

Exposed

Amanda Carver


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED:  No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser. Your non-refundable purchase allows you to one legal copy of this work for your own personal use.  You do not have resell or distribution rights without the prior written permission of both the publisher and copyright owner of this book.  This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload, or for a fee. Warning:  The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is illegal. Don't do it. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. Publisher’s Note:  This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, businesses, and incidents are from the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual places, people, or events is purely coincidental. Any trademarks mentioned herein are not authorized by the trademark owners and do not in any way mean the work is sponsored by or associated with the trademark owners. Any trademarks used are specifically in a descriptive capacity. All characters should be assumed to be over the age of 18. They all give some form of consent (including tacit). The cover model is also over the age of 18. Cover created Shutterstock imagery.

First Edition

©2022


Exposed

Seated in the leather chair next to their couch with one long and toned leg crossed over the other, Kim contemplated whether or not she should call for her boy. If anyone else saw Mike, they would’ve assumed that he and Kim shared a normal relationship. By so many outward measures, they seemed perfectly average, perfectly plain. And yet, those observers would have been wrong.

In this house, she ruled.

And that's why Kim contemplated whether or not she should call him over. How was she feeling? Catherine was out of the house, which meant Kim could indulge in her favorite pastime—his suffering. Tentatively, she set her palm down against the armrest and drummed her fingers as she considered the different possibilities.

After only a few more seconds, she made her decision, reached over, and grabbed her phone out of her purse. She brought up one number in particular and sent out a message. It was regarding a conversation from the previous week. And now, their plans could finally come into effect.

"Mike!"

Close to instantly, Mike ran out of the kitchen and dropped to his knees in front of her. He had heard his name, and he had dropped whatever chore or task had held his attention. His wife wanted him; she came first. Always.

Even if he hadn't hesitated, he still hadn't moved fast enough to impress her.

"What took you so long?" Kim demanded.

"Mistress, I had to wipe my hands off. I didn't think you would want them wet and dripping," he told her. He was careful to keep his eyes downcast and locked on the floor.

"I see," she said. His Mistress uncrossed her legs, pushed her heels down against the floor, and stood up. Towering over him, she circled him once. She was tempting him; she wanted to see if he’d make the mistake of lifting his head and staring up along the length of her body. At that moment, she must have enticed him, especially because she wore dark, high-heeled pumps, charcoal gray tights that accentuated the contours of her legs, and a black dress that was tight around her waist.

Then she stopped right in front of him, and she beckoned for him to get up. "Stand," Kim ordered.

Her boy had been on his knees with his arms crossed demurely behind his back. In that position, he seemed so utterly subjugated, as though he really had been broken and tamed. Perhaps that was the case. If so, Kim still wasn't satisfied. She expected more; she expected better.

When he didn't move fast enough, she grabbed him by his shirt and yanked, practically dragging this man up onto his feet. Technically, he was supposed to be her peer. Over the last two or three years, he had evolved into something else: her slave.

In that instant before she acted, she had to wonder if "evolve" was the wrong word. After all, she had insisted on his subjugation. She had teased him a little bit at a time, tying him down, touching him, making him beg for sex or the opportunity to get off. She knew exactly how to lead this boy. Throughout their marriage, she had been an attentive wife. Even back when they dated during high school, Kim had paid attention. It had always been her intention to please this man, to make him happy.

Only then something else had happened: a neighbor.

Kim had never gone in search of this kind of control or power. But once she saw what could happen in a relationship like theirs, something awoke. She had never been able to describe it; then again, she hadn't seen the point either. She craved power. She yearned for the opportunity to wield complete an unquestioned control.

And now, she had it.

Even so, her boy hadn’t scurried fast enough to please her.

Wisely, Mike didn't attempt to defend himself. Perhaps he was braced. Maybe he already knew what was about to happen, so he tightened up and hardened his resolve. If so, it wouldn't do any good. She would break him. Again.

Their eyes met for only a second. His back stiffened, and his shoulders rolled down right before she slapped him across the face. Hard. Her arm swung up, her palm connected with his cheek, and she felt the soft and give even as his head was jerked to the side. His eyes watered, and he stumbled back.

Before he could truly retreat, however, Kim took him by his shirt again, bunching the fabric against her knuckles as she yanked him forward. With her free hand, she slapped him again, going for that same cheek, that same spot.

Hot pain exploded along his nerves. His eyes widened, and he tried to hide it. That was a mistake. "What? You don't think I know how you feel right now? You think you're going to hide the truth from me?" Kim growled right before she started laughing at him.

It was a cold, cruel sound. Even then, however, some part of him still loved knowing that he could please her, if only with his suffering.

His owner struck again, once, twice, three times. By now, the tears started to roll down his cheeks, and he was whimpering. Snot dribbled. His cheeks turned a bright shade of red as he navigated the pain.

She let go for a second, and maybe the impromptu punishment had come to an end.

If that's what he thought, he was wrong.

Her free hand flew up, and she struck him across the face. She used her palm and then the back of her hand. One blow after another landed, delivering a seemingly endless stream of agony. His face burned. Both of his cheeks turned bright shades of pink, then enflamed crimson. He didn't want to cry out, but he was panting. Tears ran down his cheeks.

"You're crying," she said. It wasn't a question. “Do you know how you look? Pathetic!” She spat in his face.

To emphasize her point, she grabbed him by his neck. Her fingers tightened against his throat. Maybe he could breathe. Maybe not. She didn't care either way as she delivered another round of punishment. She backhanded his right cheek. She slapped his left. She made sure he was blubbering out, trying to apologize. Even when he spoke, however, she didn't listen, not yet.

"I, I'm sorry, Mistress. I'm sorry!"

"Pathetic," she said. Releasing him, she watched as he dropped to his knees.

Disgusted, she shook her head from side to side. "Is that really the best you can do?" Kim asked her slave.

"What can I do to please you, Mistress? How can I satisfy you?" He was trying to speak clearly, but he blubbered from one syllable to the next. Little hiccups, gasps of desperation, and frightened stutters of fear kept interrupting those sentences.

"Go fetch her paddle," she instructed.

"Yes, Mistress," he answered. Her boy bowed his head down even as he used to the back of one sleeve to wipe away his tears. He smeared them across his cheek send along the ridge of his nose. Again, she shook her head.

Pathetic.

Then again, some part of her enjoyed seeing that.

In other relationships, there may have been some veneer of the quality. Yeah, husbands and wives would often compete for authority. They might argue about spending money or sex or some other domestic issue. And yet, between that push and pull, they often came to some kind of an accord.

Technically, that was true in this household too, only the agreement was simple: Kim ruled and Mike obeyed.

Her phone buzzed for her attention.

She saw the message, and a smirk curved along the right side of her lips.

A second later, Mike returned.

"Strip," she instructed. "I want you naked right now."

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

By her command, he removed his shoes and set them aside. Next, he shrugged off his shirt. He removed his undershirt after that. He folded them carefully and set them aside. He did his best to move quickly, but he also knew he couldn't make a mess. Unlike other men who may have scurried to obey their wives, Mike knew that a puddle of discarded garments on the floor would only invite punishment.

Her enslaved husband did his best; as he rushed around in front of her, that was obvious. And yet, it still wasn't enough to please her.

He was soon naked, kneeling in front of her, and he had given the paddle to her.

Too bad. That still wasn't enough.

"Across my lap," she instructed.

Her naked husband obeyed. He climbed up across the chair, and he found himself facedown.

She touched the paddle to his backside. He could feel the smooth wood. Maybe it was cool to the touch for now, but he understood the heated could summon.

"Are you going to cry again?"

"Yes, Mistress," he said.

"Is that because you’re weak? Is that because you're a pathetic slave who will do whatever his owner commands?"

"Yes, Mistress," he admitted.

"And how does that make you feel, knowing that your wife has taken complete control of you?"

"It makes me feel like I must to do anything and everything you say. I am your slave, Mistress. I belong to you."

"What does that mean?"

He tensed up for just a second. At moments like this, Kim often wondered whether or not he realized the degree to which she now owned him. From time to time, when he was doing the dishes or mowing the lawn, perhaps he could pretend to just be a regular husband. Maybe he took on more domestic duties than the average man, but it wasn't unheard of.

Except now, this man was bare, stripped of his clothing, his dignity, and any kind of defense he might have otherwise possessed.

Feeling cruel and playful at the same time, she pulled the paddle into the air. Right as she did so, he braced, his stomach tightening. She could feel the muscles along his torso lock up as he tried to get ready.

Then she just barely touched the paddle to his left cheek. She was taunting him, toying with him, and enjoying the feel of his body as he squirmed there on her lap.

"I asked you a question, slave," she reminded him. Almost casually, she struck his left butt cheek. The paddle bit down, crashing against his vulnerable skin before hot jolts of incandescent pain raced along his nerves.

"I’m your slave, Mistress. That means you can do whatever you want with me. You can punish me. You can keep me naked. You can force me to do chores. I serve you, Mistress."

"Do I own all of you?"

He didn't hesitate, "Yes, Mistress!"

"Do I own your cock?"

"Yes, Mistress!"

"Do I own your ass?"

"Yes, Mistress!"

"You're right," she said. If another wife had uttered those words, maybe her husband would have enjoyed a sense of freedom or even triumph. Mike, however, understood the truth. Unfortunately, he had no defense as she swatted his ass with the paddle. That paddle would smack down hard against his right butt cheek, the same spot again, before shifting to his left side. She watched as the redness clouded along his curves. It reminded her of his face fight after she slapped him hard.

At first, he did a remarkable job of remaining quiet. Sure, his heart was probably pounding, and his breathing had to be kicking faster, yet he still stayed quiet.

After the fourth, fifth, and sixth blows, his defenses broke, he started to cry out again. He blubbered, making those pathetic little sounds as he squirmed on her lap. He pressed his body down, and she wiggled as he searched for some kind of protection.

He didn't find any; there was no way for this boy to defend himself from the onslaught.

Only then she paused. She ran the paddle along his naked, crimson skin again. From one moment to the next, he had no idea what might happen. Would she paddle him again? Would she order him to get dressed? Did she have something else in mind?

Although Kim didn't know exactly how much time she might get before her visitor arrived, she wondered if she should indulge herself. The possibility intrigued her.

Besides, she enjoyed the notion of leaving him with that aftertaste at the back of his throat. "In a few seconds, you're going to get on your knees, and you're going to lick my pussy."

"Yes, Mistress!" He gulped. "Would you, would you like me to do it right now?"

"Nice try," she retorted. With her boy on her lap, she had already made him suffer, yet she craved more.

Tensing her muscles, she touched the paddle to his backside one more time. Then she jerked her arm up before striking hard and fast. She swung down, pouring all of her strength into her limb. She made sure the paddle smacked hard against his backside. The pain blossomed along his nerves, overwhelming him. He cried out, practically screaming. Maybe he attempted to swallow down those sounds, but he failed completely.

With the pain storming through his body, he had no defense, no barrier, no way for him to cling to some pathetic thread of independence or freedom. She stripped this boy of his dignity, turning him into a babbling mass.

Then, when she finished, she shoved him. He hit the carpet, rolled onto his back, and stayed there. When she stood, she kicked off her high heels, peeled away her panties and tights, and then she sat down again on the edge of the seat. "Lick," she commanded.

Panting through the lingering agony, her boy tried to get up. He failed once, then twice. Finally, he found himself on his knees.

Casually, she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair before taking a firm grip. Then she slapped him across the face, backhanding him once, striking the other side, and grinning at her slave. "If you don't want to get punished, you have to go faster." Kim made it sound so easy, so obvious.

Then she pressed her extended fingers against the back of his skull, and she nudged him forward.

His cheeks slid along her inner thighs. He sniffled once or twice. Pathetic, she thought.

But then he found her wet pussy, and he began to lick. His tongue darted and danced up along her crevice. He came back down again.

"Good," she said. "That's right. Lick, Mike. Lick, slave. Worship my pussy, because you know I own every inch of your body. I own your mind, your heart, your cock, everything. As far as you're concerned, my pleasure is your only priority." As she spoke, her breathing came faster. His tongue went in deep. He knew exactly how to worship her.

Even though his backside was a bright shade of scarlet and his cheeks continued to glow from getting slapped hard and fast, Kim didn't care. She could punish him again and again.

And yet, he had to know that this was his opportunity. If he did a very good job, then maybe her desires would be sated and satisfied.

Nope. Then again, he didn't know about her guest.

"Faster," she demanded. With her hand on the back of his head, she shoved his face forward.

He went deeper. He licked harder and faster, servicing her with everything he possessed. He worshiped her body. While other wives and girlfriends had to beg their husbands and boyfriends for this kind of treatment, Kim could take it whenever she wished. There was nothing he could do about it. Even if he hesitated, that would only mean he would be punished severely.

After all, this could always get worse…

"Yes. Yes. Just like that. Keep going. Faster. Faster, boy!" She panted and moaned out those words.

Other men might have enjoyed some jolt of satisfaction as they pleased their wives, yet this boy experienced nothing but fear.

Sure, his cock was hard, but he knew the truth. She was right; Kim owned every aspect of his being. She could do whatever she liked with him, and he couldn't stop her.

Her inner thighs tightened against his cheeks. She squeezed his skull between her legs, panting hard.

Finally, she relaxed and pulled away.

"Stay," she commanded. That's when she rose. She grabbed her tights and her panties, pulling them back on and into place. She slipped her feet back into her high-heeled pumps. And when she was done, someone knocked on the front door.

"Perfect timing," she announced.

"Mistress, may I get dressed?" Mike obviously expected one answer.

"No."

Right after Kim replied, she slid out of her chair, and she strode over to the front door. Turning his head, he watched. Simultaneously, he tried to understand what might happen next. His heart pounded faster, yet this cold chill spread through his body. Worry gnawed at him as he tried to comprehend what kind of plan she had.

Kim moved with the easy grace of a woman who knew exactly what to expect. Then she opened the door.

With head bowed down, Mike couldn't see anything, only then he heard another woman's voice, "Kim, it’s so good to see you. Thank you for inviting me over." Then she lowered her voice and said something else.

Although he couldn't hear that second part, Mike tensed. He was on the other side of the couch; he had a hint of cover. He scrambled fast, perhaps he could pull on his underwear and pants before she saw him.

It was Diane.

Diane, his neighbor.

Diane, a woman he had grown up with.

Diane, a classmate from elementary school and middle school and high school.

Diane, one of his closest friends.

What was she doing here?

Frozen in place and with his head still bowed down, Mike nonetheless kept his eyes wide open as he stared at the carpet just a few inches in front of his knees. What was going on? What could explain her presence? This had to be some kind of sick coincidence, right?

Wrong.

Mike wished time would slow down or stop, but the universe wasn't accommodating as the two women stepped into the living room.

"Mike," Diane said. Only a few seconds ago, her tone had been light and playful as she greeted one of her closest friends. Now she saw Mike on his knees, and something in her voice hardened and crystallized. He could hear that edge, like she needed to prepare herself for something unusual.

"Be a good boy and greet our guest," Kim instructed.

On his knees, exposed, bristling with shame, and uncertain about what he could do, Mike stayed quiet for one or two seconds. But then his obedience kicked in. His wife had given him a command, so he had to satisfy her order. Over the course of his training, he had learned this as one special certainty.

Raising his head, he gazed up at Diane. He saw her expression, and he tried to read it. What was she thinking or feeling at that moment? When she saw her friend, naked and down on the floor, utterly subjugated, was there a hint of mercy somewhere behind her eyes? No. Probably not. Disgust? Did he see the gleam of joy or excitement? Possibly.

"Hello, Diane," he said, doing his best to make this seem normal.

Kim leaned over and whispered something to Diane. Kim's husband desperately worked to pick up on those secret little sounds except he couldn't hear anything over the pounding of blood through his veins.

Diane grinned, nodded, and rolled her shoulders back. She marched right up to him, told him to stand, and Mike had to look over to his wife.

"Do it," she instructed.

He lifted himself back up onto his feet, straightened his back, and he was naked right there in front of her, his cock hard, his body vulnerable and on display.

Moment by moment, he tried to think of something he could say. He had to find the right words. But what they possibly be?

Before he could come up with any kind of answer, Diane slapped him across the face, just as hard as Kim had done earlier that day. He hadn't been prepared, so the stinging shot through his face. The sharpened pain swept through his body, making his vision blur. He tried and mostly failed to fight back the tears.

"I've been talking to Kim," she said. "When she told me about how you're a slave, I didn't really believe it. But now, looking at you, yeah, I can see it. You are a slave, aren't you?"

Immediately, he glanced back at Kim.

Perhaps Diane had expected this; maybe her friend had warned her. That's why she struck him across his cheek again. She landed the blow, bringing all of her force right against one spot on his cheek. The pain darted through his body as his head was jerked to the side. With his eyes downcast, he knew he had to answer. "Yes. Diane, I’m a slave. I belong to my wife." The words fell out onto the air.

"Diane?" his friend asked before she started chuckling. "No. That's not how this works. You don't get to use my name—not anymore. We aren’t equals, slave."

Because he couldn't help himself, he glanced back up the woman who had been his friend. The moisture drained away from his mouth, he tried to speak, only to fail. "What, what is that supposed to mean?" Mike finally managed to ask.

"It means I'm a woman, and I'm your superior. I've been talking to Kim. She's told me all about how these kinds of relationships can work. So if you’re going to be her slave that means you are property, and that means you don't get to use my name." She seemed to revel in those words as she considered each possibility. "And let's not forget, you don't get to make eye contact with me either."

That's when she grabbed his shirt, and she pulled him close. He didn't understand what was about to happen, but he aimed his gaze down toward the base of her neck.

That wasn't good enough. He had already messed up, and this woman had been waiting for the opportunity. She slapped him. This time, she switched hands. With one set of fingers braced against his sternum and with his shirt bunched under her fingertips, she brought her left hand up, and she struck him hard across the face. Again, his vision watered, and he tried to maintain something near of stoic detachment. This was Diane, after all. They had grown up together! They had been close.

Over the last couple of years, they may have drifted apart, especially as Kim and Diane got closer, but part of him still couldn't comprehend how this could happen. His heart hammered, the pain washed over him, and he endured one smacked against his cheek after another, until she finally released him.

Mike stumbled back and went on his knees.

"You know, I've been talking to Diane about your status, and she's been especially interested in your oral service. Would you like to show her what you can do?"

"No!" Mike called out that single word without thinking. Instantly, fresh heat washed over his face, only this time it had nothing to do with getting slapped or the lingering pain.

"Can I do it?"

Mike didn't realize what his former friend meant, not until Diane held out her hand, and Kim gave her the paddle. Despite the fear flooding through his system, he looked back at her. "No. Please, you can't!"

"Why not?" Diane asked. "You've been lying to me for a long time. You've tried to convince me that you deserve respect. Do you?"

"No, Ma'am!"

"Ma'am?" Diane seemed to consider that. "Yeah, I think that works. But still, it's not good enough."

She shoved him up against the wall, slamming him against the solid surface. The air was knocked from his lungs, yet she still didn't give him the opportunity to recover. Tightening her grip on her paddle, she brought it down, swinging it in a tight arc. It crashed against his naked, unprotected skin.

A fresh explosion of sharp heat swept through his body. The excruciating blast of sensation made him cry out.

"I'm sorry! I'm sorry, Ma'am!"

She paddled him again and again, but that's still wasn't good enough.

"Stay," she ordered before she turned back to her friend. She walked over to Kim, leaned in, and whispered something.

Still panting, Mike tried to catch up, to figure out what he might be able to do or say to satisfy her. How could this be happening? She was supposed to be one of his closest friends!

Only now, she came back, and that's when she touched something to his naked backside.

"You know what this is?"

He didn't. "No, Ma'am," he said.

"Let's see if you can guess," she replied as she slapped him again, this time with her new tool. He felt the bite of leather as his belt swung down and struck the right side of his ass, then his left. She went for the right one, two, three times. red welts appeared as his eyes watered all over again. Fresh tears streamed down his cheeks. His lip trembled, and he couldn't control himself, no matter how hard he tried! This and stations overwhelmed him.

Then she stopped, turned around, walk over to the chair, pulled off her pants, her panties, and sat down.

Still facing the wall, Mike didn't move until he heard her call out, "Get over here and lick my pussy."

It was such a crass, brazen declaration. The command rippled across the air, and along his body. He glanced over at his Mistress, and Kim nodded for him to obey. These were women, his superiors, and so he had to do as ordered.

He tentatively walked back over to her, he dipped his head down, and then he started to lick her pussy.

The minutes ticked by, seconds tumbling into one another as his tongue brushed up and down. In spite of everything, that bright, sharp of shame continued to glow bright at the base of his gut. He couldn't help it, not as his tongue darted up and down along her slit. This was Diane, his friend. They were supposed be close!

…She slapped him.

…She asserted her superiority.

…She treated him like a slave.

"Good. Good slave. That's right. You don't need think for yourself. You're just a dumb boy, aren't you? We aren't friends anymore. I'm your superior, and that means you do as I say."

Mike yearned for the chance to argue with her; as hard as he tried, he couldn’t do it. He couldn't summon the strength or willpower to fight her. Instead, he licked this woman's pussy, going deep and fast, just like she wanted right until that moment when she gasped, crying out.

"Tell her about your life," Kim commanded from a few feet away.

On his knees, he looked up at her. The taste of her excitement lingered on his tongue. In fact, he imagined he could still detect the flavors of both women at the back of his throat.

Careful to bow his head down and demonstrate his inferiority, he said, "I'm a slave, Ma'am. I belong to my wife. I am her inferior, and she controls every aspect of my life because I belong to her. I obey her every order. I belong to her. She is my owner, and I do whatever she says. When I disappoint her, she punishes me."

"Just like I did?"

"Yes," he agreed. "Just like you did, Ma'am."

"Good," Diane answered. "I really like seeing you this way, Mike. In fact, I think this warrants a celebration. Don't you?" She reached over and grabbed her purse. She pulled out a cigarette lighter.

Through his tears, he glanced up. What was she doing? This time, he was smart enough to keep his mouth shut, but he watched as she placed the cigarette lightly between her lips. Then she brought up the lighter, clicked it, and the flame sprouted into existence. The tip of her cigarette started to glow. She took a long, slow breath as she pulled the smoke into her lungs. Then she breathed out, exhaling through her nostrils. She looked like a dragon, serpentine and dangerous.

"But, but you hate smoking," he said.

"You don't know me as well as you think you too," she purred.

His eyes narrowed. The revulsion ran through his body, but then she beckoned him forward. As a well-trained boy, he leaned forward, and then she ordered him to open his mouth.

He obeyed. This was a woman; of course, he had to do whatever she said!

Diane puffed the smoke right into his mouth. He started to cough, but she grabbed him by the back of his head. She wouldn't let him turn away. His eyes watered all over again. She took a second drag and breathed right back into his mouth.

"What? You think this is disgusting? Stick out your tongue."

He obeyed again, and that's when she tapped the tip of her cigarette right over his tongue, and the hot ash burned his sensitive appendage. Burning pain ripped down into his nerves.

"Face it," she reminded him. "We can do whatever we want."

This time, he couldn't speak, but the women didn't seem to mind. In fact, Kim grabbed a cigarette for herself before the two women spent the afternoon relaxing and blowing smoke in his face, exactly where it belonged.

Over the next couple of days and weeks and months, he often returned to that afternoon. He thought about his wife and the woman who had once been his friend. He still saw Diane from time to time. When that happened, he couldn't pretend any longer. Even if they were out in public, he had to drop his gaze and give her the respect she deserved.

He addressed her has “Ma’am.”

In the beginning, he had only needed to obey Kim behind the closed doors of their home. Even then, he didn't have to worry all that often, especially because their daughter, Catherine, was often around.

Only then this happened…

Mike had once again failed to run up to his wife fast enough. She had ordered him to strip, and she shoved him against the wall. He had his arms held over his head, his wrists crossed. Because she had enjoyed what Diane introduced, Kim decided to use his belt. She held a tight like a whip and slammed it down against the small of his back, his flanks, and especially his buttocks. She loved how the bright red lines appeared along his flesh as she tormented him.

"Say it," Kim demanded once again.

Each time she punished him, she trained him. She expected these words to get indelibly etched into his psyche; they need to be written upon the fabric of his personality. She would carve those words into his thoughts whether he liked it or not.

"I’m your slave, Mistress! I’m your obedient slave! I, I'm not allowed to think for myself! I’m your slave!"

"What the hell?" a third voice interjected.

At first, Mike hadn't understood where those words originated. In fact, he hadn't been able to identify her voice either. The pitch sounded familiar, but it couldn't be. It was impossible…

Catherine?

"What the hell is this?" his daughter demanded.

In actuality, it probably took in less than a second. Still, it felt like much longer as he lifted his head and looked up at her. At nineteen, she was the older of his two children. She had her hair pulled back into a simple ponytail, and she looked so cute and vivacious in her T-shirt and denim shorts. But right there, her lips had puckered with revulsion, and now she turned and ran.

"Stay," Kim ordered. "Don't you dare move." She ran off to chase their daughter.

For his part, Mike had to sit there. He stayed on his knees. There may not have been shackles around his wrist or ankles, yet he couldn't bring himself to move.

How long did he wait?

At first, he stood there patiently for just a few minutes then some more time went by. He wished they had a clock in their living room, only he had never seen the point, especially since everyone in the family had a cell phone. (Granted, his phone was also equipped with a variety of programs and apps to make sure Kim could control what he did and where he went online.)

It felt like a very long time went by. In actuality, it was probably less than an hour, but he still shifted his weight from side to side. Simultaneously, he wondered how much worse it could get. What if their son came home? Mike remained naked and debased as he waited for his owner to return.

For once, luck was on his side. Although their son didn't walk through the door, Mike remained on his knees, right until that moment when the two women returned.

"Your daughter wants to hear about your new status," Kim announced, her voice clear and resolute.

Naked, on his knees, utterly humiliated, and totally broken, Mike lifted his head. Over the last few minutes, he had tried to rebuild some kind of sense of self. Maybe he even thought about trying to assert his rights to his wife. But again and again, he came back to the same reality: he was a slave. He had no rights. He was a man, and so he would always be Kim's trained property.

Now exposed to his daughter, he gulped. He looked up at her. "Catherine, I am a slave. I belong to your mother. She owns me completely, and I do whatever she says. She can tell me what to wear, what chores to complete, anything."

His daughter narrowed her eyes.

"Why didn't you tell me?" Catherine asked.

Mike didn't know how to answer. He sputtered, and then he looked back over at Kim, as though he expected her to have a good response.

Instead, she shrugged and tilted her head to the side. He knew his wife well enough to understand what that gesture meant: like it or not, he had to answer. He had to somehow satisfy their little girl's curiosity.

What had Kim told her? What did Catherine know? More importantly, what did she expect?

"I asked you a question," Catherine stated flatly as she crossed her arms over her chest, leaned forward, and glared down at her father.

The subjugated man bit down, locking his jaw. Simultaneously, he swallowed back his trepidation, and then he forced himself to say, "We didn't tell you because we didn't think you were old enough. We didn't think you could…"

"What?" Catherine interjected. "You didn't think I could handle the truth?" Her nostrils flared, her eyes narrowed, and she snapped her fingers before pointing to the corner of the living room. "Get over there right now."

The corner of the living room. They had lived in this house for almost twenty years. She had grown up here, and that was where she had gotten punished as a child. Whenever she acted out, either Kim or Mike would snap their fingers and tell her to get in the corner for a timeout.

For a second, Mike didn't know whether or not he would be able to force himself to obey. This was Catherine, after all. She was supposed to be a little girl. And yet, she was an adult and a woman. Like Diane or Kim, that made her Mike's superior.

Something twisted inside of his gut as he considered that simple calculation. And now he rose to his feet and walked to the corner, but he didn't go fast enough. Catherine came up behind him, lifted her foot, and kicked him in the small of his back, shoving him forward. Seconds later, he was in the requisite spot.

"Hands forward," she said.

He braced his palms against the intersecting walls just as she demanded.

Again and again, he searched for the right words, like he thought he could talk to Catherine and get her to change her mind. Getting shown off to Diane had been bad, but this was so much worse. Over and over, he tried to come up with some kind of solution.

He couldn't think of anything.

As hard as he tried, he kept coming back to his training. Built into his psyche, the urge to obey his superiors locked him in place. Even if this girl had been under his authority for almost two decades, it wasn't anywhere near enough.

"Mom told me about the paddle," she said. Catherine spun around, walked away, and Mike wanted to turn his head, but he understood that Kim was still in the room. He couldn't break any of the rules. If he did, there’d be consequences…

When his daughter came back, she touched it to his posterior. "Guess what I'm going to do?" Catherine whispered.

She didn't give him a chance to answer. Instead, she jerked the paddle back, lining it up like she was ready to play some baseball. Then she swung down, striking hard. The crash of pain exploded through his body. That sharpened blast tore through his defenses, making him cry out. It was only the first one.

"What? You can't take that? Come on. I'm just getting warmed up!" Catherine promised.

Adjusting her grip, she demonstrated her certainty. Perhaps she had needed an explanation, but now she saw the truth. Her mother had unlocked something within her, freeing up this new instinct. "Come on, Daddy!" Catherine chortled out that last word. "You're supposed to be a big, tough guy, right?" She smacked the paddle down hard, going for the right side, then the left and back again. She made sure his buttocks turned a dark shade of purple, all while she laughed at him.

At first, he tried so hard not to whimper, cry, or babble in front of this little girl. He was supposed to be able to handle anything. He was supposed to be strong, independent, and powerful. He was supposed to be a male role model!

Unfortunately for him, this girl reveled in her newfound power. Perhaps she hadn't considered it before, yet now she saw the truth, and she wouldn't let go of the paddle or this new hierarchy.

Her mother was in charge, but Catherine was still a woman, so she outranked her father.

"Our girl is growing up,” Kim said once Catherine seemed to finish or had decided to take a break. “You know, there's a really fun way to celebrate…"

"No!" Mike called out immediately.

"You don't get a vote," Kim said flatly. "No one cares what you think."

Bristling, he pushed his fingernails up against the wall. He scratched. He couldn't think of anything to do or say as his body remained tight with dread. And yet, the pain hadn't been enough. She wanted to horrifying him. She wanted to shatter any sense of power he may have once possessed.

"What should we do?" Catherine asked, sounding innocent.

"Mike, crawl over to the foot of the chair. You know what's going to happen, don't you?"

That's when Kim strode over to her daughter and whispered something.

"Really? I can do that in the house now?"

"You can," Kim said.

"On your knees in front of me, Daddy," Catherine said with the same sharp condescension and disdain from before.

He obeyed his little girl. Or at least, that was who she had once been. At this point, she morphed into something else. She involved into a young, powerful woman who could take whatever she wanted, especially from a broken man like Mike.

"Don't do it," Mike yearned to say. And yet, he glanced up, and his body tightened all over again. He froze in place, unable to speak. He couldn't summon the words, no matter how hard he tried.

Catherine crossed her legs demurely. She seemed to so powerful, so completely and utterly in control of this situation. And now Kim handed her a cigarette. His little girl brought it up to her mouth. She parted her lips, but the cigarette into place, and cocked her head to the side as she looked down at her father. "What's wrong? You don't think this is a good idea? You don't think I deserve a smoke every once in a while?" The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement as she stared down at him. In that position, she was clearly in control and in charge. Kim normally sat there. Diane had taken her place recently. The more and more, the women in his life. Learn to the truth. They saw him for who he really was.

As she puffed out the smoke, he inhaled, filling his chest with that secondhand cloud of acrid silver. He nearly choked, but he already understood what kind of punishment he would endure if he didn't do this right. He had to breathe it in again and again.

"Remember when you used to lecture me?" Catherine taunted him. She tilted her head to the side. "Yeah, I don't think you're going to do that ever again. Are you?" Every movement was condescending and loaded with disdain as she shook her head slowly from side to side. "No. You don't get to do that."

"No, I don't," he said.

"Miss," she said.

"What?" Mike asked. He had his head bowed down, and he studied the contours of her bare shins now. Apparently, that wasn't good enough. His daughter expected more respect than that. That's why she grabbed him by his hair and forced his head up. He knew what was happening. He understood what would come next.

Even so, he couldn't defend himself. She slapped him hard across the face. Another jolt of pain rocked his body. His teeth snapped together, and he tried to hide that rush of pain, only he couldn't do it. This young woman could see the truth; she could read his expression. She knew exactly what he was feeling.

"Miss," she stated again. "That's how you're going to address free from now on. Mom told me all about you and how you call her Mistress. Well, you're going to address me as Miss from now on." As she lectured him, she made it abundantly clear that this would be the new order; this would be the new structure of their family and their household.

"Yes…Miss."

"Good," she said, bringing the end of the cigarette back up to her mouth. Her lungs and chest expanded all over again as she enjoyed it, that addictive taste. The flutter of satisfaction ran through her body. She exhaled again, breathing out slowly. The gray hid his face, and it washed along the tip of his nose, along the ridge, down his cheeks, and over his bare chest.

"You belong on your knees, don't you?"

"Yes, Miss," he said faster this time.

"Because you are a boy, and boys need to be owned, don't they? They deserve to be completely and utterly broken and trained, don't they? Men shouldn't have any rights, should they?"

"No, Miss," he said.

"Convince me," she replied.

Convince her? What was that supposed to mean?

Mike glanced down.

This time, she let go of his hair, so he could press his chin to his chest. Perhaps that young woman enjoyed seeing this man in that position. Like so many other new adults, she marveled at her maturity. She enjoyed driving, getting her first job, and dealing with the truly mature conversations of a college classroom. Best of all, she now saw her father on his knees, naked and enslaved before her.

Even if he had loved her, it didn't really change anything. For as long as she could recall, he had been in authority figure. He told her what to eat and when to go to bed. Even as a little girl, she may have understood the simple truth that her mother ruled the household, yet he had been an adult while she was a child. That gave him leverage. Lots of it.

No more.

She breathed in again, savoring gentle burn of the smoke at the back of her throat and down into her lungs. Now she exhaled again, savoring the way he flinched.

"Go on…" Catherine commanded, making it clear he didn't have much time.

"I, I am your slave." He flinched right away. He didn't mean to utter those words, only they felt right. They felt true. When he looked up at that young woman, he didn't see a little girl. He didn't see someone who he could control, not anymore. Maybe, just a few years ago, he could have told her when to go to bed or what to eat. But now she was an adult, and she outranked him.

"Keep going," she ordered.

"I’m your slave because I'm a man, and men are inferior. I'm a man, and I have to do whatever you say. If I don't, you will…" His voice trailed off.

"Say it," she demanded. With one hand, she pinched her cigarette. With the other, she dropped her palm down to the base of his throat, and she squeezed. Yes, she was choking her father, and there was nothing he could do about it. Maybe, and some technical sense, he was strong enough to push her back, only he had been well-trained.

Besides, he had been spanked and paddled, whipped and belted. He understood how he had to obey. With his cheek still stinging from her last strike, he didn't try to fight her. Even as she squeezed on his throat, cutting off his air supply, he had to stay there on his knees, just as she expected.

Finally, she let go.

"You will punish me!"

"How?"

"However you want," he replied. He wished he could have stopped right there. That answer could have or maybe even should have been good enough.

It wasn't.

She expected more. Much more.

"Is that what you think? Is that what you really think?"

Mike blinked, confused. As he looked up at this young woman, he didn't know what to do or say. His heart pounded faster, and the dread pulsed through his body. He could feel that terror grip him at his core. It was right there, just below the base of his stomach. A different kind of desperation flared along his body.

She inhaled again, ordered him to open his mouth, and then she breathed out, just as Diane had done. This young woman was taunting him. She knew how he felt; she understood exactly how he despised smoking and cigarettes, tobacco, and every associated product. Even so, this young woman now enjoyed rush of excitement as she inhaled and puffed out another cloud of silver for him to breathe in.

He didn't cough; he already knew that if he made a scene, he would be in trouble. Eager to avoid any kind of disciplinary action, he stayed there on his knees as his little girl taunted him.

"Don't worry, Daddy. I'm going to make sure you get to breathe and lots and lots of smoke whenever I need to relax," she promised him, the corners her eyes crinkling with amusement.

Mike understood that that this was just the beginning.

"It's time for you to buy a new belt, boy," Kim whispered into his ear.

They were in a department store, a massive building on the edge of their suburb. It was late on a Saturday night, so the place seemed somehow abandoned. Yes, the white, fluorescent lights continued to glow, and he saw a few employees here or there, but there was something quiet about this place.

It didn't help that Kim had dropped her voice to that taunting whisper.

"Yes, Mistress," he agreed, because he already knew it didn't matter what he said. If he protested, that would only invite further punishment.

With her fingers interlaced, she held onto his hand and guided him down one of the central aisles that encircled the store. Now they came to the men's clothing section; it seemed even quieter over here compared to the rest of the store.

Holding onto his arm, she guided him to one wall. He saw the different belts: black, brown, gray, some matte, others shining. He didn't know what to do or say.

Fortunately for him, Kim wasn't interested in his opinion. Instead, she picked up one belt, considered it, wrapped it around her wrist, and doubled it. She swung it through the air, and he could hear the hiss as it cut down.

"What do you think of this one?" Kim asked him.

"I don't have an opinion, Mistress."

"Oh?"

"No," he said with a quick shake of his head. "I'm sure you'll make the right decision, Mistress."

"You really will do whatever I want, won't you? Deep down, you know you belong to me."

"Yes, Mistress.” He didn't know whether or not she actually craved his knowledge meant, but he gave it to her anyway.

Kim chuckled. She put that first belt back and picked up another one. "I think this will make it a little bit heavier. And look at that. The edges are definitely sharper. Do you think this would hurt even more? Would it sting?"

"No matter what you buy, Mistress, I'm sure it will sting," he answered dutifully. He kept his voice low. At the same time, he glanced over his shoulder. He had to be wondering what would happen if someone chose that random moment to walk by.

Then again, it was the end of the night, the employees were exhausted and ready to go home, plus no one really came here to shop at this hour. Despite his hidden hopes, Kim and Mike had some privacy.

Kim chose a different belt. She held it up. First, she dropped the tip and let it fall. From there, she let it swing from side to side, almost like some hypnotic pocket watch. "What do you think of this? Do you think this would be good for you? You can wear it to work, and you will always know I can use it on you whenever I want."

"I, I don't know," he said, his chest tightening.

"Guess," she commanded.

Mike didn't know what to do, especially since he kept his gaze aimed downward. He studied the way the light glinted off the belt buckle. His throat contracted, and some of the moisture drained away from his mouth as he thought about this. Ultimately, he had to obey her; there was no question about that. But what could he say that might mitigate any future punishment.

Perhaps being out in this public store should have made him feel slightly better, especially because he knew he was safe, at least for the time being. They were out in the open; Kim had never punished him where someone might see.

But they’d have to go home, eventually…

And when they did, she could do whatever she wished. If that meant shoving him up against the wall and grabbing his belt and swinging down again and again until ready, crisscrossing welts appeared along his flesh, that was her prerogative.

"Mistress, I think any belt you choose will be good for me. This one looks like it is heavy. It looks like it would be especially painful if you decide to use it on my ass."

"I agree," she said. "Let's buy it."

"Mike? Mike, is that you?"

He spun around and faced a blonde woman with neatly trimmed, shoulder length hair. Cindy. When he saw her, his mouth dropped open. They worked together. She was his colleague from the office.

"Hello," Mike answered sheepishly.

"Mike, aren't you going to introduce us?" Kim want to do now.

"Cindy, this is my wife, Kim. Kim, this is my coworker, Cindy."

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Cindy," Kim said as she extended her hand. The two women shook, and then Kim stepped back. At any moment, Cindy was supposed to excuse herself and head off to finish her shopping. She was probably there to buy some chips, cookies, maybe a toy for a younger cousin or something like that. Instead, she seemed amused. And that's when Kim shattered everything. "Would you like to watch me punish my husband?"

"What?" Cindy asked.

Kim chuckled, "Basically, I own my husband, and I don't like the way he's been behaving or how he’s answered my questions tonight, so I have decided to punish him. I'm going to do a right here. I'm going to yank down his pants and he was use this on him." She held up the belt…

His coworker didn’t—couldn’t—understand. "You're joking," Cindy said.

Mike opened his mouth; he knew he had to say something. But what? Words materialized behind his eyes, only to flutter into oblivion because his wife was right there. Whenever he stood near her, he got quiet. She had been training him for so long. She had stripped away his initiative and drive. He knew he belonged to her; as a slave, it wasn't his job to think. He simply had to obey. Anything else warranted punishment, and even now his ass clenched, and he could already imagine the streaks of pain shooting along his nerves.

Grabbing onto his hand again, she stood beside her husband. From a distance, she looked utterly supportive. But then she told his colleague, "This might be a lot to take in, but I own my husband, and I want to punish him. Would you like to watch?"

Cindy glanced over at Mike, "Is she, is she joking?"

"Yeah, Mike. Am I joking?" Kim demanded.

Standing there in front of his two women, he didn't get to argue. He couldn't tell her that she was wrong, nor could he tried to hide. She held onto his hand. Besides, he knew better than to try to run. Since he had to say something, he glanced back at Cindy, and he admitted the truth, "Yes. My wife owns me."

"Like a slave?" Cindy asked, sounding just as dumbfounded as before.

"Exactly like a slave," purred Kim with sadistic glee. She hadn't planned this, but she could enjoy it. Of course, it was a risk. Then again, she didn't have to care what a woman like Cindy thought about their relationship. In a worst-case scenario, Mike would get fired from his job, meaning he’d have to spend more time at home. Then things could get especially brutal…

"I, I think I want to watch," Cindy said uncertainly. She glanced over her shoulder, first to the left, then the right, like she wanted to make sure no one could observe her interest.

"Perfect," Kim agreed. She snapped her fingers and pointed over to one of the empty racks. "Go over there, Mike."

"Yes, Mistress," he said. He took one shuttering step forward, then another and another. After that, he still couldn't believe he was really going to do this. Panic threatened to overwhelm him. At any moment, it felt like he might break. Then again, there was nothing he could do. He had to take this. He had to be obedient; he had to do whatever she wished.

And so he stood there. He reached out and rested his arms against the rack. Behind him, the women were talking.

"I think we're ready," Kim announced as she came back up to her boy. She still held onto the belt from before.

In his peripheral vision, he saw that strip of dark leather.

He had to do something; he had to say something!

But what? What could he possibly do?

Nothing.

"Cindy, I think you're going to like this," Kim promised as she strode up to her boy. She had doubled the belt, and now she came up to him. She pulled down his pants right there in public. They were bunched around his thighs, leaving the small of his back in the curves of his ass on display.

At any moment, Cindy was going to intervene; she was going to say that this was sick or wrong.

She didn't.

He risked a glance in her direction, and he saw something on her face, something he never could have anticipated: desire. She was intrigued by this prospect; she wanted to see what would happen.

Kim struck.

He bit down.

"Don't make a sound," Kim commanded. "Don't you dare make a sound. Understand, boy?"

"Yes, Mistress!" He hissed out.

"That was a sound," she said, her teeth locked together, the corners of her eyes crinkling with sadistic glee.

He messed up. He just messed up badly, but there was no way for him to take those words back. Besides, it wasn’t like he could apologize when she had already demanded his silence.

"Don't worry," his wife said to him. "I'm not offended. I was going to make this hurt anyway."

What was Cindy thinking? How did she feel when she heard all of this?

She enjoyed it, he realized. She was another woman who had to work with arrogant, aggressive, and chauvinist men all the time. Seeing one get put in his place probably triggered something deep and powerful within her.

In fact, she giggled right as Kim pulled the belt back and slashed it down across the air.

It struck.

The sound splashed across the air, and he bristled, hating it just as much as the pain shooting along his nerves.

"How was that?" Kim asked her husband.

"It hurt, Mistress," he said.

"Good," she replied. Turning back to Cindy, she added, "Pain is good for these boys. You know what I mean?"

"I think I do," Cindy answered.

The conversation stopped. Kim unleashed another barrage, slamming the curves of the belt down again and again, one hard and fast blast of agony after another. The excruciating sensations ripped along his nerves, and there was nothing he could do about any of it. He bit down, and he stayed silent. That felt like an achievement, but it didn't change anything because his wife still wasn't satisfied.

By now, she was breathing heavily.

The back of his ass glowed a bright shade of red. The lines were there, crisscrossing his flesh and announcing what just happened.

"You know, I don't think this is fair," Kim finally said. Of course, her boy couldn't understand what she meant, not until she announced, "I'm thinking you should get a turn."

Get a turn?

Then he understood. Desperate, he glanced back at Cindy, and maybe he tried to convey something. Perhaps he worked hard to get her sympathy or mercy. If so, it didn't work because she took the belt from his wife. Then she grinned, and she struck. She made him suffer.

He tried to stay silent. He worked so hard to keep from making any noise. Despite his best efforts, he failed utterly. Soon, he was crying just as badly as when Kim, Diane, or even Catherine had struck him. He couldn't believe it; he didn't understand how this kind of pain could explode along his nerves.

Distantly, he heard the laughter from his colleague. And then another thought popped into his head. No matter what else happened to, he would always be vulnerable; he would always be at their mercy.

No one came to help him. No one came to check on him. He made all the noise these women expected and craved.

When it ended, Cindy grabbed him by his shirt and turned to face her. All at once, his knees buckled.

Maybe there was that flicker of hope somewhere in his chest. Perhaps, desperately, he wondered if maybe she would demonstrate some hint of mercy or sympathy. They were colleagues, after all. They were supposed to be equals.

No. They could never be equals again—not after this. Once she saw this pathetic display, she would always view him as a piece of property. Maybe he belonged to the women of his household, but she outranked him as well now.

Mike glanced up, and he could see it in her eyes. Cindy laughed at him. She laughed at him because he was a man, and now she understood the truth: men needed to be enslaved.

"Catherine, this is your big day," Kim said to their daughter. "What should happen?"

They had discussed it. Or rather, Kim had made the announcement to the family. Now that Catherine knew the truth, it was time for them to become open about the underlying realities of their household. As a daughter and son and wife and husband, the four of them would acknowledge the truth. In doing so, Catherine would assert herself.

"I want to see you own him," Catherine announced.

"Good," Kim said. Then she turned to her son, "Sweetheart, in my closet, you'll find the harness and the dildo. Go fetch it."

The boy glanced around, like he wished he could come up with an excuse, some reason to stop this. No. He couldn’t Worse, his sister leaned over and whispered something into his ear. He tried to hide it, but to the panic played across his face, and he inevitably broke.

He ran out of the living room, rushed back to his parents’ bedroom, and obeyed his mother.

Only a few seconds later, he returned as instructed. His hands were trembling as he held out the harness and at the dildo.

Kim took it, and now she removed her pants. She ran the zipper down, shimmied out, and peeled away her underwear as well. Catherine lately looked away. Her son kept his eyes locked shut as he tilted his head down.

But then, Catherine came up behind him. She grabbed him by his throat with one hand. With the other, she touched the underside of his chin and forced him to look up. That's when he saw his mother. She was wearing the harness now. She had it pulled around her waist and down between her legs. The dildo was in position, and she gazed at her husband. "Suck it, slave," she ordered.

Before he could obey, Catherine grabbed his hands and slid the cuffs into place. She bound her Daddy!

Mike was naked and on his knees. He had his hands cuffed behind his back—he was helpless now.

Tentatively, he licked his lips. He looked up. Then he risked a glance back at Catherine and her brother.

Perhaps he hoped for something inspiring to say something. Maybe he should have apologized. But no, he was on display in front of his entire family, and they all knew the truth about him. They understood that he hadn’t been strong enough. He wouldn't be able to fight back.

His son would see where a man belonged; his daughter would be reminded once again of how easily he could be owned and manipulated.

That's when Kim dropped her hand down to the back of his head, and she tugged him forward. At the same time, his wife pushed her fake cock right against his mouth. She gagged him, sliding it forward and into, and all the way to the back of his throat. He tried not to gag; he thought it as hard as he could, but the instinct was there, raging through his body.

"Suck it, slave," she barked.

His owner had made a demand. He couldn't resist. He couldn't disobey!

Despite that tension and the flares of sensation down along the length of his neck, he wrapped his mouth around her fake cock. He started to suck the dildo, just as she expected. He bobbed his head forward and back as jagged shame exploded along his skin.

They were watching him.

They saw what he had become.

Finally, she jerked back. She looked at him. "You need to understand something about this man," Kim announced. "He can be trained. He can be owned. This is true of all men. Males are inherently weaker. With the right stimulation and attention, you can break them. You can shatter their thoughts and their minds. You can take away their independence. You can strip these boys of their freedom and turn them into groveling, pathetic slaves—just like this boy."

"Good to know," Catherine said, the corners of her eyes wrinkled with delight. Perhaps she had been horrified at first, but now she understood the truth. More and more, the women around him seemed to understand what he represented: the future. This was where men belonged.

Maybe it would spread slowly, but it would jump from one relationship to another. Catherine, for example, would never tolerate a boyfriend who would try to contradict her. On the contrary, she expected someone who’d get on his knees, naked and subservient, powerless, and ready to serve.

"Bow down, slave," Kim instructed.

This time, he had to say something. He couldn't let this happen in front of Catherine. Even if this was a reward for her as they marked her passage into true adulthood and female supremacy, he still had to do something. "Please. Please, can we talk? Please? Just for a little while? Can we talk like we did before?"

Kim strode over to her husband, she peered down at him, and she seemed to consider him for several long seconds. Moment by moment, the hope started to spin and grow inside of his chest.

She smirked. She smacked him across the face. Her hand flew down hard, sending an excruciating burst of pain all along his face.

He thought he tasted blood along inside of his mouth. It wasn't serious, but it told him all he needed to know.

He dropped forward, his legs spread, his ass up in the air. Yes, his arms were still chained behind his back, but she didn't care. When he tried to sit up, Kim braced her foot against the nape of his neck. "No, no," she said with a shake of her head. "That's not how this works. You stay down there, boy. You aren't getting up."

Still whimpering, he kept his head down. Then she pulled away, and she dropped to her knees behind him. Smiling triumphantly, she glanced over at Catherine. When their eyes met, they shared something special. This was a moment Catherine would never forget. She was watching her mother take control.

Later on, Catherine would get to do this with her boyfriend, and eventually her own husband. She would have a man broken on knees, and she would get to show off her own talents in front of her daughter.

Kim positioned herself. She placed her hand on his ass, and she lowered her voice. Maybe their children could overhear this. Maybe not. Either way, she told him, "I'm about to break you again."

He couldn't argue. He couldn't disagree. With his weight braced against his forehead, he could only close his eyes as she shoved her cock forward. She pegged him hard. She wasn't gentle; she didn't need careful because she didn’t care about his comfort. Instead, she was going to make him yield to her authority. She pumped into him, drew back, and maybe he almost hoped it would come to an end, like that demonstration was enough.

It wasn't.

She pulled back, and she pumped into him again. With each thrust, she made him hurt. She stretched the walls of his ass. At the same time, she smacked his exposed flesh. She smacked him with one hand. With the other, she reached around.

No! That single syllable exploded behind his eyes.

And yet, his wife had already made her decision. She squeezed his cock and manipulated him. She jerked him, forward and back to the same rhythm of her hips as she brought him closer and closer to that burst of pleasure. He could hate it; he could fight it.

None of that would or could change anything.

She had made her choice, and now he had to live with it.

Within seconds, he could feel that shuttering burst of pleasure. He came hard, blowing his load. He spurted. It hit the floor, and he knew she would make him clean it up later. But for the moment, this was about teaching him a lesson. It was about showing their kids exactly how the world worked.

She jerked free, turned around, and gave a little bow.

Catherine cheered, clapping and hooting even as she jumped up and down, her hair bouncing against her shoulders. Yes, this young woman had learned an important lesson.

They all had.

The End
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