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Alex’s Owners

When Alex opened his eyes, he stared up at the ceiling. For a moment, he expected everything to be different. First, he envisioned some scenario where his life hadn't fallen apart. It wasn't awful, he understood. Compared to genuine tragedy or actual catastrophe, he was actually pretty well-off.

Almost as though he needed to prove this point to himself, he rolled onto his side, lifted his hands into the air, and glanced around at the rest of the living room. The space was expansive and clean. Everything except for his small nest was clean remained pristine anyway. Over the last couple of weeks, he had settled onto the couch. Yes, Sophia had been incredibly generous with him, letting her brother stay after the failure of his company.

For a little while there, he had been doing so well. Alex remembered walking down the street, holding his chin up high, his back straight, and checking out the different women who passed by. At that point, he had a real income; more than that, he owned a small contracting firm. It was his own little kingdom. He and his employees specialized in cabinetry and kitchen remodels.

His business (along with the rest of his life) didn't fall apart all at once. There hadn't been any specific moment where he failed. He couldn't go back and pinpoint one specific decision or some terrible accident. On the contrary, it was a cascading series of bad choices and a flood of terrible luck. The customers stopped coming, the debt payments became unsustainable, and he had to declare bankruptcy.

He lost his car, his house, his office, and his bank account. His friends stopped answering his calls and texts; he was just too pathetic.

"What about my self-respect?" Alex whispered to himself. He dropped back down onto the edge of Sophia's couch and braced his elbows against his knees. He rested his face in his palms and massaged his forehead as he contemplated today.

In theory, he understood precisely what he had to do.

As a business owner, he had contemplated failure. As far as he was concerned, that was a necessity. He had always been aware of the different choices he made along with their possible outcomes. Complete and total failure had always been a possibility. Even if he did everything right, he understood how factors beyond his control might coalesce into a situation where his business simply didn't, wouldn't, and couldn't thrive.

Still, he had taken all of those risks.

His credit was shot, his reputation gone.

At this point, he should have started thinking about what he could do differently. How could he bounce back? What other business model could he try? At the very least, where could he get work?

A sickening twist in his gut made it impossible to focus on those questions.

Alex couldn't bring himself to worry about his future. Instead, he had settled into a different kind of inertia. When he first started thinking about his company back in college, he had taken business courses. At the same time as he listened to his professors, he also daydreamed about what his company logo might look like. What about the name? Better still, he tried to envision all of these different scenarios. What would he do if an employee tried to steal from him? How would he deal with angry or aggressive customers? For so long, he had dedicated himself to that singular ambition to the point where imaginary problems still felt like fantasies.

And now he waited for that old desire to spark again. At thirty-eight, he felt spent. Sometimes he thought of a general education literature course he’d been required to take. It was about the Lost Generation of writers right after World War I. They described themselves as "dissipated," as though something vital had been used up.

Obviously, Alex hadn't gone through a world war, but that descriptor finally seemed to make sense.

So instead of pulling out a notebook and jotting down ideas or going online and doing research or even beginning the simple process of applying for a job, Alex spent his time in their living room, playing games on his phone, watching TV, or sleeping. He didn't work out any longer, and he didn't push himself.

His sister didn't make it any easier, especially when he could detect that note of aggravation sliding into her voice. It got stronger and stronger every time she came in here to visit with him.

The first time it happened, Sophia had walked over to the other side of the couch and sat down, her knees pressed together as she turned to face him. This was one of those moments when she had just gotten home from work. "Alex, I know this is hard for you. You worked and did your best, and it looked like you were going to succeed there, but that didn’t happen. It’s hard. It hurts. I get it, but how long are you just going to stay on this couch?"

"I don't know."

"What kind of plan do you have?"

"I don't know."

"Is there anything else you can say to me?"

"I don't know," he answered.

Her eyes had narrowed. She had locked her jaw with a flash of annoyance. She had stared at him intently, but he didn't care. So what if his little sister thought he was a loser? Compared to her, he was. Just waking up on her nice couch in her gorgeous living room inside of her beautiful house reminded him of that. Tastefully decorated with beautiful prints and a pair of paintings done by his niece, the living room was a monument to her success, just like the rest of her home.

That was the first time she tried to get through to him. She made several more attempts over the following weeks.

Finally, something had to change. His sister approached the couch and sat down. Her movements seemed stiff, like she couldn’t bring herself to play through this farce again. Then she asked a different question.

"Are men really this weak?"

Alex had barely made eye contact with her, but now his head swiveled. He jerked back and looked right at Sophia. At thirty-six, his sister was a beautiful woman. From her lustrous hair to her big eyes, her perfectly shaped breasts and her small waist, she looked amazing. While lots of women her age had paid less attention to their appearance because of the difficulties of career and family, Sophia still took time to look gorgeous.

But now she blinked like she didn't know where those words that come from. They popped out onto the air, and now she seemed confused for just one or two seconds. Then her eyes hardened, her lips stiffened, and she strode across the room like she intended to leave. Instead, she turned back and returned.

Within seconds, she was standing over him, her arms tight over her chest. "I asked you a question, Alex."

Yes, they were both in their thirties, but certain dynamics never disappeared entirely. Sure, the difference between them had faded; she had this house and he had started a business, and they’d both gone to school. It wasn't like when they were kids, and a few months or a year could make a monumental difference. By now, they were both adults, yet he had never experienced something like this before.

Was she intimidating him?

Alex should have been able to laugh the idea off. He was taller with broad shoulders, and he was older than her.

Only at this moment, Alex couldn't recall any of those details, especially because he was seated on it of the couch, his knees bent, and now he peeked up along the length of her body. He saw her snug black pants, her slender leather belt, and her blouse. Buttoned up the center of her chest, it exuded this note of professionalism. She could go to work; she had tasks to do. People relied on her, and they listened to her. Her decisions mattered.

His did not.

"What did you say?" Alex asked.

At first, he expected Sophia to back off. Maybe she’d blink quickly, shake her head, and step away. Instead, she pulled her hands from her chest and placed them on her hips. Then she leaned down slightly, and her eyes remained flinty and sharp, "I asked you a question. I really want to know. I really want to know because I've been thinking about this for a long time. Before you came back here, I didn't think it could be really true. I mean, I've been online. I've talked to other women. I've never really seen it for myself even though I understand how big and complicated the world can be. So, answer the question, Alex."

There. She did it again. She used his name. As she addressed him, the sharp point seemed to stab into him, like he didn't know how to compete with this girl. When they were kids, he always had the double advantages of age and height. Maybe, deep down, he had always suspected she was smarter and more mature than him. She always seemed to grasp certain concepts faster than he had, but their parents had always reassured him that it always seemed that way. Besides, he was the big brother, and she was the little sister, so Sophia would always look up to him.

But at that moment, she was staring down at him with nothing but undisguised disdain.

"I don't know what you're talking about," he finally stuttered out. He hated that trembling fear in his voice.

Again and again, he tried to cling to the singular idea; she was his little sister! She was supposed to be smaller and weaker than him! He was supposed to be older, more mature and more capable. When she took the safe, corporate route after her husband left, it made sense. Simultaneously, his company had been doing so well! He took a risk, but he could handle it because he was older and smarter.

He didn't feel that way, not as she continued to stare down at him, her eyes blazing bright.

"Don't you?"

Alex turned away from her and glanced at the rest of the room. He saw his discarded blankets, his sweatpants and t-shirt hanging loosely from his legs and chest. Then there was this aggressive woman as she towered over him. She didn't retreat, and he didn't know what to as she violated his personal boundaries; it was only a question of a few inches, maybe a foot, yet it still made his throat clench with something he uncomfortably recognized as fear.

"Get away from me," he growled. But at the same time, he jumped to his feet and started to take a step.

"Sit down, Alex."

He didn't make a logical, rational, or conscious decision. This wasn't planned out or considered for even an instant. Instead, he dropped right back down onto the edge of the couch. Then he blinked, almost surprised that that he could act so quickly without making a specific decision.

Natalie saw this, and her eyes seemed to glimmer with something new. "Alex, do you have anywhere else to go?"

"No."

"Why not?"

"You know why not," he said with another rush of defiance.

"Tell me," she ordered.

"I lost my business. I can’t show my face around town. You know all of this."

"So what?"

He stared up at her, his eyes wide. And yet, he couldn't scare her. In an instant, he saw that simple, unyielding truth.

Sophia continued, each word, biting down into the remnants of his ego and self-respect. "What the hell is wrong with you? You know, things were hard for me after I had Haley. Daniel got scared and left. No one offered to help me, not even you. So what? I found a job, and I made it work. Then, after just two or three years, I got fired. Again, I made it work. Again, I did what I had to do. But here you are, right on this couch, unable to move. For a long time, I’ve suspected that men are just weak. And now, Alex, you’ve proved it for me."

"What, what’re you saying?"

"I'm saying that I've been thinking about this for a very, very long time."

"Thinking about what?"

"Female superiority," she said. The moment she uttered those words, this huge grin spread across her face. And yet, she didn't look happy, not precisely. Instead, her expression was different. It was angry, aggressive, and cheerful all at the same time. It made him think of athletes right after a victory. They were triumphant. Was that how she looked?

"What does that mean?"

"It's a simple idea," she told him, each word punching into him again. "Women are better than men. We’re stronger. We can endure more. Sure, you might be able to lift more weight or whatever, but does that really matter? Success is determined by discipline, maturity, intuition, and self-control. Obviously, you lack all of that. Men are inferior. That's why things are about to change right here and right now."

His stomach twisted. Frantic now, James stared up at her, and he knew he should try to say something. When he owned his own business, he’d been the boss. He remembered young women and men showing up at his office and nervously asking, "I'm here to interview for a job, sir." Sir. When I spoke with him, they saw him as a superior. He was in charge, and they had to do whatever it took to win him over.

"Women are better than men," she repeated. At the same time, she seemed to bask in the truth of those words. "We should be in charge. Maybe that's not going to happen outside for quite some time, but it can happen here and now in this house. Stand up."

This time, he jumped to his feet, only it didn't feel like some act of defiance or strength. Instead, he glanced back at his little sister, only he didn't view her as a subordinate. He was several inches taller. It didn't matter. He weighed more. That didn't matter either.

All at once, he thought of animal trainers. There were these individuals who could go confront a lion, tiger, horse, or some other big beast. Sure, those people were smaller, but it didn't matter. Somehow, the people were in charge, and the animals did as they were told.

At that moment, he became the animal.

"Remove your shirt," she said.

"I don't think that's a good idea," he began to say.

He heard the sound of a slap. It registered against his eardrums before the nerves along his cheek began to burn. The pain snapped through his body, and his hand rose up to his left cheek. His fingers brushed along his skin as the moisture drained away from his mouth, and he tried to contemplate what had just happened.

The idea wobbled through his head as he struggled to catch up. She hit me. The idea seemed impossible; it should have been some kind of logical contradiction because this was his little sister. And yet, she stepped forward, right up to him, and she grabbed him by his shirt. "Take this off right now. It's disgusting."

She released him, and he stumbled until his calves bumped up against the edge of the couch.

Alex thought he was about to say something. He needed to contradict her. Before he could get the chance, she commanded, "Now!"

Obediently, he pulled off his shirt. He peeled it away, and then he held onto like he didn't know what to do. She grabbed the shirt, threw it down onto the floor and stamped it beneath her heel. Then she stared at him, and her eyes slid down toward his pants. "You know what? I’ve decided that for you, clothing is a privilege. Lose the pants."

"Please, can we talk about this?"

"No."

"But Sophia…"

In a blur, she slapped him again, her hand crashing against his right cheek. Fresh pain washed over him. It snapped down into his center, deflating any kind of defiance or argument he might have been able to summon. "As far as you're concerned, I'm in charge. This is my house, and you are now my property."

"What? No…"

She slapped him again. "Say it." Another flare of pain burned across his cheek.

"I, I'm your property," he repeated the words. They sounded strange and alien as though they came out of some impossibly exotic language.

"Get down on your knees. I'll be back in a second," she promised him before she walked across the room and grabbed her purse. As he watched, Sophia pulled out the lighter and a pack of cigarettes. When he saw them, his brows crinkled. "You can't smoke that in here," he said.

His sister studied him. The color drained away from his features as she focused her anger on him. He tried to hide the fear pulsating from his center all the way to his toes and fingertips. This kind of reaction was unknown to him. Sure, he remembered the dread they came from the impending failure of his business, but now he felt like he was dealing with some kind of hunter. So what did that make him? She stepped across the living room, sat down, and looked at him.

"You still haven't taken off your pants. Do it right now, or there are going to be consequences."

Consequences. That word was supposed to be a threat for children. Maybe Sophia had even used it with Haley. But in that moment, Alex couldn't fight back. He tried. His heart pounded, his breathing came in one quick, squeezed breath after another, and he bit down. Hot shame simmered across his skin as he removed his pants, then his boxers. Suddenly, he was bare and exposed in front of his little sister, although she wasn't looking at him. Instead, she had opened up her pack of cigarettes, and now she removed one of those slender tubes. She brought it up to her lips.

Sophia clicked on her lighter, and the flame sprang into existence. He studied it. At the same time, he tried to understand how any of this could happen. He was down on his knees and naked in front of this woman. As far as he was concerned, Sophia should have giggled and squealed and told him to go put on some clothes. Instead, she sat above him and seemed to relax.

Down on his knees, he waited for the inevitable rush of independence. Seriously, he was supposed to be able to jump up onto his feet and argue with her. He could have wagged his finger in front of her face and insisted that he wasn't going to be treated like this. He could have grabbed his bag, gotten dressed, and disappeared out through the front door.

...But where would he go?

As hard as he tried, Alex already knew the answer. Worse, he faced that mawing sense of indecision.

He had removed his pants. He stripped for her. Now he was naked. He was completely naked in front of this woman.

Then he watched as she lit her cigarette. The tip began to glow red, then orange. She drew in a long breath, filling her lungs. He stared at her. "This is disgusting. You can't do this. Stop it. Stop it right now, Sophia."

She ignored him.

Not only that, there was this blissful expression that stretched across her features. She exhaled slowly, breathing out through her tensed lips. The silvery smoke shot out onto the air, right above his head.

She blew the next puff into his face. The cloud swarmed across his eyes.

He inhaled the smoke, and that bitter, acrid taste clawed along the back of his throat.

"I don't have to do whatever you say," she said. "That's not how this works. From now on, you are the slave."

"Slave?" Alex squeaked out.

"That's right. Women are born to rule, and boys like you are made to obey."

"You're kidding," he said. "This is a joke."

Determined now, he started to stand up again. His nudity triggered some kind of disorientation within him, but he didn’t care because he wouldn’t bow before his sister. Then again, she barked out one command, "Down."

It was the kind of order that would have been suitable for a dog, and now it worked on him too. He dropped to his knees in front of her. She drew another breath. Sophia relaxed. Yes, her spine remained stiff, yet there was this blissful expression on her face. She smiled, and Alex had to wonder how her husband could have left. Maybe he had been weak. Maybe he hadn't been able to handle the responsibilities of fatherhood, the demands of a family, the necessity of work…

"From now on, you’ll do whatever I say. If I order you to bow down and kiss my shoes, you will do it."

"Sophia, I don't think that's a good idea," he began to say.

She flicked the tip of her cigarette, and three pieces of ash flew out. One hit his right cheek while another splashed down against his forehead. The third hit his shoulder. His skin burned for just a second, the pain flashing along his nerves. "When I speak, you listen. More importantly, when I'm done speaking, you will follow my orders. Always."

His lips parted; he opened his mouth, revealing edges of his teeth. At the same time, his tongue was right there, poised to speak. He had to say something; there must have been some way for this man to get her to listen to him. Despite pumping all of his focus in one direction, he couldn't do it. He couldn't summon any kind of sound, nor could he shape any words. As a guy, he expected to be sure and certain. He was supposed to be able to talk to her and convince her to do whatever he liked.

"In fact, let's prove it. Demonstrate your inferiority, Alex. Bow your head down and kiss both of my shoes." She stretched out her legs.

He glared down at her high heeled pumps. They glistened just like her hair, and now his chest tightened. His heart kept kicking, only he couldn't breathe in, especially with the smoke clinging to the air.

He didn't think he would do it. If he had been asked to make a prediction, Alex would have snorted; there was no way.

Then she broke him again, "You know, Haley is going to be home pretty soon. What do you think she’d say if she saw her uncle in this position?"

Contradicting everything he needed to believe about himself, Alex lowered his head down. No—he couldn’t let that innocent girl see him like this. Naked and on his hands and knees, he dipped his head down in front of his fully dressed sister. She could have walked into any business or conference room and taken command. A couple of well-chosen words would have been enough to give her the authority she knew she deserved.

"Please…" Alex begged. Even as that word jumped from his lips, he still struggled to catch up.

"Then hurry up and do it," she growled at him.

Alex glanced back at her shoes again. He was naked and down on his hands and knees, which meant she had taken complete control. At the same time, he worked to comprehend how something like this could have happened. He had only just woken up, yet his world had shifted.

"Please, Sophia. This isn't you!"

With her lit cigarette still pinched between two fingertips, she reached out with her free hand. Her digits slid from his forehead through his hair, and then she yanked. A spasm most pain drilled it down into his scalp even as she forced his head back. His eyes widened with incomprehension, but she was about to enlighten him. "This isn't me? Boys are just weak; they’re arrogant. And you are a prime example of masculine stupidity, aren't you?"

"I—"

Sophia cut him off with another painful yank on his scalp. She pulled on those strands, jerking to the left, to the right. Those quick movements may have been short and sharp, yet they still sent the pain spiraling down into his nerves at the top of his head. "That's the thing, Alex. You didn't know me. Up until now, I have been playing pretend. I've been your dutifully good little sister. But you know what? I'm sick of that bullshit. I'm not going to play pretend, not anymore. Now lick my shoes before I put my cigarette out on the tip of your tongue."

His eyes widened. He couldn't believe it. There was no way she’d ever do something like that. And yet, his heart hammered in his bare chest, and he was reminded of his nakedness, his vulnerability…

As a shallow gasp ran down his throat, he bowed forward again. Suddenly, his lips were right there in front of her shoe.

Her footwear was clean enough, he decided. And yet, that wasn't why she expected this of him. It was about the meaning, the symbolism. He understood how he appeared. He glanced back up at her one more time as she took a slow and satisfying drag on her cigarette. She filled her lungs, raised her chin, and closed her eyes.

In the next moment, he licked her shoe. He slid his tongue along the top, and he had to endure the sounds of her laughter.

"You look good doing it," she said. "Maybe that was the problem. Maybe everyone has expected too much of you. Is that why you failed?"

"I didn't fail."

"Go fetch a dog collar," she snarled.

Those words snapped across the air and blanked out every thought in his head.

He didn't think much about Max, the family pet. For the most part, Haley took care of the rescue, only now he glanced over at the hook with the different leashes and collars. His body tightened, almost as though every muscle became paralyzed at the same moment.

Only then, something inside of him shifted, and he began to move. He rose to his feet, and he took a couple of quick steps.

"Crawl," Sophia called out to him.

Crawl? No way! He still retained some sliver of dignity and self-respect. He turned back, and his eyes met hers. In that instant, his defiance shriveled up.

Gritting his teeth together, he clenched his jaw and stared straight ahead. Alex couldn't believe he was about to do this. In fact, he waited for and expected some burst of inspiration. He needed to jump onto his feet, to wag his finger in front of her face, and to insist that he was better than this. So what if his company had failed? So what if he had been sleeping on her couch throughout the day? He was just recharging.

As much as he enjoyed that idea, he couldn't do it.

There was something about Sophia. She had changed—or rather, she had revealed this new facet of her identity. He didn't want to believe that she had secretly believed in her own superiority for years or even decades. And yet, there was something about viewing this woman again. When he saw her, he couldn't view Sophia as his little sister. She wasn't the little girl he had teased when they were children.

Somehow, she had changed; she had evolved, and now the tenor of her voice was enough to compel his obedience.

Naked, like a dog, he crawled across the floor. He pushed his way down against his knuckles and knees as he scurried forward. Then he heard another sound, one that made him twitch. She was giggling. She was laughing at him!

With a sharp look, Alex glanced over his shoulder. He was now right beneath the hook with the collars. He glowered at his sister, but Sophia didn't say anything. Instead, her eyes were lit with amusement as she watched him. After a few more seconds, she coaxed him, "Go on. You can stand for this. Grab a collar."

Next, Alex intended to walk right back to her with the insulting item held tightly in his hand, only she wouldn't allow him this slender modicum of dignity. Instead, she added, "Grab a collar, put in your mouth, and carry it back when you crawl to me."

"I'm not going to do that," he protested. He planned on shouting, yet he couldn't pump any real vehemence into those words. If anything, his declaration came out like some simpering whisper.

What was wrong with him?

Alex remembered standing up in front of his employees; those were often rough, determined guys. Yeah, they worked hard, but he also had to earn their respect. Now there was this woman seated on her couch, and she had her arms spread out, her legs crossed. Worse, his eyes darted down toward her pumps, and he could see how her shoes glistened with his saliva. He had licked her shoes.

Then, just as bad, Alex glanced down along the length of his body. He saw his naked frame right there, he glanced toward the staircase, and he wondered what would happen if Haley walked through the front door or came hopping down the steps as she so often did like an over-caffeinated bunny rabbit. No. He had to get this over with the soon as possible.

Despite his intention to protest, Alex found himself lifting the dog collar up to his teeth. He locked it in his mouth, and then he lowered himself right back down onto his hands and knees. "That's right," she said. "Crawl, boy. Crawl because you know exactly where you belong. You're a man. That means you might as well be an animal. All men need to be trained. All men are inferior."

He wished he could have protested. As he bowed his head down and started to crawl, he went back to those obvious counterarguments; he could have said something about how she was overgeneralizing. Perhaps he could have pointed out that there were strong and intelligent men out in the world.

But then he found himself in front of her feet again, and that's when she took another slow drag on her cigarette.

Smirking with satisfaction, she blew a cloud of smoke in his face. He started to cough, only for her to reach out and grab the collar. "Look at that," she said. "I'm going to need both hands. I should this out, don't you think?"

Before he could think about this, Alex growled out, "Obviously. Smoking is a disgusting habit!"

"Really? So this upsets you?" Sophia teased him.

He narrowed his eyes and glared at her again. He tried so hard to pump his disapproval out onto the air, like he intended to shame her. Clearly, that couldn't work, however. He was just a boy, so she didn't care about his opinion. Naked and on his knees, he didn't warrant her respect. Still, she could play with him…

That was her right.

"Stick out your tongue," she commanded.

"Why…?" He couldn't help it. His voice trailed off into that nervous pulse of sound.

"Stick out your tongue," Sophia ordered again.

He stared at his little sister; even if they were both adults, he always thought he’d see her as smaller and somehow less mature. But now, his chest tightened, and it had nothing to do with the bitterly vicious smoke filling the room. Finally, he swallowed, he stuck out his tongue.

Without hesitating, she pressed the tip of her cigarette down against his appendage. He watched it happen in slow motion. Somehow, he assumed she'd stop. She was only teasing with him; Sophia was messing with him because she would never—could never—do something like this! As much as he yearned to believe all of those points, time sped up again, and now the burning hurt flared through his tongue. The hot pain ripped across his senses, making his eyes water. He blinked, and the tears raced down his cheeks. He jerked back. He coughed, and the agony continued to play through his frame.

It seemed to shoot along the contours of his tongue, down into the back of his throat, all the way straight up into his brain.

Fighting hard, Alex stumbled. Yeah, he’d already been on his knees, but that's when she stepped forward, slid the collar around his neck, and snapped it into place. He heard the clasp click, not that he cared about it.

Only then, Sophia grabbed him, and she shoved him against the wall. The burn still pulsed out one wave of sensation after another; the pain didn't abate even as she knocked the air from his lungs. When had she gotten so strong?

Granted, he had been disoriented, so it was easy to manipulate him. She had one hand on the back of his neck. With the other, she slapped his ass. She struck once, twice, three times on the right side. She did the same on the left. Her hand flew down, landed one merciless blow after another. He cried out, "I'm sorry!"

"Do you get to judge your superiors?"

"What?"

Wrong answer.

Sophia wasn't interested in answering his question; on the contrary, she had given him a challenge, and now he had to obey. He had to figure out what she wished for him to say, and then he needed to give her the correct answer. Anything less would warrant another punishment. As he cried, as the tears flooded down his cheeks, she struck harder and faster. Before this, he hadn't known how badly a spanking could hurt.

Since this was supposed to be a punishment suitable for children, he would’ve assumed kids only cried because of embarrassment, fear, or the knowledge they had somehow disappointed their parents. But now, his little sister smacked his ass over and over again. Worse, she channeled real strength. She slapped her hand down against those spots over and over. His skin turned a bright shade of pink, then red. The pain continued to stab through him, overwhelming him.

When he had first gotten up, he never imagined Sophia could do something like this to him, yet now he bawled. He lost control as she punished him.

Then it was over, and his sibling stepped back. He dropped down, crashing to his knees.

When he looked up at her again, he only saw the smudged blur of that beautiful woman.

"Crawl back to the couch," she ordered. Sophia stepped across the room again, sat down, and waited for him to obey. She waited with an air of regal patience.

How much time did he have? It wouldn't be much, he could guess. Even as he made his way forward, he could still feel that burning pain along the edge of his tongue. He tried not to think about it. As he crawled, he brought the back of his hand up to his eyes. He tried to clear his vision.

But when he did so, he found himself looking back at that woman.

"What are you?"

"I'm your inferior!" he blurted out those words.

"Yes, you are. From now on, you will refer to me as Ma'am."

"Yes, Ma'am," he said. At the same time, he could feel the power in those words. He understood what he was giving up as he honored his sister.

"Why are you down on your hands and knees?"

"Because you put me here? Ma'am?" He tensed, bracing for another burst of pain. Maybe she’d slap him across the face again. Maybe she had something else in mind…No, he tried not to think about it, but he could block out that dread.

"Why did I put you there?"

A nervous gulp dropped down his throat. He hated how easily she could read him, especially because he glanced up at her, and he could see the playful enjoyment stretching across her features.

"You put be on the floor because I'm a man, and that makes me inferior."

"It does," she agreed.

"What—what the heck is going on here?" came another voice.

He tensed up.

He heard her voice. It wasn't his sister, not this time. Sure, he always saw Sophia as younger and smaller and less mature. She was supposed to be the kid who followed him around and bugged him. Words like "cute" and "pest" always seemed to fit her perfectly inside of his head, only now he had to recognize her adulthood. Sophia really was a woman in her thirties...because he just heard the voice of an actual girl...a teenager.

No, this can't be happening. Please, someone tell me this isn't happening, Alex thought. Not here. Not now. She can't be here. She’s off with her friends. She's off with her friends talking about boys or their favorite songs. She’s streaming music with her friends or watching TV. She's not here. She isn’t seeing this. Those denials shot through his head, one after another, as though they could make some kind of difference. They couldn't. He was right there, naked, and now his sister stepped back.

On his feet now, Alex struggled to come up with something to say. He turned back toward that girl, and he locked his eyes on hers. She was staring at him, only her expression had shifted.

Normally, when he spent time with Haley, he could be a role model. Ever since her father left, Alex had understood that she didn't have many positive, male influences in her life. Perhaps there had been a teacher here or there, but he understood that wasn't good enough. She needed a consistent presence in her life.

Before he moved in with them, he had stopped by on pretty much every weekend. Not only that, he texted with her from time to time, just to check in and to make sure she was doing well. Yeah, he may have been an annoying uncle, but he knew she appreciated it. He added to the security she could enjoy in life. Maybe her mom would be busy with work, but that just meant she could call her uncle instead.

When Haley was little, he went to her soccer games. When she got a little bit bigger, they played video games together. On those days when her mom was really tired or stressed, Alex could come by and pick Haley up. They could go out to one of the nearby museums, some program at the library, or his favorite arcade. Afterward, they could get dinner and maybe some ice cream. Whenever he took care of her, Haley recognized his authority as a male figure in her life.

Even if losing his business had stripped away something vital and important from him, Alex had always done his best to be a good guy in front of her. He tried to hide his despair from her; he wanted to be there for her. Besides, she was a teenager, so she probably wouldn't have noticed what was going on with him anyway. At least, he liked think so.

But now Haley saw him—she witnessed what Sophia had done to him!

Jagged shame burned across his face, down his chest, along his limbs, at every point. Simultaneously, he couldn't ignore the pain in his tongue and buttocks.

"Mom? What, what's going on?" Haley asked, her eyes wide.

Despite everything, Alex actually yearned to talk. He opened his mouth, and he was about to say something. Sophia, however, stepped in front of him, raised her hand, and pushed her palm against his mouth. Just like that, she silenced him.

More importantly, she said, "Haley, can you do me a favor and go into my bedroom? In the closet, there is a black bag. I want you to go get it for me."

"But, but…?"

"If you do me this favor, I can explain everything. Okay?"

"Okay…"

"What are you going to tell her?" Alex hissed in the moment Haley had left the room. Simultaneously, he glanced down at his discarded clothing. Part of him wanted to lunch forward and grab something, his underwear at least! Before he could try, however, Sophia brought her hand up, and she hooked one finger through the ring on the dog collar he now wore.

"You don't need to worry about what I tell my daughter," she said. "All you need to understand is that this is still happening."

"But, but…" Again and again, he sputtered through different thoughts and ideas as he struggled to come up with something to say. Sophia couldn't be serious. Could she? Sure, maybe she had this weird ideology, but now Haley was here.

"That girl is my daughter, and I love her more than anything in existence. You might be her uncle, but I am her mother, and this is something she needs to learn."

This is something she needs to learn. Those words echoed inside of his skill even as he tried to figure out what he was going to do. He still ached for the chance to drop down and get dressed.

Alex couldn't comprehend what was going on or how important a moment like this might be in any of their lives, especially because he probably clung to the idea that all of this could be temporary. It would be a bad dream. Sophia needed to vent some of her stress, so she smoked. She spanked him. Yeah, all of that sounded like a logical and reasonable explanation. But now, his niece came back, and she still wore that odd expression.

It wasn't disgust, not exactly.

It was something else, something Alex couldn't quite name. Interest? Was she intrigued? Yeah, her eyes narrowed, and she kept scanning across the adults as though there had to be some kind of probable explanation. As a teenage girl, maybe she was already comfortable with exploring the world and trying to understand how things might work. Obviously, she tried to maintain her normal veneer of easy confidence. Granted, this was completely different. Nothing had prepared her for this, not as far as he knew…

"On your knees, slave," Sophia ordered.

When he didn't drop to the carpet again fast enough for her liking, Sophia kicked out, knocking the bottom of her foot against the back of his legs. He fell forward immediately, dropping down onto the carpet once again.

Haley watched of this.

He glanced back at the teenage girl, almost like he expected her to do or say something to help him. Her eyes narrowed again, hardening. She crossed her arms over her chest and watched and processed. Then again, she also wore the same expression when she looked back at her mother.

"Sophia, we can't do this," he said. "Please?"

"Quiet," she snapped, grabbing onto the back of his collar and yanking. Suddenly, his throat had contracted, and he tried to suck in a breath, only to feel his eyes bulge.

That single word shouldn't have silenced him; he was supposed to be able to talk. He should have been able to address her, only something stopped him. His chest tightened, and he tried to get his jaw to work, but she kept the collar squeezed against the base of his throat.

"Alex, you're going to stay right there on your knees, and you're not going to interrupt. Haley, have a seat with me." Sophia lowered herself back down to the couch. She crossed one leg over the other. Looking utterly demure, she rested her hands on her lap and waited.

For her part, Haley glanced back and forth between the two adults. But then she tentatively made her way across the room and she sat down on the opposite side of the couch. Her back was straight, and she kept staring at her mother as she waited for an explanation.

At the same time, Alex worked to figure out what that girl was thinking. In that moment, she had her uncle down on his knees, naked, his face flushed, his body tensed with humiliation. Perhaps Haley was a girl and just a teenager, but she had demonstrated incredible insight from time to time. That was the thing about teenagers; they really were young adults. Maybe she didn't have experience, and she could still mess up from time to time (like when she snuck out to hit a concert on the other side of the state), but she still impressed him with her intelligence and a natural ability to read people. With all that in mind, how did this girl see him right then and there?

Those questions kept quaking through his skull. He couldn't push them aside or bury them.

In fact, he could hear Sophia talking while he remained prone on the floor, only their voices seemed to come from very far away.

It was only by dipping his head down, pushing his chin to his chest, and shutting his eyes that he could actually concentrate.

"Haley, what do you know about gender?"

"A lot," Haley replied, almost smirking. But then she glanced back toward her uncle, and then she stopped. Her lips tightened again, and she bit down. "Okay, maybe not as much as I thought? What's going on here?"

"Do you think of yourself as a feminist?"

"Absolutely," Haley insisted. Yes, she spent a lot of time online.

"I don't," Sophia said.

"What?" There was that quick, shocked gasp from his niece as she stared back at her mother. Incomprehension was written across her face as Haley tried to catch up and figure out what was going on.

"I believe in something different. And if you stop and think about it, I think you might see the merits in this ideology."

"What are you saying?"

"Before you came in here, I spanked your uncle."

"You spanked him?"

"I slapped him—quite hard," Sophia said, her tone lightening. She smirked, and then she glanced back at Alex. "Alex, get down on your hands and knees with your buttocks facing us. I want my daughter to see just how red your ass is right now."

With one sharp gasp, he itched to jerk his head from side to side. No! He couldn't do it! But even as those blanket denials shot through his head, he found himself moving. Within seconds, he pushed himself down onto his knuckles and knees. He faced away from the two women, and he bowed his head down again.

"You spanked him," Haley said, only this time, there wasn't that interrogative inflection. This time, it wasn't a question, and it could have been his imagination, but Alex thought he picked up on something else coming from that young girl's voice: awe.

"I did," Sophia said. "You see, I decided it's time for everyone in this family to change."

"How?"

"Before, I told you I'm not a feminist. Do you know why that is?"

"No. Why?"

"Feminism is all about equality. That is one of the fundamental concepts, but it’s not the only one. It's not just a matter of treating women and men the same. It is a belief in the fundamental subjectivity of the female experience. Women aren't objects; we don't exist as playthings for men. We don't exist as objects in relation to men. A woman is more than just a wife, mother, girlfriend, whatever. She can exist on her own, and her perspective is just as valid and meaningful as anyone else's. Through so much of history, men have been the center. They have been the subjects of pretty much everything," Sophia said with a shrug. “Feminism aims to change that.”

"Okay…" Haley said as though she really wanted to keep up with all of this. “But you’re not a feminist?”

"No. I’m not because I don't believe in equality. I don't believe in the male perspective, either. As far as I'm concerned, boys should be objectified. They should be trained, and they should be taught to exist in relation to us." Sophia stopped and let those words hang on the air.

"I, I don't think I get it?" As a teenage girl, that was probably hard for her to admit, but the shock of seeing her uncle like that, especially with his reddened buttocks made it a lot easier for her to acknowledge of the truth.

"I'm a female supremacist," Sophia said. "If you stop and think about it for a little bit, I think you'll be one too."

"A female supremacist…?" Haley uttered those words like she was tasting some new dish for the very first time. She knew the individual words, of course, yet they had never been put together like that before.

"That's right," Sophia said. "Female supremacy isn't a popular ideology, not yet, but it's getting bigger every day." As she spoke those words, it sounded like she had finally let go of some vital secret. For so long, Sophia had believed in her innate superiority over men like Alex. Sure, she could go through the motions and act and fake it, but that didn’t appeal to her. She had done it since they were children. Yet, deep down, she had always recognized that vital truth.

She was better than him.

And now, she had the proof.

Sophia had released her anger for just a little while; she had come home and spotted this boy and recognized his weakness. She had slapped him across the face, stripped him and spanked him. Hell, she had him wearing the family dog's collar!

More importantly, she could now tell her daughter, "Female supremacy is the simple notion that we are better than them. If you stop and think about it, you can feel it. You can sense it wherever you look."

"Then why men have men been in charge for so long?" Haley asked.

For his part, Alex had a bunch of different answers. He could have said something about how men were more aggressive and ambitious. Even if he didn't want to get into a debate over women's capabilities and their potential superiority, the female half of the species hadn't been willing to fight harder for authority or control. As such, they had been relegated to the kitchen and domestic life. They had been subordinated throughout most of human history.

As hard as he tried, Alex couldn't utter any of those words. His voice failed him, so he found himself staring at the floor, still naked, all because his little sister had silenced him.

Alex risked a glance at Sofia again. Moment by moment, he almost expected her to turn back and smile at him. Perhaps she could have said something about how this had all been a joke. Or better yet, she’d begin to regret it. At some point, a revelation would hit her, and she would realize this was wrong.

Instead, his sister focused on her daughter and said, "For a long time, success meant having bigger muscles. I can grant that men are better when it comes to moving rocks or digging ditches. In that sense, I can respect them."

"Only that sense?" Haley asked.

"Exactly," said her mother. Sofia reached out and took Haley by her hands. "I know this is hard to hear, especially after all of the nonsense you’ve had to wade through. For most of your life, you’ve seen how women and men are different. Women are better, so we deserve to rule. Okay. So men might be better at mining or blacksmithing or swinging a sword or whatever. Does that matter any more?"

"I don't know," Haley said honestly.

"It doesn't," Sofia declared, making it sound as though there could never be any other sort of possibility. "The world has changed. More and more, society is driven by intellect and cunning, not physical capabilities. Things have been changing for a long time. Men had a head start for quite some time, but now we can take what we want. And guess what? The world is only going to continue to change. Think about how AI and robotics will change the world."

"It doesn't matter if men can swing an axe because the machine is going to do it for them?"

"For us," Sofia corrected her daughter. "Let's face it. If you want to do well in real estate or the stock market, you need to be patient. You have to be able to read those around you. Frankly, this is true with any market. You need to be able to think through complicated systems and come up with good solutions. Men might pretend to be good at all of this, but they fail over and over. It's like how men insist that they’re better drivers when the data proves them wrong. Women are better drivers, better programmers, better investors. Again and again, we see our own superiority."

"This is pretty wild," Haley said.

Sofia squeezed her daughter's hands again, "If you stop and think about it. Is this true? Does it feel right to you?"

Tightening her lips into a thoughtful held, Haley glanced down at her uncle for just a second. He tried to make eye contact with her, to hold her gaze and to communicate something. Even if his little sister had ordered his silence, he hoped to convey something important.

It didn't work because Haley glanced off into the distance. Thoughtful still, she continued to think about this. "Sexism is a self-perpetuating system, isn't it?"

"There's my brilliant girl," Sofia said. "Go on."

"A couple of guys may have gotten ambitious and aggressive centuries or millennia ago, and they taught their sons to try to take control. At the same time, they taught their daughters that they needed to be helpful and supportive. A myth like that could go on for a very, very long time."

Despite his reduced status, Alex was still impressed. Haley had always been an intelligent, articulate girl; once again, she proved just how smart and insightful she could be.

"Exactly," Sofia said. "But things are different now. You aren't being held back in the same way. If you look at other numbers, you can see that we’re ascendant." That final word sounded so powerful and grandiose, only his sister continued, "Just look at the numbers. Women are getting richer faster than men. It's not just a question of inheritance. We know how to take care of our resources and our assets. Over the last few years, men have squandered so much money on scams and cryptocurrencies. Maybe there’s a bright spot here or there, yet they are desperate for that big score. They can't help themselves."

"But that's not true of all men," Haley pointed out. "Among the boys, some of them have to be smart. Right?"

"Maybe a few have learned to overcome their worst instincts," Sofia allowed. After all, this was a serious conversation between women. She wasn't going to ignore anything her daughter said, nor would she insist that she was right just because she was older or more mature. "But in aggregate, we see what men do when they’re in charge. Imagine how much better the world would be if women had seized control a few decades or centuries ago."

"That would be amazing," Haley breathed out, only then she closed her eyes and shook her head. "But seriously, isn't there the possibility women would have been just as bad?"

"It's a possibility," Sofia said. "More to the point, we can never know for certain. And it is true. Women can make mistakes. Just because someone is a woman, that doesn't mean she’s going to make the right decision every time. But again, we have to look at this in aggregate. We have to generalize."

"So women really are better?" As she spoke, Haley seemed to consider the different possibilities.

"In your classes, are the girls smarter than the boys?"

"We're not supposed to look at it like that," Haley said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

"You can be honest with me," Sofia said. "Remember, we’re not talking about noise or bluster. All too often, men insist they’re smarter just because they make the most noise. But when it comes to genuinely good, well-considered ideas, who does better?"

"The girls," Haley said.

"Exactly. And that's why, moving forward, your uncle here is going to be our slave."

"Our slave?"

That's right," Sofia said. "Alex, tell your niece here that she’s your superior and that you look forward to doing whatever she says."

He glanced back at Sofia, and he searched for some fleeting sign that she was joking. He was an adult, so Haley had to respect him. But at that moment, everything began to change even if he couldn't acknowledge it.

Before Alex could say anything, Haley glanced back at her uncle, and she really seemed to study him this time. Before, maybe she had been repelled by his nudity. Only now, something inside of her seemed to shift as these new possibilities awoke within her. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth as she contemplated the different possibilities. Maybe she was thinking about Alex, or perhaps her thoughts had drifted off toward some other guy. Maybe she was imagining her crush naked and collared and down on his knees.

Most importantly, if Alex acquiesced and spoke those words, he would push Haley toward this concept. She would get closer and closer to becoming a female supremacist herself.

Could he do it? He was supposed to be her role model. And yet, he still experienced the burning ache along the tip of his tongue. Simultaneously, he was braced on his knees, yet his backside continued to throb. Even now, the stinging hadn’t completely abated, reminding him of just how severely Sofia could punish him.

His indecision became irrelevant because Sofia grabbed him by his collar, jerked him up onto his knees, and she held him there with her fingers curled underneath the band at his throat. Her knuckles pushed up against the base of his neck, and then she narrowed her eyes, snarling as she revealed the edges of her teeth. "Alex, you don't get to question me. You don’t even get to question me by remaining silent. I am your superior, and I gave you a command." Her tone softened as she turned back to her daughter for just a second or two, "This is important. Boys like Alex need to be taught the truth. For way too long, they have basically been delusional, thinking that men rule the world. They don't, they can't, and they shouldn't. Women always need to seize control. And that's why I'm going to punish him again."

Alex opened his mouth like he thought he should be able to say something. Before he could try, she slapped him across the face. Her hand flew up in a blur; her palm struck hard, sending a sharp jolt of pain racing along his nerves. In that moment, he was stunned. In spite of everything he needed to believe about himself, he didn't know how to deal with that sort of pain.

Sure, he thought he was accustomed to hard work, but that didn't grant him the endurance for anything like this.

Worse, Sofia didn't give him the opportunity to recover. Instead, she brought her hand up again, and now she struck him. She backhanded him! Another sharp jolt of pain exploded along his skin. His eyes widened. The tears from before had dried, only now his vision blurred all over again as his bottom lip shook.

He loathed how his body reacted!

Worst of all, he glanced over at Haley, and he didn't see sympathy or even disgust playing across her youthful features. Instead, that girl smirked. She was smiling, almost like she was enjoying some joke. All of this meant learning something new. She contemplated him without saying anything; she didn't tell her mother to stop. If anything, it seemed like this finally made sense.

All across the world, there were probably girls like her. They had been raised in patriarchal societies. In their communities, men held disproportionate amounts of power and influence. In so many places, leadership was viewed as masculine. Presidents and prime ministers were assumed to be male. Business was somehow dominated by the dirtier, dumber half of the species. And yet, maybe girls like Haley had secretly suspected this wasn't how the world could or even should work.

Maybe women could take more control. There were those rare phrases like, "The future is female". But for the first time, she understood what that could really mean.

Better yet, she watched as her uncle got slapped. Handprints appeared along his cheeks as Haley's mother brought down one strike after another, leaving him damaged and broken. She finally let go, and he fell down onto his knees once again. He bowed forward, his forehead pushed against the carpet, and he didn't know what to do.

He was crying in front of his niece like a such a loser.

Of course, he had questioned himself ever since he lost his business, but this was completely different.

"Sit up straight, hold your hands behind your back, and acknowledge my daughter as your superior," Sofia ordered. He sharpened word cut across the air and drilled straight into his core.

For the most part, Sofia gave him a few more seconds. She allowed this boy to collect himself. He sniffled once, balled his fingers into fists, and waited for some rush of defiance. He seemed to do that a lot, as though he expected some reflexive instinct to surge through his body and to give him the strength he couldn't find on his own.

Biology wouldn't save him here, he soon discovered.

He sat up. Worse, he brought his arms behind his back. He crossed his wrists as though he had been cuffed in place. And now he stared off into the distance. He was going to speak, he knew.

Before he got the chance, Sofia reached down, grabbed him by his hair and yanked, jerking his head so that he now stared right at her daughter. "Say it," she instructed.

As his eyes met Haley's, he knew what he had to admit. "You, you are my superior." Worst of all, he actually seemed to mean it.

"Wow," Haley said, whispering that word. Then her eyes twinkled as she glanced down toward his crotch. "Mom, this is turning him on."

"That's not uncommon," Sofia said. "There are lots of guys out there who can't control themselves. Any kind of stress somehow morphs into sexual arousal."

"Are we going let him put on some clothing?"

"We could," Sofia allowed. "Or…"

"Or?" Haley was working hard to hide her reactions. All of this was so new to her, which meant she had to struggle to keep up. At the same time, maybe she really had discovered something unknown yet familiar about herself.

"You could order him to pleasure himself in front of us."

"Why would I do that?" Haley asked. Like so many other women, she had been online, so she had seen what disgusting things guys could do. Sure, she was just a teenager, but she had received way too many dick shots from the guys she encountered. Half the time, she didn't even know the men involved, yet those males still insisted on sending those anonymous images. What did those guys think they would accomplish? Seriously, did they naïvely believe that the women involved would just be overwhelmed by the sight of a disembodied cock?

Perhaps Haley had suspected that it was all about power. Maybe those guys really understood that these women didn't want those images, yet they sent them anyway because they were selfish. These boys figured they understood how the world worked, and this was just one more way for them to assert themselves.

"Think about it. Why would you?"

"He's a man, and guys can't help themselves? They think that being a guy entitles them to do whatever they want?" No, she didn't sound certain, yet she was figuring it out more and more. Yes, this young woman would be able to catch up. As far as her mother was concerned, Haley could become a female supremacist in no time! Although she didn't say it right then, Sofia was so proud of her little girl.

"That's right. They can't help themselves. They associate their identities with their cocks. But right here and now, we can force him to touch himself. What do you think of that, Alex?"

Finally, she had asked him a question, freeing him to speak. He pressed his lips together, bit down for just a moment, and then he glared at his little sister. That was the best he could do, however. He couldn't summon more than a fearsome expression as he stared back at her. "There is no way I would do something like that in front of you," he insisted.

"Why? Because I’m your little sister? Because she's your niece? Is that why?" Sofia asked with something close to mocking sympathy. "Too bad."

"Let's make him do it," Haley interjected.

"You can," Sofia said.

"No…" Alex insisted in a low voice. As hard as he tried, he couldn't shout. He couldn't jump up onto his feet and steal control of the situation. After all, he was naked and collared. Worse, his cock was stiff. He didn't understand how his biology worked. Even as the shame bristled along his skin, he remained tensed with his cock rigid.

Worse, he understood what would happen if he touched himself.

"I can? Really?" Haley asked as she ignored Alex's protestations.

"You can," Sofia said. "You are a beautiful, intelligent, powerful young woman. When it comes to a boy like Alex, you can make do whatever you like. In fact, deep down, I think that's what he knows he needs."

"That's not true!" Alex blurted out.

He worked so hard to sound insistent, but the two women ignored him.

"Really?" Haley asked.

"Really," Sofia agreed. "Just think about some of the boys you know. If you really study their movements and their behaviors, do you think any of them would like to be bossed around by the girls around them? Do you think they would obey if you just took control?"

Haley nibbled on the inside of her mouth again as she considered the different possibilities. At the same time, she tried to draw a conclusion. Eventually, she nodded to herself. "I think you're right, Mom. I think there are boys who would do whatever I say…" She uttered those words as another revelation. She was learning so much. As a young adult, she was finally being entrusted with these secrets. The world was opening up to her, the boundaries and horizons expanding as she contemplated how the world really worked.

Before this, she had placidly absorbed all of the platitudes about the importance of equality and tolerance. But more and more, she could see the truth.

Without waiting for her mother's permission, Haley lifted herself up onto her feet. She strode over to her uncle, and then she leaned down. For just a moment, he glanced up, and he saw the contours of her breasts. He looked down her blouse for just a second. His cock twitched again, and Haley considered him. "Touch yourself, boy."

"No. Haley, you can't be serious. There’s no way I’m going to do that in front of you!" He paused, sucking in a breath.

He didn't get the chance to finish, however.

That young girl slapped him across the face just as hard as her mother had done.

For one, two, three seconds, Alex struggled to comprehend what had just happened. Part of him couldn't believe it. Another part of him couldn't accept it.

Even though it was obvious as his eyes watered all over again, he almost felt as though he had fallen into some alternate reality. How could a beautiful girl like Haley do something so wicked and cruel? But then she backhanded him. Her nails scraped across his skin, almost cutting redlines along his flesh. He swallowed again, and his hand dropped down to his cock. No! He couldn't. He wouldn't!

Frantic desperation gripped him as he attempted to hold out. He wanted to protect some thin vestige of his independence and freedom, only he didn't know how to do it. There was no way to fight back against their authority. This was Sofia's house.

Just as importantly, Haley wielded something unstoppable. She was an alluring girl. She had youth on her side. She was the future. And now, she looked down at her uncle with undisguised disdain. "Do I need to tell you again?" she asked.

Even as his muscles tensed, he could feel his lungs and throat contract. At the back of his throat, the tension made it impossible for this boy to breathe.

"No…" Alex finally managed to speak as his hand dropped down between his legs.

He used his right hand. His fingers brushed along the base of his cock.

"No," Haley said, surprising, all three of them. "Don't just poke at it. Use all of your fingers. I want to watch as you squeeze your cock." Before all of this, the male form may have been a source of fear or anxiety for this young woman. To Haley, men could be strange, mysterious creatures. Although she had dated a couple of boys, none of those relationships had evolved into anything profound or serious. Like so many girls, she was still aware of when and how they checked her out. Maybe guys didn't realize this, but she frequently glanced off to the side, and she would catch one boy or another sneaking glimpses of her. Maybe they were staring at her for her chest; perhaps they were longing to run their fingers through her hair. One way or another, they watched her, and she never knew exactly how she was supposed to respond.

But now, his fingers trembled, and Alex demonstrated just how powerless a guy could be. Only yesterday, he had wielded authority because he was her uncle. But now, her mother had taken that away, so Haley could assert herself as his superior.

It was an intoxicating thought, one that made her grin with fierce passion as new possibilities unfurled before her.

"Please, don't make me!"

Despite the excitement running through her body, Haley forced herself to put on a neutral expression as she teased him, "What's wrong? Are you ashamed? Are you ashamed of the fact that a pair of girls can tell you what to do?" She wobbled her head from side to side even as she kept her eyes wide. She stared down at him, the tips of her incisors shining bright against the pink of her lips. She studied him like a wild animal; hunger glistened along her irises as she considered this man.

Once, not so long ago, she may have respected him. Clearly, that was gone now.

"I'm serious. Please, you can't do this."

For one or two seconds, it seemed like she might turn away. Only then she spun back and struck him across the face. Haley slapped him hard, her hand flashing out and crashing against his right cheek. Then, just as Sophia had done, she backhanded him. He stared up at that girl, his eyes wide, his lips parted with incomprehension. Even now, he couldn't catch up. "Figure it out. You need to understand that things are different now. Isn't that right?" Sophia told him.

Haley glanced over at her mother. "He's a boy. They always take longer to figure things out."

Tightening his jaw, Alex wished he could speak. And yet, that petite girl had just slapped him across the cheek, and now he was trying not to respond. At the same time, he recalled just how easily Sophia had pushed him up against the wall and spanked him. What if Haley tried something like that?

His cock twitched, and he wrapped his fingers around his shaft. He squeezed, strengthening his grip.

"That's right," Haley said to him. "Touch yourself. Touch yourself because we’re in charge."

Disgust and revulsion streamed through his body. It emanated from deep within his gut, pulsating out up into his shoulders and down his arms, along his thighs, all the way to the tips of his toes. At the same time, there was something else, something Alex dreaded and tried not to think about.

Intellectually, he could concentrate on the frustration and humiliation. As the shame raked its hot claws along his insides, another sensation coiled through his body: pleasure. He hated it. Somehow, it was almost worse than getting slapped or spanked. His shaft remained stiff, his erection prominent.

In those first few moments, Haley seemed amused. She had control over this man; it was a new sensation, a new concept. And yet, it seemed to fit her so easily. It was a discovery that just felt right, like discovering a new passion or recognizing a previously unknown talent. "Move your hand," she instructed. "Squeeze the base, then glide your hand up to the tip of your cock before you bring it back down."

Yes, she had just given him instructions.

No, those weren't instructions, not exactly. Those were orders.

"You don't want your niece to punish you again, do you?"

Again, the tears welled up, filling his vision. Biting down, he peeled back, his lips and sucked in a breath. He could feel the cool air along the edges of his teeth and the roof of his mouth. Still, he obeyed. At least he didn't start crying this time. Alex attempted to call that a victory, if only inside of his own head, but it still seemed like a shallow achievement.

"No," he said.

"From now on, you're going to call me Miss Haley."

"What?"

This time, she didn’t pause. She backhanded him again. Her hand flew down, and she struck hard. She had never done this before, of course. Haley had been a good girl, and she only ever came close to getting into a fight with someone once, way back in the fifth grade. Even then, one of the lunch monitors had intervened, preventing any kind of real violence. And yet, she just smacked Alex, and it felt right. It felt easy.

But now she unleashed something that had once been buried within her. She unleashed that fury on her pathetic uncle.

"From now on, you're going to call me Miss Haley." Maybe she hadn't planned it this, but the command seemed so easy. "Say it."

"From now on, I will call you Miss Haley!"

"Good. And now, what are you going to do?"

He still had his fingers wrapped around his hardened manhood, but he hadn't started to move. His hand remained fixed in place.

After one nervous gulp, he obeyed her previous order. He moved his fingers up and down along the length of his shaft as his sister and niece watched. New waves of tormenting humiliation burned through his body. He could sense it along the arches of his feet, his heels, ankles, shins, and thighs. The shame raced all the way up to his core and out into his arms, along his neck, all the way to the back of his throat.

"He wants to stop," Sofia pointed out.

"So what?" Haley asked, following her mother's example. "He's just a boy. He's going to obey us. Isn't that right, Alex?"

"Yes, Miss!" At this point, it was harder for him to think clearly. Yes, the pain lingered along his buttocks and up to his cheeks. Even so, there were the twinned sensations of embarrassment and arousal still vying for his focus. As hard as he fought, he couldn't push through those storms of sensations.

"I think we should make him come, and then he should have to clean it up," Haley said.

"Not yet," Sophia said. Instead, she reached over for her pack of cigarettes. She pulled one out for herself; she removed the second one for her daughter. She held it out, and Haley considered it.

"Really?"

"Think of it as a celebratory treat," Sophia told the young woman.

"Thank you," Haley said almost reverently. Sure, she wouldn’t make a habit of this, but she couldn't understand how it might feel good. That's why she took the cigarette and pinched between her fingers. Without asking any questions, she watched her mother and did the best to follow along.

Cognizant of the attention, Sophia brought the cigarette up to her lips. She held it loosely in her mouth before she lit the tip. The cigarette ignited, and she breathed in slowly, relaxing as the smoke-filled her lungs. Next, Sophia leaned forward, and she lit her daughter's cigarette.

Still touching himself, Alex watched all of this with a mix of anger and frustration etched into his cheeks.

Sophia glanced down at him. "Unless you want us to get really angry, you're not going to come without permission. Understand?"

"Yes, Ma'am. I understand."

Ma'am. That was his kid sister! He wasn't supposed to use that kind of terminology with her.

Only he didn't have any choice, he reflected all over again. That simple notion reverberated through his brain and body. He could feel it flare along every fiber of his being. He had no choice, no other option. These women owned him.

How had something like this happened? He tried to reach out into some logical, coherent memory, but it didn't make any sense. There was something about her stance, her proximity, the tone of her voice, and the power she wielded. This was someone who could take whatever she wished, and he couldn't stop her.

Was it possible? Were women truly superior?

He worked to resist the concept, only he couldn't do it. That's why he lifted his gaze again, only to watch the tips of their cigarettes flare golden orange and yellow. Another torrent of revulsion flowed through him.

"This boy really doesn't like smoking, does he?" Haley asked.

"He hates it," Sophia said with a chuckle. That's why she leaned forward, grabbed his hair, and she tightened her lips as she exhaled, blowing a beautifully aimed, thick line of smoke right into his face. The fumes snaked into his face like a stretching snake. He tried not to inhale; he slipped, breathed in, and started coughing right away.

"Pathetic," Haley said with a little chuckle before she carefully breathed in. She had to concentrate for a moment, but she didn't cough. On the contrary, she seemed to have an easy facility for this indulgence.

Bristling, his face bright red, Alex opened his mouth to say something, but he couldn't. He understood what would happen if he tried, so he remained silent while his fingers played up and down along the length of his cock. Yes, even now, he had the pleasure himself because they hadn't told him to stop. At one moment or another, Alex wondered what would happen if he just drew his hand away. Maybe they wouldn't notice?

He wasn't that lucky.

That's why Alex continued to stroke his shaft. He tightened his grip at one point, gliding his fingers down before sliding them up again. He embraced the addictive heat and that delicious yearning deep within his chest. It felt incredible. And yet, the stink of smoke lingered on the air, and there was nothing he could do about it.

These women tormented him with the different, conflicting sensations and feelings. Pleasure. Revulsion. Shame. Desire. It all mixed together, confusing and disorienting him until Haley leaned forward. "I want to try something. Open your mouth and close your eyes," she instructed.

Alex stared back at her for just a moment.

"Do you really want to test her again?" Sophia asked.

No. He didn't. He couldn’t. If he tried, he’d regret it. Those simple realities beat down against him, reminding this boy of his diminished status. When he first woke up, maybe he could think of himself as a person. Since then, his independence and freedom had been stripped away. He had no money, no power, no influence or say. Even the advantage he had enjoyed based on his maturity and experience had been stripped away. A freaking teenager now outranked him!

That's why he stayed his knees. Worse, he closed his eyes and opened his mouth.

At first, he expected her to ball up the cigarette and shove it into her mouth. Maybe she’d make him swallow it or something.

No, Haley had something worse in mind.

Drawing on her naturally sadistic instincts, she grabbed him by his hair. She pulled his head back, forcing him to raise his chin. His lips remained hard to even though he didn't understand what was about to happen, not until she kissed him.

That precocious girl pressed her mouth to his, and her tongue flicked out. She teased him. Yes, revoltingly fresh arousal pulsed through his body. The needs grew stronger, resonating along every inch of his skin. At the same time, he had to fight back the urge to climax. She breathed out, exhaling. Her lungs dispelled that smoke, pushing it up against the back of his throat. Without meaning to, he swallowed; he breathed in. He started choking right away, just as Haley drew back.

Worst of all, his grip tightened on his cock, and he lost control! He blew his load, squeezing, frantically massaging his shaft as the pleasure raced through him. He endured every pulse. Satisfaction and disgusted loathing pounded into his chest as that girl laughed at him.

Once he splattered his come on the carpet, the two women considered him.

Haley was the one who got up first. She walked behind her uncle, and she grabbed him by the back of his neck. Without hesitating, she shoved his face down into the cooling ejaculate, rubbing his nose in it like he was an actual dog.

"Bad," Haley taunted him. "Bad slave. We told you not to climax without permission, and what did you do? You went ahead and came anyway!"

Sophia reached out for the bag her daughter had retrieved.

"Up against the wall, Alex," she instructed.

With an inquisitive smile on her pretty face, Haley asked, "What are we going to do?"

"We're going to have some fun," Sophia said. "Also, we’re going to work on him."

Work on him. Those three words boomed inside of his head as his niece grabbed him again. She braced her hands casually on his shoulders, and she shoved him forward. At some point, he had climbed back up onto his feet, only now his chest and stomach slammed against the wall. Without hesitating, Haley grabbed his wrists and pulled them behind his back, crisscrossing them just like before.

He thought it would be voluntary; he was wrong.

Sophia approached behind him, and she slipped the cuffs around his wrists, snapping them into place. He heard the mechanisms click-click-click as she tightened those metal bands.

"How long before he’s starts crying again?" Haley asked.

"That all depends on you," Sophia said as she pulled out a wicked paddle. From the edge of his peripheral vision, he saw the implement; made from polished wood, it was spiked with viciously studs. The moisture drained away from his mouth, and he knew he wasn't supposed to speak except Alex couldn't stop himself. "Please. Please, you can't be serious. Please! You can't you something like that on me," he protested.

"Why not?" Sophia asked. "Right now, we need to focus. Right now, we have one goal. Do you know that is?"

When he didn't answer, she raised her hand up to the base of his neck. Her fingers squeezed against his throat, cutting off his air supply. With the bitterly acrid taste of smoke still lodged against the back of his throat, he tried to speak, only couldn't do it.

"What is our goal?" Sophia asked.

As Alex tried to sputter out some answer, Haley spoke up, "We want to break him, don't we?"

"Exactly," Sophia said. Pride glowed along her features as she handed the paddle to her daughter. "Go ahead, sweetie. Break him."

As Haley smiled, she revealed her teeth again. And now, she tightened her grip on the paddle. She touched the smooth surface and those rounded spikes against his backside. In the meantime, Sophia kept her hand braced on the back of his neck.

It was time to break him.

He wanted to pull away; he needed to withdraw, to jump to the side or to run for the exit. Of course, his hands were now bound, and he tugged against of those restraints. Part of him wanted to believe he could escape, but how would the rest of society react if he ran outside? What would the police say? What would the neighbors decide?

Worst of all, Sophia was a brilliant, articulate young woman who could walk outside and shake her head. Maybe she would blame him for this; perhaps she’d explain he had chosen all of this. Or maybe she would say something else entirely…

One way or another, he already understood he wouldn't be able to win.

Then those doubts and insecurities became irrelevant because his niece struck.

Haley brought her paddle down hard, swinging it with all of her strength against his right butt cheek. The pain ignited and blossomed along his nerves, spearing up straight into his brain. His eyes watered again, and he let out a pathetic screech.

She struck a second time within as many seconds, and this time he screamed.

He didn't know a paddle could hurt like that; he hadn't understood what this kind of pain could be.

Merciless, Haley struck again.

"Please. No more!"

"What was that, slave?" Slave. That word seemed packed with meaning. A girl like Haley wasn't supposed to be able to adopt that term so quickly or easily. And yet, for her, it felt natural and simple. This was right. It was correct. Again, this ideology unfurled in front of her, and she had no trouble adapting.

Biting down, he sucked in a breath through his nostrils. Another wave of fury rolled through his frame, only to get snuffed out by the humiliation. "Please. Please, I, I can't take it. Please. Please, I'm begging you!” Yes, he was begging a teenage girl. If anyone saw Haley and Alex walking down the street or getting out of a car, everyone would have recognized his authority. He was older and taller. He was supposed to have maturity and financial security on his side.

But at that moment, she was his superior.

"Who am I?"

"Miss Haley!" He squealed out.

"Good," she said. Then, even though he hadn't messed up, she struck five times in quick succession, bringing the paddle down over and over again. The solid wood slammed down against his flesh, sending lightning bolts of agony coursing through his skin, along his nerves, and straight into his brain stem. On some primal level, he understood just how helpless he had become. At the same time, he lost every conscious thought to that hurricane of suffering as this beautiful girl explored exactly what she could accomplish.

"Beg," she ordered.

"Please. Please, I can't take it! Please, it hurts! It hurts way too much!"

"What are you?" Sophia asked.

"I'm a man. I'm a man, so that makes me a slave!" Now it was his turn to discover just how easily those words could fit together. Of course, he didn't want to believe this. He had no desire to accept any of this, yet these women showed him just how easily he could be broken. "I have to serve. I have to do whatever you say! You’re in charge!"

"Think about why," Haley instructed. She didn't ask him for anything; she didn't make any demands.

That's because she had something else in mind. His pretty niece aimed for Alex, and now she struck at the back of his legs. Again, the waves of pain roiled through his frame. He yelped out, practically screaming only seconds later. Pretty soon, his face was hot, his brows damp. Worse, he was sucking in one breath after another. Yes, he had shouted. Worse, he had screamed. By now, his face was all wet again, but there was nothing he could do about it. She went for his ass next, striking the left side, then the right. Sometimes, she landed two or three blows on one spot, only to bounce over to the other side.

"Why?" Haley asked.

Somehow, he managed to respond. Granted, he didn't think about it. Instead, his mouth seemed to move on autopilot as he told her, "I'm a slave because I'm a man, and you’re in charge because you are a woman." Yes, he just called his niece a woman. She wasn't a girl; she was more than that. Today, she evolved and demonstrated her superiority. He may have been a boy, but she was a woman. "Women are born to be in charge. Women are better than men. You're better than me." No, he couldn't be coy, nor could he try to hide from that truth.

"Don't forget it," Haley said, giggling.

Everything changed. First, he wasn't allowed to sleep on the couch anymore. Instead, he found a place for himself at the foot of Sophia's bed. He slept naked, humiliated and degraded. Worse, she actually kept him collared. Although Haley still loved her dog, Max now had to share his collars with the family's slave.

Worse, he wasn't a pet. As a pet, he would have been loved and cherished. Instead, Alex had become a slave, which meant he was made to be used and punished. And that's exactly how the women of the house treated him.

Yes, he was collared and leashed to her bed at night. While Sophia enjoyed relaxing on the mattress and playing on her phone, her brother remained on the floor, naked and powerless. He could risk speaking, of course, but that might mean getting slapped or spanked. Worse, she now kept that dreaded paddle hanging from the wall. She also introduced some of her other toys, including the cane. At one point, she had him stretch forward, his palms now braced on the bedpost, and she struck over and over again, leaving vivid red lines along his buttocks and down along the backs of his thighs. That night, he screamed.

Haley came to check on him, only to grin ferociously and ask her mother if she could join in. Of course, the answer was yes.

Almost overnight, Alex became utterly obedient to these women. Haley might be studying in the living room, her textbook pulled up onto her knees, and she could snap her fingers and call out, "Slave boy!" Immediately, he would rush over. No, he didn't have a job or his business, which meant he was utterly dependent on them. In turn, they could force him to do whatever they wished. "Fetch me some water," she might say. Or maybe she would demand a sandwich. Each and every time, he obeyed.

Then there was the night when Sophia had him on his knees, and she pulled his head back, and she gazed down into his face. "Have I broken you?"

"Yes, Ma'am!" Alex had chirped out obediently. This was clearly the correct answer, so he didn't dare say anything else. Each time he used this title, he felt as though he lost another iota of independence or freedom. Too bad. Sophia enjoyed seeing him struggle with his obedience, but she also knew how to work on him.

"You know, you've only been a slave for a couple of weeks," she told him. "Where do you think you're going to be in a couple of months? A couple of years? But don't worry. I think things are going to change. I'm not the only woman who has secretly believed in female supremacy. More and more, we’re going to step forward, and we’ll take what is rightfully ours."

As she explained all of this, a shiver ran down his back. He tried to ignore the flare of adrenaline in his veins. Simultaneously, he thought about simple trips to the grocery store. Since a woman as important as Sophia couldn't be bothered with such mundane chores, she sent her enslaved brother. He went, and he made the requisite purchases. More importantly, he looked around.

As far as he could see, everything seemed normal. In fact, people probably glanced in his direction, and they didn't see anything strange or untoward. Then again, they also couldn't discern the red lines or purple bruises hidden by his clothing. Just as importantly, there was no way to glance at this man and to know that he spent much of his time on his knees in front of Sophia or a girl like Haley. That understanding made him wonder about the people surrounding him now.

Of the men he saw at the store, how many of them were enslaved just like he was? If he gave no outward sign of his total subjugation, why would they? Sure, everyone smiled politely, said hello, and acted normally, but all of this could have just been an elaborate veneer.

And what about the women?

That had to be the worst part.

For so long, he had taken Sophia for granted, assuming she was just a mother, a corporate employee, and nothing more. He had never imagined any kind of scenario where she secretly embraced something like female supremacy. According to her, she had always enjoyed those instincts. Deep down, she had always believed that women were better than men and deserved to rule.

His unemployment and laziness had simply given her the impetus she needed to take control.

When he was collared and sleeping on the floor, rolling onto his side as he tried to find some uncomfortable position, he sometimes contemplated that reality. He hadn't known his sister—he never even suspected the truth about his kid sister. All around the world, how many men were in the exact same position?

And what about Haley?

He sometimes wondered if it was social or biological. Was this a new stage of evolution? Would women all around the world suddenly come to a consensus? Would they decide that the male half of humanity deserved to be collared, cuffed, and trained?

What if they did?

Again and again, he tried to come up with reasons why they would fail. Inevitably, he arrived at one conclusion. If the women of the world actually worked together, they would succeed. Technically, he was bigger and stronger than Sophia, but when her eyes blazed, she could stare right at him, and his insides turned into cold liquid. Just as importantly, she could slap him across the face, and he would bow down before her.

A boy like Alex couldn’t fight back.

Every time that happened, he reinforced the truth of his new status. He was a slave. He was owned. As such, he could be used by either of these women, however, they saw fit.

Of the women at the grocery store or out on the street, how many of them had already embraced female supremacy? What about those who already had a penchant for it but simply lacked the language to express themselves?

Those thoughts ran through his head even as she ordered him to hold onto the bedpost. Bent forward, his legs spread, his naked ass on display, he cooperated and yielded to Sophia’s authority. At the same time, he assumed she was just going to spank him.

But if that was true, then why did she need to go to her closet? Why did she strip out of her yoga pants and blouse? He risked glancing over his shoulder for just a moment. Yes, she was watching him, and she embraced that moment of revelation as it sprinted between his frantic thoughts.

He saw the black harness she now wore around her waist and between her legs. "It's a double headed dildo," she said, reaching down and stroking the fake cock between her legs. His eyes widened, and she glanced at him. "Do I need to chain you to the bed and cane you before I have some fun?"

"No, Ma'am!" Alex had cried out. He didn't need to fake the fear that cut through his psyche like a bolt of lightning.

"That's what I thought," she said. "But you know what one of the main problems with men is?"

"What, Ma'am?" Even now, he had to use her title.

"You think, just because you can mount a woman, that you should be in charge. Well, tonight you get mounted." She reached into the bag from before, and she squirted some lubricant onto her palms. Then she applied it along the contours of her phallus. From there, she strode forward, and there was that quick gasp of pleasure that vibrated from deep within her body before she positioned herself right behind him.

Again and again, he struggled to beg. He wanted to plead.

"Yes," Sophia said. "I'm going to fuck you."

That's when she reached down, braced herself, and shoved forward, thrusting her tip right up against his opening.

His eyes widened, bulging with frantic desperation as she drew back, only to slam into him again. Each time she came at him, she went deeper and deeper!

His fingers tightened against the bedpost, his knuckles turning white.

He couldn't believe this was happening.

Worse, his body responded. He felt the erection form right between his legs. She rammed into him, moaning now—and some part of him reciprocated. No! He hated it! And yet, the arousal continued to swirl and build inside of his chest.

After all, this was only partially about training him. The other half of the equation was her own satisfaction. Every time she pushed into him, she could feel the friction of the other side of the dildo as it rubbed along the walls of her pussy. Her nipples hardened, and ecstasy raced along her skin. She slapped his ass. She reached down and grabbed him by his collar, yanking on it. Breathing got harder, but there was nothing he could do about that.

"Take it," she ordered. "Take it, boy!"

Of course, he did. He had no choice; there were no other options, new strategies or tactics he could try to employ. She fucked her slave, forcing him to cry out, to gasp and moan and plead. At several points, he begged for her to stop. That just made her laugh!

"Hello, slave," Haley said as she walked through the door. She had her phone in hand, and she glanced down at the screen again as she considered a message. He assumed it was from one of her friends or maybe one of the boys who had a crush on her. Haley was pretty, articulate, and assertive.

Before his enslavement, he never would have imagined that the male psyche could have responded to this last part. And yet, these women had no problem ordering him to touch himself, forcing him to climax all of the floor before they rubbed his face in it. When they demanded his obedience, he gave it to them.

As a new rule in the household, Alex had to wait by the front door when Haley was about to come home. This way, she could walk through the front door, drop her bag in front of him, issue a couple of orders, and go over to the couch where she might relax before getting ready to start on her homework. He might have to fetch a few drinks for her, or maybe she would want something to eat. In any case, it would be his job to provide it…

"Hello, Miss Haley," he said.

This time, she didn't leave the entryway, however. Instead, she glanced down at the screen again. "Mom is busy tonight. Apparently, she has some meeting with an investor or something. I don't know." She shrugged. Alex blinked, surprised she would share those details with him. Normally, she didn't bother talking to him much beyond issuing orders or taunting him about his newfound enslavement.

"Anyway," continued the young woman, "It looks like Mom won't be able to go to my parent-teacher conference. I guess that means I'm going to have to bring a different adult with me."

Her eyes slid down to the prostrated boy.

He gulped.

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"Tonight, you're going to do whatever I say, aren't you?"

"Yes, Miss!"

As far as he could tell, this wouldn't be so bad. Sure, he would have to follow her around, talk to the teachers, and pretend he had some kind of influence over his niece, but she wouldn’t to be able to humiliate him, not in such a public venue.

Or so he hoped…

That evening, she got dressed in a simple pair of sleek, black pants and a white, cashmere sweater. She looked lovely, especially with her hair pulled back into a simple ponytail. She had put on just a little bit of makeup. Somehow, this girl looked both gorgeous and relaxed at the same time.

As he approached, he watched as she reached into her pocket and pulled out the dog collar.

"No…"

She walked up to him, slapped him across the face, and grabbed him by his hair. "What was that?"

"Nothing, Miss Haley!"

"That's what I thought," she replied. "On your knees."

He collapsed in front of her, dropping down before this young woman. From there, he could only endure the indignity of getting collared. She slipped the band around his neck and clicked it into place. When she finished, Haley patted him on the head and laughed, her voice rippling with undisguised derision. As far as she was concerned, he wasn't someone who deserved respect. On the contrary, he needed to be owned and trained and utterly humiliated over and over again. That was what her mother said, and Haley believed her.

Eventually, she walked away. Haley dropped down onto the couch, and she issued a few commands. She wanted some soda, a ham sandwich, and a small bag of chips. He fetched her afterschool snack, all while he wondered what was going to happen that night.

The hours ticked by, and then she decided it was time to go, so he drove her to the campus. Even though he had gotten dressed and now wore a button-up shirt with a collar around his neck, he wondered if anyone would notice the other decoration pressed tight against his throat.

Haley got out, and she expected Alex to follow. Sure enough, he trailed after her, uncertain. All around him, he saw the bemused adults. Parents were here to talk to their kids' teachers. Of course, the teachers were marginally annoyed, mostly because the kids who brought their parents weren't the ones who needed help or any kind of consultation. On the contrary, the parents who weren't here were the ones who needed to be made aware of their kids' insufficient attendance, behavioral problems, or refusal to do the homework.

For the first three meetings, Alex talked to her teachers. Again and again, he heard the same report; Haley was a smart girl, detailed, ambitious, and extremely intelligent. She mastered the concepts quickly, and she was obviously going to go far. In fact, she would probably get her pick of any college.

What would happen when she went off to a university?

Sophia had money, of course. She could afford to send her daughter wherever she wished to go. Simultaneously, Haley would probably earn a bunch of different scholarships.

Would she learn more about female supremacy? Would she find like-minded girls? Would they begin to enslave the boys on their campus?

At one point, Alex was tempted to glance over at his niece and ask her, only he realized it would be a futile gesture. She was a woman, and he was a slave, so he couldn't speak to her first. He could only answer her questions. It wasn't quite a rule, but he knew better than to risk annoying her...especially now. When she walked through the different hallways, she glanced over at some of her friends. Occasionally, they huddled up and whispered little secrets back and forth while he waited off to the side. At the same time, they all expressed that little hint of chagrin; they were here with parents, uncles and aunts, cousins, or other members of their families. Yeah, it could be pretty embarrassing.

Luckily, all of them were in the same position.

By the time he went to meet with her fourth teacher, Alex had started to relax.

This was a mistake.

He opened the door for his niece, and she strode inside. He followed after her, and the door closed behind them. He heard the telltale click of an automatic lock (a safety procedure). And then he saw her again.

Morgan. Morgan Lucy Bradick. She was older, of course. He hadn't seen her since high school, but now the moisture drained away from his mouth as he blinked quickly.

Would she recognize him?

"Alex?" Apparently, yes—she did.

She was beautiful with her blonde hair pulled back into a simple braid. She rose from her desk, and she glanced over at Haley. "Is Haley your daughter?"

"He's my uncle," Haley said with a quick roll of her eyes. But then she seemed to notice that other detail. "Does that mean you know him?"

Morgan smiled. Her eyes were bright and vivid as she looked back at him. Instantly, he went back to that night. They were supposed to go to a dance together. At the last moment, one of the cutest cheerleaders on campus had called him. Crying, she said her boyfriend had broken up with her. Was there any way he could take her?

He had said yes. Sure, he had liked Morgan, but the cheerleader was so hot! She had been amazing with her long, wavy blonde hair, her sharp features, her bright smile, and those evanescent eyes. Not only that, he had wondered if maybe they’d hook up. He even made sure to bring condoms (no, it turned out he didn't need them).

And when he went to the dance, he saw Morgan there, and her eyes had narrowed. Yes, they had only been going as "friends," but there’d always been that hint of possibility. Morgan had looked amazing in her purple dress, especially in terms of how it clung to her breasts and her waist. When he saw her, he had been surprised. At school, she always seemed bookish. Just as importantly, she had never worn tight or revealing clothes. This was the first time he got to see her feminine physique, and he instantly knew he had made a mistake.

Right away, he tried to apologize to her, but she had never accepted it.

Even now, he thought he noticed some quirk along the corner of her mouth, like she found this funny even as she wondered whether or not she should say something. Technically, she wasn't supposed to; she was Haley's teacher, so she had to feign neutrality.

"Your uncle and I went to high school together," Morgan said.

"Really? What was he like?"

"He was a teenage boy," Morgan said with a shrug.

"So he was foolish, immature, and easily controlled?" Haley asked, grinning. Right away, Alex glanced back at his niece, only she didn't make eye contact with him. All at once, however, he could read that stance. She was amused. She was entertained, and now he got the impression she wanted to play with him.

How?

What did she have in mind? He didn't know, but he was certain he wouldn't like it…

Sure enough, Morgan had sat down at one of the desks, and now she gazed over at him. There was something almost wistful in her expression.

Haley noticed it right away. She was a perceptive young woman, and so she skipped forward, sat down across from the teacher, and glanced back at her uncle as she waited for him to join them.

Moving forward, almost in a trance, he crossed the room. He made his way between the rows of desks, and then he sat down.

Right away, Haley told her teacher, "He's my uncle, but he's also my slave. Tell me something. Was he ever a jerk to you?"

Morgan blinked once. Her brows tightened. She glanced over at Alex as though she waited for him to say something. Yes, he opened his mouth, only he couldn't force out anything resembling a sentence. Casually, Haley reached over and covered his mouth with the palm of her hand. "It's true," she said. "Ms. Bradick, I know this might be hard to believe, but we have a special arrangement in our household."

Morgan must have expected Alex to do something. As a grown man, he should have jumped up onto his feet, knocked Haley's hand back, and told his niece that she was going to be in so much trouble for this outburst. The teacher must've seen something like this before; kids could bring their parents to campus, only to get excited and to act out because they wanted to show off.

And yet, Alex didn't intervene. If anything, his shoulders remained tight, his eyes enlarged with fear as he glanced back at the teenager.

Eventually, Morgan asked, "A special arrangement?"

"Yup," Haley answered with a pop of her lips. "You see, he lives with us because he's a loser who couldn't keep his business going. That's why we had to enslave him."

"We?" Again, Morgan glanced over at Alex as she waited for him to intervene.

He didn't say anything. Remembering the bite of the paddle, the sting of the cane, and the burst of agony that could come from a simple spanking, Alex remained utterly silent.

"My mother and I," Haley clarified. "By the way, my mom is really sorry that she wasn't able to make it tonight. But this seems better."

"And why is that?"

"Because I'm guessing my uncle was a jerk. If he was a teenage boy, he probably did or said something stupid. And now, this is your opportunity to punish him."

Morgan was supposed to snort with disbelief. She was supposed to shake her head and say something about how they needed to get back on track. And yet, she studied both of them, first Haley, then Alex. "Punish him?" She uttered those words as though they came from a difficult language, one she had struggled to master.

"That's right. Have you ever wondered what it would be like to punish him?"

"Yes…" Morgan blinked, apparently surprised by her own honesty.

"This is your chance. Seriously. What did he do?"

"He stood me up."

"For a date?"

"Prom," Morgan replied.

"Did you do that?" Haley asked, turning back to her uncle. "Did you really stand up, my teacher?"

"She wasn't a teacher," he said lamely.

Haley reached out and slapped him. It was casual and easy. At this point, it must have felt like second nature to her.

Morgan leaned back. She had let out a quick squeak of surprise, but now she saw that pink handprint on his palm.

"I can do that to him," Haley said. "I can also make him lick my shoes, crawl on the floor, strip or touch himself, all because I'm in charge. Isn't that right, slave?"

So many parts of him yearned to defy her. In that place and at that time, he could have said whatever he wanted. And yet, he would inevitably have to return to Sofia's house. And when that happened, the punishment would be severe. Maybe they would use the paddle, the cane, or they would smack him again and again, making him scream out. Maybe they would punish him so hard he would faint. And then he would wake up, he could start all over again.

"Yes, Miss Haley," he said.

“Miss Haley?" Morgan repeated the words like she didn't really understand. "Is that really how he has to address you?"

Haley grinned and shrugged. "What can I say? He's a dumb boy, which means he has to be a good slave. Isn't that right, slave?"

Slave. The word drilled into his core, but he still had to agree. He still had to play along. "Yes, Miss."

Haley turned back to her teacher. "Look, I know this won't affect my grade or anything, but I think it's fair. He screwed up. He messed up pretty badly, so if you want to see him naked and crawling at your feet and begging for forgiveness, we can make that happen right now. If you want to slap him across his cheek or just spank him, that's an option as well."

Morgan said nothing.

She had started to chew on her bottom lip. That had been an old habit, one she had mostly broken, only now the possibilities seemed to expand before her, and she knew what she wanted to do, only she glanced back at the door because this was supposed to be impossible. Sure, it had locked automatically, so they were safe here. The other students and their parents could wait outside…

"He hurt me," Morgan admitted. At the same time, her eyes tightened into angry slits. "He hurt me, and he tried to apologize, but I could tell he didn't really mean it."

"I, I…"

"Silence, boy," Haley commanded.

Immediately, he shut his mouth.

"Yes," she said. "I want to punish him."

"You want to use the yardstick?" Haley asked. "You know, I've been thinking about that. How many of your male students would benefit from getting punished with a little bit of corporate discipline?"

"That's not an option," Morgan answered.

"It might not be, but I think it would still be good for them," Haley replied without hesitating. Then she jumped up from her desk, she pointed to a spot on the floor, and she commanded, "Strip. I want you naked for your superiors."

He glanced over at Morgan as though he hoped she might interrupt or help him. She didn't. If anything, she stared back at him with a different kind of hunger now glowing along her eyes.

He bit down. He rose up. He unbuttoned his shirt, so Morgan had to ask, "What is that? What is he wearing?"

"That's his collar. He shares it with the family dog," Haley told her teacher.

Morgan's eyes widened, but then she seemed to realize what all of this meant. Proof. That was proof. A big smile stretched across her lips as he stripped. He pulled off his shirt, his slacks and shoes and socks, even his underwear. Soon enough, he was naked in front of the girl who he’d stood up for someone prettier, someone "hotter".

By then, he was bare and on his knees, so Haley walked over to him. With another fierce grin on her face, she grabbed him by his collar and pulled them up onto his feet. Then she bent him over one of the desks.

"This is really happening…?" Morgan asked, only it wasn't clear who she expected to answer that question.

"This is really happening," Haley replied. All at once, Alex recognized the tone in her voice. For the most part, the pitch of those words hadn't really shifted, only he knew this girl. Pride. It was pride dancing at the edges of those syllables. "My mom and I have done a really good job on him, I think. It's only been a couple of weeks, but he’s starting to break. And I'm not just talking about momentary obedience. Getting that out of a man is easy enough." Haley spoke like a young woman standing in front of a college acceptance committee. Or maybe she addressed her teacher as though this was some graded presentation. "I'm talking about real obedience and dedication. Pretty soon, he won’t be able to think for himself. He's only going to focus on our desires because he’s a boy, and boys need to be trained. Isn't that right, Alex?"

She used his name and addressed him directly. Somehow, that was worse, like she was teasing him with a remnant of his old existence. At the same time, he flashed back to those different moments when she had nervously just called him "Uncle". But now, he had lost his authority. He didn't have money, maturity, or anything else to separate him. On the contrary, this was Miss Haley, so she could tell him to do whatever she liked—he always got jerked back to that truth.

And now he glanced over at the girl he’d stood up. Morgan watched him as he panted. The shame turned his cheeks a bright shade of pink even as she narrowed her eyes and studied him.

Before this evening, she had probably assumed she had gotten over any lingering frustration or anger. They were both adults; they didn't need to think about high school, prom, or any of those moments. Besides, she could have consoled herself at the fact that they were completely different people now.

Yet at this point, Morgan didn't say anything.

If asked about this just a few hours ago, she would have insisted that Haley stop. There was no way she could spank her uncle in Morgan's classroom. It would have been completely and utterly inappropriate. Besides, this had to violate some school rule or something—right? What if the principal learned about this?

The doors were locked, the windows covered by inspirational posters. No one would have to know.

Besides, Morgan watched, and she could feel the excitement pulse through her body.

She wanted this. Badly.

Morgan never would have imagined it, but those urges sprinted along her flesh as something unknown awoke within her. Her heart slammed faster, and part of her expected both Haley and Alex to jump away from the desk and start laughing. Maybe this had been some kind of elaborate prank or joke?

Only a second later, that idea was utterly dispelled.

Haley spanked him!

She slapped his vulnerable ass. With that first blow, Morgan actually flinched. That had to sting—badly.

Morgan wouldn't have believed something like this could be possible. On a daily basis, she disciplined both the girls and boys in her classes. Of course, Morgan had her own pet theories about the different gender dynamics that could play out. Oftentimes, the girls were quiet and shy even though they were obviously more intelligent than the boys. Brash and aggressive, so many of the young men insisted on sucking up as much attention as possible. Maybe a few of them did this by acting out; they loved to joke around or to flirt with the girls. Other boys kept their hands in the air as they tried to answer every single question even if their responses were entirely inane.

At one point or another, Morgan had wondered what would happen if she taught at an all-girls school. Only now, a different possibility occurred to her. What if this school encouraged a different kind of behavior? How would society be different if young women were raised knowing that they could spank the boys around them? What if clothing became a privilege for the guys in her classes?

Without realizing it, Morgan licked her bottom lip. At the same time, this fierce passion spurred through her body. As a high school teacher, she knew how to discipline her students. She could walk up to the most brash and aggressive boys, towering over them, snapping her fingers, and ordering them to the principal’s office. After that, they weren't her problem, especially considering she had so many other students to contend with. A sharp glance or a tensed word from this woman was often enough to get the boys to cooperate. In fact, there had been several young men each year who ended up crying when confronted by her authority.

But what if it was stronger? What if she could actually inflict this kind of punishment?

Entranced, Morgan watched as Haley spanked her uncle. The young woman brought her hand down hard and fast, striking even as he held onto the edges of the desk.

He was breathing harder and faster now, his lips tightened, his brows damp with sweat. He looked as though he had just run a marathon even though he hadn't gone more than a few feet.

This could change everything. The world could be an entirely different place if all of my girls were like this. As a teacher, Morgan considered herself to be a feminist. Arguably, you had to be if you believed in an educational system that gave both the girls and boys equal opportunities. But now, fresh excitement washed over her.

"Can I use one of your rulers?" Haley asked.

Torn from her reverie, Morgan blinked a couple of times and shook her head as she contemplated that. "Yes. Of course." She was only vaguely aware of what would happen next, yet she needed to witness this.

Morgan reached over, and she grabbed a ruler from her desk. She felt the light weight in the palm of her hand as Haley took it.

"It's not a cane, but I think it will work well. Don't you, boy?" asked the teen.

"Yes, Miss Haley," Alex said.

"Good boy," Haley reached down and patted him on the head.

Yes, she was really doing that. She could treat this man like he was her slave.

Such thoughts should’ve been impossible. Again and again, Morgan returned to that idea. She thought of the school board, a body were both women and men spoke. She thought of the other teachers, both male and female. She thought of the administrators, and now she bit down. She watched as Haley slapped his ass with the ruler, striking one, two, three, four, five times. Each blow landed in the same spot, leaving a bright red line across his skin.

At the same time, Alex kept whimpering even after the young woman stopped.

"Would you like to try?" Haley asked, stepping aside and holding out the ruler.

Morgan looked down at it as though she didn’t recognize the instrument. Then she glanced over at Alex, only she didn't see the man bent forward across a high school desk. The temptation kindled something within her. There was the spark, and she sensed the tantalizing conflagration as it spread through her body. Then, without being really aware of what she was doing, she nodded. "Yes." This word seemed to come from far away, as though someone else had spoken, only her body still moved.

She tightened her grip on the ruler.

Objectively, it was light. She should've barely noticed the weight, only it seems somehow heavier and more portentous than she could have ever expected. If she did this, it could change everything. "This might awaken something," Morgan whispered. She understood how there were moments in her life when everything shifted. Maybe she got more mature, she experienced something new, or she finally saw a different perspective.

"What do you think about getting punished by the girl you stood up?" Morgan asked.

"I'm a man, so my perspective doesn't matter."

"Man?" Haley asked, continuing her uncle's training, discipline, and subjugation.

"Boy, Haley! I'm a boy, so my perspective doesn't matter," he said, quickly correcting himself. At the same time, Morgan could read the fear outlining every sound he made. Then she glanced down at his face, and she saw the tears had spilled from the corners of his eyes, running down his cheeks.

All at once, she knew exactly what she had to do.

Her grip tightened around the ruler, she traced it along the air, and then she braced herself.

This was it, the last moment. If she did this once, she knew she wouldn't be able to go back.

Morgan’s arm came down in one tight arc; the tip of the ruler flashed through the air, and then she slammed that flattened surface down against his backside. He yelped. He howled.

For just a second, Morgan experienced this flurry of fear as she worried someone else in another classroom might be able to overhear this. But no, the rooms were soundproofed. Her classes had tested that on so many different occasions. She understood how excited and rambunctious a group of forty high school kids could get. This slave could shout and scream and cry out as much as he wanted, but it wouldn't make any difference.

Morgan made him scream again.

She struck so hard that she started to wonder if the ruler might break. Perhaps it bent, just a little. If so, it wasn't enough to give him any kind of respite. On the contrary, she struck once, twice, three times. Her blows landed in a crisscross pattern as she watched the colors play across his naked backside.

"This is what you get. This is what you deserve. I'm glad your niece owns you," she said. The words surprised Morgan. As far as she had been concerned, she had moved on. Whatever happened in high school had become irrelevant after so much time. And yet, she still enjoyed punishing this boy. Then again, it wasn't just about what happened while they were seniors.

No, this was something else too...She had control. As a teacher, she wielded a veil of authority, but she often had to contend with parents and administrators. This time, she could make this boy suffer, and there was nothing he could do about it. This was a different kind of power, a different type of authority, something entirely new and completely addictive. Moving decisively, she swung again and again until she found she was panting, her arm tired.

Breathing hard, Morgan looked down at the kaleidoscope of colors playing across his tormented ass.

She had done that to him.

"Haley, can you excuse us for a moment?"

Haley seemed to consider this for a second. Her uncle glanced back at her, and their eyes met. Yes, the fear played across his face. He had to wonder what might happen next.

Too bad for him, Haley decided. "Absolutely. I’ll be right outside. Oh, and if any of the other parents come by, I will tell them you're busy."

"Thank you," Morgan said with a pulling her gaze away from this man.

Haley left the room, closing the door behind her.

They were alone now, Alex realized. "Morgan, I'm sorry. I'm so sorry about what I did. I messed up. But, but you've punished me now, right? So maybe you could talk to Haley and tell her that this needs to stop?" It was a frantic, desperately pathetic and paltry attempt at manipulation.

Not only that, he had the temerity to push himself away from the desk.

She unleashed another cascading explosion of fury. Biting down, Morgan struck, swiping her hand up and swatting him across the cheek. She hadn't known she was going to do it. Instead, a different kind of instinct rose within her, so now she blinked. Then he dropped to his knees again. "I apologize."

"For what?"

"I spoke out of turn," he admitted as he deferred back to his training. Alex should have known better. At the same time, he now wondered what Morgan was going to tell her student. If she gave a bad report, he could go home, only to end up chained against one wall, his legs spread, his ass on display as he got pegged or spanked, caned or whipped, and there'd be nothing he could do about it. For a second, he sucked in a breath, and he probably wanted to plead for her not to say anything. At the same time, however, he knew that it was a decision only a woman could make.

Yes, the training was working. After each day he spent with his niece and sister, he let go of his old assumptions. More and more, he understood his own inferiority. He recognized how he needed to be disciplined, tamed, broken, and humiliated because he was a boy, and boys were made to be slaves.

"Good," she said. "That means you need more punishment."

Morgan braced her hand against the back of his neck, and she shoved him across the desk again. At the same time, she thought of the different students who sat there throughout the day: Kaylee, Jose, Marcos, Jonathan, and Leah. This time, she didn't bother with the ruler. She let go and it clattered to the floor. Instead, Morgan craved something more intimate. She smacked his naked ass, her hand swinging down and clapping against his backside. It was intimately powerful, unstoppable and completely undeniable.

She had control!

Yes! More. She wanted more. She spanked him harder and faster, channeling every ounce of strength she possessed into her shoulder, down her bicep, along her forearm, all the way to the palm of her hand. As each blow crashed against his unprotected ass, he howled out again.

Then, when she finally finished, she stepped away. Her fingertips pushed against the palms of her hands, and she was breathing heavily. At the same time, she already knew what she had to do next.

When she put on this dark gray dress, Morgan hadn't thought much about it. She considered her boots, her tights, and the panties she wore underneath.

"On your knees. Bow your head down and close your eyes," she instructed.

He obeyed. Of course, he did. Haley and her mother were doing an excellent job with.

What would it take to enslave another boy like this?

She started thinking about it and contemplated her ex-boyfriends. Morgan imagined what it would take to break them, to slide a collar around any one of their necks.

At the same time, she unzipped her boots and pulled them off. She peeled away her tights and slid her panties down along the length of her legs.

From a distance, she still seemed completely professional. Her skirt hung down to the middle of her thighs, and she could keep her legs crossed when she sat down. Granted, that wasn't what she had in mind when she lowered herself down onto her seat. Behind her desk, she called out to the slave, "Crawl to me."

Alex glanced down at the linoleum floor. His heart hammered faster in his chest, and he understood he had to obey. Still, some lingering vestige of defiance glowed bright behind his eyes. He glanced at her again, only to feel that resistance get snuffed out.

Like a good slave, he fell forward, dropping down in front of her. She was a woman, so she was in charge. His memories of her from high school changed nothing.

That's why he crawled. He moved on his knuckles and knees, gliding across the floor. He scurried into position. She pointed to a spot underneath her desk, and he crawled into place. Then she spread her legs. "Lick my pussy," she ordered, surprised by her own boldness. Normally, she was a teacher; she chastised and punished students for using that kind of language. But now, it was so easy, and it felt right.

His breathing quickened again, but he slid forward. Suddenly, his cheeks were gliding along the curves of her inner thighs, and he breathed in. He inhaled the aroma of her arousal.

"Good boy," she said. "That's right. You know where you belong, don't you?"

He did!

Despite everything he had once believed about himself, Alex surrendered again, only this time it wasn't to a female supremacist. This wasn't Haley or Sophia, and he wasn't back at home. Technically, Morgan didn't have any power over him. She was just an acquaintance, someone he had known in high school…But she was still a woman, which meant he had to do at she said. Besides, she could tell Haley whatever she liked.

Technically, he had come to the high school that night to get a report on his niece's progress. But tonight, Morgan would tell Haley all about his performance here, and if he messed up...

No, he couldn't allow himself to think about that. He clenched his eyes shut, and then he felt it as Morgan slid her hands through his hair before bracing her fingertips against the back of his skull. She yanked him forward, so now his mouth was braced against her crevice.

Alex licked. He brought his tongue up along the length of her opening. Even as he did so, he recalled high school and remembered how close he had been to this girl. Technically, they weren't dating, but they had been close friends. They talked all the time, and he had always viewed her as something close to a "backup". Maybe that was why it had been so easy to stand her up on that night.

But now, he worshiped her body. As a woman, she could demand whatever she wanted from him. And now he gave it to her. He licked, sliding his tongue up and down along her pussy. He went in deep almost right away. Her eyes widened, especially because Morgan could feel the difference.

This was incredible!

She had been with other guys, of course. Although a few of them had offered to go down on her, none of those services had ever been anything like this. Primal ecstasy coursed through her limbs, pulsing down to her center. She gasped and moaned. On some level, she understood she was supposed to get back to work. She had to deal with the other students and their guardians. But right then and there, she didn't care about anything except for the feel of his tongue.

This was dedicated service. This was the kind of pleasure so many women didn't understand because the men around them were too selfish to think of sex as anything other than penetration. She squeezed her inner thighs tight against his cheeks. At the same time, Morgan still had her hand braced against the back of his head because she decided how he would pleasure her. She made sure he couldn't get away.

His tongue darted up and down, dancing and playing along her pussy.

The taste of her excitement played along his tongue, making sure he couldn't think of anything else. Every time he panted in another breath, he caught the scent of her pussy. At the same time, he tasted her, all while he licked. His tongue got tired, and the angle was awkward, yet none of that mattered because she was a woman, and she had given him. This command.

All at once, the swirling waves of ecstasy ignited, booming through her body with one explosive burst of satisfaction. It was followed by another and another after that! More!

By her orders, Alex kept licking even as she came. He gave this woman everything he had. And then it was done, and she rolled her chair back.

She glanced down at him. He stayed there, under her desk, down on his hands and knees.

"You know, Haley has a lot of potential. Perhaps we'll need to spend more time talking about her performance. Maybe once a week?"

The color drained away from his face as he gazed back up at her.

After the conference night, Alex returned to the "normalcy" of serving at home. Yes, he now thought of Sophia's house as his home even if it meant utter subjugation.

Each morning, he awoke a few minutes before Sophia. She no longer used her alarm. If he didn't wake up at the right time to prepare her breakfast and make her coffee, then the consequences would be severe. After he served breakfast to the ladies of the house, he spent the rest of the day cleaning.

Before his arrival and subjugation, Sophia had worried about the cleanliness of her home. She had a full career, so she didn't want to spend even more time on chores and drudgery. She had considered hiring someone, but that seemed overly ostentatious.

Alex solved that problem for her.

Obviously, he didn't volunteer. His preferences had become irrelevant. At the same time, neither of these women asked him about his preferences. As a slave, he simply obeyed. Sometimes, he needed to be trained.

More often, either Sophia or Haley would decide to toy with him. There were those moments when either woman could pull out one of the harnesses. He had learned to dread the sight of those black, leather panties. He understood what it could mean to get pegged hard, to be bent forward, his ass open and on display as one of these women penetrated him. They could shove forward, sliding in hard and deep. They make him cry out, moan, and scream.

The worst part?

He still got hard.

This seemed like some kind of biological surrender. His body yielded to their control. They could degrade him, and yet the spark of passion still raced through his frame. How was that possible? What evolutionary quirk or instinct made any of that into a viable option?

Alex didn't have any answers for those questions, but it didn't matter either. As a businessman and employer, his positions and perspectives had been valuable. People turned to him for leadership. But that part of his life was over now.

Neither Haley nor Sophia told him about their plans either. They didn't bother keeping him up to date about what time they might be home more what might happen next. When I walked through the door, they could demand that he have dinner ready for them.

That's why he didn't know what to do or say when Sophia grabbed him by his hair. One day, she jerked his head back and looked into his eyes, "Guess what, slave?" Those relaxed words belied the pain flashing down into his scalp.

"Yes, Ma'am?"

"We’re having guests over tomorrow. I expect the house to be spotless, and I expect you to be on your best behavior."

"Will I be allowed to get dressed, Ma'am?"

Haley was off to the side, seated on the couch and studying. "What do you think, Haley? Should we let the slave get dressed for visitors?"

"No, I don't think that's necessary," Haley said. "It's not like this is anything she hasn't seen before." At that moment, he was naked—devoid of any clothing except for the dog collar locked around his neck.

As far as these women were concerned, nudity put him in the proper frame of mind. It helped remind this boy of his inferiority. After all, he couldn't wear clothing like them. He wasn't worthy of such a simple privilege.

For the rest of that night, Alex wondered.

It was Morgan's fault, he eventually decided. Yeah, Haley reported back to her mother what happened at the conference night, and so they decided to go back to some of his old girlfriends. That would explain it.

But who would it be?

Hannah? Jessica? Maribel? Someone else entirely? He tried to think of the women he had dated before everything had fallen apart. As a successful businessman, he had been able to attract quite a bit of attention. Maybe those women weren't even aware of his company, yet he had his own small empire, and it was enough to grant the confidence he needed to flirt. Members of the opposite sex seemed to be attracted to his confidence and playful bluster.

None of those relationships have been incredibly serious. None of them got close to marriage or anything like that, but he had dated them for quite a while. He wasn't some guy who itched to score as many one night stands as possible.

Would Haley or Sofia be able to find them? If so, who? Which of his ex-girlfriends would come here on the following day? Who would cross that threshold and see him naked, down on his knees, his head bowed down with the dirty dog collar around his neck?

Alex didn't know, and he didn't want to find out either.

At the same time, he had to recognize that he didn't get a choice. Haley and Sofia owned him. Because they owned him, they could prance around and put him on display. They proved this every time they ordered him out of his clothing.

In public, he could pretend. He could act like any other guy. But once he crossed that threshold in the front door closed behind him, he lost every semblance of independence, freedom, and self-respect.

Soon enough, he heard the doorbell ring. He was naked and kneeling in front of the couch. On this Saturday afternoon, Sofia and Haley were both on the couch. Haley was watching a music video while her mother typed away on her laptop. But now she closed the device, rose to her feet, and sauntered toward the entryway.

Raising his head for just a moment, Alex glanced back at his sister. Over the last few days, however, he had started to think of her as his owner. He didn't know exactly when that idea first cemented itself inside of his head, but he couldn't very or destroy that label, no matter how hard he tried.

From his spot, he couldn't see the front door, yet he heard it open. A moment later, he picked up on a voice. "Sofia, it's so good to see you. Thank you for inviting us over!"

Us?

Even asked that question jumped into his head, he had to wonder about the voice.

It didn't sound like someone his age; yes, a woman had spoken, but his brows creased as he tried to recognize the pitch and tone. It sounded familiar. Very familiar. Even so, some part of his brain refused to make the connection. He couldn't process that detail, not until the footsteps came closer and closer.

Sophia had greeted them, so now she escorted them back into the living room, and that's when Alex made the mistake of lifting his head. He looked up, and then he saw them.

His mother. His father.

Yes, Alex still wore the dog collar around his neck. He was naked, and he heard the sharp intake of breath. His father's eyes widened, and Alex felt the spike of heat that ran through his body. His lungs contracted, his chest freezing even as he tried to figure out what to do.

His fight or flight response kicked in, only he discovered a third option: freeze.

"Mom, Dad," Sofia said with a wave of her hand. "I'm so glad you could make it. Haley has been looking forward to seeing her grandparents, and Alex is ready to demonstrate his new position in the family."

"What's going on here?"

"Father, you don't have to say anything right now," Sofia replied, easily speaking down to her parent.

Looking as though he had been struck, their father opened his mouth again, only the words wouldn't come out. At the same time, Sofia reached over and took her mother by her hand. "There's something you need to know. I'm a female supremacist. Both Haley and I are female supremacists."

Bewildered, her mother asked, "What, what does that mean?"

Their father looked like he wanted to say something. Sophia raised one finger and said, "Silence. No one has given you permission to talk."

Instinctively, Alex expected his father to erupt. Seriously, he had been the man of the house; he had always been the patriarch of their family, so there was absolutely no way he would put up with that kind of tone from his daughter. Even if she was fully groaned and quite successful in the corporate world, Sofia would always be his little girl.

Right?

Despite all of Alex's expectations, his dad didn't intervene. He didn't say anything. In fact, it looked like he wished to talk, only he apparently forgot how. A young woman had just ordered him to stay silent, and now he discovered how powerful that sort of command could be. Maybe he hadn't expected it. Maybe he didn't believe it, yet his reflexes still did exactly as Sofia wished, whether he liked it or not.

"Mom, would you like to have a seat?"

"Your brother is naked," said their mother unnecessarily.

Without acknowledging the point, Sofia guided her mother over to the couch, and now they all sat down. "I know this is going to be hard to believe, but I think it's better for our family. Female supremacy is a wonderful ideology, and I think it better reflects the truth of the world. Men don't deserve to rule. They make terrible decisions. Seriously, how much progress and effort has humanity squandered by having men make most of the decisions? How many women have spent their lives cleaning up the messes made by men?" Sophia spat out those questions as though she could hardly tolerate the implications.

"This is a lot to take in," her mother said.

"I know. But I wanted to show you what can happen. I know you love Alex. I love him too, but I think it's better for him to be a slave."

"A slave?" Even as she asked, she glanced over at Alex.

When he looked back at his mom, he desperately hoped to see some flicker of revulsion as though she would become outraged or incensed instantly. Seriously, he had been her little boy. That had to be the only possible reaction. Right?

Wrong.

Alex stared back at her, only there wasn't any anger playing across her much her face. On the contrary, she seemed fascinated as though she didn't know how to interpret the vision of a collared, naked man down on his knees. More importantly, he was her son.

"That's right," Sofia said. "He’s our slave. He cooks and cleans and obeys our every whim. Frankly, I think this is how all men should be treated." As she finished that point, she glanced back at their father. He opened his mouth, yet her eyes remained locked on him for the next few seconds. As she stared him down, he couldn't talk. He tried, Alex could tell. He had been in that exact same position like he wished to say something, except his mouth wouldn't work, not when he was intimidated by his sister.

"This is kind of crazy," their mom said, only there wasn't any real passion or vehemence in her voice. Instead, it seemed like she uttered those words because they sounded right. That was what she was supposed to say.

"It's not crazy," Hailey interjected. "I know it's a lot, and it can take some getting used to, but this is really for the best. I mean, just look at Alex. He tried to run a business, and what happened? He failed. He failed because he's a man and guys just don't understand things the way women can. He failed because he wasn't smart enough or intuitive enough or empathetic enough. Take your pick." Leaning forward, Haley ran her palms along her legs until she pressed her fingers down against the contours of her knees. At the same time, she glanced over at Alex.

"Haley, do you really feel out way about your uncle?"

"I prefer to think of him as our slave," Hailey replied. "I mean, after you peg a boy, it's hard to think of him with any kind of respect. You know?"

"Peg a boy?"

"Basically, that means we put on the special harnesses, we take out some dildos, and we penetrate him."

"You have sex with him?"

"It's not exactly like sex," Sofia said.

There. That had to do it, right? Finally, she’d become incensed. She would be outraged by what all of that meant and implied. That certainty flashed through him, only he waited, and their mother still didn't say anything.

Because she refused to speak up, Alex knew he had to say something. Something inside of him twisted as he jumped up onto his feet. This could be his only chance. More importantly, his mother may have been the only person who could help him. She was the only one who could save him! (Didn't that prove everything Sofia had said about female supremacy?)

"This is crazy," he insisted. "Mom, you have to stop her. You can't let her get away with this!"

"Alex, get on the floor where you belong," Sofia ordered.

"No!" Alex truly intended to say more, only his teenaged niece leaped to her feet and rushed over to him. Suddenly, she was standing right in front of him. She invaded his personal space, and the curves of her breasts almost touched his chest. This beautiful girl stared at him. She had to look up. It didn't matter. Her fierce expression made it clear: she was in charge, and now he would have to be punished for this. "On your knees, boy," she ordered.

He broke.

Maybe he remembered the bite of the cane, the sting of the paddle, or the shame of getting spanked by this girl. One way or another, he shattered. He dropped down in front of her, tamed and humiliated just as she had expected.

The corners of her eyes crinkled with undisguised delight. "That's what I thought," Haley said with a little snicker. Then she glanced back at her grandmother.

"That's incredible," she said. "She's just a girl, but she can boss him around. She can make and do whatever she wants?"

"She can," Sofia confirmed with smug confidence. Obviously, she was very, very proud of her daughter. "But you know, I think Alex needs a special punishment. Haley, can you go fetch his mask?"

"No!" Alex squeaked out.

"His mask? What does that mean?" Their mother glanced back at their father, only he still had his lips pressed into an angry line. His cheeks had turned a brighter shade of pink, yet he still knew better than to talk. More importantly, his wife didn't give him permission to speak.

There was a new order in the family. Perhaps he didn't understand it, yet his reflexes still compelled him to obey.

Alex’s niece raced away, only to come back. A few seconds later. She held up the mask. "It's ready."

Alex started to jerk his head from side to side, only Hailey wasn't interested in anything he had to say. The mask looked brutal. Black and leather, it would slip around his face. It came with a built-in collar, and a small padlock dangled from the back. Most importantly, there were the various zippers and that singular “breathing” tube.

Even as everyone watched, Haley forced the mask over his face. She locked it on, securing the padlock with an audible click. He tried begging and pleading , only then the opposite end of the tube was forced between his lips, and it stifled his pleas.

"Would you like a cigarette?" Sofia asked. As she did so, she reached over for her purse, pulled out one for herself, lit it, and inhaled. Then she motioned for her daughter. Standing behind Alex, Haley kicked him, slamming her heel down against of the small of his back. He was forced forward.

That's when Sofia grabbed him, leaned down, and blew a long jet of smoke right into that tube. Then she turned a nozzle, and he started to thrash, to buck around like some desperate fish on the floor.

"What's going on?" asked his mother.

In that moment, Sofia’s mother seemed to discern the most important truth. Perhaps she had never been given the language to articulate her instincts, but she must have suspected. Deep down, her mother must have also recognized that the reality that men were inferior, made mistakes, messed up, and ultimately needed to be controlled by their superiors.

"I love this mask. It lets me blow smoke in his mouth and down his throat, and then I can just seal it right up, and there's nothing he can do about it."

"But he hates smoking," their mother said. Even as she spoke, she probably wanted to sound concerned, yet both Haley and Sofia noticed the way she started to smile.

"And that's why this is such an apt punishment, don't you think?" Sofia asked. She leaned down, and then she opened up the tube. Coughing now, he exhaled the smoke. He was down on his hands and knees, but they weren't done with him.

Casually, Haley reached over and took the cigarette from her mother. From there, she drew in a long, slow breath as she relaxed. Then it was her turn.

Of course, he couldn't see what was going to happen. On some level, Alex must've known how these women could punish and torment him, yet that wasn't enough. Haley grabbed him by his collar, leaned down, and blew another puff of thick smoke down the tube. Then, just as Sofia had done, Haley sealed it off.

Frantically, he tried remove the mask. His hands went up to the collar, and he jerked at it, but it wasn't enough. He couldn't tear through the metal padlock; he wouldn't be able to break free, no matter how hard he tried.

Once the women were satisfied, Sofia grinned ferociously. "I think that's enough."

She pulled the tube away, and then she looked down at the boy. "Since you can talk now, I want you to tell us how badly you want to get pegged. They need to see this, don't they?"

Frantic and terrified, he jerked his head down and up. Although he knew exactly what this meant, he had no choice. Alex agreed. “Yes!” he choked out. He didn't say anything more, especially because he was still coughing, but the women grabbed him. Both Sofia and Haley yanked him up onto his feet and bent him over the side of the couch. They spread his legs. Then, without being told, Haley raced off to her mother's room. She came back with the harnesses just a few seconds later.

"Are we really going to let this happen?" asked Alex's father.

"Shush," said his mother. That had probably been the first time she used that kind of tone with her husband.

It worked. And when that happened, she discovered something new, something powerful and unstoppable.

Both Haley and her mother worked quickly. They pulled off their pants, stripping away the denim. Within seconds, they drew the harnesses up, and then they slid the toys into place. Finally, they shared a bottle of lubricant, rubbing his along each black shaft until they were satisfied.

Alex’s mother watched, intrigued.

"Who goes first?" Sofia asked.

"I'll take over when you're done," Haley announced.

"What do you think of that, Alex?"

He heard her voice; maybe he picked up on the interrogative inflection. Either way, he didn't fight back as she shoved him down, knocked him forward, and pumped the tip of her lubricated cock right between his buttocks. She penetrated him, sliding in hard and fast. She didn't give him time to react. She plowed in hard, laughing even as their mother watched. Casually, she kept her hand on the back of his skull, shoving his face down.

She rammed into him, only trying her hips back a few seconds later. Again and again, she showed this boy where he belonged.

Distantly, through the layers of the mask, he could hear something else.

Laughter.

It didn't come from Haley; it didn't come from Sofia, either.

It was his mother! She was laughing!

"My turn!" Haley chirped.

He gasped with relief as Sofia pulled back, but he knew what was about to get worse.

Just as her mother had done, Haley rammed forward, only now she spanked him too. He yelped. He cried out. He made these pathetic little sounds as one second fell onto the next.

How long did she torment him? Minutes? Longer?

That beautiful teen plunged her fake cock forward, drawing back, plowing into him again and again, forcing him to take it.

Once she got tired, she pulled back.

"Don't worry about him," Sofia said. "He might not like it. Most of the time, but I know how to reward this boy. Like right now…" She let the possibilities trail off, even as she leaned down and whispered something.

No! He couldn't do that. Even as the defiance flashed through him, his hand already started to move. Sure enough, his cock had stiffened, and now he wrapped his fingers around his shaft. He squeezed, he massaged, touching himself right there in front of these members of his family.

Haley had one hand on his right shoulder. Sofia had another hand on his left. They kept him trapped there.

Moment by moment, perhaps he hoped someone would intervene. No one did. As far as they were all concerned, this was right. This was where he belonged.

Finally, he spurted. He lost control, blowing his load with one gush after another.

The mask was torn from his face, tossed down onto the floor, and that's when Haley grabbed him. She tightened her fingers through his hair, and she shoved him down. Even as she rubbed his nose in that pool of ejaculate, she called out, "Say it. Say that you’re a slave."

"I'm a slave! I'm their slave!" As those words dropped from his lips and tongue, he glanced up. He saw the look on his mother's face, and he knew that the rest of the family was about to evolve...It was time for female supremacy to spread...

The End
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