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Trigger Warning: This is an extreme story and includes extensive corporal punishment and sadism.

Breaking Mike

"Do you want to ask? Do you want to know where we're going?" Haley asked the powerless figure behind the black bars.

Locked in a dog cage, Alex didn't answer right away. Instead, he stopped breathing and waited and considered, if only because he didn't want to make a mistake, not when he was talking to either of the female denizens who lived in this house. For the most part, he was allowed to walk around. Maybe he was naked much of the time, and he often had to crawl, but he enjoyed that tiny taste of freedom. Perhaps it was illusory, especially because either of those women could take control whenever they wanted, but it was better than what he had in that moment.

Haley had decided her uncle should spend some time in a dog cage. They shoved him in, locked the gate, and left him there, sometimes for a few hours, sometimes for a few days. It could be especially funny when he begged, pleading desperately like some dumb mutt. At this point, Haley thought he had only been in there for a few hours, but she still enjoyed crouching down and looking at him, especially when it came to tracing her gaze along the different marks on his body.

There were bruises along his buttocks and back. Some of them were long and slender, reflecting the impact points of the cane. Some were slender, like her fingers. Yes, she had spanked him, leaving vicious marks. Then there were the rounded patches of blue and red from the paddle. Her favorites were probably those spots where she had broken the skin by using his own belt against him.

The best part?

Haley or her mother could do it to him whenever she liked! It was always so simple, always so easy.

At this point, he had been pretty much subjugated. Perhaps there was a flash of defiance here or there, but both Haley and her mother, Sophia, knew how to snuff out those reactions very, very quickly.

"I, I don't know," he finally said. It was often a smart answer.

"Are you sure about that? How about you guess?"

"Haley, are you ready to go? You shouldn't be playing with him if you aren't ready to go," Sophia chided her daughter.

Haley glanced over her shoulder and called back, "Don't worry. I'm ready. We can leave whenever you want to."

Sophia didn't say anything else, so Haley could turn her focus back to the boy in the cage. "Go on. Guess. Don't worry. I probably won't punish you if you get the answer wrong."

He swallowed. At the same time, he glanced up at that sadistic young woman.

He could see it shining in her eyes, that desire to hear him cry out, to watch him squirm, to see him beg or plead. She loved how his bottom lip trembled and how the tears could run down his cheeks when she got really mean.

"Are you going to the store?"

"Come on," Haley said. "You're going to have to do much, much better than that."

"I don't know where you're going," he told her. She picked up on the nervous energy rushing along those words, hidden by the thinnest veneer of frustration.

"Attitude, boy," she said.

He flinched. On some level, maybe he should have been grateful for the bars of the dog cage since it meant she couldn't just backhand him. Then again, she had something even better to use against of this man. That's when she reached for her purse, and she pulled out the small pack. Next, she grabbed the lighter.

He sucked in another breath, and it was obvious he wanted to say something. She taunted him, "Oh? Is there something you want to tell me? It looks like you have something on your mind."

"No…" Obviously, powerless, Alex could only watch as she yanked out a cigarette and brought it up to her lips. She looked so beautiful. She was young, powerful, and incredibly confident. She wielded the kind of charisma most girls could only dream about. In that way, she was a lot like her mother. But now, revulsion shot through him as she pinched the cigarette between two fingers. She pulled it out for a moment and considered him.

"Good," she said. "Now, here’s a more important question. Are you scared of me, Alex?"

"Yes…"

"And how does that make you feel?"

"Small," he said from the wrong side of those bars. Whether he liked it or not, he couldn't stand up. He couldn't even sit up. Instead, he had to remain on his elbows and knees. "It makes me feel small and pathetic."

"Good," Haley said as she ignited that flame. She lit her cigarette, drew in a slow breath, and then she leaned down. He wanted to retreat back except there was nowhere for him to go. "Open your mouth and get ready to suck in a nice, deep breath like a good boy."

Quivering, he wished he could fake it; more than anything, he wanted to fight back, but there was nothing he could do. Both Sophia and Haley had proven that point again and again. Worse, they knew how to make him scream. That's why he cooperated.

She pursed her lips and exhaled, sending a slender jet of smoke right down into his eyes, down along the ridge of his nose, and straight into his mouth. He breathed in.

"Hold it," she ordered.

His eyes watered. Pretty soon, tears streamed down his cheeks. Still, he obeyed. Because he remembered exactly how it felt the last time these women had whipped his back and ass, he shut down those other reflexes and locked the needling smoke in his chest. The acrid taste burned against the roof of his mouth and along the length of his tongue. Worse, the smoke seemed to drill into his lungs from one second to the next, all while that beautifully precocious girl watched him. She was crouched down in front of his cage, and she studied him, watching and waiting to see if he misbehaved.

At any second, he could mess up, and if that happened, he knew the consequences could be severe. He thought of the paddles, of their flat palms, of the canes. He thought of the agony and the burning that could shoot across his skin when they decided to strike. He remembered how the sounds reverberated against his eardrums even as she continued to watch him.

"You don't like that, do you?" Haley taunted him.

Haley’s uncle jerked his head from side to side. Simultaneously, he waited for permission; he needed it. He needed it so badly. He just wanted to exhale, to push that garbage out of his lungs. Instead, he watched as that lovely girl brought the cigarette back up to her lips. She tensed her pretty mouth and inhaled again. Then she sent out another silvery cloud of smoke down into his face.

Fresh anger, humiliation, and embarrassment flashed through his body. It sizzled along his cheeks and down his neck, straight to his gut. Through all of this, however, he still held onto the smoke!

"No, you don't. And that's okay. It's okay if you don't like it. You thought you could be as good as us, didn't you? Arrogant, arrogant boy." Haley clicked her tongue and shook her head. "That isn’t how it's supposed to work. My mom is better than you; I'm better than you." She shook her head again with bemused delight.

When he first moved in, Alex remembered how she’d been this sweet girl. But then, something had broken her mother; Sophia refused to play pretend any longer. She wouldn't indulge her brother or act as though she could respect him.  Pretty soon, she taught her daughter the same thing. Alex was pathetic; as a loser, he couldn't earn their admiration. Instead, he deserved to be stripped naked, collared like a dog, and punished whenever they saw fit.

Truthfully, Haley and Sophia couldn't make any kind of wild generalization about women in general. But for both of them, it had always been clear. They had these instincts, these urges. They wanted to hear a boy like him scream. Of course, they pretended otherwise. They acted like "good" girls. But now, they had this boy, and he couldn't get away, so they could indulge as much as they wished. They could spank and paddle and whip and came him. Sometimes, it might come down to a question of his bad behavior. More often than not, they could just follow a whim and punish them without any reason at all…and there was absolutely nothing he could do about it.

It didn't matter if he was taller or stronger. They had tamed him, so now he endured.

"Now you can exhale," Haley finally told him.

Coughing, he expelled that filthy smoke from his lungs.

"Tongue," she instructed.

His eyes narrowed, but he instantly understood what she meant. That's what he pushed his face up against the bars of his cage, and he stuck his tongue out. He shut his eyes and still heard her chuckle, "No. Eyes open."

Reluctantly, he obeyed. With his eyes open now, he watched as his niece took the cigarette from her lips. She enjoyed one more drag as she reveled in that delicious, chemical burn. Then she gave him a different kind of sizzle as she dropped the tip of the cigarette down against his tongue. Another flash of pain exploded along his nerves. He wanted to jerk back, only he already knew that kind of response would only earn him additional punishment.

Haley twisted the cigarette, rolling it between her fingertips as the heat burned down into his flesh. Then she finally tossed it aside.

"Mom and I are going to visit Mike and Lori." She hopped up onto her feet, and her pretty hair bounced against her shoulders as she hopped off. In the meantime, Alex stared through the bars even as he tried to blink away the tears. In those first couple of seconds, he couldn't understand what she had just told him. Then he put the pieces together, and the realization hit him like a punch to the stomach. His vindictive sister and her daughter were off to see his parents…and there was nothing he could do about it.

While Alex worried about what Sophia and Haley might do, his sister sat behind the steering wheel and drove. She hummed to herself happily as she considered the different possibilities. As far she was concerned, men had been allowed far too much freedom for way, way too long. It was ridiculous, bordering on the absurd. She honestly didn't know how the state of affairs had persisted for so long. She considered the question, of course. Even if it was a completely theoretical exercise, she often wondered how men could be tolerated like this. It wasn't even just a question of sexism or harassment. Why did they deserve basic rights? Why were they allowed to think for themselves? As far as she was concerned, boys should have been born afraid of the women around them. At the same time, the girls should be taught that they could do whatever they wished. If a girl saw a boy and wanted to smack him across the face, that should have been her prerogative. If she thought he needed to be spanked or with or paddled, then these options should have been available at any moment.

And no, he didn't have to do something to "earn it." Being born a boy should have been enough.

Then again, Sophia was smart enough to realize how all of those ideas sounded. She understood the political implications. Men had a lot of power, so that kind of dynamic wouldn't exist in most households or across the majority of society.

Fine. Whatever.

She had set things straight in her own house, and now she saw how easily it could be done.

Could she do the same thing in another home?

Yes. At least, that was what she itched to believe as they drove.

When she rolled up in front of the next suburban house, Sophia exhaled slowly.

Haley sensed her mother's uncertainty. "It's going to be great," Haley reassured her.

"I think you're right," Sophia answered.

"I know I am," said her daughter. Then again, Haley was a teenager; it was easy for her.

Together, the two women got out, headed up the concrete walkway and over the stairs. They knocked, and that's when Sophia saw her own mother just a few seconds later. Lori was a beautiful woman. Gray peppered her hair, but she had those vivacious eyes, and she moved with the easy grace that made it clear she still loved to dance.

"Sophia, Haley!" Lori called out. She wrapped her arms around her daughter first, then her granddaughter. The three women smiled and laughed. "It’s so good to see you! I swear, it has been way, way too long. I'm so glad you could make it."

"Mom, I wouldn't miss this for the world," Sophia told her.

For the last couple of weeks, Sophia had been talking with her mother. Specifically, they had been talking about gender and the proper roles for women and men. Originally, she had been incredibly circumspect. She tried to get a sense of what her mother believed. Predictably, Lori had fallen into the trap of lazy feminism, thinking that equality was most important and that every individual should be given a choice. But then, little by little, Sophia had coaxed her mother into something else.

As they had talked to her three times each week, Sophia had tried to help Lori see just how infuriating men could be. More importantly, she tried to help Lori see how there could be a solution. If males were properly disciplined, then the outcomes could be so, so much better. It could be pleasurable for the women and good for the men.

And now, it was time to test whether or not she had succeeded.

Lori, Haley, and Sophia went inside the house. They passed the small entryway, went down the hall, and came out into the living room. The kitchen was off to one side, with a small dining room table on the other.

Sophia had grown up here. She had her hands on her hips as she gazed out at the room and let the different echoes of memory reverberate behind her eyes. She recalled playing video games on that couch, messing around on her laptop, and scrolling on her first phone. Different dinners and arguments and laughter and holidays all flashed back as well.

Together, the three women sat down.

"Where's Dad?" Sophia finally asked.

"He's still in the back. He wanted to trim some of the trees."

They were alone. Perfect.

"Mom, do you remember what we have been talking about?"

Lori tensed and glanced over at Haley.

At this point, Sophia smiled, "She knows. More importantly, she’s been helping with Alex."

"Helping with Alex…?" Lori asked. Sophia's mother ran her palms along her knees. It was strange, seeing her mother get nervous, but Sophia appreciated this. She understood that it meant Lori was actually thinking about these new ideas. She wouldn't have been nervous if she was ready to dismiss them out of hand. Instead, she had thought long and hard about what Sophia told her. And maybe she was ready to be completely convinced.

"He messed up. Badly. That's why we’ve been punishing him. More importantly, I think, we have been training him. Isn't that right, Haley?"

Sophia's daughter didn't say anything right away. Maybe she was nervous, especially because she now had another adult in the room. She nibbled on the inside of her mouth before nodding. Then, she drew in a slow breath and said, "That's right. We have been punishing him, and it has been amazing. He's a guy, and he needs to be trained. I swear, it is so much better. It's so satisfying! You get to hear the sound of the paddle come down and they scream and they shout and they cry, and it's just awesome." She stopped, realizing how much she had gushed out.

"You really make him scream?" Lori asked.

"We do," Sophia said. Haley had been truthful, so her mother wouldn’t back down. "Just think about how many times he misbehaved. Think about how he acted. Think about how he could be so selfish."

"But he tried to be a good boy."

"Trying doesn't mean much if he doesn't succeed," Sophia pointed out. "And that's why I have been taking care of him. I've been giving him exactly what he needs. And along the way, we’ve both been enjoying ourselves."

"I see…"

"Mom, you don't, not yet, but you will. Haley, go get your grandfather."

"Sure!" Haley chirped. She jumped up onto her feet and went through the sliding glass door; she’d grab him and bring him back, and they could get started.

The door opened and closed behind Haley as she raced out into the yard. In the meantime, Lori looked right back at Sophia, her gaze intent and still nervous. "Are you really sure about this?"

"Have you been thinking about it?"

"Yes. I have. But…"

"But what?"

"It seems wrong."

"How does it feel?"

Lori hesitated. She nibbled on her bottom lip as she contemplated that answer. She didn't want to face it; that much was obvious. She was trying to hide from the truth. Then, slowly, she glanced down and then took another breath. "It's exciting."

"Listen to that instinct. Listen to that impulse. I know it feels strange, especially because he’s your husband, but he's a man, and he needs to be put in his place. You can do that. More importantly, you can enjoy yourself along the way. Now, are you ready to see for yourself?"

Lori didn't answer right away. Then, tentatively, she nodded, "I am."

"Perfect," she said.

Sophia kept her back straight as she glanced toward the glass door. Just a few seconds later, the door slid open again, and now Haley appeared. Her grandfather came in behind her. They had started their family early, so he still carried himself with that masculine pride and strength. Sophia couldn't wait to take both of those things away from this man as she stood up and walked over to him.

He looked a little bit tired, and a couple droplets of sweat had spread across his forehead. "Sophia, what are you doing here?"

"Dad, we need to talk…" She got up onto her feet. She walked over to him. She took one careful step after another. At the same time, she let the frustration build. She thought of her father and how he had always favored his son. Alex had been the golden child when they were little. Maybe their father didn't consciously try to act like some sexist jerk, but his intentions didn't mean much, not when he had always given Alex the benefit of every doubt.

"What's up?" Now he started to get nervous.

Good.

Haley strode up to her father, and he was taller than her by a couple of inches, yet Sophia didn't care. She reached out and grabbed him by his shirt. She yanked, throwing him off balance. "Your life is about to change, boy."

Boy. Yes, she used that word with him. He had been an authority figure throughout her life, but she was about to strip that away. He didn't deserve the respect or the power, not in this family or even outside of it. Instead, he had that cock between his legs, and that made him inferior. As far as she was concerned, he needed to be on his knees, groveling and frightened.

Those thoughts excited her, sending jolts of energy racing through her body. Any lingering traces of nervous energy quickly faded away, replaced by that primal need.

For Sophia, it was easier, especially because she had experienced this drive throughout so much for life. Of course, she had suppressed those urges. Mike's daughter had buried them and tried to hide from them as she followed the normal script for what a woman was supposed to be. But now, she let that anger go as he tried to pull back.

Sophia's lips pulled back, and she revealed the edges of her teeth. She still held onto his shirt with one hand. With the other, she backhanded him.

She struck her father!

Implacable, she struck hard, and Sophia heard that gasp of surprise come from her mother.

Sophia didn't turn back; she didn't check on her mom. Even so, she could pick up on those sounds of Haley saying, "It's okay. This is going to be good for him. It's going to be good for all of us!" She spoke with adolescent certainty, like she couldn't imagine any other possibility. Then again, Sophia didn't disagree. She knew how this family was supposed to be structured, and she was about to make it happen.

Mike looked like he needed to say something. He looked like he was struggling, like he had to fight through this, only then he seemed to peek up and realize something. He was surrounded.

More importantly, there was Sophia. Just as Alex had discovered, she could wield something against the men in her life. It was this sharpened edge of charisma as she stared right into his eyes. Her cold gaze disintegrated his protests and arguments. "Dad, you aren't the head of the household. Do you know what you are?"

He bit down, tightening his jaw as he contemplated this. He had to know it was a trap, so he didn't want to answer. "You're a boy, and that means you need to learn to obey. For way, way too long, guys like you have just assumed they should be in charge. It's even worse with your generation." She spat out those words. The idea that older people could be entitled to a different system just seemed ridiculous to her. It had always been flawed and corrupt, and now she intended to fix it right here within her family.

"You struck me…" Mike breathed out, each word tight with disbelief.

"I did," she told him. Then Sophia smiled, "And I'm going to do it again."

He started to suck in a breath. At the same time, maybe he wanted to contradict her. As a man, he probably assumed he was supposed to be bigger and taller and stronger. People were supposed to listen to him by default. Every advantage was supposed to be on his side, especially since he had helped raise her.

None of that mattered. Sophia backhanded him again. She struck once along his left cheek, then his right. She slapped him! She slapped him two more times in quick succession.

Lori sucked in a sharp hiss of surprise. Clearly, she hadn't anticipated something like this. Even if Sophia had talked to her and started to prepare her, it was shocking to see her husband get smacked by their daughter.

At the same time, Lori must've experienced something else, this warm tingling desire and in addition deep within her chest.

"On your knees, boy," Sophia ordered.

If anyone else had tried to issue that command, maybe Mike would have been able to laugh or shrug them off. And yet, his cheeks were burning from those impact points. At the same time, his ego raged against all of this. That frustration and anger pulsed through his body, clogging his head and making it harder for him to think clearly.

She tightened her grip on his shirt. Then she reached up with her free hand, and she grabbed him by his neck. Her fingers pinched down, practically choking him.

His knees buckled, and he fell to the floor.

"That's right," Sophia said and loosened her grip, if only slightly. "You are a man, and men need to be subjugated. Men need to be trained. Look at me." He obeyed. His eyes slid up along her chest to her neck, and finally his gaze met hers. Frantically, he tried to figure out what to do, what to say. Then again, this woman wasn't interested in anything he had to tell her. At that moment, she was talking and teaching, so he had to listen. "From now on, you do as you're told. From now on, you are nothing but property. You belong to Mom. I outrank you. Your granddaughter outranks you. Understand? The teenage girl right there can give you any command she wants, and if you don't obey and satisfy her, she can punish you. Are you ready for that?"

She let go of him.

"This is a joke. This has to be a joke," he gasped.

Looking down at her father, she slapped him again, even harder.

Those first smacks against his cheeks while he’d been standing had hurt, but nothing like this. A flash of pain exploded along his face. It wasn't just some mild stinging; this wasn't about bruising his ego or stripping away some of his self-respect. It hurt! “Now, are you going to do as you're told?"

At first, he obviously had an answer in mind. In those first couple of seconds, Mike probably ached to growl back something wild, ambitious, and aggressive. He probably yearned to tap into his worst, masculine impulses. Maybe he even fantasized about jumping up onto his feet and looking down into his little girl's eyes. But at that moment, there was something about the gleam of her stare.

Worse, he looked back over at Haley. His granddaughter had her hands on her hips, and she smirked. No, she wasn't going to help. Even when he turned back toward Lori, he could read the intrigued expression on her face. She wasn't about to intervene either. She wasn't going to help him.

How could something like this be possible? He was a man. And yet, something about Sophia and her proximity seemed to suppress all of the confidence he had enjoyed for so long. His heart pounded, and something started to coil through his body: fear. A different kind of dread pulsed with every kick of his heart as adrenaline rushed through his veins, only he didn't know what to do! He didn't know how to think. He didn't know how to fight this, and he couldn’t run away either.

"Answer me, boy."

Boy. She kept talking down to him, he couldn't argue with her. He couldn’t contradict her.

Slowly, Mike brought his hand up to his cheek, and his skin was still hot from each slap across his face. Something inside of him broke. As hard as he tried, he couldn't stare up at the and woman and tell her, "I'm not going to let get away with this." He should have been able to stand and stride away. He should have been able to challenge her. Despite his best efforts, he failed completely.

"Go on, boy," Haley encouraged him. "It won't be as bad if you do as she says."

Was he really getting advice from that girl?

Yes.

Worse, he found himself cracking. His defenses began to break, and he wanted to cooperate, if only to delay the inevitable. Then he glanced up at his daughter, and he told her, "Fine. I, I will do as I'm told."

"Strip."

"What? You can't be serious!" He wanted to shout those words, but an incoherent gasp escaped his lips instead. Then his hand started to move.

…He’d obey…

What was it about her? How could she do this to him?

Mike was a fairly smart guy; he understood how social dynamics could influence people. An individual might want to believe they'd always make a certain set of decisions, but that wasn't true. Circumstances could change everything. And now, he discovered that simple truth as his hand began to work the buttons on his shirt. Seconds later, he shrugged it off, all because Sophia gave him a command.

Once he removed that first layer, Mike thought he would stop. He really believed he would look back up at Sophia and talk to her. They could start to negotiate. Maybe they could come to some kind of arrangement.

And yet, this woman still stood above him, her arms across her chest. At the same time, he couldn't deny what had changed the moment she struck him. She was supposed to be his little girl; even if she had grown up, she was supposed to be his daughter. Right then and there, she became something else.

"This is the fascinating part," Sophia announced to the room, "Men always like to assume that they can maintain power. Maybe they think it's because they're a little bit bigger or have slightly larger muscles. But when you confront them, they can’t resist. They break. Men are weak. They’re weak and pathetic. Isn't that right, Mike?"

"That's not true," he said.

Relentless, she grabbed him by his hair, forced his head back, and he found himself gazing up along the length of her torso and past her shoulders, all the way to the tensed curve of her lips and the blazing shine of her eyes.

With her left hand, she held onto his hair. She tightened her grip, pulling against his scalp and sending a little tickle of pain down into his head. That was just the appetizer, however.

Just like before, Sophia slapped him across the face, her right hand coming down and crashing against his cheek. Another explosion of pain rocketed across his skin. His eyes widened, and watered. He blinked, and the tears fell down his cheeks.

"Pathetic," Lori said.

Mike tried to turn back toward his wife. He couldn't believe it. Part of him had to wonder if he had imagined that remark. Could she really say something like that? They were supposed to be married! They were supposed to be partners and equals!

Only now, through the blur of his sight, he found this new expression on her face. They’d had been married for a long time, and now he discovered something new about that woman. Her expression seemed to shift between revulsion and fascination, like she couldn't believe that he had been broken so easily, yet she still hoped to see more…

He could read all of that in her face, at least for that next second. "You're not done," Sophia said. "When I tell you to strip, I expect you to be naked."

"I can't. Not here. Not now!"

"Yes, you can. And you know why? You can get naked because I gave you a command, boy." Sophia still held onto his hair. She yanked, sending another spasm of pain straight down into his scalp. That was just a taste, however. She struck with her open palm. Then she backhanded him. Each time her hand crashed against his face, he cried out, and the tears ran down his face. He couldn't believe that he was crying, yet he had never prepared himself for anything like this. He didn't know how to react; he didn't know how to get his emotions under control.

"Pathetic," Lori repeated as she shook her head. If she was supposed to hate this, then why did that smile keep tugging at the corner of her mouth? Why couldn't she look away?

Sophia finally let go of him. He had been sitting up straight before, but now he stumbled, landing on his butt and throwing out his arms to keep himself up right. "Are you going to make that same mistake?"

"No!" Mike squeaked out.

"No," she said with a quick shake of her head. "So what are you going to do?"

He scrambled this time. Even if he hated every second of it, he still pulled off his undershirt as he kicked off his shoes. From there, his hands went to his belt. Next, he glanced up, and he could see those women watching him. His wife. His daughter. His granddaughter...

The disbelief didn't last for long, especially since that pain continued to reverberate along his cheek. Even if he hated every moment of this, he didn't see any choice. The enslaved patriarch loosened his belt and tossed it away. Next, he yanked down his pants and his underwear. Just like that, he was now naked, stripped of every defense.

"Good," she said. "Now the training can really begin," Sophia told him.

"Please, can't we just talk about this?"

"No," Sophia answered as she walked over to the empty chair, lowered herself down almost demurely, ran her fingers along her legs, and ordered, "Come here."

"Why?"

"Because I gave you command, and the longer you try to delay this, the worse, it's going to get." She flashed him a nasty smile as her lips tightened and tensed, pulling away from the edges of her teeth. Her warning thrummed through his body.

She wasn't supposed to be able to do this! She wasn't supposed to have this kind of power or authority! His fingers pushed down against the palms of his hands, and maybe he even envisioned some scenario where he could jump up onto his feet, stride over to her, and take control. She was supposed to be his little girl, so maybe he could drag Sophia across his lap and spank her. The idea made his cock twitch, not that he would have admitted it.

"Come here."

Without thinking, he started to stand.

"No," Sophia called out. Her voice cut across the air like a cold blade. Even if Sofia sounded serious, Haley giggled. At the same time, Lori glanced over as she worked to understand this. Even if she was fascinated, she still couldn't articulate those feelings that danced through her body. Her heart was pounding faster, and this delightful flavor of excited ecstasy spread through her, but she still couldn't admit it.

That was fine with Sophia; Lori needed time to learn and adjust. She needed the opportunity to adapt. These kinds of changes required some mental flexibility, which required a little bit of stretching.

Mike froze. Sophia just called out a single word, and now he stayed there on his knees. Then she gave him another lone command, "Crawl."

He balked. "You have to be joking. There’s no way I'm going to crawl."

"Are you sure about that?"

He wasn't.

When he tried to look back at that young woman, he searched for some inner reserve of strength or power. Simultaneously, he fought to convince himself that there was something he could do, some way for him to fight back.

"No," he breathed out. It was little more than a whisper, yet Sophia still heard him. Worse, Haley did too! And now, that girl was laughing at him. She didn't even bother to bring her hands up over her mouth. At this point in his life, Mike wasn't supposed to be embarrassed by some adolescent. He was supposed to be mature; he was supposed to have a different kind of power and gravitas on his side. Even so, these women had stripped that away.

Soon, he found himself crawling.

He crawled like a dog, moving forward on his knees and knuckles. He pushed his hands against the carpet, and he didn't want to accept any of this, yet there was nothing he could do either. He moved, and suddenly he was right in front of her. "Across my lap. Face down. Ass in the air." He heard those words, and he gulped. He tried to shake his head, to argue, to find some word he might be able to say to get her to stop.

Nothing worked.

New rounds of frustration pulsed through his body, but then she touched the underside of his chin with the curve of one finger. "We both know you're going to do it. The only question is whether or not you piss me off first. Is that a risk want to take?" Every cold, carefully considered word smacked into him, scraping away one layer after another of his defiance.

By her command, Mike crawled up onto her lap. Naked, he couldn't believe that he was in this position. It should have been impossible.

"If you aren’t careful, Haley's going to take her turn next."

"No!" Frantic desperation pulsed through that single word, but he couldn't raise his voice. It was a desperate whisper, and she heard it again.

"Yes," she said.

She wasn't gentle with this man.

She didn’t need to be.

As he quivered through that mixed rage and fear, Sophia raised her hand, embraced in that moment, savored her newfound authority before she brought her hand down. If anyone had heard about this, they would have assumed it was impossible. Mike was someone respected, someone who had authority in his community. But now, this young woman smacked his ass, bringing her hand down in one tight arc after another. She struck his right buttock, then his left. At first, his body just barely responded. Even if the pain shot across his nerves, his skin started to turn pink. That was only beginning; it was a first step.

Savoring this, Sophia struck again—harder this time! She slapped her hand down, smacking it right against his left butt cheek. This time, a searing pain exploded along his nerves. It felt like he bounced against her lap. He grimaced, bristling, and it was obvious he wanted to stay silent. Mike strived to make those around him think that this didn't really affect him. It was a spanking, after all. This kind of punishment wasn't supposed to impact him.

Only then he heard the snap of the lighter.

Haley had pulled out a cigarette, and now she lit it, and that's when Lori said, "Haley…" She didn't sound offended on her own behalf. Instead, they all knew how their grandfather felt about smoking. It was one of the most disgusting, repellent habits imaginable. Alex had gotten his distaste for the habit from his father.

"You can't do that in here!" Considering that he was naked and face down, Mike's protests sounded pretty ridiculous.

That's why Sophia unleashed another barrage. She swung her hand down hard and fast, striking, once, twice, three times in quick succession. She aimed for the same spot. This time, he stayed silent at first. Only then, something inside of him shattered, and he howled out. He couldn’t help it!

As an adult man, he didn't want to believe this kind pain could affect him. After all, he didn't have to endure this kind of physical challenge very often (if ever). Tolerating real pain wasn’t something he faced. As such, he didn't have any real endurance for this kind of discipline.

His daughter struck over and over, all while his granddaughter smoked. With a grin on her youthful features, Haley took in one slow breath, then another. She filled her lungs and exhaled, either between her pursed lips or down through her nostrils.

"You can't do this. You can't get away with this. I'm your father!" He wanted to scream out those words, only he couldn't bring himself to speak. At this point, he was defeated; he had to understand that. Even so, those fantasies of rebellion or resistance continued to flare behind his eyes and between his ears.

"Haley, can you go to the car and get the equipment?"

"Absolutely."

In the meantime, she looked down at her father again. This time, she grabbed his ass and squeezed, sending another spurt of agony dancing along his nerves. "Are you ready? Are ready for another round?"

"No. Please. Please, you can't." This time, the vehemence drained away from his voice. Only a few seconds before, he sounded so aggressive. That was gone now; instead, he sounded so eager, like he would do anything if it meant he might be able to avoid another dose of pain.

"Are you pleading right now? Are you begging your daughter not to spank you?"

"Yes!"

"You really don't want me to spank you?"

"No. Please. Please, I can't take it."

"You have no idea what you can take," Sophia told him with a sneer. "But you know what? I'm feeling merciful. Your daughter doesn't have to punish you."

That's when Sophia glanced back up as Haley came back into the room, and she set a bag on the floor. It was tall and had various components inside. "I’ll spank you one more time. Haley, do you want to enjoy this?"

"Absolutely," replied the young woman. She sat down and lifted her skirt. She slipped her hand down into her tights.

Lori watched all of this, her eyes wide. And yet, something else had been triggered within her as well. Most importantly, the family matriarch couldn't bring herself to object.

With that cigarette still hanging loosely between her lips, Haley ran her fingertips along her opening. She started to play with herself, gently stroking her pussy as the next round of spanking began.

"No. Please. Please, don't! No, you can't! Please!" Mike's voice shivered and quaked as he begged. He pleaded with everything he had, sacrificing every iota of dignity he once possessed.

Still, he couldn't fight it. He couldn't resist, not as Sophia showed him exactly where he belonged. As far as she was concerned, he needed this. It would be good for him. She was going to give him the subjugation he deserved.

And maybe, deep down, he understood that he wasn't as good as her. Maybe he realized he deserved to be broken.

If so, he was lucky because these women were about to make it happen.

Her sped flew down five, six, seven times! Soon, she lost count as she unleashed that wicked barrage. Her hand slapped down in a flurry, crashing against his unprotected skin. It sounded like a woman-woman ovation. Sharp, jagged bolts of agony snapped along his body. He tried to ignore it. He tried to build up some kind of mental defense, a psychological bulwark. Nothing worked. Soon, he was squirming helplessly, tears running down his cheeks.

Then she stopped and grabbed him by his hair again, forcing his head up. "This is just a spanking."

"Please! Please, I can't take it!"

"Really? You can't take it when your daughter spanks you?"

"No!"

"Then we should try something else," she said. Sophia turned back to her daughter. "Are you ready, honey?"

"Absolutely," she said.

"What's next?"

"This," Haley said. She still had that cigarette between her lips as she reached down for the bag. She didn't go for the long and tall implement, not yet. Instead, she had something else in mind. She wrapped her fingers around the handle and pulled the paddle out. The polished wood glistened. She smiled and took another breath and said, "Come here, boy."

Boy. There was that word again. He was supposed to be her grandfather! How could that little brat talk down to him like this?

Only then Sophia put her hands on his flanks, and she shoved, knocking him down on the floor. Naked and helpless, he glared back up at her.

"The longer you wait, the worse it's going to get," Sophia told him.

That's when he glanced back at Haley.

That beautiful girl was right there, and she continued to inhale, savoring the smoke as it filled her lungs. Excitement flashed over her body. Yes, she had touched herself, but now it was time for her to enjoy every moment of this.

"Please…" Mike asked as he turned back to his daughter.

Sophia shook her head. "You can't beg your way out of this," she told him.

Her father bit down, tensing. Hot frustration raced along his skin, yet there was still nothing he could do. That's why he found himself crawling again. As his wife and daughter and granddaughter all watched, he pushed his way across the floor like some pathetic, beaten pet. Earlier that day, he had probably viewed himself as an independent man. Little by little, they took that away from him.

Just as her mother had done, Haley laughed and brought her hand down to the top of his head. She grabbed him by his hair and pulled. He scrambled to obey, quickly falling down against her lap. That's when she touched the paddle to his naked ass.

At this point, he had to understand it would be utterly futile, yet he still couldn't help himself. He gushed out, "Please. Please, don't do it. Please, Haley. Please, you can't!"

"You don't get to tell me what I can or can't do," she shot back. That's when she ran her teeth along her bottom lip. She wanted to bask in this moment—to savor every detail and sensation. After all, he had been an authority figure for so long, but he was also a boy. He didn't deserve power. He didn't deserve control. So what did he deserve?

Pain!

Suffering.

She delivered it, raising the paddle up and swinging it down with all of the force she could muster. That first blow landed along his right butt cheek. It was already pink and red from the spanking he had received. Now she watched as it began to turn purple. That lithe girl struck once, twice, three times, and he yelped, crying out. He screamed as the agony tore across his defenses.

"You need this, don't you?"

Blubbering now, Mike couldn't answer.

In the meantime, Sophia sat down, and now it was her own turn. She lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and tossed them off to the side as though they didn't matter. Exhaling through pursed lips, she slid her hand between her legs, and she started to glide her fingers along her opening. At the same time, she glanced over at Lori. In an instant, she made it clear that she was willing to do this. She didn't care what her mother thought. After all, these women deserved pleasure. They deserved power and control. They should have been allowed and encouraged to do whatever they wanted.

At the same time, this man needed to be punished, tamed, and broken. His defenses needed to be shattered as he learned his place.

Haley looked down at the hapless man, "I want you to know that I got really excited watching you get spanked. And this next part is even better!"

She pulled the cigarette from her mouth, and she held it out. Sophia took it. He watched. Despite the frustration clawing and grinding through his body, he still raged against his daughter smoking in front of him! On some level, he knew that was ridiculous. Considering the torment he was already enduring, he should have focused on escaping his granddaughter’s grasp. He had to get off of her lap! But at that moment, she placed one hand on the small of his back. Then she smacked him with the paddle.

The stinging exploded along his skin. It drilled through his defenses, tearing apart every thought and idea. The pain lingered for those next few seconds.

She struck again!

As he endured his punishment, Mike tried so hard not to make any noise. Again, he had to recognize the foolishness of his defiance, but he didn't want to give these women the satisfaction of knowing just how badly they could make it hurt.

Unfortunately for him, he still couldn't mount any kind of defense. Pretty soon, his eyes were watering again. Then the dams broke, and the tears ran down his cheeks. He cried as his bottom lip shook. She struck again and again, going for his right side, then his left. She unleashed the torrent of agony, watching as he squirmed there on her lap.

In the meantime, Sophia smoked. She savored the taste, that deliciously bitter burn at the back of her throat, and every luscious moment as she relaxed. This was so easy.

At the same time, the excitement continued to dart through her body. She languidly slipped her hand back down between her legs, and she brushed her middle fingers along her pussy.

He watched. He saw it.

She didn't respect him; she saw him as nothing but a dumb animal, one that needed to be domesticated. Right then and there, his own granddaughter would work on that process.

He tried to suck in a breath, to figure out what he might be able to say. With the right words, maybe he could make this stop?

No. That wasn't going to happen. It wasn't a possibility.

Haley paused for a few more seconds.

He started to catch his breath. He began to get ready. He wanted to summon up the best of his courage as he confronted these women. He needed to talk to his wife, his daughter, his granddaughter…He had to make them see this was wrong.

Those staccato ideas sounded so good inside of his head right until that moment when his granddaughter resumed paddling him again. She adjusted her grip before she swung down, pushing as much strength that she could into her arm. She went for his right butt cheek, then his left. Then she went for the backs of his legs. She admired the different colors that played across his flesh as she punished him.

For her, this was just the beginning. She may have paused every few seconds, but that only let him linger. She wanted him to soak in the pain. She expected that agony to eat through his thoughts.

And it worked!

Haley may have been young, but she understood how this kind of punishment could warp and break a boy like Mike.

Besides, she loved it!

Before her mother brought this to her attention, Haley had never really considered what kind of power she could wield as a young woman. In many ways, she was still immature; she wasn't especially tall, and she didn't have amazing grades. But now, she saw how the men around her could be manipulated.

In her own family, she would have thought this was completely and utterly impossible. But now she knew the truth.

That's why she swung down again. She loved the sound he made as he cried out. He grunted, squealing, horrified. Not only that, he whimpered! Yes! He whimpered as the pain raced along his nerves. It overwhelmed him, sucking out every other idea and drive. He couldn't believe this was happening, but he couldn't escape it, either.

"Your granddaughter is paddling you," Sophia said, reminding him of just how humiliating the should be. After all, she wished for the embarrassment to burn across his skin just as intensely as the punishment from her paddle. "What do you think of that, boy?" his daughter asked as she mocked him. "Is it frustrating? Does it suck knowing that a girl can make you do whatever she wants?" She threw her head back and laughed, fully confident that this could change everything.

Utterly relaxed, Haley glanced over at her grandmother.

Sure enough, Lori continued to watch. If she had been asked about this beforehand, maybe she would have laughed or shaken her head. This idea was never supposed to work. And yet, these women had taken control, forcing this man to strip and pulling him across that girl's lap.

This was who he had become; this was what he had become.

Fierce and unstoppable, Haley struck five more times in quick succession, going for that exact same spot. For the boy on her lap, it felt absolutely intolerable, like he thought the sensations might overwhelm him totally and utterly.

Then Haley stopped, and he didn't know why, but he was smart enough to realize the paddling could resume at any second. There was nothing to stop her. More importantly, he couldn't stop her. Despite his age and maturity, he had lost any semblance of control. This girl now outranked him.

Turning away from that girl, he peeked back at Sophia. His eyes were big and full of freight. He was trying so hard to speak to her, to summon the right words.

Each time it looked like he was about to start speaking, Haley struck again. She brought her paddle down in that wicked arc. The smooth wood smashed against his backside, sending one jolt of agony after another roaring across his skin. He cried out each time.

"You look really silly," Sophia told him. She leaned forward, yet she kept her legs spread. At the same time, she was positioned on the edge of her seat as her fingertips glided along her pussy.

She pleasured herself right there in front of him. She didn't care. There was no sense of modesty or shame. On the contrary, Sophia’s hand moved faster and faster now, her fingers slipping and sliding along her opening. Hot breath rushed along her lips. As she pleasured herself, the desires spun and swirled at her center. They flared out like bolts of lightning across her skin. Her back stiffened, and her nipples hardened.

"You look so confused," Sophia continued. She didn't stop touching herself. If anything, she loved having his gaze locked on her. He was watching her, studying her with this worried intent, like there was something he thought he could say except he didn't know what it was. That uncertainty made him weak. "Come on," she chided him. "You had to know this was going to happen. Deep down, you knew that we were stronger than you, didn't you?"

"No, I didn't!"

"Haley, let's see if we can get the truth out of him."

"Yes!" Haley didn't raise her voice, yet she hissed out her agreement. She adjusted her grip, and then she unleashed another flurry of blows. They beat down against his backside, again and again. After this, he wouldn't be able to sit down for a week, a month…perhaps longer. Maybe Mike would be able to heal, but he'd never forget this encounter or what these girls did to him.

Sophia took another drag on her cigarette. She savored the feel and scent. The chemicals ran through her bloodstream, adding to her heightened stimulation.

With her free hand, she started touching herself again. She closed her eyes and told her father, "I'm going to break you. Or rather, she is going to break you, and both of us are going to watch." That meant Sophia and her mother.

Mike glanced over at his wife for just a second.

Lori watched him. Yes, she could meet his gaze, but there wasn't any worry, mercy, or sympathy written across her face. Instead, Lori seemed utterly entranced, like she couldn't turn away from this beautiful scene playing out before her.

Right as he tried to talk to his wife, his granddaughter proceeded to paddle him again. With every powerful strike, the sound rocketed across his body and boomed in his ears. Mike couldn't hear anything else; he couldn't think of anything else. As she struck, his existence shrank down to pain and nothing else.

Then, as he started to emerge from the storm of sensation, he could hear her laughing.

Haley was laughing at him! Her joyful little titters raced along the air as he pushed his fingertips down against the palms of his hands. He wanted to jump up, to roll off of her, to fight back.

Right as that idea occurred to him, she struck his left buttock, then his right. Each time she smacked the paddle down against his unprotected ass, his thoughts scattered, each one destroyed. Devastated now, he felt as though he had nothing left. There was no way for this man to resist. He couldn't fight back, argue, or defy any of them.

"Tell us the truth," Sophia asked.

"I already did!"

"Dumb answer," Haley answered with the kind of disdain that only an adolescent girl could muster.

Right after she humiliated him, she paddled him again, adding to the shame that already pulsed through his body.

"The truth," Sophia ordered.

"Right now," Haley added. But then maybe that girl sensed Mike's continued defiance because she struck another quick succession of blows. They came hard and fast. She didn't let him recover. She didn't let him gather his strength. Instead, she made sure that he cried out over and over again. He whimpered. Pretty soon, he was bawling.

Again, he looked back over at his wife, only now he didn't just see that fascination. Instead, the corners of her lips had risen up and hardened into something like revulsion. After all, he was supposed be the man of the house, but now he was getting paddled? Worse, he was crying about it?

Mike tried to gulp and rebuild some measure of strength. He failed. He failed completely and utterly.

Haley paddled him again.

"Yes!"

"Sophia took her time; she filled her lungs and exhaled slowly as she savored that jagged flavor. "Give him a second," she said to her daughter.

Haley obliged.

Sophia leaned forward. "What was that?"

"Yes. Yes, you, you’re right. Yes, I, I always suspected the truth."

"Keep going," she prompted him.

Mike fumed and raged against this indignity. From his tone to his tensed shoulders, all of this was obvious. And yet, the tears still streaked his face, and he didn't see any other choice. Haley and her mother had removed any other possibility. Whether this boy liked it or not, he had to cooperate. He had to play along. Anything else would warrant another round of punishment.

Even if he cooperated, they might indulge in their sadistic impulses. He had no idea that Sophia could be like this. Maybe, there was that little, unspoken suspicion. After all, she had always been so ambitious. And yet, she had never had any real trouble with Alex. He tried to scramble, to think if there was some way he could have figured out what was really going on.

Then again, did it matter? Did it change anything? He couldn’t go back in time.

He was still spread out on Haley's lap, on his stomach, facedown, powerless, all while his ass continued to throb from the thrashing he had already received.

Still, he knew it could get worse. If he didn't cooperate, these women could continue to punish him. They could focus on breaking him…

"I didn't just suspect," he told them. "Deep down, I always knew that you were stronger and smarter than me. I always knew you could take over."

"Is that what we’re doing? Are we taking over?"

"Yes," he said.

"Good for you," Sophia said as she sucked in another breath. Then she exhaled slowly, shooting the smoke out from her nostrils and straight into his face. "You’re right for once." She laughed as her daughter started to paddle him again, swinging the tool down over and over. She had to raise her voice to speak over the crashing noises. That smooth, flat would slam against his posterior. By now, his flesh and turned a dark shade of purple. She laughed even as she admired the different hues that seemed to stretch along the contours of his ass.

"Enough," Sophia finally said.

"Enough? Really?" Lori asked.

Sophia couldn't help but smile as she glanced over at her mother.

"Enough of the paddle," Sophia clarified.

"We bring out the next one?" Haley asked.

"We bring out the next one," Sophia confirmed.

The next one? What did that mean? Mike tried to summon up as much bravery as he possessed, only he didn't know how to contend with these women. Worse, the pain still drained away so much of his focus and concentration.

"What does that mean? What happens next?" Lori asked. At some point, she slipped forward to the edge of her seat. She watched all of this like it was some incredible drama; she needed to know what would happen next!

Sophia ignored her mother for the time being. Instead, she told her father, "Boy, stand up and put your hands on the wall."

"What? Why?"

"Because I’m your superior and I gave you a command," Sophia answered.

"Unless you want to stay on my lap for another paddling?" Haley taunted him. "Is that it? Is that what you need?"

He froze even as the tension splashed across his body. It flared down along the back of his neck to his shoulders, his flanks, and his inflamed ass cheeks. For her part, Haley loved the way he moved. There was something so incredible about seeing a man get tamed. Yes, he was significantly older, but her grandfather had always seemed powerful in his own way. Except now, he stumbled off of her lap. He pushed himself up onto his feet, and that's when Haley said, "Crawl."

Humiliated, Mike spun around and looked down at the young woman. Even though she was seated while he stood, Haley still wielded real authority. As young woman, she could dictate the terms of his behavior. He didn't have to like it; in fact, he could rage against all of this, so long as he continued to behave.

One of the worst parts, for him, had to be the notion that these women could all guess exactly what he was thinking and feeling. He couldn't hide any of it even as he dropped down onto his hands and knees. He fell forward, and that's when Haley reached out and pressed the flat of her shoe against his tormented butt cheeks. She practically kicked, and another spasm of agony swept across his body. His eyes widened as he scurried forward, crawling along the floor in front of all three women.

He made it to the wall. Distantly, he could still hear them laughing and giggling at him. Even Lori joined in, like this was some kind of game.

"Stand," Sophia ordered. "Place your hands on the wall. If you pull them away, we’re going to start all over. Now, Haley, you have the floor."

Sophia's little girl stood up and reached into the bag. That's when she pulled out the long, slender shaft of wood. She considered the cane, slapped it against the palm of her hand, and grinned viciously.

“This is going to hurt,” she promised.

Even though he obeyed, Mike still managed to glance over his shoulder. That's when he saw Haley swing the cane in one direction, then another. She swiped it down, cutting through the air and making this short, sharp whistling noise. It almost looked like a dance as she considered the cane’s weight and balance.

The moisture evaporated from his mouth as he watched. In the first second, he didn't know what to do or say. Sticky indecision washed over him, but then he began to plead, "I have done everything you want. I crawled for you. You, you don't need to use that."

“Are you scared? Is that it, boy?” Haley demanded.

As much as he hated telling the truth, he didn’t know how to lie right then, “Yes…”

"I might not need to use it," Haley agreed. "But I definitely want to use it!" She tittered as she stepped over to him. Sophia’s girl crossed the room in just a few steps, and now she reached down from the back of his neck to the small of his back. Her fingers just barely came at the contact, and then she braced herself with the cane pressed to the contours just below the small of his back…

"Are you ready?"

"No, you know I'm not," he protested.

"That's okay," she said. "Tell me again how you’re scared! Tell me how you’re scared of a girl!" Haley was on the verge of laughing again. Even if this was a nightmare for him, it could be one of her new favorite memories.

"I—I’m scared of a girl…" If he hoped that honesty and candor might be enough to get him some reprieve, he was wrong.

Sophia nodded toward her daughter, and Haley lifted the cane into the air. Then she swiped it down in one quick movement. The cane blurred against the air right before it cracked against his backside. The momentum forced him forward as he shoved all of his weight against the wall. His eyes watered again.

A new flavor of pain stabbed into him.

Before he could recover or even try to figure out exactly what just happened, she struck again. And again. And again!

Inescapable waves of pain crashed over him as Sophia started touching herself again. She couldn't help it. She slid her fingers up and down along her pussy. She stretched the walls of her opening. She pressed down, savoring how her body responded. Excitement danced along her skin, spreading out from between her legs, up into her center, all the way to her nipples. She could feel that tingling rush along her body. This was wild, distilled excitement pumped straight into her veins.

Her fingers moved faster, and one quick orgasm rippled through her body, making her role her eyes back.

Only seconds later, however, she started to concentrate on him again. She watched as the cane fell over and over.

By this point, Sophia had lost track. Granted, she hadn’t been trying to count, but now she simply watched and absorbed those sounds. First, there was the swish of every swing. After that, she got to hear the noise of every impact. Finally, she could hear him blubber, beg, bawl, and cry out.

Her father had always been so traditional. He didn't believe men should cry. Only now, every out of strength he had once possessed was now stripped away.

The lines appeared along his buttocks. Haley was probably wondering whether or not she could inscribe a barcode with bruises. She threw her head back and laughed, right before she resumed. She struck once, twice, three more times. Then she paused, and she glanced back at her mother.

Sophia was touching herself again. She couldn't help it. Those urges grew too strong.

She nodded, and Haley continued, swinging harder and faster. She swiped the cane down in another flurry of strikes. Every blow sent another explosion of pain dancing across his flesh. He tried to argue; he tried to suck in a breath or tell them something. Whatever he had in mind, it wasn't going to work. In truth, Sophia could see the scattered disorientation across his face. He didn't want to believe it, but he couldn't think. He couldn't process anything. He was just a receptacle for pain in that moment.

He couldn't be anything else. He couldn't be any better.

Sophia laughed. She loved knowing how easily these boys could be stripped down. Out in the wider world, they could have careers, friends, respect, and more. But right then, these girls knew how to take away all of that and so much more.

Another orgasm exploded through her body. As her fingers played along her slit, Sophia embraced the addictive heat. It all gathered and swirled into this hurricane of need and anticipation. She slammed her heels down against the carpet, locked the muscles near her legs, and tightened her elbows against her sides. Then it flashed along her skin, bright, vivid, and incandescent.

Haley glanced over at her for just a moment. But then she decided to revel in her own kind of pleasure, which meant inflicting pain on this hapless male. She swung again and again, a crisscrossing pattern along his ass until she finally finished.

He whimpered. He blubbered. He cried out, gasping for air even as his tears ran down his cheeks and fell to the floor.

Motioning for her daughter to the same, Sophia stood up. At this point, Mike couldn't help it. He dropped to his knees. She grabbed him by his hair and peered down into his wet eyes, "Promise us you’ll be an obedient boy from now on."

After everything he endured, there could be no other alternative, no other option. "I swear! I swear, I—I will be an obedient boy!" He didn't pause or hesitate. He couldn't, not at this point…

"Good," she said. "Now, go over to your wife and promise her that you’ll do whatever she says whenever she wants. Tell her that she now has the right to spank you or paddle you, whip you or cane you whenever she wants."

He bobbed his head down and up. Even if he licked his lips and hesitated for a moment, he still turned and crawled over to Lori.

His wife grinned down at him as he made those requisite promises, "I, I’ll do whatever you say. From now on, you are in charge. You can command me. You can boss me around, and I will always obey. I, I will always obey because you can punish me however you see fit. You can whip or cane me. You can spank me…" Then he gulped.

For several long seconds, it was clear that Lori didn't know what to say. She kept her eyes directed down at her husband. Then she turned back to Sophia and Haley. "Thank you. This is going to be so much better." Now that wicked gleam glowed in her eyes as well…

The End
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