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Bria’s Best Friend

Trevor Marlowe exhales slowly even as he takes those steps up onto her porch. He’s standing there in front of the door, and he doesn’t want to believe he’s doing this, but he obviously has to talk to her.

He glances down at the note she left for him right there on his front door. The note was just a folded piece of binder paper. When he first grabbed it and opened it, he wondered if maybe it was from a neighbor, maybe someone who was annoyed he had temporarily parked his car in front of their house or something.

Instead, the note came from her: Emma Torrance.

He’d stared down at her pretty, looping handwriting, technically printed but almost cursive. “Hi there, Mr. Marlowe. I’ve been hanging out with Bria, but I want to hang out with you.” He’d read those words aloud. He’d memorized them because he couldn’t help but think of her again and again.

That girl is beautiful.

She is beyond beautiful.

He has already knocked, but he’s waiting, and he doesn’t know how long it’s going to take before she appears. He licks his bottom lip, and he keeps thinking about those words. “Hi there, Mr. Marlow. I’ve been hanging out with Bria, but I want to hang out with you.” He mouths those words as he turns away from the door. He stuffs his hands into his pockets, and he stares out onto the street.

But then the door opens, and he turns toward the house, and then he sees her.

Emma. Emma Torrance.

He hates how he is staring at her, how he tightens his fingers into a pair of fists. Even his toes seem to clench inside of his shoes. At the same time, he’s searching for something to say, but then she cocks her head to the side. She leans forward just a little bit, and his eyes reflexively drop down along the curves of her neck to the contours of her cleavage.

She’s just wearing this cute little tank top. It’s a bright shade of neon pink, and it goes well with the vivid blue of her denim shorts. He sees those strategic rips, and suddenly his fingers tighten around the piece of paper in his hand.

“You got my note, “she says. “Come inside. I can show you my bedroom.”

What? No!

He isn’t supposed to follow this girl. He isn’t supposed to listen to her.

He is there for one very good reason: he needs to tell her that the note was inappropriate. She can hang out with his daughter, if she wants, but that is all she is going to do. There is absolutely no way she can do anything else!

He opens his mouth to say something.

Emma must be able to sense his reluctance because she turns back, and the corners of her eyes crinkle with amusement. She raises her hand, and she touches a slender finger to his lips. “No. No talking, boy.”

Boy?

He might be twice her age!

Even so, there’s this shiver that runs down his spine, and his muscles lock. Then she reaches down, and she takes him by his wrist. She tugs, pulling and guiding him into the house, through the living room and down a wide but short hallway.

She grabs a knob with her free hand, turns it, and pushes. Then she steps aside, and she nods toward the open bedroom.

He pauses for just a moment. He searches for something to say. He is fighting so hard to speak up. He’s older. He’s a man. He has a family, a career, and all of the marks of a successful existence. Despite this, there’s this girl, and she has released his wrist, yet his skin still tingles from her touch.

“Go,” she says.

“We need to talk.”

“We’re going to talk in my bedroom,” she says. Her eyes shine with a sadistically gleeful promise.

He doesn’t understand. He can’t figure this out, especially because something like this isn’t supposed to happen! Up until now, his life has been predictable. He graduated from school, met the woman who would be his wife, they had their child, and he got his job. He has worked his way up, first at one company, then another. It has been a fairly quiet existence with a few really happy moments here or there and lots of grinding.

Only now, there’s this blonde standing in front of him, and he doesn’t know how to look away. At the same time, she’s telling him what to do, and he should be able to resist…But he can’t.

Worse, she knows it.

At work, he makes decisions. With his family, he is in charge. His wife and daughter both listen to him. Even though Bria is technically an adult, she abides by that old cliché; since she is living under his roof, she follows his rules.

This girl doesn’t have to follow his rules. She doesn’t have to do what he says.

Within seconds, he has crossed that threshold, and he’s standing there in the middle of her bedroom.

He sees the glossy pink walls, the matching coverlet, her four poster bed, the posters with polychromatic unicorns and dolphins, plus the small desk where she applies her makeup. He glances over at the closet, and he can’t help but wonder about the mysteries of a girl like this.

But then Emma steps in front of him, and he knows he should nudge her back. He should be able to raise his hands and put them on her shoulders and push her away. After that, he should be able to tell her that he is leaving.

“You’re attracted to me, aren’t you?”

“I…”

“You are,” she tells him with more confidence than a girl like her should possess. “You’re attracted to me, and that’s why you’re going to do anything and everything I say.”

“I don’t think that’s going to happen,” he begins to tell her, but then her hand shoots out, and she grabs him by the back of his head. With her fingers laced through his short hair, she takes this painfully firm grip.

A girl like her isn’t supposed to be that strong. And then again, he doesn’t know much about girls like her.

She forces his head down, and she pushes herself up onto the balls of her feet. She presses her mouth to his, and he can taste it.

This girl has been smoking. It’s on her breath. Still, his body responds, and there is that flood of desire. Desperation pumps through him, all because this girl is kissing him, and she presses her chest to his.

“Good boy,” she says. “Now get on your knees.”

Staring at her, Trevor tries to get his thoughts back in order. He fights hard to organize some kind of defiance, some kind of resistance, especially because he keeps coming back to those expectations. He’s older, so he should be able to get her respect. He has more experience, so he should be able to manipulate her. He’s supposed to be smarter than her while she is just some bubbly, airheaded blonde.

But that isn’t how it works because she is still staring at him.

Then she turns away, and she walks over to her desk. That’s when she opens a drawer, and Trevor automatically assumes she is going to pull out some lip gloss or maybe a piece of bubblegum.

Instead, she takes out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter.

His mouth opens.

“No,” he says automatically.

“You know what happened last time,” she tells him, her eyes sparkling.

His chest tightens and his eyes narrow. Now he is glaring at her with the full ferocity of his entire personality. He wants to stride forward, to grab the cigarette, to throw it out the window, and to tell her that she is never going to do that again.

Doesn’t she understand that she’s a pretty girl? Smoking is a disgusting habit! She can’t smoke! It’s not right! It’s completely and utterly unacceptable!

Still, there’s something about the way she watches him, the curve of her lips, and that perfect confidence radiating off of her.

Maybe this is something men like Trevor don’t like to admit or acknowledge: a girl like her doesn’t have to do anything he says.

He thinks about that much more realistically; he flashes to his daughter, Bria. She is Emma’s age, but she does what her father says. She has always been a fairly well behaved girl. It helps that Trevor has done his best; when she was little, he would go out and play catch with her. They would watch TV together. He has made a point of knowing her as best he can. He puts in the effort.

But what would he do if Bria decided she didn’t respect her father? What would he do if she decided she didn’t want to follow his rules? Those questions have occurred to him from time to time, but he has never allowed himself to worry about it.

Except now, there’s this other girl standing in front of him, and he is staring at her as she lifts the cigarette to her lips. Then she takes the lighter, and she snaps it, her thumb pressing down. The flame ignites with a snap, and she holds it up to the tip of her cigarette.

There’s that glow, orange and vivid. Then she inhales, and she looks back at him.

“What’s wrong? You’re not going to try to tell me to stop?”

“You have to stop,” he blurts out.

“No, I don’t. But you are going to get on your knees. Get on your knees, like a good boy. Get on your knees and crawl over to me, Trevor.”

He’s staring at her, and he knows he needs to move, but then he flashes back to that moment when he first saw her. Even back then, he had started to feel it: the pull of her personality, the allure of her appearance, and that irresistible desire that seemed to swirl somewhere deep within the core of his psyche.

Then she exhales, puffing out a cloud of smoke. “Get on your knees and crawl over to me, Trevor,” she repeats.

He can’t do it. He shouldn’t do it.

Trevor had been halfway through the front lawn when the moving truck pulled up next door. The steady roar of the mower filled his ears; it was a dull mechanical rhythm that kept his thoughts shallow and contained. He guided it in straight, careful lines, watching the neat contrast of cut and uncut grass. It was the kind of strenuous, predictable work he preferred.

He didn’t notice her at first.

The car door opened with a sharp click that cut through the drone. Trevor glanced up out of habit, expecting nothing more than another neighbor or a delivery driver. Instead, he saw her.

Every once in a while, Trevor encountered a woman like her: alluring, gorgeous, and perfect to attract his attention…and more. When he saw her blonde hair, his jaw tightened. He tried not to stare, yet something about this girl and the shape her face or the contours of her chest and hips, waist and butt all compelled him to stare.

That girl stepped out slowly, one leg at a time, as if she knew she was being watched. Her legs were long and toned, catching the sunlight in a way that made them seem almost unreal against the dull suburban street. She wore denim shorts that rode high on her hips and a white T-shirt that clung just enough to suggest its shape without revealing anything inappropriate for a summer day. A cartoon teddy bear was printed across her chest, bright and oddly playful against the otherwise effortless polish of her appearance. Her hair fell in loose blonde waves over her shoulders; the light danced along those lustrous tresses.

Trevor forgot to move. The mower idled in place, vibrating faintly beneath his hands. He told himself it was nothing. She was just the new neighbor. She wasn’t special. She was just someone younger, maybe a college student, maybe someone’s daughter. Still, his eyes lingered longer than they should have. He took in the details without meaning to: the toned figure of her legs, the way the fabric of her shirt shifted when she breathed, and the casual confidence in the way she stood…like the world already belonged to her.

Then she looked directly at him.

For a brief second, neither of them moved. The distance between the houses felt smaller than it should have. Trevor felt exposed as though he had been caught doing something he couldn’t quite name. He started to turn away, to focus on the lawn again, but she smiled first. It was not a polite or distant smile. It was deliberate. It held his gaze just long enough to make him aware of it.

Then she winked.

Fuck. That girl was playing with him. He knew it, but he couldn’t do anything about it because she burned through his defenses.

Trevor’s stomach tightened. He snapped his eyes back to the mower; he gripped the handle as if it might steady him. He pushed it forward again, the engine roaring again, drowning out the moment. He forced himself not to look back. He focused on the lines of the grass, on the heat of the sun, on anything that felt normal and safe.

It was nothing, he told himself. It was just a passing glance. This was just a stranger moving in next door. It didn’t mean anything.

Exhaling, Trevor kept mowing, and by the time he finished the yard, the car was empty and the front door of the house next door was closed. More importantly, he told himself he might see that girl around again, but he doubted it.

She looked young, like she was just starting college or something. With that in mind, she’d probably spend her free time playing with her phone or studying. Trevor wiped his hands on his jeans and went inside. He told himself he would never see her again…or if he did, it wouldn’t matter.

Trevor had no idea; he didn’t know what this girl had figured out or how dangerous a cute blonde with big breasts and a seductive smile could be.

“Get on your knees and crawl over to me, Trevor,” she had ordered. Those words reverberate through his body. They vibrate against his eardrums as he is staring at her.

Her vibrant blue eyes are locked in his direction. When he looks at her, he feels like he’s trying to stare down a predator, but it isn’t going to work. Sure, she’s smaller and petite. Technically, he should be able to grab her and hold her down if necessary. At the very least, Trevor should be able to stride across the room and grab that cigarette from her grip, put it out, and throw it out of the window. He should be able to toss out the entire pack along with her lighter too!

But he can’t, and he knows why, even if he can’t admit it, which means he bends and breaks for her.

On some level, Trevor is probably telling himself that this is the limit. He won’t go any farther than this. He’s going to stop at any moment.

And yet, gravity seems to get so much stronger as he falls to the soft, white carpet. His knuckles and knees push down against the thick material, and then he starts to move.

He hears her draw in another breath. She’s inhaling on that cigarette, filling her lungs, and savoring the hot rush of nicotine. She is enjoying the way her lungs expand, and then she holds her breath, and she tightens her lips exhaling.

In the meantime, he crawls across the floor like a pet.

Trevor tells himself that he is not a pet. There’s no way he’s going to be a pet. And yet, there is now that cognitive dissonance because he doesn’t know how to explain how or why a girl like this can make him crawl.

He doesn’t know it, but her thoughts are similar. Ironically, she’s wondering about what she has told him to do and just how easily she has been able to get him to crawl. A man like Trevor should have his dignity. Right? Instead, he’s behaving like a good boy for her.

Why? Because she’s hot? Like lots of girls, she sometimes wonders about her own appearance. When she goes online and posts a few pictures here or there, she knows exactly what kinds of reactions she will get. For the most part, people will tell her that she’s so pretty! They will write about her bright blue eyes, her cute nose, her full lips, and the cleavage she loves to show off.

Still, it’s hard for her to truly believe that men can be this vulnerable. Despite everything Emma has told Bria, it seems almost impossible to accept.

And yet, he is right there!

Emma runs the tip of her tongue along the edges of her teeth. Then she tightens her lips around the cigarette as she draws in another breath.

“Sit up and hold your hands behind your back,” she commands.

In the first second, he tells himself he’s not going to do it. After all, he doesn’t owe her anything.

Only then, he straightens his back, and he holds his arms behind him. He crosses his wrists as she watches him. She is actually inspecting him as she sits there. She enjoys herself as the cigarette smoke fills her lungs again. She draws in a slow breath, and she smiles down at him. “Good boy,” she tells him. “You like doing this, don’t you? You like being a good boy for a girl like me.”

He can’t tell, but she’s thinking about her own power now. She’s thinking about how she is testing him. She is evaluating him as she decides exactly what she can do with a specimen like him.

He’s older. He’s stronger. He has money and experience. She is running through those exact same calculations. But more importantly, she is thinking about the fact that he cannot resist her! Right here and now, she is in charge.

For a girl like her, that is a pretty amazing thought.

In fact, it’s almost impossible to believe!

This boy has no idea what she is thinking; he can’t really comprehend her ambitions, yet one thing is clear to her.

This is exciting…

It isn’t just the kind of exciting she experiences when she finds a really good deal at one of her favorite boutiques. It isn’t the kind of exciting that rushes along her skin when she is checking out one of her favorite websites, and she finds a particularly cute skirt or sexy boots or a flattering top.

This time, there’s that flutter of heat between her legs, and she is still looking down at him.

She wants to test him. She wants to evaluate him. But first, she needs to make a lesson clear.

“Trevor, tell me again how you feel about smoking.” Right as she finishes that question, Emma brings the cigarette to her lips again. She maintains eye contact with him. His eyes are big and full of self-righteous fury. Clearly this guy thinks he should be able to tell her what to do. He thinks he should be able to tell her how to behave!

No, he is about to learn. That isn’t how this works. Instead, she is a young woman, and she has power over him. That’s what he really needs to know; that is the point he needs to understand. If he can’t figure that out, then this is going to be so much harder for him.

She smirks.

There’s that sexy little smirk at the corner of her mouth, and this man is still staring at her. At the same time, she could feel that damp heat right between her legs. She doesn’t know how long it’s going to take before it starts to soak into her panties, but she doesn’t care about that. After all, she wants to test him. She wants to push him.

Emma decides to start with something a little bit easier. She has already commanded him to crawl, to sit up, and to hold his hands behind his back. Even at this moment, his arms are locked behind him. She isn’t using shackles or restraints, but she doesn’t have to.

That idea is a special kind of revelation.

Like lots of girls, Emma has experienced that unwanted attention from the male half of humanity. She has walked down the corridors at her different schools, only to feel the various guys staring at her. If she glances in their direction, they’ll look away and pretend that she never noticed in the first place. Then there are the guys who bump into her on purpose, just for the chance to feel the contours of her body. Not only that, there is the unwanted attention she has gotten from other boys. These are the guys who can’t tell the difference between flirting and teasing, so they have called her a diss, a dumb blonde, and a stupid girl. But now, Emma doesn’t have to worry about any of that as she smokes in front of this man.

“Open your mouth and close your eyes.”

“Why?” Trevor asks.

Emma glances down at her right hand. She’s holding onto the cigarette. She moves it from her right hand to her left. Then she looks down at him again.

Trevor is still staring at her, defiant. Maybe he has been willing to follow her orders, but that might not last.

Drawing in another slow breath without smoking this time, she closes her eyes, and she wonders if she’s really going to be brave enough to do this. The idea is there, and it feels right. It feels like something important, something she needs to do. Still, it is something that feels almost impossible as she thinks about it.

But then she lets go of those doubts, and she smacks him across the face. Her right hand slides down through the air, her fingertips slashing across that distance before her open palm crashes against his cheek, jerking his head to the side.

“Open your mouth and close your eyes,” she demands again, her voice tight with barely contained fury.

Eyes wide, he stares at her, his cheek turning red. But then he does it. He’s scared of her…

Emma has to wonder how many men have fallen into that exact same trap. Maybe they get angry with women because they are actually scared of girls like her. It’s a strange and intoxicating concept, especially when she follows those ideas to their logical conclusion.

Finally, he obeys

He really does it!

This man actually closes his eyes and opens his mouth!

At first, she resists the urge to giggle because she can’t really believe it. There’s that laughter bubbling up at the base of her throat, only she stifles it. Instead, she brings her left hand back to her mouth, and she enjoys another slow drag on her smoke. She savors the flavor, the heat, and the rush of nicotine. There is that spike of excitement, especially because she notices something else.

Trevor is quivering; he is shaking.

His mouth is open, and his eyes are shut, but he doesn’t really know what’s about to happen.

“Right now, are you thinking that I’m going to kiss you? Is that what you are hoping will happen, Trevor? Do you want me to kiss you?”

“I, I don’t know,” he tells her.

“I’m sure you don’t.”

Then she reaches down, and she strokes that exact spot where she had struck him. He flinches, drawing back, only then he seems to remember that he should remain still.

This time, she indulges and starts to chuckle. She enjoys the way he is braced in that position.

That’s when she puts out the cigarette, reaches for the back of his head with one hand, touches the top of his skull, forces his head back, leans down, and kisses him, only her lungs are still filled with smoke. She locks her mouth around his as he embraces her, apparently thinking that this is just a kiss because this girl wants to seduce him. (Boys are always so naïve; they love to hope for the best!)

But this isn’t a kiss, not really.

Her mouth is locked on his, but then she exhales, and his eyes open wide. That’s when she grabs onto the sides of his head. He should be able to grab her, to push her back, and to fight her off, but there’s something about the angle. Not only that, he can’t bring himself to draw his arms from behind him. He’s off-balance, so she holds him, and he can’t break free!

She blows the smoke into his mouth and down his throat.

This boy makes the mistake of starting to inhale. It’s an automatic reflex. He’s fighting, so he has to breathe, but that means the smoke shoots down into his lungs, and she finally releases him.

He’s coughing. He feels like he’s choking!

This is everything that boy hates, but it doesn’t matter because the smoke is already in there. He can taste it. He can feel it rush along the inner contours of his chest.

After a little while, he feels like he has endured the worst of it. But then he glances up, and he sees that she is smoking again. She has a different cigarette, and she likes it as she inhales slowly and savers this moment.

“You like watching me,” she tells him. It isn’t a question; it is a simple statement of fact, which he can’t escape.

Right away, he jumps back to that other moment, that random Saturday, that instant when he felt her draw him in a little deeper.

Trevor woke early that Saturday, long before the neighborhood stirred. The summer light had already begun to creep through the blinds, thin and pale at first, then steadily brighter. He moved through his usual routine without much thought. He brewed his coffee, carried the mug upstairs, and stepped out onto the small balcony just off his bedroom. He wanted to enjoy some fresh air.

The air was warm but still cool enough to feel pleasant against his skin. It was quiet. He didn’t pick up on the sounds of traffic or anyone talking. None of his neighbors had decided to start playing music. There was just the faint rustle of leaves. Trevor leaned lightly against the railing, lifting the cup to his lips, letting himself settle into the calm.

Of course, he didn’t mean to look.

It was instinct more than anything. A brief glance to the side, toward the neighboring yard brought that pretty siren into focus. A movement caught his attention, subtle but enough to draw his eye.

Emma lay stretched out on a lounge chair by her family’s pool.

She wore a black bikini that contrasted sharply against her skin, simple and minimal, leaving little to the imagination. The sunlight traced along the length of her body, catching the curve of her hips and the smooth line of her legs. One arm rested above her head, her fingers tangled loosely in her hair. She looked completely at ease, like she had always belonged there.

Trevor froze. His heart kicked faster. Adrenaline spiked through his bloodstream.

He told himself to look away. But he didn’t. Because he couldn’t.

Trevor’s hungry stare lingered, drawn in despite his best ideals. It wasn’t just her appearance. It was the ease, the confidence, the quiet awareness in the way she carried herself even while lying still. It felt intentional and way too powerful.

“Fuck,” he muttered, knowing he wasn’t supposed to stare. Even with the distance between them, his mouth watered, and he wished he could touch her. Of course, he fought hard to banish those impulses, but they refused to retreat.

Then she shifted.

Emma rolled slowly onto her side, the movement relaxed and perfectly confident. Her head turned, and her eyes found him almost immediately…like she had known he was there all along.

Trevor flinched. The coffee cup slipped from his hand, striking the balcony floor with a sharp crack before tipping over. Dark liquid spread across the concrete, but he barely noticed.

Their eyes locked. For several seconds, neither of them moved. Trevor felt that same sudden, uncomfortable exposure, like before, only stronger now. There was no distance this time.

Emma smiled.

It was the same smile, controlled and deliberate and gorgeous and condescending. It held his gaze with an ease that made it impossible to pretend this was nothing. Then, without breaking eye contact, she lifted her hand and blew him a kiss.

That was enough.

Trevor stepped back immediately, almost stumbling as he retreated into the bedroom. He shut the door behind him, cutting off the light, the warmth, and the sight of her. His pulse felt unsteady, his thoughts scattered in a way he did not like.

He ran a hand through his hair and exhaled slowly, trying to steady himself.

He knew better.

Whatever this was, whatever she was doing, he knew it was a bad idea. Trevor turned away from the balcony and left the room, determined not to go back outside. “Crap,” he muttered, understanding just how pathetic this had to be, especially because he just got frightened off of his own balcony by some petite blonde.

“Are you ready for another one?”

“No. Please, don’t. Please, you can’t!”

“I can’t?” Emma asks him. Right as those words hit the air, he knows he has made a stupid and terrible mistake. He really shouldn’t tell this girl what she can or cannot do.

He starts to pivot, to explain that he meant something else. He wants to talk to her as an equal at the very least.

Only then, Trevor glances up at this girl, and they can both sense it at the same moment: he is not her equal. She is beautiful, seductive, dangerous, and he is just a helpless boy. He is a man who can’t resist a girl like her. Whether that meant the first time he stared at her out on the street or when he saw her in that bikini, it doesn’t matter because she can manipulate him. She can control him.

Perhaps she can even own him…

Trevor tries to shake that thought off. He wants to let go of the idea; he tells himself that it is ridiculous. More importantly, it’s pathetic. He has his life, and this girl shouldn’t be able to influence him, but like lots of men, he can feel the truth.

“Open your mouth again. Don’t worry. I’m going to let you keep your eyes open this time. I want you to see it coming,” she says, holding up her left hand and bringing the tip of the cigarette back to her mouth.

“What, what are you going to do?”

“You know,” she tells him. “Open your mouth.”

That simple repetition is enough to break him. Even if this man tries to hold out, he can’t do it, not when he is kneeling in front of that girl, not when there is the burn deep within his chest and the acrid taste at the back of his mouth.

Besides, maybe there is some small part of him that is yearning to feel her hand on the top of his head or her lips on his mouth. He keeps his eyes open as she leans down and makes that contact all over again. Then she exhales, blowing the smoke right into his mouth!

She holds that kiss just like she did before. He can’t take it!

His eyes are watering, and there is that itch to start choking at any second. Despite his best efforts, he can’t hold out.

Finally, she releases him, and he is choking. He is gasping, panting, and fighting to get clean air back into his lungs.

“You don’t want to do that again, do you?”

“No!”

“You would rather do something else, right?”

“Yes!” Trevor calls out, nodding his head down and up without even thinking about the way she is playing with him. That girl rises to her feet, and she unbuttons her denim shorts. She kicks off her sandals, and she flexes her toes. Then he sees that she is stripping, and he knows he should look away. There should, at the very least, be the instinct to give her some privacy.

Instead, he stares at her, and he drinks in the sight of her toned legs, her smooth skin, and then he sees her in her tank top and panties.

She wiggles her hips from side to side.

They both know she is playing with him. She loves seeing that expression on his face. He knows this is sick, twisted, and wrong. He knows he shouldn’t allow himself to be manipulated by a girl like her, yet that knowledge can’t actually protect him because she knows what she’s doing, and he’s just a hapless boy.

She hooks her thumbs into the elastic of her panties and pulls them down in one swift movement, letting them fall to the floor. They bunch around her ankles. She draws her right foot back. She braces her weight on the ball of her foot, and then she kicks out with her left, sending the panties flying just a few inches. They land in front of him.

“Pick them up,” she says.

“I’m not going to do that!”

She leans forward as she sits down. “Pick them up.”

The moisture drains away from his mouth. He tells himself that he’s not going to do this. He won’t succumb to her influence; he won’t allow himself to break.

Those ideas sound good and noble behind his eyes, but she is seated there now in front of him, and she holds her knees together as she leans forward. She has the cigarette back in her hand, and she enjoys another puff after she fills her lungs.

“Fine,” she says. “Pick them up with your teeth.”

“Never,” he promises.

“Trevor, Trevor, Trevor. Do you really think you can resist me? Do you really, really think you can keep yourself from doing anything and everything I want? Face it, boy. You are here in my bedroom because I can tell you what to do, and you’re always going to want to listen to me.” As she speaks, there is something almost hypnotic about her voice. He doesn’t want to listen. He should be able to pull away, yet that temptation is far too bright, and maybe there is some part of him that is genuinely curious and itches to know what her panties feel like. It is a ridiculous idea. He is better than this.

Despite those silent entreaties, this man breaks. He dips his head down just an inch.

Then she reaches forward, extending one leg, and she strokes his cheek with her toes and her foot, and then she has her heel braced against the top of his head, so she forces him down.

“Good boy. Pick them up in your teeth, and crawl over to my hamper. Drop off my panties like a good boy. Drop off my panties like a good slave.”

Slave? No! He can’t be her slave. He won’t be her slave!! He is better than that. He is so much better than this!

Again, those declarations mean nothing because he has his head bowed down, and her panties are right there, discarded on the floor as she smokes in front of him.

Fighting hard for everything he needs to believe, Trevor needs to do better, but he can’t.

Inevitably, he fails. He breaks, and now he picks up the panties. He has them locked between his teeth, and he can feel the soft fabric along his bottom lip and chin.

She points across the room, and he turns. He knows he should be able to get up. He should be able to stand and walk over there in the span of just a second or two at most.

Something stops him.

It is her proximity. It is her authority.

What is wrong with him? Why can’t he fight back?

Trevor asks himself those questions, but now it doesn’t matter because he obeys. He crawls across the carpeted floor, and suddenly he is right there in front of the hamper. He opens it with one hand, and he let’s go. He drops the panties down.

“Come back to me, slave,” she orders.

Trevor had just returned from his bedroom where he’d left his phone to charge when he heard the laughter. It came from down the hall, light and unrestrained, carrying easily through the quiet. He slowed and listened for a moment. It was Bria’s voice, unmistakable, but there was someone else with her.

He frowned slightly. His daughter hadn’t mentioned having anyone over.

Trevor stepped toward her door; the giggles and playful chatter grew clearer with each step. The laughter rose again, followed by the murmur of voices he couldn’t quite make out. He hesitated only briefly before knocking, firm but casual. This was his house, and he was her father. He didn’t necessarily want to embarrass Bria in front of her friend, but he needed these girls to remember that there were rules beneath this room.

“Everything okay in there?” he called.

“Yeah,” Bria answered quickly, her tone bright. “Come in.”

He opened the door. The room looked as it always did, scattered with the small, lived-in details of his daughter’s life: pictures on her bookshelf, some of her favorite plush horses, and her old baseball mitt. Bria sat cross-legged on the bed, her phone in her hand, her face still lit with amusement. Beside her, leaning back against the headboard with an easy familiarity, was Emma.

Trevor stopped. His body went cold.

He wasn’t supposed to recognize that girl right away.

Sure, they were neighbors, but he had memorized every detail of her face and body. He had returned to that first moment when he saw her and the flood of excitement that shot through his system each and every time he thought of her.

For a moment, Trevor couldn’t process what he was seeing. The image didn’t fit because this wasn’t right. This girl simply wasn’t supposed to be there. More than that, he didn’t want to experience that rush of desire

Unfortunately for him, this girl was just as hot, just as sexy, and just as alluring as before.

Emma belonged next door, out of reach, a passing distraction he had tried to ignore. She didn’t belong here, sitting in his daughter’s room as if she had always been part of his life.

Bria glanced between them, unaware of the shift in the air. “Dad, this is Emma. She just moved in next door,” she said. “We met the other day.”

Emma looked up at him. Her expression changed the instant their eyes met. It was subtle, but unmistakable. Recognition settled in first, followed by something else, something sharper and almost predatory. She smiled, slow and knowing, as if she had been expecting this moment.

Trevor felt that same tightening in his chest, the same uncomfortable awareness that he couldn’t shake. He forced himself to look at Bria instead.

“Oh,” he said, his voice not as steady as he wanted it to be. “I didn’t realize you had company.”

“We’re just hanging out,” Bria replied, already turning her attention back to her phone.

Trevor nodded, lingering in the doorway longer than he should have. “I just wanted to make sure everything was okay.”

Before Bria could answer, Emma spoke. “We’re fine,” she said. “You can go now.”

…She just dismissed him. Her voice was calm, almost casual, but there was an edge to it. It wasn’t rude in any obvious way, but it carried a quiet finality and authority, as though the conversation was already over.

Trevor looked at her again despite himself. She held his gaze without hesitation, her smile still in place, her expression composed and entirely self-assured. There was something in her eyes that made it clear she understood more than she should. More than he wanted her to.

He should have said something. He should have reminded her whose house this was, set a boundary, reasserted some kind of control over the moment.

He did none of that.

“Alright,” he said instead, the word coming out softer than intended. “Just…let me know if you need anything.” Bria barely glanced up as she nodded.

Emma didn’t look away.

Trevor stepped back and pulled the door closed, the sound of their laughter returning almost immediately once it shut. He stood there for a second, staring at the wood, his thoughts tangled and uneasy.

“Come back to me, slave,” she had ordered, and now those words are thrumming all along his body.

“I need to leave. I need to get out of here,” he mutters. At first, he thinks those words are quiet enough that she won’t be able to pick up on them. But now, she chuckles again.

“No, I haven’t dismissed you.”

Dismissed him? He shouldn’t need permission to leave! Granted, this is her house, but that doesn’t matter. He is free to go wherever he wants. If he needs to leave, then that is his option!

And yet, he turns around, and he’s still on his hands and knees.

“Come here, boy,” she says, patting her thigh with her left hand while she watches him. She is still holding onto her cigarette with the left. She brings it back up to her mouth as she inhales. She holds the cigarette between her fingers as she enjoys herself. Simultaneously, she is watching him.

This boy must know it is futile, but Trevor still raises his head, and he pleads with her. “Please, can’t you just put that out?”

“And why would I do that? This always feels so good. It is so relaxing.”

His lips draw back and he inhales, feeling the cool air run along his gums and up to the roof of his mouth. “It’s a filthy habit!”

“No. It’s relaxing. It feels good. And so what if I want a little bit of stress relief? Do you have something else in mind?”

“Just put it out!”

“Crawl over here,” she orders, and she snaps her fingers and points to the spot right in front of her feet. She is still mostly naked, but she is holding her knees together. Suddenly, he realizes what proximity might mean.

He crawls over to her, and she puffs out her cheeks as she exhales, letting the smoke splash against his forehead, down between his eyes, along his nose, and up against his tightened lips.

“Don’t worry,” she tells him. “I’m still enjoying this cigarette, but I want to give you something to do. And no, I’m not going to blow more smoke in your mouth. I have something else I want.” That is when she leans back and spreads her leg legs.

“No…”

“Yes. Get over here and lick my pussy,” she orders.

A girl like that isn’t supposed to use this kind of cross language! If Trevor had just noticed her out in a restaurant or on the street, he would have seen her, and he would have automatically assumed that she had to be a nice and sweet girl. But then she casually stretches her right hand forward, and she touches the back of his head.

She pulls, and suddenly he is leaning forward, and his cheeks brush along her inner thighs, and then his mouth is right there, poised in front of her slit.

“Lick,” she says. “If you don’t, I might decide to find a new ashtray.”

A nervous gulp drops down his throat, but then he opens his mouth, and he slices his tongue along her opening just as she wishes.

Trevor pulled into the driveway earlier than usual, the late afternoon sun still high and harsh against the windshield. He cut the engine and sat for a moment, enjoying the quiet before going inside. Then he got out and caught the smell.

It drifted in faintly at first, then stronger as he opened the car door. That was cigarette smoke.

He frowned immediately. The scent was sharp and unmistakable, something he had always hated. He stood still in the driveway, scanning the empty street as if the source might reveal itself. No one lingered nearby.

The smell lingered.

Trevor’s jaw tightened. He set his keys in his pocket and moved toward the side of the house, each step a little faster than the last. He didn’t want to believe it. It couldn’t be happening here, not in his own yard!

But then he reached the backyard gate and pushed it open and he saw them.

Bria and Emma sat near the edge of the patio, half-hidden in the shade. Each of them held a cigarette, thin trails of smoke curling upward into the warm air. Bria looked uncertain, her posture tense while Emma leaned back with an ease that made it seem almost deliberate.

The anger rose up his throat. “What do you think you’re doing?” he demanded as he strode toward them.

Both girls looked up. Bria startled, her hand jerking slightly as if she might drop the cigarette. Emma didn’t move nearly as much. She watched him approach, her expression calm, almost curious. Not only that, there was the first hint of her pretty smile.

“You are not smoking back here,” Trevor said sharply. “Put those out. Now!” Trevor didn’t want to be the kind of guy who yelled at a pair of girls, but he still roared out that command.

Bria hesitated, clearly shaken. She glanced at Emma, then back at her father, caught between them.

Emma stood. The movement was slow and unhurried, like she had all the time in the world. She took a step toward Trevor, then another, closing the distance between them until she stood just in front of him. He could still smell the smoke on her, mixed with something lighter, something that made the moment feel even more disorienting.

“Mr. Marlowe,” she said quietly.

Her tone was softer now, almost conversational. Trevor opened his mouth to respond, but she moved closer before he could speak. She leaned in, just enough that her voice would not carry. “I know how you’ve been looking at me,” she whispered. “I know you want me. I bet you think about me when you touch yourself. Is that right?”

Trevor froze.

The words hit with the kind of sharpened edge he didn’t dare ignore. He pulled back slightly, but she didn’t step away. Her gaze stayed fixed on him, steady and certain.

“So here’s what you’re going to do,” she continued, her voice still low and controlled. “You’re going to apologize to your daughter. You’re going to tell her she can smoke if she wants to. And then you’re going to go inside like a good boy.”

…Like a good boy…

Trevor stared at her, his thoughts and those uncontrolled feelings colliding all at once: anger, confusion, and disbelief. He endured that sharp, rising sense of something slipping out of his control. He should have shut this down immediately. He should have told her to leave, to get off his property, to stop.

But the words refused to materialize inside his head or at the back of his throat.

He became aware of Bria again, standing a few feet away, watching them. Her expression had changed. The earlier uncertainty had been replaced by something closer to fear. She looked at him as if waiting for him to fix this, to take control of the situation the way he always had. As a man, he should’ve been able to handle this.

But a beautiful girl stood in front of him.

Bria kept waiting for some decision. He was supposed to discipline her for breaking one of his most important household rules: no smoking!

Trevor swallowed.

He straightened slightly and stepped back, putting a small distance between himself and Emma. For a second or three, he said nothing. Then he turned toward Bria.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

The words felt wrong the second they left his mouth.

Bria blinked at him, stunned. “What?”

Trevor forced himself to continue. “If…if you want to smoke, that’s your choice.”

Bria did not respond. She just stared at him, her confusion deepening. This wasn’t like her dad. This wasn’t the kind of thing he was supposed to say, so now she glanced over at Emma, but the other girl didn’t give away anything.

Trevor didn’t look at Emma again. He turned and walked back toward the house, each step stiff and heavy. He could feel it, the shift in something fundamental, the loss of ground he didn’t know how to recover because that girl could manipulate him. She could control him.

He reached the door and stepped inside, pulling it shut behind him.

A second later, laughter broke out from the backyard. It was sharp and bright and unmistakable. It was the sound of those girls having fun because they didn’t have to worry about him or what he’d do or say.

Trevor tastes her! He can taste her slit! The flavor of her excitement burns along his tongue. He can’t believe that he’s doing this. He can’t believe that he is so incredibly, desperately hard.

She holds onto the back of his head, and she shifts, moving her hips up and down just a little bit as she rubs her sex against his mouth. He should be better than this; he should be able to stop himself, but he is licking, sliding his tongue up and down.

“Deeper,” she commands, and he obeys.

Within seconds, she is breathing harder and faster. There is that excitement running through her body because she gets exactly what she wants, and he can’t stop her!!

He services her, worshiping her. He tastes her, licking again and again as his tongue slides up and down along her pussy. Then he goes in deep, deeper, and he feels the inner walls of her pussy. He licks one spot, and her body tightens. She squeezes, pressing harder.

“Right there. Lick right there. Faster!”

He obeys!

He knows it is ridiculous. He knows he should be better than this, but Trevor still can’t stop himself.

Then she shocks him because she tightens her grip on the back of his head and pulls. She draws him back.

“Strip for me. I want you completely naked when you worship me like this.”

“I, I can’t do that,” Trevor stutters out. Normally, he is an articulate guy; he is someone who can speak clearly. He knows how to stroll into a room and how to take control. He knows how to make sure that other people listen to him.

But when he goes up against a girl like Emma, he loses everything. He shakes his head from side to side, he knows just how pathetically desperate he must look, but he still can’t help himself.

“Do it. Now. If you don’t, there are going to be consequences.”

Consequences…

Trevor shouldn’t be intimidated by a word like that. If anything, that is something a teacher would say to a student. It’s that kind of vague, amorphous threat that makes the listener use his imagination to come up with something far worse.

Only then his eyes meet hers, and he knows that this girl has the power to break him. Even if that shouldn’t be true, it doesn’t matter because it is.

Trevor yanks off his shirt. He pulls off his shoes and his socks. He’s moving faster now. Within moments, he’s naked from the waist up. He’s still wearing his pants, but that isn’t good enough. She is watching him, and perhaps he is desperately hoping she will change her mind. Maybe at some instant, she will decide she wants his mouth between her legs again. Maybe she will get impatient!

Those hopes don’t come to fruition.

“Keep going,” she orders.

He pulls his belt from the loops around his pants, and then he yanks down his trousers. In moments, he’s wearing nothing but the dark red of his boxers.

“You’re not done,” she tells him.

It feels like she’s teasing him.

Part of him needs to say something like, “I’m not going to do it. You can’t make me.” He wishes he could pump real dignity and integrity into those words, yet it feels almost impossible because this girl knows exactly what she wants. More importantly, she’s going to get it.

“Is that something you really want to test?” Emma asks him.

He tightens his jaw and grinds his teeth together for just a few heartbeats as he considers how he should answer. Then he does it. He pulls down his pants, and that’s when he has his head bowed down as she starts to giggle. She’s laughing because there’s something about the shape of her face, the shine of her hair, and the curve of her lips. He makes the mistake of glancing up at her, so he sees just how much fun she’s having!

For this girl, it’s a game. It’s a game he’s going to lose.

“Good boy,” she says, reaching down and touching the top of his head. She pats him like he’s nothing but a good and obedient dog.

He must hate this with every fiber of his being, but it doesn’t matter because Emma is enjoying herself.

Boys really can be manipulated. They actually can be owned. When she first heard about it, she didn’t believe it, but now she’s thinking about Karina and what that girl told her. She’s thinking about the lesson she learned and what she can do with this man.

“Now get back here and lick me. Lick me and worship me and make me feel good because you know you can’t help yourself because you’re just a dumb boy, and you’re going to do anything and everything I want.”

“Dumb boy” was supposed to sound like a childish, precocious, and silly kind of insult. It was the kind of language a girl like Bria might’ve used back in elementary school. Only now, Emma uses it, and he shivers, especially because her eyes aren’t on his face any longer.

Rather, she is studying that spot between his crotch. She’s examining his balls, the base of his shaft, and the length of his cock.

“You don’t want to lick my pussy? Fine. Then stand up. Hold your hands behind your back and step forward.”

Before he can even think about trying to fight her, he is on his feet again, and he approaches, shortening the distance between them.

He can’t know what she’s going to do, but Emma takes a moment and considers how some of her friends have gotten really nervous around naked guys. Those are the girls in her classes or from some of the parties who aren’t sure what to do with men when they get really aroused. Those girls start to feel shy and uncertain. They’re inexperienced, so they worry about what could happen.

But now Emma doesn’t have to worry about anything like that because she has this man in front of her, and he is standing there, naked with his arms trapped behind his back once again.

Almost out of a sense of curiosity, she reaches up, and she touches him, gliding her middle two fingers along the side of his cock. He shivers. He pulls back. Leans forward and tries to hop away.

She jerks her head up and looks at him.

He makes the mistake of meeting her gaze. At that moment, he feels it again: her authority.

“Get back over here and stay. Don’t move, Trevor.”

As she uses his name, she makes it abundantly clear that she is in charge, so he has to do whatever she wishes.

That isn’t how it is supposed to work, yet he still can’t resist the sound of her voice. When she gives him a command, it seems to drill through him, tearing down his defiance, sound making him feel utterly powerless. Denial can’t protect him.

He slides back in the position. He’s on his knees. His back is straight. His shoulders are tight, and he keeps his wrists crossed behind him.

That’s when she leans forward, and he doesn’t want to notice the way the light shines across her hair or down her face. He doesn’t want to pay attention to the cleavage along her chest. He’s thinking about her breasts and wishing he could touch her. Simultaneously, his cock twitches.

But then Emma just reaches out, and she glides her fingers along his length. She is touching him, stroking him, and driving him wild.

“Tell me I get to decide if I want to smoke.”

“But it’s a filthy habit!”

That’s when she wraps her fingers around his cock. She squeezes. It doesn’t hurt, not really, but they both understand what kind of pain she could inflict.

“Tell me I get to decide if I want to smoke,” she orders, glancing back toward his face.

His nostrils twitch. Hot frustration surges through him, but he doesn’t know what to do about it.

“You get to decide if you want to smoke,” he says, gasping out that admission.

“Good boy,” she says. “Now get across my lap.”

“What?” Trevor demands.

As Emma plans out her next phase of his punishment and discipline and domestication, she can’t help, but think about that other girl: Karina.

They met at a party.

Emma had a red, plastic cup in her hand. Every few seconds, she took another small sip of that bitter beer. It never tasted great, but it was fun. Besides, everyone else there was getting wasted, so she wanted to have some fun. She didn’t see a problem with that.

Then she overheard a couple of other girls talking.

“Are you serious?”

“He’s doing tricks.”

“She could actually make him do tricks?”

“Want to check it out?”

“No question!” Chittering and giggling, the two girls quickly scurried away.

Emma overheard all of that, so curiosity niggled at the back of her brain. She followed them, uncertain of what she would find.

Moments later, she stepped across the threshold into a room. There was a girl standing up, and she looked amazing in her dark, red skirt, black blouse, and midnight blue vest. She wore a choker, diamond earrings, and her lips were bright red. That shade of lipstick looked incredible on her, especially when she smiled down at the naked boy. He was on his knees. He was probably Emma‘s age; maybe he was a year or two older. He had a dog collar around his neck, and he was naked. He kneeled with his elbows, pressed against his sides and his knuckles raised.

“Speak, boy,” said the girl.

He barked for her.

“Roll over,” she said next.

The boy hesitated for just a few fractions of a second. He was naked with all of these different girls in the room. That was what Emma noticed next. She saw that cluster, and the boy was blushing. He obviously hated this as he rolled onto his back, came back up onto his knees, and then the girl standing over him gave that command again. She did this, even as she held his leash. That boy was on a leash…

He was owned…

“Next, I think you want to go over to a girl and beg her for the chance to kiss her shoes.”

The boy finally spoke. “Please, do I have to?”

“Yes,” said the girl. “You do. Get to it.” She snapped her fingers, and then she pointed.

She pointed at Emma.

The blonde saw him as he turned and swallowed. He dropped himself back to his hands and knees. Down on all fours, he crawled across the space between them, and he soon found himself right in front of her.

Technically, Emma probably could have said that she didn’t want this. She could’ve told him to stop. But then he bowed his head down, and there was this flutter of excitement that ran through her skin. The heat darted along every inch of her body and that felt so good.

Then the young woman yanked on his leash, and he crawled back.

“Have I proven my point? Do we see that boys can be owned?”

There was a chorus, “Yes!”

The girl laughed, told the boy to go get dressed, and she finally detached his leash without actually taking the collar off of him. He scampered away, probably off into a closet or a bathroom or something. Emma didn’t notice one way or the other because she was busy staring at that girl.

Now that the demonstration was over, the other girls left. Soon, it was just Emma and Karina.

Karina leaned against the wall, scrolling lazily through her phone as if nothing had happened.

After watching this, Emma needed to know. She had to understand how something like that could be possible.

Emma stepped closer. “You got rid of them fast,” she said.

Karina glanced up, a small smile forming as she slipped her phone into her pocket. “They were starting to get boring.”

Emma studied her for a moment, then leaned lightly against the table. “No. Before that. The way you handled that boy. You had him on a leash.” The words sounded almost arcane.

Karina tilted her head slightly, amused. “What about it?”

Emma did not look away. “How did you do it?”

There was a brief pause. The muffled bass from the other room filled the space between them, steady and distant.

Karina let out a soft breath as if she needed to think about how much to say. Then she straightened slightly, her attention sharpening. “It’s not complicated,” she said. “Most boys think they’re in control, but they’re not.”

Emma remained still, her head cocked while she listened. This was important; she wanted and needed to learn!

“They’re insecure,” Karina continued. “More than they ever admit. They just hide it better than girls do. You give them a little attention, a little validation, and they latch onto it.”

She gestured vaguely toward the house and toward where the party continued without them.

“You saw it. All I did was get strict. That’s all it takes. Boys like to pretend, but they’re all so vulnerable to girls like us.”

…Girls like us…Those words sounded special and magical, almost arcane. Emma’s eyes narrowed slightly. “And the rest just followed along. All boys are like this?”

“Of course,” Karina said. “They always do.”

Emma crossed her arms, considering. “So it’s just attention?”

Karina shook her head. “That’s just the surface.”

She stepped a little closer, lowering her voice even though no one else was around.

“You figure out what they care about,” she said. “What they’re worried about. Everyone has something. Then you work with it. Sometimes you build them up. Sometimes you make them second guess themselves. But you always make it clear that you’re in control. You’re the alpha girl, and these boys will follow along because they want you and need you. They’re practically drooling for your approval!”

It sounded so easy.

Could it really have been that easy? That simple?

“Lying helps,” Karina added, her tone casual. “But always remember, it’s about confidence.”

Emma stayed quiet for a moment. “They don’t notice right away? They don’t know what you’re doing when they start looking at you and daydreaming?”

Karina smiled faintly. “They notice something. They just don’t understand it. That’s the difference.”

The music thumped faintly through the glass behind them. A burst of laughter rose from inside, then faded again. “It’s like finding the right buttons,” Karina went on. “You press them at the right time, and they react exactly how you want.”

Emma looked past her for a second, her mind clearly working through it. “So you can control them,” she said.

Karina gave a small shrug. “If you’re careful.”

Emma nodded slowly. Something shifted in her expression, subtle but definite, as if a decision had just settled into place. “I think I want to try that,” she said.

Karina’s eyes flickered with interest. “You should. You’re cute and sexy. You can have lots of guys eating out of the palm of your hand, I’m sure.”

Emma’s lips curved slightly. “Maybe,” she said. “I just need the right target.” Even as she spoke, she started to think about one man in particular.

Karina watched her for a moment, then smiled. “Trust me,” she said. “You’ll know when you find one.”

Emma didn’t answer right away. She glanced toward the dark glass of the window, catching a faint reflection of herself in it. Then she looked back at Karina, her expression calm and certain.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “I will.”

Come here.

Her command rockets across the air, cuts into him, and forces him to crouch there. He has already gone down on her. He has stripped naked. He has followed one command after another.

Only now, this girl intends to add to his humiliation. Grinning, she tells herself it’ll be good for him.

“Get across my lap,” she orders again.

Trevor licks his bottom lip as he stares at her.

He can’t do it; he won’t do it! Those ideas boom behind his eyes. It’s this raw defiance, yet he glances up at her, and he silently loathes how she can flash that coy smile.

“Get across my lap right now,” she says for a third time. “Trust me, you are already in trouble, Trevor. You don’t want to make it worse.”

In trouble? He’s an adult! He is a man, and he doesn’t have to listen to this girl!

Even as those ideas occur to him, he begins to move. Trevor climbs up onto his feet, and he looks at her. She’s seated right there, her knees held together.

“I don’t know how,” he begins to say, mostly because he can’t imagine touching this girl or climbing across her lap. The idea tastes wrong in some fundamental fashion. But then she grabs his wrist, and she yanks hard. Again, she demonstrates that she is surprisingly strong.

Trevor falls forward, and she positions him, shoving him down across her lap.

This is ridiculous. It is completely inappropriate. Nothing like this is ever supposed to happen to a man like him!

But then she smirks with another wry chuckle before she scratches him, one fingernail gliding down between his shoulder blades. Then she reaches for his ass, and she grabs him.

“Trevor, Trevor, Trevor. You really are a dumb boy, aren’t you? You’re the kind of guy who thinks that he should be in charge. What is that called again? Oh, that’s right. We learned about this in class. You’re a patriarch. Patriarchs are dumb. Patriarchs don’t understand that girls like me are born to rule boys like you.”

“You can’t be serious,” he begins to say.

She smacks his ass.

There’s that sharp slap, and it stings so much more than the first blow she had delivered across his cheek.

She isn’t done. She’s not even close.

That beautiful blonde yanks her hand into the air, keeps it poised for just a moment, she channels her strength, and then she swings down again, hitting him even harder this time. That jolt of agony sears across his skin.

He grits his teeth, stares down at a random point on the floor, and does his best not to react. Still, there’s something about the sharp edge of pain that he can’t really understand.

Sometimes he would be working on his car or out in the garage, and he would bang his hand, and there would be that flash of embarrassed pain. But this was different because there’s this girl, and he’s hard, and he can’t help himself as she plays with him.

That’s exactly what this becomes. She is toying with him! For this girl, this is just a game, and she can do whatever she wants. She can take whatever she wants. He tries to deny it, but she is in control!

“Sorry,” she mocks him with a little squeak in her voice. “Did you say something?” Emma giggles again, and he opens his mouth. He fills his lungs, and he is getting ready to respond, but then she spanks him again. Her hand flashes down through the air, and she delivers another sharp, painful blow. There is that stab of sensation all across the curve of his ass.

“Stop that! You can’t do this!”

“Stop me,” she teases him by challenging him.

Before he can think of anything to do, she delivers another slap. It isn’t just one spanking, however. That girl with this petite arm, and that small hand delivers one blow after another. She spanks him again and again, slapping his ass until his cheeks turn a bright shade of pink.

“Just remember, Trevor, I can do this to you whenever I want. In fact, I can punish you however I want. Are you ready for another dose?”

“What, what are you talking about?” Trevor asks. He hates it, but his voice shakes just a tiny bit. Even if, intellectually, he is fighting hard to believe that this spanking has no effect on him, he understands that it isn’t true.

This beautiful girl spanked him.

She punished him.

And now, he will never be able to erase that stain from his psyche.

It is just more proof, another piece of evidence, that she really can control him.

Fighting hard not to really believe that, Trevor closes his eyes, he locks his teeth, and he tries to think about anything else. Despite his best efforts, he keeps flashing back to his proximity to this young woman. He can feel her lap underneath him. Not only that, she is gliding her hand along his exposed body as she toys with him.

Then her hands are on his sides, and she shoves!

Trevor rolls off of her lap.

“On your feet,” she tells him next.

He turns back to her, and his eyes narrow, and he tries to glare at her.

If he had been focusing on Bria, then this would have worked. His daughter would have shrunk down, tightening up as she considered what she could do to apologize or make things right.

That isn’t how a girl like Emma operates.

She snaps her fingers, and she points toward the corner of her bedroom. “Go. Lean forward, put your hands on the wall, and prepare yourself.”

“For what?”

“Go,” she says. “Unless you need another spanking? Is that it?”

Something inside of him snaps, and he turns and walks over to the corner as commanded. Within moments, he is standing there, and he leans forward.

All at once, he realizes what she is doing to him; this is a time out!

The idea is ridiculous, of course. This girl can’t put him on a time out!

But then his fingers touch the smooth surface of the intersecting walls, and…

Something holds him in place, especially when she stands up, lights another cigarette and brings it to her lips, and then she exhales. She’s enjoying herself as he remains right there.

With every second, Trevor tells himself that he has to move. It should be, of course, his prerogative. Even so, something holds him back.

Emma comes up behind him, she grabs his ass, she pulls her hand back, and then she spanks him again! There’s that sharp sound of a slap, the flash of pain, the disbelief, and the echoing sensation of the stinging.

She exhales, blowing smoke past his cheek. It bounces against the wall. He tries to hold his breath, but Emma just laughs.

“You don’t like smoking, do you?”

“You know I don’t!”

“Too bad,” she says. “I always find it so relaxing. You should be grateful. If I’m smoking, that means I’m not messing with you.”

“You are definitely messing with me,” he says, grinding across those syllables and turning them into a jagged accusation.

She just laughs at him before she spanks him again.

“Remember, boy. It can always get worse.”

“I don’t care!”

“Yeah, you do,” she promises him.

This house party was louder than the last one, crowded and overheated, the air heavy with music and movement. People pressed shoulder to shoulder in the living room as voices competed with the bass that rattled the windows. Emma moved through it without hesitation, her expression calm, her pace unhurried.

Tonight, she wasn’t just here to have fun. Instead, she wanted to play.

For that, she would need a toy. She wasn’t sure she really believed Karina, but she needed to try. She was ready to experiment.

Then she noticed him near the kitchen.

He stood slightly apart from the others, holding a drink he barely sipped, his attention drifting between conversations he was not fully part of. He looked like he wanted to belong there but didn’t quite know how. He laughed a second too late when someone nearby said something funny. He checked his phone.

Emma watched him for a moment. Then she walked straight up to him.

“Hey,” she said.

He looked up, startled at first, then immediately more alert. “Oh. Hi.”

“You’re in my way,” she said, her tone even.

He blinked. “What?”

Emma gestured slightly toward the counter behind him. “I need to get over there.”

“Oh. Sorry.” He stepped aside quickly, almost knocking into someone else as he moved.

Emma didn’t thank him. She reached past him, grabbed a cup, and poured herself a drink without rushing. Then she turned back to him as if he were still part of the interaction.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Ryan,” he said.

Emma nodded once. “Okay, Ryan. Hold this.”

She placed her phone in his hand without waiting for a response.

He hesitated for a fraction of a second, then closed his fingers around it. “Uh, sure.”

Emma took a sip of her drink, watching him over the rim of the cup. He stood a little straighter now, his attention fixed on her, as if waiting for the next instruction.

“Not like that,” she said after a moment. “You’re going to drop it.”

“Oh.” He adjusted his grip immediately, more careful now. To her, this seemed like such a dumb game, but he was playing, which meant she was winning!

“Relax,” she said. “You look nervous.”

“I’m not,” he replied quickly. This shy boy was trying so hard. He was trying and failing, and she knew that could help her.

The blonde standing in front of him tilted her head slightly, studying him. “You’re definitely nervous.”

He gave a short, uncertain laugh. “Maybe.”

Emma stepped closer, closing the distance just enough to make him aware of it. “It’s fine,” she said. “Most people are.”

Ryan nodded, though he didn’t seem reassured.

She took another sip, then extended her hand. “Give it back.”

He handed her the phone without hesitation. “Thanks,” she said, though her tone made it sound like an afterthought. There was a brief silence. Ryan shifted again, clearly unsure whether to speak or wait.

Emma made the decision for him. “Go get me another drink,” she said.

He blinked. “What?”

She held up her cup slightly. “This one’s almost empty. Be a good boy and go fetch me another drink.” As she spoke, she almost expected him to laugh or say no. But he didn’t because he couldn’t because he was a boy. More and more, she was seeing the truth.

Ryan looked at it, then back at her. “Oh. Yeah. Okay.” He moved quickly, setting his own drink aside and turning toward the counter. Emma watched him go, her expression unchanged.

A minute later, he returned with a fresh cup, holding it out to her.

“Here,” he said.

Emma took it, her fingers brushing his just long enough to register. “Good.”

He smiled, a little uncertain but encouraged. “Do you…uh…want anything else?” he asked.

Emma considered him for a moment. “No,” she said finally. “You’re fine.”

Ryan nodded, the approval landing more strongly than it should have. “Okay.”

Emma took a sip of the new drink, her gaze already drifting past him, scanning the room again. The interaction had been simple, almost effortless. There had been no resistance, no hesitation that lasted longer than a second.

That was a fun taste, she decided when she walked away.

But Emma wanted someone better. She wanted better, more interesting prey. She wanted someone older, someone who’d be able to resist a girl like her…at least for a little while. This girl still intended to win, but she craved a challenge.

It can’t get any worse than this. She is humiliating him. She is degrading him. She has stripped him naked, and now he is standing there in the corner of her bedroom with his arms locked against the wall. Worse, she comes up behind him, and she strokes the contours of his ass.

She is touching him; she is teasing him. She is enjoying the way he shivers, especially because he tries to hate this, but he can’t, not completely. Then she smacks his ass again, and he hisses through his teeth.

“Are you starting to learn? Are you starting to figure it out, Trevor?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he snaps back at her.

There are lots of other people out in the world who would be genuinely intimidated by those words. They would hear him speak, and they would worry about what he might do or say next.

This girl doesn’t have that problem. She can sense his vulnerability. She knows that he is susceptible to her control, so she throws her head back, and she laughs. Then she leans forward, pressing her chin down against his shoulder. Her arms slide past his flanks, and then she grabs his balls with one hand and his cock with the other.

A shudder of desire runs through his body.

“Don’t do that,” he says, his voice shaking.

“Why not? It’s not like you can stop me.”

That shouldn’t be true! He should be able to stop her!

But this girl understands his weakness. She knows she can continue to play with him, and he isn’t strong enough to resist or fight back. Physicality doesn’t mean anything, not when a girl like her can utilize this kind of charisma. She’s beautiful. There’s something about the sound of her voice and the smile on her face. She strokes him, gliding her hand up and down. She is touching him and teasing him.

“Tell me I can turn you into my slave.”

“You, you can turn me into your slave.”

“Tell me you deserve to be punished for all of your defiance. Tell me you deserve to be punished for all of your bad behavior.”

This should be ridiculous. There should be absolutely no way that a girl like her can utter words like these.

And yet, she gets away with it because she can.

“I, I deserve to be punished for all of my defiance. I deserve to be punished for all of my bad behavior!” Trevor calls out those words, one after another, his voice rising.

She pulls her hands away from his cock and balls. Right as she starts to draw back, some of the ash drips down from the tip of her cigarette. It splashes against the small of his back, sending another spasm of agony racing through his skin.

He hisses again, and she just laughs.

“Poor boy. Did that sting? Does that hurt?”

“I need to get dressed and get out of here,” he says.

“No,” she responds. “You still need to be punished for all of your defiance. Remember?”

His mouth is dry as he tries to think of how he can respond or what he can do to make this girl change her mind and simply let him go. Ideally, he would be able to convince her to pretend that none of this had ever happened.

“By the way, I’ve been talking to your daughter. Did you know she and I are best friends now?”

“That’s fine,” he tells Emma. “I don’t care. You can hang out with her. Just leave me alone!” At that instant, he sounds so pathetic, yet Emma doesn’t seem to mind. She grabs his ass again, and then she steps away.

His shaft remains hard, his body rigid with desperation. In the meantime, he gasps, panting from one breath to the next despite the lingering aroma of smoke.

That girl is smoking behind him. She shouldn’t be able to do that. She is this cute, pretty, beautiful and sexy young woman. She has so much going for her, but she shouldn’t be allowed to smoke!

Other people probably insist that individuals should have the right to decide.

Trevor understands that argument, but he disagrees on some visceral level. It’s a filthy habit. It’s repellent, but even now, he knows that if he glances over his shoulder, he will see this beautiful girl with that cigarette in her mouth.

“Why would I leave you alone when I can play with you?” Emma asks him. She sounds genuinely curious. “You are an interesting boy, and I can have a lot of fun with you. I can play with you and show you off. I can use you and enjoy myself. Isn’t that the most important part, Trevor?”

He grits his teeth.

But then she steps away, and she picks up something. This time, he finally gives in. He lets that temptation overwhelm him. He doesn’t pull his hands away from the wall, but he glances over his shoulder, and he watches as that girl leans down and picks something up from the pile of his clothing. Then he turns back, facing the wall as fast as he can. He shuts his eyes, and he tries to hide.

He just saw her pick up his belt.

She walks over to him, and he flinches as she touches the leather strip to his ass.

“I’m thinking about using this, Trevor. Do you think I should use this?”

That girl is standing there behind him, half naked, yet she still carries herself with more dignity than he could manage.

He is completely naked.

But more than that, he knows that he is at the mercy of this adolescent girl.

“No…?”

As he speaks, Trevor understands that he’s playing her game. More importantly, he sounds so pathetic as he speaks, but he can’t take those words back. He can’t hide from the truth.

“Too bad,” she says with another little chortle. She folds the belt, halving the length. Then she steps back, and she touches the belt to his ass again. There is that smooth texture, and he shivers because he knows this is going to hurt!

He’s right about that.

She swings down, just as hard as before, only now the physics serve to deliver another blast of agony. Hot pain shoots across his nerves. She strikes, and there is that noise. It explodes across the air and slashes across his eardrums.

The pain surges and crawls along his nerves.

He wants to grab onto something. He wants to tighten his knuckles into fists, but that won’t work.

“Tell me that girls are better than boys.”

That demand sounds almost childish, but he refuses to give in. He won’t let her take whatever she wants from him.

Maybe he’s naked, and perhaps he has already embarrassed himself, but Trevor can still hold onto some of his dignity. He can still claim some of his self-respect.

Besides, each time she makes a demand like this, it is a test.

This time, he is determined to pass.

When he doesn’t speak, she strikes again.

One blow isn’t enough to satisfy her, however. She jerks her arm back into the air, and she tightens her grip on the belt. Then she swings down once, twice, three times. The pain surges across his body, and he shoves his weight against the intersecting walls. His biceps flex, and his shoulders tighten, but she still goes for his ass.

“Tell me that girls are better than boys,” she orders.

“Girls are better than boys!”

“Tell me that I’m a girl, so I have the right to rule you.”

He sucks in one breath after another. He is panting hard. His face is hot, and little droplets of sweat have appeared above his brows.

Trevor assumes he’s going to get at least a few more seconds to recover.

This girl doesn’t give him that kind of mercy. Instead, Emma laughs as she swings down again, and again, unleashing a barrage. Between heartbeats, he loses count. At that moment, he forgets about everything else. There is just the agony of his defeat as this girl punishes him for his defiance.

“I’ll do it! I’ll say it!” It feels like the words are getting torn from his mouth, but it doesn’t matter because she has just defeated him again. She just won, and that’s all she cares about.

She grabs him by his hair, jerking his head back and forcing his chin up.

“Say it.”

For some fraction of a second, he doesn’t even remember exactly what she wishes to hear. But then that degrading declaration crystallizes behind his eyes. “You’re a girl, so you have the right to rule me!”

She’s younger. She’s inexperienced. She’s pretty and smaller. He wishes that all of those details would give him the advantage he needs, but she has him. There is this momentum, this obedience, and this drive deep within him. When she speaks, he has to do as she says.

Worse, his ass is stinging, and she has blown smoke in his face. She has shown him again and again that he can’t resist.

“Good boy,” she says. “Now tell me that other women have the right to rule you as well.”

She sounds so formal when she utters those words.

Gritting his teeth, he tries again.

“No.”

With that single syllable, he tries to rebuild some of his dignity. He is searching, groping, and desperate for the chance to reclaim just a shred of his independence because a girl like her shouldn’t be able to own him.

But that is exactly what is happening right here and now.

She strokes his tormented ass with the curve of his belt.

It’s his belt. He owns it. He bought it. He still remembers going to the store to pick it up.

Of course, he never imagined that it could be used against him like this.

But then she drops it.

“That’s fine,” she says.

When she speaks, there’s that little itch at the back of his brain as he understands something. Technically, she has agreed with him, but he isn’t going to like the result. She spins around and walks away, and he glances over his shoulder again.

Half naked, she looks amazing. He sees the firm curves of her ass. He sees her toned legs, and he knows he should be grateful for this. This girl might be working on breaking him, but she is still so incredibly hot!

Those contradictory thoughts shouldn’t go together, but they do, and he doesn’t know how to fix it or escape, not when she opens her closet, leans down toward a dresser, and opens one of the drawers. She picks up something and holds it out.

“I was on a hike with some friends, and I found this. To be honest, I thought it was just kind of interesting, but now I’m thinking it might be useful.”

He doesn’t understand, not until she takes the tip and pulls it open. That little, metal cylinder extends. What is it?

It’s a car antenna, he realizes. Or maybe it was part of some other piece of equipment. Either way, she swings it down, and he hears that sharp swish of sound.

He turns away, but it’s too late.

Her eyes met his, and he sees that vicious grin on her face.

This girl is going to do it. She’s going to use that tool. She has it, and he is vulnerable, and she can work with this to break him.

“Are you ready?”

He shouldn’t answer the question. He shouldn’t give her any kind of response at all. If he engages with her, he is going to regret it!

This girl doesn’t really care. She swats him, jerking the antenna up into the air before she swings down. It slices through the distance, and it smacks hard against his skin. This isn’t like the belt or her palm. It’s sharper!

Compressed agony slices across his senses.

But then she strikes again and again!

She delivers one blow after another, making sure that he cries out. Up until now, he has mostly done a good job of remaining silent even as she unleashes those bursts of pain.

“This is what you get for disobedience,” she says. “It’s better when you behave. Say it.”

Again, he tries to hold out.

This man can’t remember if he successfully defied her before, but it doesn’t matter because she uses the antenna. She swings down hard and fast, delivering one vicious strike after another. The pain explodes along his nerves. She goes for different spots. Red lines appear along his flesh. Those random welts burn hotter than he could have imagined.

She goes for his right ass cheek, then his left. She makes it impossible for him to predict where she might strike next. Every hit summons another intense rush of pain, and he can’t stop any of it. He can’t stop her.

Her boy breaks. “It’s better when I behave!”

“And you should obey every woman, shouldn’t you?”

“Yes! I should obey every woman!” This time, he hasn’t answered quickly, but that doesn’t matter. His nearly instant obedience isn’t enough to save him.

Emma laughs. She lets those beautiful sounds rush across the air, and then she picks one spot on his right butt cheek before she unleashes another barrage. She swings down again and again, delivering that wild storm of agony. Hot pain blasts across his nerves.

And as Emma punishes him, she laughs.

It only stops when his knees buckle when he falls to the floor.

“Turn around,” she orders.

Apparently, she isn’t done with him.

With boys, it was easy. With a girl like her new neighbor, it was a bit harder. Then again, Emma had decided she really liked the new girl. Bria was sweet, smart, and funny. More than that, she was his daughter, and that would make this so much more interesting!

A girl like Emma could get bored pretty easily, but what if these two girls could work together. Lots of other people would’ve said an idea like that was insane and impossible. Emma, however, had decided she craved a challenge.

The idea made her smile.

Bria’s room was quieter than the rest of the house, the door shut and the noise from the television downstairs reduced to a faint murmur. The late afternoon light filtered through the curtains, casting a warm glow across the bed where they both sat, legs stretched out, shoulders nearly touching. Clothes were scattered nearby, the result of an earlier attempt to pick something to wear that had turned into chattering instead of deciding.

Bria leaned back against the headboard, her fingers absently tracing the edge of her sleeve. Emma lay on her side beside her, propped up on one elbow, watching her.

“You’ve never tried it,” Emma said.

“Tried what?” Bria asked, though her tone suggested she already knew.

Emma’s lips curved slightly. “Getting a guy to do exactly what you want.”

Bria let out a small breath, shaking her head. “That’s not really my thing.”

“It could be,” Emma said.

Bria glanced at her. “No, it couldn’t.”

Emma did not look away. “You don’t think it’s possible?”

Bria hesitated. “I think…people make their own choices.” That was the safe answer; that was the kind of answer her father would’ve approved of.

Emma gave a soft, almost amused exhale. “They think they do.”

That made Bria frown slightly. “But that sounds kind of manipulative.”

Emma shrugged one shoulder. “It is.” There was no hint of doubt in her voice.

Bria shifted a little, sitting up straighter. “That’s not a good thing.”

“Why not?” Emma asked.

Bria blinked, caught off guard by how easily the question came. “Because…you’re messing with people. You’re not being honest.”

“Boys,” Emma corrected her new best friend. “We’re not being honest with boys. They hardly count as people.” She rolled onto her back, staring up at the ceiling for a moment before speaking again. “Besides, honesty is overrated.”

Bria let out a short, uncertain laugh. “That’s easy for you to say.”

Emma turned her head to look at her. “I’m serious.”

There was a pause.

“You’ve seen it,” Emma continued. “Guys act confident, but they’re not. Not really. They just want attention. They want to feel like they matter. And when boys are confronted by women like us, they bend. They bow down. They’ll do whatever we want!”

Bria couldn’t respond right away.

“If you give them that,” Emma said, “just a little, they’ll start doing things for you without even thinking about it.”

Bria shook her head, though it was slower this time. “I don’t know.”

“You do,” Emma said quietly. “You’ve noticed it.”

Bria’s gaze dropped to her hands. “Maybe a little,” she admitted.

Emma sat up slightly, her attention sharpening. “Exactly.”

“But that doesn’t mean you should use it,” Bria said quickly. “That’s different.” She swallowed and tried again. “I don’t think it’s something I could do.”

Emma studied her for a moment. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bria insisted. “I think so?” This girl definitely didn’t sound sure despite her best attempts.

Even so, the idea lingered between them, heavier than either of them acknowledged out loud. It was the promise and allure of power. It was a new flavor of control. Emma didn’t want to resist it, and her new best friend didn’t know how.

“You really think you could control someone? You think you can make a boy do whatever you want?” Bria asked after a moment.

Emma met her gaze without hesitation. “Yeah,” she said. “I do.”

Bria searched her face, as if trying to decide whether she believed her.

“And you think I could too?” she asked.

Emma smiled faintly. “I know you could. You could literally control any man if you really want to.”

Bria looked away again, her thoughts clearly turning over something she was not ready to admit. “I don’t know,” she said quietly.

Emma did not push further. She leaned back against the wall, watching her, letting the silence stretch just long enough to settle in. At the same time, Bria sat there, caught between discomfort and a hungry curiosity.

He’s on his knees, but he’s facing the two walls in front of him. He’s still in the corner, and he understands what this means. More importantly, Emma just gave him another command.

“Turn around,” she had ordered.

He hasn’t done it, not yet. He hasn’t been able to do it.

He is bracing himself, thinking she’s about to strike again. She could go for his shoulders, or maybe one of his flanks. She could strike at his waist, but she doesn’t. Instead, this girl sounds almost amused when she tells him, “I want you to know something.”

“What?” Trevor asks in a small voice.

“This is just the beginning,” she tells him. “This is just the beginning because I want to train you. I want to break you, and I want you to believe everything I tell you. I want you to understand that I’m a girl, and you’re a boy, and that means you will have to do everything I say.”

He should be able to argue.

He can’t.

“Open your mouth,” she says.

“What? Why?” This time, he speaks reflexively. He doesn’t mean to question her authority, and he isn’t trying to antagonize her.

It doesn’t matter. That girl has the cigarette dangling there between her lips. He sees the way the light plays along those glossy contours. At the same time, she inhales, and the tip flares a bright shade of orange for just a moment.

In her left hand, she’s holding the antenna. Her right hand is empty.

Then she smacks him across the face. She strikes harder. He doesn’t see it coming.

“Open your mouth, slave.”

Trevor needs to jump up onto his feet, to raise his finger, and to insist that he isn’t a slave, and he doesn’t have to do everything she says!

Even so, he can feel it. Maybe she is right. Maybe she will break him, and she will succeed because he will believe everything she tells him. He has already repeated those words. More importantly, Trevor still can’t bring himself to defy her.

Maybe he asked a question, and perhaps he held up for a few seconds, but that isn’t good enough.

He opens his mouth.

He closes his eyes, and he assumes that she is just going to blow more smoke between his teeth and down his throat. He tries to prepare himself. He knows it’s going to be another repulsive experience, but it’s fine. He could handle it. Even if he hates it, he can take it!

Closing his eyes is a mistake because she takes that cigarette, she pinches it between two fingers, and then she puts it out on his tongue! She presses it down, and he tries to draw back, but she doesn’t let him go. She twists the cigarette, grinding the tip against the soft flesh of his tongue.

It hurts!

It burns!

At different points over the course of his life, Trevor has endured a couple of burns here or there. But now, he remembers exactly what that feels like. It isn’t an abstraction or some concept. This is a special kind of twisted agony that rips along his tongue.

He stumbles back. He falls. He lands on his ass first, and then she leans forward, and she presses her foot up against his chest. She knocked him down and holds him there.

There’s the taste of ash, the pain, and the inability to understand what’s going on. Distantly, he might be aware of her presence and the fact that she has braced her weight against his torso.

“How did that feel, boy? Did that feel like a punishment?”

“Yes!”

“Does it help you understand that you have to behave?”

“Yes!”

“Are you going to be a good boy for me? Are you going to be a good slave?”

“Yes!” Each time he calls out that affirmative because he knows he can’t resist her; he can’t deny her. More importantly, this girl knows how to punish him.

“Perfect,” she tells him. “I’m glad to hear that you are learning. So let’s go onto our next lesson, shall we?”

Trevor has no idea what that is supposed to mean, but he is still down on the floor. Finally, she pulls her foot away, and he looks at her again.

She walks over to her bed, she sits down, and she looks so regal as she stretches her arms behind her. She presses her weight down onto her palms as she spreads her legs.

This girl is relaxed because she is powerful. This girl is at ease because she knows she can get whatever she wants from the punished boy down on the floor. He might be older, but he’s just a boy. He might have a career of his own, but he is still just a slave. Those realities bind him, and she knows it.

“Come over here and worship me again. I want a nice big, powerful orgasm. Trust me, Trevor. You don’t want to mess this up. If you mess this up, boy, you’re going to regret it.”

He thinks about her palm, the antenna, and the belt. He thinks about the pain that has already ripped across his senses and everything else this girl can do to him.

“I’ll do it,” he promises her, even as he pushes himself up onto his hands and knees. This time, that young woman doesn’t have to order him to crawl.

Trevor makes his way along the floor. At one point, his head is bowed down, and he has his weight on his elbows, forearms, and palms. Then he glances up, and he sees her there again.

She is sitting up straight, her spine rigid with a demure smile on her face. At that moment, she doesn’t look like some well behaved girl. Instead, she’s relaxing, and she’s spread out. She looks powerful, like she understands that she is about to get worshiped, and there’s nothing he can do to stop her.

“Before you go down on me, you’re going to ask for permission.”

Permission? He doesn’t think he should need permission!

But even as that idea flashes behind his eyes, Trevor locks his teeth together, and he understands that he doesn’t get any choice, not really. If this girl wants something, then he has to provide it. If she wants him to lick her opening, then he’s going to do it. He doesn’t have any choice.

“Please, can I go down on you?” He grumbles the request.

“You’re going to have to do much better than that. I think you owe me an honorific.”

An honorific? He knows what that means, but Trevor is also wondering whether or not she has just learned that in one of her classes.

Enjoying herself, Emma brings one hand up to the side of her face. She taps a finger on her chin. From the waist up, she appears completely appropriate and at ease. She is enjoying herself, but he’s the one who has been burned and slapped, belted and spanked. He is the one who is completely at her mercy.

“Mistress,” she decides.

If that word had come from some other woman or a girl, it might have sounded illicit and loaded with judgment. But when she uses that term, it’s clear what she means: she is in charge. She is the owner. She has mastered him, which makes her the Mistress.

Trevor opens his mouth as his lungs tighten, but then she stretches her hand down, and she grabs him by the back of his head. She pulls, guiding his face right up against her pussy.

Before he can start licking, she makes the demand again. “Ask for permission.”

He shouldn’t have to do this, especially while he is in that degrading spot, but Trevor doesn’t see any other alternative. “Mistress, may I go down on you?”

“Not bad, but you can do better,” she tells him.

He hesitates. Trevor just can’t help himself, not when he understands what this is going to cost him. He’s about to give up another chunk of his dignity, another slice of his self-respect.

As a man, he’s supposed to be better than this, if this girl knows exactly how to control him!

“You don’t want to face some more consequences, do you?” That blonde girl is teasing him now. She’s mocking him, controlling him, and playing with him. “I don’t think you want there to be any more consequences. Try again.”

Consequences.

He isn’t supposed to be scared of that word, yet this man understands exactly what that term can mean when it comes from a girl like her.

His chest tightens, his pulse quickens, and he knows he has to get this right. If he doesn’t, she’s going to make him pay for the mistake.

“Please, Mistress. Please, can I go down on you? Please, can I lick your pussy? Can I worship your pussy?” He is speaking faster now. “Please, Mistress! Please, can I have the privilege of licking your pussy and worshiping your body? Please!”

They both hear the desperation.

Several days later, the air in Bria’s room felt different. The door was closed again, but this time the silence extended and stretched as Emma watched her. The earlier uncertainty had not disappeared, but…She was willing to listen. More than that, Bria had started to hope. She couldn’t say that last part, not out loud, not yet, not even to her best friend.

Bria sat cross-legged on the floor, flipping through her phone without really looking at it. Emma sat on the edge of the bed, watching her with quiet patience. “You’ve been thinking about it,” Emma said. Those words sounded almost teasing. More than that, they were a pronouncement because Emma could see it in Bria’s face.

The other girl glanced up, then looked back down. “A little,” she said, turning those words into a difficult admission.

Emma nodded like that confirmed something she already knew. “Good.”

Bria hesitated. “I still don’t know if it’s…right. More than that, I don’t know if I can.”

Emma leaned back and rested her hands behind her on the mattress. “You keep saying that.”

“Because it matters,” Bria said. “You’re talking about controlling people.”

“Boys. I’m talking about controlling boys.” Emma tilted her head.

“That sounds the same,” Bria replied.

“It’s not,” Emma said calmly. “You’re acting like boys don’t already try to do the same thing.”

Bria frowned. “What do you mean?”

Emma’s expression sharpened just slightly. “You really think they’re honest all the time? You think they don’t say things just to get attention or impress someone?”

Bria hesitated. “I mean…sometimes, I guess.”

“Exactly,” Emma said. “They just do it badly.”

Bria appeared pretty and unconvinced, but she didn’t interrupt. In this best friendship, Emma would always be louder and more rambunctious.

“They exaggerate,” Emma continued. “They act more confident than they are. They pretend they don’t care when they do. It’s all the same thing. They’re already playing a game. They just don’t realize it.”

Bria’s grip on her phone tightened slightly. “That doesn’t mean we should try to own them.”

“We can own them and punish them,” Emma corrected. “But when you really stop and think about it, how do you feel?”

“What?”

“How do you feel?” Emma repeated. “Are you worried it’s wrong? Are you worried you shouldn’t do this?” She leaned forward a little, her voice softer now, more persuasive. “Why should they get to set the rules?”

Bria looked up at her again, caught off guard. “They expect you to react,” Emma said. “To like them. To go along with whatever they want. Even the nice ones. They still want something.” Each staccato point slashed through the air as Bria’s best friend made her wonder what she should think and how she should act.

“That’s not fair,” Bria insisted without any real conviction.

Emma shrugged lightly. “It’s true.” She let a brief pause settle before continuing. “We can control them. We can own them.”

Bria’s expression shifted, uncertain.

“You’ve seen it,” Emma went on. “A guy likes a girl, and suddenly he’s doing everything for her. Think about what can happen behind closed doors. Think about what she can do when he falls in love or lust.”

Bria hesitated. “That’s just…liking someone.”

Emma smiled faintly. “And what do you think happens if the girl actually understands that?”

Bria did not answer.

“She can decide how far it goes,” Emma said. “She can decide what she gets out of it. That’s not wrong. That’s just being smart.”

Bria looked down again, her thoughts clearly turning over.

“It still feels like you’re taking advantage of them,” she said quietly.

Emma shook her head. “No. They’re choosing it because they’re dumb and can’t help themselves.”

“That doesn’t make it better.”

“It does,” Emma replied. “It’s what they deserve. It’s what they need.” She watched Bria carefully as she measured the effect of every word. “Besides,” Emma added, her tone almost casual, “it’s not like they’re fragile. You’d be surprised what a guy can take”

Bria let out a small breath. “I don’t know about that.”

“They act tough,” Emma said. “But most of them are desperate for attention. You give them a little attention or approval, and they’ll do almost anything to keep it.” There was no hesitation in her voice. She practically sang those words. “And you don’t think that says something about them?” she continued. “If it’s that easy?”

Bria frowned slightly. “That feels kind of harsh.”

Emma shrugged. “Maybe. But it’s real.”

“So you really think it’s a good thing,” Bria said finally. “And you think I could do it?”

Emma met her gaze. “I know you can. I know you should. I know we should do it together.”

“You may,” Emma tells him.

He slipped forward, and he presses his mouth up against her slit. Just like before, he can taste her. He inhales the aroma of her sex.

His tongue slides along her opening, but then she chuckles, and she tightens her grip on the hair at the back of his head, and she pulls him back. He glances up at her, and he’s wondering what she is thinking.

“I think I want something more than that. I think I want a little appetizer from you first.”

“What, what are you talking about?”

She lets go of his head, but then her other hand comes up, and she slaps him. Her palm strikes this boy hard against the cheek.

His head jerks to the side as his vision blurs for just a second. But then he swallows, and he forces himself to face her again. He tells himself he can do this. He tells himself that he can handle her.

Trevor needs to believe that.

Then again, he has no idea whether or not it’s really true.

Trevor can only watch as this girl steps forward. Immediately, he retreats back. He stays down on the floor.

Then reality punches into him all at once; he is down on the floor like a pet because this woman outranked him. Despite her youth, she is still capable of commanding him. She has demonstrated this again and again. Even as he pokes at that idea, Trevor tries to think of something he can do or say to get this girl to change her mind. He feels like he should naturally be able to take control of the situation.

But he can’t.

And now, Emma stands up, and she strips. She pulls off her shirt, followed by her bra. Her breasts spill out, and then she tosses herself down onto the bed. She crosses her wrists above her head, arches her back for just a moment, and then she closes her eyes. Without even turning her head to address him, she calls out, “Slave boy, I want you to come over here and worship me.”

He isn’t even sure exactly what that means, yet Trevor still stands up. That pain is still simmering across his cheek and down along his buttocks. His cock is hard, and he sees her there. At this moment, she has her legs crossed, but that could change it any moment. Instead, he sees those other details.

Then he notices something, the hair along her armpits. He had never noticed that before, but that detail sticks out for some reason. He narrows his eyes, and he tries to understand this girl.

She obviously puts a lot of effort into her appearance. She loves to do her makeup, to brush her hair, and to pick out her tops and shorts, her shoes and her skirts.

But now she is naked, and he understands that there are so many different guys out there who would be desperate for the chance to see her like this.

She opens her eyes.

“What is it?”

“You’re beautiful,” he tells her.

She flashes a smile. “And you’re very sweet, but that’s not going to get you out of this.”

His eyes are still directed down toward her chest, but he isn’t focused on her breasts. Instead, there’s something about the pale hair right there. His chest compresses, and he’s breathing harder.

“You don’t like this, do you?”

“It’s fine,” he blurts out right away. Instantly, however, he knows that this girl is going to be able to recognize that lie for exactly what it is.

“You’re lying,” she says even as she smiles at him. “What? You don’t like my legs? You don’t like my breasts? Is that it?”

“No…”

“Oh, I get it…” Emma says as she lets her voice trail off. “You don’t like the idea that I don’t shave my armpits. Is that it?”

“I, I…” Trevor understands that he has to say something else. These responses aren’t acceptable, and they are going to get him in trouble. Even so, he stands there, and his voice is shaking. The words come out, trembling, and he knows just how pathetic he sounds, but that girl is still watching him. She might be naked and on her back, but she lets her eyes wander along his face and down his torso.

“Come over here and worship me. I want you to kiss my toes, sniff me, and lick me.”

Part of him wants to repeat the command, especially because he doesn’t think he can truly understand it. Instead, he remains silent. He purses his lips as he crawls forward, climbs up onto his feet, and soon kneels on top of the bed.

Although he is above her now, Trevor doesn’t feel like he is in control. He doesn’t feel like he has any kind of advantage, especially when there is that other compulsion. He answers, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy,” she says. She closes her eyes and relaxes.

He leans down, and he kisses the big toe on her right foot, followed by the left. Then he brushes his lips and the tip of his nose along her ankle, upper shin, past her knee, along her thigh. He sees her pubic hair. She sucks in her stomach, and he kisses her right below her belly button. Then he is on top of her, and she opens her eyes to look back at him.

He might be on top of her, but he doesn’t have any kind of control here.

He is still the slave, and they both know it.

“Sniff,” she says. “Breathe it in. You made me a little bit sweaty before. I bet you’re going to like it.”

“No,” he wants to say, but this boy is smart enough to keep his mouth shut. He understands that if he speaks without permission, he is going to regret it. Instead, he has to stay silent. He has to tell her what she wants to hear. If he does anything else, then she’s going to punish him. He doesn’t want to feel her palm on his cheek or his ass. He can’t stand the idea of getting belted or whipped with that antenna either.

All of this means he has to be a good slave for his Mistress.

He leans down, and he sniffs her armpit. Then she brings her hand down to the top of his head, and she pushes his face along the bristly hair. It isn’t especially long. It isn’t especially unkempt. Still, he can feel it.

Like so many other guys, Trevor instinctively thinks that women are supposed to be smooth and beautifully hairless. Right here, however, she has made it clear that she isn’t going to follow those rules. She doesn’t care about those expectations, so he has to inhale the scent of her sweat. The salty tang hits the back of his nostrils.

“Lick my nipples next,” she says.

Relief floods through him, and he obeys. His mouth is watering, even as he wraps his lips around her left nipple, and he starts to suck. He flicks his tongue along the tip of her nipple, and she arches her back as she moans.

“Good boy,” she says, her voice stretching out. “Now sniff my armpit again.”

Again?

He thought he was done!

But now, this girl has shown him that he is wrong. He doesn’t get to dictate what she will want or expect, nor can he stop her from making those demands. And each time she issues a command, he will have to yield again and again. She is in charge.

Emma owns him.

He belongs to this cute, sexy, charismatic blonde. There is something about the strength of her will that binds him, and he doesn’t know how to break free!

Only seconds later, he presses his lips and the tip of his tongue up against the curve of her underarm. “Breathe in,” she orders.

Again, he obeys. She brings her arm down, almost like he is trapped in a headlock. He could slip free, but he understands that the consequences will be severe if he tries something like that. Instead, he just has to endure this indignity from one second to the next.

“Tell me you like how that smells.”

“Mistress, I like how it smells,” he says. They might both understand that he is lying, but that doesn’t matter because that’s not the point.

“Good boy,” she says. “Now lick my nipples again before you kiss my neck. At the same time, I want you to thank me. Thank me for training you. Thank me for owning you. Thank me for considering letting you go.”

She was considering letting him go?

Trevor drew back for just a second. She stayed there, spread out beneath him, yet that same sense of command and power radiated off of her.

When he looked down at her, he didn’t feel like some hunter who had conquered a pretty girl. Instead, he understood that he was helpless and at her mercy.

He had just sniffed her armpits! Worse, he had done it because she had issued that command. She told him what to do, and he obeyed over and over again!

Her eyes are practically glittering as she watches him.

“Thank you for thinking about letting me go,” he tells her.

“You really want to go, don’t you?”

This feels like a trap; he has dealt with women before, so he understands that they can ask these loaded questions that might lead to the worst kinds of interpretations.

“I just want to obey you,” he says.

The words are humiliating, but he recognizes something else. At that moment, they are true. He understands exactly what he said. Maybe there are other, distant desires. Maybe he is also thinking about escape or breaking away or just getting out of there, but there is something about her presence. When he is close to her, she can bend his expectations. He knows that he is hard. He understands that his cock is wrecked.

Even so, he is focused on her.

“Good boy,” she says. “Smart boy.”

As she compliments him, he knows what she means. He knows exactly how she is teasing him all over again! Heat sprints along his cheeks as he thinks about this and what it means.

“Service me,” she says. Then she drops her voice to a little more than a whisper. “Worship my pussy because you know you belong down there.”

He obeys, surrendering to her whims again. He drops his head down between her inner thighs, and then he is licking again, gliding his tongue along her crevice, just like before. He goes down. He goes deep. He licks, his movement is almost frantic. He gives this girl everything she wants! She raises her knees, and she smiles. She lets out this satisfied sigh before each breath starts to come faster. Soon, she’s gasping, she’s panting, and it’s clear she wants more.

At first, she lets him take the initiative. He gets to set the pace even as his tongue slides along her pussy.

But now she grabs onto him again, and she presses down.

Another dose of shame burns across his body, all because she doesn’t trust him. She isn’t letting him take control. Instead, this is about her pleasure. He might be the one worshiping her, yet this girl isn’t going to let him make a decision.

She is in charge.

More than that, she owns him!

He keeps licking. She uses the command. “Faster, slave.”

His tongue moves in one quick burst after another. He rushes the tip of his tongue along her crevice.

“Deeper,” she says next, and he obeys again.

He goes in deeper, and he is licking harder and faster, giving her exactly what she wants.

She comes!

The ecstasy shoots across her body, and she kicks down. She opens her eyes wide without seeing the ceiling.

“You did a good job.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Are you grateful? Are you grateful you have the opportunity to please me?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he says because he understands this is the right answer.

She reaches down, and she strokes the top of his head. She is petting him, her fingers gliding along his scalp.

“Good,” she tells him. “Because I think it’s time for you to leave.”

Trevor slides away from her bed, and he reaches for his clothing. He gets dressed, and she does the same. She pulls on her panties, her bra, a clean T-shirt, and her shorts. It doesn’t take her long.

At first, Trevor feels awkward, like he knows there’s something he’s supposed to say, but he doesn’t understand what it should be. He turns, and he takes his belt, and he slides it back into his pants. From there, he heads toward the door.

She’s following him.

He assumed she’s going back into her kitchen to go get some water or something.

Instead, he goes out through the front door, and she is still following him.

“I’m coming with you,” she says before he can ask.

“What?”

“I’m coming with you,” she repeats.

He’s walking, and he keeps glancing over his shoulder as he tries to comprehend what this really means.

When he had shown up at her place, Trevor had understood that he was going to confront this girl. Of course, he had never imagined that she would be able to punish him or play with him like this, but now he is at his front door, and he wants to pull out his key, almost like he’s a stranger. Then he remembers that it is unlocked, so he opens it, and he turns back to her.

“Bria, are you home?” Emma shouts out to the living room.

Just a few seconds later, they both hear her bedroom door open, and then she is coming down the stairs.

“Emma!”

The two girls throw themselves at one another. They hug, and they are laughing. Maybe Bria whispers something to her best friend.

In the meantime, Trevor is standing there.

Strictly speaking, he is back in his clothes. He looks completely normal. He is Bria‘s father, and he is the man of this household. He holds onto all of those details, even as he considers whether or not he is going to be able to sneak away. Realistically, that seems like the best idea.

He doesn’t say anything to the girls, especially because they are distracted with one another.

Presumably, Bria and Emma will head back upstairs, and they will talk about boys or makeup or their favorite shows or whatever. He doesn’t care. As long as they leave him alone, he can pretend that nothing has happened. That beautiful blonde didn’t spank him. She didn’t punish him. He doesn’t know what her armpits smell like or what her pussy tastes like. He can hold onto those ideas. He can pretend…

He takes a few steps, and he’s almost back toward the kitchen when he hears one word from Emma.

“Stop.”

He freezes. His shoulders tightened, and then she leans over and whispers something to his daughter.

“Daddy, is there something you want to tell me?” Bria sounds genuinely curious and may be a little bit confused.

What has Emma told her?

He turns back. He looks over at his daughter’s best friend.

Unfortunately, for Trevor, Emma reveals nothing. Sure, there is that vibrant smile on her face as she watches him, and her eyes are definitely sparkling again, but those details don’t help him. They don’t tell him anything he needs to know.

“Yeah, boy. Is there something you want to tell her?”

Boy.

At first, he hopes that Bria didn’t pick up on that detail, but he jerks his head up, and he looks over. Right away, he can see the shock on Bria‘s face because no one is supposed to use that kind of language with him. He is a man, and he is the patriarch of this household. He makes the decisions, and he decides how things are going to work.

His daughter respects him.

But now, Emma walks over to her slave boy. She cocks her head to the side, and she grabs him by his shirt. He stumbles forward. She looks into his eyes. “Trevor, strip for both of us. Take off everything right now.”

Bria giggles. Shock players across her face, even as her mouth drops open, and she brings her hands up to cover her lips.

Then she lets go.

“I’m not going to do that,” he starts to say.

She slaps him across the face.

“You are going to behave yourself,” she says. “You are going to be a good and obedient boy for both of us.”

Bria is staring at him. She is staring at him with wide eyes as she tries to figure out what is going on because none of this makes sense to her.

Over the course of her life, her father has always been there to discipline her, guide her, and teach her. Whenever she has gotten in trouble, he has been there to punish and correct her.

But now there is this blonde standing there, and she is Bria‘s best friend, but that shouldn’t entitle her to talk to Trevor like this. As far as Bria knows, no one has ever talked to Trevor like this!

He starts to say something else.

She backhands him.

There’s that quick snap of sensation, his eyes water for a second, then he opens his mouth, but he can’t do it.

He can’t defy this girl. He can’t resist her. When she gives him a command, he has to obey!

He breaks, and he pulls off his shirt, and he slides his feet from his shoes. He yanks off his socks, and he pulls down his pants and his underwear.

Within moments, he is naked, but he has his eyes held shut.

He might be able to block out the image of his daughter and her best friend, but he can’t hide from the sounds. They are giggling, tittering, and laughing.

Then he opens his eyes, and they’re both pointing at him.

That is when he glances down, and he sees his erection again. He can’t help it, not when Emma is around!

“You know what? I think this calls for a celebration,” Emma says after nearly a minute of laughing at him.

“What kind of celebration?”

“Do you want to see what I can make him do?”

Trevor stares back at Bria. Before he can stop himself, he gives that girl a quick, desperate shake of his head. There are those frantic, almost quivering movements. But then Bria makes her decision. “Yes.” That is all she says. That is all she needs to say.

“Slave boy, get down on your knees.”

He closes his eyes, and he lowers himself down in front of those girls.

“Crawl over to us.” As Emma speaks, she snaps her fingers, and she calls him across the room.

He’s already down on all fours. Still, he understands that he is going to lose something important if he behaves this way in front of his daughter. He tells himself not to do it. He tells himself that he won’t do it, that he can’t do it!

“You don’t want to get in trouble again, do you?”

He thinks about what Emma has already done in front of Bria, so he breaks.

He crawls, moving along on his knuckles and knees. He makes his way across the living room floor.

Within moments, he’s in front of those girls.

“Pet him,” Emma says.

“What?”

“Pet him. Pet him like he’s a dog.”

Trevor raises his head, and he glances up at that girl for just a few fractions of a second. Then he drops his head right back down. He presses his chin to his chest as he inhales one desperate gasp after another, all because his heart is pounding, and he can’t figure out exactly how he can make these girls stop.

Very slowly, Bria reaches down, and she runs her fingers along the top of his head. She makes that momentary contact.

Then she is petting him.

He hates this. He hates this with every fiber of his being.

It isn’t the physical sensations. Ironically, those feel nice. It’s something else. It’s the fact that this is supposed to be his little girl, but she is petting him like he’s nothing but an animal.

Hopefully this will be it. He’s naked in front of them, but he’s a guy, so it doesn’t matter.

Only then, Emma crouches down on his other side, and she leans forward. “Touch yourself.”

“What? No. I can’t!”

“Look at that, Bria. This boy is being defiant. Do you know what we do with defiant boys?”

“You’re joking…” Bria says, her voice straining, probably because she has a very good idea of what she is supposed to do, but she can’t quite believe it. When they have talked before about manipulating men, Bria must have imagined that they were going to go after some guy at school. It was impossible to think that they would do this to her father.

But he is still a boy, and that makes him vulnerable. He can be manipulated. He can be punished and disciplined. He can be owned!

Bria is absorbing those ideas one after another. Before, they were just concepts and notions. They were words that this other girl told her.

But now…

“What do we do with defiant boys?” Emma asks.

“We punish them.”

“Do you remember what I got you?”

“You’re joking. I didn’t think I would use it on him!”

“I think you can use both of them on him.”

This time, Trevor can’t help himself. The temptation overwhelms him as he jerks his head up and looks across the distance at Bria. At that moment, she seems so pretty, so innocent and sweet. Only then, the look of shock dissipates. She brings her lips back together, and she sneers down at him.

On any other day or occasion, Trevor would be able to look right back at his daughter and tell her that she can’t give him this kind of attitude. In this household, he expects respect! He expects her to give him the deference he deserves as the man of this house. But that doesn’t work, not here or now, not with Bria standing above him.

“Go get them,” Emma tells her friend.

“I don’t know if I can…” After another moment, she adds. “I don’t know if I should.”

Emma turns away from the man on his knees. She goes over to her friend, and she cups her cheeks between her palms. She is looking right at her. She is Bria‘s best friend, so his daughter is going to listen to her. “We’ve talked about this. We know what boys are like. He’s no different. If you think you can manipulate one of the guys at school, you can do the exact same thing right here and right now with him. He just needs to be punished.”

“Are you sure?”

“Trevor, have you licked my pussy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answers, only to flinch because he didn’t need to use that title with her.

Bria notices; she glances back at her father, and then she’s giggling. She’s laughing because she just can’t help herself.

“And have I punished you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he tells both of them.

“And was it good for you? Was it necessary? Does a boy like you need to be punished?”

There can only be one right answer. He knows this.

And yet, he raises his head, and he looks back at Emma. He doesn’t let his gaze drift back toward his daughter. He doesn’t want that girl to see him like this even as he says, “I don’t need to be punished!”

Emma grabs him by his hair, she jerks his head back, and she leans down. “Trevor, go to the corner.”

She snaps her fingers and points.

Bria watches this, her eyes wide. Of course, when she was a lot smaller, her parents routinely ordered her to go to the corner for timeouts. The concept was simple. She was upset or angry or just needed to calm down. She needed a reminder that there were rules, so she had to follow them. And if she didn’t, she would have to go to the corner and stay there until they gave her permission to come back.

It’s his turn now.

Trevor doesn’t want to believe it, but he’s on his feet, and he walks back to the corner, and he braces his hands.

“Go get the bag,” Emma says.

What is it? What is in that bag? What are these girls going to do?

He hates those questions and how they send fresh shivers of nervous dread pulsating down his spine, but his daughter hops away. She runs back through the house. And while she’s gone, the blonde walks back over to him. She scratches his back, her nails gliding along his skin as she tells him, “I want you to understand that we are going to win. You can fight if you want. You can misbehave if you want, but it won’t make any difference. You get that, right? You understand that we are in charge, don’t you?”

He wishes he could argue; he fights hard to come up with some reason for why she has to be wrong.

Despite his best efforts, he fails.

Emma drops her hand to the curve of his ass, and she squeezes.

For a moment, he tightens up, thinking that she’s going to spank him.

But she doesn’t, not this time.

Instead, that girl caresses his ass, and then she leans forward, moving her arm past his hip. Her fingers find his erect shaft, and she squeezes. She plays with him, rubbing him. He closes his eyes and tries to hide from those sensations, yet every moment brings another moment of stimulation.

“You like that, don’t you? You love it when a pretty girl like me touches you. It’s fine. You can accept it. You can embrace it. There’s nothing wrong with accepting who and what you are, Trevor. You are a slave because you’re a boy. Maybe you had to wait a while, but now I have found you, and I’m going to be able to tell you to do whatever I want for as long as I want.”

Again and again, he searches for the strength to interrupt her. He needs to tell her that she is wrong and that she won’t get away with this! Despite those best efforts, he always fails.

And then his daughter comes back. She runs right back into the living room, and she tosses a bag onto the couch. It lands, and then she asks, “can I punish him? Can I punish him for being rude and defiant?”

A girl like her shouldn’t be able to decide that he has been “rude and defiant”. Then again, he had never imagined a girl like her could exist. But now he faces her, and he doesn’t know what to do.

Finally, the words leave his lips. “Yes, Mistress.”

She pats him on the head.

But now, Bria is standing over there. She reaches into her bag as he glances over his shoulder. He doesn’t want to know. He doesn’t want to see it.

His daughter retrieves a long, polished wooden paddle from the bag. It almost looks like sports equipment, like something that could be used in cricket or something. He doesn’t know how that game works, but his daughter smacks the palm of her hand, and she is looking at him. Their eyes meet, and he waits for some hesitation or doubt to flash across her pretty face.

Bria shows none.

Instead, she is looking at him, and she smiles. Then she walks over to her father. She puts the paddle to his ass. She touches it, and he knows he needs to be able to fight back. He should be able to spin around and grab the tool from her hand before he tosses it aside. Better yet, maybe he could even grab it and slam it down over his knee, shattering it.

But he isn’t brave enough or something like that.

Emma has been able to control him on her own. Now there are two girls in the room, and he doesn’t know how to defeat them.

He doesn’t know how to win.

“This is going to be good for you,” Bria announces. It sounds exactly like something. Emma might have said.

He opens his mouth, like he’s going to be able to argue with her. If nothing else, he should be able to punish her.

But that isn’t how this works, not anymore.

Bria uses the paddle. She jerks it back, holds it up, swings down, and there is that mighty boom of force. The pain shoots across his body. Maybe it’s duller than what he experienced with the antenna, but the rush of sensation still crushes every thought.

He jerks his head up. He opens his mouth.

Somehow, Trevor manages to remain silent. Of that, he can be proud.

Then again, that is only the first blow. His daughter swings down again, using the paddle like it’s a baseball bat. She’s holding onto it with both hands. She delivers another smack to his ass. Fresh pain courses along his body, thundering between his nerves. His toes shove down against the floor, even as another wave of agony crashes into him.

That was the second blow.

She gives me a third, a fourth, a fifth, and a sixth!

Part of him can’t believe it, but his daughter is laughing. He wants to turn back and face her.

Even though he isn’t brave enough for something like that, he can still picture her face with her bright eyes, that big smile, and the eager excitement tracing along her every movement.

Maybe she has always wanted to do this. Even if she didn’t realize it, maybe she has always yearned for the opportunity to punish her father.

His ass turns a bright shade of red. She keeps going. His skin turns purple. He can’t take it!

He cries out. He makes those desperate little sounds, but then she finally stops. She’s chuckling again, and his heart is pounding so loud that he can’t hear the girls as they whisper back-and-forth.

“Get on your knees and tell your daughter that she is your superior,” Emma commands.

He turns around. He drops down. He stares at her feet.

But then someone grabs him by his hair, jerking, and forcing him to raise his chin. That is when he stares past the curves of her breasts to the contours of her shoulders and all the way up to her face. He is looking up into her eyes, and he sees it.

This girl is just like Emma.

No, he tries to tell himself. No, he can’t and won’t believe it. He can’t accept the idea that Emma and Bria are the same. He knows Bria‘s best friend now. That girl is beautiful, seductive, and dangerous. But at the same time, she is still basically a stranger. Even if she has used him, he understands how this works. He knows what this means.

His daughter should be completely different.

But she isn’t.

She has that wicked little smirk on her mouth, and she nodded to herself as she seems to come to a conclusion.

“Do it,” Bria orders.

It is a command. It can’t be mistaken for anything else.

Even though the moisture drains away from his mouth, Trevor glances up at her. “You are my superior.” He is saying that to a young woman. He is saying that to a girl. He is saying that to a girl who he should have been entitled to spank because he is her father!

None of that feels true at that moment. Even if there are those foundational realities, none of them matter because this girl is standing over him, and his ass is a bright shade of red or purple, and this girl is towering over him. She is standing while he is kneeling. She is fully dressed while he is naked.

Bria touches a finger to the corner of her cheek as she considers this. “That’s a good start, but I want more. Keep going.”

Keep going? At first, Trevor doesn’t understand. Little by little, the pieces slot into place, and he knows he has to give her what she wants.

“Bria, you are a young woman, so you are superior to me,” he says through gritted teeth. “You can do whatever you want.”

She sounds so innocent, so inexperienced as she asks, “I can do whatever I want with you? I can do whatever I want to you?”

He absolutely hates the reality that there can only be one possible answer here. Still, he has no choice!

“Yes.”

“In this house, who is now in charge?” Emma asks.

Trevor jerks his head up, and he looks back at Bria. Again, he is searching for some hesitation, some doubt. On some level, this girl can’t really believe that all of this can or should be true.

Then again, she is a girl, and there will always be that gap between them. As a man, he can never really understand who she is or how she thinks.

“You’re in charge, Bria.”

Emma nudges her best friend. Bria smiles, revealing the edges of her canines. “Trevor,” she starts by using his first name. He flinches. He hates how quickly his body responds, but he can’t help himself! “Trevor, if I give you chores, are you going to do them?”

“Yes. I will do any chores you give me.” This man shouldn’t have to utter those words, but he understands what will happen if he defies either of those girls, especially because Bria is still holding onto that paddle.

“I think that calls for a celebration,” Emma tells her friend.

Still down on his knees, Trevor doesn’t know what those girls are talking about, but they both hop over to the bag, and they pull it out: a pack of cigarettes. A lighter follows.

Immediately, he sucks in a breath as he gets ready to call out that inevitable, “No. You can’t smoke here. You can’t smoke in my house!”

Once those words are out on the air, he knows how ridiculous they sound.

The girls look at him, and his daughter just shakes her head from side to side. At the same time, Bria‘s best friend giggles.

“He needs something special.”

“The other toy?” Bria asks. It is her suggestion. This is something she wants to try.

“The other toy,” Emma agrees.

But now, those girls are both smoking! They light up. The tips of their cigarettes catch from the lighter.

He can only stare helplessly as Bria brings her cigarette to her mouth, she puckers her lips and takes a deep breath.

For a moment, he hopes that she’s going to start coughing. She shouldn’t be able to do this; she shouldn’t be good at it! She is his little girl, and she should be completely sickened by the act of smoking!

Instead, she looks completely regal and utterly unstoppable.

Both of these girls are the same; they have that same grace, that same power, and the same authority. They are young women, and he is just a boy, and now he is thinking about all of the different reasons why they are in charge and why he has to do what they say.

He can’t interrupt.

Even if he desperately wishes he could, something stops him.

Then Emma lowers her voice, and she says, “I can do it if you want.”

“No. You gave it to me. I want to do it.”

“Perfect,” Emma says. “Then while you are playing with him, I can enjoy that mouth of his.”

Trevor lifts his head, and he finally looks back at those young women. “What are you talking about?”

“Close your eyes, Trevor,” Emma instructs as she ignores his question. “We are going to have some fun with you, and we want it to be a surprise. Isn’t that right, Bria?”

His daughter giggles. “You have no idea!”

He shut his eyes. He is naked and on his knees again. He knows he should be able to speak, but something holds him back.

Then he hears the rustle of clothing. There is the shifting sound of fabric.

His chest tightens, especially because several minutes go by, and then he hears Emma‘s voice, low and seductive. “Open your eyes, slave.”

He obeys. He raises his eyelids, and then he sees her standing there, naked once again. His daughter is almost completely naked as well, but she’s wearing something else, something different…

What is that?

He sees the sleek, shining black of her new panties, but there is something that emerges from between her legs.

It’s a dildo, he realizes.

It is already shining with lubricant as that girl rotates her hips to the left, then the right. She makes the dildo bob and sway and swing just a little bit.

Emma strolls over to him, strokes her hand along the ridge of his nose and down along the contours of his cheek. Then she purrs, “Trevor, have you ever been fucked in the ass?”

A girl like her isn’t supposed to use this kind of language. Anyone seeing this young woman would automatically assume that a girl with her appearance would be sweet, innocent, and naïve. There’s something about the shape of her face, the soft bounce of her hair, and the way her eyes shine as she smiles down at him.

Despite that presence, she is staring at him and waiting.

“No…”

“Yes,” Bria answers. “Get on your hands and knees, slave!”

Slave. He seems to absorb that word. It breaks something within him as he drops down, and then Bria comes up behind him. She grabs his hair. Then she uses her other hand. She smacks his ass.

Maybe she noticed how he reacted before. She tells him, “That’s right. You’re a slave now. You’re going to do whatever we say. We are in charge. And in case you’re wondering, yes, we can get Mom involved.”

“No…”

She gives his ass another smack, punishing him as she makes him go silent.

It works.

That is when Emma strides forward, crouches down, gets on her back, and spreads her legs. She reaches out. As Bria, let’s go of the back of his head, Emma takes her place. She forces his face down, and he already knows what’s going to happen.

He is going to worship her pussy. He is going to lick her, gliding his tongue along her opening before she makes him go in fast and deep.

Once again, he can taste her.

But that is only the start of his degradation because that other girl aims her fake cock, and then she shoves forward, thrusting into his waiting ass. Of course, he does his best to tighten down his opening and lock his muscles. He tries so hard to fight, but he fails completely!

She pushes forward. That girl is also surprisingly strong. More importantly, she is determined as she pumps into him, the tip of her toy penetrating his entrance. She buries it, sliding forward and thrusting until she buries it to the hilt of her harness.

He takes it.

He gets penetrated.

He gets used.

He gets fucked!

All of this happens, and he’s squirming, but Emma still has her hand on the back of his head. He licks.

The girls are laughing, and maybe they’re smoking, and there’s nothing he can do to fight it. His mouth is busy as he worships that girl. He gives her precisely what she craves. Within moments, she is moaning.

At the same time, Bria is laughing.

He takes it from both ends; there is the flavor of Emma‘s pussy. There is the humiliating friction of that toy as it pushes into him, gliding along the walls of his ass.

A man like Trevor was never supposed to get used this way. Sex is supposed to be him on top of a girl, thrusting down and enjoying himself.

But then Bria reaches past his hip, and she grabs his cock. He whimpers. He moans. He tries to tell her something; he fights hard to get those sounds out onto the air because she can’t do this. He promises himself he won’t endure that indignity. He won’t let her get away with this!

That idea sounds good inside of his head, but he is about to fail, and they all know it.

Emma is laughing, even as those fresh sounds of eager desperation vibrate in her chest. She even calls out, “that’s right, boy. That’s right. You know who you are, don’t you? You know where you belong!”

“You deserve to be a slave! You deserve to be a pet!” Bria calls out.

That girl isn’t supposed to get away with this; she shouldn’t be able to demonstrate that kind of disrespect toward this man, but they are both right because he is owned. He is a slave.

Bria continues to pound into that man. She pushes hard, yanking back, rocking her hips and using him.

Then she squeezes, and he knows he has to fight it, but he can’t. He fails! He loses!

Trevor tries so hard to erect that psychological defense. He does his best to create that barrier between his reaction and everything he wants.

That girl squeezes, and he fails. He can feel himself throbbing. He blows his load, even as the girl underneath his mouth comes so hard! He loses himself. He is swept away by that arousal, even as that other girl is pumping into him, thrusting and proving that he really is just a slave.

Bria jerks back. She pulls the tip of her toy away from his ass. Emma slides out from beneath his lips, and then those girls actually give each other a high five. They are laughing as they glance back at him, and then it is Bria who speaks up. “We are done with you for right now, slave. Clean up that mess. We are going back to my room to talk about all of this.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answers.

The two girls burst into another round of laughter as he gets dressed. And then he is on his hands and knees, scrubbing the floor as they hop away.

The End
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The Verger Treatment

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

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

Jasmine’s Sissy

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

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

Black Widows

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

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

Bullied Cuckold

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

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