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Breaking Jake

 

(Author’s note: This story was inspired by a special request)

When Alyssa walked out to the mailbox and opened the slot, she didn’t expect anything beyond the usual spam. In fact, she flipped through the different pieces of junk mail. There were credit card offers, requests for donations, and a few useless advertisements from local sandwich and pizza shops.

Sometimes, she wondered why they even bothered with paper mail anymore.

But then she came upon that last document, the large, folded manila envelope. She turned it over, sought the government seal, and her heart started beating faster.

Slowly, she exhaled. Technically, the size of the envelope should have told her everything she needed to know. It was like applying to college. The small white envelopes were rejections. The big manila envelopes meant you got in.

Her fingers trembled as she held the envelope to her chest and rushed back inside. She jumped their porch steps two it a time, ran through the front door, dropped the rest of the junk mail to the floor and threw herself onto the couch.

“What is it?” Jake asked.

Alyssa looked up at her husband for just a moment. A big grin curved along her face, but she didn’t say anything, perhaps because she didn’t want to jinx it. Or maybe she didn’t see the point anymore.

If this envelope contained what she hoped, then their relationship would never be the same.

She puffed out her cheeks slowly, tore through the top of the envelope, and reached inside. Gently, she pulled out the packet. On the front page, she started reading.

Thank you for your application to the Female Supremacy Pilot Program. As state and federal legislators explore new methods for female advancement, we have selected you and your husband as candidates. Enclosed, you will find a list of your rights and responsibilities as you assume command of your household. Congratulations, you are one of the first women to assume command.

The text continued. It talked about how she had to take her new responsibilities seriously because she would be in charge.

“What is it?” Jake asked again. He must’ve noticed something strange on his wife’s face.

Alyssa finally looked over at him.

“We got in,” she said.

“Got in? Got into what?”

“The Female Supremacy Pilot Program,” she said, reveling in every syllable.

He studied her for several more seconds, his lips pressed together into a nervous line. After a few more seconds, he asked, “What does that mean?”

Obviously, he paid attention to the news, especially the most recent election cycle. When the candidates started talking about gender inequality and the need for female control, he thought those words were just hyperbole. But then, that happened during every election, right? A politician would make outlandish promises, certain people would think those ideas were actually realistic, he or she would get elected, and then reality would hit, either based on the opposition party or simple practicality.

But now, he heard that title: The Female Supremacy Pilot Program.

What was it? What did it mean?

“It means,” she said after a few seconds, “I am now in charge. Once I sign these documents, you will no longer be a citizen of this country.”

“Excuse me?” Jake actually stood up.

His wife looked back at him. She flashed a bright, happy smile as she said, “Sit down.”

There was something in her voice, something so utterly confident and commanding that he found himself falling back to the couch.

“This can’t be real,” he said. He held out his hand. “It’s got to be a joke or something.”

“No joke,” she said, ignoring his outstretched palm. “According to this, I’m in charge now. In fact, I get to decide how you behave and when you need discipline.”

“Discipline? Are you sure that’s not a joke?” But even as he spoke, he could feel his certainty begin to crack under that perfectly confident expression on her face. Clearly, Alyssa believed it. And she had the paperwork.

Besides, hadn’t those politicians been talking about taking away male rights and responsibilities? As far as they were concerned, the political process was ruined by masculine toxicity. The only solution? Pull men from the equation. Strip them of their rights and political engagement. Turn them into little more than househusbands, chattel, and slaves.

“It’s not a joke. According to this,” she said, flipping through the pages, “I can discipline you with corporal punishment and it’s perfectly legal. I also have the right to have you arrested.”

“No way,” he said.

“That’s what it says right here.” That’s when she smiled at him and said, “I obviously, would rather encourage your good behavior by rewarding you.”

“Reward? Like sexual favors?” He grinned back at her, obviously trying to turn this into some kind of joke. But his wife wasn’t amused.

In a frighteningly serious voice, she said, “No. If I want to reward you, I can buy you nice things or give you a little bit of money.”

His lips parted. The obvious question buzzed right there on the tip of his tongue, but he couldn’t speak. That’s when she smiled at him and said, “As a part of this pilot program, all of your credit cards and bank accounts have been formally transferred to me.”

This time, he blinked. He tried to speak, but the words stubbornly refused to form. As his heart pounded, she continued, “You can try to go to a store if you want. You have whatever cash is left in your wallet, but I think you’re going to give that to me right now.”

“No.” He said the word automatically and without thinking about it.

“Sweetie, today is the first day of our new relationship, one where I effectively own you. You really want to start off by misbehaving?”

He didn’t say anything.

Deep down, he wanted to jump up, run, or attack. And yet, this was his wife. He loved her. He may have been bigger and stronger, yet he already knew how the world had changed. Like so many other men, he never paid attention to the political winds; he didn’t really listen to what the various politicians were saying. And now, he and every other male in the country was about to pay for it.

“Please, can we just talk about this?”

“Go get your wallet,” she ordered. Her tone hardened, “Now.”

He moved slowly and with obvious reticence. He pushed himself up off of the couch and creeped forward. He went over to the small table by their front door. He picked up his wallet, and he pulled out those four twenties. Then he looked down at the money, then back at his wife.

“No,” he said.

“If that’s how you really feel, then I’m going to call the police right now.”

He opened his mouth. He was tempted to tell her, “Do it. I don’t even care.” And yet, that wasn’t true. Just yesterday, he had glanced over an article about how a woman had called the cops. Female officers had arrived, handcuffed the man, and dragged him off to jail. Apparently, he would be locked in stocks and put on public display. Young women would come by, spank him, throw tomatoes at him, and write obscene little phrases in lipstick on his naked body.

When Jake first read about all of that, he assumed it had been faked. Something like that could never really happen, not in today’s society.

Now, his wife was looking right at him, and she expected him to hand over that last vestige of his power.

“Please, can I keep it?”

Alyssa grinned again, grateful for that pleading note in his voice.

“If you behave, maybe I’ll let you have some of it back,” she said. “Maybe.”

He sat down next to her. He still held out the money. With just a glance at her husband, she grabbed it, snatching the bills from his grip and quickly slipping them down into her jeans pocket.

“Now, get on your knees.”

“I’m not going to do that,” he said.

“Then I’ll have to punish you,” she said.

“This is ridiculous!”

“No, this is the new societal order,” she said. “As a community, we came together, voted, and selected politicians who would be putting new laws into place,” she said, making it sound like a civics lesson for a seventh grader. “Now, you have to deal with the consequences. If you just learn to behave, I’m sure everything will be easy for you.”

His fingers bunched into fists, and he felt like he needed to break something. And yet, his anger never really ignited into genuine rage or violence. Instead, he stared down at the floor. She reached up, gently pressing the back of her hand along his cheek and down his neck. “It’s okay. Being a boy is a disadvantage, but you’ll get used to it. Besides, I’m sure you will learn to relax when you don’t have to think for yourself.”

His lips parted again.

Did she really mean those words as a consolation? Did she understand how insulting this all was?

“I’m not going to just obey,” he said.

“I think you will. Now get down on your knees in front of me so we can have a nice conversation.”

His shoulders tensed, and he growled quietly, not that his wife seemed worried. Every time he glanced at her, she seemed utterly confident, like she knew this was exactly how the world would work, so he couldn’t fight or resist it.

“About what?” Jake asked.

She watched him gulp and reveled in how his eyes shined with nervous anticipation. This boy understood how the world worked —or at least, he was beginning to.

“On your knees right now unless you want me to spank you.”

As his eyes widened, she could tell he was doing the calculations to figure out whether or not this was a real threat.

Worse, if she meant it, could she actually make it sting.

He had probably heard about other guys in other relationships who had been spanked by their girlfriends and wives. Plenty of stories had migrated online, making it clear that these men didn’t want to experience that sort of punishment.

So, like an obedient boy, he lowered himself in front of her feet for their “conversation”.

“Now, there is only one rule in this household you really need to understand.”

His shoulders were bunching near his neck for an instant before he made himself relax again. She continued, “That rule is this: I am in charge. Legally, I own you now.”

“Can I see the paperwork?”

“No,” she said. “You can’t. You’re just a boy. You don’t need to understand the legal minutia.”

“Then how do I understand if I have any rights?”

She smiled at him. “You don’t,” she said, letting the different implications sink in. After another moment, she decided to add, “You don’t need to understand, and you don’t have any rights. When I give you order, you obey. That’s all you need to know. This morning, you woke up, and you worked as your own man. Legally, you were a citizen, and you had the right to property. None of those things are true anymore.”

He kept his head bowed down.

Alyssa reached down, touched to the underside of Jake’s chin, and prompted him to raise his gaze. Their eyes met, and she smiled down at him. “I know this is difficult for you to accept, Jake.” When she used his name, it didn’t seem comforting or kind. On the contrary, she addressed him as her property—as her slave.

“In time, you will see that this is so much better. The world belongs to women now,” she explained. “You boys had your chance, and you messed it up.”

“But I didn’t do anything,” he said.

“You contributed to a society where men consistently made shortsighted decisions. Now, you will step back and obey. Say it.”

His lips parted, but she pressed her nails up along the underside of his chin, prompting his obedience. “I’ll step back and obey,” he promised.

“Very good,” she said. “That’s why I’m going to work on your obedience tonight.”

“Work on?”

“That’s right, Jake. Like right now, remove my shoes for me.”

This was it, the beginning of his enslavement. Part of Jake didn’t want to believe this was really happening, yet he reached down, and he touched her right shoe. He pulled the flat off of her, sliding it away from her socks and the slender toes underneath.

“Very good,” she said. “Clearly, you know how to obey simple commands.”

“You don’t have to insult me,” he told her.

“Oh? Did you find that insulting? Maybe you’re just too sensitive,” she teased.

His heart beat faster. He wasn’t accustomed to this kind of disrespect, not from his wife. And yet, when he looked up into her eyes, he didn’t see any signs of regret. No, there was only glee and excitement shining inside her irises.

“Things should go back to the way they were,” he said.

“They could. Theoretically. But they won’t. Do you really think men will be able to take over again?”

“It could happen,” he said, his tone strained and insistent.

She burst out laughing, her face flushing red as she enjoyed the prospect. But after a few more seconds, she actually asked, “Oh, were you serious?” The look of chagrin on his face made it clear that he had been. But then, she gave a patronizing shake of her head. “Think about it, Jake. You think women would ever vote to allow men citizenship again? Think about it. We have you as slaves now. Why would we ever go back?”

“Because this is messed up” he insisted.

“But it’s not,” she replied.

“Yes, it is. I should be able to vote just like you!”

“And that’s where you’re wrong, sweetie.”

“Don’t call me that. Don’t talk down to me,” he growled. But all at once, Jake realized he had made a mistake. He was still talking back to his wife as though they were equals. But according to those pieces of paper, he no longer had any rights. The government didn’t see him as a person any longer. He was a slave, something to be owned.

“Jake, I will address you however I like. And you won’t complain or you will be punished. But hey, maybe that’s the problem. I haven’t punished you yet, so you don’t understand. Sorry. That was my mistake.” She leaned back on the couch, tapped her lap, and said, “Get up here right now.”

“You can’t be serious,” he protested. He wasn’t some little kid. He couldn’t be spanked by his wife!

“I’m very serious,” she said. “Now.”

The moisture drained away from his mouth. His tongue moved along the roof of his mouth, but it all felt like sandpaper. As his heart beat wildly, he glanced over at the door.

“If you run off, I will call the police. They will bring you back here in handcuffs for your spanking. If you’re lucky. If you’re not, you go in the stocks.”

Pressing his lips together, he stood. He walked closer, cutting that short distance between them. She reached up, grabbed his shirt, and yanked.

Where did she learn how to do this? It was probably at one of her Female Supremacy Party meetings. Of course, men weren’t allowed at those political gatherings. As far as those women were concerned, men didn’t need to understand the future. Or maybe they weren’t even capable of seeing how things would proceed.

But now, he was on her lap, face down, ass up.

“Pull down your pants,” she commanded.

He scrambled to obey, loosening his belt and pulling down his pants and boxers.

“You see, it’s not that hard to obey.”

He started to get up and turn around so he could look at her. With one hand, she forced him down again, one palm pressing against the back of his head.

“I didn’t say you could get up,” she told him.

“Please, Alyssa, can’t we just talk about this?”

“We were, and you insisted on disagreeing with me, so this is where you end up,” she said, making it sound natural.

She looked down at his naked ass. As she did so, she reveled in those little shivers running across his body. He probably didn’t want to admit it, but he was embarrassed. He found this to be deeply humiliating since his wife was about to punish him.

“I know this is hard,” she said again, if only to draw this out, “But it’s going to be good for you. I think you’re going to be happier as a slave.”

His nostrils twitched, yet he didn’t utter a word.

Good. He was learning to listen more and talk less. That would be an important part of masculinity training going forward.

She grabbed his rear, squeezed, raised her hand, and paused.

Staring down at the floor, Jake told himself that he didn’t really care about getting spanked. It wasn’t really going to hurt, but it certainly wouldn’t affect psychologically.

But then she reached over for the nightstand next to the couch. Without getting up, she stretched her arm and pulled out the paddle.

He turned his head enough to look up. “Where did you get that?”

“Let’s just say I’ve been planning for this,” she said. She smiled down at him, touched the paddle to his backside, and then asked, “Jake, do you like your name?”

What kind of questions that?

“Yes,” he said. “I guess.”

“You don’t sound very sure of yourself,” she replied, grabbing at the flat paddle around the firm curves of his buttocks. “Do you know that I now have the right to rename you?”

“What?” It sounded more like an exclamation of disbelief rather than a real question. Even so, she answered him.

“That’s right, slave boy. I can rename you. I can give you a new name or just a number or maybe some kind of nickname. Should I call you Cute Butt from now on?”

“You wouldn’t dare,” he said.

And that was the moment when she jerked the paddle up into the air, only to swing down again in a tight arc. He felt the wood strike against his naked, unprotected backside. The pain flashed along his skin, lancing straight between his thighs.

Not only that, the pain continued to throb against his backside even as she raised the paddle again. “You don’t get to contradict me, Jake, not anymore. If I tell you I’m going to rename you, then I will.”

“It’s my name!”

For that little outburst, she punished him again, swinging the paddle down. She struck two, four, six times in the same spot. By the time she finished, his left buttock glowed a bright shade of pink. She smiled down at him.

He started to get up, to push his hands down against the sides of the couch as he rose, but she shoved his face right back down.

“No,” she corrected. “You don’t get up. If you want to beg, you are certainly welcome to do so.”

“I’m not going to beg you,” he snapped back.

“Then you need to be punished,” she said, delivering another barrage. This time, the paddle struck his right buttock. Each time it landed, that delicious clapping-thud reverberated out onto the air, turning her on so much more than she expected.

“Care to try again?”

“I will beg,” he said, only this time his voice lacked the same vehemence and determination.

“Yes, you will. If nothing else, you’re going to beg me to stop punishing you. You’re going to plead with me like an eager, desperate slave boy.”

He clenched his eyes shut, perhaps determined to hold onto something near to self-respect. But that only demonstrated how he didn’t really understand what had happened in the world or how things are truly changed.

Readjusting her grip on the paddle, she stroked it along his ass, gently touching him. He shivered, his nipples turning firm as his shaft hardened. He probably didn’t want to admit it, but he knew the truth. Somewhere, deep within his body, he understood that this was for the best. Women were meant to lead.

“Get ready,” she taunted. “Get ready to beg.”

His nostrils flared, and he probably made some inane promise to himself. Perhaps even vowed that he wouldn’t break. Unfortunately for him, his wife knew exactly what she was doing. She paddled with expert precision, swinging down harder and faster. She made it impossible for him to predict where the paddle might land next. The pain washed over him, slamming against of those pillars of the identity he once possessed.

He wasn’t a man, not anymore. He wasn’t a citizen, not anymore. He was a boy and a slave and he needed to understand all of this.

So really, she was doing him a favor by teaching him about the world.

She chuckled, enjoying that thought. “There are so many other guys out there who still think they have rights. They don’t understand what’s about to happen to them. You’re getting an early glimpse of the future, Jake. Aren’t you a lucky boy?”

He inhaled, perhaps ready to answer. But that didn’t sound like begging, so she delivered another barrage, bringing the paddle down harder and faster.

“I’m sorry!”

“Oh, are you sorry and now you’re ready to beg for forgiveness?”

“But I haven’t done anything wrong,” he panted out. Jake hardly moved, yet his heart was pounding as his body tried to keep up with the punishment. Heat played along his skin, and he had to blink back the tears.

“Yes, you have. But really, it doesn’t actually matter. I’m in charge. I am the female in our relationship, which means that I tell you when you have misbehaved. I decide when you need to be paddled or spanked.”

When he didn’t say anything, she took that as disobedience. She brought the paddle down three more times.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry I messed up!”

“And now you are ready to beg for forgiveness? Is that it?”

She could see the hesitation in his muscles as he tightened up. Obviously, he hated succumbing like this, yet Jake didn’t see any other options. “Yes,” he said.

“Do it,” she whispered down at him. Her breath was cold against his ear as he inhaled again.

“I’m sorry I disobeyed. I’m sorry I spoke out of turn. I messed up. Please, I’m sorry. So sorry!”

“Which brings us back to that original point. Do I have the right to rename you?”

“Please, don’t. Please, it’s my name!”

With a disappointed sigh, she shook her head. “No,” she corrected. “It’s the name I allow you to have,” she explained. “If I want to change your name to something else, I will. I’m in charge.”

“It’s my name,” he said again.

“Boys can be so stupid and stubborn,” she teased.

Maybe he hoped that would make this all stop. If so, he was sorely disappointed. Literally. She brought the paddle down again and again, swinging it harder and faster with every blow.

Every few seconds, he tried to crawl off of her lap, but the angles were awkward, so she had no problem pushing him back down. She kept her boy exactly where she wanted him. She made sure her slave couldn’t get away.

As the pain flashed along his skin, he squirmed helplessly. But then, he called out what she wanted to hear. “You have the right to name me!”

“Yes, I do, Jake. But you know, Jake always sounded so informal. Maybe I should start calling you Jacob. That better?”

“Does my opinion matter?”

“What do you think?” Alyssa asked, teasing her slave boy.

He exhaled his answer as his shoulders slumped, “No.”

“That’s right! Your opinion doesn’t matter! No one really cares what a slave boy thinks!” She chuckled, tossed the paddle aside, and squeezed his ass, making him flinch. Even so, she enjoyed the feel of his firm flesh underneath her fingertips.

“For now, I’m going to let you be Jake. But I can rename you whenever I want. Say it.”

“You can rename me whenever you want,” he said.

“Very good. Now, I’m going to inspect my property. Stand, strip, and hold your hands behind your back.”

As the muscles in his throat clenched, he nonetheless stood. He kicked off his pants and yanked off his shirt. Next, he slipped off his shoes and socks. Nude, he stood up straight. After a few more seconds, their eyes locked on one another, and his back became straight and rigid.

“Don’t move,” she ordered.

Damn it. She had assumed command with hardly any effort— as though she had been waiting for this.

Her words held no more power than the authority he gave them, yet he glanced over at his wife, and he felt frozen, locked in place by those simple syllables. As his heart beat faster, she circled him, her eyes roaming along his naked body.

“I like this,” she said, just above a whisper. “I like this a lot. It’s nice knowing that you will do whatever I want. It’s nice knowing that you no longer have any rights, Jake.”

Her boy bristled and tensed when he heard those words. He tried to hide it, yet couldn’t deceive this woman. She came up behind him, brushed her fingers along his flanks and up his chest. She put her hand over his heart and felt that nervous pounding.

“Are you scared right now?”

“No,” he said without any real certainty.

“You should be,” she said.

“How can you say that?”

“Because it’s true. The world is changing all around you. I mean, you woke up this morning, and you had the right to vote and own property. But that has all been taken away from you. It makes sense you would be nervous. You have to trust me now. You don’t get a choice.”

His nostrils flared, his nose twitching.

She reached down and grabbed his ass, squeezing. He flinched, probably because his skin was still sensitive from that last dose of punishment.

“They could change things back,” he said again.

“You know the women of the world will never do that. Maybe in a couple centuries, after boys have been so thoroughly cowed that women are confident in their new positions of authority, but that’s going to take a very, very long time.”

When he opened his mouth to speak, she circled in front of him, touched a finger to his lips, and silenced him. “No need to talk. Just stand there and look pretty for me,” she teased.

The angry humiliation played along his features, but she stepped forward, her chest less than an inch away from his. He may have been taller, yet that hardly seemed to matter now that society had been reconfigured for her benefit.

She reached down and caressed his balls with one hand. She played with those orbs, teasing his most sensitive body part. With her thumb, she stroked the base of his shaft, making sure he stayed nice and hard for her amusement.

“Don’t worry. I’m going to play with this later. First, I think you need a lesson in obedience.”

“What other lesson?” Jake asked.

“Isn’t it obvious? You need to get on your knees and lick me.”

His eyes widened.

“That’s right, Jake. As the boy of the house, that cute mouth of yours is going to need to be used.”

“I don’t do that,” he said, with the edge of old disgust still running through his words.

“Maybe you didn’t back when you had a choice, but this is how the world works now. Boys don’t get blow jobs. But girls get whatever pleasure they demand. And right now, I’m telling you to get back on your knees and prepare yourself to service me with that mouth of yours.”

He parted his lips, and that’s when she interrupted. Before he could speak, she asked him quite seriously, “Do you want another spanking?”

He didn’t! In fact, his eyes watered at the prospect of getting paddled again. He never would have imagined it, yet his wife had been brutal, punishing him so severely.

Finally, his shoulders slumped again as he surrendered to her authority.

He lowered himself to his knees, crawled down on the floor, and that’s when she loosened her jeans. She shimmied out of the denim, yanking down her pants along with her panties. With a wicked grin on her face, she stripped and sat down on the edge of the couch. She looked down at him.

Somehow, Jake couldn’t raise his gaze. He didn’t want to make eye contact with his wife, not now.

“Look at me,” she said.

Pressing his lips together into a frustrated line, he obeyed, raising his head.

“Jake, this going to be the natural order now. You’ll do whatever I say. Right now, I want you to watch.”

Once she finished, she brought to fingers up to her lips. She started to suck on those digits, gently running her fingertips along the contours of her tongue. Then she pulled her hand back, spread her legs, and reached down between her thighs. Her slit was already damp with excitement. Paddling and owning her boy had turned her on so much more than she had anticipated. Yes, Alyssa had fantasized about this before, but now it was really happening. This was the reality she craved.

Her fingers brushed along her sex. She lightly touched her opening, moving up and down. The soft, gentle rhythms against her most sensitive spot sent flickers of desire running through her skin. She could feel the energy spark from one nerve to the next, flaring through her body.

But that was only part of what aroused her.

She kept her eyes aimed down at her husband. “This is where you’re going to lick me, Jake. No more excuses. Or else. You don’t get to say no to me anymore. And why is that again?”

Jake couldn’t bring himself to respond.

She grinned as though he had said something, “Oh yes, that’s right. Because you are a slave now. You don’t even have the rights of a minor, not anymore. You belong to me. What I decide is this. I’m in charge of this household. Say it.”

“You’re in charge of this household.”

“A woman is queen of her home and her house is her castle. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Good boy,” she teased, grinning. Her lips pulled back, freeing her teeth. She seemed almost predatory as she pushed her fingertips down deeper into her slit. Exploring this crevice, she kept her eyes on him even as her breaths turned to frenetic pants of burgeoning ecstasy.

Yes! More!

She pushed down, pressing in. She toyed with her most sensitive spot as the desires swirled and spun through her body. Naked from the waist down, she savored the sensations as they pumped through her, speeding along with her pulse.

Just before the orgasm could sweep through her, she pulled back.

“Your turn,” she said, her eyes bright with anticipation.

“I don’t know if I can,” he protested.

“Like you have a choice?” she retorted.

He flinched as though struck. Mostly entertained by his wounded expression, she continued, “It’s okay, Jake. You’ll get used to this. But there is something I want to know. Why didn’t you want to go down on me before?”

He could attempt to lie, but this was Alyssa—his wife. She knew him. She knew so many of his thoughts and instincts. If he tried to lie, she’d be able to tell.

“Because it’s shameful,” he confessed.

“Oh?” asked his beautiful wife with a smug smile.

Jake didn’t wish to say anything else. In fact, he wanted to stay quiet, the instinct of his every inch, but she continued to watch him, her eyes expectant and slightly dangerous.

As the seconds stretched on, he broke.

“I’m a man,” he said as though that should have explained everything.

“And?” Alyssa asked, looking down at her husband, still placed on his knees.

“I’m a man,” he said again. “I’m not supposed to be servile. I’m not supposed to go down on a girl.”

“Funny,” she said. “And how is that working out for you?” Alyssa teased.

Jake didn’t say anything.

“I do love having you in this position. It’s so nice seeing you like this. But I don’t think I’m done understanding exactly what you mean. Why would it be embarrassing for you to be on your knees?”

“Because I’m supposed to be in charge,” he said.

“Why?” The question felt like a punch to his face.

Jake hesitated, gulped, and finally said, “Because men are supposed to be in charge. This isn’t right. And look, I don’t care about the contract or what it says. You can’t be in charge. That’s not how the world is supposed to work!”

“That’s the thing about power structures,” she said, sounding more professorial than anything else, “We assume the world is how it’s supposed to be. Men have been in charge literally for thousands of years, so we believe that this is natural. But then, if you look at this from an anthropological perspective, you can go back even further and see that women ruled at the dawn of humanity. If there hadn’t been misogynistic new systems of belief, then women would have continued to rule.”

“Men are bigger and stronger,” Jake protested.

“And that makes you perfect beasts of burden,” she replied. “Being bigger or stronger doesn’t mean you are in charge. It just means you’re better at breaking rocks and digging holes.”

He hesitated again, looking down at the floor. She spread her legs, and that’s when she beckoned him forward. “Come closer,” she ordered.

He obeyed, cutting the distance between them in half.

His eyes kept drifting down toward her glistening slit. And in next few seconds or minutes, his head would be right there and he would lick, nuzzling and sliding his tongue along her crevice. Again and again, he told himself that he would figure some way out of this. He would convince her to change her mind.

And yet, he didn’t know how!

“Going forward, men are going to be obedient and servile,” she said. “As a group, we decided that we should be in charge. We have unity while men are busy bickering.”

“It doesn’t matter,” he said. “This is going to change. Women can’t be in charge.”

“I already spanked you. Are you really willing to defy me?”

The debate was one thing, but when it came down to any order he received from his wife, did he have the strength of will to disobey, especially when she could call the police at any moment?

If the entire world was arrayed against him, could he actually fight back?

“I asked you a question, Jake,” she said.

He still didn’t answer

“You need another paddling?”

“No!” Jake squeaked out way faster than he anticipated. And yet, now that he had responded, he couldn’t tell which question he meant to answer. Did he need another paddling? Or was he unwilling to defy her?

“Tell me that you’re just a boy. Tell me that you’re just a boy and boys need to be owned.”

He looked up into her eyes, saw the certainty and determination in her expression and quickly realized that he couldn’t match it. Something had changed. The women of the world had decided they would take control, and now he saw no way to get it back.

The words tumbled from his lips, slipping out more easily than he expected. He spoke quietly, almost as though he had become far more timid than he had ever been before. “I’m just a boy. I’m just a boy and boys need to be owned,” he said, repeating the words like a mantra.

“That’s right!” Alyssa teased. “Good boy. Now, get over here,” she said. He was already so close, yet that still wasn’t close enough. She grabbed Jake by his hair, pulling his head and face forward, closer and closer to her slit. Within moments, he had no choice. His lips brushed up against her sex as she kept her knees parted.

“Lick me,” she commanded. “Serve me.”

He gulped one last time before parting his lips, opening his mouth, and sliding his tongue up over her sex. He tasted her for the very first time. It wouldn’t be the last.

“Oh, that feels good. Good boy. That’s right. You know how to lick your owner, don’t you? This is what slaves do now. You’re a boy, so you’re a slave,” she said, letting her words beat down against him one after another.

He continued to lick.

“Speed up,” she commanded.

For about half a second, he hesitated, only then he lapped his tongue along her wet pussy, bringing the pleasure she expected. Hot joy coursed through her body, especially when she looked down at him. Simply because she could, she brushed her fingers through his hair, petting and stroking her boy.

He didn’t like it.

A throaty growl reverberated from deep within his throat, but that only made her laugh. It was fun, especially the way he wanted to pull away. And yet, he wasn’t strapped down or tied up. He could yank himself back if he wanted—though there would still be consequences.

“I’m enjoying petting you,” she said. “You lick me and get me off. I might not want to report you,” she said. Of course, this was the kind of reward a dog might receive.

And he knew it.

As she watched, she marveled at how good this could feel. Simultaneously, she wondered whether or not the ecstasy came solely from physical satisfaction or something else. Simply having him on his knees, bent forward with his mouth open was amazing. When they first got together, he had been such an arrogant boy. Over the last couple of years, society had changed. The world was changing around him, and he could feel it.

She wondered about society, what would happen when one group decided they wanted more rights. Or what happens when a group decides that another group doesn’t deserve rights any longer?

A wicked grin tugged at the corners of her mouth as he continued to lick.

“Deeper,” she commanded.

He obeyed, sliding his tongue deeper into her opening. And that’s when she felt the tip of her husband’s tongue on her slit. She tensed up, savoring that pleasure. She raised her chin, closed her eyes, and stopped talking.

She had her husband on his knees. She had a slave.

It wasn’t just a fantasy. This was legal! Society had decided to listen to her, not him.

He couldn’t petition or beg or appeal. So long as she wished to keep him as her property, there was no escape for Jake.

No escape, not at all! The pleasure coursed through her body, building and becoming more powerful by the second until she cried out. She panted, those quick puffs of air turning into moments of desperate anticipation. The orgasm swept through her body, exploding from deep within her core. She felt those reverberations, shaking shutters of ecstasy that pulsed along her arms and legs until she finally put her hands on Jake’s forehead and shoved him back.

“Good boy,” she teased.

“I’m never doing that again,” he insisted.

Dumb boy. Very dumb boy.

“Really?” Alyssa teased with a giggling smirk. “Let’s find out.” Her hand flew down to the back of his head. Her fingers wove into his hair as she took another firm grip and pulled him back just as his eyes widened. The realization of what was about to happen slammed into his chest.

Spreading her legs again, she brought him right back between her legs. With another giggle, she inhaled and commanded, “Go again. Lick me. Lick deep, slave boy!” As the words rushed from her mouth, she loved the frantic look of chagrin on his face before he closed his eyes and obeyed.

“That’s right,” she said. “Go down on me. Lick. Lick just like in the slave you are. Sorry, Jake, but all of your rights have been taken away. You are a male. And that’s the worst advantage a person can be born with.” She chuckled. On some level, she wondered if maybe she should feel bad about this, yet she knew it would be good for him.

He licked, servicing her. He worshiped her body with his mouth, his tongue darting up and down just the way she craved and demanded. As he pushed forward, he tasted her, that tangy flavor of her excitement hot on his tongue.

Pretty soon, she was moaning again, the sound coming from deep within her body. “Oh yes. That’s right. Keep going. Show me who you are. Show me what you are.” Unspoken, she let the word dangled there in front of his mind’s eye: slave.

He swiped his tongue down and up, massaging her clit until she couldn’t take it anymore. She squeezed her hips against his cheeks, cried out, moaning with ecstasy until the orgasm finally burned through her body, another explosion of hot need.

“Get on the floor.”

“What? Why?”

“You went down on me,” she said. “Now, I want to feel that tongue somewhere else.” She grinned at him.

At first, his brows creased with confusion. Somewhere else? What could that possibly mean?

“What are you talking about?”

“Get down on the floor,” she said.

“No. I won’t,” he protested. “Look, I understand that the laws have changed, but—”

“Fine. I’m not going to make you get on the floor,” she said, surprising him.

What did this mean? Did he only need to assert himself to make her back down? If so, maybe things wouldn’t change as much as he had feared…

Only then, Alyssa snapped her fingers, rose to her feet, and marched back toward their bedroom. “Follow me, slave boy.”

Still on his knees, Jake hesitated. He wiped his mouth on the back of his hand the, looked down the hallway, and wondered what he should do. Part of him really, really wanted to stay right there, unmoving. He kept hoping he might rub his eyes and blink away this nightmare.

But now. Men no longer had rights. And his wife could call the police at any moment, have him dragged out for a public punishment. His heart pounded faster as he considered those possibilities. Theoretically, he could have called her bluff, maybe telling Alyssa that she would never do that to him.

But his ass still stung. The bright memory of that sharp pain against his backside still reverberated behind his eyes and between his ears. Some of the saliva dissipated from his mouth as he calculated all of this.

Puffing out his cheeks, he rose to his feet just as she had done. Naked shaft still erect, he walked back to the hallway. He crept forward, taking nervous little steps.

Their bedroom door was open. He made his way forward, feeling like some bold adventurer. And yet, he didn’t want to explore that room where he had slept so many times before.

He walked in, right across the threshold, and that’s when he felt his wife grab him. With the kind of confidence she had never demonstrated before, she grabbed his arm with one hand and put her other palm right on the small of his back.

Shoving him forward, she knocked him across the bed. He fell, landing with a small bounce. Then she straddled him, climbing up on top of him. She shoved his wrists down. In theory, Jake should have been able to knock her off easily. He only needed to shove her away, perhaps knocking her down onto the floor.

But if he did that, he would be punished. He would be in so much trouble!

That hesitation kept him from acting, so now she leaned down and said, “I want you, Jake.”

What were those words supposed to mean?

She had already had her orgasms. What else did she have in mind?

“You never really satisfied me here,” she told him. “Sure, you love sex, but it’s always been on your terms. Now sex is on my terms.” She grinned down at him, flashing her teeth even as she reached one hand down and between his thighs. As her fingers cupped and caressed his balls, he felt those electric surges of pleasure run through him. Anticipation mounted, becoming more and more intense.

Were they going to have sex?

“Spread your arms for me,” she ordered.

As the pleasure coalesced through his body, he willingly obeyed, raising his arms toward the corners of the mattress. Because she didn’t want it to be a surprise, she leaned in and whispered, all while her fingertips continued to play along with the contours of his scrotum, “I’m going to tie you down now, Jake. I want you utterly helpless. To be on your back and spread out, totally vulnerable for anything and everything I want. But first, tell me that you are.”

“I am,” he whispered.

After everything he had already experienced, Jake hardly knew how to process these new sensations vibrating through his body. It wasn’t fair. For so long, women had been able to use their charms, wiles, and soft touches to get men to do what they wanted. If they had those talents, plus legal authority, they would truly become unstoppable.

And yet, he didn’t think about that. Instead, Jake surrendered to his wife, spreading his arms and pushing them toward the corners of the bed.

He only started to think clearly again when she took her hand away from his balls. She grabbed his right wrist, pulling it into a letter restraint. She wrapped the firm band around his wrist, clasped it into place, and went over to his left arm. She strapped that one down too.

Alyssa still wasn’t done. She wasn’t satisfied with simply having her husband’s arms trapped. No, she expected his legs to be just as firmly restrained.

With a wicked smile, she winked at him before slipping down between his legs. She spread them, pulling his right ankle toward the other corner. She strapped it down. She finished with his left leg. Then she looked at her husband, and she approved of everything she saw.

“Okay, Jake,” she said. “There is a lesson you need to learn right now.”

“What, what lesson?” He didn’t like the stutter in his voice, but it was hard to mount any kind of confident defense while he was naked, spread out, and legally powerless.

“Two lessons,” she said, raising her fingertips. “First, let’s see if you can get away.”

He didn’t understand.

She reached down, stroked his balls, and whispered into his ear, “Try it. Try to get away.” To emphasize her point, she squeezed on his sack, sending just a little jolt of tension and pain running through him.

His eyes widened. She had already inflicted far more agony, which meant she could do it again.

Would she?

Maybe. Probably. Certainly. As the conclusions formed behind his eyes, Jake struggled, twisting and fighting against the restraints. She laughed as she positioned herself between his knees. Kneeling above him like some sort of goddess hovering over her slaves, she watched as his muscles twitched and he struggled, fighting hard. He thrashed against his bonds, pulling and twisting. He fought with everything he had as an animal panic gripped him.

He thrashed, throwing his body from side to side. He tried to kick out, but the restraints held him in place.

“Poor boy,” she taunted even as his heart pounded in his chest. “You really want to get away, don’t you? You really think you should be able to free yourself.” She giggled girlishly before calling out one more word. “Stop.”

He froze.

Her voice had no power over him, but she could paddle him or spank him or report him to the police. That was enough to make sure he froze right there on his back. She placed her hand gently on his chest. “Your heart is pounding,” she told him. “Does that mean you’re scared? Are you scared of your wife?”

“Maybe a little,” he confessed.

“Good,” she told him.

His brows creased with confusion.

“You should be a little bit afraid of your owner,” she said. “Don’t worry. I’m always going to make sure you get the best care possible. I will ensure that you are thoroughly trained. I will put you on display in front of all of my friends as an example of what a boy can be. You will learn to serve and obey no matter what,” she promised.

If he didn’t like any of this, he had already learned to keep his mouth shut.

“But now, there’s something else you’re going to do for me. Before I ride you, you’re going to lick me again.”

“You want me to lick your pussy,” he said, sounding defeated and accepting of his fate.

This time, her eyes sparkled as she looked down into his face. “No, not my pussy,” she said, “Not this time.”

“Then what?” Jake asked.

A different kind of fear gripped him, squeezing at his heart and making it more difficult for his lungs to pump oxygen throughout the rest of his body.

“Yes,” she said.

His eyes flickered wider as an idea popped into his head. “No. Please,” he said, desperate and pleading with her, his voice strained with a new kind of worry. “Please, not that.”

“You thought you were so big and tough,” she teased, reaching down and stroking his thigh, his flank, his chest. Her nails grazed along his skin, raising little bumps along his flesh. “You really believed that, just because you’re a boy, that you should be in charge.”

“I never thought that,” he protested.

As she looked down into her husband’s handsome face, she nodded.

“Maybe you’re right,” she said. “I might even believe you. Maybe you never thought you were better. But you thought you definitely deserved the privileges of being a boy. And that’s probably worse.”

“I don’t understand,” he told her.

“And you’re very brave to admit that,” she replied. “So let me explain how things have been. Let me teach you.”

If he listened and believed her, then he would literally allow her to define how the world worked. He didn’t want to give her this power, but what choice did he have?

“Back in the day, being a boy was an advantage. People listened to you. You could make more money and you could negotiate more easily. Just think about it. If you had a female politician, she would be expected to smile more and be pretty but also aggressive without giving any kind of offense. There were all of these double standards. And boys? Oh, you silly boys would insist of the rules were the same for everyone. That’s what made it so bad and so frustrating for so many women.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, only his voice rang with uncertainty.

“You should be,” she teased. “You should be very sorry.”

“I am!”

“Good,” she said, reaching down and stroking his genitals. With both hands, she teased his scrotum and his shaft with equal dexterity. Her fingertips danced lightly over his sensitive skin, making him pant.

“Apologize for all of those privileges.”

“I’m sorry,” he said. She had molded his behavior and answers with pain. Now she did the same with pleasure.

“You can do better than that,” she said, giving his cock a gentle squeeze.

As his breath quivered, he tried again, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I never saw what was happening.”

“Good boy,” she said, reaching up and patting him on the head. “Now, I’ve actually gotten myself kind of annoyed with you. I think another paddling is in order.”

“But I’ve behaved!”

“And now you need to learn that it doesn’t really matter whether or not you have behaved. If you act badly, I’m definitely going to punish you. If you act like an obedient boy. I might punish you anyway.”

“But why?”

“Because it’s my prerogative,” she told him. “Because it’s my right to do so as your wife.”

His chest rose and fell with quick little gasps as he tried to think of something he could say, maybe some way to get her to stop. But she had the implement in her hand: a hair brush. Made from solid wood, she smacked it against the palm of her hand and told him, “This is going to sting.”

Since he was strapped down on his back, she couldn’t strike his rear end. Instead, she touched the improvised paddle to his thigh.

“Get ready,” she said. “This is going to sting.”

She jerked the paddle up, swung down, and struck hard. Hot pain blossomed behind his eyes. The tears formed at the corners of his vision. He pushed his fingertips into the palms of his hands as he tried to keep from crying out.

“Do I have the right to punish you whenever I want?”

Hoping the correct answer would prevent another blow, he quickly nodded his head and cried out, “Yes! Absolutely! You can punish me whenever you want and however you want!” He gasped out those words, desperate to prevent additional punishment.

“Good boy,” she said. “After this, you’re going to lick my ass.”

What?

Before Jake could ask any questions, she struck three more times, bringing the paddle down hard. The sound was different, quieter but sharper somehow. The pain definitely stabbed to down into him with an even sharper edge. If given the choice, he would have begged for the paddle instead of this hairbrush.

She gave her five more blows, picking different spots, striking and making his skin turn a bright shade of pink.

When she finished, she looked down into his eyes. “Are you ready? Are you ready to use that cute mouth of yours again?”

“I’ll do whatever you want,” he said, still hoping that maybe he had heard her wrong.

Now. She turned around, crouched, and leaned in, her cheeks growing larger in his field of vision.

“Please, don’t make me do this,” he begged.

But then she pushed her butt cheeks down against his mouth.

“Lick,” she commanded, pushing down harder. As the press of her weight squeezed his lips, cheeks, and the ridge of his nose, he couldn’t believe this was about to happen. A different kind of revulsion shot through his body, but he had no choice. He started to lick, pushing his tongue up along this new crevice.

“That’s right, Jake. I can make you do whenever I want, including lick my ass. Get used to it, slave. This is what it means to be a bully in today’s society. You belong to me. I can put a collar around your neck like you’re nothing but a pet. I can put you on display in front of my friends. I can have you arrested with just a phone call.” She giggled at the prospect, savoring the fact that she had total power over him.

As the adrenaline splashed through his body, he probably wanted to argue or fight. He probably needed to pull away, but he had already demonstrated his inability to escape. With those leather shackles tightened around his wrists and ankles, Jake wasn’t going anywhere.

But still, he tried.

It wasn’t conscious. It was just the primal need to flee, to break away and hide from this humiliation. Even as his tongue flicked down, sliding up and down, moving over the walls of her buttocks, he served her and struggled. She could feel it. She watched, grinning down as his legs twitched helplessly in any direction. He was so eager for escape, but he had been trapped like an animal.

“You aren’t going anywhere,” she promised him. “This is your life now. I can tell you to suck on my nipples, lick my toes, or eat me out. I can tie you down, whatever I want.”

He knew it. He knew she was right about all of it, so he kept licking, moving his tongue in deeper.

All the while, she savored the feel of his tongue as he explored and probed, pressing in.

With one free hand, she reached down between her legs and stroked her slit. She masturbated as he continued to serve her.

“Yeah, I love the idea of putting you in a collar. I can lock it on. I can make sure you won’t be able to remove it. Everyone will see you know that your own.” She giggled. “You should probably be grateful for this. You get to be something of a celebrity.”

As he continued to lick, she shrugged, not that he could see it. “Just think about it. When men see you, they will see their future.”

He whispered something, probably because he tried to speak. “Don’t talk,” she replied helpfully. “You’re a boy. You’re better seen and not heard.”

He bristled again, yanking on his restraints. Maybe he would have pushed her away, but the shackles made that impossible now.

“Of course, when you and I are together, maybe I will just keep you on a leash.”

He whimpered again, making those pathetic little sounds for his wife.

“Okay,” she said. “Now you can stop.”

She pulled away from his mouth, turned around, and savored that look of abject humiliation on his face. With his lips pursed and his eyes downcast, he was obviously ashamed of what he had just done.

“I get this whenever I want,” she said.

“Yes,” he said. “You get it whenever you want.” He sounded completely defeated. Good.

“Like right now,” she said.

His eyes got big again.

He heard her. He heard her clearly. And yet, he still didn’t want to believe it. She shifted her weight, bringing her buttocks right back down against his face. Then she pushed her opening down on his mouth as she called out, “Lick.”

His nostrils twitched as he obeyed, raising his head and sliding his tongue at her ass again. Fresh ways of pleasure coursed through her body.

“I can use you for whatever I want!” She laughed as the words tumbled from her mouth.

He knew it was true.

As he left, he surrendered to his new status in life. He wasn’t a man or a citizen any longer. He had been reduced to the state of property. He could be bought and sold. This woman could literally bring him to another female, sign a paper, exchange some money, and give him away.

As those ideas bounced around between his ears, Jake realized he had sped up. He licked her, almost eagerly. Why? Because he didn’t want to be sold. He had to be a good slave. For the first time in his life, he felt the desperate need to please.

And she loved it!

“Good boy! Oh yes,” she gasped out. “That feels so good!

She pulled away again, turned around, and smiled at her slave. With a wicked grin on her face, she stroked his cock. She brushed her fingers over his shaft until he was frantic with arousal. “You don’t get to have an orgasm until I give you permission,” she said.

He jerked his head down and up in frantic nods.

Then she positioned herself above him, teasing him. She rubbed the tip of his cock on her slit. She masturbated with him, using him like a dildo. With every second, he kept his eyes closed, but that didn’t amuse her nearly as much, so she called out, “No. Don’t look away. Watch. Watch as I use you.”

He forced his eyelids up. He made himself gaze back in her direction. He watched as his most sensitive body part became little more than a toy for his wife to use.

As she rubbed his shaft over her slit, she closed her eyes again pictured a world where every relationship worked just like this one. For so long, women and men had battled, fighting for influence, power, time and attention. But what would happen once men accepted that they were now owned? Fueled by thousands of years of oppression, women were now ready to take command. They already controlled the government and business.

Now this new power structure simply had to invade the home. And it could start here just as it started in so many other houses and apartments all across the nation.

With that thought in mind, she impaled herself on his cock. She pushed down, enveloping him, the walls of her pussy tight.

“Who owns you?” She rode him, slowly moving her body up and down the length of his cock as she took pleasure from him.

“You!” Jake panted out. “You own me!”

“That’s right,” she teased. “I own you. I’m always going to own you. You belong to me now.” Her eyes sparkled.

She rode up and down his cock, savoring the feel and tension of his body.

Then she looked down at him and burst out into another fit of giggles. “You really want to come right now, don’t you?”

He did!

That desire pumped through his body, pounding against the walls of his psyche.

With a big smile on her face, she looked down into his eyes. And right then, she knew that he was broken, that he had been trained. Now she just had to rebuild the boy as she wanted. Slavery would be a good start, but that would mean different things to different women. Some ladies might like to be licked first thing in the morning. Maybe they wanted to wake up with a boyfriend or husband between their legs. Other women would expect freshly prepared coffee or breakfast in bed. Alyssa hadn’t decided what she wanted from this boy, but she would make sure she got it.

She pumped him harder and faster, riding his shaft until she came closer and closer to another orgasm. This will be more intense because she smiled down at him, gasped out, “Now. And that’s when she felt the throbbing of his manhood. His cock pulsated as he came hard, having waited by her order.

And now she took him, savoring him. She drained him until he had nothing left. The pleasure swept through her, overriding everything else. In that one moment, she knew she was a goddess, overpowering and overwhelming this hapless male. She could do whatever she wanted with him because she could!

She owned her husband!

She never had to worry about his desires again. She could make him do whatever she liked whenever she wanted it!

With that thought glowing bright in her mind, she finally pulled away from him. She looked down at her best boy.

Rather than releasing him from the restraints, she decided she craved some intimacy, so she lowered her head down onto his chest. She ran her fingers over his skin and said happily, “You’re always going to belong to me. I’m never letting you go.”

His silent acceptance was all the answer she needed.

The End
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