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Veronica’s Victory

He opened his eyes, not that he saw any point. Eric still couldn't see anything. He scrunched his face and tried to tell whether or not there was a mask pressing down and blocking out the light. No. He didn't think so. Instead, it was just black in his small prison cell.

That was how he tried to think of this place, but he doubted Veronica saw it the same way. Instead, his captor probably thought of this as her "playroom". She kept her slave—her plaything and toys—here.

And there was one object that she especially loved tormenting: Eric. He breathed in slowly, and he tried to decide whether or not he wanted her there. Did he hope the door would open behind him, she would stride in, and she’d touch him more tease him? Then he burst out laughing. It was bitter, almost manic. At the same time, he locked his teeth together, and he tried to jerk against his restraints. At that moment, Eric wore a restrictive straitjacket. He yanked and twisted, fighting with every ounce of strength he possessed.

Deep down, he held onto some small hope, like maybe his muscles would have grown stronger. He tried to tell himself he had been flexing and tensing his limbs as much as possible. The restraints seldom allowed for any kind of real motion, but perhaps his arms and legs could still get stronger, and he’d be able to break free. If he could rip through the fabric of his straitjacket, then he would be able to free his legs, scramble off of the bed, and find that elusive door. He could get out.

Maybe he would find himself in the warehouse district. Maybe he would be in some penthouse. He didn't really care, mostly because he had to believe the door behind him wasn't locked, so he would be able to escape. Then he could go to the police, and you get back to his old life…

Those thoughts gave him some small measure of strength, or so he liked to believe from time to time.

Then there were those other moments, the instances where he thought of his stepmother and the power she had over him.

It was total. It was absolute.

Before she had drugged him and taken him into this prison, Eric had honestly believed he was an astute observer of human behavior. He liked to tell himself that he was cynical, so he could discern the truth better than a lot of other people.

He had been so, so naïve.

When he had thought of his stepmother, he knew she was beautiful, of course. He had never struggled to see why his father decided to marry her in the first place. But his father was gone, and Veronica had seemed so harmless. He grimaced at the thought. Back then, he had always viewed her as something of a bimbo when he bothered to think of her at all. No, she didn't look like some blonde airhead. Instead, she had that beautifully dark complexion and that incredible figure with those perfect breasts and that amazing ass. Still, he had always tried so hard not to see those details. He knew what his friends would have thought if they realized he had ever noticed how hot she could be.

Still, he assumed she was only there for the money. In all honesty, he had never really considered what would happen once he took his inheritance. For this boy, it all seemed natural. It was supposed to be his inheritance. He was supposed to take everything, and he'd move on with the rest of his life, and he hadn't even thought about what Veronica might do if or when he made the wrong choice. Then again, he had completely underestimated her.

She had given him a chance, of course. He saw that now. Veronica had approached him and talked to him. She had given him an opportunity to back down, and he had refused...

"This is my fault," he whispered, grateful that he didn't have a gag in his mouth. Still, he clenched his eyes shut in the dark. He couldn't tell any difference. If he squeezed his eyes tight enough, maybe there'd be that red or orange blurring along his vision, but that would be it. He didn't get any information. He didn't get to learn anything about his surroundings or what might happen next.

Veronica would decide how long he had to wait. A few more minutes? A few hours? Days?

And when she arrived, she might be alone. Or she might bring some of her guests. It was her choice—it was always her choice.

He closed his eyes again, and he thought of her touch and how she could run her fingers along his body. She knew how to hurt him, of course. She could make it sting. Maybe she would slap across the face. Perhaps she would spank him. It was ridiculous to think, but she could roll him onto his side, reveal his ass, and slap his exposed to skin again and again. If she didn't want to use her hand, there was always the paddle. She could pull out a cane…

No. He tried not to think about that.

Somehow, the other fantasies (Or were they nightmares?) were even worse because some small part of him ached for her touch. He knew how incredible it could feel when she pressed the heel of her palm against the base of his cock. With her slender, deft fingers, she could touch him, working her digits up and down along his length. Electric need could rise up along his body when she intended to torment him with pleasure.

Before waking up in that small room, Eric never would have understood how something like this could happen. Maybe he could put the words together and consider the possibility in some abstract sense, yet that wasn't good enough. He hadn't been able to consider or imagine how pleasure could be sharpened into one of the worst weapons imaginable.

She’d touch him and tease him. Sometimes, she would just pull her hand away, turn, and stroll out of the room. His cock would be stiff, and he would be right there, exactly on the verge of release. The desperation would pulse through his body, making him squirm and struggle. There had been times when he envisioned some grand scenario, like he would be powered by that arousal, and suddenly he would be able to break his way free out of the straitjacket, all because she had turned him on.

It never worked, of course.

Physics could be just as cruel as his owner.

Instead, she simply tormented him. She tortured her boy with those possibilities. She would touch him, triggering those needs. In those moments, he often tried so hard to hate her. He tried to concentrate on what she had done and how he couldn't cooperate. He needed to fight, to resist. He certainly couldn't play along, especially because she could bring him all of that pleasure and the anticipation, and she might leave him. Or worse, she could grab his balls and squeeze, sending that sickening twist of pain right up into his gut. He might scream out. He might kick his heels down against the pad beneath him, but nothing would stop her.

Or maybe she’d touch him and bring him to the verge of release, only to pluck out a couple of pieces of ice. There was a table behind his head. He could never see what she brought with her. Maybe she would reach out, and then the ice would appear just a few inches away from his eyes, and he would stare up at her.

He would twitch his head from side to side, begging and pleading. Even alone in the dark, he had no trouble remembering exactly how pathetic he sounded as he called out, "No. Please, don't. Please, not again!" He would want that orgasm so badly. Maybe it was a question of denial. He spent so much time locked in his chastity cage.

His chastity cage…

Thinking about Veronica and her tantalizing caresses made his shaft twitch, which reminded her toy of what he was wearing. He couldn't see it at that moment, of course. If he had lifted his head and looked down along the length of his body, there wouldn't be anything but that blanket of dark. The light wouldn't glimmer along the sides of his cage.

But he knew it was there.

He knew she had forced him to wear it.

That's because his cock started to stiffen, and he felt the frustrating contours of the chastity cage. He knew the tube was there, tight along his length. She could have unlocked it, of course. For her, it was so easy. She simply had to grab her key, slide it into the lock, pop it open, and remove it. Within a few seconds, she could have allowed him the freedom of an erection.

But now, he didn't get that. Simply getting hard had become a privilege or a punishment. He couldn't tell which.

She chose when he ate and what he drank. She decided when he could enjoy an erection. She decided when he might be allowed the privilege of light itself…

Biting down, Eric started panting faster. Obviously, he could barely move. While wearing that straitjacket, his legs were also strapped to the foot of the bed. He could squirm a little bit to the left or right. He could roll his torso, but he couldn't actually get up.

Eric yearned to kick out again and again until he stressed and strained the chains. Then they'd break! It would require patience, but he had time.

Ironically, that was the one thing she had given him.

He didn't have to worry about any kind of obligation. Before she had dosed him and dragged him back here, before she had stripped away everything else in his life, Eric had been able to make his own decisions. That meant balancing friends and school work and entertainment. Did he want to play a specific video game? Maybe he'd rather mess around on his phone?

Those options had been stolen away, of course.

Occasionally, he tried to think of the games he had played. He tried to run through the different options, starting with the opening screen, moving into the first levels, and making it all the way to that final boss. This was harder with some of the more complicated games, ones with expansive worlds that he didn't revisit very often. Still, he did his best to summon each and every detail.

How else was he supposed to pass the time, especially because he didn't want to think about his owner?

She didn't own him!

Even as that idea shot into his head, he knew the truth, of course.

Yeah, she did. In every conceivable sense, she had him, and he was her prisoner, and she didn't have to let him go. She could keep him strapped down for as long as she wished. She could play with his body. She could do other things with him…

He tried not to think about Rebecca or Ronald.

And yet, his cock twitched again.

No!

He hated that reaction, but he still remembered what it had been like.

Instead, Eric tried to think of Veronica again. He contemplated his stepmom, and he remembered the contours of her breasts, the flat of her stomach, the curves of her ass...Instead of finding some incandescent pool of rage deep inside of him, he discovered the arousal all over again.

He thought of what it had been like the last time she rode him.

She had freed his cock from the chastity cage, but only after he had serviced her. She sat on his face, riding his mouth like he really was nothing but a sex toy. She savored one climax, then another after that! The ecstasy had run hot through her body. He had been able to feel her legs tighten against his cheeks even as his tongue continued to dart along her crevice, all for her pleasure and satisfaction. Even so, she still allowed him to revel in those sensations. Sometimes, she ruined his orgasms. Sometimes, she didn't. Sometimes, she inflicted that special brand of pain. Sometimes, she forced him to the most incredible heights of pleasure.

And yet, there were those other humiliations as well.

She loved oral sex, but she could also climb on top of him, and force her ass down against his mouth. In those moments, he would slide his tongue up into that darkened crevice, and he wouldn’t think. Instead, he had to go deep as he worked hard to please and satisfy her. He had no other choice, no other option.

Unless he wanted to be punished, he licked her ass, serving her until she was satisfied. Her punishments could be fierce and unyielding. She knew how to make him cry out, how to make him squeal and squirm, thrash, and buck against his restraints, all for nothing because he couldn't actually break away. His restraints remained strong, keeping him trapped right where she wanted him.

Without trying, he thought of that other taste and texture.

Over the course of his life, he had grown up, and Eric and started to think about what it would be like to be with the girls around him. He couldn't remember the first fantasy that had appeared in his head or even the first time he had slid his hand down into his pants to feel his erection. And yet, he never imagined what it would be like to taste someone else or to lick his owner clean.

Veronica sometimes walked through the door behind him, and she came up to him and straddled his face, but he wouldn't simply be licking her pussy. No, he had to clean her. He had to slide his tongue up between the walls of her pussy, and he had to taste another man. That white, warm ejaculate would be right there, just waiting for him.

Of course, Veronica understood just how humiliating and degrading all of this could be for a boy like Eric.

Too bad.

She wanted him to feel that sting of shame, the stab of embarrassment, the knowledge that he could rage against this with every fiber of his existence, yet it changed nothing because she wanted it. He had to lick her clean, to swallow it down, to feel the sticky texture against the roof of his mouth and the tip of his tongue.

And if he didn't do a good job, she could always make him scream.

That was just the beginning, however.

Veronica brought Rebecca in. He had to clean her as well.

When he first saw her, maybe he had honestly believed her friend would try to help him. After all, he was a prisoner.

How long would that last?

He honestly didn't know.

Eric tried to contemplate what his life could be like if he got out. He could get his money. He could live like a modern-day aristocrat with his father's wealth...And yet, all of that still somehow seemed like a barrage. It existed as some distant possibility.

There were those moments when he felt completely and utterly broken as though he could never get his defiance or independence back. At moments like that, he truly believed she owned him. The rest of the world faded away into some intangible blur. That was what she wanted for him; that was what she expected. Given enough time, she would win.

Biting down, he tried to tell himself that wasn't true.

That's why he decided to struggle.

He didn't know what day it was; he didn’t even know how long he had been in this small room. And yet, he pressed his lips together, and then he tried to strain. Eric worked to push his arms out, to kick his legs free, to brace himself at the perfectly correct angle so he could finally tear through the straitjacket. This time, he would make it work. This time, he would fight his way free, and he would win!

He exhaled through his nostrils, and he bit down. Eric focused everything he had, and then he jerked his body to the left, to the right. He kicked down with his feet, and he strained his muscles. He didn't care if he tore a ligament or ripped through muscle so long as he could finally break the straitjacket. At the same time, he held onto an old idea: escape artists could get free from straitjackets. Right? They had their TV specials and YouTube tutorials, and they knew how to get out. Eric could do it too!

If he didn't, he would stay here forever.

After all, he had seen that manic energy in Veronica's eyes. His stepmother intended to keep him as a slave. Nothing else would please her more. This was her secret craving, and now she knew how to indulge, she wasn't going to stop!

Eric tried so hard to hold onto those ideas. His lips hardened, and his teeth locked together as he felt the heat flare along his body. His heart started kicking faster! His muscles remained clenched, and he could feel the fabric strain. More, just a little more. He kept telling himself that if he could keep this up, then the fabric would eventually break.

It didn't.

It wouldn't.

He collapsed again, his muscles going slack. His brow was damp with sweat, but Eric remained trapped right there—just like before.

His eyes watered just as the door opened.

At first, he tried to turn his head to the side, like he thought he was going to be able to escape her.

"Hello, Eric," Veronica said, her voice sweet and excited.

In that instant, he yearned to glared back at her and snarl something defiant. Maybe he could have shouted, "I don't care who you think you are, you're not going to get away with this. I'm going to get out of here, and then I will see you thrown in jail. I’ll make sure they break you!" He didn't even know what those words were supposed to mean, yet the fury fluttered through his chest.

When he managed to look back at that dark-haired woman, he saw her height, her power, and the easy confidence of an owner who could do whatever she wished without hesitation or doubt. In here, she was nothing less than a goddess. When she walked around the bed, she looked down at her trapped boy. "I have something for you," she said.

"What?"

"You're going to enjoy it," she promised, her voice low and sultry. At moments like this, he hated how she could entice him with just a few words. After all, he was supposed to rage against this woman. He was supposed to hate her with every drop of energy he possessed, only she could be beautiful and alluring, especially when she used to that tone.

"What are you talking about?" Eric asked.

"I'm talking about this," she said, dropping her hand between his legs. The straitjacket may have covered most of his torso, but it left his cock and balls exposed. He still wore the chastity cage, of course, yet his scrotum remained vulnerable, and now she took advantage, gliding her fingertips along his balls. When she made contact, those desires flared along his skin.

"How long do you think it's been?" Veronica asked him.

Right away, he knew what she meant. "I don't know," he told her.

"Guess," she ordered.

He stayed silent. At that moment, he promised himself he could defy her. Maybe she would break him, but he wanted her to understand that he would always resist. Eventually, he would come back, and he would be able to fight her. If she hoped for some kind of perfect dominion over this boy, he would show her that he could always rebel, maybe just a little bit, maybe just for a little while, but she wouldn't get that perfect victory she craved. At least, that’s what he told himself.

She stroked him. She caressed him. She teased him.

Over those first couple of seconds, he wanted to believe this wasn't going to work. At the same time, he looked back up at that woman, and he attempted to beat her. He wanted to understand exactly what she had in mind. What was she planning for him?

"I can't," he finally said.

She reached up between his legs. With her middle fingers, she stroked the soft, tender skin beneath his balls. At that point, he pushed down against his heels, he tensed his back, and he gave her even easier access. She chuckled, clearly aware of how he responded. "It's cute when you try to fight me," she said. But then she squeezed his balls, her fingers coming down like a clamp around those soft orbs. Veronica squeezed, and he cried out, squirming, but there was no way for him to break free. Even if his restraints allowed a few inches of movement to his left or right, he couldn't flee or hope to escape. She had him, and she wasn't about to let him go.

"You can't?" Veronica asked. "Are you sure about that?" She flashed him another sweet smile as she squeezed even harder. The next jolt of pain exploded up into his body. It twisted along with the muscles in his torso. He thrashed, kicking his heels down. He twisted. Again and again, he tried to tear free. Before, he simply had his determination. Now that agony swept through him.

She let go, and then she watched him.

"I, I don't know," he said. "A couple of weeks?"

"Cute," she said.

That's when Veronica climbed up onto the bed, and she straddled his face. She wore a tight, red dress. It contrasted beautifully with her skin, only now his gaze slid up to her pussy.

He spotted the milky white between the walls of her crevice. Yes, she was dripping. She pressed her sex down against his mouth. He tensed. Jagged shame burned through him, but he didn't want to get punished, not again. He couldn't take another blast of pain.

That was why he pushed his mouth up against her slit. Even if the revulsion gripped him, he started to lick. He lapped at her pussy, his tongue moving from the bottom to the top. He could feel her pubic hair against the tip of his nose, and then he tasted it.

The flavor of come swamped his senses: he could smell it, taste it, feel the texture and thickness, and even imagine it. With his eyes closed, he could still see that milky color.

Eric tried so hard to ignore those sensations. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't hide. He couldn't pretend. He couldn't lie to himself either. There was that sticky, gooey texture against his tongue. There was the salty flavor. Most of all, there was the knowledge that she had been with another man. She had taken him hard, probably climbing on top of him, riding him to completion, and crying out.

But now, she’d get another orgasm. She’d prefer this one. With that other man, she probably had to pretend she was someone else. With Eric, Veronica could reveal her sadistic truth.

"Lick, boy. If you don't want to guess, then you have to service me. Is that what you want? Were you impatient for this? Is that it?" Veronica tormented him with one question after another.

Inside of his straitjacket, his fingers pushed down against his palms. His nails dug little trenches into the palms of his hands as his knuckles turned white. At the same time, he still wished he could punch his way free, but he wasn't strong enough!

Would he ever be strong enough? Could he ever be strong enough?

Before he could try to answer that question, Veronica's voice washed over him again, "That's right. Show me where you belong. Show me what you can do. You like that, don't you? Yeah, you do. You can't help yourself. But don't worry. There's going to be plenty more. Rebecca is on her way."

He grimaced. He hated to think about that.

But then she delivered the especially bad news. Even as he continued to worship her pussy, Veronica giggled and told him, "And she might bring Ronald with her. Would you like that? Would you like to see him again?"

No!

Eric wished he could roar out that single word. He wanted to snarl, to growl, to stare up at her and to make sure she understood the incandescent rage that bubbled just beneath the surface of his exterior when he heard that name. Maybe he could look placid. Maybe he looked like someone who could tolerate this, but he would be ready to fight back. One way or another, he would show this woman that he could free himself.

And yet, he couldn't do it.

Even now, he had licked her pussy clean, and she was riding his face, undulating her hips forward and back. The heat cascaded through her frame, and then she squeezed. Her body tensed, and she threw her head back. Her dark hair splashed down against her shoulders as she panted, coming closer and closer to that release. "Yes. More. Just like that, boy. Show me where you belong. Show me how you deserve to be enslaved. Show me!"

Eric had no choice. His balls still tingled from that squeezing pain. With that powerful grip, she could make do whatever she wanted. At the same time, there was that other tantalizing possibility. If he managed to please or satisfy her, then maybe he would be rewarded. Perhaps, he could enjoy an orgasm? It was her decision to make. Nothing he did could influence that, yet he could hope. In fact, he always had to hope…

Veronica did that to him. Knowing Ronald might be on his way over made Eric want to obey his owner. He couldn’t think about that stranger.

His captor cried out, shouting as the pleasure rampaged through her body. The sounds echoed off the white walls.

Then she pulled back. She did her head down. Panting, she looked into his eyes. "Not bad," Veronica said to him. "Not bad at all."

Then she leaned down, and she kissed him between his eyes.

Next, She pulled away, smoothed out her dress, and she walked off.

She didn't turn off the lights, only he already knew that didn't mean anything. She could leave them on and make them wonder exactly where he was. Or she could turn them off, hiding him away in the dark where he belonged because she was done with him for the time being. Again, it was her prerogative. It was her decision.

This time, he only had to wait a few minutes. He heard the door open, and there was that giggling laughter from her friend.

When he saw Rebecca again, he opened his mouth. The words were right there, of course. He looked back at Veronica's friend, and he wanted to say, "You can't do this. You can't honestly believe that you’ll get away with enslaving me." Even if those words hovered at the back of his throat, he gazed back up at Veronica's friend, and he could read the truth in her expression.

Yes, she knew she would get away with it.

"May I?"

"What are friends for?" Veronica replied. She waved down to her slave, and Rebecca climbed up. Just like her friend, she straddled his face. She raised the dark hem of her dress, and she spread her legs. She pushed her inner thighs down against his cheeks. When he breathed in, he caught the sweaty-sweet musk of another man.

"Veronica and I had a lot of fun tonight," Rebecca said. She tittered, "Sometimes I think about you in here, and it's easy for me to remember why your stepmother was able to grab you. You know, you're not smart enough to compete with a woman like her. You should simply do whatever she says…"

Eric struggled to answer, but she pressed her wet pussy down against his lips.

He gasped and drew in that aroma again. It was the sweet tang of ejaculate. It was the scent of another man's climax...

In those first couple of seconds, he kept his lips pursed together. More than that, he tried to believe he could actually resist these women. He told himself that he wasn't really going to lick. He wasn't going to slide his tongue up between the walls of their slits...It was such a nice fantasy in such a beautiful idea, but Veronica seemed to sense his reticence because she grabbed his balls again. She tugged on his sack. This was just a quick, almost indiscernible jolt of pain. Most importantly, it was a reminder. She could make him scream if she wanted to.

If he insisted on provoking her, he would regret it.

Would he insist on provoking her? Would he make that very, very foolish mistake?

No.

Despite everything he wanted to believe, he yielded again. He allowed himself to break, so he parted his lips, stuck out his tongue, and tasted someone else.

But this time, Veronica laughed and said, "Do you enjoy it? Do you enjoy that taste?"

No! Of course, he didn't. Still, he could feel something. It was the little hint of pressure that came when she unlocked his chastity cage. The padlock popped open, she removed the different components, stripping them off of him, one at a time.

What was she doing? What did Veronica have planned for her slave boy?

“Go on,” Veronica chided him. “Do it. You know you can’t help yourself. You know you are going to obey. Deep down, you understand that this is who you are supposed to be. I caught you. You’re mine now. You’re to do with as I see fit, and right now, I want to share you.”

Eric didn’t want to believe any of it; he tried so hard to resist those ideas. He tried to shove them away, to push them back, to bury them. Simultaneously, he summoned every iota of strength he possessed, yet it wasn’t enough. None of it could possibly be enough, not when he was confronted by that beautiful woman.

His stepmother caressed his balls. She worked her hand along the length of his manhood. He stiffened instantly, the erection pointing upward. The arousal flared through his body, growing stronger and stronger.

She had removed the different pieces of the chastity cage, stripping away any protection he might have otherwise enjoyed. With one hand, she teased his balls. With the other, she stroked his shaft.

Within seconds, desperation pulsed through his body. A pumped along his skin, growing stronger and stronger. As the intensity increased, he found himself licking Rebecca’s pussy.

Eric couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment when he decided to cooperate with her. Rather, it was an instinct, a trained urge. She had instilled a new kind of obedience within this boy, so he had no choice. He had to succumb. He licked, gliding his tongue up into Rebecca’s crevice. As the arousal pounded through his body, she enjoyed the feel of his time right there between her lips.

“He was such an amazing lover,” she breathed out. Yes, she intended for Eric to hear those words. “He made me feel incredible. He drove me wild!”

Eric heard everything she said. At the same time, he tried to bite down. He fought to hide from the humiliation simmering along his skin.

“And now, you’re making me feel really good too,” she said. “It’s almost like you were born for this.” Rebecca giggled and shook her head from side to side as she rode his face. She pushed her hips forward, drew back, gliding her dampened the sex along his mouth.

From one second the next, he pleasured her. He gave her exactly what she craved. He had no choice. He understood that fundamental reality. The foundation of his existence had become obedience. After all, he still technically had a choice: disobey with the guarantee of pain or obey and hope he’d get lucky because Veronica would be in the mood to play with him.

More than anything else, Eric yearned to disagree with her. He itched to shout that she was wrong, that she didn’t know what she was talking about. He wanted to tell her that she couldn’t possibly understand who he was or what he was supposed to be.

Only then, he thought of Veronica. He pictured her rounded lips, the angle of her nose, the shine in her vicious eyes, and he knew the truth. He really did belong to that woman. She could genuinely control him; she could subdue him. Worst of all, she could make him enjoy it.

Biting down, he tried so hard to hide from those truths. And yet, she squeezed his balls. That quick contact only lasted for a second. Right after, she moved the pad of her thumb from the base of his length up along his cock.

The simulation darted along his skin, growing stronger. It felt as though lightning percolated just beneath the surface of his body.

That’s why he licked. That’s why he serviced her friend. He worshiped her body, giving her exactly what she craved.

“Good,” Veronica said, chiding him. “You don’t want to argue. You don’t want to fight, do you? No. You know you can’t. You belong to me, don’t you? Keep licking if you do.”

Despite everything at once believed about himself, Eric yielded. He gave these women what they wanted. Despite the sickening taste hovering at the tip of his tongue, he continued to please her friend.

Soon enough, she cried out. She screamed, and the echoes of her satisfaction reverberated through his body. He tensed. Every sound she made felt like a stab to his core.

Eric tried to believe he was supposed to be better than this. He thought back to middle school and high school. He contemplated the grades he had earned, and he knew that those random skills have become utterly irrelevant. Whether he thought about his ability to play video games, his mastery over his phone, or even his comprehension of quadratic equations, it had all become utterly irrelevant.

Obey and suffer.

Those were the only two skills Veronica expected from her slave.

He always had to obey. And he suffered when she longed to see him squirm or hear him shout out. Maybe he would try to fight her. Or maybe he would simply comply.

Either way, he would always give her what she desired. One way or another, she would inevitably break him.

For her, there could be no other possibility.

Rebecca pulled away. Her face was bright red as she looked down into his eyes. “Thank you,” she said without any real sincerity. After all, she knew how he felt about his straitjacket and the shackles around his ankles. “Just remember, she’s doing an amazing job of training you. You need to be grateful.”

Gratitude seemed like a complete and utter impossibility. Even so, he tried to soften his features. If he glowered at her, Rebecca might have decided that he had been rude, and she could complain to her friend, and Veronica could make sure he was punished all over again…

“Ronald should be here soon,” Veronica informed the other woman. “Do you mind waiting for him by the front door?”

“Absolutely,” Rebecca said. She clapped her hands together and smoothed out her skirt. She flipped her hair over her shoulder, and then she sauntered out of the room. He watched her go even as Veronica began to touch him again.

By focusing on that other woman, Eric managed to distract himself for just a few seconds. And yet, his heart started kicking faster. Adrenaline flared along his veins.

“What, what are you doing with me?”

“Whatever I want,” she said. “You like this, don’t you?”

“Yes…” Eric exhaled of that single syllable. He couldn’t help himself, especially when he knew the answer was obvious. He couldn’t hide the truth from this woman. She knew exactly what he was feeling.

“Ronald is going to get here, and he’s going to have some fun with you. What do you think of that, boy?”

“I think I’ll do whatever you want,” he confessed, if only because the pleasure had started to cascade through his body. Moment by moment, it was growing stronger.

“Good answer! You can be smart sometimes, especially when you try really hard.” Her eyes glimmered with amusement as she made that point.

He seethed, yet this boy couldn’t bring himself to argue with her.

"You're going to do whatever I want, and you will be whatever I want, and I can control you however I want." Her eyes glowed with playfully cruel delight as she enjoyed those ideas. She uttered every observation as part of a simple litany. This was her ideal. She didn't have to worry about what Eric might do or say. In theory, he could make one choice or another. He could choose to comply or disobey. He could try to fight or surrender. Both options, however, would always lead to her supremacy.

She was in charge. She owned him. Out in the wider world, "slavery" was a concept relegated to the history books. When most people considered this term, they figured it was something antiquated and nearly irrelevant. But for Veronica, it was more than that. She yearned to truly own this boy. She wanted him to become her slave in every sense of the word.

Veronica reveled in those ideas.

And yet, she still craved more.

Her breathing came a little faster, and she knew she wanted a different sort of relief.

That's why she reached down, slid her hand into her dress, and she pulled her breast free from the plunging neckline. He saw the curves of her breast, the circle of her nipple, and he tried to turn away. He didn't want to look. He didn't wish to stare. Most of all, he didn't want Veronica to understand what kind of influence she could have on him.

Only then, she bowed her whole body down, and suddenly her breast was right there in front of him, poised just a few inches away from his lips.

"I'm not going to do it," Eric whispered.

"Are you sure about that?" Veronica chided him. At the same time, she reached down between his legs, and she ran her fingers along his scrotum, up to his cock, then the tip. With two fingers outstretched, she rubbed the sides of his manhood simultaneously, sending shivers of desire racing along his body. Every moment brought another pulse of desire, another sharp stab of temptation.

He bit down. Eric clenched his jaw. His body became taut with the desperate desire to resist this urge.

"We both know you can't do it. We both know you can't help yourself."

At that moment, he almost wished for his chastity cage. Then again, he knew how silly that concept was, especially since she always knew how to arouse him: pleasure or pain. Those were the two realities of his existence, and he didn't get to choose either one. She might squeeze him or slap him or spank him or cane him. She might touch him, gently working her fingers along his body, making him cry out with feverish desperation.

"Lick and suck," she ordered.

Her nipple was still just right there. She was relaxed now. She braced most of her weight on her left elbow. With her right hand, she continued to tease him and touch him as she waited for his defenses to fray and break. It wouldn't be long now, she thought with a malicious grin.

His heart pounded, and he struggled to shrink his reality down to that moment, that small room, this tiny bed, the point right in front of him...

If he yielded again, he’d show her she was in control. And yet, she always managed to break him. She always managed to tame him.

Not this time, he yearned to believe. Not this time, he told himself over and over again.

Despite that frantic push to rebuild some of his willpower, Eric broke.

He couldn't help it.

He didn't even remember making the conscious decision. Just as she wished and expected, he lifted his head, he opened his mouth, and then he latched on. He tightened his lips around the contours of her nipple, he hollowed his cheeks, and he started to suck. Not only that, he obeyed the second part of her command as well: he licked. His tongue darted along that sensitive point, sending jolts of pleasure racing along her skin.

"Yes. That's it. That's right. Show me where you belong, boy. Show me how you’re ready and willing to do whatever I want. Show me that I have broken you. Show me that I have conquered you," she called out those words, one after another, and they beat down against his psyche. With every utterance, she showed this young man that he had been defeated.

It was just a matter of time…Again and again, she could claim him. She could take what she wanted. He would satisfy her cravings; one way or another, she would see to it.

And yet, that light of defiance continue to play along his features. She could see it even as she stroked him. She kept him hard. She drew him close, right to be edge of release, only then she relaxed her grip. From there, she worked her hand down between his legs, and she stroked the underside of his balls. Those tantalizing caresses triggered so much within him.

"You want this, don't you? You need it?" She made it sound like a question, yet they both knew the truth.

Grimacing, he jereked against the confines of his straitjacket. He tried to push out with his elbows, only to fail.

"It's okay. It's okay for you to belong to me. You are my boy, my property, and so I’m training you. That's what I've been doing all along, isn't it?"

He glowered at her, shooting hot daggers of rage from his eyes. And yet, Veronica understood what she could do to him: whatever she liked! Giggling to herself, she squeezed his cock again, so he arched his back, pushing his buttocks down even as he embraced that tantalizing possibility. The pleasure was right there, simmering at the edges of his psyche. At the same time, he understood he had to embrace this.

If he had really hoped to defy her, then maybe he would have strived for some kind of stoic façade, like he might pretend that he didn't want or need this. And yet, he was a young man. Those urges were hot deep within his body, and she knew exactly how to coax his worst instincts. She could awaken those desires. She could kindle that drive, making him squirm with an eager desperation.

It worked, of course. She knew exactly what she was doing. Veronica taunted him, stroking and caressing his length. The desires only grew more powerful. With every second, he knew what he craved. He knew what he had to have!

And so, he tried to embrace that orgasm.

She took it away before it could coalesce into any kind of completion. Laughing, she looked down at him. "No. That's not how this works. I'm not going to let you have it. Not yet. I just want you nice and desperate for when my guest arrives."

"Ronald?" He whispered that name.

"Exactly," she said. "He's my friend, and he's going to get to use that pretty mouth of yours," Veronica told him. She reached down for her boy’s mouth, and she touched his lower lip, pulling it down to expose his teeth. He glared at her again. He only managed to keep that pointed stare in her direction for a few seconds. After all, the beautiful woman was now smiling down at him. Finally, he broke. He turned away. He couldn't meet her gaze for any meaningful span of time because she intimidated him, and they both knew it. Eric might have hated the sharp dread and sharper arousal this woman provoked within him, yet he couldn't deny it. He couldn't hide from it either.

"You know, you could always try to convince me," she said a few seconds later

"What?" Eric asked right as she tightened her grip around his circumference again. She worked her thumb near the tip of his cock. Then she brought it down to the base of his manhood. A shudder of need stretched through his body. He could feel it there at the back of his neck before it slid down to his shoulders, his gut, all the way to that spot where she kept touching him.

"You could always try to convince me," she repeated.

"What? How?"

Somewhere deep down, this boy had to understand it was a trick. She wasn't really offering anything. She wouldn't actually allow him any taste of control. And yet, she could still toy with him. She could tease him. She could play with him…

That's what this was, he understood. It was a game, so the only way to win was to refuse to play. But while she stroked and massaged his cock, that was utterly impossible. She awoke those desires, sending them pulsating all along his body. Underneath the restrictive canvas of his straitjacket, he could feel it tingling in his palms, up to his fingertips, along his wrists, to his elbows and deep within his biceps. His shoulders locked up, all because she kept touching him.

He didn't understand how his body could work like this. And yet, comprehension wasn't actually relevant. He had to endure the sensations whether he could explain them or not.

Veronica smiled down at him. "He's going to be here soon. Is there something you want to say?"

Eric’s breathing quickened, especially because she brought him closer and closer to the verge again. He was right there, on the edge. At the border, he knew that the right moment, the right little hint of pleasure or pressure would have been enough to allow him to cascade into that brilliant, evanescent avalanche of completion. He needed it! He needed it so badly.

Still, she expected him to say something. If he thwarted her desires, he wouldn't get that release.

Would this be one of those moments when she decided to indulge him?

Maybe. Maybe not.

Swallowing down one breath of air after another, he looked back at that beautiful woman. This time, he managed to hold her gaze for a couple of seconds as he panted out, "You want me to beg? Is that it?"

"I didn't say that," Veronica teased him with a coy shrug.

"But you…" As hard as he tried to finish that sentence, he couldn't do it, not with her palm gliding up and down along his cock. Those desires were incredible. They shot hot through his body, dancing and darting just beneath the surface of his skin. His muscles tensed over and over again. He hadn't moved, of course. The restraints didn't allow him any kind of freedom, yet a different kind of exhaustion still pulsed at the core of his being. His defiance became ragged and torn.

Despite this, he kept struggling, jerking and twisting as Veronica watched.

"This must be so frustrating for you," she teased him. "It's almost like you can't figure it out. Poor boy. Poor, poor slave."

Glaring up at her, he yearned to call out any other phrase. He wasn't going to beg. He didn't care how he taunted her. At least, he held onto those ideas. Each one became a bulwark deep within his psyche. At the same time, he closed his eyes, he tried to hide from her.

It didn't work, not even for a couple of seconds, not when she used both of her hands now.

In fact, his eyes flew open, and Eric stared up at the ceiling, not that he registered any of those details. He couldn't, not as she had one hand moving along the underside of his balls. She stroked his scrotum with her left hand, her fingers darting along his skin. With her right hand, she gripped his length, gently teasing him, tormenting him, working him up as the waves of pleasure coursed over him. Yes, it felt incredible, only that wasn't good enough, not when he craved more. He needed that release! He needed the completion!

For just a second, Eric bit down, locking his teeth tight together. In that instant, he thought of what it had felt like. And before this woman took him into the dark, he had been able to pleasure himself. He remembered waking up in the morning, his shaft hard. Maybe he had enjoyed some dream, or maybe his thoughts just drifted back to one of the cheerleaders or some other cute girl at school. In those moments, he could roll onto his back, slide his hand down into his pants, and stroke the base of his member before working his fingers up to the tip. He would rub himself, coming closer and closer to that release.

Sometimes he came fast. Sometimes, he delayed the inevitable.

One way or the other, it was always his decision. It was his body, so he could decide exactly what he wanted to do.

This time, she worked him up, sending those lightning bolts of excitement racing along his limbs. He could feel it from the tips of his toes up to the curves of his fingers. And yet, it wasn't enough, and she knew it! She understood exactly what she was doing with him.

"Please!"

Eric didn't make any conscious choice this time either. He slammed his shoulder blades down against the soft padding, and he twisted his body to the left or right. He tried to buck and jerk his way free from her touch. The possibilities were so enthralling! The temptations swarmed over his thoughts, making it impossible for him to ignore what might happen next.

His whole body ached to feel that throbbing ecstasy between his legs. He needed it. He needed it so badly, so the words tumbled out of his mouth, one after another. "Please. Please, I can't take this! Please, it's too much! Please, just stop! Please? Please!" He babbled out those words even as another question buzzed at the edge of his thoughts.

Had she ever tormented him like this before?

Obviously, she had used pleasure against him, but he couldn't remember the desires growing this strong. He sucked in a breath and tried to dampen the roof of his mouth, only his tongue was dry as she continued to touch him. Her hand slid along his cock, making him growl with uncontrollable need. The frenzy burned hot within his body.

"That's a nice start," she said. "But it's not good enough. You understand that, don't you? You need to do better. You need to satisfy me. Come on. You're supposed be a smart boy. Show me what you can do," she ordered.

He didn't understand. He couldn't comprehend exactly what she wanted. And yet, he tried!

Just a few seconds there, he surrendered completely, he would have told her whatever she wanted to hear, yet the words failed to materialize at the back of his throat. Instead, he growled out some incoherent nonsense, all while she laughed, all while she continued to slide her hand up and down along his shaft.

"Maybe you want me to stop?"

She splayed her fingers and pulled her hand away.

His chest pumped with frantic need. He bit down again, stared up, and tried so hard to ignore her.

"Or maybe you want a little more?"

Eric sat up as much as the restraints allowed. He stared down along the length of his body and past his erection. He studied her fingertips as she brought them down, closer and closer to his cock…without quite touching him.

"No…" Eric breathed out. That frantic desperation lingered, only now he was hoping she might allow him some tiny taste of control over his own body. The desires and urges were still there, of course, buried deep inside of his chest, his gut, all the way down between his legs. The urges kept spinning and throbbing with every second.

He needed this. He wanted it.

Perhaps he had never wanted anything this badly! He couldn't be sure, but it was almost impossible to think, especially because she kept bringing her hand down toward his member. She moved slowly. So slowly. She was taking her time. Simultaneously, he knew the corners of her eyes were crinkled. Maybe she was trying to keep a straight face, yet the excitement still played along her features.

"It's funny," Veronica said, almost touching him. "You can make me come whenever I want. I mean, while I've had you down here, you've given me so many orgasms!" She clucked her tongue and shook her head from side to side. "It's almost strange for me to think about how the rest of the women of the world have to deal with their stupid husbands and boyfriends. Those guys don't know what they're doing, not like you. Then again, if you fail, I can slap your balls and make you scream." She shrugged like this was an inconsequential price to pay.

His shoulders tensed.

He wished he could have concentrated on those bursts of pain and flares of agony. As hard as he tried, he couldn't escape that storm of possibility. That was maybe the worst part: the hope. Even as she awoke stimulated his lascivious instincts, he needed more. He needed something even more powerful: release. He craved that climax. The possibility was there, of course. If he said the right words, maybe he’d be able to get her to change her mind. Maybe the woman who owned him and kept imprisoned down here would decide that it was time for him to climax.

"It doesn't matter what you want," Veronica told him. That's when she squeezed his shaft. "It only matters what I want. I'm the one who's in charge because I'm the one who owns you."

She owned him. She had him.

He still didn't want to believe it. But, like a wild animal, he could only kick and fight against his restraints. He would never be able to break free. Even now, with that desperation simmering along his flesh, he wasn't strong enough to tear his way free out of the straitjacket! She knew it, and the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she looked down at him.

"Tell me how you’re my slave."

"I, I'm your slave!"

She pulled her hand back.

"Why did you stop?"

Veronica considered that for a couple of seconds. "You know, I don't think that was good enough."

His eyes widened. By now, she was poised above him. She leaned down, and some of her hair had fallen free. The soft tips brushed along his cheek, and he wished he could be even closer.

He thought about what had been like to lick her nipple, to feel her touch, to know that this woman could make him feel so incredible.

Hyperventilating, he stared up at her and desperately hoped she would change her mind. His bottom lip quivered, and he tried to hide what he was feeling, only this woman understood him. She had studied him. She had watched him, and she made up her mind. "I guess we’re just going to have to wait."

"No!"

"Yes," she said.

He braced himself, wondering if he was about to be punished. Instead, she gave his cock a quick squeeze, and he shivered again. The desires roamed along his body, reverberating from the base of his neck down along his back, all the way up to the tip of his shaft.

That's when the door opened again. Rebecca and Veronica's other guest had arrived.

No. Not him. Not again.

Clenching his eyes shut, Eric desperately hoped that he was wrong. He kept thinking that Veronica might have been teasing or tormenting him again. This could have all been a lie: psychological manipulation. Yeah. It was just an elaborate deception, and she simply intended to mess with his head. It had worked, of course. Even so, he tried to tell himself that he was wrong.

"Hello, Eric," Ronald said.

Eric opened his eyes, and he saw that other man.

On some level, Eric wanted to be grateful. He saw people. Normally, it was just Veronica, his chief tormentor. But now, Rebecca stood off to the side, and she had her arms crossed over her chest as she smirked at the captive boy. As Eric studied the other man, he desperately scrambled. Inside of his head, he searched for some idea, something he could have done or said or offered to get Ronald on his side.

Eric's gaze jumped back to Veronica.

"We both know he's going to use that pretty mouth of yours, and there's nothing you can do about it," Veronica said.

"Please…"

"Look at that," Veronica said to Ronald. "He's already begging. I wonder if that's because he knows he has to pleasure you."

"I'm looking forward to it," Ronald said, his eyes shining with amused delight. "He might not like it, but he's very, very good at it. Isn't that right, boy?"

Eric grimaced and the sides of his nostrils tightened as the frustration flared through his body. He didn't want to think about it; he didn't want to acknowledge it either. And yet, he already knew the taste and touch of Ronald's cock. That man had pumped his shaft into this Eric's mouth, forcing him to suck, to lick, even to swallow…

How many times had he been used? How many times had Eric been taken?

Clenching his eyes shut, he exhaled through his clenched teeth and tried so hard to think of something else he might be able to do or say. Soon, he wouldn’t even be able to speak.

"It's adorable when he tries to fight like that," Ronald said.

"He's barely moving," Rebecca pointed out. She sounded pouty, like a woman who had gone to the zoo and expected the animals to do more for her amusement.

"Yeah," Ronald said. "But he's thinking about it. Right now, this boy is trying to figure out what he can do to get out of this. Isn't that right, Eric?" As Ronald asked, he casually reached down and rested his hand on Eric's forehead. In that moment, Eric glared up at the other man, but there was nothing he could do to make him stop. If Eric had shaken his head from side to side, he would have just looked like some petulant kid or animal. Instead, Eric decided not to say anything at all.

"Don't be rude to our guest," Veronica said as she casually backhanded Eric right between his legs. Her hand slapped down against his balls, sending this quick, incandescent snap of pain along his skin.

"Don't be so rough on him," Ronald said with a chuckle. "He knows what he's going to have to do."

"Yes, he does."

What did Eric have to do? He tried to understand what they meant in that moment. What did they have planned for him?

Eric's eyes dropped down toward Ronald's crotch, and she could see the erection already pressing out against that man's pale blue jeans.

"I expect you to tell me about your new status," Veronica said. "I want you to understand your inferiority."

Inferiority…

Eric didn't quite understand, and yet she had talked about that before. There had been those quick whispers, little hints of breath against the contours of his ears. But now, Veronica nodded toward her guest, so Ronald climbed up onto the bed.

Staring up at that man, Eric still struggled to figure out what he was supposed to do or say.

"Are you ready, boy?" Ronald asked.

Eric itched for the chance to shout back, "No!" It was supposed to be an angry, powerful, and unyielding sound. But that single syllable, he wanted all three of them to understand that he wouldn't be broken or tamed.

And yet, those desires continue to spin right at his core, wearing down the last of his defenses.

And yes, it was the last of his strength. He felt like he had done a good job for a little while with Veronica, but now Ronald unzipped his pants, slid them down, and pulled them off altogether. He even stripped away his boxers, revealing his balls and hardened cock.

"Get ready to lick," Ronald said.

That's when he came forward and pushed his knees down against the sides of Eric's head. Ronald's legs stretched back up over Eric's shoulders. Then Ronald started to lower his balls down, inch by inch.

Eric tried to turn away. He tilted his head to the left, then the right. And yet, his eyes remained fixed on that man's scrotum. Quivering, Eric didn't know what to do or how to react. The tension burned through his body. The fear stuttered along his skin. Even if he understood what was going to happen next, he didn't want to think about it. He didn't want to face the truth.

"You know what you're going to do," Veronica said. She grabbed Eric by his balls. She squeezed. Her nails dug down into his skin.

With his eyes shut, Eric lifted his head, and he licked. "You've got to do better than that," Ronald said even as he enjoyed the sensations. "Open your mouth wide, boy. Get ready to suck on my balls."

Eric didn't know if he could do it except Veronica still had her hand on his own scrotum, and this boy couldn't risk any kind of real defiance. With the fear of running hot through his body, he opened his mouth. He pressed his lips down, and he licked. He was licking another man's balls! He could taste the tang of sweat. He breathed in, and he caught the aroma of Ronald's arousal. A droplet of pre-come had appeared at the tip of that man's length.

Eric worshiped that man's scrotum for five, ten, twenty seconds...Longer...Eric fought to block out every sensation, only he couldn't do it. At the same time, his own sense of every second and minute seemed to be stretched, like he couldn't tell how long he had actually served.

But then Ronald pulled away, he grabbed Eric by his hair, and he forced a that boy to lift his head up.

Eric didn't want to do it, yet his lips parted nonetheless. This felt like some kind of trained reaction. It was an instinct he couldn't resist or control.

"Get ready to suck, boy," Ronald said with a sneer.

The slave had no choice. Eric soon tasted that droplet of pre-come. It smeared against the roof of his mouth. Or maybe it was the back of his tongue. Either way, the slave could feel the slick texture right there at the back of his throat.

Again and again, Eric attempted to block it out. He fought to push his senses aside as though he could serve as a sex toy, all while losing his thoughts to some other distant place or time. Maybe he could’ve thought about being back in his old bedroom with his favorite video games. Maybe he could have lost himself to the different levels, stages, areas, quests, and missions.

He couldn't.

Instead, there was the circumference of Ronald's cock wedged in his mouth, pushing back, further and further, so Eric couldn't hide from the truth. In fact, Ronald bristled. "Good boy. That's right. Yes. You know where you belong, don't you?"

"He's starting to figure it out," Veronica said. "He knows why I'm in charge. He knows exactly where he belongs."

As if on cue, Ronald jerked his wet cock back from Eric's mouth.

In that next moment, Veronica started to stroke him again. She touched her slave boy, gliding her fingers along the left side of his manhood, then the right. She toyed with his shaft, stimulating him all over again. Despite the lingering pain, the taste, and the humiliation that suffused his body, Eric couldn't hide from the fresh arousal now pulsating just beneath the contours of his flesh. He could feel it from his skin down into his muscles. Every second sent another jolt of excitement dancing along his nerves.

"Where do you belong, boy?" Veronica asked.

"I…" The defiance flared behind his eyes, but it was weaker than ever before. On some level, maybe he even wanted to yield, like he knew it would be easier to simply give them what they wanted. Plainly, he told them, "I don't know."

That's when she squeezed his testicles again. She sent that fresh spurt of pain racing up his spine before it stabbed into his brain.

She must've signaled Ronald again because that's when he grabbed the boy by his hair, yanked, and delivered another rush of pain into his scalp. Before Eric could even understand what it meant, he opened his eyes and saw Ronald's impressive cock all over again. There was the tip right there, and now it rushed toward his mouth. He penetrated Eric's mouth, shoving his length between the boy’s lips and along the contours of his tongue.

"Lick," Veronica ordered.

This time, Eric obeyed without question. He licked and he sucked, tightening his lips around that circumference. At the same time, He understood what he was losing. He realized what he was giving up.

Right then, he thought of Veronica's question. His owner had asked him, "Where do you belong, boy?" Those words now vibrated through his body.

He kept licking. He kept sucking. Eric bobbed his head forward and back. Worse, Ronald held onto his hair, pumping his face. In that instant, he was once again reduced to the status of a sex toy.

"That's right," she said. "You know where you belong," Veronica told him. For a moment, he wondered if he was imagining those words even as his tongue continued to swipe along Ronald's cock. "You know that you are a slave. You know that women are supposed to rule. We’re better than you. I caught you, and now you are right here. You are mine."

Ronald pulled back.

Eric was gasping and fighting hard to catch his breath. Yes, he had inhaled through his nostrils, but now he felt exhausted, like he had just run a mile.

Worst of all, Veronica touched him again. She teased him. "Say it. Say you’re inferior. Say that you belong right here, in that straitjacket. Say that you’re nothing but a slave."

"I can't."

She grabbed his balls and squeezed to deliver another flash of pain.

Worse, Ronald grabbed his hair and pulled his face back up. Eric tried to close his mouth, but he couldn't do it. On some level, he had been trained. He had been programmed. That's why he parted his lips, opening his mouth and sticking out his tongue as he started to lick. His tongue darted and swirled along Ronald's cock. He tasted that man's excitement from one second to the next.

"You want to be a slave. You were born for it. You understand that a powerful woman like me deserves to have a boy like you," Veronica told him.

No, no, no!

And yet, Eric understood something. Despite the defiance flaring behind his eyes, he couldn't actually resist. If she had asked him in that exact instant, he knew what he would say.

Eric moaned. He was trying to speak, not that he could push out anything coherent while he had that stiff dick in his mouth. He made his lips vibrate, and Ronald seemed to enjoy it. "It looks like this boy wants to say something."

"He does," Veronica agreed. "But you're not done with him yet, are you?"

"Not yet," Ronald said with a fierce grin.

Squirming, Eric yearned for the opportunity to tell her what she wished to hear. And yet, he couldn't do it, so he licked and sucked. He used his mouth to satisfy Ronald, to bring that man as much pleasure as possible.

Veronica leaned over and whispered something to Ronald.

Her slave strained as hard as he could to pick up on the sounds. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it. He couldn't understand them.

With his fingers pressed down against the sides of Eric's head, Ronald pumped that boy harder and faster. With every thrust, he made Eric feel like he would lose control over his gag reflex. The muscles tightened and clenched. Eric tried to breathe. He could feel that cock at the back of his throat, sliding along the base of his tongue, slipping up over the roof of his mouth, only to thrust in again and again.

"Now," Veronica called out. "I think he's ready now."

Was he?

Eric didn't even understand what that meant, only he could feel it: that break. It was different from all the others. There had been those moments when this woman could force him to do something. He would be subsumed in the other drive, the desire and urge to obey. But now it seemed to engulf his entire being in a way he had never experienced before.

That's why he kept sucking and licking even as Ronald climaxed. Veronica's guest pumped into his mouth, forcing him to take every inch even as his length throbbed and he came hard, spurting his come up against the back of Eric's throat. The boy gulped it down, swallowing one glob after another.

Then it was done, and Ronald grinned even as he shook his head. "Wow. Just wow. That, that was way more intense than I expected."

"Leave us," Veronica instructed. "It's time for me to talk to my boy."

Her guests disappeared from the room, and now Eric found himself looking up at her: his owner.

"What are you?"

"I, I'm inferior," he panted out. "That's why you own me. You're my superior. You're better than me. You're stronger than me and smarter than me and you own me."

If he had said words like those before, he couldn't remember them. If so, they didn’t matter. When he uttered these words now, he did it with a new kind of belief. He could feel it now, deep within his chest, a new sense of subjugation swamped every thought and idea inside of his head. He would never get out of there. But now, it wasn't just a matter of physical reality. Instead, it morphed into something new, something undeniable. He was her slave. She was his superior. As a woman, she owned him because she was smarter and stronger. Again and again, he came back to those realities.

She used pleasure and pain to strip away his defenses, and now she had sculpted him.

Even if he understood this idea, it didn't matter because she was in control. She owned him! He came back to that truth again and again. She owned him! She was better than him.

"Are you ready?"

"I don't know," he said.

"Good," she said. It was Veronica’s turn. She climbed up onto the table, and now she spread her legs. She grabbed his cock, and she pulled it into position as she lowered herself down. She enveloped his shaft, stripping away the last of his strength.

Yes, fresh pleasure blazed through his body, yet that was nothing compared to the other drive he now possessed: obey. He had to obey this woman. Veronica owned him. He looked up into her dark complexion and understood his place.

"Say it again," she instructed. She started to ride him, arching her back as she slid up and down along his length. It required every iota of control he possessed, yet he resisted the urge. In spite of that arousal spinning hot at the center of his being, he couldn't succumb to those longings—not until she gave the command.

"I belong to you! I belong to you because you're better than me!"

She slid up and down, practically bouncing against his hips. Her hair splashed along her shoulders as the excitement roared through her body. She arched her back, clenched, and savored that orgasm. "Now. Come for me now because your orgasm is mine!" She shouted those words, and he throbbed just as she expected. He spent himself, thrusting up, jerking against his restraints, and yielding to her authority all over again.

And when she finished with him, she peered down into his eyes, and she could see the subservience there.

"Mine," Veronica said as she basked in her victory. She had broken this boy.

The End


Connect with me:

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

My favorite games:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Commissions:

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


Other Works by Anna Ritter

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

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

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

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

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

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

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

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

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

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

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

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

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

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

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

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

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

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

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

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

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

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

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

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

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

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

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

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

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

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

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

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

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

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

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

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

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

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

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

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

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

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

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

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

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

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

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

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

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

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

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

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

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

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

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

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

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

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

Amazon

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