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Disciplinarian

He shivered. He didn’t expect that. Under most circumstances, he knew how to control his body. As far as he knew, he never blushed, his bottom lip didn’t quiver, and the hairs never rose along the back of his neck. But now, he was naked, bent forward, and trapped against that bench.

Natalie, his girlfriend, had given him an ultimatum. She had looked right into his eyes, and he had stared back with as much sympathy as he could muster. And yet, it hadn’t been enough. It hadn’t been anywhere near enough, all because she had already known the truth.

This time, he wouldn’t be able to lie to her.

“I know,” Natalie said to him.

“What?”

“I know,” she repeated. Her eyes were wet as she blinked. She glanced down, reconsidered, and focused her attention back on her boyfriend. As her lips tightened, she straightened her back, and he saw that anger burning hot behind her eyes as she stared. “When we first got together, you promised me. You said you weren’t going to look up anything online inappropriate. You said that you were going to be loyal to me and only to me.”

“Natalie…” Josh said right away, reaching out to old his girlfriend.

She stepped back. With her arms tight over her chest, his girlfriend continued to stare. Then there was that angry gulp that dropped down along her throat. She exhaled slowly, and then she announced, “I get it. You are a guy. Guys have different kinds of needs. Fine. Whatever.”

“Please, we can just talk about this,” He said.

Natalie ignored him as the words continued out of her mouth unabated. “I just need to know one thing,” she said without raising her voice. She didn’t shout. She didn’t growl at him. Somehow, this made it worse.

Josh’s gut tightened as he realized this could be the end of their relationship.

He didn’t want to believe it; he didn’t want to accept it. After all, he loved this girl. More than that, he remembered what it was like to be lonely, to be single, to wander around on the apps, desperately hoping he would be able to find a girl like her.

Not only that, she was so beautiful…

Just like her sister, Natalie had straight blonde hair, vivid blue eyes, pale skin, and those perfectly shaped lips. He was lucky to be with her, but they had been dating, and he was a guy, and he could get bored sometimes. Besides, they were only websites. They were just fantasies. They didn’t mean anything! (Natalie wasn’t going to accept any of that reasoning; she wasn’t going to listen to those justifications.)

“Do you still want to be with me?” Natalie asked him.

“Yes. Absolutely!” He injected as much sincerity as he could into his voice.

“Are you willing to do whatever it takes to be with me?”

Josh opened his mouth, and he knew he had to respond. Realistically, there could only be one correct answer here. Still, his chest tightened, and his fingers pushed against the palms of his hands. He was trying to figure this out. He was struggling to deliver the correct response, even though it was right there.

As a boyfriend, he recognized how these games were played. He knew that women would enter into these different talks, but these weren’t genuine discussions or conversations. After all, Natalie already had something she wanted and expected to hear.

And if he didn’t give her the right answer, then their relationship would be over. (Really, she forced him to lie. She forced him to tell her exactly what she wanted to hear since she wasn’t open to an actual negotiation…at least, that was the justification he used.)

After just one or two seconds, Josh told her what she needed to hear. “Yes. I’m willing to do whatever it takes to be with you.”

That was when she surprised him. She stepped forward, grabbed him, wrapping her arms around his torso and bracing her face along his chest. She closed her eyes, and she sniffled once or twice.

“Thank you,” she said. “I know this is going to be hard on both of us, but I think it’s going to be good too. Our relationship can grow, Josh. I think we will be a lot stronger once this is all over.”

“What do you mean? What are you talking about? What are you talking about exactly?” His girlfriend wasn’t supposed to make him nervous like this, but she didn’t answer him right away. Instead, she continued to squeeze him.

The sniffling sounds went away. That was probably a good sign.

When she looked up into his eyes next, she answered him, “What you need is discipline. What do you need is a disciplinarian.”

She loved him. That was the problem.

Before she told Josh that he needed discipline, she had made a different kind of decision. He had accidentally left his tablet over at her place, and she knew his password.

The device had sat right there, on the couch, discarded and forgotten. When he first left, she had expected the door to open again, just a few seconds or minutes later, and he would come in, looking sheepish and embarrassed since he forgot that device.

Instead, her living room had remained quiet. Natalie had sat there, her legs crossed. She had a novel in her hand, and she wanted to focus on the words on the page, yet she couldn’t, not when this one question popped into her head, and she didn’t know how to get it to go away.

What did his search history look like?

Natalie nibbled on the inside of her mouth as different possibilities occurred to her. At first, they were all positive and cheerful: potential birthday surprises, anniversary plans, and maybe he had even started to search for engagement rings…

A tentative smile had tugged at the corners of her mouth. He really was a good boyfriend. In particular, she was thinking about how he had agreed to make sure that all of his Internet activity was completely appropriate. He wasn’t going to be like some of those other guys; he wasn’t going to go online and indulge in “those” kinds of fantasies. He knew how she felt about them, and he respected her, so he wasn’t going to behave like that.

And yet…

Natalie hated this, especially because she wanted to trust Josh. He had made his promise to her.

But what if he broke it? What if he had lied to her?

As a woman, she had her beliefs and expectations. More importantly, she had been honest with him. Even so, she thought of her friends, and some of their boyfriends had cheated on them. Different names and faces flashed behind her eyes: Monica and Xander, Olivia and David, or Trevor and Monique.

After those relationships ended, the girls were always so angry. They were angry, and they felt stupid and embarrassed. Of course, that wasn’t really fair. It had been the guys who cheated. They were the ones who had made an active decision to lie. They had decided to deceive their partners.

Josh wasn’t supposed to be like that, and yet…

She kept wondering. She kept wondering if he was lying to her about something.

She wasn’t supposed to snoop. This would be a violation of his privacy.

Even so, it was their relationship, and she had a right to know whether or not he was being truthful with her.

It didn’t even feel like she made the decision. Instead, she extended her arm, she picked up the tablet, she hit the Home button, and then she typed in his password. Her fingers crossed the screen as though she had done this dozens of times before.

After that, she saw all of the different icons for those various apps.

She went to the browser. She looked for the search history. She braced herself, and…

Between those first two heartbeats, she felt silly because she obviously had underestimated her boyfriend, and now she was going to need to grovel and apologize. She had messed up here, and she recognized that, and he was probably going to tease her.

Only then, her eyes slid down the list, and she started to recognize those different words.

He had been visiting adult websites. He had been watching videos. She saw them, one after another, lit up right there on the screen. Suddenly, she tossed to the tablet aside, and her eyes moistened. She didn’t cry. Natalie wasn’t going to allow herself to cry.

But he had made a promise, and he had violated it.

Immediately, she grabbed her phone, she wanted to call her friends.

Something stopped her.

She was pretty sure what they were going to say. It would morph into a debate, and some of her friends would take his side, insisting that men have these primal desires and drives that they couldn’t contain. A few of them might have even gone so far as to argue that it was perfectly natural for a guy to pleasure himself with those kinds of videos. Then there would be her friends who were more traditional, and they would say that she needed to break up with him. Inside of her mind, Natalie could already see those battle lines get drawn. Her friends would come over, and they could make tea, drink wine, and eat a couple of cupcakes. They would all get together and debate the different actions and reactions, possibilities and alternatives. It would swirl around for hours, and at the end of the night, she would feel terrible without actually having any kind of resolution.

No.

Natalie needed something better than that. She needed something far more definitive.

That was why she picked up her phone, and she called her little sister.

Both of these girls were gorgeous. Granted, Natalie would have strived to find a kinder and more modest term. She probably would have described her little sister as “conventionally attractive”. And then again, that term didn’t seem to convey enough.

Natalie was pretty. She was slender with her long, blonde hair, her bright, blue eyes, the angle of her nose, and her slender physique. Her breasts weren’t enormous or anything, but she could often feel guys watching her. She remembered being in school, walking into different lecture halls, and having different guys turn their heads, just a tiny bit.

She had always done her best to pretend not to notice, yet that realization was there.

It wasn’t her fault. It wasn’t like she went out of her way to make herself as sexy as possible. On the contrary, she tried to be modest. Even so, that seemed to attract a bunch of guys too?

Natalie had always been honest. When those boys declared their crushes on her, she had tried to let them down as easily as possible. At the same time, she didn’t think they realized it, but rejecting them required so much effort on her part. She agonized over what she could say to let them down as easily as possible, because she wanted to focus on her schoolwork.

But now she had graduated, and she went onto the apps, and she started talking to different guys.

Most of them had been rude and disrespectful, making unpleasant requests and demands. Frankly, she had never understood what those guys had been thinking. Did they honestly believe that those strategies would work? She was a good and nice girl; she was someone who understood what kind of future she really wanted. She wasn’t on the apps to hook up or mess around. She wanted something solid, something real, a relationship with a good guy she could trust.

When Natalie first told her little sister about that, Jocelyn had laughed.

“It’s not funny,” Natalie insisted.

For the most part, these girls got along pretty well. Then again, maybe it was easier because they were so different.

They looked similar. They had the same blonde hair and blue eyes. But while Natalie preferred to brush out her hair, keep it straight, and let it fall as a curtain down the back of her neck, her little sister was a lot more creative. She was the kind of girl who enjoyed experimenting with makeup, hairstyles, fashion, and boys.

At one point, Natalie had made a mistake, telling her little sister, “I think it’s so amazing that you get so creative with your appearance.”

“This isn’t about creativity,” Natalie said. At that moment, she had been wearing this neon pink tank top and white jeans that clung to the contours of her body. Guys saw her, and they instinctively wanted to impress her. They wanted to be close to her, to win her approval, and to spend as much time as possible in her orbit. “This is about power,” she said. “I like knowing that I can wrap guys around my little finger.”

Natalie had stared at her little sister, unable to believe that Jocelyn had really just uttered those words.

After all, Natalie wanted to be nice. She wanted to be kind, compassionate, and considerate.

Apparently, her little sister didn’t feel the same way.

And that was exactly why the two of them met up at Jocelyn‘s favorite café. That was why Natalie needed her little sister’s expertise.

Natalie already knew what her friends would say about Josh’s betrayal. Jocelyn, however, always knew how to surprise her older sister. Maybe back in high school, Natalie never would have turned into Jocelyn for advice, but they were both adults now, so the dynamic had changed. They could rely on one another. They could trust one another.

At least she could trust her little sister.

“Okay, sorry,” Jocelyn said with a smile that she was clearly trying to suppress. “I shouldn’t be laughing about this.”

“No,” Natalie agreed, “you shouldn’t.”

“So let me get this straight? You discovered that your boyfriend is doing some stuff online, and you’re not happy about it. He’s just watching?”

“Yeah,” Natalie said, hating the fact that she knew the truth because she had scanned across his search history. In so many other cases between women and men, a woman might make an accusation based on her intuition, but that was always so subjective. Here, however, she had seen the evidence. She knew the truth, she couldn’t hide from it.

“Do you want to break up with him?”

“No!” Natalie squeaked out. Immediately, she brought her hands up to her mouth. Her lips hardened again, if only because she wasn’t going to let herself cry right there in public. She exhaled slowly. She forced herself to control her emotions, and then she tried again. “I love him, and I still want to be with him, but I’m not sure what to do about this. He gave me his word, and he broke it.”

Natalie braced herself, instantly wondering whether or not her little sister was going to laugh at her. Between the two girls, Jocelyn was definitely far more worldly. While Natalie had gone to college in order to learn and earn her degree, Jocelyn seemed to be a lot more interested in the other students, particularly the boys. She went to parties, flirted, played, and enjoyed herself. (Despite all of this, she still earned remarkably good grades.)

Despite Natalie‘s worries, her little sister took her time, considered the question, and finally said, “He needs discipline.”

“What?”

“He needs discipline. He needs to be punished.”

Those words just didn’t make sense. Natalie kept staring at her little sister, but she couldn’t put the different pieces together. Sure, she understood the individual terms, but they didn’t morph into anything coherent, not while they sat there at that café.

“This might not be what you want to hear,” Jocelyn continued. “He lied to you. He broke your trust. He needs to understand that there are going to be consequences.”

“What? You want me to take away his phone?” Natalie asked with a bitter snort.

“No. It should hurt. He needs to lose something. I’m not talking about his phone or getting to watch his favorite shows or whatever. I’m not talking about a curfew because I’m not talking about treating him like a little kid.”

“But you think that I, as his girlfriend, have the right to punish him?”

Jocelyn didn’t blink. “Absolutely,” she replied. “He violated your trust. He needs to make up for that. The question is, what are you going to do about it?”

“And you think I should punish him.”

“That’s exactly what I already told you,” she said.

Natalie couldn’t believe that she was asking this, but she braced her arms on the table, she leaned forward, and she asked, “What do you think I should do?”

Jocelyn had described some of the items she had back at her apartment. At first, Natalie had leaned back in her chair, unwilling and unable to believe what her little sister had just told her.

Shackles?

A spanking bench?

Other items?

In fact, Jocelyn had used specialized terms that Natalie hadn’t even understood, not really or completely. What kind of cage?

Even so, Natalie had left the café and she drove back to her place. She walked through her front door, she sat down on her couch, and she kept her back straight as she contemplated exactly what she was going to do.

With every second, she realized that there was something simmering there at the pit of her stomach. She didn’t want to believe it or think about it or acknowledge it, but it was there anyway.

He really had messed with her. He had lied to her.

He had violated the sanctity of their relationship.

No, they weren’t married, but that didn’t matter because she wanted to have a future with him. This wasn’t a game, and he wasn’t just entitled to lie to her.

By violating her trust, he had made a terrible mistake, and now she had every right to demand recompense. Maybe that sounded like some ancient code of honor or whatever, but she didn’t care. It was how she felt, and so she was going to give him an ultimatum.

She talked to him, she told him the truth, and she waited for him to pretend to be the victim in this scenario. Josh could have acted like a jackass and insisted that he was angry because she had violated his privacy. If he had made that mistake, then she would have immediately broken up with him. Luckily, for Josh, he could acknowledge that he had screwed up.

He had lied to his girlfriend, and he felt bad about it, he wasn’t going to do it again.

An apology was a good start, but it wasn’t enough.

She told him, “you need a disciplinarian. You need someone who can punish you thoroughly.”

“What? Are you joking?” Despite the seriousness of this situation, he hadn’t been able to keep those words trapped at the back of his throat.

“No, this isn’t a joke. You’re going to be punished, it’s going to sting. According to Jocelyn, it’s going to do more than that.”

“ What are you even talking about?”

That was the moment when Natalie closed her eyes, inhaled, prepared herself, and crossed that final line. “You’re going to come back to my place, you’re going to strip for me, and then you’re going to get onto a spanking bench. There, your disciplinarian is going to punish you.”

“My disciplinarian….” Josh repeated those words as though he couldn’t truly comprehend what they meant or what they were supposed to convey. In truth, he still couldn’t really understand what she had in mind.

Even Natalie had a hard time accepting this, even though Jocelyn had made the proposal, and her big sister had agreed. They were going to do this. They were going to make this happen.

He would get one chance to back out. And if he continued, then he would be strapped down. That would just be the start, however…

“What are you saying?” Josh needed to know.

“It’s going to be Jocelyn,” she told him.

Jocelyn…

Josh found himself naked, strapped down, and helpless. When he first came over Natalie‘s house, the door opened, and he expected his girlfriend to be there. More than that, he thought this would be his opportunity to talk to her. He wanted to take her by her hand, to be sweet and romantic, manly and trustworthy all at the same time. he wanted to hold her hand and look into Natalie‘s eyes as he told her, “I’m so sorry I messed up. It was a really dumb mistake, but it isn’t going to happen again, so we don’t need to worry about anything with a disciplinarian. Please, just give me another chance? I swear, I can be the boyfriend you deserve.”

The words may have been there, silently rehearsed, but the door had opened, and it hadn’t been his girlfriend. Instead, he saw her little sister…

As far as he was concerned, Jocelyn looked so much younger, like she couldn’t possibly be in college. Instead, she obviously had to be a high school girl. It wasn’t just her long, blonde hair that she currently had tied into that French braid. There was something about her face, the way she stood there, and that little sneer.

After just a fraction of a second standing there on the porch, Josh realized what it was: Jocelyn radiated bored distain, at least at first. She reminded him of the quintessential teenage girl who couldn’t possibly be impressed by the rest of the world.

“Come inside,” she had ordered.

Jocelyn had held onto the door as he stepped inside. Of course, he had been to Natalie’s place on many different occasions. But now, the small living room seemed darker.

Jocelyn closed the door, and it was enough to make him flinch. He didn’t know why. She hadn’t even slammed it.

“Strip,” she said.

He wanted to answer her, so he opened his mouth, and he was going to try to talk to her. He wanted to assume the role of an authority figure. After all, he was a man, and he was older. She was still in school, while he had graduated. He had a real job, and he understood what it meant to be an adult. Granted, she could vote or drink or whatever, but that wasn’t good enough. There were other markers along the way that were so much more important than earning a degree.

Right as he started to say all of that, she stepped forward, invading his personal space. Her hand flew up, and she struck him across the face.

“That’s for lying to my sister,” she said.

His head jerked to the side, and he could hardly believe it. His eyes watered.

Was he going to cry?

No, of course, not. At the same time, he had reflexively brought his palm up to his cheek. It was hot, and that stinging persisted. The pain lingered there, drifting along his nerves like it didn’t know where to go.

Josh started to say something, but she cut him off.

“Do I need to do that again?” She had stepped back, and now she had her arms locked over her chest. This girl looked incredible in that slender leather jacket, that white blouse, and that dark skirt with her gray tights. She wore boots that seemed to shimmer under the gloomy light, all while she watched him, her blue eyes piercing anything he wanted to say.

“No,” he replied.

“No,” she agreed.

A girl like Jocelyn wasn’t supposed to be able to intimidate him. She wasn’t supposed to be able to make him squirm there on his feet. Even so, he couldn’t comprehend what was going on or what he faced with this girl. He understood Natalie, of course. She held onto her traditional values, and it was usually easy to predict what she wanted and what was required to make her happy.

Perhaps Jocelyn looked like her big sister, but he didn’t know how to read her. And now, his heart was pounding as he stood there.

“Strip,” she said.

For several fractions of a second, he waited for the words to pop into his head. Normally, talking was so easy. He always knew what to say. Maybe they weren’t the right words, but at least he could talk.

As she stared at him, every sound seemed to evaporate from the back of his throat. His tongue forgot how to move, and he kept staring at her.

“Now,” she demanded.

If he didn’t do it, there would be consequences. He understood that. Maybe she would strike again. Just as likely, a girl like this could simply promise to go back to her big sister.

If she told Natalie that Josh had refused to cooperate, then his girlfriend would break up with him. Of that, he was absolutely certain.

“What’s it going to be?”

Heat flashed his body, all because this wasn’t fair, and it wasn’t any of her business! At least, that was what he wanted to believe.

Then again, he thought of his apology, and he remembered that this was a decision his girlfriend got to make.

Again, he just wanted to talk to Natalie. If he could get her alone for a few minutes, then he was sure he would be able to reason with her. He would be able to get her to change her mind!

He glanced over Jocelyn‘s shoulder. He didn’t see his girlfriend. She wasn’t around, and now Jocelyn chuckled. “Don’t worry. She might join later.”

Biting down, Josh tried to figure out what he could say.

Nothing came to mind.

At the same time, this girl was staring at him right until that moment when his defiance broke apart. He did his absolute best to match her gaze because he was older. He was taller, and he was supposed to be stronger.

Then again, this beautiful girl possessed something he couldn’t have explained. It was the way the light shone across her hair, the way her eyes glimmered, and that cruel little smirk that seemed to play along her lips.

His right hand moved up to the collar on his shirt. He found that top button, and he slipped it free.

“Good boy,” she said, each word loaded with condescension.

He wanted to pick that moment to get angry, to stride forward, and maybe even poke her in the chest as he told her he wasn’t going to do this. She couldn’t make him!

But she could.

After all, she had been right. If she told Natalie that he wouldn’t play along and cooperate, then that would be enough to destroy their entire relationship. It would all be over. He would be single, he wouldn’t get to hold her hand, pull off her clothes, sniff her hair, or glide his fingers along her incredible body.

In so many ways, Natalie had been an amazing girlfriend. Despite her traditional values, she had slept with him, and she had always been enthusiastic, focusing on his pleasure. She knew how to make him feel incredible, yet all of that could disappear.

No. He couldn’t mess this up. He had already screwed up once by allowing his girlfriend to go through his search history. He couldn’t blow this!

He worked the buttons on his shirt, darting from one to the next until the garment opened, revealing his undershirt. He shrugged off that outer layer, and then he grabbed onto the bottom of his T-shirt. His heart kicked faster. Adrenaline sped along his veins.

At the same time, Jocelyn was watching.

Part of him wanted to ask her for some privacy, but he already knew what she was going to say.

He pulled off his shirt, stripping. Then, ridiculously, he actually tensed the muscles along his abdomen, like he wanted to impress that young woman.

“Keep going,” she said.

He hated how he needed that encouragement, but now he cooperated once again. This time, it was easier. (Josh didn’t understand how that could be possible, especially since he didn’t like the idea of this girl getting comfortable as she gave him orders. Then again, Jocelyn had always struck him as be kind of girl who could own every boy around her. He didn’t want to be one of them, yet he didn’t see what other alternative he had at that moment.

Pulling his feet from his shoes was a lot easier. That distracted him for a few seconds. And then he was done, and he peeled off his socks, but now he only had his belt, his pants, and his boxers.

He licked his bottom lip. Again, he waited for inspiration. He wanted to come up with the right words. There had to be something he could say! There had to be some declaration or promise, some request or entreaty he could have offered her.

His maturity and experience didn’t save him.

Whether he liked it or not, he was stuck as his thoughts turned into static. Then he grabbed his belt, slipped it free from those loops, and his pants were still there, clinging to the sides of his hips.

Josh gulped. He swallowed back that excess saliva.

Finally, he forced himself to do it.

He yanked down both his pants and his underwear at the same time. Then he was naked right there in front of her.

Josh told himself that he wasn’t supposed to be embarrassed. After all, he was a guy. If a guy got naked, it wasn’t supposed to be as embarrassing or humiliating. Girls didn’t go chasing after guys, doing their best to pull down their pants to reveal their boxers. Guys may have lifted girls’ skirts, but there was definitely a double standard here. He did his best to cling to those ideas. Only then, he made the mistake of making eye contact with Jocelyn.

She studied him, and there was that little smirk curving along that sexy mouth of hers. Then her gaze slid down along his body, and she was evaluating him. She was judging him and deciding what she thought of him.

Right away, he brought his hands up to hide his crotch.

She stepped forward again, invading his personal space. Because she had slapped him before, he didn’t dare resist as she pulled his hands from between his legs. Then she casually grabbed his shaft, and she squeezed.

“You, you can’t do that,” he stuttered out.

But it was too late because she was already touching him. She was already holding his most sensitive appendage. She squeezed, teasing him. She forced him to enjoy this!

She was gorgeous. There was just something about the fabric clinging to the curves of her body, her breasts, her legs and her shoulders. Her hair shined, and there was something so beautifully dangerous about the blue of her eyes.

He hated that this younger woman could tease him like this, but she had him completely and utterly ensnared.

When he watched those videos on those websites, he could always feel like he was in control. He was the one who could hit Play or Stop at any moment.

This time, it was different because there was a real girl right there in front of him, and his shaft hardened as she kept stroking him, gliding her hand up and down.

Josh did his best to find some set of words.

Finally, she purred, “I can do whatever I want because you are a dumb boy who got yourself into so much trouble.”

He needed to argue; he had to disagree.

He couldn’t, not when she was so obviously correct. He had screwed up. He had been with his girl, and he made that mistake. It wasn’t even lying that he truly regretted. Instead, it was the understanding that he could have taken his tablet with him. He didn’t need to leave that device behind.

She touched him, squeezing him, taunting him, and making him squirm there on his feet. Again and again, he searched for the confidence to simply push her away. It should have been easy! He should have been able to do it almost effortlessly.

Josh couldn’t.

Jocelyn continued to stroke him, gliding her fingers along his shaft until it actually felt like he might climax right then and there. Part of him wanted to succumb completely, but he was naked and he had never envisioned a scenario like this. Of course, he had checked out her little sister. He had wondered what it would have been like to run his fingers through her hair, down her back, or up between her legs. He had wondered how it would have felt to cup her breasts, squeeze them, fondle them, and make her moan. But at that moment, she was in control.

That wasn’t right; this wasn’t how it was supposed to go!

Then she drew her hand back, and he let out this shocked gasp. His heart was pounding, his lungs, pumped, and yet he was still naked in front of her.

“Come on,” she said.

That was when she grabbed him by his wrist, and she pulled.

He didn’t understand what was happening, not until she opened the door to the guest bedroom. Then she motioned for him to go inside.

Naked and exposed, he couldn’t believe that Jocelyn could just check him out like this. After all, her eyes lit along his bare body every few seconds, and she was certainly evaluating him. She was judging him and deciding whether or not he was worthy of her.

Considering that this was a punishment, he knew what the answer was going to be.

“You know what I am, don’t you?” Jocelyn smiled at him. He tried to respond, but she cut him off, beating him to that answer, “I’m your disciplinarian. I’m the girl who’s going to make sure you regret lying to my sister.”

He stood there, unable to move.

“Go,” Jocelyn said, snapping her fingers and pointing into the guest bedroom.

He crossed the threshold, she hit the light switch, and then he saw the emptied room. The desk, dresser, and even that full length mirror were all gone. Working together, the two girls had cleared out everything except for a spanking bench. He saw the strange contraption with these padded braces for his arms and knees. He saw the restraints.

“Get on,” she said.

“Please? Can we talk about this?”

“Get on,” she commanded again. At some other point, this girl could have used a light, high-pitched, breathy and seductive tone of voice. There with him, she simply let her girlish words cut across the air.

Tentatively, he walked forward. She came up behind him, she put her hand on the top of his head, and she nudged him down. It was demeaning, and fresh fury pumped through his body, but this girl was still in charge. She could still give him whatever command she wanted because of her new status.

As she had told him, she was the disciplinarian. She was the one who would decide how he would get punished.

Of course, he was already erect and this girl had violated his personal boundaries. She had touched him, stroking him, teasing him, and demonstrating just how helpless he could become. That should have been good enough!

It wasn’t.

Within moments, he could feel the cool leather press up against his chest, down the length of his abdomen, even along his cock. He embraced his weight on his elbows, forearms, knees and shins.

In position , he didn’t dare move as she started to strap him down.

Jocelyn pulled the straps tight around his wrists, elbows, knees, and ankles. With each band, she trapped him.

Josh understood exactly what was happening, just as he comprehended exactly what he was giving up.

Within moments, he knew that he wasn’t going to be able to move.

She slapped his ass!

The blow hit hard, cutting across the air and snapping along his senses. Pain! He didn’t know what to do with it. He had gone to college, he had worked hard, studying and learning. Now Josh spent most of his days in front of a computer, processing data and arriving at conclusions.

He wasn’t used to something like this. The physicality made him yank against his restraints, like he thought he could pull away.

He couldn’t.

That was a different kind of frustration, a different flavored realization…

“What’s wrong?” Jocelyn teased him. “You don’t like getting spanked? You don’t like facing the consequences of your actions?”

“Fine,” he said, not really answering her. “You spanked me. You punished me, and now you can let me go.”

“Dumb boy,” she replied. “We’re just getting started.”

Although he heard those words, he couldn’t really believe them; he couldn’t really accept them.

Then again, he reflexively pulled against his straps as he tried to stand up. Another part of him desperately wanted to believe that he could slide his wrists and ankles free from those shackles. He was a modern guy; he didn’t have any kind of experience with these sorts of restraints!

But he pulled, twisted, tugged and strained. He threw his body from one side to the other.

It didn’t do any good.

He was stuck! He was trapped!

Those primal and animalistic realizations rushed behind his eyes, even as she stood behind him. Then she stroked his ass for one or two or three seconds as she forced him to languish with that awareness.

She struck!

Worse, this girl only used her open palm. She struck, spanking him, and he yanked again. He managed to bite down and stay silent. It took a remarkable amount of willpower, but at least he wasn’t crying out.

“Poor boy,” she said without any sympathy in her voice. “This must be so frustrating. Normally, you can get away with so much, can’t you? But no, you don’t get to play around with my sister. You hurt Natalie, so I’m going to make sure this stings!”

Her hand flew down, slapping his right butt cheek, then his left, alternating back-and-forth again and again until he lost count! His eyes watered, and he still did his best to remain silent.

At some point, he whimpered.

Then he cried out.

He yelped like some trapped animal, all while she continued to spank him for breaking his word and hurting Natalie.

By now, his backside had turned a bright shade of pink.

Then she started stroking him again, her fingertips just barely touching the curves of his ass. He was panting, hard, and he wiggled, squirming against his bonds, all because he hated how deliciously incredible that felt. She mixed pleasure and pain, overloading his senses, and making it almost impossible to think.

After all, he was still doing his best to come up with something he could say, something he could offer, some way to get her to change her mind and let him go.

Despite his best efforts, his thoughts remained blank. There was just that helpless frustration.

“It’s time to try something else,” she said.

She stepped back, she opened up the closet, sliding the door away, and then she took out another item.

He could see it in his peripheral vision, but he wasn’t sure what it actually was.

“Have you ever been paddled before?”

Somehow, the idea sounded ridiculous. Paddled? The word actually struck him as silly.

But then she stepped behind him, and he tried to answer, only she didn’t give him the chance. After all, she wasn’t really worried about what he thought. Instead, this was about making sure he suffered. He needed that pain to remind him. He needed that punishment from this disciplinarian…

The paddle swept down through the air, and it connected, slapping hard against his bare ass.

He howled out.

He didn’t think it was going to sting, not like that. It had been bad enough when she spanked him, but this was so much worse!

“What? You didn’t like that? Just imagine how Natalie felt when she saw your search history.”

Josh hunted for a rebuttal; he was searching for something he could say, some way that he could get her to change her mind about him.

Before any kind of idea popped into his head, she struck! She brought the paddle down, swinging it through the air. It’s slapped hard against his flesh, delivering another blast of pain.

She did it again and again until he lost count.

At the same time, he heard something. It wasn’t just the sound of those blows crashing along his tender flesh. At first, he couldn’t comprehend what that sound could be.

And then he figured it out.

Giggles.

Laughter.

Those were the girlish chortles of a young woman who was having so much fun as she tormented him! His disciplinarian made sure it stung, and she was having fun as she worked him.

“Please, no more. Please, I, I can’t take it!” Those desperate words flew from his mouth, even as he continued to yank against his restraints. The straps held him down, keeping him in that position, his ass up and his head aimed forward.

“Are you sure about that? Because I think you can take a lot more,” Jocelyn promised him. That petite blonde grinned, she readjusted her grip on the paddle, and then she paused.

He was breathing hard as he tried to brace himself.

Josh fought hard to remain vigilant, like he thought he could prepare himself emotionally for the next round. Only then, he kept staring forward as the seconds ticked by.

The waiting was a different kind of torture, especially because he understood what was going to happen. That knowledge, however, didn’t protect him.

“Please tell me you’re done,“ he said.

He still didn’t answer.

Instead, that beautiful disciplinarian made him wait. She let him soak in the questions.

Then she answered at least one of them…

She unleashed another barrage, sweeping the paddle down from the left, then the right. She slapped his ass over and over again, delivering those wild flashes of agony.

“Apologize,” she said.

If she had given him that demand when he had first arrived, Josh probably would have answered with something lame and deceptive. He would’ve used all of those obnoxious little euphemisms as he promised to change without really meaning it.

At this point, however, she had torn through those defenses.

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry! I’m never, ever going to make that kind of mistake again!”

“Natalie is a nice girl,” Jocelyn said. “Natalie is sweet, and she genuinely has faith. She has faith in people and so much more. I love my sister, Josh. And that’s why I’m going to make sure you never lie to her again.”

“I won’t. I swear!”

“I believe you,” she said. “But that isn’t good enough.”

What did that mean?

He tried to figure it out, but she stepped away again. He turned his head, and he could just barely make her out with his peripheral vision as she went through the closet. Not only that, she did something remarkable.

She unzipped her dress, pulled it off, slipped out of her boots and her tights. She was actually stripping.

At first, he couldn’t believe it.

Thinking this might be a test, like she was trying to tempt him or something, Josh immediately shut his eyes. He tried to hide from visions of that beautiful girl.

Seconds or minutes later (he couldn’t tell), she stood in front of him and said, “Open your eyes, Josh.”

At once, he obeyed, but he didn’t know what he was going to see.

He never could have expected this…

She still wore her black, lacy bra, but she had stripped out of her dress, her boots, her tights, and even her regular underwear. Instead, she had something else on now, something that looked like a black pair of panties, yet that couldn’t be right…

Worse, his eyes fixated on the long shaft protruding from between her legs. It was black, just like everything else she wore, only the dildo glistened as she stood there.

She didn’t look embarrassed. On the contrary, she seemed completely and utterly at ease with her herself, like she knew that this was only a different outfit. Jocelyn had always been the kind of girl who could go out and wear whatever she wanted: short skirts, shorts, jeans, tank tops, bathing suits, or bikinis. It didn’t matter to her, all because she understood exactly how to convey that kind of overwhelming confidence. When she walked into a room, people turned to her, both because of her beauty and something else invisible yet undeniable.

He experienced that for himself right as she looked into his eyes and said, “You’re going to be a good boy and apologize right before you start sucking this cock.”

“No…” Josh needed to say.

Somehow, he couldn’t push that syllable out onto the air. And then she grabbed him by his hair and she forced his head up.

“I’m sorry,” he told her.

“Good,” she said with a grin right as she approached him. Then she pushed the tip of that smooth, silicone shaft up against his lips.

One or two or three seconds slowed down for him.

At first, Josh promised himself that he wasn’t going to do this. He had to talk to her. He had to negotiate with her because there was no way he would dignify any of this by actually cooperating. She had already spanked him and stripped him. That had to be good enough!

It wasn’t.

Only Jocelyn could decide when he had been sufficiently punished, and she wasn’t satisfied.

He opened his mouth to speak, and that was her opportunity. She shoved the fake cock into his mouth, and he tried to turn his head. He did his best to spit it out.

He couldn’t. Instead, she rammed the length forward. His gag reflex kicked in, and he hated that he was in this position. After all, Josh had watched plenty of clips with powerful men who had taken girls, using their mouths. Only now, he was the one who was trapped, and he had her shaft wedged between his teeth.

She pulled back, only to push forward again. She made him take it, inch by inch.

“Suck, Josh. I want to see you hollow out your cheeks as you worship me. Remember, this is what you get when you misbehave. Remember, this is the kind of discipline I’m going to give you each and every time you mess up with my sister.”

He hated giving in, but he obeyed! He actually did it!

He was sucking on her fake cock, almost bobbing his head forward, and back. Then again, it didn’t matter because she knew exactly how to come into his mouth.

He took every inch. He sucked, and he had to focus on his breathing to keep his gag reflex from overwhelming him.

Finally, she pulled free.

Then she turned from one side of the other, modeling her dildo as she made sure he kept his eyes aimed at her.

She was still so beautiful, still so intimidating…

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head. “And now, we are going to try one more thing. I want you to know that, when I’m done here, I’m going to lock you in a chastity cage, and I’m going to keep the key. I don’t think Natalie’s going to mind, do you?”

“What? No!”

Jocelyn kept talking as though he hadn’t spoken at all. “So here’s the game,” she said, willing to give him a chance. “If you can control yourself and keep your cock, nice and hard without climaxing, then I won’t be able to lock you up. But if you lose control, I can play with you, and I can slide a cage right over your shaft and trap you. Don’t worry. If Natalie asks very nicely, I can let her borrow the key.”

His girlfriend would be able to own his cock. His girlfriend’s sister would be able to decide when or if he would be allowed to touch himself.

He had violated Natalie’s trust, but he couldn’t believe that it would actually lead to a chastity cage! He was better than that!

Remembering the rules of her “game”, he tried to laugh because he wanted to think that there was absolutely no way she would be able to make him climax.

Only then, she circled around him, she grabbed his buttocks, she aimed, and then she pushed her toy forward.

At first, there was just that strange, alien, and degrading sensation of the toy probing along the contours of his opening. Then, little by little, she pushed into him.

He clenched down.

It didn’t help.

This girl knew what she was doing. She pushed into him, relentless but patient.

He hated this.

But if he really hated it, then he couldn’t understand how it started to feel good.

By now, she had buried the length of her cock deep between the curves of his butt cheeks. Then she drew back, and there was that incredible friction before she penetrated him again, going just as deep! His frantic, panting breaths, came in one wild gasp after another.

Little by little, he realized that there was a genuine threat. There was an actual possibility that he could lose control right then and there.

No, he told himself. There was no way. He was better than this, and he wasn’t going to mess up, not like that!

His cock was hard, and he rubbed it against the surface of that padded leather strip upon which he was based. He was grinding as she pumped into him, and he knew exactly how good it would feel if he just let himself lose control.

But if he did that…

It was getting harder and harder to think.

There was the heat, the sounds of her laughter, and his helpless inability to break away.

The straps kept him trapped.

This girl smacked his ass. Pain and pleasure mixed together. She smacked his ass again. The noise scattered his thoughts.

Within moments, he couldn’t remember how to think about the future. Instead, there was just that overwhelming drive. There was that visceral need that gripped him from every direction all at once!

No! He couldn’t succumb! He couldn’t let this beautiful blonde do this to him.

But she was smarter than him and better than him. She knew exactly how to manipulate a guy like Josh.

He pushed down, pressing against the soft, leather pad, and it felt so good as his shaft throbbed. He came hard, pumping and grinding. He moved his hips, rotating his body as much as he could. At the same time, he could feel that blasting pleasure race all along his frame.

And then it was done.

He had climaxed.

“Sit up,” she ordered, pulling back.

“What if I don’t?” Josh asked, careful to keep his eyes shut.

Right away, he broke.

He couldn’t help himself. She still had him tied down, so she was going to win. For a girl like Jocelyn, it was inevitable. He couldn’t defy his disciplinarian, so she chuckled as he yielded. He pushed himself up, raising his hips. Now she had access to his cock and balls.

True to her word, she wiped him down. She did more than that, however.

She slid the tube over his cock. She pushed a partial ring around his balls, and then she casually connected the different pieces, using one fastener after another.

There was that strange and alien weight between his legs.

It was his chastity cage…

His chastity cage…

Denial pulsed behind his eyes. With every second, he tried to think about how this was probably just a joke or a game. And yet, that girl had looked right at him, so he knew how serious she could be. Just as importantly, a girl like Jocelyn recognized the kind of power she wielded. She knew what she could do to a man like Josh, and now she proved it all over again.

“Look,” she said.

He opened his eyes just long enough to see the lock. It was open for now, but she pulled it beyond his line of site, slipped it into the chastity cage, and then he heard that terrifying sound.

Click.

He was locked in a chastity cage!

Jocelyn leaned forward, and she was grinning. He could hear it as she spoke, “from now on, you are going to be a good boyfriend for my sister. You’re going to worship her. You’re going to do whatever she says. When she gives you a suggestion, you’re going to obey. She’s in charge, and you belong to her. If you ever want to get out of this chastity cage for even just a few minutes, you are going to make her a very happy woman. And hey, this way, you don’t have to worry about keeping your word. I guess if you want to watch those videos, you can, but you’re not going to be able to do anything about them, are you?” Right away, she answered her own question. “Nope. From now on, your cock belongs to us. From now on, you’re going to do anything and everything in your power to be the best boyfriend. You’re going to cook for her, clean for her, and make her very, very happy. Who knows? Maybe your very good behavior will turn her on. And if that happens, you’re going to service her, but you won’t be a selfish lover. In fact, you’re going to be completely and utterly selfless. Because if you aren’t, you’re going to need another dose of discipline.”

Josh couldn’t argue.

He couldn’t argue with anything she said.

As those echoing sensations raced across his body, he agreed. He nodded and told her that she was right.

The End
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Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is.
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Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy:

This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction—one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!
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