? Weeks?

Time had become especially convoluted. There were moments when she turned out the lights, disorienting him further. But even when they were on, there were no windows. There was nothing he could use to mark time. Sometimes he slept. Sometimes he drifted, dozing without really being aware of whether or not he was actually asleep. Fantasies, dreams, and ragged frustration all mixed together.

The worst part?

Sometimes he thought about her, and it became harder and harder to think of other girls or women.

Before his stepmother imprisoned him, Eric had routinely fantasized about lots of different girls. He remembered thinking about celebrities and what it would be like to accidentally run into one of them. He thought of the girls he had gone to school with, even the cute receptionist from of the main office…And now, there was only Veronica, his stepmother. She controlled everything…she had become his existence.

She determined when he was allowed to relieve himself, when he could eat or drink, when he could sleep, or how he would please her. Eric no longer made any decisions beyond one: would he cooperate? Or would she have to punish before he inevitably cooperated anyway?

Veronica’s plaything couldn't even determine how much pain he endured, not when she arbitrarily tormented him whenever the whim struck her.

"You don't want to do it, do you?"

"No!" Eric snarled back at her.

"Good," she breathed.

"I hate this. I hate being your prisoner! I hate being your slave!"

"And?"

"I don't want to lick your pussy, not again. Never again! Please, don't make me! Please, don't make me go down on you!"

She watched him, her eyes glowing with delight.

Huffing, Eric locked his teeth together. With his jaw clenched, he stared back at his tormentor. His arms tensed against the restrictive fabric of his straitjacket. He tried to slam his elbows down, like he might be able to rip the seams or tear through the fabric. Again and again, he had tried. Then there were the other fantasies, like what would happen if he could slowly wear away at the binding material? It would have to weaken eventually, right?

"But?" Veronica taunted him. Again, she caressed his cheek. She barely touched him, her fingertips and nails gliding along his skin and leaving those tingling sensations buzzing in her wake.

"But you can force me," he admitted.

"Yes, I can," she told him. That's when she straddled his face. She lifted her skirt and pressed her sex down against his mouth. "Worship me, pet. Show me that you’ll do whatever I want because I'm in charge, so I own you."

I'm in charge, so I own you. Those words echoed inside of his head again and again. No matter how hard he tried to block them out, he simply couldn't do it. He was her slave. He was her toy. He’d become a plaything.

No!

No, no, no!

Those defiant thoughts didn't make any sense, however, not as his tongue started to glide along her crevice. He worshiped her—exactly as she desired. Again, he proved just how powerful she had become. In this small prison, she was in complete control, exactly as she had fantasized.

"Yes. That's right. Lick. Lick, boy. Lick like an eager little slut. You're going to do whatever I want because I give you commands, and you obey. You always obey!" Victoria laughed even as she rubbed her pussy along his lips. She forced him to go deeper. He licked, shaping different letters and shapes.

If he didn't do a good job, she could make it hurt.

That thought compelled him to give her what she really wanted.

Soon, she came hard. Primal pleasure fluttered through her body, rippling all along her senses before she tensed, jerking her head back and moaning with wild satisfaction. Then she finished, she pulled back. She looked down into his eyes. "Good. Good boy."

He fell asleep at one point. He was confused, of course, especially because he picked up on that sound of hissing air. At first, he thought it might have been his imagination, but he had been left alone in countless hours of silence, so he had become very sensitive to any shift in his surroundings. No, it wasn't his imagination. Yes, he could hear the hissing current of air.

At first, he wondered if maybe it was some kind of mechanical glitch. Since there weren't any windows down here, there had to be an air circulation system. At several points, he had fantasized about ripping out of his straitjacket, climbing up, and escaping through the vents.

Yeah, right.

That was never going to happen, he knew. Still, he had to distract himself.

But now he breathed in, and there was this strangely fuzzy sensation around the contours of his nostrils. He breathed in, and suddenly he started to get dizzy. That was especially strange considering he was still on his back.

Sedatives! Drugs!

Defiant, Eric tried to hold his breath, but it was a waste of time. Obviously, she could drug him whenever she liked. Was this just another demonstration of her ability to control him?

Or did she have something else planned?

His worries and doubts didn't change anything, especially because he soon lost consciousness.

When he woke up a little while later, he found that he was down on his knees.

Eric’s owner stood above him except she was almost entirely naked. His eyes widened, and his shaft stirred. If she had removed the chastity cage, then he would have hardened instantly. His erection, ridiculously, would have pointed right at her…

He lifted his head, still somewhat disoriented. "What do you think of this?" Veronica asked him.

He felt weak, exhausted, and completely spent. Somehow, that seemed bizarrely unfair, especially because he had barely moved over the course of his captivity. She kept him tied up and strapped down, helpless always.

But now, he noticed something.

It didn't make any sense. Veronica wore a pair of black panties, but there was this metal ring right below the waist band in front of her, and then he realized that there was something poking out from the opening. "It's a dildo. It's a double headed dildo," she said. "First, you're going to suck my cock," she said as she brushed her fingers along with the black silicon. "And then I'm going to fuck you." She wore a strap-on, and he knew how she could use it.

"What?" Eric breathed out.

That's when she grabbed him by his hair, jerked his head back, and he instinctively opened his mouth. Maybe he intended to say something. Maybe it was just an animalistic gasp.

Either way, she rammed her hips forward, thrusting her cock deep into his mouth and along the back of his throat.

He started gagging! The muscles along the back of his throat and down his neck immediately rebelled, but she didn't let go. "Suck it, pet."

Eric had no idea why he obeyed, yet he wrapped his lips around her. Perhaps this was proof that she really had started to break him—more and more, he surrendered to her without thinking. She could sculpt his thoughts and rewrite his personality until his stepmother became the center of his existence. By this point, he was close to breaking, and they both knew it.

Excitement buzzed through her body while she laughed and pushed her hips forward again, only drawing back after another moment. His lips tightened around her faux cock, and she could enjoy the friction on the other side. Yes, it rubbed her pussy. While he sucked one half of the cock, the other pushed against her most sensitive spot.

Purring with satisfaction, Veronica continued to use him, sliding the cock forward, pulling back again and again as she forced of this boy to pleasure her.

Reveling in her control and authority, she knew she could turn him into the perfect sex slave.

"Good. That's right."

By now, he had gotten some of those reflexes under control. He didn't feel like he was gagging, but his eyes were still wet with frustration. Still, she forced him to continue to suck. Like an eager little slut, he worshiped her again with his mouth.

Fresh desires sprinted through his body. He wanted out of the chastity cage so badly! Unfortunately for him, she hadn't released him from the straitjacket, so he couldn’t use his hands. Worse, she held onto his hair now as she pumped his face, using him again and again until she finally released him. She let go, and he coughed for a few seconds.

He didn't understand what was going on. He couldn't recognize what this meant.

If he thought she was done with him, he was about to figure out the truth.

Then she came up behind him, and Veronica grabbed by the back of his neck. She forced her plaything down. Since his arms were still trapped, he felt like he didn't have his regular sense of balance. Then again, he hadn't been allowed to move around on his own for so long! He felt weak and disoriented, like a toy, who could be maneuvered and positioned however his owner liked.

She shoved her boy down. He braced his weight against his knees, shoulders, and forehead.

"You don't know what’s going to happen, do you?"

Eric didn't respond. Instead, he squirmed, tugging and pulling. He kicked out with his feet, not that he could possibly hope to connect. Instead, he only wanted to escape. Too bad. That wasn't going to happen. She held him down, grabbed the base of her cock with her free hand, and then she slid forward.

His eyes widened, and he let out this squeaking yelp as she pushed the tip of her cock up against his opening. Veronica had been right; her stepson hadn't known what was about to happen. But now it was too late as she pushed forward, gliding her wet shaft between the walls of his opening. He had never thought about what that might be like. He had never really envisioned getting taken or penetrated like this. And yet, she still owned him, so she could use him. She proved it once again as she pumped into her boy, thrusting forward, drawing back, only to force him to take her cock again and again.

"This is where you belong, Eric. This is where you belong, pet!" She laughed. "You’re property now. You are my toy." She never tired of reminding him of this fact. After all, he had grown up as a spoiled rich boy. Despite his chosen "profession," he had been given so many different opportunities. And yet, he ended up right there, bound in place, unable to move. Every time he tried to sit up, he had to feel her powerful hold against the nape of his neck, keeping his face locked down against to the ground.

Veronica pumped him harder and faster. With every moment, she plowed into him. Simultaneously, he had to endure the degrading sounds of her pleasure. She moaned and gasped, panted and cried out. With every thrust, she could feel the corresponding push against her pussy. She loved how the double-headed toy stimulated her even as it degraded him. This was perfect!

She fucked her boy hard until she finally jerked back with another cry all the ecstasy. Yes, the orgasm rippled through her body. And now she grabbed him and pulled him back up onto the table. Maybe if he hadn’t been quite so disoriented, he would have tried to struggle. Then again, this woman could do whatever she wanted with him.

She grinned as she tied him right back down. Within seconds, all of the restraints had been secured once again, ensuring his captivity.

"Don't worry," she promised. "We're definitely going to do that again…and again and again and again."

Days. Weeks. Months.

He struggled to keep track. If nothing else, maybe he could count the number of times he fell asleep?

No, that wasn't useful. So instead, Eric started to envision the rest of the world passing by without him.

For the first couple of days (maybe?), he hoped the door behind him would burst open and the police would come running in here. And yet, his stepmother teased him about this from time to time. "Oh? What's wrong? Are you think your girlfriend is going to come for you? Will she call the police? What's that?" Veronica mocked him. "You don't have a girlfriend? Oh, that's a shame. I’m sure she would miss you if you did." Then she laughed and squeezed his balls, launching another spasm of pain straight to his center.

At other points, she mocked him. "It was so easy to email in your letter of resignation. Your boss didn’t care about you. You were a worker. You were a drone and nothing more. Now, are you a drone?"

He shook his head.

"What are you?"

"I'm your toy," he said, hating that bitter admission and everything it meant.

"Yes, you are," promised his stepmother. "But hey, at least you’re irreplaceable to me. I wouldn't trade you for anything. That’s why I’m never letting you go. You belong to me. Say it."

"I belong to you," he told her.

"Who am I?"

"You're my owner," he said.

Owner.

That word wasn't supposed to mean anything special to him. It should've been innocuous, one more term in his vocabulary that didn't have any unique resonance or meaning. And yet, he glanced up at this woman and understood just how much power she had over him.

She used his mouth whenever she wished.

Just as easily, she could bend him forward and take his ass. How many times had she used him? How often had he found himself down on his knees and face down as she did whatever she wanted?

He has lost count.

Worse, he started to feel the rest of his defiance break apart.

"Tell me about your life," she instructed.

Instantly, the "right" answers flashed behind his eyes. They boomed between his ears because he knew what he needed to say. This time, he waited for that familiar, reflexive rush of adrenaline, rage, anger, hatred, something…

The embarrassment lingered, of course. And yet, he realized he was talking without thinking. The words just flowed from his mouth, one after another as he told her, "I’m your toy. I'm your pet. I belong to you. You, you are my owner."

"And?" Veronica teased him. Yes, he understood she was mocking him as she asked this question. Still, his heart hammered in his chest because something was shifting. He could feel it. He recalled other instances of this happening in middle school or high school. There was that moment when he was watching one video, and he suddenly decided he wouldn't go to college. It was this feeling of revelation, like he just figured something out.

"And I'm never going to escape. I, I belong here. I belong to you. This is my life, and I'm grateful to you for training me. I'm grateful to you for breaking me!"

"Yes, you are," she said. Then she kissed the tip of his nose before she brushed her fingers down along his cheeks. That's when she did something he had never seen before. She slid her silver chain from around her neck. He saw the key again, and his shaft strained. He couldn't help it. Although Eric tried not to think about it, he experienced something warm and tantalizing whenever she walked into the room. Yes, she had complete control over his body and what he experienced, whether it might be pleasure or pain. Despite all of this, his eyes still frequently roamed along her legs and up her backside to her shoulder blades whenever she sauntered into the room. Sometimes, he glanced back toward her chest or the contours of her neck. Then there were those moments when she smiled down at him. Yes, she was this predatory creature who could punish him without any reason, yet he was still drawn to her.

How? Why? It wasn't fair!

It was like some biological impulse with Eric had betrayed him from the very first moment when he woke up in that straitjacket.

But now she unlocked the chastity cage's single lock. From there, she started to remove the different components, one after another. Veronica slid the ring from underneath his scrotum. Next, she removed the tube, all while he wondered what she had in mind. Was this a game? A way to screw with him? Perhaps she’d take the cage off, only to lock him right back up after one or two seconds of freedom.

Then she touched him with the pad of her pinky. Her finger slid from the base of his cock all the way up to the tip, and he hardened right away as his pent-up instincts flared through his body.

"Yes," she purred. "You like that, don't you?"

"I can't help it," he confessed.

"No," she agreed. "You can't control it. Only one person can control you. Who is that?" She batted her eyes down at him as she teased him.

"You," Eric told his stepmother. "You control me. You own me. You own every inch of me." He called out those words, one after another. Of course, he understood how telling her the correct answers wouldn't actually protect him from anything. Maybe out in the wider world, there were powerful women who kidnapped boys like him. Maybe those women trained those young men too. And maybe if those boys supplied the right answers, they could avoid one punishment or another. Perhaps they would be rewarded. Maybe there was logic to it.

Not here.

Here, Eric would be punished no matter what, so long as his stepmother knew she’d enjoy it. This wasn't about him, after all. He was just a toy, an object to be used. Tied down and powerless, Eric had to endure because she could make him whatever she liked. Yes, he worshiped her pussy. Yes, he licked her licked her ass.

If she wanted it, he obeyed.

Always.

"I’m your property because you can tell me to do whatever you want. You can keep me here. You can keep me in the dark. Or you get to turn on the lights. You can keep me awake or make me go to sleep. You decide when I eat, when I drink. You decide everything about my life. You’re in control," he said.

"And what skills have you mastered?"

Mastered? The concept seemed alien, like it tasted strange at the back of his throat, yet he tentatively figured out what she may have meant. "I've learned to lick and service you. I've learned to lick your pussy and your ass."

"Yes, you have," she said with a little chuckle. "And now, I can see it in your eyes. You understand. You're finally figuring it out. Good for you." As she spoke, Veronica reached up with one arm, and she patted him on the head. With her other hand, she squeezed his cock again massaged him, working her hand up and down.

His stepmother teased him, forcing the excitement to run hot through his body. His eyes widened, and maybe he struggled to hold out, if only to prolong this moment for a little while. After all, he had no idea how long it had been since she first locked the chastity cage on his shaft. At the same time, Eric understood it would go back on. She'd always own his cock; she’d be the only one who could decide when or if he might be allowed to climax.

As his breathing quickened, his stepmother continued to fondle him, gliding her hand up and down. She moved faster now. Every quick touch stimulated him, bringing him closer and closer to release like she only wanted to see how quickly she could work his body.

It wouldn't be long now…

Twenty, maybe thirty seconds elapsed before he lost control. With his teeth locked together, he clenched his eyes shut, grunted, and he tried to enjoy every second of it, but his manhood shuddered and throbbed as he yielded to her touch and those instincts. She made him come! She forced him. Once again, she proved what kind of mastery she had over his body.

He was spent, yet his member remained stiff.

Then she walked over to him, and she stared down into his eyes. "Say thank you."

Eric should have been angry. He should have stared up at his stepmother and glared with all of the fury he could muster. But there was just one problem. At that moment, he couldn't get upset. After all, she owned him. He was her toy, so she could use him. It was her prerogative; it was as simple as that…

The different pieces fit together, and he didn't know how to argue with them. Maybe he vaguely remembered the rest of his life and his former existence, but all of that had been taken away by this powerful and cunning woman who’d entirely reshaped him. Yes, he was retrained. Trapped in bondage and always at her disposal, he wouldn't be able to make his own decisions. That wasn't what she expected from him…

"Thank you," he replied.

"Good boy," she answered. "Good slave. Good toy. Good pet."

That's when she pulled down her panties and tossed them on the floor. Then she straddled his face and brought her pussy down right over his lips. "Say it again."

Right before she pressed her slit to his mouth, he told her, "Thank you. Thank you for breaking me. Thank you for taming me!"

"Tamed," "broken," and "remade" all seemed appropriate. They all fit so perfectly…

"You're welcome," she said with a little chortle as she rubbed her pussy along his mouth. His lips parted, and he licked. His tongue slid out, and he worshiped the dark-haired beauty exactly as she expected.

And yet, she hadn't locked him back in chastity, so now his shaft stiffened again. Only a little while had gone by but after so much denial, he was ready for more…

As she worked and slid her sex along his mouth, she thought of what she was going to do next. Excitement thundered through her body, spinning and twirling faster and faster. Her nipples were stiff, and she almost decided rush this. Almost. Instead, she still took her time. She didn't want him to know what was going to happen next.

Then again, maybe he had given up on trying to predict what kind of pleasure or pain he might endure next? Maybe. Somehow, she didn't think so. Instead, Veronica continued to glide her pussy along his tongue. She loved how he slid in deep just as she had taught him. Eric slipped his tongue, going up and down, left and right, in tight circles and other symbols. He worshiped her, giving her the kind of pleasure most women could only dream about. All too often, girlfriends and wives and friends with benefits had to plead or argue or negotiate for this kind of treatment.

Veronica, meanwhile, could have it whenever she wanted. Since she kept him down here, she could come into the basement and take him whenever she wanted. She could use him and tease him and play with him just like this!

Fresh excitement raced along her skin as she undulated her hips, gliding back and forth. Finally, the orgasm burst through her body, and everything shined with bright intensity even though she had her eyes shut. Veronica pulled back, looked down into his face, and asked, "Have you ever wondered what it would be like if I fucked you?" She wasn’t talking about her dildo or the harness. She had something else in mind, something he could barely imagine…

"I, I…"

"Shush," she said, touching one finger to his lips.

That's when she pulled back, and she grabbed his cock again. Yes, his manhood had hardened again. Before, he had probably been scared of fresh punishment or discipline. Instead, she rubbed him, stroking her fingers up and down. Then she positioned herself right above him.

With those big, adorably nervous eyes, he watched her. She smirked back at him, eager to show this boy how he would obey every single one of her commands. She lowered herself down, and she ordered, "Don't you dare come, not without permission." Yes, it was time for his stepmother to fuck him hard. She’d ride him and claim him.

"I, I won't," he stuttered out.

"No, you won't," Veronica agreed, making it sound utterly definitive and completely impossible.

She rose up and slid back down, savoring the friction of his body against hers. "This is mine," she purred as she closed her eyes and straightened her back. At the same time, she continued to ride him, moving up and down and back again. With every few seconds, a ripple of bliss washed over her.

This wasn't the orgasm she anticipated, however. There was more, something else she craved.

Deep down, Eric still probably held onto some little hint of defiance. Maybe he still itched to go back to his old life. Maybe he envisioned to some scenario where he might be able to break free. No, Veronica wouldn't allow that to happen. As his stepmother, she was ready to keep him like this forever. And yet, he hadn't been completely broken or tamed, not completely, not yet.

Soon…Very soon...

Anticipation sparked fresh pleasure deep within her core. Breathing faster now, she continued to ride him, working him. She used to like he was nothing but a human sex toy. As her living dildo, he had to remain right there, his legs spread, his body trapped. No, she wouldn't allow him any kind of freedom. She wouldn't permit him anything beyond to the pleasure and pain she assigned.

But for that moment, he savored her closeness, her proximity. He tried to arch his back as much as he could. Grunting, Eric strained against his bonds, pushing up into her. For once, it wasn't just the random movements created by an animalistic desire for escape. Instead, he lost himself to the sensations coursing through his body.

She continued to ride him, taking her time. Because she forced that previous orgasm, he could take this. And yet, it still required effort and concentration.

Don't you dare come, not without permission. He was a young man; he wasn't supposed to need permission. And yet, he also belonged to her. That simple thought compelled him to obey, to yield to her authority, to her wishes. She’d always win; she would always get whatever she desired. His stepmother owned him, and he couldn't escape that reality.

But right then and there, he didn't care. He lost himself to that ecstasy. And then her command cut across the air, "Now. Come for me right now!"

This was another demonstration of her control over him as Eric pumped into her, his cock throbbing all over again. He blew his load as he yielded to that tsunami of satisfaction. The pleasure washed over him, inundating him. He lost every other thought, every other idea. For just a few seconds, he could forget completely about his captivity and how he'd become Veronica's plaything.

With a ferocious grin stretching the corners of her lips, Veronica pulled back. It was done.

And yet, he glanced back up at her, and her eyes were still shining with a different kind of delight and desire. "That was good," she allowed. "But I want more. I want another orgasm."

"I can't," he protested. No, he wouldn’t be able to come again for a while. There were limits to his body’s capabilities.

"Oh, I'm not going to have sex with you," she said even as she picked up the different components of his chastity cage. True to her word, she started to lock him up again. He flinched as he sensed the different components slide into place. Then he heard the click of the lock, and he wondered when she might free him again.

Those thoughts didn't last for long, however, not when she slid forward. "What, what are you doing?" Eric asked.

"I want more," she said simply. "I want another orgasm, and you're going to give it to me."

"But, but you have to clean up first," he protested.

Veronica leaned down, and suddenly her eyes were right in front of his face. She studied him, the corners of her lips lifting up into another one of those ruthless grins. "I don't have to do anything except sit on your face while you lap at my pussy with your tongue," she observed. He didn’t understand, not until she told him, "You're going to clean my pussy, pet."

"No…"

"Yes," Veronica said as she spread her legs and straddled his face all over again. When he breathed in, the aromas of sex assaulted his senses. He fought to block them out, only he couldn't do it, especially because he detected the scent of his own ejaculate...Clenching his eyes shut, he ached to turn his head to the side, but then she pressed her pussy to his mouth.

He didn't lick, not right away, but that was acceptable since she intended to savor this moment. After all, she loved breaking him. As his stepmother, she loved knowing she could get whatever she wished. It didn't matter if he insisted he wouldn't do it. He always did. He couldn't help himself, not when a woman like Veronica gave the command.

"Yes, you're going to lick my pussy clean. You're going to lick and swallow like my plaything because you don't have a choice. Go on, toy. Do it, pet."

Plaything. Toy. Pet.

Each word pounded down into his psyche, stripping away his defenses until it felt like he had nothing left. Inevitably, he would give in. He had no choice because she had taken away every option. Any iota of power this young man may have once wielded had been stripped away by his stepmother.

She owned him!

That's why his lips parted. Maybe he didn't make a conscious decision, yet that hardly mattered.

He opened his mouth, his tongue slid out, and he could feel the come sticking to the walls of her pussy as he went in deep. He started to lap at her sex just as Veronica had expected. Revulsion swept through his body, but there was nothing he could do about it.

Plaything. Toy. Pet.

Those were the words she used to describe him, and he knew they were all accurate. They fit because he belonged to her.

He tasted her! He tasted his own ejaculate. The texture buzzed along his senses. It required all of his self-control, yet he swallowed. Disgust pulsed through his body. It clawed at the insides of his chest. Regret, disappointment, and shame wove together into this toxic spill deep in his chest.

And yet, he couldn’t stop!

She gave him a command, and he obeyed.

He tried to shout, to scream, to make some noise, to protest…anything! As hard as he fought, he couldn’t win because she had him.

He was her prisoner…her pet, toy, plaything…

With the jagged truth lodged deep within his chest, he licked, his tongue flicking out just like before. He went in deep, and he listened as she moaned. Wild excitement shot through her body. Veronica understood how much he didn't want to do this. He hated it! Too bad. She could make him do whatever she wished, and now she proved it all over again as she rode his face.

The excitement swept through her body; it morphed into this bright, vividly powerful pleasure. Soon enough, she was trying to fight back the orgasm; she didn't want to climax, not yet. She tried to hold it off.

As she sucked in another breath, the pleasure finally roared through her. It shot like a bolt of lightning across every inch of her skin. She lost control, crying out and screaming with ecstasy.

She was tingling, warm, and satisfied. A special kind of bliss seemed to soak into her skin.

Then she finished, and she peered down at her boy. "We’re going to have to do that again," she promised when she patted him on the head. But since he was just a plaything, it was time for Veronica to put him away. She got up, grabbed her panties from the floor, and sauntered off. The door closed behind her, leaving him there.

Like always, Eric no choice but to wait for his owner to come back. When would his stepmother feel like playing with him again? He didn't know, and he couldn't guess. He would just have to wait.

The End


Connect with me:

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

My favorite games:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Commissions:

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

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!)

OEBPS/image_rsrcFD.jpg
Veronica's Anna R.

Plaything






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




