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"This still bothers you, doesn't it?" Tessa asked smoothly as she held the cigarette between her fingertips. He had already heard the click of the lighter, watched the yellow flame spring into existence, and now the tip glowed as she held it up against her lips. The dark red of her lipstick contrasted so beautifully with the white cylinder as she inhaled. She closed her eyes, relaxing.

Recognizing that her patience wouldn't last for long, Joey gulped. The tension spread from the pit of his stomach, up into his shoulders and down his arms, and along his thighs into his shins. As her husband, he wasn't supposed to be nervous around this woman. And yet, he could still feel the red welts along his back, legs, and buttocks. He was kneeling before her on the edges of his knees and the balls of his feet. With his torso leaning forward, Joey didn't know exactly what to say. Most of all, he needed to avoid her wrath. He had to be a good and obedient slave for her.

A slave.

When they had first gotten married, he had known about her "proclivities". She had told him exactly what she expected over the course of their relationship. Not only that, she had been explicit, looking into his eyes a few weeks before their wedding ceremony, "Up until now, we have mostly been playing. You still have your own place, and I have mine. I can see that you have made a lot of progress, Joey. But when we live together, things will be different. You understand that, don't you?" He had acknowledged everything she said. He loved her; he wanted to be with her. At the same time, however, he understood just how brutal she could be.

On their fourth date, he had made some sexist joke. He couldn't even remember the exact details, yet he could easily summon the image of his then-girlfriend's eyes flashing wide then narrowing into angry slits. They had been out at dinner, and she had ordered him to pay. Her voice had gone low and cold as she got up and walked away. As instructed, he had paid, and she ordered him to take her back to her place.

Apologizing profusely, he went on and on about how it had just been a stupid reflex. He was a guy. Guys said stupid stuff all the time. Even tried to justify it by pointing out that this was how they socialized. At one point, he may have even insisted that it was just "locker room talk".

When she got out of the car in front of her apartment, he had worried that this would be it. Only then, she leaned down against the roof of the car, her hands braced, and she glared at him. "Follow me."

Determined to win her back, Joey had scurried after her, following that beautiful woman up the steps to her ground-floor apartment. She opened the door, motioned for him to go inside, and then she closed and locked it. When they were alone, he didn't think he was supposed to get nervous. After all, she was the girl. He was bigger and stronger.

He glanced back at her, Joey came to the realization that stature wasn't relevant. His height, his broad shoulders, and his muscles wouldn't save him right then. Or there. This woman had something in mind.

The fear of a breakup morphed into something else when she grabbed him by his shirt and yanked. She casually strode through her living room, down that short-haul, and over to the single bedroom door. She yanked it open, took him right into her bedroom, and snapped on the lights.

He saw her bed, her dressers, the closet, the mirror, and the window looking out onto the street. Only then, she grabbed him by the back of his neck and commanded, "Strip."

Strip?

Disoriented by the shift from cold anger to this order, he hadn't really understood what to do. Only then, she grabbed him by his shirt again, yanked him close, and stared right back into his eyes. In that moment, he experienced that flutter of electric energy all over his body. It was cold. Something told him to run. But even as his stomach tightened, she let go, and Joey obeyed as his autonomy crumbled. He had pulled off his jacket, his shirt, his T-shirt, his shoes and socks. After that, he had expected her to start laughing, like this was a joke.

With her arms crossed tight over her chest, she continued to glare back at him.

"You're not done," she informed him.

As a guy, he wasn't supposed to be nervous about getting naked. Even so, his hands trembled as he went for his belt. He pulled it off, and he was about to drop it to the floor along with the rest of his discarded clothing. Only then, she extended one hand, "Give it to me."

Without understanding, he handed her the belt.

Joey pulled down his pants and his boxers.

She grabbed him by his neck, except now she stood behind him. Tessa shoved him down against her bed. "Don't move," she commanded. Bent forward, with his face pressed into her sheets and blankets, Joey didn't know how to respond or react. He had never been prepared for something like this. His heart hammered in his chest, and he grabbed onto the blankets, his fingers bunching the fabric between his palms and fingertips as his knuckles turned white.

In some small corner of his brain, he marveled at what kind of impact this girl could have on him. But now, she stepped forward, and she touched the leather of his belt to his skin. He hadn't understood what that meant. He had genuinely been unable to put the different pieces together. Then again, he had never heard of an FLR or female supremacy. He hadn't understood that women like Tessa actually existed. In some ways, he had been so foolish, so naïve, and so inexperienced.

"What, what are you going to do?" Joey had asked. His voice had shaken in a way he hadn't been able to expect.

She didn't answer. Instead, Tessa had laughed. That playful, taunting sound rippled across the air as he squirmed. At that moment, he hadn't been bound. There weren't any cuffs around his wrists or ankles; nothing held him captive. Even so, there had been something about this girl. It was her confidence, her charisma, the strength of her character, and her allure. She had known exactly how to manipulate him. Simply by giving a command, she knew she could bend his will. It worked when they flirted, and it worked again when they went out. Now it worked as she kept him in that position while she stroked the belt along the curves of his backside.

Joey hadn't been able to comprehend the fear pumping through his veins. He had been aware of that nervous energy, yet it still didn't trigger any movement. Instead, he stayed right there, bent forward, his ass on display as she got ready to punish him.

Then she warned him, "This is going to sting."

He hadn't understood, not really.

She dropped the tip of the belt. She held the buckle against her wrist, and then she whipped that strip of leather down against his ass. It was a perfect blow. The impromptu whip shot forward, struck down, and made him cry out. His eyes watered instantly. Not only that, he had let out this sharp empathetic yelp. A mixture of fear and surprise and pain, it bounced against the walls.

"Don't move," she had ordered. Then she snapped her belt down against his ass once, twice, three times! Sharp pain stabbed along his nerves. He hadn't really understood what he could feel like. In his mind, those sorts of sensations existed for other people. He was a suburban boy; he had grown up safe and protected from most of those kinds of injury. He didn't understand what this could mean. He had been in exactly two fights, both of which ended in the span of a few seconds and involved more grappling than punching.

Only now, Tessa had shown him exactly what his body could experience. Red lines and angry welts appeared along his skin. His grip tightened even more as he remained frozen in place.

Don't move. She had issued that simple command, and now he had obeyed, remaining in place. Just as she wanted. He had done exactly as she ordered. He hadn't understood exactly why; he hadn't been able to explain any of this. Then again, the pain made it almost impossible to understand what was going on.

She gave him a few seconds to recover. Then she delivered three more blows in quick succession. He could hear the belt snap across the air before that tip struck. Each time, he cried out again.

At some point, Joey had challenged himself to remain silent. He needed to believe he'd stay silent, that he could just grit his teeth and take it. He was supposed to be a real man, which meant clinging to that disaffected defiance. Moment by moment, he told himself he could do this. He had concentrated hard. Despite the pain still simmering along his skin.

Almost instantly, she had understood what he was trying to do, "You're trying to stay quiet, aren't you?" This time, she didn't sound angry or annoyed. Instead, there was something else in her voice: amusement. Then she pulled back, and he heard that rippling laughter play across the air right before she unleashed her next barrage. She grabbed his hip, and she struck down with the belt. That flat edge struck again and again, lancing fresh pain deep into the center of his being. He had tried so hard to remain silent.

Just once, Joey had needed to remain quiet.

It hadn't worked. He cried out again and again, yelping and gasping, whimpering and shouting.

Then it was done, and she tossed the belt down onto the bed. She grabbed him by his hair, and she pulled. Suddenly, he was scrambling forward. She knocked him down onto his back. Then she grabbed him, straddling him. She had her hands on his wrists, and she started kissing him. Those were quick, darting, hungry kisses. She was a predator taking exactly what she wanted, and his body responded.

His shaft hardened. She tightened her grip for the next few seconds. Then she scratched at his wrists, his forearms, and his elbows as she pulled back. Only then, she looked right down into his eyes and she started to stroke his cock and balls. She played with him. He was completely naked while she remained fully clothed. He hadn't understood what kind of advantage that would give her. Then again, she was a beautiful girl. Despite the welts along his backside, Joey didn't know what he wanted. He couldn't comprehend whether or not he was supposed to fight back or jump up and flee.

As she played with his cock, thinking became even more difficult. Pain and pleasure mixed together, lighting up the synapses behind his eyes. His thoughts scattered, each one blown away as she toyed with him.

On some level, Joey didn't recognize what she was doing. He had understood that she was toying with him as she slid her fingers along the base of his shaft, up his length, all the way to the tip. Little droplets of excitement formed right there. She squeezed him again, bringing him close to an orgasm.

He wanted to lose control. Like some wild animal, he bucked his hips, thinking he would be able to push against her touch and reach climax.

Even if it had been embarrassing at some later point, Joey hadn't been able to ignore that animal instinct. He knew what he needed.

And so did Tessa.

Smiling down at him, she said, "I'm going to train you, Joey. I'm going to break you, boy. Are you ready? Are you ready to be domesticated?"

"I, I don't know," he confessed. If he had been watching himself from some distant and rational position, then maybe he would have laughed at that ridiculous response. Only right then and there, Tessa didn't allow her boyfriend to think clearly. She kept toying with him; her fingers started up and down along his cock. He loved it! It felt so incredible as the anticipation built. Somehow, the pain from before only amplified in those reactions. His nerves had never been so sensitive. His body had never reacted like this. Then again, she was a gorgeous girl, and she clearly knew how to tease him. His heart pounded faster and faster. His breath broke, scattering as he did his best.

It wasn't good enough.

He hadn't been able to think clearly. He hadn't been able to strategize or come up with some kind of tactic. Instead, he lost himself there on her bed in that strange apartment as she pushed him to the edge, allowed him to relax, only to do this over and over again.

"You belong to me now," she had said. "Say it."

He hadn't defied her. Joey hadn't been able to summon some quick rush of rebellion or resistance. Instead, he forced his eyes open, which felt like an achievement all on its own. Some instincts gripped him as he complied, "I belong to you."

"That's right," she said. "You do." She had stretched forward, leaned down, and kissed him again. This time, it was a soft movement along his lips. Even so, it still seemed just as possessive as everything she had already done.

Then she had pulled back, rolled him onto his side in one quick movement, and she slapped his ass. Her hand struck down once, twice, three times in quick succession. That barrage came down just like before. The pain washed over him again. Deep down, he hadn't even been able to understand even as he endured those sensations.

"This belongs to me," she said, grabbing his ass. "And this belongs to me." She dropped him back to the mattress, she grabbed his cock, and she stared right down into his eyes. "You belong to me."

"I belong to you," he had agreed.

"Yes, you do," she said.

In that moment, he watched as she yanked off her shoes, straddled him, and sat up just enough to raise her skirt and pull down her panties. While he was completely naked, she appeared to be fully dressed. Only now, he knew the truth. His chest tightened, and he wasn't sure what to do or say or how he was supposed to react. She stroked his cock again, grabbing him before she lowered herself down.

She was so hot, so wet, so ready for him…

She claimed him, leaning forward and grabbing him by his shoulders. He still had his hands raised above his head with his knuckles pressed down against the sheets.

She kissed him, even as she claimed him. She lowered herself down. Little by little. Then she extended herself forward, and she kissed him. Her body was braced over his, and there could be no question. In that moment, she owned him completely and totally.

Then she broke off that brace, and she stared down into his eyes. "I'm going to enslave you, boy. I'm going to train you and break you over and over again, just like this. The rest of your life is going to feel like an illusion. Financial planning? That’s going to be the lie. Your home is the truth. At home, you will always know that you belong to me."

"Yes," he said. "I, I belong to you." It was that combination of pleasure and pain. Or maybe she had been manipulating him from the moment they met. He couldn't be sure one way or the other. Any concept of certainty seemed to flutter away even as she started to ride him, moving her body up and down with every delicious movement. She stepped the rhythm, and she used him. She took him.

Then, before he even realized what he was doing, he looked up at her, the desperation painted across his face as he asked, "Can I, can I come? Please!"

She hadn't answered right away. Instead, she had inclined her chin, grinned, and finally looked down at him after several more seconds. "Yes," she said. That's when she started riding him faster. She moved quick enough to make her hair bounce against her shoulders as she used him. She moaned, and he came hard, his shaft throbbing as the excitement roared through his frame. That tempest of need and sensation spun at the core of his being as he lost control to this beautiful woman.

Once he was drained, she pulled away from him. She looked down into his eyes, and she smiled vividly. She straddled him again, keeping her legs spread. Then she reached over for her nightstand, and he had to ask her, "What, what're you doing?"

"Nothing," she said. Then he saw the cigarette. He saw the lighter.

"Tessa? You, you can't do that," he said.

She lit a cigarette, placed it gently between her lips, and took a slow breath. Once she filled her lungs, she looked down at him, tightened her mouth into that perfect shape, and she exhaled. A slender jet of silvery smoke shot down into his face. "I'm serious," he tried to say.

"I don't care," she replied. "But this really bothers you, doesn't it?"

"It's disgusting," he said.

She took another breath. She held the cigarette up, and then she leaned forward. He didn't understand what was happening, not until she pressed her mouth to his. Obviously, he had already picked up on the slender traces of that acrid aroma. The burning smell. That harsh sensation at the back of his throat. It all permeated his body, but now she was right there, so close. Not only that, she had a mouthful of smoke waiting for him…

He tried to say something. He had worked so hard to get out that simple sentence, "No. Please. Please, don't. Please, you can't! This is too much!" Perhaps those had only been thoughts inside of his head because he already knew he couldn't stop this gorgeous woman. She pressed her lips to his. He tried to shove her back. She casually grabbed his wrist and knocked him down again. Even if he had technically been strong enough to shove her away, Joey couldn't bring himself to do it! Something about her proximity stripped away his defenses. She knocked him back to the bed, and now her lips were on his. She exhaled, blowing that smoke right into his mouth!

Joey had never experienced anything like that before. He had never imagined that anything like this could be possible. It was revolting! Even as those lingering twitches of arousal began to fade, she tormented him with that full breath. The lungful of smoke shot up against the roof of his mouth, down his throat, and he breathed it in. She pulled back, and he was coughing now, his vision blurring as he tried to get the toxins out.

"Get dressed and go," she said. "See you later, boy."

That had been the beginning.

She had dated him. She had played with him. She had toyed with him. And of course, there was that dual existence. When they were out, she seemed like a sweet girl. Maybe she was a little bit domineering or controlling, especially when they went to different restaurants. She would tell the servers what she wanted with more authority than they usually saw from girlfriends.

Since then, they had dated, and she had informed him that she expected a proposal. Consequently, he had purchased the ring, got down on his knees, and she had forced him to beg. After all, this wasn't a proposal intended for friends and family. She wasn’t looking for social media clout. Instead, she simply wanted to remind this boy of his place and his status.

Out in the wider world, his career had gone well. He had earned several promotions. The clients liked him, and he often provided really good advice. Once or twice, he had gotten especially lucky, so he had a good reputation around the office. Not only that, his colleagues occasionally saw Tessa. Sometimes, she would stop by the office to visit him. They saw her in her pleated skirts, her snug jeans, or those tight black pants. No one admitted it, but Joey was certain those same colleagues leaned over and checked her out. They studied the way the fabric clung to the curves of her blouse and down along the length of her legs.

If anything, Tessa enjoyed the attention, especially because she knew what those boys thought. More importantly, she knew the truth about what happened behind those closed and locked doors.

When he asked her to marry him, he knew that the proposal needed to be perfect. This wasn't a matter of putting on the right shirt or even buying the correct ring. Instead, she had sat on the couch, her legs crossed. She had looked regal and powerful as she rested her hands on her lap. "What do you have to say for yourself, Joey?"

As she had waited, she had been smoking.

Joey obviously wished he could ask her to put it out.

From their first night together, however, she had decided that she really enjoyed smoking. Maybe it had been an occasional treat before they got together, but there was something about seeing the look of panic on his face every time she lit up. She savored the mixture of repulsion and fear, the way his lips curled and how he tried to stare off into the distance, as though he didn't care at all. Tessa knew the truth, of course. He was so obvious and easy to read.

Like a good boy, he had lowered himself down onto his knees to beg for her hand in marriage. "Please, Tessa. Please, I wish to be a good and obedient boy for you. I will be your slave. I will serve you. I will give you anything and everything I have. I, I know my place, Ma'am."

She had inhaled, puffed out that cloud of smoke, and tilted her head to the side. Then she put it out, and she leaned down. She touched the underside of his chin, forcing his head up so she could kiss him from her elevated position.

After that, she made it clear. They were going to get married, and she handled all of the details. When they moved into a place together, she would be in charge. He understood that, didn't he?

Yes, Joey had promised her. He understood.

No one else needed to know. Even when she got pregnant, she had made her decision. In their bedroom, he would remain her slave. Within the context of their relationship, she would own him. He understood all of this. But then she also told him that she had decided to keep this side of their relationship hidden from their child. Whether they were a boy or a girl, they didn't need to know.

Only then, Tessa had twins!

She remembered being in the doctor's office and hearing that news. Then she gave birth to her children: Lauren and Joseph. She had named both of them, of course.

Joey had looked up. Even if she owned him, she was still in love with him. More than that, she liked the idea of his name continuing on like this.

That had been twenty years ago. Since then, the kids had grown up and gone off to college. They would be back soon, but Joey wasn't thinking about that. Instead, he had to answer that question.

"This still bothers you, doesn't it?"

On his knees in front of his wife, he knew they were alone. That wouldn’t be true for much longer. The kids would be coming back for the summer. If he messed up here, his wife would probably decide to punish him severely. After all, she would have to be more subtle while Lauren and Joseph were home.

She took another puff on her cigarette. She exhaled slowly; this time, she didn't blow it in his face. Even so, he could smell it. He knew exactly what was happening even as she enjoyed herself.

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered. Although he could have tried to lie, he didn't think it would work. First, his wife knew him. Second, he didn't trust himself to get the words out successfully.

"Too bad," she said. "It's not like you can do anything to stop me, can you?"

"No, Ma'am."

"And why is that again?"

Joey looked up along the length of her legs. He thought of the many times he had been in this position. In truth, it felt right and natural. The first time she had used his belt on him, he hadn't been able to comprehend what was happening. He hadn't been able to work through those sensations. But over the last two decades, this boy had recognized his place. He knew that he really did belong to her. She was in charge, and this felt right. Even when she punished him, he was grateful for the opportunity to serve as her slave.

She really had done it; she had broken, tamed, and domesticated him. She had turned him into a perfectly obedient husband.

Among their friends, there were often these arguments and disagreements. Usually, they were petty and small issues related to the home. What color should this wall be? Where should they put that painting? Which couch was the most comfortable or which mattress should they pick as an upgrade? Obviously, Tessa never had those problems. Her boy knew his place. And even if their friends and neighbors sometimes whispered about how Tessa could be a little bit bossy, they really had no idea what that woman was capable of.

"I belong to you," he said.

"Explain," she said. "Go into detail."

Something quivered at the base of his stomach. Not only that, heat splashed down along the nape of his neck and down between his shoulder blades. He didn't know exactly what she wanted to hear. That was the problem. When it came to those yes or no questions, the correct response was usually pretty obvious. Maybe he would mess up here or there, especially when he forgot his status before this woman, but he could grovel and apologize. When she expected an explanation, that meant she had something in mind, only he had to be more creative.

That was the thing about slavery, Tessa knew. It couldn't be simply blind obedience. In order for her husband to truly make himself useful before her, she needed him to be able to consider her needs, her desires, and her expectations.

"Over the course of our relationship, you have tamed me," he said. "I am your boy. I'm your property. Every day, I wake up, and I think about what you want from me, Ma'am. Your desires and expectations are my top priority."

"Not bad," she said. "And why is that?"

This definitely felt like a lesson. Even so, he clenched his teeth for just a few seconds. Then he forced himself to relax as best as he could. He kept his eyes downcast. "If I mess up, I get punished."

"And how do you get punished?" Tessa asked as she brought the cigarette back up to her mouth. She drew in a slow breath. She savored the feel of the smoke along the roof of her mouth, and at the back of her throat. At the same time, she waited for him to start speaking. Right when he opened his mouth, she let out another jet of smoke. That spear of silver shot down against his face, dissipating along the ridge of his nose, his nostrils, and the curves of his lips. Even so, he knew better than to try to turn his head away. Instead, he held his breath as he waited for the smoke to vanish.

While the seconds passed, she took another breath. She enjoyed that pull on the cigarette. Initially, smoking had just been a treat, something she would enjoy here or there. But after she had realized she could use those cigarettes to torment this boy, she had developed a taste for it. There was something alluring and intoxicating. It wasn't just the rush of nicotine. Instead, there was the ritual and power, especially because this boy wanted to stop her so badly.

Too bad for him.

"You make it hurt," he said.

"Do I now?" Tessa asked with a wicked smile. "You're going to have to be much more specific, boy."

Another shiver darted through his body, but he closed his eyes, nodded, and forced himself to continue. "You have the right to whip me, belt me, spank me, paddle me," he told her. Even as he spoke, the words sounded childish to him. And yet, the fear persisted. It hovered there at the base of his gut, constantly reminding him of what she could do.

"Stand up," she said.

He obeyed, rising to his feet. Then she stood, and she daintily held onto the cigarette. She kept it pinned between her fingers for just a few more seconds. Then she struck. Her hand flew up, and she smacked him across his right cheek. From there, she backhanded his left cheek. He didn't touch his skin; he didn't bring his hands up to examine the glow of heat playing across his features. Instead, he stood there, utterly obedient.

"Good boy," she said. "I just wanted to make sure that you are in the proper frame of mind for what we will discuss next."

"Yes, Ma'am."

"On your knees," she said.

His legs bent, and he fell down in front of her once again.

Tessa didn't sit immediately. Instead, she brushed her fingers through his hair. She tugged on his scalp. Then, very demurely, she sat again, crossed her legs, and continued to smoke.

Her husband remained in a subservient position as he waited. Ultimately, Tessa would be the one to set the pace for this conversation. If she intended to take a few minutes to enjoy her cigarette, then now is her prerogative, and there was nothing he could do to change her mind. More importantly, he knew better than to try.

"The kids are coming home soon," she said.

"Tomorrow," he agreed. In truth, he had been looking forward to this. He would never have admitted it out loud, but there was something incredible about having Lauren and Joseph back at home. Obviously, he liked seeing his kids, especially because there was that incredible warmth that filled the house. Not only that, it was fascinating. They were his children, obviously. And yet, they were adults. He loved hearing about their adventures in college, their professors, what they were learning, and how everything had developed. High school had been tense here or there, especially when Lauren had started hanging out with a couple of especially precocious girls. Then there had been those questions about how to address the kids and their dating lives.

Reflexively, he had believed that Joseph should get more freedom. If he wanted to date, that was fine with Joey. If he wanted to bring a girl over or even up to his room, that didn't really seem like a problem. If Lauren had someone, however, his immediate urge was to restrict her. He wanted to tell his daughter that he needed to meet that boy and that there would be very specific requirements like a strictly enforced curfew. Not only that, he intended to review their activities to make sure that everything they did would be wholesome, whatever that was supposed to mean.

Tessa had stopped him, reminding her husband that he would do whatever she saw fit. Besides, she trusted Lauren. Consequently, both of their children were free to date as they saw fit. Both parents reminded the kids that they needed to be safe and careful. Fortunately, they lived in an area that was both progressive and affluent, meaning that they had all of the information they needed to stay safe.

Even so, Jo had gotten nervous. He hadn't been able to help himself. Maybe that was just a part of being a parent.

Then again, he trusted both of his kids. In middle school and high school, they both earned excellent grades. They were both excellent athletes (although Joey prided himself on his realism; he had never allowed himself to indulge in some ridiculous fantasy where either of his children would head off to play sports professionally). More importantly, his kids seemed happy. They were popular. They had friends. And even if growing up meant suffering through the drama of adolescence, they seemed to excel.

"That's right," Tessa agreed. "The kids are coming home tomorrow. What do you think that's going to be like?"

"I think it will take a little bit of adjustment, Ma'am." Since the kids moved out and off to college, he had been subject to his wife's whims. But starting tomorrow, he would be entitled to some small taste of freedom, at least beyond the confines of their bedroom. "We did before. I'm sure we can do it again."

"Are you now?" Tessa asked.

He detected something in her voice, a note of skepticism or possibly a threat.

Silently, he considered his actions and answers. Even so, he couldn't find any specific mistake.

"Ma'am, should I have said something else?" He did his best to sound completely deferential. After all, a long marriage of training and domestication had shown him where he belonged. He needed to be on his knees. When his wife took control, she asserted her natural right to own him. If he messed up, he got punished. The kids didn't know about any of this, and they didn't have to. He did. Tessa did. That was all that counted.

"I'm not sure yet," she replied. "But I've been thinking about something."

"Yes, Ma'am?" He didn't really understand.

His muscles tightened, however. There was that little spasm of fear that echoed across his body because he assumed she had come up with some new way of punishing him. This time, it might not be a belt, her hand, a paddle, and antenna, or any of her other toys. Still, he couldn't pick out a specific mistake.

Then again, that doesn't really matter. As his wife, she decided when or if he had made a mistake. Only she could determine when or if he needed punishment. Worse than not, Tessa didn't actually need a reason. Sometimes, she would be walking through the house, she would see him, and she would order him to put his hands on the wall. Right away, he would understand what that meant. He would assume the position, pull down his pants, and then she’d use some toy. It could be a crop, a whip, the paddle, or her open palm. Either way, she made sure it stung each and every time. Then there were those moments when it got even worse because she'd pull him away from the wall, so he faced her. Next, she’d tell him, “Get on your knees." Of course, he obliged every time. And from there, he would have to thank her. With his ass stinging, his skin vibrant red, and the tears at the corners of his eyes, Joey would still need to be grateful to his wife for the pain she had inflicted.

It wasn't fair! Occasionally, that rebellious idea popped into his head, and he suppressed it every time. After all, they had been together for so long. He understood how the relationship worked. He knew what he had to do and say in order to be a properly obedient husband in this household.

"Don't worry," she said. "I don't think you need a punishment right now." The last two words seemed to be packed with extra meaning. He wondered if she intended to test him. Or maybe she had a very specific idea in mind, one that he wasn't going to like…

"Yes, Ma'am?" Joey said as a good and obedient husband.

"I'm thinking about how we are going to talk to the kids when they arrive. In particular, I'm wondering if it's time for them to know the truth."

"The truth?"

She reached down, grabbed him by his chin, and forced him to look up to face her. Her eyes shined bright with something he couldn't name or explain. "That's right," Tessa said. She smiled, and he saw the edges of her teeth as the light glistened along her lips. "I'm thinking about whether or not it's time to let them know the truth about us, about our relationship, about how things work best between women and men."

Tessa still hadn't been specific. There was the obvious guess, and the easy reaction. Even so, his throat clenched, his jaw locked, and he stayed silent. Finally, Tessa asked him, "What do you think, boy?"

She let go. She would allow him to speak. More than that, she required it. He coughed and cleared his throat. At the same time, Joey did his best to understand how he could respond. "Is this a joke, Ma'am?"

She leaned down. Her smile widened. She struck him across the face, backhanding him. Then she picked up her cigarette, and she took a slow and relaxing breath. She blew it into his face and said, "No. I'm not joking."

"Tell them about us? Do you mean you're wondering if we should tell them about our relationship?" Somehow, he couldn't be more specific. There were different words and phrases he could have chosen. They got stuck at the back of his throat or along with the length of his tongue.

"The truth about our relationship," Tessa confirmed for him. "The truth about your enslavement and that ideal of female supremacy."

"No, Ma'am!" He remembered to use the honorific appropriately as the words shot from his lips. This time, he didn't stutter, nor did he feel that paralysis along his neck or mouth.

Still, he had just said "no" to his wife. That was almost always a bad idea. That was almost always a very, very bad idea. Knowing this, he scrambled to backtrack into some other idea or response, something Tessa would find acceptable. Only then, he looked up at his wife, and his cheek continued to sting. That pain lingered, playing and buzzing along his skin as he struggled. Despite his best efforts, he failed.

After all, he had to deal with twenty years of precedent. When Tessa first informed him about her pregnancy, he had grabbed her and squeezed her hard, they were both laughing so much. Only then, she had told him that she made her decision. The children didn't need to know about female supremacy or her private beliefs. He would remain her slave, but the kids wouldn't have to find out about it. At the time, he hadn't really thought about it. After all, she had known about her pregnancy for several days before that. She had given herself enough time to adjust to the possibilities and to consider how she wanted to proceed. Even when she told Joey, she made it clear that this was a declaration. She was informing him of what would happen; she wasn't asking for his perspective, opinion, or feedback.

"We are going to tell the kids all about us."

"But, but…" His voice dissipated. At work, he could be so persuasive and articulate. He knew all about equity markets, bonds, annuities, and the different financial strategies one might employ in order to make money grow quickly and responsibly. With his wife, however, he couldn't think. He couldn't push through the noise.

Tessa smiled down at her husband. "We are going to tell them all about your enslavement, my control, and of the new rules in this house."

"New rules?" Joey asked.

Her eyes narrowed. "I'm sorry, Ma'am! What kind of rules are you talking about?"

"Women rule, and boys obey."

Women. Boys. He heard how she used the plural of those terms. Maybe she had mentioned those kinds of concepts before, but they had never been in relation to Joseph and Lauren. With his back straight and stiff, he lifted his head as he looked back at that woman. "But, but…" When he tried again, he still couldn't speak, because he still didn't know how to rebuff this woman. After years of training, the idea of resistance or rebellion simply did not come naturally.

"Lauren deserves to know what she can do as a woman."

"But can't you just talk to her one-on-one?"

His wife struck again, slapping him hard across the face. Then she inhaled again from her cigarette. She exhaled slowly, letting the silvery smoke shoot from her nostrils. "That's not how this works, Joey. I make the decisions. And so, I'm going to tell Lauren all about us. Now that she is an adult, I think she has the right to know."

He tried to speak. He tried to assert himself. After so long, he couldn't do it.

"Because women do deserve to rule, don't they?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" The answer came out automatically and reflexively. When it came to interacting with his wife, he knew there could only be that possibility. "Women deserve to rule. They deserve all of the power and authority they could ever want."

"And so Lauren is no exception. Correct?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he forced himself to say. At the same time, he searched for some exception, some distinction. Part of him wanted to insist that she was his little girl. Even as he spoke, he flashed back to helping her with science fair projects, kicking a soccer ball out in the backyard, and even playing a few video games with her while she was growing up. She couldn't know about this. There was no way!

"And all boys deserve to be enslaved, don't they?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said with less certainty this time. Even so, Tessa didn't seem to mind. At least, she didn't punish him again.

"So our boy deserves to know the truth, don't you think? When he comes home, he should understand his inferior status. It's going to be just like yours."

"Just like mine?"

"That's right," Tessa said with a tittering little laugh. "In this house, he should understand his inferiority. He should do whatever I say without question. He should obey Lauren as well."

"But she's his sister. They always grew up together," he said. Those sounded like ridiculously obvious points, yet they jumped from his mouth anyway.

"And as his sister, she is his superior. Say it."

They had gone through discussions like this before, yet they had always been abstract. His wife had never intimated any serious consideration of applying her beliefs and female supremacy to their family dynamics. In this household, this meant obedience. That was it.

"Lauren is Joseph's superior," he said.

"Good boy," she replied. "So if Lauren decides to give him a chore, should he obey?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered.

"And if she decides to punish him, that is her right, isn't it?"

More than anything else, he yearned to argue with her, to contradict his wife, and to insist that she was wrong about this. Even if she controlled every other facet of his life from the household finances to the punishment he endured, Jo had to seriously wonder whether or not he had finally found some invisible line which he would not be able to cross. Only then, he glanced up again. His eyes met Tessa's, and his willpower got shredded by her presence. All over again, he sensed her proximity, he saw the glint in her eyes and the smile on her face.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't argue. Instead, he opened his mouth, closed it, and finally spoke a few seconds later, "Yes, Ma’am. If Lauren decides to punish our boy, that is her right."

"What if she wants to make him grovel at her feet? Could she do that?"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. "But, but…"

This time, Tessa didn't ignore his pleas. Instead, she inhaled from her cigarette, lifted her chin, and blew. The smoke up towards the ceiling. "But what, slave?"

Slave. With that simple word, she reminded him of his status. An outside observer might have suggested that the term was just part of the game. They were only playing. It wasn't like the designation had any kind of legal bearing. Slavery was obviously illegal in a contemporary world. Then again, that hypothetical observer wouldn't have understood just how much control she had over him or what kind of effect this sort of training could have. She had worked him again and again, reminding this boy of his place. She had taught him how to obey. This was something that couldn’t be easily broken.

"Please. Please, don't do this. Please, Ma'am! Please, don't tell them about us!"

"Oh? Are you humiliated? Is that the problem? Are you ashamed of the fact that your wife owns you?"

"No, Ma'am. It's not that."

"Have you been lying to me then?"

Instantly, he recognized the obvious trap. "No, Man! I would never lie to you!"

"Then what is it?"

Joey didn't know how to say it. He didn't know how to articulate those feelings or push them out in some fashion that she might accept. So instead, he just shoved his elbows down against his flanks as he lifted his hands and cupped his knuckles. Looking up at her with big, imploring eyes, he tried again. "Please, please, don't do this. Please, I want to be the best slave I can possibly be for you, but we should leave them out of that!"

His wife didn't react for the first couple of heartbeats. Eventually, she asked, "And why is that?"

"It's not right!" There. He said it. More importantly, he instantly regretted it, especially because he knew this woman. Those three words hadn't been compelling for her. Maybe if he had been able to come up with a genuine answer, he would have been able to convince her with his begging and groveling.

"Oh, I think someone is going to need to be tamed. I think someone has forgotten his place. Get to the bedroom. Put your hands on the frame at the foot of the bed, and be ready for me. You know what that means."

He sucked in a breath. He tried to say something, only then he failed.

As he rose, she got up too. Then she smiled at him. "Look at that. I'm done with a cigarette. Tongue out."

He closed his eyes, held his hands behind his back, and leaned forward.

The cigarette sizzled out as she pushed the tip against his tongue. She twisted it to the left, then the right, rotating that little cylinder even as the pain cut through him all over again. He knew that burning sensation well, but he couldn't stop until she finally finished. Then she pushed the cigarette up against the back of his throat. "Swallow it."

Like a good and well trained slave, he obeyed.

Only a few minutes later, Tessa sauntered into their bedroom. As she expected, she found her husband naked, leaning forward, his head bowed down and his arms stretched out toward the bedposts. She didn't address him or acknowledge him as she walked to the closet, opened the door, and found a pair of handcuffs. She came back, extended the chains, and locked them onto the bedposts before encircling his wrists. He heard those metallic clicks and felt the cold steel push down against his skin.

Within seconds, she had trapped him.

She scratched the nape of his neck, his back, then his buttocks. Finally, she stepped away again. She returned to the closet as she called out to him, "What do you think I should use? I didn't like your attitude. When I tell you that I have made a decision, I expect you to be supportive."

"Yes, Ma'am," he answered in a small voice.

"So which one should I use?"

"I don't know, Ma'am," he said.

"Okay," she replied. "Let's go with the antenna, shall we?"

By design, it should have been used to capture invisible signals. Instead, she walked behind him, telescoped it, splashed it down to the air, and let him shiver as he listened to the tip's sharp whistle. Then she brought it up against his backside. She just touched the cold metal to his skin.

Fresh fear coursing through his body.

"This is going to sting?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

"Is this going to hurt? Do you think you're going to cry?"

"I don't know, Ma'am," he said. It was the truth. After all, she could be erratic with him, tormenting him with the possibility while never truly delivering on one day, while deciding to punish him ruthlessly on another.

"Good," she said. "You don't need to know what's going to happen. You just need to know how to obey. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Ma'am! I only need to know how to obey!"

"Smart," she told him. That's when she jerked the antenna up into the air. Then she slammed it down with all of the force she could muster. After years of time together, she had practiced extensively. She knew precisely what she was doing as she whipped that strip of metal down against his skin. It bit against his right, butt cheek, then his left. She left crisscrossing and slashing welts along his skin as he tried to focus on his breathing. He did his best to lose himself, to let his mind drift away. Only then, she grabbed him by his hair and pulled. "What are you?"

It was a simple question, so it could only have a simple answer, "I’m your slave!"

"And what about Joseph? What about your namesake? What is he going to be, boy?"

She was talking about his son. Without trying, Joey flashed back to those memories: playing in the yard, wrestling, when Joseph was little, laughing and joking, talking about girls when he had his first crush…

All of those little details came swarming back despite the storm of pain clouding his mind.

"Joseph...will be a slave."

"Tell me why that's a good idea. Tell me why that is what he needs and deserves. Tell me why every boy needs this, and deserves it."

"Men aren't as smart or as strong. We, we deserve to be enslaved, Ma'am! In every country, every city, every household, men should have an inferior status. You have taught me this, Ma'am. You have shown me where I belong."

"And where is that again?"

"Wherever you put me. Maybe I will crawl. Maybe it will be on my knees in front of you. It doesn't matter."

"That's right," she said. "And you should be grateful, shouldn't you?"

"Yes! I'm grateful!" Somehow, that answer wasn't right. It wasn't good enough to satisfy his wife. That's why she struck again and again. She brought the antenna down, leaving one sharp and harsh mark after another. With every blow, fresh waves of pain exploded along his nerves. Even if the antenna struck these relatively small patches of flesh, that still provoked those bursts of agony. He cried out. He shouted. He screamed!

In the midst of all of this, Tessa laughed. Clearly, she couldn't or wouldn't control herself. Instead, she unleashed those cruel instincts. To the rest of the world, she could be a kind woman. Maybe she was a little bit domineering. Maybe some people didn't like her because they viewed her as abrasive. But right then and there, she didn't have to hide it. She could be her true self as she broke her husband.

"Good boy," she said. "That's right. You want to be a good boy. You want to be docile and obedient. You want your son to be just as docile and obedient."

Joey had no idea whether or not that was actually true. Then again, his opinion didn't actually matter. His wife could dictate his desires, and he would have to agree. There simply weren't any other options for this man as she punished him. Every time the antenna came down, she sculpted him. Every time it bit against his skin, he howled, and that made her laugh. Just as importantly, she could train him, reminding him of how things really work.

"Very good," she said. "That's right. You want to be a good boy for me. You want to be an obedient slave. Because deep down, you know that Lauren should be like me, don't you?"

He was panting. Even so, he nodded. He called out those words for her. He told his wife exactly what she wished to hear. He had tried begging, pleading, and groveling. He had looked up at her from his spot on his knees, but it hadn't been enough.

"Good boy," she told him again. She tossed the antenna onto the bed. Then she stepped away. At first, he wondered if she simply wanted him to remain there with his arms spread. He kept thinking about the pain sizzling along his flesh. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't push those sensations away. He didn't know how to hide from them, nor could he block them out. When she returned from the closet, she held out a cane.

She let the tip invade his peripheral vision. He blinked, saw it, and got ready to say something. He wasn't sure exactly which words would have come tumbling out of his mouth, but he didn't get the chance to speak. After all, his wife wasn't interested in anything he had to say, especially when she jerked that cane back into the air. With a fierce grin on her face, she struck. This time, she is using something thicker and heavier. That blunt edge came down, smacking hard against his unprotected skin.

A different kind of pain rocketed through his body. That horrifying agony gripped him. His toes curled, and he shoved his heels down. Without thinking, he jerked against his handcuffs. He pulled on those chains, making them jingle and jangle, but he couldn't break free.

At that moment, it wasn't a question of his good behavior or obedience. Instead, she had him bound. She had him helpless.

Tessa grinned as she started to cane him harder and faster. The solid strip of wood blurred as she worked. The noise and percussion rock through the air. Distantly, she picked up on the sounds of her own panting. Heat pulsed beneath the surface of her skin as she worked. For her, it was almost exercise. If so, this definitely satisfied her in a way that time on a treadmill never could. She swung down again and again, wielding her implement. More than that, she almost felt like a musician! She could hear the sounds coming from her slave as she disciplined him.

In other relationships, a husband was supposed to be a partner. Wives were supposed to work together with the boys in their lives.

As far as Tessa was concerned, that was nonsense. It was this ridiculous idea propagated by women who lacked the imagination to seize control.

Finally, she stopped.

"How are you feeling?"

"Obedient!" Joey called out to her.

"Good," she said. "Very good. Stay right there." She stepped back behind him. For a few seconds, she inspected her work. She saw the lines, the patches of red, the different welts and old bruises. As she inspected her work, she felt like an artist. After all, she had created this imaginative collage along his skin. It would change, and those injuries would heal, but she could enjoy her work in the meantime.

Most daintily, she grabbed her phone, lifted it up, and took several pictures. Then she set the device to the side, she raised her skirt, and she pulled down her panties. From there, she crawled up onto the bed. She spread her legs, scooting down, peeled back her skirt, and slid into position.

With his arms spread, he only really had one body part with any realistic range of motion: his head. He could bow his face down, and that was exactly what she expected as she lifted her legs, and circled them around the nape of his neck, and pulled him toward her. Within moments, his face was buried between her inner thighs, his lips less than an inch away from her wet pussy.

"What are we going to do when the kids arrive?" Tessa asked.

"We, we are going to tell the truth," Joey bleated out those words.

"You don't like that idea, do you?"

"No, Ma'am!" Joey answered, if only because his wife knew him. If he had tried to lie or deceive her, he was sure he would regret it.

"Then it's a good thing you don't get a vote, isn't it?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" Even as he spoke, he kept his eyes open. He looked down at her dark skin. He could feel the heat radiate off of her. Whenever he breathed in, there was still that aftertaste of ash in the back of his throat, only now another familiar flavor seemed to dance throughout his mouth. It was the flavor of her arousal.

She grabbed him by the back of his head. She placed her fingers there on his skull, and she pushed him down.

That inch of space between his lips and her pussy disappeared.

"Lick," she commanded.

Obedient as always, Joey obeyed. His tongue slid along her sex as he worshiped her. He went down deep. Then, distantly, he could hear her lighting up again. Despite everything, that mixed impulse of revulsion and anger still flared through his body. Even after years of training and subjugation, some part of him still reacted as though he could argue with this woman.

He didn't.

He couldn't.

He belonged to her.

That was his life. That was his existence.

He licked, going in deeper, sweeping his tongue up and down along the walls of her pussy. He penetrated her. He sensed the warmth and stroked her clit with his tongue. He worshiped her just as he had done so many times before. Only now, he scrambled to think of some other solution, some other possibility, something he might be able to do or say to change his owner's mind. But now, he knew. His wife had made her decision, and she wasn't going to listen to him. As far as she was concerned, he was just a slave. As such, he simply had to obey.

He had the kids in the car now. He had picked them up, and they were talking about their classes, their achievements, that sort of thing. With his hands on the steering wheel, he felt that strange combination of pride and dread. He was laughing with Lauren at one point about how she had gotten so lucky. She came up with a random idea for one of her essays, only for her professor to love it. She was laughing about how she started with this concept, and it made no sense to her, but she started to figure it out. It was luck, just dumb luck, according to her. Then again, his sweet little girl had always been very modest. For his part, Joseph seemed more interested in talking about some of the parties he had gone to. Obviously, he edited out the most important details for his father, but it was still good to hear the excitement in his voice as he talked about meeting up with people, making memories, that sort of thing.

It made Joey wistful, especially when he thought back to his own time in college.

On the way back, he confronted those other temptations. With his hands on the steering wheel, he kept half-fantasizing about asking if they wanted to stop for lunch or ice cream or something like that.

Obviously, he kept his mouth shut. If they were late, he knew his owner would be disappointed.

Then again, this was the duality that he didn't know how to deal with. While the kids had been growing up, it had been easy enough. Within the confines of their bedroom, he was a slave. While the kids were home and around, he was a good father. He obviously doted on his wife, following her instructions and doing his best to anticipate her needs, but there wasn't anything obvious. Someone looking in on their relationship probably would have just assumed he was a good husband.

That was about to change.

That little barrier between these two aspects of his family life was about to collapse.

He got home, he watched as the kids pulled their luggage out of the trunk, and they rushed back up the porch and into the house. Tentatively, he followed after them.

When Joey made it to the house, he took those steps, and he could see his kids hugging their mother. "It's so good to see you," she said, squeezing Joseph first, then moving over to give her daughter some attention.

It was ridiculously sweet, so Joey stepped forward, and he wrapped his arms around all three of them. Suddenly, it was this adorably sincere and ridiculously sweet group hug. The family was back together!

He wished that moment could last forever.

Only then, Tessa nudged them back. "We haven't made any alterations to your rooms, so go put away your stuff. Then right after you're done, we're going to have a family meeting. There's something your father and I need to tell you."

Lauren sounded tentatively nervous, "What is it?"

"Is someone dying?" Joseph asked with an overconfident grin.

"No one is dying," Tessa answered right away. She had her hands on her hips now as she looked back at her son. "But this is important. So go put away your stuff. Now." With that last word, she reasserted her authority. The kids may have been gone for their first two years of college, but they remembered how their mother could issue these kinds of commands, and they would be expected to obey. Both of their kids had been living on their own as adults. They had navigated classes, professors' expectations, friends, and romance on their own. They weren't children. Even so, they both rushed off as though no time at all had passed. Joey really enjoyed that.

"Do you want to start begging again?" Tessa asked, dropping her voice to a whisper. The kids were gone, having scurried back up the stairs to the second floor and their bedrooms. Still, she didn't wish to take any chances. She didn't want to ruin the surprise!

"May I?"

"You may," she answered. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she looked back at him. Then she reached up, and she cupped his cheeks. When she stepped closer, her breasts pushed against his chest. In that moment, he studied her dark skin, her black hair, the shape of her thighs, and that cruel smile. She was toying with him. After years of marriage, he knew exactly what was happening, yet he didn't know how to make it stop. Worse, some part of him enjoyed that proximity. She leaned forward, and she kissed him.

Instantly, he could taste the cigarette smoke along her mouth. "Yes," she said. "I enjoyed a smoke while you were out. You have something to say about that?"

"No, Ma'am," he said.

"Go on then," she said. "The kids won't be upstairs for long. Beg."

She was giving him an opportunity.

All at once, this specific kind of hope shot through his chest because he started to imagine that she had never been serious about telling Lauren or Joseph the truth about their relationship. Instead, she wanted to scare him. If so, it worked!

Although he knew it was a risk, he dropped to his knees. He raised his head, and he looked up at her. Simultaneously, he touched his hands to her thighs. "Please, Ma'am. Please, I do everything I can to be your best and most obedient slave. I want to do my best for you, Ma'am. I want to be diligent, focused, and completely dedicated to you. I give you everything I have. Every day, I try as hard as I possibly can."

"I know," she said, almost gently. As far as he was concerned, that was a good sign.

"Please, please, don't tell them," he pleaded with her. "They don't need to know. I, I am your slave right here. This is your domain. You are the mistress of the house. You are the owner. I belong to you, and I do anything and everything you say! You punish me, discipline me, and train me. You show me again and again my inferiority and teach me how to behave."

"Are you grateful for that?"

His voice rose as the desperation pushed into every sound he made. At the same time, he looked scared, despite that lingering hope at the base of his stomach. He could feel it with every fluttering kick of his heart because he knew the right answer. These were easy. She wasn't challenging him. More than that, he wanted to believe that he really didn't know her. He could read her, and he knew what she was thinking.

She was playing with him. It was working. He still understood and recognized his own limited capabilities when it came to his status in this household. And yet, he gulped, and he looked up again. "Yes, Ma'am. I'm so grateful for you and everything you have done for me and to me. I'm so grateful for the training I have received every day, I just want to make you happy!"

"Good boy," she said right as they both heard the steps of the kids kicking the stairs as they rushed back down.

They were racing!

Lauren got down first, laughed, and called out, "I win! The once and reigning champion is back!"

"I let you win," Joseph groused.

"Okay, kids. Back to the living room. It's time for that family meeting," Tessa called out.

By this point, Joey had jumped back up onto his feet. Even so, he wondered if he had been fast enough. He glanced over at Lauren. As far as he could tell, she was still basking in her victory.

Even though he felt like he knew what was going to happen, Joey could feel his heart pounding. Tessa was just messing with him. She was playing with him. This was a game for her. As she teased him, she would make him squirm, but she wasn't really going to do it. After all, the kids had been kept out of this for the first two decades of their lives. They had no idea how the family really operated. They didn't need to know now.

Tessa walked over to the center of the couch, and she sat down. At the same time, she kept her back straight, her legs crossed, and her hands on her lap. He sat down next to her, and he was about to reach up to run his fingers through her dark hair when she turned back to him. "On your knees. On the floor."

He froze. That moment seemed to stretch. His heart kept pounding faster and faster. His lips parted, and he knew he had to say something, only he didn't know what to do.

"Mom?" Lauren asked. She was the only one who seemed to remember how to speak.

In the meantime, Tessa kept her eyes locked on her husband. As she stared at him, he felt pierced, as though her glare could actually tear through his chest.

"Do it," Tessa said as she ignored her daughter.

Do it. That simple command forced his compliance. He slipped off of those comfortable couch cushions, and he dropped to his knees, right there next to her.

The kids were sitting on the chairs on the other side of the coffee table now. They were glancing back and forth. Joseph looked confused. Lauren was smiling nervously.

"Lauren, this is mostly for you, but Joseph, I expect you to listen intently as well. Lauren, if you have any questions, you're free to ask them. Joseph, I expect you to be silent."

"What?"

Joseph began to ask automatically. He was a boy. He had a hard time with the notion of silence. After all, he had grown up in a world where notions of feminism and female empowerment always seemed distant and vague. When it came to female power, it was usually some bold declaration that would always sound hollow. "Girl power"? The simple addition of a gender seemed to diminish the statement. Real power belonged to men. It was so powerful that it didn't need to be labeled at all. Even if he didn't think about that beyond the scope of his gender studies class (he took it since it sounded easy and seemed like a good place to meet girls), he had still developed that underlying assumption and interpretation without even trying.

"Quiet," His mother snapped at him.

Like Joey, Joseph opened his mouth again, and he obviously ached for the chance to say something, only one glance from Tessa was enough to silence her son.

Then she turned back to Lauren, "This is important. I want you to listen to me, very carefully, okay?"

"Sure," Lauren said with a nervous little chuckle. At that moment, she probably assumed Joseph had done something or said something while back in college, hence his apparent punishment. Then again, she had no idea. She didn't know how the world really worked.

"Lauren, do you know what female supremacy is?"

"No…"

"Female supremacy is the belief that women are superior to men. It is the idea that women deserve to be in charge while boys should be subjugated and owned."

"Owned?" Lauren asked, almost coughing out the word.

"Owned," Tessa said.

Lauren glanced back over at her brother. He sat there, stone-faced. He had his elbows pushed against his sides, and his hands were clenched together. Clearly, he intended to say something, but his mother had frightened him. Over the course of his life, he had understood how things worked in their household. Even if neither of the kids really understood just how much power Tessa wielded, her father had always been respectful and deferential. When Tessa made a point, Joey listened. When she issued a command or a directive, he obeyed quickly, dropping whatever he was doing to follow his wife's instructions. Up until now, they had probably just assumed that he lived by that old adage, "Happy wife, happy life." They had never really understood just how far her influence or power could extend.

They were about to find out.

"Maybe you have noticed that my relationship with your father is different from other couples. If you haven't noticed... Either way, I want you to understand how things have always worked in this household. Your father is my slave."

Those words boomed through his head.

Joseph let out a little squeak. Clearly, Tessa noticed. She glanced over at the boy and smiled, but she didn't say anything to reassure him. That wasn't the point of this family meeting. Instead, she wanted to make sure that both of their children understood the truth. That's why Tessa focused again on Lauren. "I know this is a lot to take in. It's different, it's unusual, and a lot of people can't understand it. In our relationship, I’m in charge. I tell your father what to do. He obeys. He always obeys."

"Always?" Lauren asked. Clearly, she didn't really believe it. Then again, she had grown up in a world where fathers were supposed to take care of their little girls. Even now, he knew he would always do that, only he could feel something shift. When he glanced up at her again, he didn't see Lauren as some little kid. Instead, he recognized her athletically toned legs, her height, her long legs, and her dark complexion. In so many ways, she reflected her mother. Yes, he could still see elements of himself in her features, but she squinted back at him, only now she seemed to see him for the first time. She was reevaluating him. In that moment, the architecture of her understanding of the world started to shift.

"Always," Tessa said emphatically. "Here's a little demonstration." She turned back to her husband. "Joey. Strip."

"Yes, Ma’am," he said. Automatically, only to flinch. He was halfway up when he froze. Shame stepped into him, especially because he was supposed to be better than this.

He wasn't. After all, he had been trained at home. Out in the wider world, and even with his kids, he had been allowed this feeble veneer of independence and freedom. But at the core of his being, he had known the truth ever since Tessa had taken control. On his feet now, he worked the buttons of his shirt. He shrugged it off. He started to remove those layers, one by one.

Joseph turned away. Clearly, he couldn't watch as his father stripped.

It was Lauren who studied him intently. Her mouth was open, and she watched as she attempted to figure this out. At the same time, he wished he could talk to her. He wanted to open his mouth and to say something reassuring. He wanted to tell her that nothing has really changed. Only by now, he was naked. He was naked and on his knees in front of his wife.

"Let's see you in a more subservient position, shall we?" Tessa asked.

Right away, he knew what she meant. As he had been trained, he leaned forward and pushed his face into the carpet. Simultaneously, he crossed his wrists behind his back, just above his buttocks.

"Can you really tell him to do whatever you want?" Lauren asked, her voice filled with uncertainty and awe.

"I can," Tessa said.

"This is nonsense," Joseph growled with all of the anger and defiance he could muster. He jumped to his feet.

Tessa didn't react with that same fervent feeling. Instead, she called out to him, "On the floor. Now."

He froze. Over the course of his life, he had been taught to recognize Tessa’s tone of voice. When his mother wanted something, she got it. That had always been the inevitability in their household.

He stopped. He glanced over his shoulder. He looked down. Clearly, he didn't know what to do.

"Joseph, you don't want me to tell you again. Things are already going to be difficult enough for you. Now get down on your knees right in front of your sister, exactly where you belong."

His nostrils flared; his eyes narrowed. His fingers tightened, and he obviously wanted to move, only he didn't understand how to deal with those different impulses and commands.

"On your knees," Tessa said. "You don't want to make me get up."

He bent down. He fell to the floor, just a few feet from his father.

"He did it," Lauren said, disbelief ringing across every word. "You really did it!"

"He did," Tessa said. "That's how it works. When you're dealing with a boy, if you use a firm hand with a strong tone of voice, you can make him do pretty much whatever you want."

"No way," Lauren said, laughing. "This is a joke, right? This is some kind of prank?"

Tessa's voice softened, "This isn't a joke. It's not a prank. This is how things work."

Joseph raised his head, he glared at his mother, and he was obviously about to say something defiant. She glanced down at him. When Tessa met his gaze, he froze. The color drained away from his forehead, cheeks and chin. Cold flooded his body as he forgot how to move.

"Right now, your brother is just confused. He's going to need some serious training. Would you like to help me with that, Lauren?"

From his spot on the floor, Joey wished he could have made eye contact with his little girl. He wished he could have conveyed something important to his daughter. With a look, he wanted to say, "Don't do it. You don't have to do it." Right then and there, Lauren wasn't interested in anything her father may or may not have had to say. Instead, she ran her fingers along her legs. Then she looked back at her brother. He really was beneath her. He was down on his knees, on the floor, and now she had this opportunity.

For the most part, they had gotten along well over the course of their lives. Even so, there had always been that rivalry, the competition. It made sense. They were twins. They had always needed to compete for attention and affection from their parents. Even if both Joey and Tessa had done their best to be fair to the kids, it was impossible for them to be everywhere all at once.

"Yes," Lauren said.

"Right now, your brother really is confused, so I'm going to help him. Are you ready? Watch this."

Tessa pushed herself onto her feet, and she strode over to her boy. That's when she reached down, grabbed him by his scalp, and forced his head up. From there, she smacked him across the face. Her hand flashed down in one quick movement, snapping across his cheek. Immediately, his eyes watered, and his bottom lip began to tremble.

"Are you going to start crying? Mom barely hit you," Lauren said. She crossed her arms over her chest and shook her head with unabashed disappointment.

He tried to say something. Tessa didn't give him the chance. "No," she said. "No one has given you permission to speak. You're going to stay quiet right now."

He opened his mouth again. He tried so hard to speak. He did his best, only the words wouldn't form. Finally, he swallowed them back like a good and obedient boy.

"Good," Tessa said before she turned back to Lauren. "Would you like to try it?"

Lauren ran the tip of her tongue along her lips. She was thinking about this intently. Obviously, she knew what she wanted, only she had to push through all of the nonsense she had absorbed over the course of her life. Without trying, she thought of her high school and college teachers, the ones who had insisted on different versions of equality between women and men. But right then and there, her mother was offering something else.

Female supremacy.

With hardly any effort, Lauren started to think of what it would be like if all of her relationships with boys were completely asymmetrical. Instead of having to worry about what they were thinking or feeling, she could take control. She could steal away every drop of power! She never could have prepared herself for this, but excitement started to roll through her body. Almost miraculously, it started right between her legs! There was that flash of heat, that little tingle of moisture, and the stiffness along her nipples. This was her brother, and it almost wanted to make her laugh, only then she started to think about her parents. For a long time, she had envisioned their relationship as some sort of ideal.

Perhaps she had been wrong about that.

Lauren kept thinking about all of the different ways this could benefit her. She imagined getting into an argument with her boyfriend or husband, only to decide to punish him. She could grab him by his hair, shove him to his knees, and strike him across the face! That possibility had never really occurred to her before. She had never envisioned how pain might be used to train a boy and shape him according to her desires.

Like so many other girls her age, she understood the biting frustration of dealing with young men. They could be shy, chaotic, timid, brash, and ridiculously sensitive. No matter what they said about masculine identity or power, they were also vulnerable! They contradicted themselves, lied, and misbehaved. There was a good reason why so many of her friends worried about their boyfriends cheating.

What if Lauren didn't have to deal with that kind of relationship? What if she could have something different? Something better?

As those questions fluttered behind her eyes, Lauren rose to her feet.

Tessa had let go of her son. Now, Lauren looked at her brother. She studied Joseph intently. His face was bright red. His eyes shined with those unshed tears. He stared up at her, it was clear he worked to maintain some kind of stoic or powerfully manly demeanor. Despite his best efforts, he failed pathetically.

By now, Tessa had let go of his scalp. She stepped aside.

When Lauren assumed that position in front of her brother, she could feel something grow strong within her. It flooded her system, excited her, and gave her a kind of energy she had never contemplated before. Then she reached down, she ran her fingers through his hair, and she grabbed onto his scalp.

As children, they had fought sometimes. There had been those moments when they wrestled when they were really young. At some point, Joey had pulled his son aside and reminded him that he was a boy, so he was bigger and stronger.

Suddenly, those differences became irrelevant. Tessa had given her daughter something special, and now Lauren intended to take advantage of it.

"This is for every time you have ever teased me," she said, striking him hard across the face. There was that quick blow, a snap of sensation, the flare of sound, and he cried out.

She loved it!

On some level, Lauren had wondered if her conscience would kick in. Maybe there’d be that overwhelming regret the moment she did it. Instead, she savored that look of fear on his face. She was in charge. She had power!

She was his sister, but she could control him completely! That moment, she saw it. She felt it. She sensed it. She could taste the truth as her mouth watered with a different kind of anticipation.

"I'm in charge," Lauren whispered. When she spoke, she wasn't sure whether or not those words were intended for her brother or for herself. Her heart skipped faster in her chest, fresh heat pulsed along her skin, and then she did it.

She struck, slapping him across the face. She heard that sound again. He let out a little yelp.

"Say it," she commanded. "Tell me that I'm in charge. Tell me that I own your ass right now!" She practically squealed out those words as she savored her newfound authority.

He didn't do it. She yanked on his hair, forcing him to straighten his back. He let out another little cry. There was that grimace that contorted his features. She didn't care. She loved seeing it. More than that, she reveled in the fact that she could do whatever she wanted. In her peripheral vision, she saw her mother nodding. With her arms crossed over her chest, Tessa watched, apparently proud of everything her daughter was doing right then and there to this boy.

Lauren struck again, harder this time. Her hand flashed down and slapped him. Right across his right cheek. Then she backhanded the other side of his face. She watched as his cheeks darkened. Those red splotches appeared.

"Can we make him strip?" Lauren asked, surprising herself instantly. She didn't know where those words came from, but they felt right and true.

Even if some small part of her expected Tessa to say no, Lauren didn't regret that question. She glanced over at her father and saw him kneeling there, still humiliated and subjugated. Since the women were busy, he had to remain there, off to the side, naked as he waited for whatever might come next. Ultimately, he wouldn't be the one to decide how all of this played out. It was Tessa's decision to make.

Actually, it wasn't just Tessa's decision any longer. After all, she was teaching her daughter how to control these boys.

"Absolutely," Tessa said. "You can make him do whatever you want."

Whatever she wanted…

Lauren let go of Joseph's hair, and she crouched down. She bent her knees, rested her forearms against her thighs, and she forced him to look right back up at her. At first, he stared down and off to the side, only now she touched the underside of his chin. "Did you hear that, Joseph? I can make you do whatever I want. So right now, you're going to strip, and I want you right next to dad over there. I want to see both of you side-by-side, naked with your faces buried in the carpet. Can you do that for me?"

"You don't have to ask that as a question. Just give the command."

"What happens if he disobeys?" Lauren asked, only to regret it immediately. She felt like she had made some mistakes.

If that was an error, Tessa wasn't going to make her pay for it. "It's okay. If he disobeys, you can punish him. If you want, you can punish him before he disobeys."

"How?"

"Would you like to use a cane on your brother?"

"A cane?"

"Let's strip him first, and then I can show you what we have. How does that sound?"

"Perfect," Lauren said, her eyes glowing bright as she considered the different possibilities.

Only a few seconds later, Lauren paused. She had stood up again, and now she straightened her posture. She had her arms tight over her sternum as she contemplated the boy in front of her. She cleared her throat, and she said, "Joseph, I order you to strip right now."

"But I can't," he said. "You're my sister!"

"Do you want that pre-punishment?" Lauren asked.

Pre-punishment. The term sounded silly in her ears, but she didn't care. More importantly, she watched as the terror flashed over his face. He was a handsome boy, and she realized he looked even better with that dread accenting his features. "No," he said with a nervous shake of his head.

"Then strip," she ordered. "That was your last warning."

Sucking in a breath, he glanced down along the length of his body. He saw his sneakers, his jeans, and his T-shirt. He contemplated what he was going to do. Normally, when he dressed up like this, he probably felt cocky and powerful. He was a good-looking boy, young and relatively successful. Maybe he hadn't proven himself yet on any professional level, but he understood what kind of charisma he had at his disposal. As a young man, he would be able to flirt with the girls, graduate, and get everything he wanted.

For him, it had been an inevitability...until now.

He straightened his back, peeled off his shirt and revealed those sculpted muscles. As an athlete, he worked out routinely. Even when he was just having fun with his friends, that often meant playing basketball. Surprising herself, Lauren enjoyed seeing the strength of his build. At that moment, she could appreciate him like a sculpture. Then again, she decided he qualified as some other object, probably a toy. As her toy, she could make him do whatever she wished. There were no limits. Even if that idea still seemed strange, it fit as though she had been waiting for this for a very long time.

Without trying, she thought back to her friends and those conversations where they debated boy behaviors. There had been this idea at the back of her mind, and sometimes she wanted to tell her friends that boys should be trained. They should be tamed. If they just took a firm hand with the boys in their classes, the girls could rule.

Of course, she had always stayed quiet on that point. She had never been quite brave enough to voice her ideas, especially when they felt more like fantasies.

Only now, her brother had stripped completely. He had pulled off his underwear, and now she saw his naked physique.

"Get over there. Bow your head down and don't move," she commanded. She pointed to the spot right next to Joseph.

She didn't know what to expect. Even now, Lauren wasn't sure what he would do. Part of her didn't really think her brother would actually crawl in place, slide into that subservient pose, and remain there as he waited.

He did it!

He really did it!

Her breathing came faster now. She was close to panting. Taking her time, Lauren closed her eyes, and she focused on some of the breathing exercises she had learned in a yoga class. She flexed her muscles, focused on being present, and turned back toward her mother. Tessa was waiting right there with a slight smile on her face. Clearly, she was very proud of her daughter for everything she had accomplished so far.

She followed Tessa into her parents' bedroom. Once inside, she glanced around.

"What is it?" Tessa asked.

Lauren didn't quite know exactly what she was searching for or how to phrase it. After a few seconds, she just said, "This looks so normal."

"What? Were you expecting a sex dungeon?"

"Your husband and my brother are both in the living room, naked and down on their knees. Right now," Lauren said. "Just a few minutes ago, I thought we were a normal family."

"We are a normal family," Tessa replied. "It's just that the boys in our family happen to be slaves."

"Slaves," Lauren whispered that word as though she needed to figure out exactly what it meant and how to pronounce it properly. It seemed so strange and alien, at least in this moment. She knew what it meant, obviously. Then again, that term was supposed to be a historical artifact. It wasn't supposed to be a word she could use. It certainly wasn't intended as something she could use in the context of her family…

"Does that bother you?" Tessa asked. She walked over to her daughter, put her hands on Lauren's shoulders, and watched her intently.

Intending to give her mother a real and genuine answer, Lauren didn't respond right away. She held back those easy and automatic answers. Finally, she nodded. "No. No, I don't think it really bothers me at all."

"Why not?" Tessa asked.

At this point, Lauren started nibbling on the inside of her mouth. After all, she kept thinking about everything she had been taught over the course of her life. Slavery was supposed to be wrong. It was supposed to be immoral. Then again, this kind of slavery only existed within her family. More importantly, it applied to the boys. Right away, she thought of some of her brother's worst behaviors. She thought of how he had acted over the course of their lives, and she inclined her head. "This feels like a good idea. Is that messed up?"

Tessa chuckled just a little bit, "No. Not at all. There's nothing wrong with knowing how things are supposed to work."

"But it's different," she said.

"Very," Tessa replied. "I still think of us as a normal household. But maybe we're a better household? Maybe this is a more advanced or evolved household? Because I'm going to be honest with you, Lauren." As she spoke, her tone shifted, becoming more serious. In that moment, Lauren could tell that her mother really meant everything she said. Just as importantly, she expected Lauren to carry this lesson with her for a long, long time. "This might be different, but it's better. This is a better household. And if you want, you can have a boyfriend, then a husband, and a family. Just like this one."

"I can have this," Lauren replied. As she spoke those words, she still sounded tentative, like she was testing out those sounds for herself.

"I want to show you something," Tessa told her. She pulled the cane from the closet, and she held it up.

Lauren stared. She studied the strip of wood.

At first, Tessa worried her daughter might be nervous about this implement of punishment. Only then, her daughter reached out, and the cane exchanged hands. With her lithe fingers wrapping around the base, Lauren held it up. Then she swung it down through the air. "Do you use this on dad?"

"Would you like to see?" Tessa asked, her eyes bright with excitement now.

"Yes," Lauren replied. "Yes, please."

Together, the two women walked back out into the living room. At the same time, Tessa was thinking about that idea. A better household. That was what she had here. Better yet, she reached out, and she squeezed Lauren's hand.

"Joey, I want you up and braced against the couch. Elbows out, face down."

"Yes, Ma'am!" He jumped to his feet and glanced over at his little girl for just a second. When their eyes met, Lauren waited for that oncoming rush of guilt or regret. Instead, she saw her father naked, his face red with embarrassment, and she waved at him. She couldn't help it. This was a teasing, mocking little gesture.

In that instant, he knew she wouldn't help him.

He assumed the position, bowing his head down, spreading his elbows, and pushing his palms against the back of the couch as ordered. He spread his legs, and Lauren stepped off to the side.

"Tell your daughter how you are a slave. Tell her all about your life."

"I am a slave," he said. "I'm a well-trained slave who does as my owner commands. In our relationship, you are in charge. You make every important decision. This house belongs to you. I belong to you. I am your property, and I do anything and everything in my power to make you happy," he said. "Your satisfaction is my only priority!"

"Wow," Lauren said. It was such a simple response, yet it seems to encapsulate all of her disbelief. When her father had picked her up, she had seen him, and she had once again marveled at the patriarch of their family. She saw him on those video chats every few weeks. When she called home to check in. But now, this was completely different.

Tessa didn't give him the chance to say anything he might regret. Rather, she jerked the cane back into the air, and then she swung down as hard as she could. The solid surface crashed against his naked ass, throwing him forward against the back of the couch. He tightened his grip, readjusted his footing, and braced himself for the next blow.

Unfortunately for this boy, Tessa had something else in mind. "Joey, tell us how that made you feel."

"Punished," he said. "Obedient. Subservient."

"And how is it going to make you feel when your daughter does it to you?"

Everyone in that room saw how he reacted. His muscles tensed, and Tessa turned toward her daughter. She extended the cane.

Lauren looked down at it. At the same time, she wondered whether or not she could really do this. All at once, she made up her mind. She took the cane, lifted it again, smacked it hard against the palm of her hand, and nodded to herself as she made the decision.

She stepped up behind him, took this moment to compose herself, pulled back, and finally swung down hard. She struck the back of his legs, sending a jolt of agony racing across his body.

"From now on, who owns you?" Lauren demanded.

She glanced over at her mother. Tessa nodded approvingly.

With his eyes clenched shut, Joey didn't get to see any of that. Instead, he gasped from one desperate breath to the next as he attempted to collect himself. He could barely understand what she had asked. After all, he was supposed to get his daughter's respect. She was supposed to look at him as an elder and her superior. He was older, professionally successful, competent and capable. Despite all of those little details, he had been demoted. Now his little girl outranked him…

"Tessa owns me," he said. "And now, so do you."

"Say it again," she ordered.

He tried. The words didn't come out fast enough, so Lauren disciplined him. She jerked the cane back before striking hard and fast.

"You own me! You only, and I'm a slave to every woman in this house! Every woman in this house is in charge! I have to obey every woman in this house!"

"You know, Joseph is listening. Shouldn't you be more specific?" Lauren taunted him.

She made this sound like one of those little lecturers she often received when she had been little. Her father had always been a fan of the Socratic method; rather than give her a direct and obvious answer, he often questioned her, forcing her to draw the correct conclusions on her own.

Joey did his best to respond. Again, he wasn't fast enough. Holding onto the cane like a baseball bat, she swung down three times. She went a little higher, a little lower. By the time she finished, fresh lines of red coursed along his buttocks.

"The women in this house outrank all of the boys," he said, letting those words gush out of his mouth. "We both have to do whatever you say!"

"A better household," Tessa said, nodding to herself. "I'm really proud of you, Lauren. In fact, I'm thinking we should celebrate. She pulled out her cigarettes. She lifted up the lighter. Her daughter watched her, eyes wide. "Are we, are we allowed to smoke?"

"In this house, who hates smoking?" Tessa asked.

"Dad," Lauren replied automatically. She remembered getting those lectures. Perhaps her father had enjoyed using the Socratic method for a lot of different issues when it came to educating his children.

"That's right," Tessa replied. "He hates it. I don't. In fact, I think this can be pretty relaxing. Would you like to try?"

"I've done it before," she said sheepishly. Maybe she was testing her mother to see whether or not she would get in trouble for this.

Tessa laughed. It was Joey who jerked his head up and looked back at his daughter. "You've been smoking?"

"Shut it," Lauren growled back at her father. At the same time, she slammed the cane down against his backside. With one swift motion. The tool struck hard, making her cry out. After that, he bowed his head down and deferred to his superiors. They outranked him. If they decided they wished to smoke, there was nothing he could do about it.

Both women took out their cigarettes. They lit each one, and suddenly they were giggling as those little clouds of smoke wafted out into the air. They took their time. They relaxed. Then Lauren couldn't help herself. With her cigarette gently pinched between her lips, she pulled on her father's hair and looked right down into his eyes. "Well? What's it going to be? Are you going to tell me I look good?"

Right away, he knew what she meant; he understood the rules of this game.

He looked up at her, and his neck strained. Pain built up in the muscles down from his jaw and down into his torso. Even so, he stared back at her. He wants to argue with her. He needed to admonish her. As her father, he was supposed to yank that cigarette from her mouth and throw it down onto the ground before grinding it beneath the heel of his foot. For so many different reasons, he couldn't do any of that. Instead, he had to watch her.

She pulled the cigarette from her mouth, took a slow breath, and laughed to herself.

"Wait a second," Lauren asked, turning away from her father. "What about our grandparents? Are you going to tell them about this?"

Joey stiffened. He hadn't considered his parents or what kind of impact Tessa could have on the rest of the family.

"What do you think, Lauren? Should we?"

"Yes," she said, her eyes bright with excitement. "Absolutely. No question."

"Okay then," she said. "Let's do it."

When?"

Lauren laughed. "Now seems like a good time. We could head over. They don't live too far away. Besides, I'm sure they would enjoy an impromptu visit."

"What do you think of that, Daddy? Would you like your mother and father to know that you are a slave?"

"I want them to find out," he said.

"You didn't do that right," Lauren told him. "You've addressed Mom as Ma'am. You have to do the same thing for me now!"

"Yes, Ma'am," he said right away.

"Too late," she said. "I shouldn't have to correct you."

Right away, he understood what was going to happen. He attempted to build up some kind of defense behind his eyes and down along every nerve within his body. If he knew it was coming, he hoped he would be able to block out some of those sensations.

It was a beautiful idea, only it didn't work.

She grabbed the cane again. Still holding the cigarette between her lips, she struck hard and fast along his ass and down along the backs of his legs. She worked him, slamming the cane down over and over again until he cried out. He panted, whimpered, moaned, and pleaded for her to stop. She didn't. He felt like he might pass out!

"That was fun," she said.

"Yes, Ma'am!" Joey called out, desperate to appease her.

"Want to see something fun?" Tessa asked her daughter. "I mean, we do need to put out our cigarettes before we leave, don't you think?"

"Yes, please," Lauren said.

"Mouth open," she said to Joey.

Like a good and obedient husband, he stuck out his tongue. Once again, she turned him into an ashtray. He braced himself, thinking Lauren would do the same. Instead, his little girl had something else planned. She walked over and looked down at Joseph. Her brother had remained silent through all of this. Even now, he quivered. His body shook. Maybe it was fear; it could have been anger. Either way, she didn't care.

Lauren glanced away from her brother. Instead, she watched as Tessa pulled the cigarette from her mouth, pushed the hot tip down against Joey's tongue and twisted it from side to side as she put it out. He grunted, groaning that low sound of pain. It vibrated throughout his body while he suffered.

His daughter couldn't help herself; she laughed!

Then she made her own decision. Turning back to her brother, she said, "Your turn."

"It doesn't matter what I do, not when you’ll get away with this," Joseph told her. He turned those words into a defiant promise.

"Do I need to use this on you?" Lauren asked.

Her brother stuck out his tongue. Even so, she could sense the defiance radiating off of him.

"Don't worry about it. Your brother will figure things out. He just needs some time," Tessa said.

Lauren considered that. Then she took the cigarette from her mouth, and she shoved that burning tip down against his tongue. She rotated it between her fingertips as he whimpered. When she finished, she pulled it back, and he fell forward, his head bowed down as he tried to deal with the lingering pain that drilled into the center of his brain.

The two kids sat in the back seat. Joey was driving. Tessa sat in the front passenger's seat. She glanced over her shoulder at them. Lauren couldn't help herself. She had to ask something. "Has it really been like this? Has it really been like this throughout your relationship?"

"Absolutely," Tessa said. "Until now, I wasn't sure whether or not you kids were actually ready for this, but you know, I think you are. Lauren, you have made so much progress today. Joseph, I think you're going to make some woman very happy someday."

Joseph stared silently off into the distance. He watched the cars and scenery roll by.

"Mom, I don't think Joseph really understands how things have changed. Do you mind if I give him a little lesson?"

Tessa glanced back at her daughter. She was wondering exactly what the girl had in mind. "Absolutely." Ultimately, Tessa knew she had to trust her daughter. Lauren needed the freedom to experiment, to punish him, and to test out her own instincts. In the end, she would figure out everything she needed. Along the way, Tessa wanted to help as much as possible! Still, she knew her daughter would need to make her own mistakes, experiment, and figure out what works best for her.

"I'm fine," he said.

"Shush," Tessa admonished her son. "Women are talking, so you need to stay quiet." Technically, there was nothing overtly cruel or vicious about those words. If anything, she adopted the tone she had always used when correcting her son. Only now, this boy understood what it meant.

"Hear that? Everything is different now," Lauren whispered to him. "And that means I get to do whatever I want."

They were driving, and she leaned over. "I really have to pee."

"Tell Dad then," he shot back. "You can figure it out."

"Or I can just use your mouth," she said.

He jerked his stare away from the other cars, the buildings passing by, and every other detail that he had used to ignore how his family had just changed over the last few hours.

She loosened his buckle, grabbed him, and shoved him down. He couldn't believe it. Suddenly, he was on his back, and she laughed as she climbed in the position. She was cruel, accidentally kicking her knee down into his gut. He let out a quick groan, but it was about to get so much worse.

There wasn't much room in the back seat, but Lauren didn't seem to mind. She wiggled out of her shorts, pulling them down as fast as she could. Then her panties followed.

He wanted to cry out for help, to shout or scream, but he understood how everything had changed. His parents weren't going to help. They agreed with this. They thought it was a good idea.

Suddenly, his sister was naked from the waist down. She positioned herself over him. "You know, this is a really nice car," she said. Without meaning appeared "you don't want to make a mess, do you? Open your mouth, keep it open, and swallow down every drop. If you don't, you're going to have to lick and suck up everything you miss. Oh, and I'm going to be really upset with you!" She laughed at that last part, like it was the most important detail this boy needed to keep in mind.

"Please, don't. Please, you can't," he begged. Whenever he spoke, he could feel the burns along his tongue.

She positioned herself. She braced herself. She held onto the seat, she relaxed, and he closed his eyes, but that couldn't protect him from the heat, the salty tang, and the onrushing flood as that stream shot into his mouth and down his throat. Feeling like he might choke at any moment, he swallowed.

He had done his best, of course. As she relieved herself, he had gulped it all down like a good and obedient boy, yet a few droplets had spilled free. Remarkably, he had gotten most of it. In fact, Lauren had been impressed by how well he had drunk, almost as though he had a natural talent for this kind of service. She laughed, told herself to keep that in mind, and finished. Once she was done, she looked around. Sure enough, there were still a couple of dark spots. She forced him to rollover. Braced on his hands and knees, he had to suck up those droplets from the upholstery.

"You can scrub the rest of the car clean when we get back home," she told him.

Just like that, he knew it would be a command. He understood that there could be no escape for him. She had made up her mind, so that would be his fate.

He wanted to believe that he was lucky enough to arrive at their grandparents house, only he didn't know what would happen next. He didn't understand what kinds of punishment they would demand.

Only a little while later, he found himself back on his knees in his grandparents' home. He wasn't naked, not yet.

Distantly, he heard the conversation as Tessa talked about this new lifestyle and how it would be better. At the same time, Joey thought he heard something else. He couldn't have been certain, but maybe there was some gentle tone that conveyed to something more than the exact words.

Little by little, he started to think that Tessa had discussed these possibilities with his mother before. Right away, he tried to dismiss that idea. Only then, he heard those keywords. "I think it's time, don't you? Everyone in the family should adopt this new system," Tessa declared.

There was silence. There was quiet.

There was no way she had built up this kind of foundation. She hadn't done the work beforehand. He refused to believe it.

Then again, Joey had always been arrogant enough to believe that he knew his wife. He thought that their relationship, and her control would always remain a secret, like it could be this hidden aspect of his existence. He never imagined that it could spill out from his bedroom and into his children's lives or into the way his parents saw him!

"I've been thinking about it a lot, too," said his mother. "And I think you're right." She looked over at her husband. "Harold, do you still want to be married to me?"

"What? Yes," he said.

"Good," she said. "Because I have transferred all of our assets to my name. Remember those documents I had you sign last month? They give me control of our finances. So if you want to stay here, you're going to accept your new status."

He sputtered out something about how she couldn't do this. But then, both his mother and his wife rose to their feet and walked over to his father.

Joey stared upward. He tried to interject. He needed to intervene and say something. He had to stop those women from taking control. Then he realized something else. It wasn't just his mother and Tessa. His daughter had joined in as well. They surrounded that man—his father. As they stared down at him, he kept trying to speak. He fought so hard to get the words out, only to fail again and again.

They grabbed him. They stripped him. They bent him forward, blew smoke in his face, and struck hard and fast. They used the cane just like before until he screamed and cried. He blubbered for mercy, but these women didn't have any. Instead, they focused on one goal: breaking him.

Joey and Joseph could only watch. They looked on, fully aware of their own diminished positions.

Neither of them had the strength or courage to stand up, to say something, to push back, or to fight against the women. Instead, father and son remained off to the side, powerless as grandfather was tamed right in front of them.

With a nervous gulp dropping down his throat, Joey had to wonder how long it might take before this became commonplace. After all, he watched his mother, his wife and his daughter assume these new positions of power and authority. Only a few days ago, he would have thought that something like this would be completely and utterly impossible. Clearly, he had been wrong. These women broke his assumptions and showed him the truth. With only a little bit of prodding and some gentle encouragement, it seemed as though any woman could become a female supremacist. Every woman would decide that she should lead the relationships in her life; she should be the one to take over, to seize control, to issue the orders and have her will obeyed.

"Thank you so much for showing me what we could do," Margaret told her daughter-in-law a few hours later. By this point, all three men were naked and kneeling. It was time to go.

Luckily for them, Joey and Joseph were both allowed to put their clothes back on. Even so, the men remained quiet and obedient as they followed Tessa and Lauren through the door, back outside, and toward their next punishments...whatever they might be.

Neither Joey nor Joseph held onto any misconceptions or false hopes as they headed home.

Lauren leaned over, and she whispered to her brother, "You know, I was texting with an old friend. She would really like to see you."

"An old friend?" he whispered.

She smacked him across the face.

"I'm sorry, Ma'am!"

"You should be," she said simply.

He reached up and touched his fingertips to his cheek. He wanted to hiss from that pain, only he didn't wish to show any kind of weakness in front of his sister. So instead, he sat there, his knees tight together as he waited for them to get home.

When Joey parked the car in front of the house, somehow, Joseph could almost imagine that he was a kid again and that nothing had changed. Only then, Lauren leaned forward. She braced her arm on the back of her mother's seat and asked, "Is it okay if I take Joseph back to my room?"

"Sure thing," said his mother. "But you know, we have that gift for later tonight."

"Don't worry," Lauren reassured her. "I promise I won't forget."

"Then you go and have fun with your brother," Tessa said. She glanced over at Joseph. "And you, don't forget. Your sister outranks you. Unless you want to get in some really big trouble, what are you going to do?"

"Ma'am," he said, just as his father had done, "I will do whatever she says."

Although this was the right answer, she still wasn't done with him. "So what does that mean?"

"It means I have to be obedient," he said.

"Like a dog!" Lauren chirped.

She grabbed him, pulled him up the stairs, and brought him right into her bedroom as promised. When they were growing up in this house, he had sometimes snuck into her room, if only to demonstrate that he could. Only this time, she stepped behind him, put her hand on the nape of his neck, and shoved him down to his knees. Perhaps he could have fought back, but she forced him down instead.

"Do you remember Jen?"

"The basketball chick?" Joseph asked without thinking.

His sister stood above him. In her sneakers and her shorts, her tank top and with her back straight, she seemed overwhelming and utterly powerful. He didn't want to believe that, of course. Even so, he looked up along the length of her body, and he found himself getting lost in everything that had happened. He swallowed through the nervous energy coursing along his veins. "The basketball chick," Lauren repeated with just a hint of derision in her voice. "That's right."

He thought about apologizing and telling her that he didn't really mean it. Something stopped him, however. He could already tell that a simple "sorry" wouldn't be enough.

"You know, I used to have to hide these," Lauren said as she reached over and opened one of her bottom drawers. She pulled out the lighter and the small box of cigarettes. Ironically, it was the same brand her mother preferred. "I guess that isn't an issue any longer."

"You actually want to smoke?" Joseph asked with a note of revulsion creeping into his voice. In some ways, he really was his father's son. Like Joey, Joseph lived up to his namesake. He hated smoking. At several points, he had gone out to party with a couple of different girls, only for them to leave the dance floor to break off a conversation because they needed to go smoke or vape. Each time, he had felt his interest in them disappear almost instantly. He didn't think of himself as especially conservative or cautious, but there was just something about smoking. The ash. The taste. The smell. It all seemed so gross and toxic.

Lauren disagreed, and this was her bedroom and she outranked him anyway.

"I do," she said. "How is your tongue feeling?"

The burn remained. Whenever he spoke, it stung. Even when he just closed his eyes and relaxed, there was that painful little flutter of sensation.

"It's fine," he said.

"You know, I consider Jen to be a pretty close friend. I learned a lot from her. And you were always so disrespectful…" She clicked her tongue even as she ignited that little flame on her lighter. Then she lifted the cigarette up to her mouth, and she smiled. "Actually. You do the honors." She handed him the lighter. It was a little heavier than he expected. At the same time, he wished he could have been brave enough to throw it down onto the floor, as some insane act of rebellion. Ultimately, he remained a good and obedient boy, just as she had known he would. Still, he hesitated. He didn't want to encourage her. He didn't want to help her either, if only because that would mean acknowledging her authority.

Eventually, he faced the truth: he didn't get a choice. He extended his arm, let the tip of her cigarette, and she smiled, "Good boy." She inhaled, savoring the sweet smoke as it slid along the roof of her mouth and down into her lungs. Then she exhaled through her mouth. Lips tight, she sent that thin jet of smoke splashing against his face. He started coughing. He tried to wave his hand, but it didn't do enough.

"Back to Jen," Lauren said. "I think she remembers some of the things you said."

"What, what did I say?"

"Go back downstairs and ask Mom for the cane."

"What? No!"

"No? Really?" She stepped forward, invading his personal space. She slashed the distance between them; suddenly, there were only a couple of inches between them, and she reached down. She grabbed onto his belt, slipping the tip free from the clasp. And she yanked, pulling it free from the loops on his jeans. He hadn't known she could move so quickly or easily. "Fine," she said, her eyes glowing with delight. "I guess we can just use this instead!"

"What? No. Please, don't. You can't!"

She grabbed him, her hand shooting up and locking around the base of his throat. She shoved forward, and suddenly he slammed up against the wall.

Again and again, he wanted to believe that he could have shoved back, grabbed her wrist, and pushed her to the ground. They were siblings; they were basically the same age. Even so, he was the boy; he should have had height and weight and musculature on his side. All of that should have allowed him to take control.

It wasn't enough.

Like his father before him, Joseph could sense his sister's strength and charisma. It wasn't physical. He didn't need to be.

She held him right there, and he wasn't brave enough to defy her, especially because he knew what their mother would say. Joseph already knew exactly how she would react.

Lauren didn't let go right away. Instead, she used her free hand, pulled the cigarette out of her mouth, and she watched him for a few more seconds. Then she returned that little cylinder to that spot between her lips. She breathed in, savoring that slow inhalation. Finally, she blew another cloud of right up against his face. The smoke went into his mouth and up his nostrils. He tried to turn his head to the side, but he didn't have that range of motion, not while she kept her grip tight, her fingernails digging down into the side of his neck.

"Don't move," she said.

He obeyed. She drew her hand back, and she savored her cigarette. For the next couple of minutes, she continued to smoke right there. It was rhythmic, almost ritualistic. She would enjoy each breath before blowing another puff right in his face.

Then, after a few more minutes, she told him to open his mouth. Right away, he assumed she was going to put out her cigarette. Instead, she took another drag, and he stood there with his arms at his sides. When she leaned in again. She was coming close, so incredibly close. He started to wonder whether or not she would kiss him. He kept his mouth open, because imagining defiance had become impossible for him. His body trembled, and she exhaled, sending that jet of smoke right into his mouth and up against the back of his throat. Then she touched his chin, forced his mouth shut, his eyes watered as the smoke burned along his mouth and down into his lungs. He couldn't take it.

Finally, she giggled and let go right as someone rang the doorbell.

He was coughing and doing his best to get his breath under control again. His best didn't mean much, especially because she grabbed him by the nape of his neck and said, "Strip. When we get back, I expect to find you naked and down on your knees in the middle of the room."

He understood what that meant. As she skipped from the room, Joseph watched her go. He tried to figure out what he could do or say to get all of this to stop. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't come up with any plan.

So instead, he stripped. He removed every article of clothing, one after another, all because his twin sister had told him to.

When he finished, he lowered himself down onto his knees. He closed his eyes, he waited.

"My oh my, what do we have here?" came a familiar voice.

He couldn't remember the last time he saw her. Only now, he looked up, and he saw Jen again. Instantly, his face turned a bright shade of red. She was taller than he remembered. She had always been so athletic, so beautiful and powerfully built. That made sense. She was a basketball player. She loved it. The sport. For her, there was something almost poetic about it. The movements, the aggression, the mixture of dexterity, strength and endurance. Of course, he remembered that time when he had enraged her. He had laughed, saying something like, "Women's basketball? What's the point? Girls belong on the sidelines. They look a lot better in cheerleading uniforms than actual jerseys!" He had laughed when he saw the anger blaze across her face. She was pretty enough, but he usually preferred a girl who would be small and dainty.

Only now, Jen saw him naked, bowed down, and helpless before his sister.

"When Lauren told me about your new status, I didn't believe it. Guess what? I do now."

"You know, I was thinking we could play a little game," Lauren said. She leaned over and whispered something to Jen.

The basketball player grinned and nodded fiercely. "I like that. I like it a lot. But I want to use the cane first."

"Hear that, Joseph? She wants to use the cane first!"

"Up," Jen ordered.

Joseph obeyed, leaping to his feet. He started to say something. Perhaps it was going to be an apology. He wasn't even sure. The girls didn’t give him the chance, however. They knocked him down against the bed. Suddenly, his ass was prominently displayed, and Jen took the cane. She touched it to the palm of her hand before swinging through the air. He heard that hissing sound, and he contemplated everything he had witnessed and experienced back down in the living room.

"You want to apologize? Do you want to beg?" Lauren asked him.

"That sounds like a good idea to me," Jen told the boy.

Walking his teeth together, he didn't know what to do or say. His thoughts turned frantic. Then, without even realizing it, he started to plead for himself, "Please. Please, Ma'am? Please, don't do this! Please! Please, I'm sorry. So sorry for everything I did and said. I was an immature little jerk! It will never happen again!"

"No, it won't," Lauren agreed. "I mean, you're a slave now! We're going to train you." She turned those words into an inevitability.

Breathing faster, he waited. Despite her promises about the belt, the girls had grabbed the cane from the living room; they were ready to use something real to punish him and break him.

Jen was stronger than both Lauren and their mother. She swung down, struck hard, and made him cry out instantly. Even if he had tried to build some kind of resilience, he failed completely, so both of these girls were laughing now. The sounds of their amusement washed across the air and soaked into his body. Their joy and glee made it impossible for him to think of anything except for the pain now burning across his naked ass.

She struck hard and fast, bringing that tool down. She made sure those red lines formed a horizontal pattern along his ass and down the backs of his legs. Joseph couldn't know it, but his father had been punished in every room of the house, including this one. Joey had been subjected to these disciplinary actions whenever the kids weren't around.

Only now, it was Joseph's turn! He took one blow after another.

"That, that was incredible," Jen said. "To be honest, I didn't know it could feel so good."

"Want to celebrate?" Lauren said to the other woman.

"Absolutely," Jen replied.

Lauren retrieved a pair of cigarettes. The girl started smoking again. On his knees, he hated seeing it, but Joseph was just glad that these women were distracted for the time being. It didn't last.

Jen kneeled down, and she looked into his eyes. "You know, your sister had a really good idea. She's going to punish you now, and you're going to get the chance to make up for all of your bad behavior."

"What, what do you mean?"

Jen stood, she pulled down her basketball shorts, kicked away her shoes, and even yanked down her panties. At some other place or time, seeing that half naked woman would've incited primal instincts. In that moment, however, she sat down on the edge of the bed, and she pulled him forward. Suddenly, his face was pushed up against her pussy. She didn't let go. Her fingers were powerful right there against the back of his skull. She probably could have picked up a basketball with just one hand. Now she used that grip strength on this boy.

"You're going to get punished until you make her come," Lauren promised.

It was time for this boy to lick and to scream as the pain exploded across his body.

The girls worked him over for more than an hour. Eventually, they stopped, but only when someone knocked on the door.

His face was wet, his backside throbbed and glowed a bright shade of scarlet, and he couldn't think clearly. Tessa reappeared; she said something to Lauren and her guest. Desperately, the naked boy hoped that this would be the end.

"We have a special treat for your father," Tessa told Lauren.

His conscience sharpened as he realized something; Joseph was just glad it wouldn't be him. All at once, he decided he didn't even care what happened to his father.

Together, Jen and Lauren took this boy by his hands. They guided him down the steps, and they pushed him to his knees. There was his father.

"I want to see how long he can take it," Tessa said to Lauren and Jen. Then again, maybe those words were also intended for the men in the room.

Joseph looked up, he saw his father wearing something unusual. It was some kind of mask…

Transparent plastic covered his mouth and his nose. It was connected to a tube that led downward. The boy looked frightened. Joseph hated seeing that expression on his father's face. Even now, the boy halfheartedly expected his father to rise up and tell these women that they couldn't do this.

"Shall we take some bets?" Tessa after the others.

"I want to watch," Lauren said.

"Maybe we don't take bets? Maybe we just work on his endurance?" Jen suggested.

Smiling magnanimously toward her guest, Tessa asked, "And what are you thinking exactly?"

Jen grinned. Maybe she was thinking of the discussion she had once had with Joey. Perhaps, as an adult, he had never been as rude or disrespectful as his son. Even so, he had never respected women's basketball either.

"Make it a daily occurrence. You can see how long he can hold out today. Tomorrow, use it as a benchmark. If you can't hold out longer than he did today, then you punish him."

"I like it," Lauren said.

Still, it was going to be Tessa's decision. "Me too," she said, grinning and flashing her teeth.

"Are you ready?"

"Shall we take turns?" Lauren asked.

"I like it. I like it a lot."

On his knees, Joey could only look up and watch as the women lit up. Pretty soon, they were breathing in as their cigarettes burned. It was Tessa who went first. She picked up the end of that tube, and she exhaled. At the same time, she locked her eyes on him.

The smoke shot down the tube, then down his throat and up his nostrils. Right away, he tried to turn away, but the mask wouldn't allow it! It went with him.

Right after, Tessa grabbed onto the tube, and she squeezed, cutting off his air supply. He could breathe in the smoke, but that would be hit.

"Your turn," Tessa said, indicating their guest.

Jen inhaled a long and slow breath. Then she exhaled it down the tube as well. She blew the smoke right up against his nose and mouth. He was shaking his head. He was making these desperate little whining sounds. The women laughed.

Joseph had to do something! He had to fight back! He had to show these women that they couldn't use his father like this.

Within seconds, however, he faced the truth. He wasn't brave enough. He wasn't strong enough. Even if he had only been alone with Lauren, he wouldn't have been able to argue with her. She was in charge. These women owned him. He was property. In his house, he would do anything and everything they said.

Joey struggled to breathe. His face turned a bright shade of red. Purple started to cloud his cheeks next, and the women were still laughing.

Lauren had her phone out. She enjoyed another pull on her cigarette. It was her turn to blow the next breath.

Again and again, Joseph failed to do anything about this. At the same time, he watched his father, and he knew it wouldn't be long now. There was this rush of frustration, and another idea popped into his head. His father deserved it. His father was a failure. His father had never been strong enough to take on Tessa, so now they were both enslaved. He deserved this kind of punishment!

Right as that treacherous thought occurred to this boy, Joey collapsed. He fell forward. The women were laughing as he lost consciousness.

"It looks like we have our first starting record," Lauren said.

"When will we do this again?" Jen asked.

"Tomorrow," Tessa promised. "We’ll play with both of them tomorrow." Suddenly, all three women focused on Joseph. They had broken one boy, and now it was time to play with another.

The End
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The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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